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STORY OF THE DOOR


DIE GESCHICHTE MIT DER TÜR





MR. Ut­ter­son the law­yer was a man of a rugged coun­ten­ance that was nev­er lighted by a smile;

Mr. Ut­ter­son, der Rechts­an­walt, war ein Mann mit ei­nem schrof­fen Ge­sicht, das nie von ei­nem Lä­cheln auf­ge­hellt wur­de;

cold, scanty and em­bar­rassed in dis­course; back­ward in sen­ti­ment; lean, long, dusty, dreary and yet some­how lov­able.

er war kühl, wort­karg und re­ser­viert im Ge­spräch, spar­sam in sei­nen Ge­fühls­äu­ße­run­gen, ma­ger, lang, ver­staubt, farb­los und doch ir­gend­wie lie­bens­wert.

At friendly meet­ings, and when the wine was to his taste, something em­in­ently hu­man beaconed from his eye;

Bei freund­schaft­li­chen Zu­sam­men­künf­ten und wenn der Wein nach sei­nem Ge­schmack war, leuch­te­te et­was über­aus Mensch­li­ches aus sei­nem Auge,

something in­deed which nev­er found its way into his talk, but which spoke not only in these si­lent sym­bols of the after-din­ner face,

et­was, was zwar nie den Weg in sei­ne Rede fand, was sich aber nicht nur in die­ser stum­men Zei­chen­spra­che sei­nes Nach-Tisch-Ge­sich­tes kund­tat,

but more of­ten and loudly in the acts of his life.

son­dern häu­fi­ger noch und deut­li­cher in den Hand­lun­gen sei­nes Le­bens.

He was aus­tere with him­self; drank gin when he was alone, to mor­ti­fy a taste for vin­tages;

Er war hart ge­gen sich selbst, trank, wenn er al­lein war, Wa­chol­der­schnaps, um sei­ne Schwä­che für Qua­li­täts­wei­ne zu kas­tei­en,

and though he en­joyed the theatre, had not crossed the doors of one for twenty years.

und hat­te, ob­wohl er am Thea­ter Ge­fal­len fand, seit zwan­zig Jah­ren des­sen Schwel­le nicht mehr über­schrit­ten.

But he had an ap­proved tol­er­ance for oth­ers; some­times won­der­ing, al­most with envy, at the high pres­sure of spir­its in­volved in their mis­deeds;

Aber er war von be­währ­ter Duld­sam­keit ge­gen an­de­re, staun­te manch­mal fast neid­voll über die Hoch­stim­mung, in der sie ihre Miss­e­ta­ten voll­führ­ten,

and in any ex­tremity in­clined to help rather than to re­prove.

und war in al­len Nö­ten eher be­reit zu hel­fen, als zu ta­deln.

“I in­cline to Cain’s heresy,” he used to say quaintly: “I let my broth­er go to the dev­il in his own way.”

»Ich nei­ge zu Kains Ket­ze­rei«, pfleg­te er be­dacht­sam zu sa­gen. »Ich las­se mei­nen Bru­der nach sei­ner eig­nen Fas­son zum Teu­fel ge­hen.«

In this char­ac­ter, it was fre­quently his for­tune to be the last reput­able ac­quaint­ance and the last good in­flu­ence in the lives of down­go­ing men.

In die­ser Rol­le war es ihm oft be­schie­den, der letz­te acht­ba­re Freund und der letz­te gute Ein­fluss im Le­ben von Män­nern zu sein, die auf die schie­fe Ebe­ne ge­ra­ten wa­ren.

And to such as these, so long as they came about his cham­bers, he nev­er marked a shade of change in his de­mean­our.

Und die­se Leu­te ließ er nie auch nur den Schat­ten ei­ner Ver­än­de­rung in sei­nem Be­neh­men spü­ren, so­lan­ge sie in sei­nem Hau­se aus und ein gin­gen.




No doubt the feat was easy to Mr. Ut­ter­son; for he was un­demon­strat­ive at the best,

Die­ses Kunst­stück fiel Mr. Ut­ter­son zwei­fel­los leicht, denn er war im Grun­de zu­rück­hal­tend,

and even his friend­ship seemed to be foun­ded in a sim­il­ar cath­oli­city of good-nature.

und auch sei­ne Freund­schaf­ten schie­nen sich auf eine vor­ur­teils­lo­se Gut­mü­tig­keit zu grün­den.

It is the mark of a mod­est man to ac­cept his friendly circle ready-made from the hands of op­por­tun­ity; and that was the law­yer’s way.

Es ist das Kenn­zei­chen ei­nes be­schei­de­nen Man­nes, sei­nen Freun­des­kreis fer­tig aus der Hand der Ge­le­gen­heit hin­zu­neh­men; und das war die Art des Rechts­an­walts.

His friends were those of his own blood or those whom he had known the longest;

Sei­ne Freun­de stamm­ten aus sei­ner Ver­wandt­schaft oder wa­ren Leu­te, die er schon sehr lan­ge kann­te;

his af­fec­tions, like ivy, were the growth of time, they im­plied no apt­ness in the ob­ject.

sei­ne Zu­nei­gung war wie Efeu ein Er­geb­nis der Zeit, sie hat­te nichts mit der Taug­lich­keit des Ob­jekts zu tun.

Hence, no doubt the bond that united him to Mr. Richard En­field, his dis­tant kins­man, the well-known man about town.

Da­her zwei­fel­los die Ban­de, die ihn mit Mr. Ri­chard En­field, ei­nem ent­fern­ten Ver­wand­ten und stadt­be­kann­ten Mann, ver­knüpf­ten.

It was a nut to crack for many, what these two could see in each oth­er, or what sub­ject they could find in com­mon.

Vie­le hat­ten dar­an zu knacken, was wohl die bei­den an­ein­an­der fin­den oder wel­che ge­mein­sa­men In­ter­es­sen sie ha­ben moch­ten.

It was re­por­ted by those who en­countered them in their Sunday walks, that they said noth­ing,

Von Leu­ten, die ih­nen auf ih­ren Sonn­tags­spa­zier­gän­gen be­geg­ne­ten, wur­de be­rich­tet, dass sie nichts sag­ten,

looked sin­gu­larly dull and would hail with ob­vi­ous re­lief the ap­pear­ance of a friend.

höchst ge­lang­weilt drein­schau­ten und mit of­fen­sicht­li­cher Er­leich­te­rung das Er­schei­nen ei­nes Freun­des zu be­grü­ßen pfleg­ten.

For all that, the two men put the greatest store by these ex­cur­sions, coun­ted them the chief jew­el of each week,

Trotz al­le­dem leg­ten die bei­den Män­ner den größ­ten Wert auf die­se Aus­flü­ge, hiel­ten sie für das Klein­od der Wo­che

and not only set aside oc­ca­sions of pleas­ure, but even res­isted the calls of busi­ness, that they might en­joy them un­in­ter­rup­ted.

und ver­säum­ten nicht nur Ge­le­gen­hei­ten des Ver­gnü­gens, son­dern wi­der­stan­den so­gar dem Ruf der Pflicht, um sie un­ge­stört ge­nie­ßen zu kön­nen.




It chanced on one of these rambles that their way led them down a by-street in a busy quarter of Lon­don.

Auf ei­nem die­ser Streif­zü­ge traf es sich, dass ihr Weg sie durch die Sei­ten­stra­ße ei­nes Lon­do­ner Ge­schäfts­vier­tels führ­te.

The street was small and what is called quiet, but it drove a thriv­ing trade on the week­days.

Die Stra­ße war schmal und was man so ru­hig nennt, aber an Wo­chen­ta­gen herrsch­te hier ein blü­hen­der Han­del.

The in­hab­it­ants were all do­ing well, it seemed and all emu­lously hop­ing to do bet­ter still, and lay­ing out the sur­plus of their grains in coquetry;

Die Be­woh­ner hat­ten an­schei­nend alle ein gu­tes Aus­kom­men, hoff­ten be­gie­rig auf ein noch bes­se­res und wen­de­ten den Über­schuss ih­rer Ein­künf­te an Ver­schö­ne­run­gen,

so that the shop fronts stood along that thor­ough­fare with an air of in­vit­a­tion, like rows of smil­ing sales­wo­men.

so dass die Vor­der­fron­ten ih­rer Lä­den mit ein­la­den­der Mie­ne die­se Durch­gangs­stra­ße säum­ten wie Rei­hen lä­cheln­der Ver­käu­fe­rin­nen.

Even on Sunday, when it veiled its more flor­id charms and lay com­par­at­ively empty of pas­sage,

Selbst am Sonn­tag, wenn sie ihre ver­füh­re­ri­schen Rei­ze ver­hüll­te und ziem­lich men­schen­leer dalag,

the street shone out in con­trast to its dingy neigh­bour­hood, like a fire in a forest;

stach die­se Stra­ße hell von ih­rer schmut­zi­gen Nach­bar­schaft ab wie ein La­ger­feu­er im Wald;

and with its freshly painted shut­ters, well-pol­ished brasses, and gen­er­al clean­li­ness and gaiety of note, in­stantly caught and pleased the eye of the pas­sen­ger.

mit ih­ren frisch­ge­stri­che­nen Lä­den, den blank­po­lier­ten Mes­sing­schil­dern und der all­ge­mei­nen Ge­pflegt­heit und Hei­ter­keit fes­sel­te sie so­gleich den Blick der Vor­über­ge­hen­den und schmei­chel­te ihm.




Two doors from one corner, on the left hand go­ing east the line was broken by the entry of a court;

Zwei Tü­ren hin­ter ei­ner Ecke, wenn man lin­ker Hand nach Os­ten zu ging, wur­de die Stra­ßen­front von ei­ner Ho­fein­fahrt un­ter­bro­chen;

and just at that point a cer­tain sin­is­ter block of build­ing thrust for­ward its gable on the street.

und eben an die­ser Stel­le schob ein ge­wis­ses düs­te­res Ge­bäu­de sei­nen Gie­bel auf die Stra­ße vor.

It was two storeys high; showed no win­dow, noth­ing but a door on the lower storey

Es war zwei Stock­wer­ke hoch, hat­te kei­ne Fens­ter, son­dern nur eine Tür im Erd­ge­schoss

and a blind fore­head of dis­col­oured wall on the up­per; and bore in every fea­ture, the marks of pro­longed and sor­did neg­li­gence.

und eine blin­de Stirn­front von ver­bli­che­nem Mau­er­werk im obe­ren Stock und trug über­all die Spu­ren jah­re­lan­ger Ver­wahr­lo­sung.

The door, which was equipped with neither bell nor knock­er, was blistered and dis­tained.

Die Tür, die we­der Glo­cke noch Klop­fer auf­wies, war ris­sig und ver­schmutzt.

Tramps slouched into the re­cess and struck matches on the pan­els;

Land­strei­cher lun­ger­ten in der Mau­er­ni­sche und ris­sen an der Tä­fe­lung ihre Zünd­höl­zer an;

chil­dren kept shop upon the steps; the school­boy had tried his knife on the mould­ings;

Kin­der spiel­ten Kauf­la­den auf den Stu­fen, Schul­jun­gen er­prob­ten an den Ge­sim­sen ihre Ta­schen­mes­ser;

and for close on a gen­er­a­tion, no one had ap­peared to drive away these ran­dom vis­it­ors or to re­pair their rav­ages.

und seit fast ei­ner Ge­ne­ra­ti­on war nie­mand er­schie­nen, um die­se zu­fäl­li­gen Be­su­cher zu ver­ja­gen oder ihre Ver­wüs­tun­gen wie­der­gutz­u­ma­chen.




Mr. En­field and the law­yer were on the oth­er side of the by-street;

Mr. En­field und der Rechts­an­walt gin­gen auf der an­de­ren Stra­ßen­sei­te,

but when they came abreast of the entry, the former lif­ted up his cane and poin­ted.

aber als sie sich dem Ein­gang ge­gen­über be­fan­den, hob Mr. En­field sei­nen Spa­zier­stock und wies hin­über.




“Did you ever re­mark that door?” he asked; and when his com­pan­ion had replied in the af­firm­at­ive. “It is con­nec­ted in my mind,” ad­ded he, “with a very odd story.”

»Hast du je die­se Tür be­merkt?«, frag­te er; und als sein Ge­fähr­te es be­jah­te, füg­te er hin­zu: »Sie ist in mei­nem Ge­dächt­nis mit ei­nem sehr merk­wür­di­gen Vor­fall ver­knüpft.«




“In­deed?” said Mr. Ut­ter­son, with a slight change of voice, “and what was that?”

»So?«, sag­te Mr. Ut­ter­son mit leicht ver­än­der­ter Stim­me, »und der wäre?«




“Well, it was this way,” re­turned Mr. En­field: “I was com­ing home from some place at the end of the world,

»Nun, es ging so zu«, ent­geg­ne­te Mr. En­field. »Ich kam ge­ra­de von ir­gend­wo am Ende der Welt zu­rück,

about three o’clock of a black winter morn­ing, and my way lay through a part of town where there was lit­er­ally noth­ing to be seen but lamps.

un­ge­fähr um drei Uhr an ei­nem schwar­zen Win­ter­mor­gen, und mein Weg führ­te durch einen Stadt­teil, wo man buch­stäb­lich nichts an­de­res sah als La­ter­nen.

Street after street and all the folks asleep — street after street, all lighted up as if for a pro­ces­sion and all as empty as a church

Stra­ße für Stra­ße, und die Leu­te schlie­fen alle – Stra­ße für Stra­ße, alle hell er­leuch­tet wie für eine Pro­zes­si­on und alle leer wie eine Kir­che –,

— till at last I got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens and be­gins to long for the sight of a po­lice­man.

bis ich end­lich in eine Ge­müts­ver­fas­sung ge­riet, wo man horcht und horcht und an­fängt, sich nach dem An­blick ei­nes Po­li­zis­ten zu seh­nen.

All at once, I saw two fig­ures: one a little man who was stump­ing along east­ward at a good walk,

Auf ein­mal sah ich zwei Ge­stal­ten: die eine ein klei­ner Mann, der in ziem­li­chem Tem­po ost­wärts stapf­te,

and the oth­er a girl of maybe eight or ten who was run­ning as hard as she was able down a cross street.

und die an­de­re ein Mäd­chen von viel­leicht acht oder zehn Jah­ren, das, so schnell es konn­te, eine Quer­stra­ße hin­un­ter­rann­te.

Well, sir, the two ran into one an­oth­er nat­ur­ally enough at the corner; and then came the hor­rible part of the thing;

Na, die bei­den prall­ten an der Ecke na­tür­lich auf­ein­an­der; und jetzt kam das Schreck­li­che an der gan­zen Ge­schich­te:

for the man trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her scream­ing on the ground.

der Mann stapf­te ru­hig über den Kör­per des Kin­des hin­weg und ließ es schrei­end am Bo­den lie­gen.

It sounds noth­ing to hear, but it was hellish to see. It wasn’t like a man; it was like some damned Jug­ger­naut.

Das hört sich nicht so schlimm an, aber es war grau­en­haft. Das sah kei­nem Men­schen ähn­lich, son­dern ir­gend­ei­nem ver­wünsch­ten, al­les ver­schlin­gen­den Mo­loch.

I gave a view hal­loa, took to my heels, collared my gen­tle­man, and brought him back to where there was already quite a group about the scream­ing child.

Ich rief ihn an, mach­te mich auf die So­cken, pack­te mei­nen sau­be­ren Herrn beim Kra­gen und brach­te ihn zu­rück an die Ecke, wo sich schon eine gan­ze Grup­pe um das schrei­en­de Kind ver­sam­melt hat­te.

He was per­fectly cool and made no res­ist­ance, but gave me one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like run­ning.

Er blieb völ­lig kalt­blü­tig und leis­te­te kei­nen Wi­der­stand, son­dern warf mir nur einen Blick zu, so ab­scheu­lich, dass mir der Schweiß aus­brach, wie bei ra­schem Lau­fen.

The people who had turned out were the girl’s own fam­ily;

Die Leu­te, die sich ein­ge­stellt hat­ten, wa­ren die Ver­wand­ten des Mäd­chens;

and pretty soon, the doc­tor, for whom she had been sent put in his ap­pear­ance.

und ziem­lich bald er­schi­en auch der Dok­tor, nach dem man es ge­schickt hat­te.

Well, the child was not much the worse, more frightened, ac­cord­ing to the Sawbones;

Nun, das Kind hat­te wei­ter kei­nen Scha­den ge­nom­men; es war mehr er­schreckt, wie der Kno­chen­sä­ger mein­te,

and there you might have sup­posed would be an end to it. But there was one curi­ous cir­cum­stance.

und man hät­te an­neh­men kön­nen, da­mit sei die Sa­che er­le­digt ge­we­sen; aber ein merk­wür­di­ger Um­stand war noch da­bei.

I had taken a loath­ing to my gen­tle­man at first sight.

Ich hat­te auf den ers­ten Blick einen Wi­der­wil­len ge­gen die­sen Gent­le­man ge­fasst.

So had the child’s fam­ily, which was only nat­ur­al. But the doc­tor’s case was what struck me.

Der Fa­mi­lie des Kin­des ging es ge­nau­so, was nur na­tür­lich war. Aber was mich ver­blüff­te, war das Ver­hal­ten des Dok­tors.

He was the usu­al cut and dry apo­thecary, of no par­tic­u­lar age and col­our,

Er war der üb­li­che Feld-, Wald- und Wie­sen­arzt, von un­be­stimm­ba­rem Al­ter und un­be­stimm­ter Haut­far­be,

with a strong Ed­in­burgh ac­cent and about as emo­tion­al as a bag­pipe.

mit star­kem Edin­bur­gher Ton­fall und un­ge­fähr so ge­fühl­voll wie ein Du­del­sack.

Well, sir, he was like the rest of us; every time he looked at my pris­on­er, I saw that Sawbones turn sick and white with de­sire to kill him.

Nun, es er­ging ihm ge­nau wie uns al­len; je­des Mal, wenn er mei­nen Ge­fan­ge­nen an­sah, merk­te ich, wie er blass wur­de und fast krank vor Ver­lan­gen, ihn um­zu­brin­gen.

I knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine; and killing be­ing out of the ques­tion, we did the next best.

Ich wuss­te, was in ihm vor­ging, ge­nau­so gut, wie er wuss­te, was in mir vor­ging; und da Tot­schla­gen nun ein­mal nicht in Fra­ge kam, ta­ten wir das Nächst­bes­te.

We told the man we could and would make such a scan­dal out of this as should make his name stink from one end of Lon­don to the oth­er.

Wir er­klär­ten dem Mann, wir könn­ten und wür­den einen sol­chen Skan­dal aus der Sa­che ma­chen, dass sein Name vom einen Ende Lon­d­ons bis zum an­dern stin­ken wür­de.

If he had any friends or any cred­it, we un­der­took that he should lose them.

Wenn er ir­gend­wel­che Freun­de habe oder ir­gend­wel­ches An­se­hen ge­nie­ße, so könn­ten wir ihm da­für bür­gen, dass er sie ver­lie­ren wer­de.

And all the time, as we were pitch­ing it in red hot, we were keep­ing the wo­men off him as best we could for they were as wild as harpies.

Und die gan­ze Zeit, wäh­rend wir uns in Hit­ze re­de­ten, hiel­ten wir ihm, so gut wir konn­ten, die Frau­en vom Lei­be, denn die wa­ren ra­send wie die Fu­ri­en.

I nev­er saw a circle of such hate­ful faces; and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black sneer­ing cool­ness —

Ich habe nie einen Kreis so has­s­er­füll­ter Ge­sich­ter ge­se­hen; und in der Mit­te stand der Mann, mit ei­ner Art fins­te­rer, höh­ni­scher Kalt­blü­tig­keit –

frightened too, I could see that — but car­ry­ing it off, sir, really like Satan.

zwar auch er­schreckt, das konn­te ich se­hen –, aber mit ei­nem Auf­tre­ten, kann ich dir sa­gen, wirk­lich wie der Sa­tan.

‘If you choose to make cap­it­al out of this ac­ci­dent,’ said he, ‘I am nat­ur­ally help­less.

›Wenn es Ih­nen be­liebt, Ka­pi­tal aus die­sem klei­nen Vor­fall zu schla­gen‹, sag­te er, ›dann bin ich na­tür­lich wehr­los.

No gen­tle­man but wishes to avoid a scene,’ says he. ‘Name your fig­ure.’

Kein Gent­le­man, der nicht wünsch­te, einen Skan­dal zu ver­mei­den. Nen­nen Sie Ihre Sum­me.‹

Well, we screwed him up to a hun­dred pounds for the child’s fam­ily;

Nun, wir ver­don­ner­ten ihn zu hun­dert Pfund für die Fa­mi­lie des Kin­des;

he would have clearly liked to stick out; but there was something about the lot of us that meant mis­chief, and at last he struck.

er wäre na­tür­lich gern dar­um her­um­ge­kom­men, aber un­ser Häuf­lein hat­te et­was Un­heil­dro­hen­des an sich, und schließ­lich füg­te er sich.

The next thing was to get the money; and where do you think he car­ried us but to that place with the door?

Das Nächs­te war, das Geld zu krie­gen; und wo sonst, glaubst du, führ­te er uns hin als zu dem Ge­bäu­de mit der Tür!

— whipped out a key, went in, and presently came back with the mat­ter of ten pounds in gold and a cheque for the bal­ance on Coutts’s,

– zog einen Schlüs­sel aus der Ta­sche, ging hin­ein und kam kurz dar­auf mit dem Be­trag von zehn Pfund in Gold und ei­nem Scheck über die Rest­sum­me wie­der,

drawn pay­able to bear­er and signed with a name that I can’t men­tion, though it’s one of the points of my story,

zahl­bar an den Über­brin­ger und un­ter­zeich­net mit ei­nem Na­men, den ich nicht nen­nen kann, ob­wohl er eine der Poin­ten mei­ner Ge­schich­te ist;

but it was a name at least very well known and of­ten prin­ted.

je­den­falls war es ein Name, der zum min­des­ten wohl­be­kannt und oft ge­druckt ist.

The fig­ure was stiff; but the sig­na­ture was good for more than that if it was only genu­ine.

Die Sum­me war hoch, aber die Un­ter­schrift bürg­te für mehr als das, wenn sie nur echt war.

I took the liberty of point­ing out to my gen­tle­man that the whole busi­ness looked apo­cryph­al,

Ich nahm mir die Frei­heit, mei­nem Gent­le­man aus­ein­an­der­zu­set­zen, dass mir die gan­ze An­ge­le­gen­heit zwei­fel­haft aus­se­he

and that a man does not, in real life, walk into a cel­lar door at four in the morn­ing and come out with an­oth­er man’s cheque for close upon a hun­dred pounds.

und dass im nor­ma­len Le­ben kein Mensch um vier Uhr mor­gens zu ei­ner Kel­ler­tür hin­ein­ge­he und mit dem Scheck ei­nes an­de­ren über fast hun­dert Pfund her­aus­kom­me.

But he was quite easy and sneer­ing. ‘Set your mind at rest,’ says he, ‘I will stay with you till the banks open and cash the cheque my­self.’

Aber er blieb ganz ge­las­sen und spöt­tisch. ›Be­ru­hi­gen Sie sich nur‹, sag­te er. ›Ich kann ja bei Ih­nen blei­ben, bis die Ban­ken auf­ma­chen, und dann den Scheck selbst ein­lö­sen.‹

So we all set off, the doc­tor, and the child’s fath­er, and our friend and my­self, and passed the rest of the night in my cham­bers;

So bra­chen wir alle auf, der Dok­tor, der Va­ter des Kin­des, un­ser Freund und ich, ver­brach­ten den Rest der Nacht in mei­ner Woh­nung,

and next day, when we had break­fas­ted, went in a body to the bank.

und am nächs­ten Mor­gen, nach­dem wir ge­früh­stückt hat­ten, gin­gen wir alle zu­sam­men zur Bank.

I gave in the cheque my­self, and said I had every reas­on to be­lieve it was a for­gery. Not a bit of it. The cheque was genu­ine.”

Ich gab den Scheck selbst ab und sag­te, ich hät­te al­len Grund zu glau­ben, dass er ge­fälscht sei. Kei­ne Spur! Der Scheck war echt.«




“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Ut­ter­son.

»Was du nicht sagst!«, ver­setz­te Mr. Ut­ter­son.




“I see you feel as I do,” said Mr. En­field. “Yes, it’s a bad story.

»Ich sehe, dir geht es wie mir«, sag­te Mr. En­field. »Ja, das ist eine schlim­me Ge­schich­te.

For my man was a fel­low that nobody could have to do with, a really dam­nable man;

Denn der Mann war ein Bur­sche, mit dem man nichts zu tun ha­ben möch­te – wirk­lich, ein ab­scheu­li­cher Kerl;

and the per­son that drew the cheque is the very pink of the pro­pri­et­ies, cel­eb­rated too,

und die Per­son, die den Scheck aus­ge­stellt hat, ist das wah­re Mus­ter der Wohl­an­stän­dig­keit, ge­ra­de­zu ge­fei­ert

and (what makes it worse) one of your fel­lows who do what they call good.

und – was die Sa­che noch schlim­mer macht – ei­ner von den viel­ge­prie­se­nen Zeit­ge­nos­sen, die Gu­tes tun, wie man so sagt.

Black mail I sup­pose; an hon­est man pay­ing through the nose for some of the capers of his youth.

Er­pres­sung ver­mut­lich: ein ehr­ba­rer Mann, der für ein paar Ju­gend­toll­hei­ten blu­ten muss.

Black Mail House is what I call the place with the door, in con­sequence.

Er­pres­sungs­haus nen­ne ich seit­dem das Haus mit der Tür.

Though even that, you know, is far from ex­plain­ing all,” he ad­ded, and with the words fell into a vein of mus­ing.

Ob­wohl selbst das, weißt du, noch längst nicht al­les er­klärt«, füg­te er hin­zu; und da­mit ver­fiel er in tie­fes Grü­beln.




From this he was re­called by Mr. Ut­ter­son ask­ing rather sud­denly: “And you don’t know if the draw­er of the cheque lives there?”

Aus sei­nem Brü­ten wur­de er auf­ge­stört, als Mr. Ut­ter­son ziem­lich plötz­lich frag­te: »Und du weißt nicht, ob der Aus­stel­ler des Schecks dort wohnt?«




“A likely place, isn’t it?” re­turned Mr. En­field. “But I hap­pen to have no­ticed his ad­dress; he lives in some square or oth­er.”

»Ein an­ge­mes­se­ner Ort, nicht wahr?«, ent­geg­ne­te Mr. En­field. »Aber ich habe zu­fäl­lig sei­ne Adres­se ge­le­sen; er wohnt in ir­gend­ei­nem an­de­ren Vier­tel.«




“And you nev­er asked about the — place with the door?” said Mr. Ut­ter­son.

»Und du hast dich nie nach dem Ge­bäu­de mit der Tür er­kun­digt?«, frag­te Mr. Ut­ter­son.




“No, sir: I had a del­ic­acy,” was the reply. “I feel very strongly about put­ting ques­tions;

»Nein; weißt du, ich hat­te eine Scheu da­vor«, war die Ant­wort. »Ich habe et­was ge­gen die Fra­ge­rei;

it par­takes too much of the style of the day of judg­ment. You start a ques­tion, and it’s like start­ing a stone.

sie hat gar zu viel vom Jüngs­ten Ge­richt an sich. Du wirfst eine Fra­ge auf, und es ist, als bräch­test du einen Stein ins Rol­len.

You sit quietly on the top of a hill; and away the stone goes, start­ing oth­ers;

Du sitzt ru­hig auf ei­ner Berg­spit­ze, und der Stein rollt da­von und setzt an­de­re in Be­we­gung;

and presently some bland old bird (the last you would have thought of)

und plötz­lich wird ir­gend­ein sanft­mü­ti­ger al­ter Tropf – der Letz­te, an den du ge­dacht hät­test –

is knocked on the head in his own back garden and the fam­ily have to change their name.

in sei­nem ei­ge­nen Hin­ter­gar­ten auf den Kopf ge­trof­fen, und die Fa­mi­lie muss ih­ren Na­men wech­seln.

No sir, I make it a rule of mine: the more it looks like Queer Street, the less I ask.”

Nein, mein Lie­ber, ich ma­che es mir zur Re­gel: Je mehr mir eine Sa­che spa­nisch vor­kommt, de­sto we­ni­ger fra­ge ich.«




“A very good rule, too,” said the law­yer.

»Wirk­lich ein sehr nütz­li­cher Grund­satz«, sag­te der Rechts­an­walt.




“But I have stud­ied the place for my­self,” con­tin­ued Mr. En­field. “It seems scarcely a house.

»Aber ich selbst habe die Stel­le ge­nau un­ter­sucht«, fuhr Mr. En­field fort. »Es scheint kaum ein Haus zu sein.

There is no oth­er door, and nobody goes in or out of that one but, once in a great while, the gen­tle­man of my ad­ven­ture.

Es gibt kei­ne an­de­re Tür, und zu die­ser einen geht kein Mensch ein oder aus, nur ganz sel­ten ein­mal der Herr aus mei­nem Aben­teu­er.

There are three win­dows look­ing on the court on the first floor; none be­low; the win­dows are al­ways shut but they’re clean.

Im ers­ten Stock sind drei Fens­ter, die auf den Hof se­hen, keins un­ten; die Fens­ter sind im­mer ge­schlos­sen, aber sie sind sau­ber.

And then there is a chim­ney which is gen­er­ally smoking; so some­body must live there.

Dann ist da noch ein Ka­min, der meis­tens raucht; also muss je­mand dort woh­nen.

And yet it’s not so sure; for the build­ings are so packed to­geth­er about the court,

Und doch steht das nicht so ganz fest, denn die Häu­ser sind so dicht um die­sen Hof her­um­ge­packt,

that it’s hard to say where one ends and an­oth­er be­gins.”

dass es schwer ist, zu sa­gen, wo eins auf­hört und das an­de­re an­fängt.«




The pair walked on again for a while in si­lence; and then “En­field,” said Mr. Ut­ter­son, “that’s a good rule of yours.”

Das Paar ging wie­der eine Wei­le schwei­gend ne­ben­ein­an­der her. »En­field«, sag­te Mr. Ut­ter­son schließ­lich, »das ist wirk­lich ein gu­ter Grund­satz.«




“Yes, I think it is,” re­turned En­field.

»Ja, ich glau­be auch«, er­wi­der­te En­field.




“But for all that,” con­tin­ued the law­yer, “there’s one point I want to ask:

»Aber trotz al­le­dem«, fuhr der Rechts­an­walt fort, »et­was möch­te ich doch noch fra­gen:

I want to ask the name of that man who walked over the child.”

ich möch­te den Na­men des Man­nes wis­sen, der über das Kind hin­weg­ge­lau­fen ist.«




“Well,” said Mr. En­field, “I can’t see what harm it would do. It was a man of the name of Hyde.”

»Nun«, sag­te Mr. En­field, »ich sehe nicht, was das scha­den könn­te. Es war ein Mann na­mens Hyde.«




“Hm,” said Mr. Ut­ter­son. “What sort of a man is he to see?”

»Hm«, sag­te Mr. Ut­ter­son, »wie sieht der Mann denn aus?«




“He is not easy to de­scribe. There is something wrong with his ap­pear­ance; something dis­pleas­ing, something down-right de­test­able.

»Er ist nicht leicht zu be­schrei­ben. Sei­ne Er­schei­nung hat ir­gen­det­was, was nicht stimmt; et­was Un­an­ge­neh­mes, et­was aus­ge­spro­chen Ab­scheu­li­ches.

I nev­er saw a man I so dis­liked, and yet I scarce know why.

Ich habe nie einen Men­schen ge­se­hen, der mir so wi­der­wär­tig war, und doch weiß ich kaum, warum.

He must be de­formed some­where; he gives a strong feel­ing of de­form­ity, al­though I couldn’t spe­cify the point.

Er muss ir­gend­wie miss­ge­stal­tet sein; man spürt ge­ra­de­zu sei­ne Miss­bil­dung, wenn ich auch nicht ei­gent­lich die Stel­le be­zeich­nen könn­te.

He’s an ex­traordin­ary look­ing man, and yet I really can name noth­ing out of the way.

Der Mann sieht so son­der­bar aus, und doch kann ich im Ein­zel­nen wirk­lich nichts Au­ßer­ge­wöhn­li­ches an­füh­ren.

No, sir; I can make no hand of it; I can’t de­scribe him.

Nein, du, ich bring’s nicht zu­stan­de; ich kann ihn nicht be­schrei­ben.

And it’s not want of memory; for I de­clare I can see him this mo­ment.”

Und das ist nicht Ge­dächt­nis­schwä­che, denn ich sehe ihn wahr­haf­tig in die­sem Au­gen­blick vor mir.«




Mr. Ut­ter­son again walked some way in si­lence and ob­vi­ously un­der a weight of con­sid­er­a­tion.

Wie­der ging Mr. Ut­ter­son eine Wei­le schwei­gend und of­fen­sicht­lich un­ter ei­ner Last von Über­le­gun­gen wei­ter.

“You are sure he used a key?” he in­quired at last.

»Du weißt ge­nau, dass er einen Schlüs­sel be­nutz­te?«, frag­te er schließ­lich.




“My dear sir…” began En­field, sur­prised out of him­self.

»Aber mein Lie­ber …«, be­gann Mr. En­field über die Ma­ßen ver­blüfft.




“Yes, I know,” said Ut­ter­son; “I know it must seem strange.

»Ja, ich weiß«, sag­te Ut­ter­son; »ich weiß, es muss selt­sam an­mu­ten.

The fact is, if I do not ask you the name of the oth­er party, it is be­cause I know it already.

Of­fen ge­sagt, wenn ich dich nicht nach dem Na­men der an­de­ren Per­son fra­ge, so des­halb, weil ich ihn schon weiß.

You see, Richard, your tale has gone home. If you have been in­ex­act in any point you had bet­ter cor­rect it.”

Du siehst, Ri­chard, dei­ne Ge­schich­te ist an die rich­ti­ge Adres­se ge­kom­men. Wenn du in ir­gend­ei­nem Punkt un­ge­nau ge­we­sen bist, so tä­test du gut, ihn zu be­rich­ti­gen.«




“I think you might have warned me,” re­turned the oth­er with a touch of sul­len­ness.

»Ich fin­de, das hät­test du mir gleich sa­gen kön­nen«, ent­geg­ne­te der an­de­re mit ei­nem An­flug von Ver­stimmt­heit.

“But I have been pedantic­ally ex­act, as you call it.

»Aber ich bin pe­dan­tisch ge­nau ge­we­sen, wie du es nennst.

The fel­low had a key; and what’s more, he has it still. I saw him use it not a week ago.”

Der Bur­sche hat­te einen Schlüs­sel; und was wich­ti­ger ist, er hat ihn noch. Ich sah vor kaum ei­ner Wo­che, wie er ihn be­nutz­te.«




Mr. Ut­ter­son sighed deeply but said nev­er a word; and the young man presently re­sumed.

Mr. Ut­ter­son seufz­te tief, sag­te aber kein Wort mehr, und der jun­ge Mann nahm nach kur­z­er Zeit das Ge­spräch wie­der auf.

“Here is an­oth­er les­son to say noth­ing,” said he. “I am ashamed of my long tongue.

»Mal wie­der eine Leh­re, gar nichts zu sa­gen«, mein­te er. »Ich schä­me mich mei­ner Ge­schwät­zig­keit.

Let us make a bar­gain nev­er to refer to this again.”

Wir wol­len einen Ver­trag schlie­ßen, nie wie­der dar­auf zu­rück­zu­kom­men.«




“With all my heart,” said the law­yer. “I shake hands on that, Richard.”

»Herz­lich gern«, sag­te der Rechts­an­walt. »Mei­ne Hand dar­auf, Ri­chard!«









STORY OF THE DOOR
 



MR. Ut­ter­son the law­yer was a man of a rugged coun­ten­ance that was nev­er lighted by a smile; 
cold, scanty and em­bar­rassed in dis­course; back­ward in sen­ti­ment; lean, long, dusty, dreary and yet some­how lov­able. 
At friendly meet­ings, and when the wine was to his taste, something em­in­ently hu­man beaconed from his eye; 
something in­deed which nev­er found its way into his talk, but which spoke not only in these si­lent sym­bols of the after-din­ner face, 
but more of­ten and loudly in the acts of his life. 
He was aus­tere with him­self; drank gin when he was alone, to mor­ti­fy a taste for vin­tages; 
and though he en­joyed the theatre, had not crossed the doors of one for twenty years. 
But he had an ap­proved tol­er­ance for oth­ers; some­times won­der­ing, al­most with envy, at the high pres­sure of spir­its in­volved in their mis­deeds; 
and in any ex­tremity in­clined to help rather than to re­prove. 
“I in­cline to Cain’s heresy,” he used to say quaintly: “I let my broth­er go to the dev­il in his own way.” 
In this char­ac­ter, it was fre­quently his for­tune to be the last reput­able ac­quaint­ance and the last good in­flu­ence in the lives of down­go­ing men. 
And to such as these, so long as they came about his cham­bers, he nev­er marked a shade of change in his de­mean­our. 



No doubt the feat was easy to Mr. Ut­ter­son; for he was un­demon­strat­ive at the best, 
and even his friend­ship seemed to be foun­ded in a sim­il­ar cath­oli­city of good-nature. 
It is the mark of a mod­est man to ac­cept his friendly circle ready-made from the hands of op­por­tun­ity; and that was the law­yer’s way. 
His friends were those of his own blood or those whom he had known the longest; 
his af­fec­tions, like ivy, were the growth of time, they im­plied no apt­ness in the ob­ject. 
Hence, no doubt the bond that united him to Mr. Richard En­field, his dis­tant kins­man, the well-known man about town. 
It was a nut to crack for many, what these two could see in each oth­er, or what sub­ject they could find in com­mon. 
It was re­por­ted by those who en­countered them in their Sunday walks, that they said noth­ing, 
looked sin­gu­larly dull and would hail with ob­vi­ous re­lief the ap­pear­ance of a friend. 
For all that, the two men put the greatest store by these ex­cur­sions, coun­ted them the chief jew­el of each week, 
and not only set aside oc­ca­sions of pleas­ure, but even res­isted the calls of busi­ness, that they might en­joy them un­in­ter­rup­ted. 



It chanced on one of these rambles that their way led them down a by-street in a busy quarter of Lon­don. 
The street was small and what is called quiet, but it drove a thriv­ing trade on the week­days. 
The in­hab­it­ants were all do­ing well, it seemed and all emu­lously hop­ing to do bet­ter still, and lay­ing out the sur­plus of their grains in coquetry; 
so that the shop fronts stood along that thor­ough­fare with an air of in­vit­a­tion, like rows of smil­ing sales­wo­men. 
Even on Sunday, when it veiled its more flor­id charms and lay com­par­at­ively empty of pas­sage, 
the street shone out in con­trast to its dingy neigh­bour­hood, like a fire in a forest; 
and with its freshly painted shut­ters, well-pol­ished brasses, and gen­er­al clean­li­ness and gaiety of note, in­stantly caught and pleased the eye of the pas­sen­ger. 



Two doors from one corner, on the left hand go­ing east the line was broken by the entry of a court; 
and just at that point a cer­tain sin­is­ter block of build­ing thrust for­ward its gable on the street. 
It was two storeys high; showed no win­dow, noth­ing but a door on the lower storey 
and a blind fore­head of dis­col­oured wall on the up­per; and bore in every fea­ture, the marks of pro­longed and sor­did neg­li­gence. 
The door, which was equipped with neither bell nor knock­er, was blistered and dis­tained. 
Tramps slouched into the re­cess and struck matches on the pan­els; 
chil­dren kept shop upon the steps; the school­boy had tried his knife on the mould­ings; 
and for close on a gen­er­a­tion, no one had ap­peared to drive away these ran­dom vis­it­ors or to re­pair their rav­ages. 



Mr. En­field and the law­yer were on the oth­er side of the by-street; 
but when they came abreast of the entry, the former lif­ted up his cane and poin­ted. 



“Did you ever re­mark that door?” he asked; and when his com­pan­ion had replied in the af­firm­at­ive. “It is con­nec­ted in my mind,” ad­ded he, “with a very odd story.” 



“In­deed?” said Mr. Ut­ter­son, with a slight change of voice, “and what was that?” 



“Well, it was this way,” re­turned Mr. En­field: “I was com­ing home from some place at the end of the world, 
about three o’clock of a black winter morn­ing, and my way lay through a part of town where there was lit­er­ally noth­ing to be seen but lamps. 
Street after street and all the folks asleep — street after street, all lighted up as if for a pro­ces­sion and all as empty as a church 
— till at last I got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens and be­gins to long for the sight of a po­lice­man. 
All at once, I saw two fig­ures: one a little man who was stump­ing along east­ward at a good walk, 
and the oth­er a girl of maybe eight or ten who was run­ning as hard as she was able down a cross street. 
Well, sir, the two ran into one an­oth­er nat­ur­ally enough at the corner; and then came the hor­rible part of the thing; 
for the man trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her scream­ing on the ground. 
It sounds noth­ing to hear, but it was hellish to see. It wasn’t like a man; it was like some damned Jug­ger­naut. 
I gave a view hal­loa, took to my heels, collared my gen­tle­man, and brought him back to where there was already quite a group about the scream­ing child. 
He was per­fectly cool and made no res­ist­ance, but gave me one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like run­ning. 
The people who had turned out were the girl’s own fam­ily; 
and pretty soon, the doc­tor, for whom she had been sent put in his ap­pear­ance. 
Well, the child was not much the worse, more frightened, ac­cord­ing to the Sawbones; 
and there you might have sup­posed would be an end to it. But there was one curi­ous cir­cum­stance. 
I had taken a loath­ing to my gen­tle­man at first sight. 
So had the child’s fam­ily, which was only nat­ur­al. But the doc­tor’s case was what struck me. 
He was the usu­al cut and dry apo­thecary, of no par­tic­u­lar age and col­our, 
with a strong Ed­in­burgh ac­cent and about as emo­tion­al as a bag­pipe. 
Well, sir, he was like the rest of us; every time he looked at my pris­on­er, I saw that Sawbones turn sick and white with de­sire to kill him. 
I knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine; and killing be­ing out of the ques­tion, we did the next best. 
We told the man we could and would make such a scan­dal out of this as should make his name stink from one end of Lon­don to the oth­er. 
If he had any friends or any cred­it, we un­der­took that he should lose them. 
And all the time, as we were pitch­ing it in red hot, we were keep­ing the wo­men off him as best we could for they were as wild as harpies. 
I nev­er saw a circle of such hate­ful faces; and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black sneer­ing cool­ness — 
frightened too, I could see that — but car­ry­ing it off, sir, really like Satan. 
‘If you choose to make cap­it­al out of this ac­ci­dent,’ said he, ‘I am nat­ur­ally help­less. 
No gen­tle­man but wishes to avoid a scene,’ says he. ‘Name your fig­ure.’ 
Well, we screwed him up to a hun­dred pounds for the child’s fam­ily; 
he would have clearly liked to stick out; but there was something about the lot of us that meant mis­chief, and at last he struck. 
The next thing was to get the money; and where do you think he car­ried us but to that place with the door? 
— whipped out a key, went in, and presently came back with the mat­ter of ten pounds in gold and a cheque for the bal­ance on Coutts’s, 
drawn pay­able to bear­er and signed with a name that I can’t men­tion, though it’s one of the points of my story, 
but it was a name at least very well known and of­ten prin­ted. 
The fig­ure was stiff; but the sig­na­ture was good for more than that if it was only genu­ine. 
I took the liberty of point­ing out to my gen­tle­man that the whole busi­ness looked apo­cryph­al, 
and that a man does not, in real life, walk into a cel­lar door at four in the morn­ing and come out with an­oth­er man’s cheque for close upon a hun­dred pounds. 
But he was quite easy and sneer­ing. ‘Set your mind at rest,’ says he, ‘I will stay with you till the banks open and cash the cheque my­self.’ 
So we all set off, the doc­tor, and the child’s fath­er, and our friend and my­self, and passed the rest of the night in my cham­bers; 
and next day, when we had break­fas­ted, went in a body to the bank. 
I gave in the cheque my­self, and said I had every reas­on to be­lieve it was a for­gery. Not a bit of it. The cheque was genu­ine.” 



“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Ut­ter­son. 



“I see you feel as I do,” said Mr. En­field. “Yes, it’s a bad story. 
For my man was a fel­low that nobody could have to do with, a really dam­nable man; 
and the per­son that drew the cheque is the very pink of the pro­pri­et­ies, cel­eb­rated too, 
and (what makes it worse) one of your fel­lows who do what they call good. 
Black mail I sup­pose; an hon­est man pay­ing through the nose for some of the capers of his youth. 
Black Mail House is what I call the place with the door, in con­sequence. 
Though even that, you know, is far from ex­plain­ing all,” he ad­ded, and with the words fell into a vein of mus­ing. 



From this he was re­called by Mr. Ut­ter­son ask­ing rather sud­denly: “And you don’t know if the draw­er of the cheque lives there?” 



“A likely place, isn’t it?” re­turned Mr. En­field. “But I hap­pen to have no­ticed his ad­dress; he lives in some square or oth­er.” 



“And you nev­er asked about the — place with the door?” said Mr. Ut­ter­son. 



“No, sir: I had a del­ic­acy,” was the reply. “I feel very strongly about put­ting ques­tions; 
it par­takes too much of the style of the day of judg­ment. You start a ques­tion, and it’s like start­ing a stone. 
You sit quietly on the top of a hill; and away the stone goes, start­ing oth­ers; 
and presently some bland old bird (the last you would have thought of) 
is knocked on the head in his own back garden and the fam­ily have to change their name. 
No sir, I make it a rule of mine: the more it looks like Queer Street, the less I ask.” 



“A very good rule, too,” said the law­yer. 



“But I have stud­ied the place for my­self,” con­tin­ued Mr. En­field. “It seems scarcely a house. 
There is no oth­er door, and nobody goes in or out of that one but, once in a great while, the gen­tle­man of my ad­ven­ture. 
There are three win­dows look­ing on the court on the first floor; none be­low; the win­dows are al­ways shut but they’re clean. 
And then there is a chim­ney which is gen­er­ally smoking; so some­body must live there. 
And yet it’s not so sure; for the build­ings are so packed to­geth­er about the court, 
that it’s hard to say where one ends and an­oth­er be­gins.” 



The pair walked on again for a while in si­lence; and then “En­field,” said Mr. Ut­ter­son, “that’s a good rule of yours.” 



“Yes, I think it is,” re­turned En­field. 



“But for all that,” con­tin­ued the law­yer, “there’s one point I want to ask: 
I want to ask the name of that man who walked over the child.” 



“Well,” said Mr. En­field, “I can’t see what harm it would do. It was a man of the name of Hyde.” 



“Hm,” said Mr. Ut­ter­son. “What sort of a man is he to see?” 



“He is not easy to de­scribe. There is something wrong with his ap­pear­ance; something dis­pleas­ing, something down-right de­test­able. 
I nev­er saw a man I so dis­liked, and yet I scarce know why. 
He must be de­formed some­where; he gives a strong feel­ing of de­form­ity, al­though I couldn’t spe­cify the point. 
He’s an ex­traordin­ary look­ing man, and yet I really can name noth­ing out of the way. 
No, sir; I can make no hand of it; I can’t de­scribe him. 
And it’s not want of memory; for I de­clare I can see him this mo­ment.” 



Mr. Ut­ter­son again walked some way in si­lence and ob­vi­ously un­der a weight of con­sid­er­a­tion. 
“You are sure he used a key?” he in­quired at last. 



“My dear sir…” began En­field, sur­prised out of him­self. 



“Yes, I know,” said Ut­ter­son; “I know it must seem strange. 
The fact is, if I do not ask you the name of the oth­er party, it is be­cause I know it already. 
You see, Richard, your tale has gone home. If you have been in­ex­act in any point you had bet­ter cor­rect it.” 



“I think you might have warned me,” re­turned the oth­er with a touch of sul­len­ness. 
“But I have been pedantic­ally ex­act, as you call it. 
The fel­low had a key; and what’s more, he has it still. I saw him use it not a week ago.” 



Mr. Ut­ter­son sighed deeply but said nev­er a word; and the young man presently re­sumed. 
“Here is an­oth­er les­son to say noth­ing,” said he. “I am ashamed of my long tongue. 
Let us make a bar­gain nev­er to refer to this again.” 



“With all my heart,” said the law­yer. “I shake hands on that, Richard.” 
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