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That’s a lovely slipknot.

It’s thanks to a good rope, too. Top notch stuff, like you find only in the Southwest. Heavy-duty rope, you can use it to catch cattle and wild horses with your lazo, no nasty surprises. In case, you can also use it to make justice.

But a rope, good as it may be, is not everything. The knot. That’s what makes the difference.

I keep staring at the noose, pleased with myself. To be on the safe side, I checked it a couple of times, before and after tying it to the branch.

Yes, man: I’m damn good at slipknots.

Experience. And dedication. Already as a child I used to have fun with it. I did that in spite of the look of reproach I saw in the eyes of my mother when she came after me, totally pissed off because the tutor would be waiting for me to show up. And she would find me hanging around behind the corral, at the edge of town. Where the passing cowboys camped with their herds.

Cowboys…

It was them who taught me how to make lazos. And nooses, and slipknots too.  It was them who taught me how to ride. In a way, they also taught me how to find freedom. Although if I was the one looking for it.

I have found way too much.

Or rather I may have deluded myself into thinking I had found it. For now I kind of wonder what freedom truly is.

Fuck it. I kick the thought away. I go back to the slipknot that is dangling perfectly from the makeshift gallows. The tree is not so tall, and it doesn't look in a very good shape either. Yet, there's something fascinating about it. It is a survivor. It doesn't give in. Anyway, the branch I've tied the rope to is pretty stout. It'll hold. To be on the safe side, I've tested its strength – it can't, it actually mustn't, play tricks on me.

The mesa is home to a derelict pueblo, an old village set in a huge crack, like a wide open mouth at one third of the cliff. An eagle nest, cut off and sheltered, first inhabited by an ancient tribe, then taken over by other redskins, probably Hopi or Navajos, long before us white people showed up around here.

In a number of situations, the pueblo has been our ultimate sanctuary. No need to climb up there, today. Yeah, in the heart of the deserted ruins, in such pits ripped to the rock you've got shade, and a sort of coolness. But I decided to be down here, when the time comes. They must see my face. I don't want to sort things out like a coward, hiding among the homes. Even if it were much easier. More logic. More effective. Less risky.
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