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THERE was a man of the Is­land of Hawaii, whom I shall call Keawe;

Es war ein Mann von der In­sel Ha­waii, den ich Kea­we nen­nen will;

for the truth is, he still lives, and his name must be kept secret;

er lebt näm­lich noch, und sein Name muß ver­schwie­gen blei­ben;

but the place of his birth was not far from Honaunau, where the bones of Keawe the Great lie hid­den in a cave.

aber sein Ge­burts­ort war nicht weit von Ho­nau­n­au, wo die Ge­bei­ne Keawes des Großen in ei­ner Höh­le be­gra­ben lie­gen.

This man was poor, brave, and act­ive; he could read and write like a school­mas­ter;

Die­ser Mann war arm, ehr­lich und flei­ßig; er konn­te le­sen und schrei­ben wie ein Schul­meis­ter;

he was a first-rate mar­iner be­sides, sailed for some time in the is­land steam­ers, and steered a whale­boat on the Ha­ma­k­ua coast.

au­ßer­dem war er ein aus­ge­zeich­ne­ter Ma­tro­se, fuhr eine Zeit­lang auf den In­seldamp­fern und steu­er­te einen Kut­ter an der Küs­te von Ha­ma­kua.

At length it came in Keawe’s mind to have a sight of the great world and for­eign cit­ies,

Schließ­lich kam es Kea­we in den Sinn, sich mal die große Welt und aus­län­di­sche Städ­te an­zu­se­hen,

and he shipped on a ves­sel bound to San Fran­cisco.

und er heu­er­te auf ei­nem Schiff an, das nach San Fran­zis­ko fuhr.




This is a fine town, with a fine har­bour, and rich people un­count­able;

Das ist eine schö­ne Stadt, mit ei­nem schö­nen Ha­fen und so vie­len rei­chen Leu­ten, daß man sie nicht zäh­len kann;

and, in par­tic­u­lar, there is one hill which is covered with palaces.

und im be­son­de­ren ist da ein Hü­gel, der ganz mit Pa­läs­ten be­deckt ist.

Upon this hill Keawe was one day tak­ing a walk with his pock­et full of money,

Nach die­sem Hü­gel mach­te nun Kea­we ei­nes Ta­ges einen Spa­zier­gang, sei­ne gan­ze Ta­sche voll von Geld,

view­ing the great houses upon either hand with pleas­ure,

und be­sah sich mit Ver­gnü­gen die großen Häu­ser auf bei­den Sei­ten,

“What fine houses these are!” he was think­ing, “and how happy must those people be

»Was für schö­ne Häu­ser sind das!« dach­te er bei sich sel­ber, »Und wie glück­lich müs­sen die Leu­te sein,

who dwell in them, and take no care for the mor­row!”

die dar­in woh­nen und sich nicht um den mor­gi­gen Tag zu küm­mern brau­chen!«

The thought was in his mind when he came abreast of a house that was smal­ler than some oth­ers, but all fin­ished and beau­ti­fied like a toy;

Wie er so dar­über nach­dach­te, kam er vor ein Haus, das war klei­ner als die an­de­ren, aber wun­der­schön und sau­ber wie ein Spiel­zeug;

the steps of that house shone like sil­ver, and the bor­ders of the garden bloomed like gar­lands, and the win­dows were bright like dia­mond;

die Trep­pen vor dem Hau­se glänz­ten wie Sil­ber, die Bee­te in dem Gar­ten wa­ren voll Blu­men wie Gir­lan­den, und die Fens­ter­schei­ben fun­kel­ten wie Dia­man­ten.

and Keawe stopped and wondered at the ex­cel­lence of all he saw.

Und Kea­we blieb ste­hen und ver­wun­der­te sich über die Herr­lich­keit all des­sen, was er sah.

So stop­ping, he was aware of a man that looked forth upon him through a win­dow so clear

Wie er nun so da­stand, be­merk­te er einen Mann, der durch ein Fens­ter nach ihm sah, und das Fens­ter war so klar,

that Keawe could see him as you see a fish in a pool upon the reef.

daß Kea­we ihn be­ob­ach­ten konn­te, wie man einen Fisch in ei­ner Was­ser­la­che auf dem Riff be­ob­ach­ten kann.

The man was eld­erly, with a bald head and a black beard; and his face was heavy with sor­row, and he bit­terly sighed.

Der Mann war schon ält­lich, mit ei­nem kah­len Kopf und ei­nem schwar­zen Bart; auf sei­nem Ge­sich­te lag schwe­re Sor­ge, und er seufz­te bit­ter­lich.

And the truth of it is, that as Keawe looked in upon the man, and the man looked out upon Keawe, each en­vied the oth­er.

Und die Wahr­heit ist die: Als Kea­we auf den Mann drin­nen und der Mann auf Kea­we drau­ßen sah, be­nei­de­te je­der von ih­nen den an­de­ren.




All of a sud­den, the man smiled and nod­ded, and beckoned Keawe to enter, and met him at the door of the house.

Auf ein­mal lä­chel­te der Mann und nick­te und wink­te Kea­we zu, er sol­le her­ein­kom­men, und ging ihm an die Haus­tür ent­ge­gen. Und da sag­te der Mann und seufz­te da­bei bit­ter­lich:




“This is a fine house of mine,” said the man, and bit­terly sighed. “Would you not care to view the cham­bers?”

»Das ist ein schö­nes Haus, mein Haus. Hät­ten Sie nicht Lust, sich mal die Zim­mer an­zu­se­hen?«




So he led Keawe all over it, from the cel­lar to the roof,

So führ­te er denn Kea­we durch das gan­ze Haus, vom Kel­ler bis auf den Dach­bo­den hin­auf,

and there was noth­ing there that was not per­fect of its kind, and Keawe was as­ton­ished.

und in dem Hau­se war nichts, das nicht in sei­ner Art vollen­det war, und Kea­we war er­staunt.




“Truly,” said Keawe, “this is a beau­ti­ful house; if I lived in the like of it, I should be laugh­ing all day long.

»Ge­wiß«, sag­te Kea­we, »dies ist ein schö­nes Haus; wenn ich in ei­nem sol­chen Haus wohn­te, wür­de ich den gan­zen Tag la­chen.

How comes it, then, that you should be sigh­ing?”

Wie kommt es denn nun, daß Sie im­mer so seuf­zen?«




“There is no reas­on,” said the man, “why you should not have a house in all points sim­il­ar to this, and finer, if you wish.

»Es ist kein Grund vor­han­den«, sag­te der Mann, »warum Sie nicht ein Haus ha­ben soll­ten, das in al­len Din­gen die­sem hier ähn­lich ist, und so­gar noch schö­ner, wenn Sie wün­schen.

You have some money, I sup­pose?”

Sie ha­ben doch wohl et­was Geld bei sich, den­ke ich?«




“I have fifty dol­lars,” said Keawe; “but a house like this will cost more than fifty dol­lars.”

»Ich habe fünf­zig Dol­lar«, sag­te Kea­we, »aber ein Haus wie dies wird mehr als fünf­zig Dol­lar kos­ten.«




The man made a com­pu­ta­tion. “I am sorry you have no more,” said he, “for it may raise you trouble in the fu­ture;

Der Mann dach­te einen Au­gen­blick nach, wie wenn er rech­ne­te; dann sag­te er: »Es tut mir leid, daß Sie nicht mehr ha­ben, denn das kann Ih­nen viel­leicht in der Zu­kunft Sor­gen be­rei­ten;

but it shall be yours at fifty dol­lars.”

aber für fünf­zig Dol­lar sol­len Sie es ha­ben.«




“The house?” asked Keawe.

»Das Haus?« frag­te Kea­we.




“No, not the house,” replied the man; “but the bottle.

»Nein, nicht das Haus«, ant­wor­te­te der Mann, »aber die Fla­sche;

For, I must tell you, al­though I ap­pear to you so rich and for­tu­nate, all my for­tune,

denn ich muß Ih­nen sa­gen: Ob­wohl ich Ih­nen so reich und glück­lich er­schei­ne, so kam all mein Glück

and this house it­self and its garden, came out of a bottle not much big­ger than a pint. This is it.”

und die­ses Haus mit­samt dem Gar­ten von ihr her, die nicht viel grö­ßer ist als eine Faust. Da ist sie.«








THERE was a man of the Is­land of Hawaii, whom I shall call Keawe; 
for the truth is, he still lives, and his name must be kept secret; 
but the place of his birth was not far from Honaunau, where the bones of Keawe the Great lie hid­den in a cave. 
This man was poor, brave, and act­ive; he could read and write like a school­mas­ter; 
he was a first-rate mar­iner be­sides, sailed for some time in the is­land steam­ers, and steered a whale­boat on the Ha­ma­k­ua coast. 
At length it came in Keawe’s mind to have a sight of the great world and for­eign cit­ies, 
and he shipped on a ves­sel bound to San Fran­cisco. 



This is a fine town, with a fine har­bour, and rich people un­count­able; 
and, in par­tic­u­lar, there is one hill which is covered with palaces. 
Upon this hill Keawe was one day tak­ing a walk with his pock­et full of money, 
view­ing the great houses upon either hand with pleas­ure, 
“What fine houses these are!” he was think­ing, “and how happy must those people be 
who dwell in them, and take no care for the mor­row!” 
The thought was in his mind when he came abreast of a house that was smal­ler than some oth­ers, but all fin­ished and beau­ti­fied like a toy; 
the steps of that house shone like sil­ver, and the bor­ders of the garden bloomed like gar­lands, and the win­dows were bright like dia­mond; 
and Keawe stopped and wondered at the ex­cel­lence of all he saw. 
So stop­ping, he was aware of a man that looked forth upon him through a win­dow so clear 
that Keawe could see him as you see a fish in a pool upon the reef. 
The man was eld­erly, with a bald head and a black beard; and his face was heavy with sor­row, and he bit­terly sighed. 
And the truth of it is, that as Keawe looked in upon the man, and the man looked out upon Keawe, each en­vied the oth­er. 



All of a sud­den, the man smiled and nod­ded, and beckoned Keawe to enter, and met him at the door of the house. 



“This is a fine house of mine,” said the man, and bit­terly sighed. “Would you not care to view the cham­bers?” 



So he led Keawe all over it, from the cel­lar to the roof, 
and there was noth­ing there that was not per­fect of its kind, and Keawe was as­ton­ished. 



“Truly,” said Keawe, “this is a beau­ti­ful house; if I lived in the like of it, I should be laugh­ing all day long. 
How comes it, then, that you should be sigh­ing?” 



“There is no reas­on,” said the man, “why you should not have a house in all points sim­il­ar to this, and finer, if you wish. 
You have some money, I sup­pose?” 



“I have fifty dol­lars,” said Keawe; “but a house like this will cost more than fifty dol­lars.” 



The man made a com­pu­ta­tion. “I am sorry you have no more,” said he, “for it may raise you trouble in the fu­ture; 
but it shall be yours at fifty dol­lars.” 



“The house?” asked Keawe. 



“No, not the house,” replied the man; “but the bottle. 
For, I must tell you, al­though I ap­pear to you so rich and for­tu­nate, all my for­tune, 
and this house it­self and its garden, came out of a bottle not much big­ger than a pint. This is it.” 
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