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… But the Dwarf answered:
No; something hu­man is dear­er to me
than the wealth of all the world.
Grimm’s Tales.

… Aber das Männ­chen sprach:
›Nein, et­was Le­ben­des ist mir lie­ber
als alle Schät­ze der Welt.‹
Mär­chen der Ge­brü­der Grimm




THIS could have oc­curred nowhere but in Eng­land, where men and sea in­ter­pen­et­rate, so to speak

Die­se Ge­schich­te hät­te sich nir­gends sonst als in Eng­land ab­spie­len kön­nen, wo die Män­ner und die See ein­an­der ge­gen­sei­tig durch­drin­gen, so­zu­sa­gen

— the sea en­ter­ing into the life of most men, and the men know­ing something or everything about the sea, in the way of amuse­ment, of travel, or of bread-win­ning.

– in­dem die See in das Le­ben der meis­ten Män­ner hin­ein­spielt und je­der Mann ein we­nig oder al­les von der See weiß, vom Ver­gnü­gen, vom Rei­sen oder vom Brot­er­werb her.




We were sit­ting round a ma­hogany table that re­flec­ted the bottle, the claret-glasses, and our faces as we leaned on our el­bows.

Wir sa­ßen rund um einen Ma­ha­go­ni­tisch, der die Fla­sche, die Spitz­glä­ser und un­se­re Ge­sich­ter wi­der­spie­gel­te, die wir auf die Ell­bo­gen ge­stützt hiel­ten.

There was a dir­ect­or of com­pan­ies, an ac­count­ant, a law­yer, Mar­low, and my­self.

Wir wa­ren zu fünft: der Di­rek­tor ei­ner Han­dels­ge­sell­schaft, ein Buch­hal­ter, ein Rechts­an­walt, Mar­low und ich.

The dir­ect­or had been a Con­way boy, the ac­count­ant had served four years at sea,

Der Di­rek­tor war an der Küs­te auf­ge­wach­sen, der Buch­hal­ter hat­te vier Jah­re zur See ge­dient,

the law­yer — a fine crus­ted Tory, High Church­man, the best of old fel­lows, the soul of hon­our

der Rechts­an­walt – ein Tory vom reins­ten Was­ser, ein An­hän­ger der Hoch­kir­che, der feins­te alte Kna­be, der sich den­ken läßt, dazu ein Eh­ren­mann durch und durch

— had been chief of­ficer in the P. & O. ser­vice in the good old days

– der Rechts­an­walt also war Ers­ter Of­fi­zier bei der P.&O.-Li­nie ge­we­sen, in den gu­ten al­ten Ta­gen,

when mail-boats were square-rigged at least on two masts, and used to come down the China Sea be­fore a fair mon­soon with stun’-sails set alow and aloft.

als noch die Post­damp­fer auf min­des­tens zwei Mas­ten mit Ra­hen ge­ta­kelt wa­ren und das Chi­ne­si­sche Meer vor ei­nem kräf­ti­gen Mon­sun un­ter vol­len Lee-Se­geln her­un­ter­zu­lau­fen pfleg­ten.

We all began life in the mer­chant ser­vice.

Wir alle hat­ten un­se­re Lauf­bahn in der Han­dels­ma­ri­ne be­gon­nen.

Between the five of us there was the strong bond of the sea, and also the fel­low­ship of the craft,

Die See hielt uns zu­sam­men wie ein star­kes Band, und hin­zu kam noch ein see­män­ni­sches Ge­mein­schafts­ge­fühl,

which no amount of en­thu­si­asm for yacht­ing, cruis­ing, and so on can give,

wie es kei­ne noch so hohe Be­geis­te­rung für Wett­se­geln, Kreu­zen oder ähn­li­chen Sport er­zeu­gen kann;

since one is only the amuse­ment of life and the oth­er is life it­self.

denn die­se um­faßt im­mer nur ein Bei­werk des Le­bens, je­nes aber das Le­ben selbst.




Mar­low (at least I think that is how he spelt his name) told the story, or rather the chron­icle, of a voy­age:

Mar­low (ich den­ke we­nigs­tens, daß er sich so schrieb) er­zähl­te uns die Ge­schich­te ei­ner Rei­se:




“Yes, I have seen a little of the East­ern seas; but what I re­mem­ber best is my first voy­age there.

»Ja, ich habe ein we­nig von den öst­li­chen Mee­ren ge­se­hen; am bes­ten aber er­in­ne­re ich mich doch an mei­ne ers­te Rei­se da­hin.

You fel­lows know there are those voy­ages that seem ordered for the il­lus­tra­tion of life, that might stand for a sym­bol of ex­ist­ence.

Ihr alle wißt ja, daß es Rei­sen gibt, die wie er­läu­tern­de Bei­spie­le zu die­sem Le­ben wir­ken, ja, wie das Sinn­bild des Le­bens über­haupt.

You fight, work, sweat, nearly kill your­self, some­times do kill your­self,

Da kämpft man, ar­bei­tet, schwitzt, bringt sich bei­na­he, manch­mal auch ganz um,

try­ing to ac­com­plish something — and you can’t. Not from any fault of yours.

im­mer in dem Be­stre­ben, ir­gend­was durch­zu­füh­ren – das man dann doch nicht fer­tig­bringt. Nicht aus ei­ge­nem Ver­schul­den.

You simply can do noth­ing, neither great nor little — not a thing in the world

Man kann nur ein­fach nichts vollen­den, nichts Großes und nichts Klei­nes – kein Ding auf die­ser Welt;

— not even marry an old maid, or get a wretched 600-ton cargo of coal to its port of des­tin­a­tion.

nicht ein­mal eine alte Jung­fer hei­ra­ten, oder eine La­dung von lum­pi­gen sechs­hun­dert Ton­nen Koh­le in ih­ren Be­stim­mungs­ha­fen brin­gen.




“It was al­to­geth­er a mem­or­able af­fair.

Die Sa­che war in je­der Hin­sicht be­mer­kens­wert.

It was my first voy­age to the East, and my first voy­age as second mate; it was also my skip­per’s first com­mand.

Es war mei­ne ers­te Rei­se nach dem Os­ten, und mei­ne ers­te Rei­se als Zwei­ter Of­fi­zier; es war auch das ers­te Kom­man­do mei­nes Ka­pi­täns.

You’ll ad­mit it was time. He was sixty if a day;

Ihr wer­det zu­ge­ben, daß es an der Zeit war, wenn ich euch sage, daß er im­mer­hin sech­zig Jah­re alt war;

a little man, with a broad, not very straight back, with bowed shoulders and one leg more bandy than the oth­er,

ein klei­ner Mann mit brei­tem, nicht son­der­lich ge­ra­dem Rücken, mit ge­beug­ten Schul­tern und ge­wal­ti­gen Sä­bel­bei­nen;

he had that queer twis­ted-about ap­pear­ance you see so of­ten in men who work in the fields.

er sah förm­lich krumm­ge­zo­gen aus, wie man es häu­fig bei Leu­ten fin­det, die Feld­ar­beit tun.

He had a nut-crack­er face — chin and nose try­ing to come to­geth­er over a sunken mouth

Sein Nuß­knacker­ge­sicht – Kinn und Nase such­ten ein­an­der über dem ein­ge­sun­ke­nen Mund zu be­geg­nen

— and it was framed in iron-grey fluffy hair, that looked like a chin strap of cot­ton-wool sprinkled with coal-dust.

– war von ei­sen­grau­em, flau­mi­gem Haar um­rahmt, das wie ein baum­wol­le­nes Sturm­band aus­sah, von Koh­len­staub über­fleckt.

And he had blue eyes in that old face of his, which were amaz­ingly like a boy’s,

Und ein Paar blaue Au­gen stan­den in sei­nem al­ten Ge­sicht, die ganz er­staun­lich jun­gen­haft blick­ten,

with that can­did ex­pres­sion some quite com­mon men pre­serve to the end of their days by a rare in­tern­al gift of sim­pli­city of heart and rectitude of soul.

mit dem un­schul­di­gen Aus­druck, den manch­mal ganz ge­wöhn­li­che Leu­te bis an das Ende ih­rer Tage be­wah­ren, ein­fach zu­fol­ge der sel­te­nen Gabe ih­rer Her­zen­sein­falt und Ge­rad­heit.

What in­duced him to ac­cept me was a won­der.

Was ihn be­wo­gen ha­ben mag, mich an­zu­neh­men, war mir ein Rät­sel.

I had come out of a crack Aus­trali­an clip­per, where I had been third of­ficer,

Ich kam von ei­nem präch­ti­gen aus­tra­li­schen Schnell­seg­ler, wo ich Drit­ter Of­fi­zier ge­we­sen war,

and he seemed to have a pre­ju­dice against crack clip­pers as ar­is­to­crat­ic and high-toned.

und er schi­en ge­gen Schnell­seg­ler – als ari­sto­kra­tisch und über­vor­nehm – ein Vor­ur­teil zu ha­ben.

He said to me, ‘You know, in this ship you will have to work.’

Er sag­te mir: ›Ver­ste­hen Sie mich recht – auf die­sem Schiff hier wer­den Sie ar­bei­ten müs­sen!‹

I said I had to work in every ship I had ever been in.

Ich ant­wor­te­te ihm, daß ich noch auf je­dem Schiff, auf dem ich je ge­we­sen, hät­te ar­bei­ten müs­sen.

‘Ah, but this is dif­fer­ent, and you gen­tle­men out of them big ships; … but there! I dare say you will do. Join to-mor­row.’

– ›Ah, aber dies hier ist grund­ver­schie­den, und ihr fei­nen Her­ren von den großen Schif­fen … Aber, na, ich hof­fe, Sie wer­den sich ma­chen! Tre­ten Sie mor­gen an!‹








… But the Dwarf answered:
No; something hu­man is dear­er to me
than the wealth of all the world.
Grimm’s Tales. 



THIS could have oc­curred nowhere but in Eng­land, where men and sea in­ter­pen­et­rate, so to speak 
— the sea en­ter­ing into the life of most men, and the men know­ing something or everything about the sea, in the way of amuse­ment, of travel, or of bread-win­ning. 



We were sit­ting round a ma­hogany table that re­flec­ted the bottle, the claret-glasses, and our faces as we leaned on our el­bows. 
There was a dir­ect­or of com­pan­ies, an ac­count­ant, a law­yer, Mar­low, and my­self. 
The dir­ect­or had been a Con­way boy, the ac­count­ant had served four years at sea, 
the law­yer — a fine crus­ted Tory, High Church­man, the best of old fel­lows, the soul of hon­our 
— had been chief of­ficer in the P. & O. ser­vice in the good old days 
when mail-boats were square-rigged at least on two masts, and used to come down the China Sea be­fore a fair mon­soon with stun’-sails set alow and aloft. 
We all began life in the mer­chant ser­vice. 
Between the five of us there was the strong bond of the sea, and also the fel­low­ship of the craft, 
which no amount of en­thu­si­asm for yacht­ing, cruis­ing, and so on can give, 
since one is only the amuse­ment of life and the oth­er is life it­self. 



Mar­low (at least I think that is how he spelt his name) told the story, or rather the chron­icle, of a voy­age: 



“Yes, I have seen a little of the East­ern seas; but what I re­mem­ber best is my first voy­age there. 
You fel­lows know there are those voy­ages that seem ordered for the il­lus­tra­tion of life, that might stand for a sym­bol of ex­ist­ence. 
You fight, work, sweat, nearly kill your­self, some­times do kill your­self, 
try­ing to ac­com­plish something — and you can’t. Not from any fault of yours. 
You simply can do noth­ing, neither great nor little — not a thing in the world 
— not even marry an old maid, or get a wretched 600-ton cargo of coal to its port of des­tin­a­tion. 



“It was al­to­geth­er a mem­or­able af­fair. 
It was my first voy­age to the East, and my first voy­age as second mate; it was also my skip­per’s first com­mand. 
You’ll ad­mit it was time. He was sixty if a day; 
a little man, with a broad, not very straight back, with bowed shoulders and one leg more bandy than the oth­er, 
he had that queer twis­ted-about ap­pear­ance you see so of­ten in men who work in the fields. 
He had a nut-crack­er face — chin and nose try­ing to come to­geth­er over a sunken mouth 
— and it was framed in iron-grey fluffy hair, that looked like a chin strap of cot­ton-wool sprinkled with coal-dust. 
And he had blue eyes in that old face of his, which were amaz­ingly like a boy’s, 
with that can­did ex­pres­sion some quite com­mon men pre­serve to the end of their days by a rare in­tern­al gift of sim­pli­city of heart and rectitude of soul. 
What in­duced him to ac­cept me was a won­der. 
I had come out of a crack Aus­trali­an clip­per, where I had been third of­ficer, 
and he seemed to have a pre­ju­dice against crack clip­pers as ar­is­to­crat­ic and high-toned. 
He said to me, ‘You know, in this ship you will have to work.’ 
I said I had to work in every ship I had ever been in. 
‘Ah, but this is dif­fer­ent, and you gen­tle­men out of them big ships; … but there! I dare say you will do. Join to-mor­row.’ 




OEBPS/Images/cover00011.jpeg
JOSEPH
CONRAD

YOUTH

A NARRATIVE
JUGEND

doppel
~text~

www.doppeltext.com





