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CHAPTER I


1. KAPITEL





MY fath­er’s fam­ily name be­ing Pir­rip, and my Chris­ti­an name Philip,

Da mei­nes Va­ters Fa­mi­li­enna­me Pir­rip und mein Vor­na­me Phi­lip ist,

my in­fant tongue could make of both names noth­ing longer or more ex­pli­cit than Pip.

konn­te mei­ne kind­li­che Zun­ge bei­de Na­men nicht län­ger und ge­nau­er aus­spre­chen als Pip.

So, I called my­self Pip, and came to be called Pip.

So nann­te ich mich Pip und wur­de auch von an­de­ren Pip ge­nannt.




I give Pir­rip as my fath­er’s fam­ily name, on the au­thor­ity of his tomb­stone and my sis­ter — Mrs. Joe Gar­gery, who mar­ried the black­smith.

Wenn ich Pir­rip als mei­nes Va­ters Fa­mi­li­enna­men an­ge­be, so be­zie­he ich mich da­bei auf des­sen Grab­stein und auf mei­ne Schwes­ter, Mrs. Joe Gar­ge­ry, die den Schmied ge­hei­ra­tet hat.

As I nev­er saw my fath­er or my moth­er, and nev­er saw any like­ness of either of them

Da ich mei­nen Va­ter und mei­ne Mut­ter nie­mals ge­se­hen habe und auch nie ein Bild von ih­nen zu Ge­sicht be­kam

(for their days were long be­fore the days of pho­to­graphs),

(denn zu ih­ren Leb­zei­ten gab es noch kei­ne Pho­to­gra­phien),

my first fan­cies re­gard­ing what they were like, were un­reas­on­ably de­rived from their tomb­stones.

gin­gen mei­ne ers­ten Vor­stel­lun­gen über ihr Aus­se­hen wi­der alle Ver­nunft von ih­ren Grab­stei­nen aus.

The shape of the let­ters on my fath­er’s gave me an odd idea

Die Form der Buch­sta­ben auf mei­nes Va­ters Grab er­weck­te in mir den Ein­druck,

that he was a square, stout, dark man, with curly black hair.

dass er ein breit­schult­ri­ger, un­ter­setz­ter, brü­net­ter Mann mit lo­cki­gem schwar­zem Haar war.

From the char­ac­ter and turn of the in­scrip­tion, “Also Geor­gi­ana Wife of the Above,”

Aus dem Cha­rak­ter der In­schrift »Ge­or­gia­na, Ehe­frau des Obi­gen«

I drew a child­ish con­clu­sion that my moth­er was freckled and sickly.

zog ich die kind­li­che Schluss­fol­ge­rung, dass mei­ne Mut­ter som­mer­spros­sig und kränk­lich ge­we­sen sein muss.

To five little stone loz­enges, each about a foot and a half long, which were ar­ranged in a neat row be­side their grave,

Mit fünf klei­nen Stein­r­hom­ben, von de­nen je­der etwa ein­ein­halb Fuß lang war und die ne­ben ih­ren Grä­bern in ei­ner or­dent­li­chen Rei­he auf­ge­stellt

and were sac­red to the memory of five little broth­ers of mine

und dem Ge­den­ken an mei­ne fünf klei­nen Brü­der ge­wid­met wa­ren

— who gave up try­ing to get a liv­ing ex­ceed­ingly early in that uni­ver­sal struggle — I am in­debted for a be­lief I re­li­giously en­ter­tained

– die das Ren­nen in die­sem all­ge­mei­nen Le­bens­kampf au­ßer­or­dent­lich zei­tig auf­ge­ge­ben hat­ten –, ver­bin­de ich die mir hei­li­ge Über­zeu­gung,

that they had all been born on their backs with their hands in their trousers-pock­ets, and had nev­er taken them out in this state of ex­ist­ence.

dass sie alle auf dem Rücken lie­gend und mit den Hän­den in den Ho­sen­ta­schen ge­bo­ren sein muss­ten und dass sie sie in die­ser Le­ben­s­pha­se nie­mals her­aus­ge­nom­men ha­ben.




Ours was the marsh coun­try, down by the river, with­in, as the river wound, twenty miles of the sea.

Wir wohn­ten im Marsch­land, un­ten am Fluss in­ner­halb der Fluss­bie­gung, zwan­zig Mei­len von der See ent­fernt.

My first most vivid and broad im­pres­sion of the iden­tity of things, seems to me to have been gained on a mem­or­able raw af­ter­noon to­wards even­ing.

Ich glau­be, mei­ne ers­ten, höchst le­ben­di­gen und nach­hal­ti­gen Ein­drücke von der Gleich­heit der Din­ge habe ich an ei­nem denk­wür­di­gen, nass­kal­ten Spät­nach­mit­tag ge­won­nen.

At such a time I found out for cer­tain, that this bleak place over­grown with nettles was the church­yard;

Zu je­ner Zeit stell­te ich mit Si­cher­heit fest, dass die­ser trost­lo­se, von Nes­seln über­wu­cher­te Ort der Fried­hof war

and that Philip Pir­rip, late of this par­ish, and also Geor­gi­ana wife of the above, were dead and bur­ied;

und dass Phi­lip Pir­rip, ver­stor­ben in die­ser Ge­mein­de, und Ge­or­gia­na, Ehe­frau des Obi­gen, tot und be­gra­ben wa­ren

and that Al­ex­an­der, Bartho­lomew, Ab­ra­ham, To­bi­as, and Ro­ger, in­fant chil­dren of the afore­said, were also dead and bur­ied;

und dass Alex­an­der, Bar­tho­lo­mä­us, Abra­ham, To­bi­as und Ro­ger, die klei­nen Kin­der der Oben­ge­nann­ten, auch tot und be­gra­ben wa­ren

and that the dark flat wil­der­ness bey­ond the church­yard, in­ter­sec­ted with dykes and mounds and gates, with scattered cattle feed­ing on it, was the marshes;

und dass die düs­te­re, fla­che Wild­nis jen­seits des Fried­hofs, die von Grä­ben, Däm­men und To­ren durch­zo­gen ist und auf der ver­streut Vieh wei­det, die Mar­schen wa­ren

and that the low leaden line bey­ond was the river; and that the dis­tant sav­age lair from which the wind was rush­ing, was the sea;

und dass die tief­lie­gen­de, blei­graue Li­nie da­hin­ter der Fluss war und dass die fer­ne, schrof­fe Ge­gend, aus der der Wind feg­te, das Meer

and that the small bundle of shivers grow­ing afraid of it all and be­gin­ning to cry, was Pip.

war und dass das klei­ne, zit­tern­de Bün­del, das vor al­lem Angst be­kam und des­halb zu wei­nen an­fing, Pip war.




“Hold your noise!” cried a ter­rible voice, as a man star­ted up from among the graves at the side of the church porch.

»Halt den Mund!«, rief eine schreck­li­che Stim­me, und ein Mann tauch­te zwi­schen den Grä­bern seit­lich der Kir­chen­vor­hal­le auf.

“Keep still, you little dev­il, or I’ll cut your throat!”

»Sei still, du klei­ner Teu­fel, sonst schneid ich dir die Keh­le durch.«




A fear­ful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg.

Ein furchter­re­gen­der Mann, ganz in gro­bes Lei­nen ge­klei­det und mit ei­nem großen Ei­sen am Bein.

A man with no hat, and with broken shoes, and with an old rag tied round his head.

Ein Mann ohne Hut, mit zer­ris­se­nen Schu­hen und mit ei­nem al­ten Lap­pen um den Kopf.

A man who had been soaked in wa­ter, and smothered in mud, and lamed by stones, and cut by flints, and stung by nettles, and torn by bri­ars;

Ein Mann, der durch­nässt und schmutz­be­deckt war, der sich die Füße auf den Kie­sel­stei­nen wund ge­lau­fen hat­te, der von Nes­seln ge­sto­chen und von Dor­nen zer­ris­sen wor­den war.

who limped, and shivered, and glared and growled; and whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin.

Ein Mann, der hum­pel­te und zit­ter­te, der fun­keln­de Bli­cke um sich warf, knurr­te und mit den Zäh­nen klap­per­te, als er mich am Kinn zog.




“O! Don’t cut my throat, sir,” I pleaded in ter­ror. “Pray don’t do it, sir.”

»Oh! Schnei­den Sie mir nicht die Keh­le durch, Sir!«, fleh­te ich vor Ent­set­zen. »Bit­te tun Sie es nicht, Sir!«




“Tell us your name!” said the man. “Quick!”

»Nenn uns dei­nen Na­men!«, sag­te der Mann. »Schnell!«




“Pip, sir.”




“Once more,” said the man, star­ing at me. “Give it mouth!”

»Noch mal«, sag­te der Mann und starr­te mich an. »Raus mit der Spra­che!«




“Pip. Pip, sir.”




“Show us where you live,” said the man. “Pint out the place!”

»Zeig uns, wo du wohnst«, sag­te der Mann. »Zeig die Stel­le!«




I poin­ted to where our vil­lage lay, on the flat in-shore among the alder-trees and pol­lards, a mile or more from the church.

Ich zeig­te da­hin, wo un­ser Dorf lag, auf der Ebe­ne nahe der Küs­te zwi­schen den Er­len und be­schnit­te­nen Bäu­men, etwa eine Mei­le von der Kir­che ent­fernt.




The man, after look­ing at me for a mo­ment, turned me up­side down, and emp­tied my pock­ets.

Nach­dem mich der Mann einen Au­gen­blick an­ge­se­hen hat­te, stell­te er mich kopf und leer­te mei­ne Ta­schen.

There was noth­ing in them but a piece of bread.

In de­nen war nichts wei­ter als ein Stück­chen Brot.

When the church came to it­self — for he was so sud­den and strong that he made it go head over heels be­fore me, and I saw the steeple un­der my feet

Als die Kir­che wie­der am al­ten Fleck stand, denn er ging so plötz­lich und kräf­tig vor, dass sie ver­kehrt rum vor mir stand und ich den Kirch­turm un­ter mei­nen Fü­ßen sah

— when the church came to it­self, I say, I was seated on a high tomb­stone, trem­bling, while he ate the bread raven­ously.

– als also die Kir­che wie­der am al­ten Fleck stand, da saß ich zit­ternd auf ei­nem ho­hen Grab­stein, wäh­rend er heiß­hung­rig das Brot aß.




“You young dog,” said the man, lick­ing his lips, “what fat cheeks you ha’ got.”

»Du jun­ger Hund«, sag­te der Mann und schmatz­te mit den Lip­pen, »was für di­cke Ba­cken du hast.«




I be­lieve they were fat, though I was at that time un­der­sized, for my years, and not strong.

Ich glau­be, sie wa­ren wirk­lich dick, ob­wohl ich zu die­ser Zeit für mein Al­ter zu klein und auch nicht ge­sund war.




“Darn Me if I couldn’t eat ’em,” said the man, with a threat­en­ing shake of his head, “and if I han’t half a mind to’t!”

»Ver­flixt, dass ich die nich es­sen kann«, sag­te der Mann mit ei­nem be­droh­li­chen Kopf­schüt­teln, »ich hab nich we­nich Lust dazu!«




I earn­estly ex­pressed my hope that he wouldn’t, and held tight­er to the tomb­stone

Ich brach­te ernst­haft die Hoff­nung zum Aus­druck, dass er es nicht tun möge, und klam­mer­te mich an den Grab­stein,

on which he had put me; partly, to keep my­self upon it; partly, to keep my­self from cry­ing.

auf den er mich ge­setzt hat­te, teils um mich dar­auf fest­zu­hal­ten, teils um mir das Wei­nen zu ver­knei­fen.




“Now loo­kee here!” said the man. “Where’s your moth­er?”

»Hör mal«, sag­te der Mann, »wo is ’n dei­ne Mut­ter?«




“There, sir!” said I.

»Dort, Sir!«, ant­wor­te­te ich.




He star­ted, made a short run, and stopped and looked over his shoulder.

Er ging los, rann­te ein Stück, blieb ste­hen und wand­te den Kopf.




“There, sir!” I tim­idly ex­plained. “Also Geor­gi­ana. That’s my moth­er.”

»Da, Sir!«, er­klär­te ich schüch­tern. »Ge­or­gia­na. Das ist mei­ne Mut­ter.«




“Oh!” said he, com­ing back. “And is that your fath­er alonger your moth­er?”

»Oh!«, sag­te er und kam zu­rück. »Und is das dein Va­ter ne­ben dei­ner Mut­ter?«




“Yes, sir,” said I; “him too; late of this par­ish.”

»Ja, Sir«, sag­te ich, »er ist auch tot, ver­stor­ben in die­ser Ge­mein­de.«




“Ha!” he muttered then, con­sid­er­ing. “Who d’ye live with — sup­pos­in’ you’re kindly let to live, which I han’t made up my mind about?”

»Hm!«, mur­mel­te er dann und dach­te nach. »Bei wem wohnst du denn, falls ich dich freund­li­cher­wei­se le­ben las­se, wor­über ich mir aber noch nich klar bin.«




“My sis­ter, sir — Mrs. Joe Gar­gery — wife of Joe Gar­gery, the black­smith, sir.”

»Bei mei­ner Schwes­ter, Sir – Mrs. Joe Gar­ge­ry, der Frau von Joe Gar­ge­ry, dem Schmied, Sir.«




“Black­smith, eh?” said he. And looked down at his leg.

»Was, Schmied?«, sag­te er und sah auf sein Bein hin­ab.




After darkly look­ing at his leg and at me sev­er­al times, he came closer to my tomb­stone,

Nach­dem er meh­re­re Male fins­ter sein Bein und mich be­trach­tet hat­te, kam er nä­her an mei­nen Grab­stein her­an,

took me by both arms, and tilted me back as far as he could hold me;

griff mich mit bei­den Ar­men und kipp­te mich so weit wie mög­lich nach hin­ten,

so that his eyes looked most power­fully down into mine, and mine looked most help­lessly up into his.

wo­bei er mir durch­drin­gend in die Au­gen sah und ich äu­ßerst hilf­los zu ihm auf­schau­te.




“Now loo­kee here,” he said, “the ques­tion be­ing wheth­er you’re to be let to live. You know what a file is?”

»Hör zu«, sag­te er, »die Fra­ge is, ob du am Le­ben bleibst oder nich. Du weißt, was ’ne Fei­le is?«




“Yes, sir.”

»Ja, Sir.«




“And you know what wittles is?”

»Und du weißt, was Pro­vi­ant is?«




“Yes, sir.”

»Ja, Sir.«




After each ques­tion he tilted me over a little more, so as to give me a great­er sense of help­less­ness and danger.

Nach je­der Fra­ge bog er mich noch ein biss­chen wei­ter zu­rück, so als woll­te er mir ein noch stär­ke­res Ge­fühl der Hilf­lo­sig­keit und Ge­fahr ver­mit­teln.




“You get me a file.” He tilted me again. “And you get me wittles.” He tilted me again.

»Du be­sorgst mir ’ne Fei­le.« Er bog mich wie­der nach hin­ten. »Und du be­sorgst mir Pro­vi­ant.« Wie­der bog er mich nach hin­ten.

“You bring ’em both to me.” He tilted me again. “Or I’ll have your heart and liv­er out.” He tilted me again.

»Du bringst mir bei­des her.« Und wie­der bog er mich nach hin­ten. »Oder ich reiß dir Herz und Le­ber raus.« Und wie­der bog er mich nach hin­ten.




I was dread­fully frightened, and so giddy that I clung to him with both hands, and said,

Ich war so furcht­bar ver­ängs­tigt, und mir war so schwind­lig, dass ich mich mit bei­den Hän­den an ihn klam­mer­te und sag­te:

“If you would kindly please to let me keep up­right, sir, per­haps I shouldn’t be sick, and per­haps I could at­tend more.”

»Wenn Sie mich bit­te gü­tigst auf­recht ste­hen las­sen wür­den, Sir, wäre mir viel­leicht nicht übel, und ich könn­te viel­leicht mehr für Sie tun.«




He gave me a most tre­mend­ous dip and roll, so that the church jumped over its own weath­er-cock.

Er gab mir einen ganz ge­wal­ti­gen Schubs, so dass die Kir­che über ih­ren ei­ge­nen Wet­ter­hahn sprang.

Then, he held me by the arms in an up­right po­s­i­tion on the top of the stone, and went on in these fear­ful terms:

Dann hielt er mich an den Ar­men oben auf dem Stein auf­recht und fuhr in die­sen schreck­li­chen Wor­ten fort:




“You bring me, to-mor­row morn­ing early, that file and them wittles. You bring the lot to me, at that old Bat­tery over yon­der.

»Du bringst mir mor­gen früh ganz zei­tig die Fei­le und den Pro­vi­ant. Du bringst mir das al­les zur al­ten Bat­te­rie da hin­ten hin.

You do it, and you nev­er dare to say a word or dare to make a sign con­cern­ing your hav­ing seen such a per­son as me, or any per­son sumever,

Das machst du, und wehe, du un­ter­stehst dich, ’n Wort zu sa­gen oder ’ne An­deu­tung zu ma­chen, dass du je­mand wie mich oder über­haupt ir­gend ’ne Per­son ge­se­hen hast.

and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go from my words in any par­tick­ler, no mat­ter how small it is,

Dann sollst du auch am Le­ben blei­ben. Wenn du das nich machst oder auch nur im Ge­rings­ten von mei­nen An­ord­nun­gen ab­weichst,

and your heart and your liv­er shall be tore out, roas­ted and ate.

wird dein Herz und dei­ne Le­ber raus­ge­ris­sen, ge­bra­ten und ge­ges­sen.

Now, I ain’t alone, as you may think I am.

Nun, ich bin nich al­lein, wie du viel­leicht denkst.

There’s a young man hid with me, in com­par­is­on with which young man I am a An­gel. That young man hears the words I speak.

Da hat sich noch ’n jun­ger Mann mit mir ver­steckt, wo ich im Ver­gleich zu dem jun­gen Mann ’n En­gel bin. Die­ser jun­ge Mann hört die Wor­te, die ich spre­che.

That young man has a secret way pecoo­li­ar to him­self, of get­ting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liv­er.

Die­ser jun­ge Mann hat ’ne ge­hei­me Art, die nur er hat, sich ’n Jun­gen zu grei­fen und an sein Herz und an sei­ne Le­ber ran­zu­kom­men.

It is in wain for a boy to at­tempt to hide him­self from that young man.

Es is ganz um­sonst, wenn ’n Jun­ge ver­sucht, sich vor die­sem jun­gen Mann zu ver­ste­cken.

A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may tuck him­self up, may draw the clothes over his head, may think him­self com­fort­able and safe,

Ein Jun­ge kann sei­ne Tür zu­rie­geln, kann im war­men Bett lie­gen und sich ein­wi­ckeln und die De­cke über ’n Kopf ziehn und sich be­hag­lich und si­cher füh­len,

but that young man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him open.

aber die­ser jun­ge Mann wird lei­se zu ihm hin­schlei­chen und ihn raus­zer­ren.

I am a keep­ing that young man from harm­ing of you at the present mo­ment, with great dif­fi­culty.

Ich kann die­sen jun­gen Mann nur mit großer Mühe hin­dern, dir jetz was zu tun.

I find it wery hard to hold that young man off of your in­side. Now, what do you say?”

Es is sehr schwer, die­sen jun­gen Mann von dei­nen Ein­ge­wei­den ab­zu­hal­ten. Na, was sagst du?«




I said that I would get him the file, and I would get him what broken bits of food I could, and I would come to him at the Bat­tery, early in the morn­ing.

Ich sag­te, dass ich ihm die Fei­le be­sor­gen und ihm alle nur mög­li­chen Es­sens­res­te brin­gen wür­de und früh am Mor­gen zu ihm zur Bat­te­rie hin­käme.




“Say, Lord strike you dead if you don’t!” said the man.

»Sage, dass der Herr dich tot um­fal­len las­sen soll, wenn du das nich tust!«, sag­te der Mann.




I said so, and he took me down.

Ich sprach es ihm nach, und er nahm mich her­un­ter.




“Now,” he pur­sued, “you re­mem­ber what you’ve un­der­took, and you re­mem­ber that young man, and you get home!”

»So«, fuhr er fort, »du denkst dran, was du ver­spro­chen hast, und du denkst an die­sen jun­gen Mann, und nu gehs­te nach Hau­se.«




“Goo-good night, sir,” I faltered.

»Gu – gute Nacht, Sir«, stam­mel­te ich.




“Much of that!” said he, glan­cing about him over the cold wet flat. “I wish I was a frog. Or a eel!”

»Sehr un­wahr­schein­lich!«, sag­te er und ließ sei­ne Bli­cke über die kal­te, nas­se Ebe­ne schwei­fen. »Ich wünsch­te, ich wär ’n Frosch. Oder ’n Aal!«




At the same time, he hugged his shud­der­ing body in both his arms — clasp­ing him­self,

Gleich­zei­tig um­fass­te er sei­nen schlot­tern­den Kör­per mit bei­den Ar­men – wo­bei er sich selbst um­klam­mer­te,

as if to hold him­self to­geth­er — and limped to­wards the low church wall.

als woll­te er sich zu­sam­men­hal­ten – und hin­k­te auf die nied­ri­ge Fried­hofs­mau­er zu.

As I saw him go, pick­ing his way among the nettles, and among the brambles that bound the green mounds,

Als ich ihn ge­hen sah, wie er sich den Weg durch die Nes­seln und Dor­nen­bü­sche, die die grü­nen Hü­gel ein­hüll­ten, bahn­te,

he looked in my young eyes as if he were elud­ing the hands of the dead people,

wirk­te er in mei­nen kind­li­chen Au­gen wie ei­ner, der den Hän­den der To­ten aus­wich,

stretch­ing up cau­tiously out of their graves, to get a twist upon his ankle and pull him in.

die sich vor­sich­tig aus den Grä­bern reck­ten, um ihn am Hand­ge­lenk zu pa­cken und hin­un­ter­zu­zie­hen.




When he came to the low church wall, he got over it, like a man whose legs were numbed and stiff, and then turned round to look for me.

Als er an die nied­ri­ge Fried­hofs­mau­er kam, stieg er wie ein Mann dar­über, des­sen Bei­ne er­starrt und steif sind, und dreh­te sich nach mir um.

When I saw him turn­ing, I set my face to­wards home, and made the best use of my legs.

Als ich das merk­te, mach­te ich eine Kehrt­wen­dung und rann­te los.

But presently I looked over my shoulder, and saw him go­ing on again to­wards the river, still hug­ging him­self in both arms,

Aber bald dar­auf guck­te ich über die Schul­ter und sah ihn wie­der auf den Fluss zu­ge­hen, wo­bei er sich noch im­mer mit bei­den Ar­men um­schlang

and pick­ing his way with his sore feet among the great stones dropped into the marshes here and there,

und sich mit dem wun­den Bein sei­nen Weg zwi­schen den großen Stei­nen hin­durch bahn­te, die hier und dort als Lauf­steg in den Mar­schen lie­gen,

for step­ping-places when the rains were heavy, or the tide was in.

für den Fall, dass schwe­re Re­gen nie­der­ge­hen oder die Flut ein­bricht.




The marshes were just a long black ho­ri­zont­al line then, as I stopped to look after him;

Als ich ste­hen­blieb, um ihm nach­zu­se­hen, wa­ren die Mar­schen nur noch ein lan­ger schwar­zer Strei­fen am Ho­ri­zont,

and the river was just an­oth­er ho­ri­zont­al line, not nearly so broad nor yet so black;

und der Fluss war auch nur noch ein Strei­fen am Ho­ri­zont, doch nicht ganz so breit und so schwarz,

and the sky was just a row of long angry red lines and dense black lines in­ter­mixed.

und der Him­mel war von ei­ner lan­gen Rei­he un­ru­hi­ger ro­ter Strei­fen be­deckt, die mit un­durch­dring­li­chen schwar­zen ver­wo­ben wa­ren.

On the edge of the river I could faintly make out the only two black things in all the pro­spect that seemed to be stand­ing up­right;

In Höhe des Flus­ses konn­te ich schwach die ein­zi­gen bei­den Din­ge in der gan­zen Um­ge­bung er­ken­nen, die auf­recht zu ste­hen schie­nen:

one of these was the beacon by which the sail­ors steered — like an un­hooped cask upon a pole — an ugly thing when you were near it;

Das war ein­mal der Leucht­turm, nach dem sich die See­leu­te rich­te­ten und der wie ein um­ge­stülp­tes Fass auf ei­nem Pfahl aus­sah und, von na­hem be­se­hen, ein häss­li­ches Ding war.

the oth­er a gib­bet, with some chains hanging to it which had once held a pir­ate.

Das an­de­re war ein Gal­gen, an dem ei­ni­ge Ban­de hin­gen, in die frü­her ein Pi­rat ge­schla­gen war.

The man was limp­ing on to­wards this lat­ter, as if he were the pir­ate come to life, and come down, and go­ing back to hook him­self up again.

Der Mann hum­pel­te auf den Gal­gen zu, als ob er der See­räu­ber wäre, der le­ben­dig ge­wor­den und her­un­ter­ge­kom­men ist, um sich selbst wie­der auf­zu­hän­gen.

It gave me a ter­rible turn when I thought so; and as I saw the cattle lift­ing their heads to gaze after him, I wondered wheth­er they thought so too.

Die­ser Ge­dan­ke er­schreck­te mich maß­los, und ich glau­be, die Tie­re, die den Kopf ho­ben und ihm nach­starr­ten, emp­fan­den eben­so wie ich.

I looked all round for the hor­rible young man, and could see no signs of him.

Ich sah mich in al­len Rich­tun­gen nach dem schreck­li­chen jun­gen Mann um, konn­te aber nichts von ihm ent­de­cken.

But now I was frightened again, and ran home without stop­ping.

Den­noch fürch­te­te ich mich wie­der und rann­te ohne Pau­se nach Hau­se.









CHAPTER I
 



MY fath­er’s fam­ily name be­ing Pir­rip, and my Chris­ti­an name Philip, 
my in­fant tongue could make of both names noth­ing longer or more ex­pli­cit than Pip. 
So, I called my­self Pip, and came to be called Pip. 



I give Pir­rip as my fath­er’s fam­ily name, on the au­thor­ity of his tomb­stone and my sis­ter — Mrs. Joe Gar­gery, who mar­ried the black­smith. 
As I nev­er saw my fath­er or my moth­er, and nev­er saw any like­ness of either of them 
(for their days were long be­fore the days of pho­to­graphs), 
my first fan­cies re­gard­ing what they were like, were un­reas­on­ably de­rived from their tomb­stones. 
The shape of the let­ters on my fath­er’s gave me an odd idea 
that he was a square, stout, dark man, with curly black hair. 
From the char­ac­ter and turn of the in­scrip­tion, “Also Geor­gi­ana Wife of the Above,” 
I drew a child­ish con­clu­sion that my moth­er was freckled and sickly. 
To five little stone loz­enges, each about a foot and a half long, which were ar­ranged in a neat row be­side their grave, 
and were sac­red to the memory of five little broth­ers of mine 
— who gave up try­ing to get a liv­ing ex­ceed­ingly early in that uni­ver­sal struggle — I am in­debted for a be­lief I re­li­giously en­ter­tained 
that they had all been born on their backs with their hands in their trousers-pock­ets, and had nev­er taken them out in this state of ex­ist­ence. 



Ours was the marsh coun­try, down by the river, with­in, as the river wound, twenty miles of the sea. 
My first most vivid and broad im­pres­sion of the iden­tity of things, seems to me to have been gained on a mem­or­able raw af­ter­noon to­wards even­ing. 
At such a time I found out for cer­tain, that this bleak place over­grown with nettles was the church­yard; 
and that Philip Pir­rip, late of this par­ish, and also Geor­gi­ana wife of the above, were dead and bur­ied; 
and that Al­ex­an­der, Bartho­lomew, Ab­ra­ham, To­bi­as, and Ro­ger, in­fant chil­dren of the afore­said, were also dead and bur­ied; 
and that the dark flat wil­der­ness bey­ond the church­yard, in­ter­sec­ted with dykes and mounds and gates, with scattered cattle feed­ing on it, was the marshes; 
and that the low leaden line bey­ond was the river; and that the dis­tant sav­age lair from which the wind was rush­ing, was the sea; 
and that the small bundle of shivers grow­ing afraid of it all and be­gin­ning to cry, was Pip. 



“Hold your noise!” cried a ter­rible voice, as a man star­ted up from among the graves at the side of the church porch. 
“Keep still, you little dev­il, or I’ll cut your throat!” 



A fear­ful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg. 
A man with no hat, and with broken shoes, and with an old rag tied round his head. 
A man who had been soaked in wa­ter, and smothered in mud, and lamed by stones, and cut by flints, and stung by nettles, and torn by bri­ars; 
who limped, and shivered, and glared and growled; and whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin. 



“O! Don’t cut my throat, sir,” I pleaded in ter­ror. “Pray don’t do it, sir.” 



“Tell us your name!” said the man. “Quick!” 



“Pip, sir.” 



“Once more,” said the man, star­ing at me. “Give it mouth!” 



“Pip. Pip, sir.” 



“Show us where you live,” said the man. “Pint out the place!” 



I poin­ted to where our vil­lage lay, on the flat in-shore among the alder-trees and pol­lards, a mile or more from the church. 



The man, after look­ing at me for a mo­ment, turned me up­side down, and emp­tied my pock­ets. 
There was noth­ing in them but a piece of bread. 
When the church came to it­self — for he was so sud­den and strong that he made it go head over heels be­fore me, and I saw the steeple un­der my feet 
— when the church came to it­self, I say, I was seated on a high tomb­stone, trem­bling, while he ate the bread raven­ously. 



“You young dog,” said the man, lick­ing his lips, “what fat cheeks you ha’ got.” 



I be­lieve they were fat, though I was at that time un­der­sized, for my years, and not strong. 



“Darn Me if I couldn’t eat ’em,” said the man, with a threat­en­ing shake of his head, “and if I han’t half a mind to’t!” 



I earn­estly ex­pressed my hope that he wouldn’t, and held tight­er to the tomb­stone 
on which he had put me; partly, to keep my­self upon it; partly, to keep my­self from cry­ing. 



“Now loo­kee here!” said the man. “Where’s your moth­er?” 



“There, sir!” said I. 



He star­ted, made a short run, and stopped and looked over his shoulder. 



“There, sir!” I tim­idly ex­plained. “Also Geor­gi­ana. That’s my moth­er.” 



“Oh!” said he, com­ing back. “And is that your fath­er alonger your moth­er?” 



“Yes, sir,” said I; “him too; late of this par­ish.” 



“Ha!” he muttered then, con­sid­er­ing. “Who d’ye live with — sup­pos­in’ you’re kindly let to live, which I han’t made up my mind about?” 



“My sis­ter, sir — Mrs. Joe Gar­gery — wife of Joe Gar­gery, the black­smith, sir.” 



“Black­smith, eh?” said he. And looked down at his leg. 



After darkly look­ing at his leg and at me sev­er­al times, he came closer to my tomb­stone, 
took me by both arms, and tilted me back as far as he could hold me; 
so that his eyes looked most power­fully down into mine, and mine looked most help­lessly up into his. 



“Now loo­kee here,” he said, “the ques­tion be­ing wheth­er you’re to be let to live. You know what a file is?” 



“Yes, sir.” 



“And you know what wittles is?” 



“Yes, sir.” 



After each ques­tion he tilted me over a little more, so as to give me a great­er sense of help­less­ness and danger. 



“You get me a file.” He tilted me again. “And you get me wittles.” He tilted me again. 
“You bring ’em both to me.” He tilted me again. “Or I’ll have your heart and liv­er out.” He tilted me again. 



I was dread­fully frightened, and so giddy that I clung to him with both hands, and said, 
“If you would kindly please to let me keep up­right, sir, per­haps I shouldn’t be sick, and per­haps I could at­tend more.” 



He gave me a most tre­mend­ous dip and roll, so that the church jumped over its own weath­er-cock. 
Then, he held me by the arms in an up­right po­s­i­tion on the top of the stone, and went on in these fear­ful terms: 



“You bring me, to-mor­row morn­ing early, that file and them wittles. You bring the lot to me, at that old Bat­tery over yon­der. 
You do it, and you nev­er dare to say a word or dare to make a sign con­cern­ing your hav­ing seen such a per­son as me, or any per­son sumever, 
and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go from my words in any par­tick­ler, no mat­ter how small it is, 
and your heart and your liv­er shall be tore out, roas­ted and ate. 
Now, I ain’t alone, as you may think I am. 
There’s a young man hid with me, in com­par­is­on with which young man I am a An­gel. That young man hears the words I speak. 
That young man has a secret way pecoo­li­ar to him­self, of get­ting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liv­er. 
It is in wain for a boy to at­tempt to hide him­self from that young man. 
A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may tuck him­self up, may draw the clothes over his head, may think him­self com­fort­able and safe, 
but that young man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him open. 
I am a keep­ing that young man from harm­ing of you at the present mo­ment, with great dif­fi­culty. 
I find it wery hard to hold that young man off of your in­side. Now, what do you say?” 



I said that I would get him the file, and I would get him what broken bits of food I could, and I would come to him at the Bat­tery, early in the morn­ing. 



“Say, Lord strike you dead if you don’t!” said the man. 



I said so, and he took me down. 



“Now,” he pur­sued, “you re­mem­ber what you’ve un­der­took, and you re­mem­ber that young man, and you get home!” 



“Goo-good night, sir,” I faltered. 



“Much of that!” said he, glan­cing about him over the cold wet flat. “I wish I was a frog. Or a eel!” 



At the same time, he hugged his shud­der­ing body in both his arms — clasp­ing him­self, 
as if to hold him­self to­geth­er — and limped to­wards the low church wall. 
As I saw him go, pick­ing his way among the nettles, and among the brambles that bound the green mounds, 
he looked in my young eyes as if he were elud­ing the hands of the dead people, 
stretch­ing up cau­tiously out of their graves, to get a twist upon his ankle and pull him in. 



When he came to the low church wall, he got over it, like a man whose legs were numbed and stiff, and then turned round to look for me. 
When I saw him turn­ing, I set my face to­wards home, and made the best use of my legs. 
But presently I looked over my shoulder, and saw him go­ing on again to­wards the river, still hug­ging him­self in both arms, 
and pick­ing his way with his sore feet among the great stones dropped into the marshes here and there, 
for step­ping-places when the rains were heavy, or the tide was in. 



The marshes were just a long black ho­ri­zont­al line then, as I stopped to look after him; 
and the river was just an­oth­er ho­ri­zont­al line, not nearly so broad nor yet so black; 
and the sky was just a row of long angry red lines and dense black lines in­ter­mixed. 
On the edge of the river I could faintly make out the only two black things in all the pro­spect that seemed to be stand­ing up­right; 
one of these was the beacon by which the sail­ors steered — like an un­hooped cask upon a pole — an ugly thing when you were near it; 
the oth­er a gib­bet, with some chains hanging to it which had once held a pir­ate. 
The man was limp­ing on to­wards this lat­ter, as if he were the pir­ate come to life, and come down, and go­ing back to hook him­self up again. 
It gave me a ter­rible turn when I thought so; and as I saw the cattle lift­ing their heads to gaze after him, I wondered wheth­er they thought so too. 
I looked all round for the hor­rible young man, and could see no signs of him. 
But now I was frightened again, and ran home without stop­ping. 
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