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THE HAPPY PRINCE


DER GLÜCKLICHE PRINZ





HIGH above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince.

Hoch über der Stadt auf ei­ner schlan­ken Säu­le stand die Sta­tue des glück­li­chen Prin­zen.

He was gil­ded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two bright sap­phires,

Er war ganz und gar mit dün­nen Blät­tern von rei­nem Gold über­zo­gen, als Au­gen hat­te er zwei strah­len­de Sa­phi­re,

and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt.

und ein großer ro­ter Ru­bin glüh­te auf sei­nem Schwert­griff.




He was very much ad­mired in­deed. “He is as beau­ti­ful as a weath­er­cock,” re­marked one of the Town Coun­cil­lors who wished to gain a repu­ta­tion for hav­ing artist­ic tastes;

Er wur­de auch wirk­lich sehr be­wun­dert. »Er ist so schön wie ein Wet­ter­hahn,« be­merk­te ei­ner der Rats­her­ren, der nach dem Ruf streb­te, künst­le­ri­schen Ge­schmack zu be­sit­zen;

“only not quite so use­ful,” he ad­ded, fear­ing lest people should think him un­prac­tic­al, which he really was not.

»nur nicht ganz so nütz­lich,« füg­te er hin­zu, denn er fürch­te­te, die Leu­te könn­ten ihn für un­prak­tisch hal­ten, und das war er wirk­lich nicht.




“Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?” asked a sens­ible moth­er of her little boy who was cry­ing for the moon.

»Warum kannst du nicht wie der glück­li­che Prinz sein?« frag­te eine ver­nünf­ti­ge Mut­ter ih­ren klei­nen Jun­gen, der ver­lan­gend nach dem Mond schrie.

“The Happy Prince nev­er dreams of cry­ing for any­thing.”

»Der glück­li­che Prinz denkt nicht im Traum dar­an, nach et­was zu schrei­en.«




“I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy,”

»Gott sei Dank, es gibt we­nigs­tens einen Men­schen auf der Welt, der ganz glück­lich ist,«

muttered a dis­ap­poin­ted man as he gazed at the won­der­ful statue.

murr­te ein ent­täusch­ter Mann, als er einen Blick auf die wun­der­vol­le Sta­tue warf.




“He looks just like an an­gel,” said the Char­ity Chil­dren as they came out of the cathed­ral in their bright scar­let cloaks and their clean white pin­a­fores.

»Er sieht ganz aus wie ein En­gel,« sag­ten die Wai­sen­kin­der, als sie in ih­ren, hell­ro­ten Män­teln und den rei­nen, wei­ßen Lätz­chen aus dem Dom ka­men.




“How do you know?” said the Math­em­at­ic­al Mas­ter, “you have nev­er seen one.”

»Wo­her wißt ihr das?« frag­te der Ma­the­ma­tik­pro­fes­sor, »ihr habt doch nie einen En­gel ge­se­hen.«




“Ah! but we have, in our dreams,” answered the chil­dren;

»O doch, in un­se­ren Träu­men,« ant­wor­te­ten die Kin­der;

and the Math­em­at­ic­al Mas­ter frowned and looked very severe, for he did not ap­prove of chil­dren dream­ing.

und der Ma­the­ma­tik­pro­fes­sor run­zel­te die Stir­ne und blick­te sehr stren­ge drein, denn er bil­lig­te es nicht, daß Kin­der träum­ten.




One night there flew over the city a little Swal­low.

Ei­nes Abends flog eine klei­ne Schwal­be über die Stadt.

His friends had gone away to Egypt six weeks be­fore, but he had stayed be­hind, for he was in love with the most beau­ti­ful Reed.

Ihre Freun­de wa­ren schon vor sechs Wo­chen nach Ägyp­ten ge­flo­gen, aber sie war zu­rück­ge­blie­ben, denn sie lieb­te das al­ler­schöns­te Schilf­rohr.

He had met her early in the spring as he was fly­ing down the river after a big yel­low moth,

Sie hat­te es zu An­fang des Früh­lings ge­trof­fen, als sie hin­ter ei­ner di­cken, gel­ben Mot­te den Fluß hin­ab­flog,

and had been so at­trac­ted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her.

und sie war so durch sei­nen schlan­ken Wuchs an­ge­zo­gen wor­den, daß sie halt ge­macht hat­te, um mit ihm zu re­den.




“Shall I love you?” said the Swal­low, who liked to come to the point at once,

»Soll ich dich lie­ben?« frag­te die Schwal­be, die gern so­fort zur Sa­che kam,

and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round her, touch­ing the wa­ter with his wings, and mak­ing sil­ver ripples.

und das Schilf­rohr mach­te ihr eine tie­fe Ver­nei­gung. So flog sie im­mer­fort um das Rohr her­um, in­dem sie mit ih­ren Flü­geln das Was­ser be­rühr­te und klei­ne sil­ber­ne Wel­len mach­te.

This was his court­ship, and it las­ted all through the sum­mer.

Das war ihr Lie­bes­wer­ben, und es dau­er­te den gan­zen Som­mer.




“It is a ri­dicu­lous at­tach­ment,” twittered the oth­er Swal­lows;

»Es ist ein lä­cher­li­ches Ver­hält­nis,« zwit­scher­ten die an­dern Schwal­ben;

“she has no money, and far too many re­la­tions”; and in­deed the river was quite full of Reeds.

»das Rohr hat kein Geld und eine viel zu große Ver­wandt­schaft,« und wirk­lich war der Fluß ganz voll von Schilf­rohr.

Then, when the au­tumn came they all flew away.

Dann, als der Herbst kam, flo­gen sie alle da­von.




After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady-love.

Als sie ver­schwun­den wa­ren, fühl­te die Schwal­be sich ein­sam und be­gann, sei­ner Ge­lieb­ten müde zu wer­den.

“She has no con­ver­sa­tion,” he said, “and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for she is al­ways flirt­ing with the wind.”

»Es weiß sich nicht zu un­ter­hal­ten,« sag­te sie, »und ich fürch­te, es ist ko­kett, denn es lieb­äu­gelt im­mer nach dem Wind.«

And cer­tainly, whenev­er the wind blew, the Reed made the most grace­ful curt­seys.

Und in der Tat, so oft der Wind weh­te, mach­te das Schilf­rohr die an­mu­tigs­ten Ver­nei­gun­gen.

“I ad­mit that she is do­mest­ic,” he con­tin­ued, “but I love trav­el­ling, and my wife, con­sequently, should love trav­el­ling also.”

»Ich gebe zu, daß es häus­lich ist,« fuhr die Schwal­be fort, »aber ich lie­be das Rei­sen, und mei­ne Frau soll­te in­fol­ge­des­sen auch das Rei­sen lie­ben.«




“Will you come away with me?” he said fi­nally to her; but the Reed shook her head, she was so at­tached to her home.

»Willst du mit mir kom­men?« frag­te sie schließ­lich; aber das Schilf­rohr schüt­tel­te sei­nen Kopf, es hing zu sehr an sei­nem Heim.




“You have been tri­fling with me,” he cried. “I am off to the Pyr­am­ids. Good-bye!” and he flew away.

»Du hast mit mir ge­scherzt,« rief die Schwal­be. »Ich rei­se nach den Py­ra­mi­den. Lebe wohl!« und sie flog da­von.




All day long he flew, and at night-time he ar­rived at the city.

Sie flog den gan­zen Tag über, und ge­gen Abend lang­te sie in der Stadt an.

“Where shall I put up?” he said; “I hope the town has made pre­par­a­tions.”

»Wo soll ich ein­keh­ren?« frag­te sie; »hof­fent­lich hat die Stadt Vor­keh­run­gen ge­trof­fen.«




Then he saw the statue on the tall column.

Dann sah sie die Sta­tue auf der schlan­ken Säu­le.




“I will put up there,” he cried; “it is a fine po­s­i­tion, with plenty of fresh air.”

»Dort will ich ein­keh­ren,« rief sie; »es ist eine hüb­sche Lage mit recht viel fri­scher Luft.«

So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince.

So ließ sie sich ge­ra­de zwi­schen den Fü­ßen des glück­li­chen Prin­zen nie­der.









THE HAPPY PRINCE
 



HIGH above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince. 
He was gil­ded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two bright sap­phires, 
and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt. 



He was very much ad­mired in­deed. “He is as beau­ti­ful as a weath­er­cock,” re­marked one of the Town Coun­cil­lors who wished to gain a repu­ta­tion for hav­ing artist­ic tastes; 
“only not quite so use­ful,” he ad­ded, fear­ing lest people should think him un­prac­tic­al, which he really was not. 



“Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?” asked a sens­ible moth­er of her little boy who was cry­ing for the moon. 
“The Happy Prince nev­er dreams of cry­ing for any­thing.” 



“I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy,” 
muttered a dis­ap­poin­ted man as he gazed at the won­der­ful statue. 



“He looks just like an an­gel,” said the Char­ity Chil­dren as they came out of the cathed­ral in their bright scar­let cloaks and their clean white pin­a­fores. 



“How do you know?” said the Math­em­at­ic­al Mas­ter, “you have nev­er seen one.” 



“Ah! but we have, in our dreams,” answered the chil­dren; 
and the Math­em­at­ic­al Mas­ter frowned and looked very severe, for he did not ap­prove of chil­dren dream­ing. 



One night there flew over the city a little Swal­low. 
His friends had gone away to Egypt six weeks be­fore, but he had stayed be­hind, for he was in love with the most beau­ti­ful Reed. 
He had met her early in the spring as he was fly­ing down the river after a big yel­low moth, 
and had been so at­trac­ted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her. 



“Shall I love you?” said the Swal­low, who liked to come to the point at once, 
and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round her, touch­ing the wa­ter with his wings, and mak­ing sil­ver ripples. 
This was his court­ship, and it las­ted all through the sum­mer. 



“It is a ri­dicu­lous at­tach­ment,” twittered the oth­er Swal­lows; 
“she has no money, and far too many re­la­tions”; and in­deed the river was quite full of Reeds. 
Then, when the au­tumn came they all flew away. 



After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady-love. 
“She has no con­ver­sa­tion,” he said, “and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for she is al­ways flirt­ing with the wind.” 
And cer­tainly, whenev­er the wind blew, the Reed made the most grace­ful curt­seys. 
“I ad­mit that she is do­mest­ic,” he con­tin­ued, “but I love trav­el­ling, and my wife, con­sequently, should love trav­el­ling also.” 



“Will you come away with me?” he said fi­nally to her; but the Reed shook her head, she was so at­tached to her home. 



“You have been tri­fling with me,” he cried. “I am off to the Pyr­am­ids. Good-bye!” and he flew away. 



All day long he flew, and at night-time he ar­rived at the city. 
“Where shall I put up?” he said; “I hope the town has made pre­par­a­tions.” 



Then he saw the statue on the tall column. 



“I will put up there,” he cried; “it is a fine po­s­i­tion, with plenty of fresh air.” 
So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince. 





OEBPS/Images/cover00013.jpeg
OSCAR
WILDE

THE HAPPY PRINCE
AND OTHER TALES

DER GLUCKLICHE PRINZ
UND ANDERE GESCHICHTEN

doppel
~text~

www.doppeltext.com





