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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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