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      On my many journeys and long wanderings, I have very often found people—especially among the so-called savages and semi-civilized peoples—who became dear friends to me and whom I still cherish in my memory today and will continue to cherish until my death. But none has possessed my love to the same degree as Winnetou, the famous chief of the Apaches. All my readers know him, the noblest of the Indians; they know how I came to know him, and that my devotion to him has driven me time and again, even from distant Africa and Asia, to him across the prairies, forests, and rocky mountains of North America. Even when my arrival over there was unplanned and we had therefore been unable to arrange a meeting, I still knew I would soon find him. In such cases, I would either ride to the Rio Pecos to the particular Apache tribe from which he came and learn there where he was, or I would find out from the frontiersmen or Indians I encountered. Word of Winnetou’s exploits spread very quickly, and whenever he showed up somewhere, it soon became known far and wide.


      Often, however, I was able to tell him as we parted when I would return, and then the place and time of our meeting were precisely determined in advance. I based my calculations on the calendar, while he used the Native American method of timekeeping, and as unreliable as that may seem, he was always there on the dot, and it never happened that I had to wait for him.


      Only once did it seem—though it was only a semblance—as if he were not punctual. We had to part ways high up in the north at the so-called Couteau and planned to meet four months later down in the Sierra Madre. Then he asked me:


      “Does my brother know the water called Clearbrook?”


      “Yes.”


      “We hunted there together. Do you remember the oak tree under which we camped that night?”


      “Very well.”


      “Then we can’t miss each other. The top of that tree has withered and is no longer growing. When, right around noon, the oak’s shadow is five times my brother’s height, Winnetou will arrive there. Howgh!”


      Of course, I had to convert this to our calendar, and I was there at the appointed time. There was neither Winnetou nor a trace of him to be seen, even though the length of the oak’s shadow was exactly five times my own. I waited for several hours; he did not show up. I knew that only an accident could prevent him from keeping a promise once made, and so I was already beginning to worry about him; when it occurred to me that he might already have been here and had a valid reason not to wait for me. In that case, he had certainly left me a sign. So I examined the trunk of the oak, and sure enough! Stuck in it at man’s height was a small, withered spruce twig. Since an oak tree has no spruce twigs, it must have been placed there on purpose, and quite some time ago, because it was completely dried out. I pulled it out, and with it a piece of paper that was tightly wrapped around its pointed lower end. When I had unrolled it, I read the words:


      “My brother, come quickly to Bloody Fox, whom the Comants are planning to attack. Winnetou, hurry to warn him in time.”


      Those of my readers who know Winnetou are aware that he could read and write quite well. He almost always carried paper with him. The message I received from him was not a good one; it made me worry about him, even though I knew he was capable of facing any danger, even the greatest. I also grew anxious for Bloody-Fox, for he was very likely doomed if Winnetou did not manage to reach him before the Comanches arrived. And as for myself, my situation was anything but safe. Bloody-Fox was camped at one—indeed, probably the only—oasis on the desolate Llano Estacado, and the route there led through Comanche territory, with whom we had often clashed. If I fell into their hands, I was surely destined for the torture stake, especially since this Indian tribe had “dug up the hatchets” some time ago and undertaken several raids that had yielded a great deal of booty.


      Under these circumstances, another man would likely have been concerned first and foremost with his own safety and would probably have considered it wise not to follow Winnetou’s summons; but that thought never even crossed my mind. Winnetou had gone ahead of me without hesitation into the very dangers that awaited me if I followed him now. Was I to show less courage than he? When he carved his challenge into the tree trunk, he was convinced that I would comply with it immediately. Was I to betray that trust? Could I ever look him calmly and openly in the eye again if I now cowardly took to my heels? Never!


      I was, admittedly, all alone and on my own; but I had good weapons and an excellent horse on which I could rely. I also knew the area—or rather, the areas—I had to ride through exactly, and told myself that it was easier for an experienced frontiersman to make it through alone than in the company of people he could not fully rely on. And if there had been any other hesitation, it would have been dispelled by the realization: Bloody-Fox is in danger; he must be rescued. So I mounted the horse and followed the wish of my red friend and brother.


      As long as I was in the Sierra proper, I had less to fear; there was plenty of cover there, and I was used to keeping a close watch. But then there were bare plateaus where one could be spotted from a great distance; they were cut through by steep ravines and deep canyons, whose vegetation consisted only of sparse aloes and cacti, behind which a rider cannot hide. I could run into Comanches in such a canyon; then my only hope of salvation was to turn back quickly and rely on my horse’s speed and stamina.


      The most dangerous of these gorges was the so-called Mistake Canyon, because it formed the most frequently traveled Indian trail between the plains and the mountains. It owed its name to a fateful mix-up; it was said that a white hunter had shot his best friend, an Apache, there “instead of an enemy Comanche.” Who this white man and who the two Native Americans had been, I did not know; I had been unable to learn their names. Even aside from its other dangers, the canyon had since been avoided by superstitious Westerners; it was said that a white man rarely managed to pass through it unscathed; the spirit of the shot Apache led everyone to their doom.


      Naturally, this spirit worried me little; as long as I didn’t encounter any human enemies, it could meet me anytime. But long before I reached it, I noticed the tracks of several riders coming from the side and continuing in my direction. They could not have been wild horses, mustangs, because there were none here. When I dismounted and examined the trail, I noticed, to my relief and at the same time my astonishment, that the horses had been shod; the riders had therefore not belonged to the red race. Who were they, and what did they want here?


      Further on, one of them had dismounted, perhaps to tighten his saddle girth, and the others had ridden on in the meantime. I examined the spot closely and noticed several short, knife-back-narrow gouges to the left of his footprints. From what? Had this rider been carrying a saber? Then I had soldiers, cavalrymen, before me. Had the military perhaps set out against the Comanches to punish them for the raids mentioned? Eager to find the answer to this question, I followed the trail at a gallop and discovered, the further I went, the more additional tracks there were, coming from all directions and leading in all directions. Now there was no longer any doubt that troops were ahead of me, and when, after some time, I rounded the edge of a dense cactus forest, I saw their camp before me, which, as I noticed at first glance, was not intended for a short stay. The cactus grove provided protection against any ambush from the rear or the flanks, and to the front, the eye could survey such a wide, open expanse that an enemy surprise was impossible. Admittedly, my approach from the west had gone unnoticed; a sentry post should have been set up here even in broad daylight, and the fact that this had been neglected was, in any case, a lapse in vigilance. What if, instead of me, a band of Indians had arrived! Beyond lay a terrain sloping down into a canyon that most likely provided the necessary water. The horses were lying down or roaming freely. The troops had stretched canvas sheets over cactus stalks for protection against the sun’s heat; a large tent was intended for the officers, and the provisions seemed to be stored in its shade. Nearby, eight or ten men were camped who did not belong to the troops but probably intended to spend the night with them, since the day was now drawing to a close. I was determined to do the same. I could have ridden on, but then I would have had to camp alone and, for my own safety, would not have been able to sleep. Here I found the rest I so desperately needed for my long ride the next day.


      When I was noticed, a non-commissioned officer came toward me and took me to the commander, who, alerted by shouts, stepped out of the tent with his officers. As I dismounted, he inspected me and my horse, and then asked:


      “Where from, sir?”


      “From down the Sierra.”


      “And where to?”


      “Down to the Pecos.”


      “That would be difficult for you if we hadn’t driven out those Comanche scoundrels. Have you found any traces of such fellows?”


      “No!”


      “Hm! Seems they’ve turned south. We’ve been sitting here for nearly two weeks now without catching a glimpse of them.”


      “Idiot!” I wanted to shout in his face, because if he wanted to catch the Indians, he had to go looking for them; it wouldn’t occur to them to walk right into his hands here. If he hadn’t been able to find out where they were, they certainly knew exactly where he was. It was likely that their scouts were circling the camp at night. As if he had guessed part of my thoughts, he continued:


      “I’m missing a capable scout I can rely on to track them down for me. Old Wabble spent the night here; he would have been the right man for me, but I only found out who he was after he’d left; the scoundrel must have suspected as much and called himself Cutter. And it’s been over a week since a patrol came across Winnetou, the Apache; he would have been even better, but he made off in a hurry. Wherever he shows up, Old Shatterhand isn’t far behind, as I’m told; I wish he’d walk right into my trap. What’s your name, sir?”


      “Charley,” I replied, giving him my first name, which could just as well have been my last name. It didn’t occur to me to tell him that I was this Old Shatterhand. I had neither the time nor the inclination to stay here and let myself be used as a spy. Meanwhile, I surveyed the civilians lying on the ground; to my relief, there wasn’t a single familiar face among them. Of course, my horse and the rifles could give me away. It was well known that Old Shatterhand owned a Bearkiller and a Henry rifle and rode a black stallion that Winnetou had given him. Fortunately, the commander was of such a modest disposition that he didn’t think of these things; he returned to the tent without continuing his questions.


      What he hadn’t thought of, one of the civilians—who were most likely all Westerners—could guess; so I discreetly slid the Henry rifle into its leather case so that its distinctive lock wasn’t visible; the bear gun was less conspicuous. I then unsaddled and let the stallion loose. There was no grass here, of course; but among the giant cacti stood enough melon cacti, which provided plenty of food and juice. My black horse knew how to strip these plants of their spines without hurting himself. When I then asked the civilians for permission to sit with them, one of them replied:


      “Come on over, sir, and eat with me if you’d like. My name is Sam Parker, and if there’s a piece of meat left over, every good fellow can eat his fill until it’s all gone. Do you have an appetite?”


      “I suppose so.”


      “Then cut off as much as you like. We’re all Westerners, sir. And you?”


      He pushed a piece of cold, roasted meat—weighing a good eight pounds—toward me; I cut off a piece and replied:


      “I sometimes wander around this side of the old Mississippi, but I don’t know if I can call myself a Westerner. It takes so much to be one.”


      He smiled with satisfaction and said:


      “You’re right, sir, quite right! It’s a pleasure to see a modest man for once who doesn’t immediately think he’s the President of the United States just because he’s become a night watchman. Such people are rare these days. We heard your name earlier, Mr. Charley. What work do you do out here in the West? Hunter? Trapper? Honey gatherer?”


      “Grave digger, Mr. Parker.”


      “Grave digger?” he exclaimed in surprise. “You mean—you—dig—graves—?”


      “ Yes .”


      “Are you pulling our leg, sir?”


      “Not a chance.”


      “Then be so kind as to explain yourself, unless you want me to stick my knife between your ribs. I won’t be taken for a fool.”


      “Well ! I want to find out where the present-day Indians come from. Perhaps you’ve heard that grave finds are useful for this purpose.”


      “Hm! I did, of course, read once that there are people who dig up old graves to study world history or something like that. Nonsense! So you’re one of those men, too?”


      “ Yes .”


      “So, a scholar?”


      “ Yes .”


      “God help you, sir! You could easily stumble into a grave yourself and get stuck in there dead. If you want to look for dead bodies, do it in an area where your life is safe. But here, bullets and tomahawks are whizzing through the air. The Comanches are on the loose. Can you shoot?”


      “A little.”


      “Hmm, I thought so! I once thought I could shoot, too. Maybe I’ll tell you about it someday. As I see it, you’ve got an old musket there that could knock down walls; that speaks volumes, sir. And that other rifle in the case—is that a proper, genuine Sunday rifle?”


      “I don’t know.”


      “I’m sure it is! I’m telling you, sir, it’s dangerous to search for dead bodies here. Get going! You can join us; you’ll be safer that way than riding alone.”


      “Which way are you heading from here?”


      “Down to the Pecos, too—wherever you’re headed, as we heard earlier.”


      He let a look that was half-pleased and half-ironic glide over me, then continued:


      “You don’t look half bad, fresh as a daisy; but that won’t cut it in these parts, sir. A real Westerner looks quite different. Still, I like you, and I invite you once more to come with us. We’ll protect you, because you won’t make it through all alone like you have been. You also seem to be mounted, at least what they call that in the Eastern states. You’ve brought your carriage horse along, haven’t you?”


      “It may be something like that, Mr. Parker,” I replied, inwardly amused that he mistook my Indian thoroughbred stallion—which could only be compared to Winnetou’s black horse—for a carriage horse. I liked him at least as much as he liked me. If I joined him and he then found out who I was, some comical scenes were to be expected. On top of that, this escort could prove useful to me, if not later, then certainly through Mistake Canyon, and so I decided to accept his offer.


      “I thought so,” he continued. “The horse looks just as smart as you do. You can tell by looking at him that he’s been searching for long-buried bodies and hasn’t had anything else to do. So tell me, do you want to come along? We’re setting out from here first thing tomorrow morning.”


      “I gratefully accept your offer, sir, and expressly ask for your protection.”


      “You shall have it, and I think you’ll need it. I’ll be glad when we’re out of here; I have to expect that the commander might keep me or one of the others behind as a scout. Don’t you think so too, old Jos?”


      This question was addressed to an older man whose kind face bore a deeply melancholic expression, as if he were suffering from a grief he was suppressing within. Jos is short for Joshua; the man’s name, as I later learned, was Joshua Hawley.


      “I’m of exactly the same opinion,” he replied. “That’s all we need—to be forced to pull chestnuts out of the fire for these uniforms and burn our front paws in the process. They should have kept Old Wabble; he was the right man for the job. They won’t get me. I’ll be glad when I’m out of here and have Mistake Canyon behind me.”


      “Why? Are you afraid of the spirit of the shot Indian?”


      “Afraid? No; but I can’t get him out of my mind. That canyon is a truly dreadful place for me. I experienced something there that not everyone experiences, and found gold in the process.”


      “Gold? In Mistake Canyon?”


      “ Yes .”


      “Impossible! There isn’t any there.”


      “There must have been some there, because we found it.”


      “Really? You must have discovered it by chance, old Jos?”


      “No. An Indian showed it to us.”


      “That’s hard to believe. A Native American would never reveal something like that to a white man, even if he were his best friend.”


      “Well, my case was an exception. It was actually the very same Native American who was accidentally shot there. Maybe I’ll tell you the story when we get to see the canyon tomorrow. I don’t feel like it right now; let’s not talk about it. Hand me the meat; I want to eat. It’s only antelope, but it must taste good. I’d prefer a piece of buffalo hump or elk loin.”


      “Elk? Ah, elk, that’s right!” Parker exclaimed, clicking his tongue. “That’s the finest and juiciest roast there is. Whenever I think of elk, I always think of the Westerner who actually made me a hunter.”


      “Who was that?”


      “His name was mentioned earlier. I mean Old Wabble.”


      “What? How? Old Wabble? That old man, as strange as he was famous? Is that how you knew him?”


      “Did I know him? What a question! Under his guidance, I had my first adventure in the Far West, an adventure that—well, I’ll tell you about it, even though you’ll probably laugh at me. It was, in fact, my first elk.”


      He cleared his throat deliberately, put on a very promising expression, and then began as follows:


      “His real name was Fred Cutter, but because of his wobbly gait and because his suit hung so shapelessly on his skinny frame, he was always just called Old Wabble. He’d used to be a cowboy down there in Texas and had gotten so used to the local clothes that even up here in the North, no one could get him to take them off and swap them for something else.


      “I can still see him standing before me, tall and lanky, his feet in utterly indescribable shuffles and his legs in ancient leggings. Over the shirt—whose color I’d rather not mention—hung a jacket whose only virtue was its general openness. His chest and neck remained uncovered; but instead he always wore a scarf wrapped around his forehead under his crumpled hat, its ends hanging down over his shoulders, a long Bowie knife in his belt, heavy silver rings in his earlobes, and in his large, brown, bony hand the ever-glowing, inevitable cigarette—rarely has anyone seen him any other way.


      “The most striking feature was his old, weather-beaten, deeply wrinkled, and always clean-shaven face, with thick, full lips, a long, pointed nose, and sharp gray eyes that, although his eyelids were always half-closed, did not easily miss a thing. Whether this face was at rest or in motion, it always and forever bore the expression of a superiority that absolutely nothing could throw off balance. And this superiority was entirely justified, for Old Wabble, despite his shakiness, was not only a master at riding, in the use of the rifle and the lariat, but he also possessed every other quality that a true Westerner must have. “ That’s clear ,” was his constant saying, which proved that the most difficult things often seemed easy and entirely natural to him.


      “As for me, I had been something of a clerk down in Princeton and had earned enough there to equip myself and carry out my original plan of going to Idaho as a gold prospector. I was a greenhorn, a complete novice, and, so as not to have to share the hoped-for riches with many others, I took only one companion with me, Ben Needler, who knew the Wild West just as little as I did. When we left the wagon at Eagle Rock, we were decked out like dandies and loaded down like pack mules, with nothing but beautiful, fine, and shiny things, which unfortunately had the one drawback of being completely useless. And when we arrived at Payette Fork a week later, we looked like genuine vagabonds, were nearly starved, and had discarded the superfluous items of our equipment along the way—that is to say, everything except our weapons and ammunition. But I’ll confess to you honestly that I would have given away my entire armor for a good buttered bread, and Ben Needler certainly felt the same way.


      “We sat at the edge of a thicket, dipped our sore feet in the water, and talked about all sorts of delicacies—things we wouldn’t have mentioned if we’d had them—like venison legs, buffalo shanks, bear paws, and roast elk. Yes, there were supposed to be elk in this area, almost as heavy as bison. Just then Ben said, clicking his tongue:


      “Good luck ! If a fellow like that came near now, I’d slam both my bullets between his antlers with true relish, and then—”


      “And then it would be the end of you!” a laughing voice rang out behind us from the bushes. “The elk would turn you into mincemeat with its antlers. You don’t shoot an animal like that between the horns; because it doesn’t have any horns at all. You must have been schoolboys back in New York and now you’ve fallen out of the sky here, Mesch’schurs?”


      “We jumped to our feet and looked at the speaker, who was now emerging from the bushes where he had been eavesdropping on us. There he stood before us, just as I described him to you earlier, Old Wabble, with an expression on his face that was by no means flattering to us and a condescending, superior gaze from his half-closed eyes. I’ll skip over the conversation that followed. He examined us like a teacher examining his pupils and then asked us to go with him.


      “About a mile from the river, on a small prairie surrounded by forest, stood a log cabin which he called his rancho. Behind it were several open stables, intended for the horses, mules, and cattle in bad weather, which were now grazing in the open. Old Wabble had, in fact, gone from being a cowboy to an independent rancher. His crew consisted of Will Litton, the white foreman, and a few Snake Indians, whom he referred to as vaqueros and who were very loyal and devoted to him. We saw these men busy loading a light wagon with a tent and other items.


      “ ‘This is something for you,’ said the old man. ‘You want to shoot elk, and over there they’re just getting ready for a hunting trip. Let’s see what you’re made of; you’re coming along. If you’re any good, you can stay with me. But first, come inside , because it’s clear that a hungry hunter shoots into the air.’”


      “Well , that suited us fine. We ate and drank, and then we set off, since it didn’t occur to Old Wabble to postpone the outing on our account. We were given horses and rode along, heading first toward the river. There was a ford there that we had to cross. At the head of the procession was the old man, who had wanted me to stay by his side. He led an unyoked mule beside him by the halter. When we had crossed, we saw the others following us, namely Ben Needler on a bay and Will Litton on a gray; behind them followed the wagon drawn by four horses, which one of the Indians was driving. His name was Paq-muh, the Bloody Hand, but in his civilized attire he did not look nearly as bloodthirsty as his name sounded. His tribesmen had remained at the ranch, since the Old Man could rely on them.


      “Beyond the ford, we traveled a short distance through the sparse forest and then into a green, treeless valley that opened onto a grassy savanna. When, after a few hours, we reached the far end of it, where the terrain began to rise, we stopped to camp. The wagon was unloaded and the tent pitched. While the animals were being tied up at the back, a fire was lit at the front. We intended to stay here for a day to stalk fork-tailed antelopes, or perhaps even come across buffalo; for we could see from the occasional scattered skeletons that bison sometimes passed through here. A skull bleached by the sun lay very close to our tent, which was then to remain here under the watch of the “Bloody Hand,” while we whites headed up to a high moor where, as Old Wabble claimed, there were plenty of elk.


      “Unfortunately, no game was to be seen either that day or the next, which put the old man in a terrible rage, but did not displease me, since I had to fear his harsh judgment regarding my marksmanship. Hitting a church steeple from thirty paces, I was quite confident I could do that back then, but that I would shoot a big hole in the wilderness if asked to bring down a swift-footed antelope from sixty paces—that was certain.


      “Then Old Wabble had the unfortunate idea of testing our marksmanship by asking us to take aim at some vultures. These birds had settled on a buffalo carcass about seventy paces away from us, and I was to be the first to demonstrate my skill. Well, I tell you, the vultures had every reason to be pleased with me, for it turned out exactly as I had expected: I fired four times without hitting a thing, and not a single one of the scavengers even thought of taking flight. For these animals know full well that no sensible person would think of shooting at them; a shot attracts them rather than scaring them away, since they know that at least the carcass of any hunted game will be left to them. Ben missed twice; it was only his third bullet that killed one of the vultures and drove the others away.


      “Eximious incomparable !” laughed Old Wabble, shaking his shivering limbs in a confused jumble. “Mesch’schurs, this is clear : you are made just for the Wild West; have no fear for yourselves! You are made men, for whatever you may one day become, that is what you already are, and you can never rise higher than this!”


      “Ben accepted this verdict calmly; but I flew into a rage, which, of course, had no other effect than that the old man replied:


      “‘Silence, sir! Your comrade at least hit the mark on the third try; so there is hope for him. But you are a lost cause for the West; I have no use for you, and my only good advice is that you get out of here as soon as possible.’”


      “That gnawed at me terribly, for no master falls from the sky, and the powder I had fired up to that point certainly didn’t weigh a whole pound. I resolved to force the old man’s respect, come what may.


      “The following morning we set out for the high moors in the Salmon River Mountains. Provisions, cooking utensils, blankets, and other items were loaded onto the mules; the wagon, which was of no use in the rugged mountains, was left behind at the camp. Well, you know the country, so I won’t describe the ride to you; it was often downright life-threatening, especially at the spot where Snakes Canyon makes a sharp turn and you have to descend steeply into the depths to then reach the open Wihinasht trail on the other side. Sky-high cliffs to the right, the black abyss to the left, and in between the riding path barely two fathoms wide; it was sheer luck that our horses were accustomed to such stretches, and that I have never been prone to vertigo! We made it through safely. Soon, however, a new, different danger arose, which only I alone did not consider a danger.


      “For when we rode up the Wihinasht Path shortly thereafter, we encountered a party of eight mounted Indians, four of whom were adorned with chief’s feathers. They did not seem in the least alarmed by our sudden appearance and watched us ride silently past with that melancholic, indolent expression peculiar to the red race. One of those in the front, who rode a pale gray horse, carried a strange, elongated object adorned with feather fringes in his left arm. I felt strangely moved by the silent, melancholy encounter with these former masters of the region. They did not strike me as dangerous at all, especially since they wore no war paint and appeared to be completely unarmed; but no sooner had we rounded the next hill and lost sight of them than Old Wabble stopped and said, casting a grim glance back.


      “Damn them ! What are those scoundrels doing here? They’re Panashts, who are at odds with the actual Snake Indians, to whom my vaqueros belong. Where could they be going? Their path must take them past my ranch. What a danger, since I’m not at home!”


      “But they were unarmed!” I interjected.


      “Old Wabble shot me a contemptuous glance from his half-closed eyes, didn’t deign to answer me, and continued:


      “‘Our elk hunt is over, at least for today and tomorrow. We have to go back, down to the tent and maybe even to the ranch. We have to get there before them. Fortunately, I know a path that leads down not far from here—though not for riders, only for good mountaineers. Let’s go, boys! My decision is made. We must get them in our sights; this is clear !”


      “We continued at a gallop for five minutes, veering left into the rocks; then we reached a small high valley, the floor of which consisted of marsh and meadow; tall hemlock trees grew along the stony edges, and a stream trickled through the middle. Old Wabble jumped off his horse and said:


      “‘Over there at the end of this valley, the path leads down. If we hurry, we’ll be down at the camp before the Reds. One of us has to stay here with the animals—namely, the one we can most easily do without—and that’s naturally this famous Sam, who’s missed four times; he’d be more likely to hit us than a Red.’


      “Well, the ‘famous Sam’ was, of course, me, Samuel Parker, formerly a clerk down in Princeton! I protested angrily, but had to comply. The other three took their weapons and ran off after the old man had ordered me to take good care of the animals and not to leave the valley until he had returned.


      “I was furious with rage. Did I have to put up with this? These poor Indians were to be shot, and yet they had looked so harmless! Could I admit that? No! They were human beings just like us, and revenge for the insult! I didn’t know the Wild West and obeyed my folly. I tied the mule and the three loose horses to the nearest trees and rode at a gallop back along the path we had come. I wanted to fulfill the duty assigned to me, but first I had to warn the Indians. As quickly as possible, I rode down the Wihinasht Trail and into Snakes Canyon. There I saw the Indians ahead of me; they heard me coming, looked back, and stopped. The canyon was still wide enough for that here. I reined in my horse and asked if any of them understood English. The one on the pale gray horse, who was carrying the long object, replied:


      “‘I am To-ok-uh, the Swift Arrow, a chief of the Panasht Shoshones. Has my white brother returned to bring me a message from the old man whose herds are being guarded down there by the Snake Indians?’”


      “So you know him?” I asked. “He considers you enemies and is ahead of you on foot, intending to kill you. I am a Christian and felt it my duty to warn you.”


      “The gaze of his dark eye literally pierced my face as he inquired:


      “Where are your animals?”


      “‘They are beyond the Wihinasht Trail in a green valley.


      “He spoke quietly with the others for a short while and then asked me, his face taking on a friendly expression:


      “‘My white brother has only been in this country a short time?’”


      “Only since yesterday.”


      “What are the palefaces doing up there in the mountains?”


      “We want to hunt elk.”


      “Is my brother a famous hunter?”


      “No; I still always miss.”


      “He kept asking, smiling, until he knew everything. I even had to tell him my name, to which he replied:


      “Samuel Parker is hard for a red man to remember. We will call you At-pui, the good heart. If you stay here longer, you will become more cautious. Your kindness could have been your ruin. Rejoice that we do not walk the path of war! Behold, this wampum”—as he spoke, he showed me the long, fringed object in his left hand—“contains a peaceful message for the chiefs of the Shoshones. We come unarmed to carry it to the old man’s ranch, from where his Indians are to take it further. We have nothing to fear, then; but our gratitude is just as great as if you had saved us from death. If you need friends, come to us. At-pui, the good heart, will always be welcome here. Howgh ; I have spoken.


      “He shook my right hand and then rode on with his men. I called after him not to betray me to the old man, and then turned back, very satisfied with my success, but not with the prudence of which I had been entirely lacking. On the contrary, I had been most careless.


      “Upon arriving in the high valley, I unloaded the mule and untied the horses to let them graze. I used the long leisure time now at my disposal for shooting practice. I had a full powder horn, and there was also a whole box full among the baggage. When my horn was empty, I could say to my satisfaction that I could now hit a church steeple from two hundred paces.


      “Toward evening, Old Wabble returned with Ben and Will. They had met the Red Men down by the camp and told me, as something entirely new, that the latter had harbored the most peaceful intentions, handed over the ‘bloody hand’ wampum for delivery, and then immediately set off on their return journey. I naturally kept silent about what I had done.


      “We spent the night in the small valley and then rode in the morning to the high moors, which were no longer far away.


      “This lay in a valley far larger than the one we had been in the day before. In the middle of it was a small lake with marshy shores; beyond that, bush and forest with treacherous ground, and then came the high, bare, often jagged and crumbling rock masses that enclosed the valley. This was certainly two hours long and just as wide.


      “After the mule was unloaded, a campfire and sleeping area were set up, where I was to stay behind to watch the horses. Then the others went out in search. Until noon, when I heard a few shots, everything remained quiet; later, Ben Needler returned alone. He had shot at an elk cow too soon and had been chased away by the enraged bull. The latter did not return with Litton until dusk, thoroughly furious over the failure that had occurred.


      “There were plenty of tracks,” he reasoned, “but not just from elk, but also from Indians, who must have been here before us and driven the game away; th"is clear ! We came across a single cow; then that Needler fired both his barrels too soon, and she bolted; that’s what you get for getting involved with greenhorns. But I don’t want to have made the trip for nothing, so I’ll stay here another day or two—or as long as it takes—until I’ve brought down a big old one.”


      “He didn’t say another word to either of us and maintained this mood the next morning as well, when he declared that he would hunt alone with Litton; the two greenhorns were to stay at camp so they couldn’t spoil anything. Well, he had the right to do as he pleased; but we quietly claimed the same right for ourselves. Once the two were gone, we carried out what we had agreed upon during the night. If the elk had been driven away, they were no longer in the valley but outside of it. That was where we had to search. Since our hunt could last until evening, we took the mule with us to carry the items we deemed necessary, and perhaps also smaller game.


      “We walked out of the valley and into another one. There was neither lake nor marsh there, but certainly no elk either, for there were already people there—people who had a mule with them. We didn’t see the people, but we saw the mule all the more clearly, which, without bridle or saddle, was grazing contentedly in the grass at a fair distance to our right. Where were the people? I had to find them. While Ben strolled leisurely over to the strange mule, I continued straight ahead with our mule. The supposed donkey continued eating until Ben had approached it within a hundred paces; then it caught the scent of him, raised its head, spun around in a flash, and fled toward me in long strides, likely out of sympathy for its relative, at whose side I stood. But what on earth was that? It was by no means a mule; it was a wild animal. I could see that much, even though I was a greenhorn. I quickly knelt down behind my mule, raised my rifle, aimed, and fired. The strange creature took two or three more leaps and then collapsed. I ran over; Ben came too; the shot had gone through the chest, and we both agreed that I had bagged a “doe.” It was tied to the pack saddle of the mule, and then we continued on, but not for long before the valley came to an end. To the right and left were insurmountable walls; ahead of us was a fairly steep slope that seemed to be a sort of saddle, beyond which a second valley lay. Our mule was a good climber, so we decided to ascend straight ahead.


      “After some effort, we reached the top and saw that we had not been mistaken, for the terrain sloped steeply downward again before us. But there, in the distance, was a peculiar noise that seemed to be produced by human voices. We had to find out what was going on and thus look for a lookout point. On both sides of the narrow mountain saddle there were steep slopes, though so sloping that they could be easily climbed. So we worked our way up on the left to look down into the valley on the other side from there. We left our mule behind for the time being. Once we reached the top, Needler wanted to lean far forward to see better; but since he could be easily spotted because of his lighter-colored clothing, I, who was dressed in darker clothes, pushed him back and looked down.


      “I could not see what was happening in the foreground of the second valley, as my vantage point was not high enough; but in the background I saw seven Indian horsemen who, forming a broad line and shouting at the top of their lungs, were slowly advancing. This shouting thus drew nearer and grew so loud that our mule standing below began to twitch its ears and swish its tail in a most alarming manner. I therefore sent Ben down to calm it.


      “Then my eye fell on the other slope rising about forty paces from me on the other side of the saddle. To my astonishment, an Indian was sitting there facing me. It was To-ok-uh, the Swift Arrow, who nodded meaningfully at me and then placed his right hand over his mouth—the Indians’ sign of silence. How did he get here? Why, and about what, was I supposed to remain silent? The day before yesterday he had been unarmed, and now he had a rifle lying across his knees. While I was thinking about this, the noise had come even closer; I heard stones rolling below me and looked down. Good heavens, what a monster was appearing there! With loud, angry snorting, it had climbed out of the valley beyond toward the height of the saddle. Over two meters high at the withers, with a short, stocky body and long legs, a broad overhanging upper lip, and a shaggy beard, it appeared with gleaming eyes at the height of the mountain saddle. When it saw Ben Needler and the mule standing there before it, it threw its ugly head back with its broad, powerful ears and charged toward me. Needler, seeing this behemoth appear as if out of the ground just six paces away, let out a scream of horror, threw his rifle aside, turned around, and ran—no, tumbled headlong from the heights down into the valley below. The mule showed no more courage than its master; it took an equally swift leap backward and shot, fortunately on all fours, down the mountain pass like a sled.


      “I had no time to see if both had reached the bottom safely, for the Behemoth had turned toward me and did not notice that the path before him had cleared. It came up in long, mighty strides, straight toward me. I was no less terrified than Ben Needler; the rifle slipped from my hand; flight, only flight! I leapt from rock to rock along the rock face, the monster in pursuit. Then a large hole gaped before me in the rock wall, and I crawled inside, faster than I had ever disappeared into a hole in my life. The opening darkened as the beast stuck its head in, as far as its broad antlers would allow. It snorted like a devil, and I felt its hot breath on my face. But the fear of the hunted creature was even greater than its rage; it pulled its head back and turned to flee further. In doing so, it presented its front to the chief sitting opposite, who was waiting cold-bloodedly. He took brief aim, pulled the trigger, and—the elk collapsed in a blaze of fire.


      “In an instant, To-ok-uh climbed down from over there and leaped up this side. As I very cautiously poked my head out of the hole, he examined the massive animal and then, smiling, called out to me:


      “‘My brother, come out! This elk fell from your bullet and is therefore your property.’”


      “By my bullet?” I asked in astonishment as I crawled out.


      “Yes,” he nodded at me slyly. “You are At-pui, the good-hearted one, and you wanted to save us; for that you shall reap glory among your people. The warriors of the Panashts have surrendered their wampum and have come before you into the Valley of the Elks, where they had hidden their weapons. You will have found no game there except the young elk calf that I saw on the back of your mule. You were so honest to tell me that you still miss your mark, but you must keep that to yourself, for I wish—


      Elenn, Elk in the Shoshone language, that your companions respect you as I love you. I sat down on the rock to have this unusually strong animal driven toward me; then I saw you and decided immediately to give it to you. Let it be struck by your bullet, so that you may have glory until it truly hits. Your brother has not seen me, and I am leaving so that he does not catch sight of me. My heart longs to see you again. I have spoken. Howgh !"


      “He shook my hand and hurried away, disappearing into the valley beyond.


      “That was the gratitude of a so-called savage. He left me the glory that was his due. Should I have rejected this gift? No, I was too weak, because I was too—young for it. Old Wabble had mocked me; certainly, it was a mistake on my part, a lie, to adorn myself with borrowed plumes, but the old Westman should envy me, the greenhorn!


      “I descended into the valley on this side. Far, far away from the rocky saddle stood Ben Needler with the unharmed mule. I beckoned him over and led him up to where the elk lay. Of course, I had picked up my rifle again; the Indian hadn’t seen it; no one knew at all that I owned it. So Ben had to be convinced that it was I who had killed the animal. One can imagine his astonishment, his amazement, and—his envy!


      “I felt sorry for him. For that reason, and—as I honestly confess—to ease my conscience, I suggested to him that he tell Old Wabble he had killed the fawn, the ‘young child of the elk.’ He was so happy about this that he embraced me. I had to stay with my prey to guard against predators; Needler set off with the mule toward the moor to fetch Old Wabble and Litton; he didn’t bring them back until late in the afternoon. The two of them hadn’t seen a single elk today. The old man stood speechless before my prey. Finally, he admitted that he had rarely seen such a mighty specimen. Envy shuddered through his shivering frame, so that his limbs just ‘wobbled’ about; then he sized me up with an almost threatening look from his half-closed eyes and said:


      “ Well , I know where I stand, sir. When you riddled nature four times the day before yesterday, you were playing a joke on me; that’s clear ; but I hope that something like that doesn’t happen again if we want to remain friends!”


      “Well, we became friends and have remained so, and have each given the other a fine shot or two. It was as if the chief’s gift had suddenly given me a keen eye and a steady hand. From that very day on, my bullets have flown so well that it never occurred to the old man that I might have cheated with that elk. I have met the ‘swift arrow’ many times since, and his people still call me At-pui, the good heart. He has faithfully kept the secret, and today is the first time it has been revealed. “ Yes, Mesch’schurs, I confess with all a hunter’s remorse that my first elk was not my first, nor was it by any means my last. I have spoken. Howgh !”


      He fell silent, and the others made their jocular remarks about what they had heard. I was silent. Every man of the West has had to go through his apprenticeship; after all, no master falls from the sky; I, too, had had my teachers, first Sam Hawkens, the dainty little fellow, and then Winnetou, the incomparable master of everything the Wild West demands.


      As for Old Wabble, I had heard a great deal, a very great deal about him, but had not yet seen him. People knew that he really existed, and yet he lived in the stories like a mythical figure with whom the present had nothing to do. People recounted hundreds upon hundreds of his quirks and exploits, which proved that he was a character unlike any other; no one knew where he was now or what he was up to, and if he suddenly turned up here or there, it was only for a short time, and people would once again have a story to tell of some swift, daring deed or some utterly bizarre eccentricity of his.


      In his youth he had been called the “King of the Cowboys”; now he had reached an age estimated at over ninety years, yet he was said to be as spry as a young man, and only his long, snow-white hair, which blew behind him like a mane when he rode fast, betrayed the length of his extraordinarily eventful life. I had long wished to see him once. Now he had been here before me and would likely be gone again for a long time.


      Evening had fallen while Parker was telling his story; because of the Comanche, no fire was allowed to be lit; therefore, there was no entertainment, and we went to sleep. When we were about to set out the next morning, it turned out that Parker’s mistrust had not been unjustified: the commander absolutely wanted to keep one of the hunters back as a scout, but met with such stubborn refusals from them that he finally realized it would be better to give up; a scout forced into the role would likely have done him more harm than good. So I had the fun of offering myself to him. He dismissed me with a contemptuous wave of his hand and said:


      “Just ride on, Mr. Charley! A man whose profession is to search for rotten bones and remains can’t possibly do what I require of a scout. So go ahead and keep poking around in old graves; I don’t want to burden myself with you.”


      So he had learned what supposedly had driven me to the West. Well , this parting suited me just fine. Lest I be seen through as I rode on, I hung as awkwardly as possible on the horse and kept it up throughout today’s ride, so that my companions might not change their opinion of me.


      These ten men had come together on the route from the Rio Gila and were now heading down to Texas, each driven by his own purpose; they did not form a group united by a specific goal.


      From the troops’ campsite to Mistake Canyon we had four hours’ ride, which passed without anything at all occurring. On the way, Joshua Hawley was reminded of his promise of yesterday, and he promised to keep it. The few words I had heard yesterday from his mouth were enough for me; I knew that he was the white man who, as a result of a misunderstanding, had shot the red friend. That still weighed upon his soul today, and hence the melancholy which had struck me at the very first glance.


      Up to that point, we had been on a rocky plateau that was now gradually sloping downward. Then we stopped before a deep chasm, to which a steep path led down. Like a trench hewn into the rock by giant fists, it stretched from us seemingly endlessly toward the east, with steep walls several hundred feet high. Water rushed below, appearing from above like black ink. Where we stopped, scattered giant cacti stood at the edge of the cliff. This was Mistake Canyon, the mouth of which opened before us and into which we had to descend. Anyone who cast their eyes down into the menacingly yawning chasm, however, might be overcome by a sense of dread, a feeling as if down there lay the site of an inevitable calamity. I had seen many canyons and ridden through many, but none had, to use the expression, thrown me back as much as this one.


      We rode down the steep path until we reached the bottom; there we followed the water, which now, however, had a different appearance. We came to a large boulder on the bank where the water broke; there Jos stopped his horse, dismounted, sat down on the rock, and said:


      “This is the place where I intend to keep my promise. Dismount, Mesch’schurs! You shall learn how the legend of the spirit of Mistake Canyon came to be.”

    

  


  “ Ghost? Pshaw !” laughed Sam Parker. “Only a fool believes in such ghosts and spectres. A white hunter mistakenly shot a friendly Apache instead of an enemy Comanche. But no one can say who it was or how such a thing could have happened.”


  “I, I can say, I alone,” said Jos, running his hand over his eyes.


  “Ah, you? You know how this unfortunate story unfolded?”


  “If I know it! From this very rock on which I sit, I myself fired that fateful shot back then. My eyes were thirty years younger than they are now, but still not sharp enough to distinguish the right man from the wrong one. I had a friend, you know, a real, true one; he was an Apache and his name was Tkhlisch-lipa, ‘Rattlesnake.’ He owed me his life and had promised in return to show me a place where nuggets could be found in abundance, as I have already said. So I gathered together four brave boys who were suited to the undertaking. We had to be very careful, because the place was in Comanche territory; so we whites didn’t take any horses with us, and only the Apache had refused to part with his mustang. To cut a long story short, we arrived up here at the canyon. You can see individual giant cacti standing at the edge of it. Further back, there used to be a whole forest of them, at the edge of which we built ourselves a hut where we intended to live while the work site was down here by the water.


  “Tkhlisch-lipa had not lied; our harvest was richer than expected, although only four people could work, since one had to guard the hut while another had to hunt to provide meat. The latter had to be done with the utmost caution, since Avat-kuts, the ‘Great Buffalo,’ the chief of the Comanche living here, was not only a bloodthirsty man but also a master at tracking. It went without saying that everyone always kept their weapons close at hand, in addition to their hoes and spades.


  “We must have been here for about three weeks when one day the Apache was on duty at the hut, while a comrade, Long Winter, was roaming about in search of meat. While the rest of us were working hard down below, the Red Man sat up above, bored, in the blazing heat of the sun. He had taken off his outer garment, a new, valuable Santillo blanket, and was rubbing his body with bear fat, in the Indian manner, to protect himself against insects. Then he heard a noise behind him. He looked around and saw the dreaded Comanche chief, whom he recognized immediately, standing before him, raising the butt of his rifle to strike. Before he can dodge, the blow comes down and strikes him on the head so hard that he loses consciousness. The fact that his skull was not shattered is due solely to his peculiar headgear, a kind of cap decorated with fox tails and rattlesnake skins.


  “Avat-kuts leaves him lying there for the time being and steps into the hut to examine it. He finds our leather pouches filled with nuggets and hangs them on his belt. Returning, he throws off his old Kalliko jacket and exchanges it for the Santillo blanket. He also likes the cap of the unconscious man and pulls it down over his own head. Then he whistles for his sturdy horse, which he had left behind the cacti while sneaking up, and decides that the Apache’s mustang, grazing nearby, is worth considerably more. Now the enemy is to be scalped, and while still alive. The Comanche thus stands over him with legs spread apart, grabs him by the hair with his left hand to pull his head up, takes the knife in his right hand, makes a cut across the ears, around the forehead, and down the back of the head, and now tries to tear off the scalp with a powerful jerk, but succeeds only halfway. Rattlesnake awakens from the excruciating pain and grabs the Comanche by the hands. A struggle ensues, from which the great buffalo must inevitably emerge victorious, as the other is blinded by the flowing blood.


  “Meanwhile, Long Winters has had a good hunt and is making his way home with his spoils. He finds the Comanche’s trail, is startled, and creeps after it. Stepping around the corner of the cactus grove, he sees the two Indians fighting and, because of the Santillo blanket and the cap, mistakes the Comanche for the Apache. He quickly raises his rifle and fires at his bleeding friend, but fortunately misses due to the great distance. The Comanche, hearing the shot, turns around, spots the new enemy, breaks free, leaves his rifle behind, and leaps toward the Apache’s mustang, swings himself onto it, and rides off. Rattlesnake, nearly mad with rage and pain, wipes the blood from his eyes and spots the fleeing enemy and his abandoned horse. In an instant, he mounts and gives chase, snatching the lasso from his hips, while the tall Winters looks on in utter bewilderment, unable to make sense of what is happening. Since Winters blocks the path to the right and the dense cacti on the left offer no escape, the Comanche races toward the canyon, knowing that a path—albeit a dangerous one—leads down the nearly vertical wall into the depths. He has no idea that four palefaces are down there.


  “Over there, beyond the water, you can see a ledge, a narrow, continuous edge jutting out from the rock and stretching upward; that is the path I mentioned. Already difficult for a pedestrian, it is downright dangerous for a rider, and we were therefore quite surprised when we heard the hoofbeats of galloping horses from above. Because of the height at which they were, we could at first see only the riders’ heads, but the further down they came, the more fully we could make out their figures. Leading the way was the Apache’s mustang, whose rider we had to take for Rattlesnake because of his cap and santillo cape. He was being pursued by a rider on a horse unfamiliar to us, from whose head hung a bloody tuft of hair, and who, hindered by the rock face, was trying in vain to throw his lasso over the head of the rider in front. We heard the Apache’s voice calling incessantly: “Hatatitla aguan, hatatitla aguan—shoot him, shoot him!” That was meant for us, of course, and I reached for the rifle. Now the front rider reached the bottom of the gorge, there, on the other side of the water, and galloped on. Now the other one came. He could now handle the lasso more freely and swung it to throw. I pulled the trigger—a scream, and he flew backward off the horse, which galloped on riderless. A few seconds later we were standing over there with him. Imagine our shock when we recognized him as our red friend! My bullet had hit its mark all too well. He pointed ahead and said in a breaking voice: “Darteh litschane Avat-kuts—that dog was the great buffalo.” Then he was dead.”


  The narrator fell silent and stared with a gloomy gaze toward the spot he had indicated. We honored this silence by saying nothing ourselves. Only after a long while did he continue:


  “Thus the gold he gave us was repaid with a bullet. We named the gorge MistakeCafion, and that name has remained with it to this day. The story has often been told in my presence; but it never occurred to me to say that I myself am the unfortunate hero of it. I have tried to come to terms with this in silence. Today, however, since we find ourselves in the same place, I want to get it off my chest, and you may now tell me whether I can be called a murderer.”


  “No, no!” they cried all around. “You are completely innocent. But what about Comantschen? Did he escape?”


  “No. We found him not far from here in the scree, where the horse had stumbled and thrown him off. You can imagine that there were two bodies there instead of one. That is the law of the Wild West; let’s not speak of it!”


  “And the gold, the nuggets! We naturally want to know what treasures you took from the canyon back then!”


  “Far less than that excellent start would have led one to suppose. It was as if an avenging angel had made the gold vanish deep into the earth’s interior. Ever since my bullet struck the Apache, the yield grew smaller day by day, until it finally ceased altogether. We dug and worked for weeks on end, yet in vain. And what we took with us did not last long; it was soon all gone—on wine and gambling. Only one thing remains with me and will not leave me until my end, namely the memory of the moment when my lead tore the Red Man from his horse. That image floats before me again and again, and along with it, the death cry rings in my ears. It shakes me. Come, let’s go! I don’t want to see this place any longer!”


  He rose slowly and heavily and shook himself, as if to rid himself of the emotional burden that had weighed upon him until then. When he then reached for the reins to mount, I held him back and said:


  “Your comrades have already expressed their opinion that you are innocent; now hear what I have to say, Mr. Hawley.”


  “Well?” he asked in a tone as if he did not expect the slightest relief from me either.


  “I want to tell you a story, a true story, that took place over in Germany, my homeland.”


  “What good is your German story to me?”


  “Perhaps it will be of some use; just listen to it! Two slate roofers were to install a new weather vane at the top of a very tall church tower; the ladders needed for the job had been set up the day before, before the old vane had been removed. One of the roofers was an old, experienced master, the other his son, who had a wife and four children. They climbed higher and higher, rung by rung, the old man in front, the son behind, both holding on with one hand and carrying the heavy weather vane with the other. Below stood a crowd, watching the daring work in silence, their hearts pounding and feeling almost dizzy themselves. Then a cry of terror rang out from above; the son had let it out; the father replied calmly and admonishingly; the son cries out again, and immediately afterward the crowd lets out a single, polyphonic scream of horror, for the old man has hurled the son, who had grasped his foot, from the ladder with a powerful kick, so that he plunges into the gruesome depths and shatters there into a jumbled heap of flesh and bone.”


  “Is such a thing possible! The murderer of his own son!” exclaimed Hawley.


  “Not so fast, sir; listen further! Down at the tower, of course, there are scenes of such commotion that they cannot be described; but up above, the old man continues to climb higher, now carrying the flag alone. Upon reaching the top, he stands on the finial and, with an incredible, truly colossal effort of all his strength, plants the flag on the spindle. Then, as calm and cold-blooded as if nothing had happened, he slowly and steadily descends again, unhooking the ladders one by one and sliding them into the tower’s skylights until he disappears into the bell chamber’s sound hole. The furious crowd waits outside the tower door, ready to lynch him; but he does not come. They force their way into the tower and find him up in the belfry, where he collapsed unconscious the moment he felt solid ground beneath him. He is taken home and awakens only to spend months in a feverish delirium, fantasizing about the horrific moment when he was forced to plunge his son to a terrible death. The skill of the doctors and his robust constitution, despite his age, save him; but as soon as his legs are barely able to support him, he goes to the court to surrender himself to the prosecutor. What do you suppose the verdict was, Mr. Hawley?”


  “What do you mean, what was the verdict! There is only one punishment here: death for patricide,” replied the man being questioned.


  “Is that really your opinion, sir?”


  “Of course. One can’t possibly have any other.”


  “Oh, yes!”


  “No. He pushed his son to his death with full intent.”


  “Not in the heat of the moment?”


  “Does that rule out intent?”


  “In this case, probably not. But the case can be judged quite differently.”


  “I’d like to know how!”


  “Naturally, it caused a tremendous stir and was discussed everywhere, both in conversation and in the newspapers. In legal circles, the view was that the murder charge must absolutely be upheld and the old man must absolutely be convicted, but that he should then be recommended for the monarch’s clemency. At first, the public refused to grant the perpetrator any excuse, but soon learned to think differently once they learned the reasons for his actions. Yes, he had committed the act deliberately, but what had prompted him to do so? The son had suddenly called out to him that he had been seized by dizziness, so that everything seemed to be spinning around him. “Close your eyes and hold on tight until it’s over; I’ll wait!” the old man urged him, thinking it was a brief passing fit. “Ah, I can’t hold on to anything; I feel nothing,” cried the son, letting go of the flag and grabbing the old man’s foot. The old man realized with a shudder that there was no waiting and no passing; it was one of those fits that completely incapacitate the victim, in which help is impossible; the helper is only dragged to ruin along with him. In a single brief moment, he realized the horror of his situation. With the heavy weather vane in his left hand, he had to hold on with his right; his son was hanging from his foot; he felt the hundred-pound weight that sought to pull him away from the ladder and into the depths; he knew he could endure this for only a few moments and then would have to go down with him. Yes, had he been standing beneath his son, he could have supported him and perhaps, perhaps even saved him, but as it was, the boy was hopelessly lost. Was this fateful dizziness to cost two lives instead of just one? Was the poor family to lose a second breadwinner in addition to the first? Was it not suicide to let himself be dragged down, when he could still hold on—albeit only to himself? Then the son cried out: “Good Lord, I can’t feel the ladder anymore; I’m plummeting, I’m falling!” He was hanging only by his father’s foot. Then the father realized that the horror could not be avoided, that it had to happen; he kicked his son away from himself and off the ladder with a powerful blow. He heard the many voices of the onlookers screaming; he did not look down; his vision flickered; his heart seemed to stop; but he had to remain strong and pulled himself together with every ounce of his strength. As if in a dream, in a state of mental numbness, he climbed upward and completed his task. Then he climbed down again and stowed the ladders, one after the other; but as soon as he found himself in the belfry, his strength left him, and he collapsed unconscious. Do you still hold the same view of his deed as before, Mr. Hawley?”


  “Hmm! The way you tell it, it certainly sounds different now.”


  “That’s how everyone who had previously condemned him soon felt as well. He was assigned an excellent defense attorney, and the man did his duty. Scholars, experts, and university professors were required to submit their opinions on the phenomenon and its effects; a whole host of roofers, carpenters, and other construction workers were questioned. Street sweepers, even a tightrope walker, volunteered to give their judgment in favor of the accused. All of them, without a single exception, claimed that he could not have acted otherwise, that his son would have been lost without a doubt. In short, he was acquitted and released from pretrial detention. Those who, in the heat of the moment, had wanted to lynch him, greeted him jubilantly at the gates of the courthouse. He lived for a number of years afterward, respected by all who knew him; it is said he was never able to laugh or even smile again; it was impossible for him to get over the act he had felt compelled to commit, but there was not a single person to whom it would have occurred to reproach him for it. What do you say now, sir?”


  “That it was quite right to acquit him,” replied Jos. “But what does my unfortunate shot back then have to do with this roofer?”


  “Don’t you see?”


  “No.”


  “And yet it’s so obvious. This man killed his son, as you yourself said earlier, deliberately, while you shot the Apache by accident. The roofer was acquitted; how do you think a jury would rule on your case?”


  He looked thoughtfully at the floor. It was as if a bright, cheerful expression were about to cross his melancholy face; then he held out his hand to me and said:


  “Now I understand what you mean, Mr. Charley. It has weighed on my mind for so long, so long, that it cannot be shaken off as quickly as you might think; but I thank you! I will reflect on your story; perhaps it will have the effect you intended. But I must leave this place nonetheless; I can no longer bear to look upon it. Let us make our way out of this ill-fated canyon!”


  Yes, I had meant well by her, and I would later learn what benefit she brought him—and consequently to me as well. I had gained a grateful friend.


  We mounted our horses and rode on. The canyon was so long that it took us an hour to reach the exit. There stood several more of those column-like giant cacti, bearing fruit. When Sam Parker saw this, he reined in his horse and said to the others, pointing at me:


  “You’ll admit, Mesch’schurs, that it’s always good to know how much you can count on a man you’re riding with. This Mr. Charley has joined us and probably won’t be leaving us anytime soon. We could run into the Comanches at any moment and be forced to reach for our rifles. Don’t you think it’s only right to ask him to fire a few test shots?”


  “Yes, yes, let him shoot; let him show what he
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