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    Across a contested frontier, friendship and violence confront one another in the meeting of two men shaped by very different worlds. Karl May’s Winnetou is one of the best-known works of German-language adventure fiction, a narrative whose images of the American West have remained powerful far beyond its original period. It combines travel, danger, moral testing, and an ideal of mutual respect in a form designed for a broad reading public. The book’s lasting interest lies not only in its swift movement through unfamiliar landscapes, but also in the seriousness with which it asks readers to consider loyalty, justice, and the human cost of conflict.

The title Winnetou commonly refers to Karl May’s three-volume novel sequence, published in 1893. Its author, Karl May, lived from 1842 to 1912 and became one of the most widely read German writers of popular adventure literature. The novels belong to the tradition of travel and frontier tales that flourished in the nineteenth century, when European readers eagerly consumed stories set in distant regions. May gave this tradition an unusually strong emotional and ethical emphasis, placing personal bonds and ideals of honor at the center of perilous journeys. The result was a work that became a landmark of popular literature in German-speaking countries.

The central premise is introduced through the first-person narrator Old Shatterhand, a German newcomer to the American West, and his encounter with Winnetou, an Apache leader. Their developing relationship provides the narrative’s human center, while the surrounding world includes expeditions, settlements, commercial interests, and clashes across a rapidly changing frontier. This setup allows May to unite adventure with reflection: physical courage matters, but so do judgment, trust, and restraint. Without revealing the later course of the story, Winnetou establishes from the outset that its conflicts are not merely contests of strength, but tests of character and responsibility.

May wrote the Winnetou novels in the early 1890s, drawing on literary sources, travel writing, popular conventions, and his own imaginative power rather than firsthand experience of the United States at the time of composition. He did not visit North America until 1908, long after the books had appeared. That fact is essential to understanding the novels: the West presented in Winnetou is a literary and European construction, not a documentary account. Its settings and peoples are filtered through the expectations of nineteenth-century German popular fiction, even as the narrative seeks to dramatize moral questions that reach beyond its invented geography.

The books hold classic status because of the force with which they shaped the German-speaking imagination of the American West. For many readers, May’s names, landscapes, and frontier encounters became enduring points of cultural reference. The novels were repeatedly reprinted and later adapted for stage, film, radio, and other media, extending their reach across generations. Their success also established a durable model for German-language adventure storytelling: expansive settings, intense companionship, clear moral pressure, and a narrator whose travels organize the reader’s passage through an unfamiliar world. Such influence belongs to the history of popular literature as much as to the history of the Western.

At the level of narrative craft, Winnetou is driven by movement. Journeys through open country, sudden dangers, negotiations, pursuits, and encounters with strangers give the story an episodic energy well suited to adventure fiction. Yet May repeatedly uses action to frame ethical choices. The reader is invited to measure bravery against impulsiveness, strength against cruelty, and confidence against arrogance. This combination helps explain the novels’ endurance. They offer the immediacy of a frontier tale while insisting that conduct has consequences. The excitement of the plot is therefore joined to an idealistic concern with how individuals ought to treat one another under pressure.

Friendship is among the work’s most persistent themes. The relationship at its center crosses boundaries of language, background, and social position, making mutual recognition a source of both narrative tension and moral aspiration. May presents trust not as something automatic, but as something earned through action. In doing so, the book speaks to a broad human desire for solidarity in a divided world. Its appeal has often rested on this emotional core: readers encounter not only an imagined West, but a story about the possibility of loyalty between people who begin as strangers and must learn how to understand one another.

Justice is equally important, though the novel’s treatment of it is inseparable from the conventions and limitations of its era. Winnetou portrays conflicts involving land, power, violence, and exploitation, and it often condemns greed and brutality. At the same time, its representations of Indigenous peoples arise from a nineteenth-century European author writing from outside the cultures he depicts. Modern readers should therefore distinguish between the novel’s ethical intentions and its historical accuracy or cultural authority. Reading it critically does not diminish its importance; rather, it clarifies why the work remains significant in discussions of popular storytelling, colonial imagination, and representation.

May’s prose and plotting also reveal the broad ambitions of popular fiction in his time. He sought a large audience, but he did not treat adventure as empty spectacle. The narrator’s encounters are shaped by ideals of courage, self-command, and humane conduct, while the landscape magnifies both danger and possibility. This blend made Winnetou accessible to younger readers and compelling to adults, helping secure its place in reading cultures across generations. Later writers of German-language adventure fiction worked in a field that May had helped make culturally prominent, while later adaptations kept his frontier world visible to audiences who encountered it outside the printed page.

The classic reputation of Winnetou has also prompted sustained reconsideration. Its popularity cannot be separated from the historical conditions in which European audiences imagined North America and Indigenous life. Contemporary readers may find in the novel a mixture of sympathy, idealization, simplification, and inherited stereotype. Such tensions make an informed introduction especially valuable. The book is neither a historical record nor an Indigenous account of the West; it is a nineteenth-century German adventure novel. Approached with that understanding, it can be read both for its narrative power and as evidence of the cultural assumptions that shaped its original vision.

This perspective does not require readers to abandon the pleasures that made the work famous. Winnetou remains vivid because it gives moral weight to friendship, courage, and the refusal of needless cruelty. Its frontier setting turns those values into urgent choices, while its emotional intensity keeps the characters’ relationships at the foreground. The novel’s influence on popular images of the West, and on the forms through which German audiences engaged with adventure, ensures its place in literary and cultural history. At the same time, its limitations invite readers to ask who creates such images, whose voices are absent, and how inherited stories continue to shape perception.

Today, Winnetou endures because it offers both an absorbing adventure and a subject for critical reflection. Its concerns with conflict, cross-cultural encounter, loyalty, and justice remain recognizable, while its nineteenth-century perspective calls for careful historical awareness. The book’s lasting appeal lies partly in that double character: it is a powerful work of popular imagination and a text that reveals the strengths and constraints of the tradition from which it emerged. Entered with attention to both its emotional force and its representational limits, Karl May’s classic still invites readers to consider how stories of distant places can shape ideals, prejudices, and hopes.
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    Karl May’s Winnetou is a Western adventure centered on the friendship between the German-born narrator, later known as Old Shatterhand, and Winnetou, an Apache chief. The best-known version begins with Winnetou I, published in 1893, and was followed by two further volumes in the 1890s. Although May wrote from Germany rather than from firsthand experience of the American West, the novels create an expansive frontier world shaped by travel, conflict, and moral testing. The narrative follows Old Shatterhand’s movement from inexperienced newcomer to trusted participant in the struggles affecting Indigenous communities, settlers, laborers, and armed adventurers.

At the outset, the narrator arrives in the American West as a young German seeking work and practical experience. He joins a surveying expedition connected with the advance of a railroad through territory claimed by Apache people. His early encounters introduce the novel’s frontier setting as a contested space rather than an empty landscape: commercial expansion, migration, and armed authority press against existing communities and agreements. The narrator’s lack of local knowledge makes him dependent on more experienced companions, while his education, physical courage, and willingness to observe gradually distinguish him. The journey establishes the tensions that will govern the action.

The survey party’s presence brings it into contact with Apache resistance, particularly with Winnetou and his father, Intschu-tschuna. At first, the relationship is marked by distrust and danger. The Apache leaders see the railroad work as a threat to their land and security, while many of the expedition’s members regard Indigenous people through fear, prejudice, or simple hostility. Old Shatterhand is drawn into this conflict before he fully understands its causes. His conduct under pressure, however, begins to set him apart from men who view the frontier chiefly as an opportunity for profit or domination.

A central early development is the gradual recognition between Old Shatterhand and Winnetou. Their meetings test both men’s courage, discipline, and judgment, but the novel gives increasing weight to mutual respect rather than to simple rivalry. Old Shatterhand’s developing bond with the Apache leader becomes the emotional and ethical center of the story. It also allows May to contrast individual loyalty with the larger forces of expansion and violence surrounding them. Friendship in the novel is not presented as effortless; it must be earned across differences of language, custom, and political position.

The action broadens through journeys across plains, mountains, camps, and settlements, as the characters pursue information, evade danger, and respond to threats against people for whom they feel responsible. Old Shatterhand acquires the skills associated with May’s idealized frontier hero: tracking, marksmanship, endurance, and tactical restraint. Yet these abilities are repeatedly framed as meaningful only when joined to self-control and a sense of justice. The novel’s adventure episodes therefore serve more than spectacle. They examine whether strength will be used to protect others, settle private grievances, or intensify an already destructive conflict.

Opposing the protagonists are figures whose greed, cruelty, or deception exploit the instability of the frontier. Among the most important is Santer, a violent adversary connected to the wrongs that deepen the conflict between Apache people and incoming outsiders. His presence gives the narrative a continuing personal dimension while also representing broader patterns of betrayal and lawlessness. The danger he poses is not limited to open combat; concealment, false appearances, and the manipulation of trust matter throughout the plot. Old Shatterhand and Winnetou must therefore judge character carefully as they navigate shifting alliances and uncertain reports.

As the narrative proceeds, personal loyalties become intertwined with disputes over land, honor, and responsibility. The Apache characters are not merely obstacles to the narrator’s journey; their losses, leadership, and internal obligations shape the moral stakes of the story. At the same time, May’s portrayal reflects the conventions and assumptions of nineteenth-century German popular adventure writing, including an idealized image of the West and a strong emphasis on individual heroism. The book nevertheless repeatedly asks whether cross-cultural understanding can resist the violence produced by conquest, mistrust, and the pursuit of material gain.

Old Shatterhand’s relationship with Winnetou develops into a partnership that guides much of the subsequent action. Together with allies encountered in different frontier communities, they confront urgent dangers and seek to prevent further harm. The story maintains momentum through pursuits, rescues, negotiations, and confrontations, but it does not reduce its conflict to a simple division between groups. Ethical distinctions more often depend on a character’s actions: courage, honesty, mercy, and fidelity are praised, while exploitation and vengeance carry damaging consequences. This approach gives the novel its enduring focus on personal responsibility amid social upheaval.

Winnetou remains significant as one of Karl May’s most influential works and as a major source of the author’s enduring popularity in German-speaking culture. Its vivid frontier adventure, idealized companionship, and repeated appeal to justice helped establish the Old Shatterhand and Winnetou stories as a lasting cultural phenomenon. Modern readers may also approach the novel critically, considering how its romantic vision of Indigenous peoples and the American West differs from historical realities. Without resolving its later developments, the book’s larger message lies in its insistence that courage is incomplete without respect, loyalty, and an effort to recognize another person’s humanity.
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    Karl May’s Winnetou novels are set in a fictionalized version of the North American West during the mid-nineteenth century, when United States expansion, military authority, commercial enterprise, and settler migration were transforming Indigenous homelands. Their action moves through regions associated with the Great Plains, the Rocky Mountains, and the Southwest, including Apache country. The narrative’s central institutions are the U.S. army, railroad and mining companies, frontier settlements, and Indigenous communities defending territory and political independence. Although the characters and many episodes are invented, the books draw on real conflicts produced by expansion into lands claimed, occupied, and governed by Native nations long before U.S. settlement.

The broad political setting was U.S. territorial expansion. The annexation of Texas in 1845, the U.S.-Mexican War of 1846–1848, and the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo in 1848 brought vast former Mexican territories under U.S. control. These changes intensified migration and federal intervention across the Southwest. Apache peoples had long lived across a wide region extending through present-day Arizona and New Mexico and into northern Mexico; new international boundaries did not remove their connections to this territory. Winnetou reflects this unstable borderland world by presenting travel, trade, violence, and competing claims to land as central features of frontier life.

The book’s Apache setting must be understood without treating its fictional protagonist as a historical figure. “Apache” refers to several related peoples and political communities, including Chiricahua, Mescalero, Jicarilla, Lipan, and Western Apache groups, rather than a single unified nation under one leader. Their communities differed in language varieties, locations, and relations with Mexico and the United States. Karl May’s Winnetou is an imaginative composite, not a portrayal of a documented Apache leader. The novel gives its Apache characters dignity and agency more often than many contemporary adventure stories did, but it still filters them through a European author’s ideals and conventions.

Conflict in the Southwest had roots in Spanish and Mexican colonial rule as well as U.S. expansion. During the nineteenth century, Apache groups faced military campaigns, settler encroachment, forced confinement, and efforts to control movement and access to food, water, and trade routes. In the 1860s and 1870s, the U.S. Army established and enforced a growing network of forts and reservations in the region. Winnetou echoes this history through encounters between Indigenous people, soldiers, prospectors, and settlers. Its dramatic conflicts simplify complicated political circumstances, yet they arise from recognizable historical pressures on Native land and sovereignty.

The Civil War, fought from 1861 to 1865, also affected the western territories. Federal troops were withdrawn from some frontier posts early in the war, while Confederate forces and allied local interests sought influence in parts of the Southwest. Violence increased in several areas, and Native communities had to respond to shifting military power. The 1861 Bascom Affair, a confrontation between U.S. troops and Chiricahua Apaches in Arizona, contributed to years of warfare. Winnetou does not offer a documentary account of these events, but its atmosphere of mistrust between military authorities and Indigenous communities resembles conditions created by such conflicts.

After the Civil War, federal policy increasingly pursued the confinement of Native peoples on reservations and the opening of land to non-Native settlement and extraction. Treaties, executive orders, military force, and administrative decisions were all used in this process. Reservation policy was often presented by officials as protection or “civilization,” but it commonly restricted movement, disrupted economies, and reduced Native control over land. In Winnetou, officials and settlers are not uniformly portrayed as honorable. Corrupt or violent white characters contrast with the narrator’s professed ideals of fairness, allowing the story to criticize greed and racial brutality while remaining within an adventure-fiction framework.

Railroad construction is among the most important historical forces reflected in the novels. The Pacific Railroad Acts of 1862 and 1864 supported transcontinental rail development through federal loans and land grants. In 1869, the Union Pacific and Central Pacific railroads were joined at Promontory Summit, Utah, completing the first transcontinental railroad line. Railways accelerated migration, military supply, commercial exchange, and the shipment of minerals and livestock. They also crossed Native territories and made settler expansion easier. May uses railroad surveys and construction as engines of plot, turning a real technology of continental transformation into a moral test of corporate ambition and frontier violence.

Railroad building was also an everyday labor system, not simply a symbol of progress. Companies recruited large numbers of workers, including Irish immigrants in the East and Chinese laborers on the Central Pacific’s western lines. Construction required camps, timber, metal, explosives, food supply networks, engineers, surveyors, and armed protection. The work was dangerous, and its benefits were distributed unevenly. Winnetou’s attention to surveyors, transport routes, and construction parties reflects a West increasingly shaped by capital-intensive infrastructure. Yet its adventurous perspective gives far more attention to individual bravery than to the organized labor and finance that made rail expansion possible.

Mining similarly reshaped western society. Gold discoveries in California in 1848 and later strikes in places such as Colorado, Nevada, Montana, and the Black Hills brought rapid population growth, speculation, and new settlements. Mining camps could appear quickly, but they depended on claims, investment, transport, water, wage labor, and access to land. Mineral rushes frequently intensified demands for military protection and led to further intrusion into Indigenous territories. May’s prospectors and treasure-seekers belong to this historical world. The novels repeatedly contrast the search for wealth with loyalty, friendship, and ethical conduct, making commercial greed a major source of danger.

Cattle raising and long-distance travel also inform May’s frontier imagery. After the Civil War, cattle drives connected Texas ranching country with railheads in Kansas and other markets, while stage routes, wagon roads, rivers, and trails remained crucial before rail networks reached many places. Horses were essential to mobility for Native communities, soldiers, ranchers, traders, and travelers. The image of the mounted scout therefore had a real material basis, even though adventure fiction greatly romanticized it. Winnetou uses this mobile world of trails, camps, and isolated settlements to stage encounters among peoples whose lives were being altered by expanding markets and state power.

The U.S. military campaigns against Apache resistance continued into the 1880s. Cochise, a prominent Chiricahua Apache leader, died in 1874 after years of conflict and negotiation. Geronimo, another Chiricahua leader, surrendered in 1886, an event often treated in U.S. public memory as marking the end of the Apache Wars, although Apache communities and political life did not disappear. Chiricahua prisoners were then held far from their homeland for decades. These events demonstrate the severe historical outcome behind the frontier conflicts that May transformed into fiction: U.S. expansion was accompanied by dispossession, confinement, and the disruption of Indigenous communities.

Winnetou was written not by an American witness but by a German author. Karl May was born in 1842 in Ernstthal, Saxony, and died in 1912. He wrote the Winnetou trilogy for the publisher Friedrich Ernst Fehsenfeld; its three volumes appeared in 1893. May had not visited the United States when he composed these books. His first journey to North America came in 1908, long after the principal Winnetou volumes had been published. He relied on published travel writing, maps, reference works, and existing literary conventions, which helps explain both the broad factual echoes and the geographical, cultural, and historical distortions in his imagined West.

May’s own life also helps explain the form of his fiction. Before becoming a successful writer, he experienced poverty, unstable employment, and imprisonment for theft and fraud; he was imprisoned in the 1860s and again from 1870 to 1874. Afterward, he built a career through popular periodicals and adventure narratives. The first-person persona Old Shatterhand, May’s American alter ego, presents himself as a highly capable traveler and mediator. This narrative device gave readers an intimate guide to an unfamiliar continent, but it also placed a German-speaking European figure at the center of Indigenous and American histories that were not his own.

The novels appeared in the German Empire, founded in 1871 after Prussian-led unification. By the 1890s, Germany had become a major industrial power with an expanding mass readership, commercial publishing industry, and popular interest in distant lands. Germany acquired colonies in Africa and the Pacific beginning in 1884, while public debates about empire, race, missions, and national prestige grew. Winnetou is set in the United States rather than in German colonies, so it should not be treated as a direct account of German colonial policy. Nevertheless, its popularity belongs to a period when overseas expansion and racialized descriptions of non-European peoples were widespread in German public culture.

May’s representation of Indigenous characters was contradictory. Winnetou is presented as intelligent, courageous, honorable, and capable of friendship, qualities that challenged crude depictions of Native people as mere enemies. The books also condemn certain white villains, especially those motivated by money, prejudice, or cruelty. At the same time, the narrative depends on the nineteenth-century European convention of the “noble Indian,” which idealized Native characters while reducing diverse peoples to a limited moral type. Its outlook is also shaped by Christian and European assumptions. Thus, the novels can criticize injustice without providing an accurate or fully Indigenous-centered account of colonial dispossession.

The year 1893 is significant on both sides of the Atlantic. In the United States, historian Frederick Jackson Turner presented his frontier thesis at the World’s Columbian Exposition in Chicago, arguing that the frontier had been central to U.S. development and that the 1890 census suggested its disappearance. Turner’s argument did not determine May’s writing, but it illustrates a wider late-nineteenth-century tendency to turn the West into a subject of nostalgia and national myth just as settlement, railways, federal authority, and reservation systems had transformed it. Winnetou similarly looks toward a West imagined as rapidly vanishing, even though the people living there continued to shape its history.

As historical fiction, Winnetou is therefore neither a reliable chronicle of Apache life nor a neutral picture of the American West. It is a German popular novel that reworks real expansion, railroad building, mining, military conflict, and Indigenous dispossession into an ethical adventure. Its sympathetic treatment of friendship across cultural boundaries and its attacks on greed made it meaningful to many readers. Yet its stereotypes, invented geography, and European central viewpoint reveal the limits of that sympathy. The book functions as both a critique of violence associated with expansion and a mirror of the imperial, racial, religious, and popular-literary assumptions of late nineteenth-century Germany.
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    Karl May (1842–1912) was a German writer whose adventure novels became among the most widely read works in the German language. Active during the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, he created expansive fictional journeys through the American West, the Middle East, North Africa, and imagined lands. His best-known figures, including Winnetou, Old Shatterhand, Kara Ben Nemsi, and Hadschi Halef Omar, became enduring parts of popular culture. May wrote chiefly for a broad readership, combining travel adventure, melodrama, moral instruction, and idealized friendship. Although his books were long treated primarily as youth literature, their cultural influence has remained substantial and contested.

Born in Hohenstein-Ernstthal in Saxony, May trained as a schoolteacher, studying at teacher-training institutions in Waldenburg and Plauen. His early professional path did not remain in teaching, and documented legal convictions and periods of imprisonment marked the 1860s and early 1870s. Afterward, he turned increasingly toward writing and editorial work. His literary formation drew on the popular adventure, travel, historical, and sensational fiction of his period, as well as on extensive reading in geographical, ethnographic, religious, and historical materials. Rather than presenting scholarly travel writing, he developed a highly imaginative popular narrative mode that used researched details in service of dramatic fiction.

May’s sustained literary career began with contributions to periodicals and serialized fiction. In the 1870s and 1880s he wrote large-scale entertainment novels for the commercial press, including Das Waldröschen, Die Liebe des Ulanen, and Der verlorne Sohn. These works, often published in installments, employed intricate plots, sensational reversals, moral contrasts, and wide social settings. Their success established May as a productive professional author and helped him master the serial forms favored by contemporary publishers. The novels also show patterns that continued in his later work: a strong narrative voice, episodes of danger and rescue, sharply drawn antagonists, and a belief that individual moral transformation was possible.

May achieved his greatest success with travel and adventure narratives later collected as book series. The American-West stories centered on Old Shatterhand and Winnetou include Winnetou, Der Schatz im Silbersee, and Old Surehand. His Oriental cycle, narrated by Kara Ben Nemsi, includes Durch die Wüste, Durchs wilde Kurdistan, Von Bagdad nach Stambul, and In den Schluchten des Balkan. These books were first shaped by periodical publication and then reached a broad audience in book form. Their narrators are exceptionally capable travelers, but the stories also repeatedly emphasize loyalty, courage, religious tolerance, and reconciliation over mere conquest or treasure seeking.

A central feature of May’s public reputation was the apparent authenticity of his travel narratives. Much of the American and Oriental fiction was written before he had visited the regions depicted, drawing instead on reading, maps, reports, and literary conventions. He traveled in the Middle East around 1899–1900 and visited the United States in 1908, but these journeys came after his principal fictional worlds had been established. Readers often responded intensely to the realism of his first-person narration, while critics and opponents challenged his claims and methods. The resulting disputes made questions of fact, fiction, authorship, and self-presentation prominent in assessments of his career.

In his later writing, May moved away from the comparatively direct adventure formula toward more allegorical, symbolic, and explicitly pacifist work. Novels such as Und Friede auf Erden! and Ardistan und Dschinnistan express a stronger concern with peace, spiritual development, and the overcoming of violence. These themes were connected to his increasingly public advocacy of human reconciliation, though they did not entirely displace the adventure structures familiar to his readers. His later years also involved legal and public controversies that affected his reputation. Nevertheless, his books continued to sell widely, and he remained a major figure in German popular publishing until his death in Radebeul in 1912.

May’s legacy extends across literature, publishing, film, theater, comics, and popular ideas about the American West and the Middle East in German-speaking culture. His works have been translated into many languages, adapted repeatedly, and preserved through extensive editions and archival study. At the same time, contemporary readers and scholars examine the books critically for their idealized depictions, cultural stereotypes, colonial-era assumptions, and the gap between fictional representation and lived realities. Their continuing relevance lies partly in this tension: May’s narratives retain great imaginative force and a language of friendship and peace, while also inviting scrutiny of how popular fiction constructs foreign places, identities, and moral authority.
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 Whenever I think of the Indian, the Turk comes to mind; however strange it may seem, this has its justification. However  little there may be in common between the two, they are similar in this respect: we have come to terms with them, albeit with the one less than with the other: we hardly speak of the Turk other than as of the "sick man[1]", while anyone who is familiar with the circumstances must describe  the Indian as the "dying man ".  

 Yes, the red nation is dying! From Tierra del Fuego to far beyond the North American lakes, the huge patient lies stretched out, cast down by a relentless fate that knows no mercy. He has fought it  with all his might, but in vain; his strength has faded more and more; he has only a few breaths left to take, and the convulsions that move his naked body from time to time are the spasms that announce the nearness of death .  

 Is he to blame for his untimely death? Does he deserve it ?  

If it is right that everything that lives has a right to life, and this applies equally to the whole as well as to the individual, then the red man has the right to exist, no less than the white man, and may well claim the right to develop according to his individuality in a social and state context. Of course, some claim that the American Indian does not possess the necessary state-forming characteristics. Is that true? I say: no! But I do not want to make any assertions, since it is not my intention to write a scholarly treatise on this subject. The  white man found time to develop naturally; he gradually developed from a hunter to a shepherd, and from there to an agriculturist and industrialist; many centuries have passed since then; but the red man did not find this time, because it was not granted to him. He is supposed to make a giant leap from the first and lowest stage, that is, as a hunter, to the highest, and when this was demanded of him, it was not considered that he would fall and be fatally injured .  

 It is a cruel law that the weaker must yield to the stronger; but since it applies throughout all creation and in all earthly nature, we must assume that this cruelty is either only apparent or capable of Christian mitigation, because the eternal wisdom that gave this law is also eternal love. Can we claim that such a mitigation has taken place in relation to the dying Indian race ? 

 It was not only a hospitable reception, but almost divine worship that the first "pale-faced" people found among the Indians. What reward did the latter get for it? Undeniably, the land they inhabited belonged to them; it was taken from them. What rivers of blood flowed and what cruelties occurred is known to anyone who has read the history of the "famous" conquistadors. Later, the same model was followed. The white man came with sweet words on his lips, but at the same time with a sharpened knife in his belt and a loaded gun in his hand. He promised love and peace and gave hatred and blood. The Red Man had to give way, step by step, farther and farther back. From time to time he was granted "eternal" rights to "his" territory, but after a short time he was chased out of it again, further and further. They "bought" his land from him, but either didn't pay him at all or paid him with worthless barter goods that he couldn't use. But the creeping poison of "fire water" was taught to him all the more carefully, along with smallpox and other, much   worse and more disgusting diseases, which decimated entire tribes and depopulated entire villages. If the red man wanted to assert his rights, he was answered with gunpowder and lead, and he had to retreat in the face of the superior weapons of the white man. Embittered by this, he took revenge on the individual pale face he encountered, and the consequences of this were always formal massacres, which were carried out among the red men. Thus he, originally a proud, bold, brave, truthful, sincere hunter who was always loyal to his friends, has become a  secretive, suspicious, lying person, through no fault of his own, because it is not he, but the white man who is to blame .  

 The wild herds of mustang, from whose midst he once boldly took his riding horse, where have they gone? Where can you see the buffaloes that fed him when they populated the prairies by the millions? What does he live on today? The flour and meat that is delivered to him? Look at how much gypsum and other beautiful things are in this flour; who can enjoy it! And if a tribe is once awarded a hundred "extra fat" oxen, these have turned into two or three old, emaciated cows, from which hardly a vulture can snatch  a bite. Or should the red man live by agriculture? Can he count on a harvest, he who has no rights, who is being pushed further and further away, who is not allowed a permanent place ?  

 What a proud and beautiful figure he used to be, flying over the wide savannah, his mustang's mane blowing around him, and how miserable and degenerate he looks now in the rags that cannot cover his nakedness! He  who once, in the flush of his strength, went at the terrible gray bear with his fists, now creeps  like a mangy dog in the shadows, hungry, begging or stealing a scrap of meat ! 

 Yes, he has become a sick man, a dying man, and we stand compassionately by his miserable bedside to close his eyes. Standing at a deathbed is a serious matter, but a hundred times more serious when that deathbed is that of an entire race.   Many, many questions arise, especially: What could this race have achieved if it had been granted the time and space to develop its inner and outer strengths and talents? What unique cultural forms will humanity lose as a result of this nation's demise? This dying man could not be assimilated because of his character; did he have to be killed for that reason, and cannot he be saved? If the bison is allowed a sanctuary up there in the national park of Montana and Wyoming so that it does not become extinct, why not also the former, rightful master of the land, a place where he can live safely and grow spiritually ? 

 But what use are such questions in the face of death, which cannot be averted! What good are reproaches when nothing can be done at all! I can only complain, but change nothing; I can only grieve, but not call back a dead man to life. Me? Yes, me! After all, I got to know the Reds over a period of many years and among them one who lives brightly, highly and gloriously in my heart, in my thoughts. He, the best, most loyal and self-sacrificing of all my friends, was a true type of the race from which he sprang, and just as it perishes, so did he perish, wiped out of life by the murderous bullet of an enemy. I loved him as I have not loved another human being, and still love the perishing nation of which he was the noblest son. I would have given my life to save his, just as he risked his a hundred times for me. This was not granted to me; he passed away, as always, being a savior to his friends; but he shall only have died physically and shall live on in these pages, as he lives in my soul, he,   Winnetou, the great chief of the Apaches.  It is to him that I wish to erect the monument he so richly deserves. And if the reader, who sees it with his mind's eye, then passes a fair judgment on the people of whom the chief was a true reflection, I shall be richly rewarded .  




 The author .  






Chapter One. 

A greenhorn[2] .  


 Table of contents 


 Dear Reader, do you know what the word greenhorn means? It is a highly annoying and disrespectful term for the person to whom it is applied .  

 Green means green, and horn refers to a horn. A greenhorn is therefore a person who is still green, i.e. new and inexperienced in the country, and has to cautiously extend his feelers if he does not want to expose himself to the danger of being laughed at .  

 A greenhorn is a person who does not get up from his chair when a lady wants to sit on it; who greets the master of the house before bowing to the mistress and miss; who, when loading the rifle, pushes the cartridge the wrong way into the barrel or first pushes the wad, then the bullet and finally the powder into the muzzle-loader. A greenhorn speaks either no English at all or a very pure and affected English; Yankee English or even the backwoods idiom is an abomination to him; it does not enter his head and much less his tongue. A greenhorn thinks a racoon is a possum and a reasonably pretty mulatto is a quadroon. A greenhorn smokes cigarettes and detests the tobacco juice-spitting sir. A greenhorn runs when he has been slapped by Paddy, taking his complaint to the justice of the peace,  instead of, as a real Yankee should do, simply shooting the guy on the spot. A greenhorn mistakes a turkey track for a bear track and a slim sports yacht for a Mississippi steamer. A greenhorn is embarrassed to put his dirty boots on the knees of his fellow passenger and to slurp his soup with the snort of a dying buffalo. A greenhorn carries a sponge the size of a giant pumpkin and ten pounds of soap with him to the prairie for the sake of cleanliness, and in addition a compass that already on the third or fourth day points in all possible directions, but never more to the north. A greenhorn notes eight hundred Indian expressions, and when he meets the first Red Indian, he notices that he has sent these notes home in the last envelope and saved the letter for them. A greenhorn buys gunpowder and when he wants to fire the first shot, he realizes that he has been given ground charcoal. A greenhorn has studied astronomy for ten years but can look at the starry sky just as long without knowing what time it is. A greenhorn puts the bowie knife[5] in his belt in such a way that when he bends down, he stabs the blade into his thigh. A greenhorn builds a campfire in the Wild West so big that it blazes as high as a tree, and then wonders how the Indians could discover and shoot him. A greenhorn is just a greenhorn, and I was one back then, too[1q] .  

 But don't think that I had the conviction or even the slightest idea that this insulting term applied to me! Oh no, because it is precisely the most outstanding peculiarity of every greenhorn to consider all other people, but only not himself, to be "green  ".  

 I, on the contrary, believed that I was an extraordinarily clever and experienced person; after all, I had, as they say, studied and never been afraid of an exam! That life is the real and proper university, where students are tested daily and hourly and have to pass  before Providence, my youthful mind did not want to think about that at the time. Unpleasant circumstances at home and an, I might say, innate urge to be active had driven me across the ocean to the United States, where the conditions for an ambitious young person to get ahead were far better and more favorable then than they are today. I would have found good employment in the eastern states, but I was drawn to the west. I worked for short periods in a variety of jobs and earned enough to arrive in St. Louis with enough material possessions and a cheerful disposition. There, luck led me to a German family where I found temporary shelter as a tutor. Mr. Henry, a unique character and gunsmith, who practiced his trade with the dedication of an artist and called himself Mr. Henry, the Gunsmith[3], with patriarchal pride, was a member of this family . 

 This man was an extraordinary philanthropist, although he seemed the opposite, since he did not associate with any human being except the family mentioned, and even treated his customers so curtly and brusquely that they only came to him because of the quality of his goods. He had lost his wife and children in a terrible event that he never spoke of, but I suspected from some of his remarks that they had been murdered in a robbery. This had made him rough on the outside; he might not have known it, but he was actually a perfect brute; but the core was mild and good, and I often saw his eye welling up when I talked about my home and my loved ones, to whom I was and still am very close .  

 Why he, the old man, showed such a preference for me, the young, foreign man, I did not know until he told me. Since I had arrived, he came more often than before, listened to the lessons, took me aside when they were over and finally even invited me to visit him. No one else had ever been granted such a privilege, and I therefore took care not to exploit the permission granted to me. However, this restraint   did not seem to please him at all; I still remember today the angry face he showed me one evening when I came to him, and the tone in which he received me, without replying to my "good evening  ":  

 "Where were you yesterday, sir ?" 

 "At home ."  

 "And the day before yesterday ?" "  

 "At home, too ."  

 "Don't lie to me !" 

 "It's true, Mr. Henry ." 

 "Pshaw! Young green birds like you don't stay in their nests; they stick their beaks in everywhere, except where they belong!"  

 "And where do I belong, if you please to tell me ?"  

 "To me, understand! I've wanted to ask you something for a long time ."  

 "Why haven't you ?"  

 "Because I didn't want to. Do you hear ?" 

 "So when do you want to?"  

 "Today, perhaps ." 

 "So you may ask me, if you wish," I said, sitting down on the bench where he was working .  

 He looked at me in amazement, shook his head disapprovingly and exclaimed :  

 "Confound you! As if I, a man of the world, had to ask a greenhorn like you for permission to talk to him!"  

 "Greenhorn?" I replied, frowning, feeling quite offended. "I will assume, Mr. Henry, that this word came out unintentionally and just like that !" 

 "Don't flatter yourself, sir! I spoke with full deliberation; you are a greenhorn, and what a greenhorn! You have the contents of your books well in your head, that's true. It's quite amazing what you people over there have to learn! This young person knows exactly how far away the stars  are from here, what King Nebuchadnezzar[4] wrote on bricks and how heavy the air weighs, which he cannot see! And because he knows this, he imagines himself to be a clever fellow! But stick your nose into life, you understand me, stick it into life for about fifty years; then you will, just maybe, learn what real cleverness consists of! What you know so far is nothing, absolutely nothing. And what you can do so far is even less. You can't even shoot!"  

 He said this in an extraordinarily contemptuous tone and with such certainty that it sounded as if he were absolutely sure of his case .  

 "Not shooting? Hm!" I replied, smiling. "Is this perhaps the question you wanted to ask me ?"  

 "Yes, that's the question. Now answer me!"  

 "Put a good rifle in my hand and I'll answer, otherwise not ."  

 Then he put down the gun barrel on which he was working, stood up, came close to me, fixed me with astonished eyes and exclaimed :  

 "A gun in the hands of a gentleman? Not on your life! My guns only go into hands like that, in which I can put them honorably !" 

 "I have such," I nodded to him . 

 He looked at me again, this time from the side, sat down again, started working on the barrel again, and grumbled to himself :  

 "What a greenhorn! His impertinence could really infuriate me !" 

 I let him be, for I knew him, and took out a cigar and lit it. Then there was silence between us for about a quarter of an hour. But he could not stand it any longer; he held the barrel up to the light, looked through it and remarked :  

 "Shooting is harder than looking at the stars or reading old bricks from Nebuchadnezzar. Understand? Have you ever held a rifle?"    

 "I think ."  

 "When?"  

 "A long time ago and often ." 

 "Have you ever aimed one and pulled the trigger ?" 

 "Yes ." 

 "And did it hit ?" 

 "Of course!"  

 Then he quickly lowered the barrel he had checked, looked at me again and said ,  

 "Yes, it hit something, but what ?" 

 "The target, of course ." 

 "What? Are you seriously trying to pull that one over on me ?" 

 "Assert, but not bind; it is true ." 

 "Confound you, sir! I can't make you out. I am sure you would shoot a wall  if it were twenty yards high and fifty yards long, and yet you look so earnest and confident about it that it makes one's bile run over. I am not a boy to whom you give lessons, mind! A greenhorn and bookworm like you wants to be able to shoot! He has even rummaged through Turkish, Arabic and other stupid tomes and claims to have found time to shoot! Take the old gun from the back there and point it as if you wanted to take aim! It's a bear gun, the best I've ever held in my hands ." 

 I went over, took the rifle down and aimed it .  

 "Hello!" he exclaimed, jumping up. "What is this? You handle this gun like a light walking stick, and yet it is the heaviest rifle I know! Do you have such physical strength ?"  

 Instead of an answer, I took him by the buttoned-up jacket and the waistband of his trousers and lifted him up with my right arm .  

 "Thunder-storm!" he cried out. "Let me go! You are much stronger than my Bill ."  

 "Your Bill? Who is he ?" 

 "He was my son, never mind about that! He is dead, like the others. He promised to become a brave fellow, but was wiped out with them during my absence. You are similar to him in build, have almost the same eyes and the same line around your mouth; that's why I'm saying this to you, it's none of your business!"  

 His face was filled with the expression of deep sorrow; he ran his hand over it and then continued in a cheerful tone :  

 "But, sir, with your muscle power, it's a shame you've thrown yourself at books like that. You should have exercised yourself !"  

 "I did ."  

   "Really?"  

 "Yes ." 

 "Boxing ?" 

 "We don't do that over in our country. But I do gymnastics and wrestling ."  

 "Riding?"  

 "Yes ."  

 "Fencing?"  

 "I used to teach it ." 

 "Man, it doesn't cut !" 

 "Do you want to try ?" 

 "Thank you; I've had enough of that! I must work, anyway. Sit down again!"  

 He returned to his bench, and I did the same. The conversation that followed was a most monosyllabic one; Henry seemed to be preoccupied with something important. Suddenly he looked up from his work and asked :  

 "Have you been doing mathematics ?" 

 "It was one of my favorite subjects ." 

 "Arithmetic, geometry?"  

 "Of course."  

 "Surveying?"  

 "I loved it. I often went out with the theodolite without needing to ." 

 "And can you measure, really measure ?" "Yes. I have often taken part in both horizontal and height measurements, although I don't want to claim that I consider myself a fully trained surveyor."  

 "Yes. I have often participated in both horizontal and height measurements, although I do not want to claim that I consider myself a fully trained geodesist ." 

 "Well, very good, very good!"  

 "Why do you ask about that, Mr. Henry?"  

 "Because I have a reason to do so. I see! You don't need to know now; you'll find out soon enough. But I need to know first, yes, I need to know whether you can shoot ." 

 "So put me to the test !"  

 "I will; yes, I will; you can  rely on that. When do you start teaching tomorrow morning?"  

 "At eight o'clock ." 

 "Come to my place at six. I want to go up to the shooting range where I can test fire my rifles ."  

 "Why so early?"  

 "Because I don't want to wait any longer. I'm eager to show you that you're a greenhorn. Now enough of that, I have other things to do that are far more important ." 

 He seemed to have finished with the rifle and took a polygonal piece of iron out of a box, the corners of which he began to file. I saw that each surface had a hole .  

 He was so absorbed in this work that he seemed to have quite forgotten my presence. His eyes sparkled, and when he looked at his work from time to time, I saw that he did so, I might almost say, with an expression of love. This piece of iron must have great value for him. I was curious to know why; so I asked him :  

 "Is that to be a part of a gun, too, Mr. Henry?"  

 "Yes," he answered, as if he had remembered me . 

 "But I don't know of any kind of gun that has a part like that ." 

“Believe it. It’s yet to come. It will probably be the Henry system.”

 "Ah, a new invention?"  

 "Yes."  

 "Then I apologize for asking! It's a secret, of course ."  

 He looked into all the holes for a long time, turned the iron in different directions, held it a few times to the rear end of the barrel that he had put down earlier, and finally said : 

 "Yes, it is a secret; but I trust you, because I know you are discreet, although you are a downright,   proper greenhorn; so I will tell you what it is to be. It will be a repeating rifle, a repeating rifle with twenty-five shots ."  

 "Impossible!"  

 "Shut your trap! I'm not stupid enough to take on something that's impossible ." 

 "But then you would need chambers for twenty-five shots!"  

 "I do!"  

 "But they would be so large and unwieldy that they would be a nuisance ." 

 "Just one chamber; it's quite handy and doesn't bother anyone. This iron is the chamber ." 

 "Hm! I don't know anything about your business; but how about the heat? Does the barrel get too hot?"  

 "Not a chance. The material and the treatment of the barrel are my secret. By the way, is it always necessary to fire all twenty-five shots in quick succession?"  

 "Hardly ."  

 "So! This iron becomes a bullet that moves eccentrically; twenty-five holes in it contain just as many cartridges. With each shot, the bullet moves further, the next cartridge up the barrel. I have been working on this idea for many years; I did not want to succeed; but now it seems to be working out. I already have a good reputation as a gunsmith, but then I will become famous, very famous, and make a lot and a lot of money ." 

 "And a guilty conscience to go with it!"  

 He looked at me in amazement for a while and then asked :  

 "A guilty conscience? How so ?" 

 "Do you think that a murderer does not need to have a guilty conscience ?"  

 "Zounds! Are you trying to say that I am a murderer ?"  

 "Not yet ." 

 "Or become a murderer?"    

 "Yes, because abetting murder is just as bad as the murder itself ." 

 "Damn you! I will take good care not to aid in a murder ." 

 "Not for a single one, of course, but even for mass murder ." 

 "What do you mean? I don't understand you ." 

 "If you make a rifle that fires twenty-five times and give it to any thug, there will soon be a horrible killing over on the prairies, in the jungles and canyons of the mountains; the poor Indians will be shot down like coyotes, and in a few years there will be no more Indians. Do you want that on your conscience ?" 

 He stared at me and didn't answer . 

 "And," I continued, "if everyone can get this dangerous rifle for money, you will indeed sell thousands in a short time, but the mustangs and the buffaloes will be exterminated and with them every kind of game whose meat the redskins need to live. A hundred and a thousand scavengers will arm themselves with your rifle and go west. The blood of men and animals will flow in streams, and very soon the areas on both sides of the Rocky Mountains will be depopulated of every living creature ." 

 "Death!" he exclaimed. "Have you really only just come over from Germany ?" 

 "Yes ."  

 "And never been here before ?"  

 "No."  

 "And you have never been here before, in the Wild West ?" 

 "No."  

 "So a complete greenhorn. And yet this greenhorn talks as if he were the great-grandfather of all Native Americans and had been living here for a thousand years and still lived today! Male, don't even think about trying to persuade me! And even if everything were as you say, it would never occur to me to  set up a rifle factory. I am a lonely man and want to remain lonely; I have no desire to deal with a hundred or even more workers ." 

 "But you could take out a patent on your invention and sell it to make money ?" 

 "You just wait and see, sir! So far I have always had what I needed, and I think that I will continue to do so in the future without a patent. Now, get along home! I don't feel like listening to a fledgling bird that has yet to learn how to whistle or sing ." 

 It never occurred to me to take offense at his coarse expressions; he was like that, and I knew full well how he meant it. He had grown fond of me and was quite willing to help me in every way he could. I gave him my hand and left after he had shaken it firmly .  

 I had no idea how important this evening would be for me, nor did it occur to me that this heavy bear-killer, which Henry called an old gun, and the still unfinished Henry rifle, would play such a big role in my later life. But I was looking forward to the next morning, because I had already shot a lot and well and I was completely convinced that I would pass in front of my old, strange friend .  

 I arrived punctually at his house at six o'clock in the morning. He was already waiting for me, shook my hand, and said, with an ironic smile crossing his old, good, rough features :  

 "Welcome, sir! You look quite confident of victory, don't you? Do you think you will hit the wall I mentioned last night ?"  

 "I hope so ." 

 "Well, we'll see about that right away. I'll take a lighter rifle with me, and you carry the bear gun; I don't want to lug around such a heavy load ."  

 He strapped on a light, double-barreled rifle, and I  took the "old gun" that he didn't want to carry. When he arrived at his shooting range, he loaded both rifles and fired two shots from the rifle himself. Then it was my turn with the bear gun. I did not know this rifle yet and therefore only hit the edge of the black in the target with the first shot; the second shot was better; the third shot hit the exact center of the black, and the next bullets all went through the hole that the third had made. Henry's astonishment increased with each shot; I also had to try the rifle, and when it had the same success, he finally exclaimed : 

 "Either you have the devil, sir, or you were born to be a frontiersman. I have never seen such shooting in my life !"  

 "I'm not a devil, Mr. Henry," I laughed. "I wouldn't know anything about such a compact ." 

 "Then it is your task and even your duty to become a westman. Don't you fancy it ?"  

 "Why not!"  

 "Well, we'll see what we can do with the greenhorn. So you can ride, too?"  

 "In a pinch ." 

 "In a pinch?" Hm! So you're not as good as you are at shooting?"  

 "Pshaw! What is riding further! Mounting is the most difficult. Once I'm up, no horse can get me down ."  

 He looked at me inquiringly to see whether I had spoken seriously or in jest; I made a most unselfconscious face, and so he said :  

 "Do you really think so? Do you want to hold on to the mane? You are mistaken. You said quite correctly: getting up is the most difficult part, because you have to do it yourself; getting down is much easier: the horse takes care of that, and that's why it's much, much faster ." 

 "But with me, the horse doesn't do it !"  

 "Is that so? We'll see! Would you care to demonstrate?"    

 "Gladly ." 

 "Come on, then! It's only seven o'clock, and you still have an hour to spare. We'll go to Jim Korner, the horse dealer; he has a red horse that will do you good."  

 We returned to the city and went to the horse dealer, who had a large riding yard surrounded by stables. Korner came over himself and asked what we wanted .  

 "This young sir claims that no horse can throw him," Henry answered. "What do you think of that, Mr. Korner? Would you let him climb onto your gray ?" 

 The dealer gave me a scrutinizing look, then nodded with satisfaction and replied :  

 "The bone structure seems good and elastic; besides, young people don't break their necks as easily as older people. If the gentleman wants to try the horse, I have no objection."  

 He gave the order, and presently two of the servants brought the horse from the stable. He was very restless and tried to break loose. My old Mr. Henry was afraid for me; he begged me to give up the attempt; but, first of all, I was not at all afraid, and secondly, I now regarded the matter as a matter of honor. I had a whip and spurs put on, and then, after a few unsuccessful attempts on my part, the horse allowed me to mount. As soon as I was up, the servants hurried away, and the white horse leaped into the air with all four feet, and then a second time to the side. I kept the saddle, although I was not yet in the stirrups, but hurried to get in. As soon as I did, the horse began to buck; when this did not work, he went to the wall to throw me off, but the whip quickly brought him away from it. After that, there was a nasty fight between rider and horse that was almost dangerous for me. I summoned up all my limited skill and insufficient practice,  which was all I had at the time, and the strength in my thighs, which ultimately made me the victor. When I dismounted, my legs trembled with exertion; but the horse was dripping with sweat and frothing up large, heavy flakes; it now obeyed every push and pull .  

 The dealer was worried about his horse; he had it wrapped in blankets and led slowly back and forth; then he turned to me :  

 "I wouldn't have thought that, young man; I thought you would be lying on the ground by the first jump. Of course, you won't have to pay anything, and if you want to do me a favor, come back and tame the beast completely. I don't mind spending ten dollars, because it's not a cheap horse, and if it learns to obey, I'll make a deal ." 

 "If it is convenient for you, it will be a pleasure for me," I replied.    

 Henry had said nothing since I had dismounted, but had just looked at me, shaking his head. Now he clapped his hands together and exclaimed :  

 "This greenhorn is truly an extraordinary, or rather unusual greenhorn! He pushed the horse half to death instead of letting himself be thrown into the sand! Who taught you that, sir?"  

 "Chance, which gave me a half-wild Hungarian horse that nobody wanted to ride. I tamed him little by little, but almost risked my life in the process."  

 "Thank you for such creatures! I praise my old upholstered chair, which doesn't mind me sitting on it. Come on, let's go. I've become quite dizzy. But I have not seen you shoot and ride for nothing; you can count on that."  

 We went home, he to his own and I to my lodgings. During this day and the next two, he did not show himself, and I had no opportunity to seek him out either; but on the following day he came to see me in the afternoon; he knew that I had time off then .  

 "Would you like to take a walk with me?" he asked . 

 "Where to?"  

 "To a gentleman who would like to meet you ."  

 "Why me?"  

 "You can guess why: because he hasn't seen a greenhorn yet ." 

 "I'll go with you; he shall know us ." 

 Henry had such a clever, enterprising look on his face today, and knowing him, I suspected he had some surprise in store. We strolled through a few streets and then he led me into an office with a large glass door. He entered so quickly that I could no longer read the gold lettering on the glass, but I thought I saw the two words "Office" and "surveying." It soon turned out that I was not mistaken .  

   Three gentlemen were sitting there, who received him very kindly and me politely and with curiosity that could not be hidden. Maps and plans were lying on the tables; in between there were all kinds of measuring instruments. We were in a geodetic office .  

 It was unclear to me what my friend's purpose in this visit was; he had no business and no inquiries to bring up; he seemed to have come only for the sake of a friendly chat. This conversation soon became very lively, and it could not be noticed that it finally extended to the objects that were here; I was glad about that, because then I could participate better than if we had been talking about American things or circumstances that I did not yet know .  

 Henry seemed to be extremely interested in surveying today; he wanted to know everything, and I was happy to be drawn so deeply into the conversation that I always only had to answer questions, explain the use of the various instruments and describe the drawing of maps and plans. I was really a capable greenhorn, because I didn't see the intention. It was only when I had spoken about the nature and differences of recording by coordinates, the polar and diagonal methods, the perimeter measurement, the repetition method, the trigonometric triangulation and made the remark that the three gentlemen secretly winked at the gunsmith that the matter became conspicuous to me, and I stood up from my seat to indicate to Henry that I wished to leave. He did not refuse, and we were now dismissed, I even more cordially than our reception had been .  

 When we had walked so far that we could no longer be seen from the office, Henry stopped, put his hand on my shoulder and said, his face glowing with bright satisfaction :  

 "Sir, man, human being, youngster, greenhorn, but have you done something for me to be happy about! I'm downright proud of you!"  

 "Why?"    

 "Because you exceeded my recommendation and the expectations of these people !" 

 "Recommendation? Expectation? I don't understand you ." 

 "You don't have to. It's a very simple matter. You recently claimed to know something about surveying, and to find out if it was just a tall tale, I took you to these gentlemen, who are good friends of mine, and let them test you. It's a very healthy tooth, because you've fought your way out of a very honorable situation."  

 "A pack of lies? Mr. Henry, if you think me capable of such things, I will never come to see you again!"  

 "Don't let them laugh at you! You won't deprive me of the joy that seeing you gives me, just because of the resemblance to my son! Have you perhaps been to the horse dealer's?"  

 "Every day in the morning ." 

 "And did you ride the red horse ?"  

 "Yes ." 

 "Is the horse any good?"  

 "I hope so. But I doubt whether the man who buys him will get on with him as well as I have. He has only got used to me, and throws everyone else off ." 

 "I am delighted, mightily delighted; it seems to wear only greenhorns, then. Come with me down this side street! Over there is a splendid dining-house, where you can eat very well and drink even better. The exam that you passed so admirably today must be celebrated."  

 I could not understand Henry; he was quite a changed man. He, the lonely, reserved man, wanted to eat in a dining-house! His face, too, was different from what it usually was, and his voice sounded brighter and happier than usual. He had said "exam." The word struck me, but here it could be a quite meaningless expression .  

 From that day on, he visited me daily and treated me like a dear friend whom one might soon lose. But he did not allow me to feel proud of this favoritism  ; he always had a damper ready, which consisted of the fatal word "greenhorn."  

 Strangely enough, at the same time, the behavior of the family I was working for had also changed. The parents were visibly more attentive to me, and the children had become more affectionate. I caught them secretly looking at me in ways I couldn't understand; I would have liked to call them loving and even regretful .  

 About three weeks after our strange visit to the office, the lady asked me not to go out on the evening of my day off, but to have supper with the family. She said the reason for this invitation was that Mr. Henry was coming and that she had also invited two gentlemen, one of whom was called Sam Hawkens and was a famous Westerner. As a greenhorn, I had not yet heard this name, but I was looking forward to meeting the first real and even famous Westerner .  

 Since I was a housemate, I didn't have to wait for the bell to ring, but rather went to the dining room a few minutes early. To my amazement, I saw that the table was not set in the usual way, but as if for a party. Little five-year-old Emmy had been alone in the room, dipping her finger into the berry compote to snack. She quickly withdrew it when I entered and quickly wiped it on her fair blonde hairdo. When I raised mine in a punishing manner, she came bounding up to me and whispered a few words to me. To make up for her offense, she shared with me the secret of the last days, which had almost broken the little heart. I thought I had misunderstood; but she repeated the same words at my request: "Your farewell feast ." 

 My farewell feast! It could not possibly be! Who knows what misunderstanding had led the child to this mistaken belief? I smiled to myself. Then I heard voices in the parlor; the guests were arriving, and I went over to greet them. They had all three  arrived at the same time, as I later learned. Henry introduced a young, somewhat dull and awkward-looking man as a Mr. Black and then Sam Hawkens, the Westman . 

 The Westmann! I openly admit that I, as my eye rested in amazement on him, may not have looked very clever. I had not seen such a figure before; later, of course, I got to know quite different ones. If the man himself was striking enough, this impression was heightened by the fact that he stood here in the fine parlor exactly as he would have stood outside in the wilderness, namely, without removing his hat and with his rifle in his hand. Imagine the following appearance : 

 From under the
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