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STAVE I: MARLEY’S GHOST


ERSTE STROPHE – MARLEYS GEIST





MAR­LEY was dead, to be­gin with. There is no doubt whatever about that.

Mar­ley war tot, das gleich zu An­fang. Dar­über be­steht nicht der ge­rings­te Zwei­fel.

The re­gister of his buri­al was signed by the cler­gy­man, the clerk, the un­der­taker, and the chief mourn­er.

Die Be­stat­tungs­ur­kun­de war vom Geist­li­chen, vom Stan­des­be­am­ten, vom Lei­chen­be­stat­ter und dem Haupt­leid­tra­gen­den un­ter­schrie­ben.

Scrooge signed it. And Scrooge’s name was good upon ’Change for any­thing he chose to put his hand to.

Scr­oo­ge hat­te sie un­ter­zeich­net. Und Scr­oo­ges Name war auf der Bör­se für jede Sa­che gut, un­ter die er sei­ne Un­ter­schrift setz­te.

Old Mar­ley was as dead as a door-nail.

Der alte Mar­ley war tot wie ein Tür­na­gel.




Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own know­ledge, what there is par­tic­u­larly dead about a door-nail.

Wohl­ge­merkt, ich will nicht be­haup­ten, daß ich ge­nau wüß­te, was man un­ter tot wie ein Tür­na­gel ver­steht.

I might have been in­clined, my­self, to re­gard a coffin-nail as the dead­est piece of iron­mon­gery in the trade.

Ich wäre eher ge­neigt, einen Sar­g­na­gel als den un­be­leb­tes­ten Ge­gen­stand al­ler Ei­sen­wa­ren an­zu­se­hen.

But the wis­dom of our an­cest­ors is in the simile; and my un­hal­lowed hands shall not dis­turb it, or the Coun­try’s done for.

Aber die Weis­heit un­se­rer Vor­fah­ren steckt in die­sem Ver­gleich; und ich möch­te ihn nicht mit mei­nen un­ge­weih­ten Hän­den zer­stö­ren, sonst geht un­ser Land zu­grun­de.

You will, there­fore, per­mit me to re­peat, em­phat­ic­ally, that Mar­ley was as dead as a door-nail.

Ge­stat­ten Sie mir des­halb, mit al­lem Nach­druck zu wie­der­ho­len, daß Mar­ley tot wie ein Tür­na­gel war.




Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be oth­er­wise? Scrooge and he were part­ners for I don’t know how many years.

Wuß­te Scr­oo­ge, daß er tot war? Selbst­ver­ständ­lich. Wie soll­te er nicht? Scr­oo­ge und er wa­ren ich weiß nicht wie vie­le Jah­re Part­ner ge­we­sen.

Scrooge was his sole ex­ecut­or, his sole ad­min­is­trat­or, his sole as­sign,

Scr­oo­ge war sein ein­zi­ger Tes­ta­ments­voll­stre­cker, sein ein­zi­ger Nach­laß­ver­wal­ter, sein ein­zi­ger Rechts­nach­fol­ger,

his sole re­sid­uary leg­atee, his sole friend, and sole mourn­er.

sein ein­zi­ger Nach­ver­mächt­nis­neh­mer, sein ein­zi­ger Freund und der ein­zi­ge um ihn Trau­ern­de.

And even Scrooge was not so dread­fully cut up by the sad event,

Doch nicht ein­mal Scr­oo­ge war über das trau­ri­ge Er­eig­nis so tief be­trübt,

but that he was an ex­cel­lent man of busi­ness on the very day of the fu­ner­al, and sol­em­nised it with an un­doubted bar­gain.

daß er nicht so­gar am Tag der Be­er­di­gung ein tüch­ti­ger Ge­schäfts­mann ge­we­sen wäre und ihn mit ei­nem wirk­lich gu­ten Ge­schäft fei­er­lich be­gan­gen hät­te.




The men­tion of Mar­ley’s fu­ner­al brings me back to the point I star­ted from. There is no doubt that Mar­ley was dead.

Die Er­wäh­nung von Mar­leys Be­gräb­nis führt mich auf mei­nen Aus­gangs­punkt zu­rück. Es be­steht kein Zwei­fel, daß Mar­ley tot war.

This must be dis­tinctly un­der­stood, or noth­ing won­der­ful can come of the story I am go­ing to re­late.

Das muß als si­cher an­ge­nom­men wer­den, an­sons­ten kann aus der Ge­schich­te, die ich jetzt er­zäh­len möch­te, nichts Wun­der­ba­res her­vor­ge­hen.

If we were not per­fectly con­vinced that Ham­let’s Fath­er died be­fore the play began,

Wenn wir nicht voll­kom­men über­zeugt wä­ren, daß Ham­lets Va­ter ge­stor­ben war, be­vor das Stück be­gann,

there would be noth­ing more re­mark­able in his tak­ing a stroll at night, in an east­erly wind, upon his own ram­parts,

wäre sein nächt­li­cher Bum­mel, den er bei Wind von Os­ten her über sei­nen Fes­tungs­wall macht, nicht be­mer­kens­wer­ter,

than there would be in any oth­er middle-aged gen­tle­man rashly turn­ing out after dark in a breezy spot

als wenn ir­gend­ein Herr in mitt­le­ren Jah­ren nach Ein­bruch der Dun­kel­heit has­tig zu ei­nem luf­ti­gen Ort hin­aus­zieht

— say St. Paul’s Church-yard, for in­stance — lit­er­ally to as­ton­ish his son’s weak mind.

– sa­gen wir zum Bei­spiel, auf den St.-Pauls-Fried­hof –, um das schwa­che Ge­müt sei­nes Soh­nes buch­stäb­lich in Furcht zu ver­set­zen.




Scrooge nev­er painted out Old Mar­ley’s name.

Scr­oo­ge ließ nie­mals den Na­men des al­ten Mar­ley über­ma­len.

There it stood, years af­ter­wards, above the ware­house door: Scrooge and Mar­ley. The firm was known as Scrooge and Mar­ley.

Noch Jah­re spä­ter stand über der Ge­schäfts­tür: Scr­oo­ge & Mar­ley. Die Fir­ma war als Scr­oo­ge & Mar­ley be­kannt.

Some­times people new to the busi­ness called Scrooge Scrooge, and some­times Mar­ley, but he answered to both names. It was all the same to him.

Manch­mal nann­ten Leu­te, de­nen das Ge­schäft vor­her un­be­kannt war, Scr­oo­ge Scr­oo­ge und manch­mal Mar­ley, aber er rea­gier­te auf bei­de Na­men. Für ihn war es das­sel­be.




Oh! but he was a tight-fis­ted hand at the grind­stone, Scrooge! a squeez­ing, wrench­ing, grasp­ing, scrap­ing, clutch­ing, cov­et­ous, old sin­ner!

Oh, was war er doch für ein Geiz­kra­gen! Scr­oo­ge, die­ser hab­süch­ti­ge alte Sün­der, der das Geld aus an­de­ren her­auspreß­te und an sich riß, der es zu­sam­men­kratz­te und krampf­haft fest­hielt.

Hard and sharp as flint, from which no steel had ever struck out gen­er­ous fire;

Er war hart und scharf wie ein Feu­er­stein, aus dem kein Stahl je­mals auch nur einen Fun­ken Groß­zü­gig­keit her­aus­ge­schla­gen hat­te.

secret, and self-con­tained, and sol­it­ary as an oyster.

Er war so ver­schwie­gen, ver­schlos­sen und ein­sied­le­risch wie eine Aus­ter.

The cold with­in him froze his old fea­tures, nipped his poin­ted nose, shriv­elled his cheek, stiffened his gait;

Die in­ne­re Käl­te ließ sei­ne al­ten Ge­sichts­zü­ge er­star­ren und die Wan­gen runz­lig wer­den, zwick­te ihm in die spit­ze Nase und mach­te ihn steif­bei­nig.

made his eyes red, his thin lips blue; and spoke out shrewdly in his grat­ing voice.

Sie ließ sei­ne Au­gen rot und die dün­nen Lip­pen blau wer­den und kam deut­lich in sei­ner kräch­zen­den Stim­me zum Aus­druck.

A frosty rime was on his head, and on his eye­brows, and his wiry chin. He car­ried his own low tem­per­at­ure al­ways about with him;

Rauh­reif über­zog Kopf und Au­gen­brau­en so­wie sein kan­ti­ges Kinn. Er trug sei­ne nied­ri­ge Tem­pe­ra­tur stän­dig mit sich her­um;

he iced his of­fice in the dog-days; and didn’t thaw it one de­gree at Christ­mas.

er kühl­te wäh­rend der Hunds­ta­ge sein Büro und er­wärm­te es auch nicht um ein Grad in der Weih­nachts­zeit.




Ex­tern­al heat and cold had little in­flu­ence on Scrooge. No warmth could warm, no wintry weath­er chill him.

Äu­ße­re Hit­ze oder Käl­te hat­ten auf Scr­oo­ge we­nig Ein­fluß. We­der Wär­me konn­te ihm das Herz er­wär­men noch win­ter­li­ches Wet­ter ihn ent­mu­ti­gen.

No wind that blew was bit­ter­er than he, no fall­ing snow was more in­tent upon its pur­pose, no pelt­ing rain less open to en­treaty.

Kein Wind war rau­her als er, kein Schnee­schau­er mehr auf sei­ne Ab­sicht be­dacht, kein Re­gen­guß ei­ner drin­gen­den Bit­te ge­gen­über we­ni­ger auf­ge­schlos­sen.

Foul weath­er didn’t know where to have him.

Schlech­tes Wet­ter konn­te ihm nie et­was an­ha­ben.

The heav­iest rain, and snow, and hail, and sleet could boast of the ad­vant­age over him in only one re­spect.

Der hef­tigs­te Re­gen, Schnee, Ha­gel oder Grau­pel konn­te sich nur in ei­ner Hin­sicht rüh­men, über­le­gen zu sein.

They of­ten “came down” hand­somely and Scrooge nev­er did.

Sie gin­gen oft ver­schwen­de­risch her­nie­der, er zeig­te sich nie­mals so.




Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with glad­some looks, “My dear Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see me?”

Nie­mand hielt ihn auf der Stra­ße an und frag­te mit freund­li­chem Blick: »Lie­ber Mr. Scr­oo­ge, wie geht es Ih­nen? Wann kom­men Sie mich be­su­chen?«

No beg­gars im­plored him to be­stow a trifle, no chil­dren asked him what it was o’clock,

Kein Bett­ler fleh­te ihn an, ihm eine Klei­nig­keit zu schen­ken. Kein Kind frag­te ihn, wie spät es sei.

no man or wo­man ever once in all his life in­quired the way to such and such a place, of Scrooge.

Nicht ein ein­zi­ges Mal wur­de Scr­oo­ge von ei­nem Mann oder ei­ner Frau ge­fragt, wie man zu die­sem oder je­nem Ort ge­lan­ge.

Even the blind men’s dogs ap­peared to know him; and, when they saw him com­ing on, would tug their own­ers into door­ways and up courts;

Selbst die Blin­den­hun­de schie­nen ihn zu ken­nen. Wenn sie ihn her­an­kom­men sa­hen, zerr­ten sie ihre Be­sit­zer in Haus­ein­gän­ge hin­ein oder die Gas­se hin­auf.

and then would wag their tails as though they said, “No eye at all is bet­ter than an evil eye, dark mas­ter!”

Dann we­del­ten sie mit dem Schwanz, als woll­ten sie sa­gen: »Es ist bes­ser, gar kei­ne Au­gen zu ha­ben als böse, blin­des Herr­chen!«




But what did Scrooge care? It was the very thing he liked.

Aber was küm­mer­te das Scr­oo­ge! Das war es ge­ra­de, was ihm ge­fiel.

To edge his way along the crowded paths of life, warn­ing all hu­man sym­pathy to keep its dis­tance,

Weil er sich sei­nen Weg durchs Le­ben bahn­te, in­dem er mensch­li­ches Mit­ge­fühl nicht zu nahe an sich her­an­ließ,

was what the know­ing ones call “nuts” to Scrooge.

wur­de er von den Ein­ge­weih­ten ein ver­rück­ter Kerl ge­nannt.









STAVE I: MARLEY’S GHOST
 



MAR­LEY was dead, to be­gin with. There is no doubt whatever about that. 
The re­gister of his buri­al was signed by the cler­gy­man, the clerk, the un­der­taker, and the chief mourn­er. 
Scrooge signed it. And Scrooge’s name was good upon ’Change for any­thing he chose to put his hand to. 
Old Mar­ley was as dead as a door-nail. 



Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own know­ledge, what there is par­tic­u­larly dead about a door-nail. 
I might have been in­clined, my­self, to re­gard a coffin-nail as the dead­est piece of iron­mon­gery in the trade. 
But the wis­dom of our an­cest­ors is in the simile; and my un­hal­lowed hands shall not dis­turb it, or the Coun­try’s done for. 
You will, there­fore, per­mit me to re­peat, em­phat­ic­ally, that Mar­ley was as dead as a door-nail. 



Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be oth­er­wise? Scrooge and he were part­ners for I don’t know how many years. 
Scrooge was his sole ex­ecut­or, his sole ad­min­is­trat­or, his sole as­sign, 
his sole re­sid­uary leg­atee, his sole friend, and sole mourn­er. 
And even Scrooge was not so dread­fully cut up by the sad event, 
but that he was an ex­cel­lent man of busi­ness on the very day of the fu­ner­al, and sol­em­nised it with an un­doubted bar­gain. 



The men­tion of Mar­ley’s fu­ner­al brings me back to the point I star­ted from. There is no doubt that Mar­ley was dead. 
This must be dis­tinctly un­der­stood, or noth­ing won­der­ful can come of the story I am go­ing to re­late. 
If we were not per­fectly con­vinced that Ham­let’s Fath­er died be­fore the play began, 
there would be noth­ing more re­mark­able in his tak­ing a stroll at night, in an east­erly wind, upon his own ram­parts, 
than there would be in any oth­er middle-aged gen­tle­man rashly turn­ing out after dark in a breezy spot 
— say St. Paul’s Church-yard, for in­stance — lit­er­ally to as­ton­ish his son’s weak mind. 



Scrooge nev­er painted out Old Mar­ley’s name. 
There it stood, years af­ter­wards, above the ware­house door: Scrooge and Mar­ley. The firm was known as Scrooge and Mar­ley. 
Some­times people new to the busi­ness called Scrooge Scrooge, and some­times Mar­ley, but he answered to both names. It was all the same to him. 



Oh! but he was a tight-fis­ted hand at the grind­stone, Scrooge! a squeez­ing, wrench­ing, grasp­ing, scrap­ing, clutch­ing, cov­et­ous, old sin­ner! 
Hard and sharp as flint, from which no steel had ever struck out gen­er­ous fire; 
secret, and self-con­tained, and sol­it­ary as an oyster. 
The cold with­in him froze his old fea­tures, nipped his poin­ted nose, shriv­elled his cheek, stiffened his gait; 
made his eyes red, his thin lips blue; and spoke out shrewdly in his grat­ing voice. 
A frosty rime was on his head, and on his eye­brows, and his wiry chin. He car­ried his own low tem­per­at­ure al­ways about with him; 
he iced his of­fice in the dog-days; and didn’t thaw it one de­gree at Christ­mas. 



Ex­tern­al heat and cold had little in­flu­ence on Scrooge. No warmth could warm, no wintry weath­er chill him. 
No wind that blew was bit­ter­er than he, no fall­ing snow was more in­tent upon its pur­pose, no pelt­ing rain less open to en­treaty. 
Foul weath­er didn’t know where to have him. 
The heav­iest rain, and snow, and hail, and sleet could boast of the ad­vant­age over him in only one re­spect. 
They of­ten “came down” hand­somely and Scrooge nev­er did. 



Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with glad­some looks, “My dear Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see me?” 
No beg­gars im­plored him to be­stow a trifle, no chil­dren asked him what it was o’clock, 
no man or wo­man ever once in all his life in­quired the way to such and such a place, of Scrooge. 
Even the blind men’s dogs ap­peared to know him; and, when they saw him com­ing on, would tug their own­ers into door­ways and up courts; 
and then would wag their tails as though they said, “No eye at all is bet­ter than an evil eye, dark mas­ter!” 



But what did Scrooge care? It was the very thing he liked. 
To edge his way along the crowded paths of life, warn­ing all hu­man sym­pathy to keep its dis­tance, 
was what the know­ing ones call “nuts” to Scrooge. 
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