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THE YOUNG KING


DER JUNGE KÖNIG





IT was the night be­fore the day fixed for his coron­a­tion, and the young King was sit­ting alone in his beau­ti­ful cham­ber.

Es war am Vor­abend sei­nes Krö­nungs­ta­ges, und der jun­ge Kö­nig saß al­lein in sei­nem schö­nen Ge­mach.

His courtiers had all taken their leave of him, bow­ing their heads to the ground, ac­cord­ing to the ce­re­mo­ni­ous us­age of the day,

Sei­ne Höf­lin­ge hat­ten sich alle von ihm ver­ab­schie­det, in­dem sie nach der fei­er­li­chen Sit­te des Ta­ges ihre Köp­fe bis zur Erde ver­neig­ten,

and had re­tired to the Great Hall of the Palace, to re­ceive a few last les­sons from the Pro­fess­or of Etiquette;

und wa­ren jetzt in dem großen Saal des Pa­las­tes ver­sam­melt, um von dem Pro­fes­sor des fei­nen An­stands ein paar letz­te An­wei­sun­gen zu er­hal­ten.

there be­ing some of them who had still quite nat­ur­al man­ners,

Denn es gab un­ter ih­nen ei­ni­ge, die noch ein ganz na­tür­li­ches Be­neh­men zeig­ten,

which in a courtier is, I need hardly say, a very grave of­fence.

was bei ei­nem Höf­ling, man braucht das kaum zu er­wäh­nen, ein sehr schwe­rer Ver­stoß ist.




The lad — for he was only a lad, be­ing but six­teen years of age — was not sorry at their de­par­ture,

Der Jüng­ling – denn er war nur ein Jüng­ling, da er erst sech­zehn Jah­re zähl­te – gräm­te sich nicht über ihr Fort­ge­hen.

and had flung him­self back with a deep sigh of re­lief on the soft cush­ions of his em­broidered couch,

Mit ei­nem tie­fen Seuf­zer der Be­frei­ung hat­te er sich auf die wei­chen Kis­sen sei­nes be­stick­ten La­gers zu­rück­ge­wor­fen

ly­ing there, wild-eyed and open-mouthed, like a brown wood­land Faun,

und lag da mit wil­den Au­gen und of­fe­nem Mun­de, wie ein brau­ner Wald­faun

or some young an­im­al of the forest newly snared by the hunters.

oder ein jun­ges Tier aus dem Forst, das um ein Haar in die Schlin­gen der Jä­ger ge­ra­ten war.




And, in­deed, it was the hunters who had found him, com­ing upon him al­most by chance as, bare-limbed and pipe in hand,

Und es wa­ren ja auch wirk­lich Jä­ger, die ihn ge­fun­den hat­ten, die fast durch Zu­fall auf ihn ge­sto­ßen wa­ren, als er bar­fü­ßig, eine Flö­te in der Hand,

he was fol­low­ing the flock of the poor goat­herd who had brought him up, and whose son he had al­ways fan­cied him­self to be.

der Her­de des ar­men Zie­gen­hir­ten folg­te, der ihn auf­ge­zo­gen, und für des­sen Sohn er sich im­mer ge­hal­ten hat­te.

The child of the old King’s only daugh­ter by a secret mar­riage with one much be­neath her in sta­tion

Er stamm­te aber aus ei­ner heim­li­chen Ehe der ein­zi­gen Toch­ter des al­ten Kö­nigs mit ei­nem Man­ne, der weit un­ter ihr stand

— a stranger, some said, who, by the won­der­ful ma­gic of his lute-play­ing, had made the young Prin­cess love him;

– ei­nem Frem­den, wie ei­ni­ge sag­ten, der durch den wun­der­vol­len Zau­ber sei­nes Lau­ten­spiels der jun­gen Prin­zes­sin Lie­be er­obert hat­te,

while oth­ers spoke of an artist from Rimini, to whom the Prin­cess had shown much, per­haps too much hon­our,

wäh­rend an­de­re von ei­nem Künst­ler aus Ri­mi­ni spra­chen, dem die Prin­zes­sin viel, viel­leicht zu­viel Ehre er­wie­sen hat­te,

and who had sud­denly dis­ap­peared from the city, leav­ing his work in the Cathed­ral un­fin­ished

und der plötz­lich aus der Stadt ver­schwun­den war, ohne sein Werk im Dom vollen­det zu ha­ben.

— he had been, when but a week old, stolen away from his moth­er’s side, as she slept,

Das Kind stahl man, als es kaum eine Wo­che alt war, von der Sei­te sei­ner schla­fen­den Mut­ter weg

and giv­en into the charge of a com­mon peas­ant and his wife, who were without chil­dren of their own,

und gab es ei­nem ein­fa­chen Land­mann und sei­ner Frau, die selbst kei­ne Kin­der hat­ten

and lived in a re­mote part of the forest, more than a day’s ride from the town.

und im ent­le­gens­ten Teil des Wal­des, mehr als einen Ta­ges­ritt von der Stadt ent­fernt, leb­ten.

Grief, or the plague, as the court phys­i­cian stated, or, as some sug­ges­ted,

Kum­mer oder die Pest, wie der Ho­f­arzt fest­stell­te, oder, wie man­che glaub­ten,

a swift Itali­an pois­on ad­min­istered in a cup of spiced wine,

ein schnel­les ita­lie­ni­sches Gift, das in ei­nem Be­cher ge­würz­ten Weins ge­reicht wur­de,

slew, with­in an hour of her waken­ing, the white girl who had giv­en him birth,

tö­te­te in­ner­halb ei­ner Stun­de nach sei­nem Er­wa­chen das zar­te Mäd­chen, das ihn ge­bo­ren hat­te,

and as the trusty mes­sen­ger who bare the child across his saddle-bow

und als der treue Bote, der das Kind auf sei­nem Sat­tel­bo­gen trug,

stooped from his weary horse and knocked at the rude door of the goat­herd’s hut,

von sei­nem mü­den Pferd her­ab­stieg und an die gro­be Tür der Hüt­te des Zie­gen­hir­ten klopf­te,

the body of the Prin­cess was be­ing lowered into an open grave

wur­de die Lei­che der Prin­zes­sin in ein of­fe­nes Grab hin­ab­ge­las­sen,

that had been dug in a deser­ted church­yard, bey­ond the city gates, a grave where it was said

das auf ei­nem ver­las­se­nen Kirch­hof jen­seits der Stadt­mau­ern ge­gra­ben war, in ein Grab, von dem es hieß,

that an­oth­er body was also ly­ing, that of a young man of mar­vel­lous and for­eign beauty,

daß in ihm schon eine an­de­re Lei­che lag, die ei­nes jun­gen Man­nes von wun­der­ba­rer und fremd­län­di­scher Schön­heit,

whose hands were tied be­hind him with a knot­ted cord, and whose breast was stabbed with many red wounds.

dem man die Hän­de mit ver­schlun­ge­nen Stri­cken auf dem Rücken zu­sam­men­ge­bun­den hat­te, und des­sen Brust vie­le rote Stich­wun­den zeig­te.




Such, at least, was the story that men whispered to each oth­er.

So we­nigs­tens lau­te­te die Ge­schich­te, die sich die Men­schen zu­flüs­ter­ten.

Cer­tain it was that the old King, when on his deathbed, wheth­er moved by re­morse for his great sin,

Und si­cher war es, daß der alte Kö­nig, als er auf dem Ster­be­bett lag, ent­we­der aus Reue über sei­ne große Sün­de

or merely de­sir­ing that the king­dom should not pass away from his line,

oder ein­fach, weil er nicht wünsch­te, daß das Kö­nig­tum an eine an­de­re Li­nie fal­len soll­te,

had had the lad sent for, and, in the pres­ence of the Coun­cil, had ac­know­ledged him as his heir.

den Jüng­ling ho­len ließ und ihn in Ge­gen­wart sei­nes Staats­rats als Er­ben an­er­kann­te.









THE YOUNG KING
 



IT was the night be­fore the day fixed for his coron­a­tion, and the young King was sit­ting alone in his beau­ti­ful cham­ber. 
His courtiers had all taken their leave of him, bow­ing their heads to the ground, ac­cord­ing to the ce­re­mo­ni­ous us­age of the day, 
and had re­tired to the Great Hall of the Palace, to re­ceive a few last les­sons from the Pro­fess­or of Etiquette; 
there be­ing some of them who had still quite nat­ur­al man­ners, 
which in a courtier is, I need hardly say, a very grave of­fence. 



The lad — for he was only a lad, be­ing but six­teen years of age — was not sorry at their de­par­ture, 
and had flung him­self back with a deep sigh of re­lief on the soft cush­ions of his em­broidered couch, 
ly­ing there, wild-eyed and open-mouthed, like a brown wood­land Faun, 
or some young an­im­al of the forest newly snared by the hunters. 



And, in­deed, it was the hunters who had found him, com­ing upon him al­most by chance as, bare-limbed and pipe in hand, 
he was fol­low­ing the flock of the poor goat­herd who had brought him up, and whose son he had al­ways fan­cied him­self to be. 
The child of the old King’s only daugh­ter by a secret mar­riage with one much be­neath her in sta­tion 
— a stranger, some said, who, by the won­der­ful ma­gic of his lute-play­ing, had made the young Prin­cess love him; 
while oth­ers spoke of an artist from Rimini, to whom the Prin­cess had shown much, per­haps too much hon­our, 
and who had sud­denly dis­ap­peared from the city, leav­ing his work in the Cathed­ral un­fin­ished 
— he had been, when but a week old, stolen away from his moth­er’s side, as she slept, 
and giv­en into the charge of a com­mon peas­ant and his wife, who were without chil­dren of their own, 
and lived in a re­mote part of the forest, more than a day’s ride from the town. 
Grief, or the plague, as the court phys­i­cian stated, or, as some sug­ges­ted, 
a swift Itali­an pois­on ad­min­istered in a cup of spiced wine, 
slew, with­in an hour of her waken­ing, the white girl who had giv­en him birth, 
and as the trusty mes­sen­ger who bare the child across his saddle-bow 
stooped from his weary horse and knocked at the rude door of the goat­herd’s hut, 
the body of the Prin­cess was be­ing lowered into an open grave 
that had been dug in a deser­ted church­yard, bey­ond the city gates, a grave where it was said 
that an­oth­er body was also ly­ing, that of a young man of mar­vel­lous and for­eign beauty, 
whose hands were tied be­hind him with a knot­ted cord, and whose breast was stabbed with many red wounds. 



Such, at least, was the story that men whispered to each oth­er. 
Cer­tain it was that the old King, when on his deathbed, wheth­er moved by re­morse for his great sin, 
or merely de­sir­ing that the king­dom should not pass away from his line, 
had had the lad sent for, and, in the pres­ence of the Coun­cil, had ac­know­ledged him as his heir. 
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