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THE BLUE CROSS


DAS BLAUE KREUZ





BETWEEN the sil­ver rib­bon of morn­ing and the green glit­ter­ing rib­bon of sea,

Zwi­schen dem Sil­ber­ban­de des Mor­gens und dem grü­nen, glit­zern­den Ban­de der See

the boat touched Har­wich and let loose a swarm of folk like flies,

leg­te das Dampf­boot in Har­wich an und ließ einen Schwarm Vol­kes ent­wei­chen,

among whom the man we must fol­low was by no means con­spicu­ous — nor wished to be.

aus dem der Mann, dem wir fol­gen müs­sen, kei­nes­wegs her­vor­stach – noch es zu tun wünsch­te.

There was noth­ing not­able about him, ex­cept a slight con­trast between the hol­i­day gaiety of his clothes and the of­fi­cial grav­ity of his face.

Au­ßer ei­nem leich­ten Ge­gen­sat­ze zwi­schen der fei­er­täg­li­chen Leb­haf­tig­keit sei­ner Klei­dung und dem of­fi­zi­el­len Erns­te sei­nes Ge­sich­tes war nichts Be­mer­kens­wer­tes an ihm.

His clothes in­cluded a slight, pale grey jack­et, a white waist­coat, and a sil­ver straw hat with a grey-blue rib­bon.

Zu sei­ner Klei­dung ge­hör­te eine leich­te, hell­graue Ja­cke, eine wei­ße Wes­te und ein Sil­ber­stroh­hut mit blau­grau­em Ban­de.

His lean face was dark by con­trast, and ended in a curt black beard

Sein ma­ge­res Ge­sicht, das der Ge­gen­satz dun­kel er­schei­nen ließ, en­de­te in einen kur­z­en, schwar­zen Spitz­bart,

that looked Span­ish and sug­ges­ted an Eliza­beth­an ruff.

der spa­nisch aus­sah und eine Hals­krau­se, wie man sie un­ter Eli­sa­beth trug, zu ver­lan­gen schi­en.

He was smoking a ci­gar­ette with the ser­i­ous­ness of an idler.

Mit dem Erns­te ei­nes Mü­ßig­gän­gers rauch­te er eine Zi­ga­ret­te.

There was noth­ing about him to in­dic­ate the fact that the grey jack­et covered a loaded re­volver,

Nichts an ihm deu­te­te an, daß die graue Ja­cke einen ge­la­de­nen Re­vol­ver,

that the white waist­coat covered a po­lice card, or that the straw hat covered one of the most power­ful in­tel­lects in Europe.

die wei­ße Wes­te einen Po­li­zei­paß oder der Stroh­hut einen der scharf­sin­nigs­ten Köp­fe Eu­ro­pas be­deck­te.

For this was Valentin him­self, the head of the Par­is po­lice and the most fam­ous in­vest­ig­at­or of the world;

Denn es war Va­len­tin selbst, das Haupt der Pa­ri­ser Po­li­zei und die be­rühm­tes­te Spür­na­se der Welt,

and he was com­ing from Brus­sels to Lon­don to make the greatest ar­rest of the cen­tury.

und er be­fand sich auf dem Wege von Brüs­sel nach Lon­don, um die be­deu­tends­te Ver­haf­tung des Jahr­hun­derts vor­zu­neh­men.




Flam­beau was in Eng­land. The po­lice of three coun­tries had tracked the great crim­in­al at last from Ghent to Brus­sels, from Brus­sels to the Hook of Hol­land;

Flam­beau war in Eng­land. Die Po­li­zei drei­er Län­der hat­te end­lich die Spu­ren des großen Ver­bre­chers von Gent nach Brüs­sel und von Brüs­sel nach dem Hoek van Hol­land ver­folgt;

and it was con­jec­tured that he would take some ad­vant­age of the un­fa­mili­ar­ity and con­fu­sion of the Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress, then tak­ing place in Lon­don.

man mut­maß­te, er wür­de die güns­ti­ge Ge­le­gen­heit des Durch­ein­an­ders und des Frem­den­an­dran­ges beim Eu­cha­ris­ti­schen Kon­gres­se, der da­mals in Lon­don tag­te, aus­nüt­zen.

Prob­ably he would travel as some minor clerk or sec­ret­ary con­nec­ted with it;

Wahr­schein­lich wür­de er als ir­gend­wel­cher nie­de­re Geist­li­che oder als eine Art von Kon­greß­se­kre­tär rei­sen,

but, of course, Valentin could not be cer­tain; nobody could be cer­tain about Flam­beau.

aber ge­wiß konn­te das na­tür­lich Va­len­tin nicht wis­sen; bei Flam­beau war nie­mand si­cher.




It is many years now since this co­los­sus of crime sud­denly ceased keep­ing the world in a tur­moil;

Es sind jetzt vie­le Jah­re her, seit die­ses Un­ge­tüm ei­nes Ver­bre­chers, das die Welt in Angst hielt, plötz­lich ver­schwand,

and when he ceased, as they said after the death of Ro­land, there was a great quiet upon the earth.

und als es ver­schwand, war, wie man dies nach dem Tode Ro­lands sag­te, eine große Ruhe auf Er­den ent­stan­den.

But in his best days (I mean, of course, his worst) Flam­beau was a fig­ure as statuesque and in­ter­na­tion­al as the Kais­er.

Doch in sei­nen bes­ten Ta­gen (ich mei­ne na­tür­lich sei­ne schlimms­ten) war Flam­beau eine eben­so über­ra­gen­de und in­ter­na­tio­na­le Ge­stalt wie der Kai­ser.

Al­most every morn­ing the daily pa­per an­nounced that he had es­caped the con­sequences of one ex­traordin­ary crime by com­mit­ting an­oth­er.

Na­he­zu je­den Mor­gen be­rich­te­ten die Blät­ter, daß er sich den Fol­gen ei­nes au­ßer­ge­wöhn­li­chen Ver­bre­chens da­durch ent­zo­gen habe, daß er ein neu­es be­ging.

He was a Gas­con of gi­gant­ic stature and bod­ily dar­ing; and the wild­est tales were told of his out­bursts of ath­let­ic hu­mour;

Flam­beau war ein Gas­ko­gne von rie­si­gem Wuch­se und wah­rer Toll­kühn­heit, und die wil­des­ten Din­ge er­zähl­te man sich von den Aus­brü­chen sei­nes ath­le­ti­schen Tem­pe­ra­men­tes,

how he turned the juge d’in­struc­tion up­side down and stood him on his head, “to clear his mind”;

z. B. wie er den Un­ter­su­chungs­rich­ter auf den Kopf stell­te, um ihm den Ver­stand zu klä­ren,

how he ran down the Rue de Rivoli with a po­lice­man un­der each arm.

oder wie er mit je ei­nem Po­li­zis­ten un­term Arme die Rue de Ri­vo­li hin­a­b­rann­te.

It is due to him to say that his fant­ast­ic phys­ic­al strength

Um auf­rich­tig ge­gen ihn zu sein, muß je­doch ge­sagt wer­den, daß er sei­ne un­ge­wöhn­li­che Kör­per­kraft

was gen­er­ally em­ployed in such blood­less though un­dig­ni­fied scenes;

im all­ge­mei­nen sel­ten in solch un­blu­ti­gen, wenn auch sei­ner Wür­de we­nig för­der­li­chen Auf­trit­ten zur An­wen­dung brach­te;

his real crimes were chiefly those of in­geni­ous and whole­sale rob­bery.

sei­ne ei­gent­li­chen Ver­bre­chen be­stan­den haupt­säch­lich in geist­vol­len, er­fin­dungs­rei­chen Räu­be­rei­en im großen Sti­le.

But each of his thefts was al­most a new sin, and would make a story by it­self.

Doch je­der sei­ner Dieb­stäh­le bil­de­te na­he­zu eine neue Art von Ver­ge­hen und wür­de für sich schon eine be­son­de­re Ge­schich­te aus­ma­chen.

It was he who ran the great Tyr­olean Dairy Com­pany in Lon­don,

Er war es, der die große Ti­ro­ler Mol­ke­rei-Ge­sell­schaft in Lon­don ins Le­ben rief,

with no dair­ies, no cows, no carts, no milk, but with some thou­sand sub­scribers.

ohne Mol­ke­rei, ohne Kühe, ohne Kar­ren, ohne Milch, je­doch mit ei­ni­gen tau­send Ab­neh­mern.

These he served by the simple op­er­a­tion of mov­ing the little milk cans out­side people’s doors to the doors of his own cus­tom­ers.

Die­se be­dien­te er ein­fach da­durch, daß er die klei­nen Milch­kan­nen vor an­de­rer Leu­te Tü­ren vor die sei­ner ei­ge­nen Kun­den schob.

It was he who had kept up an un­ac­count­able and close cor­res­pond­ence with a young lady whose whole let­ter-bag was in­ter­cep­ted,

Er war es ge­we­sen, der einen un­er­klär­li­chen und ge­hei­men Brief­wech­sel mit ei­ner jun­gen Dame un­ter­hielt, der auf­ge­fan­gen wur­de,

by the ex­traordin­ary trick of pho­to­graph­ing his mes­sages in­fin­ites­im­ally small upon the slides of a mi­cro­scope.

und wo­bei er sich des au­ßer­or­dent­li­chen Tricks be­dient hat­te, sei­ne Mit­tei­lun­gen in un­end­li­cher Ver­klei­ne­rung auf Mi­kro­skops zu pho­to­gra­phie­ren.

A sweep­ing sim­pli­city, however, marked many of his ex­per­i­ments.

Eine große Ein­fach­heit kenn­zeich­ne­te je­doch vie­le sei­ner Ver­su­che.

It is said that he once re­painted all the num­bers in a street in the dead of night merely to di­vert one trav­el­ler into a trap.

Ein­mal soll er in der To­ten­stil­le der Nacht alle Haus­num­mern ei­ner Stra­ße über­malt ha­ben, nur um einen Rei­sen­den in eine Fal­le zu lo­cken.

It is quite cer­tain that he in­ven­ted a port­able pil­lar-box,

Es ist voll­kom­men rich­tig, daß er einen trag­ba­ren Brief­kas­ten er­fun­den hat­te,

which he put up at corners in quiet sub­urbs on the chance of strangers drop­ping postal or­ders into it.

den er in ru­hi­gen Vor­städ­ten an den Ecken an­brach­te, um et­wai­ge Post­an­wei­sun­gen ab­zu­fan­gen.

Lastly, he was known to be a start­ling ac­robat;

Kürz­lich noch lern­te man ihn auch als ge­schick­ten Akro­ba­ten ken­nen;

des­pite his huge fig­ure, he could leap like a grasshop­per and melt into the tree-tops like a mon­key.

trotz sei­ner mäch­ti­gen Ge­stalt wuß­te er wie eine Heu­schre­cke zu sprin­gen und wie ein Affe in den Baum­kro­nen zu ver­schwin­den.

Hence the great Valentin, when he set out to find Flam­beau, was per­fectly aware

Da­her war sich der große Va­len­tin, als er Flam­beau zu fin­den sich an­schick­te, voll­kom­men be­wußt,

that his ad­ven­tures would not end when he had found him.

daß, wenn er ihn auch ge­fun­den ha­ben wür­de, da­mit sei­ne Aben­teu­er nicht be­en­det wä­ren.




But how was he to find him?

Doch wie soll­te er ihn fin­den?

On this the great Valentin’s ideas were still in pro­cess of set­tle­ment.

Dar­über wa­ren Va­len­tins Ge­dan­ken noch zu kei­nem Schlus­se ge­kom­men.




There was one thing which Flam­beau, with all his dex­ter­ity of dis­guise, could not cov­er, and that was his sin­gu­lar height.

Ein Ding gab es, das Flam­beau bei all sei­ner Ge­schick­lich­keit im Ver­klei­den nicht ver­ber­gen konn­te, und das war sei­ne aus­neh­men­de Grö­ße.

If Valentin’s quick eye had caught a tall apple-wo­man, a tall gren­adier,

Wenn Va­len­tins flin­kes Auge ein hoch­ge­wach­se­nes Ap­fel­weib, einen großen Gre­na­dier

or even a tol­er­ably tall duch­ess, he might have ar­res­ted them on the spot.

oder selbst eine er­träg­lich große Her­zo­gin ent­deckt hät­te, er wür­de sie auf der Stel­le ver­haf­tet ha­ben.

But all along his train there was nobody that could be a dis­guised Flam­beau, any more than a cat could be a dis­guised gir­affe.

Doch wäh­rend der gan­zen Fahrt war ihm nie­mand un­ter­ge­kom­men, der ein ver­kapp­ter Flam­beau hät­te sein kön­nen.

About the people on the boat he had already sat­is­fied him­self;

Be­züg­lich der Leu­te auf dem Dampf­boo­te hat­te er sich be­reits ver­ge­wis­sert,

and the people picked up at Har­wich or on the jour­ney lim­ited them­selves with cer­tainty to six.

und die­je­ni­gen, wel­che in Har­wich vom Zuge auf­ge­le­sen wor­den wa­ren, be­schränk­ten sich mit Si­cher­heit nur auf sechs.

There was a short rail­way of­fi­cial trav­el­ling up to the ter­minus,

Da war ein kur­z­er Ei­sen­bahn­be­am­ter, der bis Lon­don mit­fuhr,

three fairly short mar­ket garden­ers picked up two sta­tions af­ter­wards,

dann drei ziem­lich kur­ze Grün­zeughänd­ler, wel­che zwei Sta­tio­nen spä­ter hin­zu­ge­kom­men wa­ren,

one very short wid­ow lady go­ing up from a small Es­sex town,

eine sehr kur­ze Wit­we aus gu­tem Hau­se aus ei­ner klei­nen Stadt in Es­sex

and a very short Ro­man Cath­ol­ic priest go­ing up from a small Es­sex vil­lage.

und ein sehr kur­z­er rö­misch-ka­tho­li­scher Pries­ter, der von ei­nem klei­nen Dor­fe in Es­sex her­ein­kam.

When it came to the last case, Valentin gave it up and al­most laughed.

Beim letz­ten Fal­le an­ge­langt, gab es Va­len­tin auf; er muß­te bei­na­he la­chen.

The little priest was so much the es­sence of those East­ern flats; he had a face as round and dull as a Nor­folk dump­ling;

Der klei­ne Pries­ter war so sehr das Mus­ter ei­nes Sim­pels aus dem Os­ten, er hat­te ein Ge­sicht so rund und nichts­sa­gend wie ein Nor­folk­pud­ding,

he had eyes as empty as the North Sea; he had sev­er­al brown pa­per par­cels, which he was quite in­cap­able of col­lect­ing.

er hat­te Au­gen so leer wie die Nord­see, und er trug ei­ni­ge brau­ne Pa­pier­pa­ke­te, die bei­sam­men­zu­hal­ten er ganz au­ßer­stan­de war.

The Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress had doubt­less sucked out of their loc­al stag­na­tion many such creatures, blind and help­less, like moles dis­in­terred.

Der Eu­cha­ris­ti­sche Kon­greß hat­te an­schei­nend vie­le der­ar­ti­ge Ge­schöp­fe, blind und hilf­los wie aus­ge­ho­be­ne Maul­wür­fe, aus ih­rer ört­li­chen Träg­heit auf­ge­scheucht.

Valentin was a scep­tic in the severe style of France, and could have no love for priests.

Va­len­tin war ein Skep­ti­ker vom stren­gen fran­zö­si­schen Sti­le und kann­te da­her kei­ne Vor­lie­be für Pries­ter.

But he could have pity for them, and this one might have pro­voked pity in any­body.

Aber Mit­leid konn­te er für sie auf­brin­gen, und die­ser eine wür­de bei je­der­mann sol­ches er­weckt ha­ben.

He had a large, shabby um­brella, which con­stantly fell on the floor.

Er trug einen großen, schä­bi­gen Re­gen­schirm, der ihm fort­wäh­rend zu Bo­den fiel.

He did not seem to know which was the right end of his re­turn tick­et.

Er schi­en nicht zu wis­sen, wel­ches das rich­ti­ge Ende sei­ner Rück­fahrt­kar­te war.

He ex­plained with a moon-calf sim­pli­city to every­body in the car­riage that he had to be care­ful,

Er er­klär­te mit der Ein­falt ei­nes Mond­kal­bes je­der­mann im Wa­gen, er müs­se vor­sich­tig sein,

be­cause he had something made of real sil­ver “with blue stones” in one of his brown-pa­per par­cels.

denn er tra­ge in ei­nem sei­ner brau­nen Pa­pier­pa­ke­te et­was aus wirk­li­chem Sil­ber Ver­fer­tig­tes »mit blau­en Stei­nen«.

His quaint blend­ing of Es­sex flat­ness with saintly sim­pli­city con­tinu­ously amused the French­man

Sei­ne wun­der­li­che Mi­schung von Es­sex-Platt­heit und from­mer Ein­fach­heit be­lus­tig­te an­dau­ernd den Fran­zo­sen,

till the priest ar­rived (some­how) at Tot­ten­ham with all his par­cels, and came back for his um­brella.

bis der Pries­ter mit all sei­nen Pa­ke­ten in Tot­ten­ham an­lang­te und um sei­nen Re­gen­schirm zu­rück­kehr­te.

When he did the last, Valentin even had the good nature to warn him not to take care of the sil­ver by telling every­body about it.

Als er letz­te­res tat, be­saß Va­len­tin so­gar die Zu­vor­kom­men­heit, ihn zu war­nen, nicht das Sil­ber da­durch zu be­hü­ten, daß er je­der­mann da­von er­zäh­le.

But to whomever he talked, Valentin kept his eye open for someone else;

Doch mit wem im­mer auch Va­len­tin sprach, stets hielt er sein Auge of­fen nach je­mand an­derm.

he looked out stead­ily for any­one, rich or poor, male or fe­male,

Be­stän­dig blick­te er nach je­man­den aus, reich oder arm, männ­lich oder weib­lich,

who was well up to six feet; for Flam­beau was four inches above it.

der gut an sechs Fuß hoch wäre, denn Flam­beau war noch um vier Zoll grö­ßer.









THE BLUE CROSS
 



BETWEEN the sil­ver rib­bon of morn­ing and the green glit­ter­ing rib­bon of sea, 
the boat touched Har­wich and let loose a swarm of folk like flies, 
among whom the man we must fol­low was by no means con­spicu­ous — nor wished to be. 
There was noth­ing not­able about him, ex­cept a slight con­trast between the hol­i­day gaiety of his clothes and the of­fi­cial grav­ity of his face. 
His clothes in­cluded a slight, pale grey jack­et, a white waist­coat, and a sil­ver straw hat with a grey-blue rib­bon. 
His lean face was dark by con­trast, and ended in a curt black beard 
that looked Span­ish and sug­ges­ted an Eliza­beth­an ruff. 
He was smoking a ci­gar­ette with the ser­i­ous­ness of an idler. 
There was noth­ing about him to in­dic­ate the fact that the grey jack­et covered a loaded re­volver, 
that the white waist­coat covered a po­lice card, or that the straw hat covered one of the most power­ful in­tel­lects in Europe. 
For this was Valentin him­self, the head of the Par­is po­lice and the most fam­ous in­vest­ig­at­or of the world; 
and he was com­ing from Brus­sels to Lon­don to make the greatest ar­rest of the cen­tury. 



Flam­beau was in Eng­land. The po­lice of three coun­tries had tracked the great crim­in­al at last from Ghent to Brus­sels, from Brus­sels to the Hook of Hol­land; 
and it was con­jec­tured that he would take some ad­vant­age of the un­fa­mili­ar­ity and con­fu­sion of the Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress, then tak­ing place in Lon­don. 
Prob­ably he would travel as some minor clerk or sec­ret­ary con­nec­ted with it; 
but, of course, Valentin could not be cer­tain; nobody could be cer­tain about Flam­beau. 



It is many years now since this co­los­sus of crime sud­denly ceased keep­ing the world in a tur­moil; 
and when he ceased, as they said after the death of Ro­land, there was a great quiet upon the earth. 
But in his best days (I mean, of course, his worst) Flam­beau was a fig­ure as statuesque and in­ter­na­tion­al as the Kais­er. 
Al­most every morn­ing the daily pa­per an­nounced that he had es­caped the con­sequences of one ex­traordin­ary crime by com­mit­ting an­oth­er. 
He was a Gas­con of gi­gant­ic stature and bod­ily dar­ing; and the wild­est tales were told of his out­bursts of ath­let­ic hu­mour; 
how he turned the juge d’in­struc­tion up­side down and stood him on his head, “to clear his mind”; 
how he ran down the Rue de Rivoli with a po­lice­man un­der each arm. 
It is due to him to say that his fant­ast­ic phys­ic­al strength 
was gen­er­ally em­ployed in such blood­less though un­dig­ni­fied scenes; 
his real crimes were chiefly those of in­geni­ous and whole­sale rob­bery. 
But each of his thefts was al­most a new sin, and would make a story by it­self. 
It was he who ran the great Tyr­olean Dairy Com­pany in Lon­don, 
with no dair­ies, no cows, no carts, no milk, but with some thou­sand sub­scribers. 
These he served by the simple op­er­a­tion of mov­ing the little milk cans out­side people’s doors to the doors of his own cus­tom­ers. 
It was he who had kept up an un­ac­count­able and close cor­res­pond­ence with a young lady whose whole let­ter-bag was in­ter­cep­ted, 
by the ex­traordin­ary trick of pho­to­graph­ing his mes­sages in­fin­ites­im­ally small upon the slides of a mi­cro­scope. 
A sweep­ing sim­pli­city, however, marked many of his ex­per­i­ments. 
It is said that he once re­painted all the num­bers in a street in the dead of night merely to di­vert one trav­el­ler into a trap. 
It is quite cer­tain that he in­ven­ted a port­able pil­lar-box, 
which he put up at corners in quiet sub­urbs on the chance of strangers drop­ping postal or­ders into it. 
Lastly, he was known to be a start­ling ac­robat; 
des­pite his huge fig­ure, he could leap like a grasshop­per and melt into the tree-tops like a mon­key. 
Hence the great Valentin, when he set out to find Flam­beau, was per­fectly aware 
that his ad­ven­tures would not end when he had found him. 



But how was he to find him? 
On this the great Valentin’s ideas were still in pro­cess of set­tle­ment. 



There was one thing which Flam­beau, with all his dex­ter­ity of dis­guise, could not cov­er, and that was his sin­gu­lar height. 
If Valentin’s quick eye had caught a tall apple-wo­man, a tall gren­adier, 
or even a tol­er­ably tall duch­ess, he might have ar­res­ted them on the spot. 
But all along his train there was nobody that could be a dis­guised Flam­beau, any more than a cat could be a dis­guised gir­affe. 
About the people on the boat he had already sat­is­fied him­self; 
and the people picked up at Har­wich or on the jour­ney lim­ited them­selves with cer­tainty to six. 
There was a short rail­way of­fi­cial trav­el­ling up to the ter­minus, 
three fairly short mar­ket garden­ers picked up two sta­tions af­ter­wards, 
one very short wid­ow lady go­ing up from a small Es­sex town, 
and a very short Ro­man Cath­ol­ic priest go­ing up from a small Es­sex vil­lage. 
When it came to the last case, Valentin gave it up and al­most laughed. 
The little priest was so much the es­sence of those East­ern flats; he had a face as round and dull as a Nor­folk dump­ling; 
he had eyes as empty as the North Sea; he had sev­er­al brown pa­per par­cels, which he was quite in­cap­able of col­lect­ing. 
The Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress had doubt­less sucked out of their loc­al stag­na­tion many such creatures, blind and help­less, like moles dis­in­terred. 
Valentin was a scep­tic in the severe style of France, and could have no love for priests. 
But he could have pity for them, and this one might have pro­voked pity in any­body. 
He had a large, shabby um­brella, which con­stantly fell on the floor. 
He did not seem to know which was the right end of his re­turn tick­et. 
He ex­plained with a moon-calf sim­pli­city to every­body in the car­riage that he had to be care­ful, 
be­cause he had something made of real sil­ver “with blue stones” in one of his brown-pa­per par­cels. 
His quaint blend­ing of Es­sex flat­ness with saintly sim­pli­city con­tinu­ously amused the French­man 
till the priest ar­rived (some­how) at Tot­ten­ham with all his par­cels, and came back for his um­brella. 
When he did the last, Valentin even had the good nature to warn him not to take care of the sil­ver by telling every­body about it. 
But to whomever he talked, Valentin kept his eye open for someone else; 
he looked out stead­ily for any­one, rich or poor, male or fe­male, 
who was well up to six feet; for Flam­beau was four inches above it. 
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