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PART THE FIRST


ERSTER TEIL





ONCE upon a time, it mat­ters little when, and in stal­wart Eng­land, it mat­ters little where, a fierce battle was fought.

Es wur­de ein­mal – un­wich­tig, wann, und im tap­fe­ren Eng­land ist es un­wich­tig, wo – eine wil­de Schlacht ge­schla­gen.

It was fought upon a long sum­mer day when the wav­ing grass was green.

Sie wur­de ge­schla­gen an ei­nem lan­gen Som­mer­tag, als das wo­gen­de Gras grün­te.

Many a wild flower formed by the Almighty Hand to be a per­fumed gob­let for the dew,

So man­che wil­de Blu­me, von der Hand des All­mäch­ti­gen ge­schaf­fen, ein duf­ten­der Be­cher für den Tau zu sein,

felt its enamelled cup fill high with blood that day, and shrink­ing dropped.

spür­te, wie ihr Kelch sich an je­nem Tag bis oben mit Blut füll­te, und sank schau­dernd zu Bo­den.

Many an in­sect de­riv­ing its del­ic­ate col­or from harm­less leaves and herbs, was stained anew that day by dy­ing men,

So man­ches In­sekt, das sei­ne zar­te Far­be von harm­lo­sen Blät­tern und Kräu­tern er­hielt, wur­de an je­nem Tag von ster­ben­den Män­nern aufs neue be­fleckt

and marked its frightened way with an un­nat­ur­al track.

und be­zeich­ne­te sei­nen ängst­li­chen Weg mit ei­ner un­na­tür­li­chen Spur.

The painted but­ter­fly took blood into the air upon the edges of its wings. The stream ran red.

Der far­ben­fro­he Schmet­ter­ling trug an sei­nen Flü­gel­rän­dern Blut in die Lüf­te. Es floß ein ro­ter Strom.

The trod­den ground be­came a quag­mire, whence, from sul­len pools col­lec­ted in the prints of hu­man feet and horses’ hoofs,

Der aus­ge­tre­te­ne Bo­den wur­de zum Mo­rast, aus des­sen trü­ben Pfüt­zen, die sich in den Ab­drücken von Fü­ßen und Pfer­de­hu­fen ge­bil­det hat­ten,

the one pre­vail­ing hue still lowered and glimmered at the sun.

die eine, al­les be­herr­schen­de Far­be noch in der Son­ne düs­ter flamm­te und schim­mer­te.




Heav­en keep us from a know­ledge of the sights the moon be­held upon that field,

Der Him­mel be­wah­re uns vor dem Schau­spiel, das sich dem Mond auf je­nem Feld bot,

when, com­ing up above the black line of dis­tant rising-ground, softened and blurred at the edge by trees,

als er über der schwar­zen Li­nie der fer­nen An­hö­he auf­tauch­te, de­ren Sil­hou­et­te durch Bäu­me ver­schwom­men und un­deut­lich war,

she rose into the sky and looked upon the plain, strewn with up­turned faces

zum Him­mel auf­stieg und auf die Ebe­ne schau­te, die mit auf­wärts ge­rich­te­ten Ge­sich­tern über­sät war,

that had once at moth­ers’ breasts sought moth­ers’ eyes, or slumbered hap­pily.

die einst an der Mut­ter Brust den Blick der Mut­ter ge­sucht oder glück­lich ge­schlum­mert hat­ten.

Heav­en keep us from a know­ledge of the secrets whispered af­ter­wards upon the tain­ted wind

Der Him­mel be­wah­re uns vor der Kennt­nis der stil­len Ge­be­te, ge­flüs­tert in den ver­pes­te­ten Wind,

that blew across the scene of that day’s work and that night’s death and suf­fer­ing!

der über den Schau­platz je­nes Ta­ge­werks und je­nes nächt­li­chen Ster­bens und Lei­dens weh­te!

Many a lonely moon was bright upon the battle-ground, and many a star kept mourn­ful watch upon it,

Manch ein­sa­mer Mond schi­en hell über dem Schlacht­feld, manch ein Stern hielt trau­er­voll dar­über Wa­che,

and many a wind from every quarter of the earth blew over it, be­fore the traces of the fight were worn away.

und manch ein Wind aus al­len Tei­len der Erde weh­te dar­über hin­weg, ehe die Spu­ren des Kamp­fes ver­wischt wa­ren.




They lurked and lingered for a long time, but sur­vived in little things,

Lan­ge Zeit hiel­ten sie sich ver­bor­gen und zö­ger­ten noch, doch sie leb­ten in klei­nen Din­gen fort,

for Nature, far above the evil pas­sions of men, soon re­covered Her serenity,

denn die Na­tur, die weit stär­ker ist als die bö­sen Lei­den­schaf­ten der Men­schen, ge­wann bald ihre Hei­ter­keit zu­rück

and smiled upon the guilty battle-ground as she had done be­fore, when it was in­no­cent.

und lä­chel­te über dem schuld­be­la­de­nen Schlacht­feld wie vor­her, als es ma­kel­los war.

The larks sang high above it, the swal­lows skimmed and dipped and flit­ted to and fro,

Hoch über ihm san­gen die Ler­chen; die Schwal­ben glit­ten und husch­ten hin und her, stürz­ten nie­der und schnell­ten in die Höhe;

the shad­ows of the fly­ing clouds pur­sued each oth­er swiftly, over grass and corn and turnip-field and wood,

die Schat­ten der da­hin­flie­gen­den Wol­ken jag­ten sich über Gras und Ge­trei­de, Rü­ben­fel­der und Wäl­der,

and over roof and church-spire in the nest­ling town among the trees,

über Dä­cher und Kirch­turm­spit­zen der zwi­schen Bäu­men ein­ge­bet­te­ten Stadt,

away into the bright dis­tance on the bor­ders of the sky and earth, where the red sun­sets faded.

hin­aus in die leuch­ten­de Fer­ne, wo Him­mel und Erde zu­sam­mens­tie­ßen und wo der rote Son­nen­un­ter­gang ver­blaß­te.

Crops were sown, and grew up, and were gathered in; the stream that had been crim­soned, turned a wa­ter­mill;

Ge­trei­de wur­de ge­sät, wuchs her­an und wur­de ge­ern­tet; der Bach, der blut­rot ge­we­sen war, trieb eine Müh­le an;

men whistled at the plough; glean­ers and hay­makers were seen in quiet groups at work;

Män­ner pfif­fen beim Pflü­gen; Äh­ren­le­ser und Heu­ma­cher konn­te man in Grup­pen bei fried­li­cher Ar­beit se­hen;

sheep and oxen pas­tured; boys whooped and called, in fields, to scare away the birds;

Scha­fe und Rin­der wei­de­ten; Jun­gen schri­en und brüll­ten auf den Fel­dern, um die Vö­gel zu ver­scheu­chen;

smoke rose from cot­tage chim­neys; sab­bath bells rang peace­fully; old people lived and died;

Rauch stieg aus den Schorn­stei­nen der Land­ar­bei­ter­hüt­ten auf; sonn­täg­li­che Glo­cken läu­te­ten fei­er­lich; alte Män­ner leb­ten und star­ben;

the tim­id creatures of the field, and simple flowers of the bush and garden, grew and withered in their destined terms:

die ängst­li­chen Ge­schöp­fe des Fel­des und die schlich­ten Blu­men in Ge­büsch und Gar­ten wuch­sen und ver­gin­gen in ih­rem vor­her­be­stimm­ten Lauf;

and all upon the fierce and bloody battle-ground, where thou­sands upon thou­sands had been killed in the great fight.

und alle auf dem wil­den, blu­ti­gen Schlacht­feld, wo Tau­sen­de und aber Tau­sen­de in dem großen Kampf ge­tö­tet wor­den wa­ren.




But there were deep green patches in the grow­ing corn at first, that people looked at aw­fully. Year after year they re-ap­peared;

Aber an­fangs gab es im wach­sen­den Ge­trei­de dun­kel­grü­ne Flä­chen, die die Men­schen ehr­furchts­voll be­trach­te­ten. Jahr für Jahr er­schie­nen sie aufs neue.

and it was known that un­der­neath those fer­tile spots, heaps of men and horses lay bur­ied, in­dis­crim­in­ately, en­rich­ing the ground.

Und es war be­kannt, daß un­ter sol­chen frucht­ba­ren Fle­cken wahl­los un­zäh­li­ge Men­schen und Pfer­de be­gra­ben la­gen, die den Bo­den er­trag­rei­cher mach­ten.

The hus­band­men who ploughed those places, shrunk from the great worms abound­ing there;

Die Bau­ern, die jene Stel­len pflüg­ten, ent­setz­ten sich vor den dort reich­lich vor­han­de­nen großen Wür­mern;

and the sheaves they yiel­ded, were, for many a long year, called the Battle Sheaves,

und Gar­ben, die sie dort ein­brach­ten, wur­den jah­re­lang Schlachtgar­ben ge­nannt und bei­sei­te ge­stellt,

and set apart; and no one ever knew a Battle Sheaf to be among the last load at a Har­vest Home.

und kei­ner wuß­te, daß je­mals eine Schlachtgar­be in der letz­ten Fuh­re beim Ern­te­fest ge­we­sen war.

For a long time, every fur­row that was turned, re­vealed some frag­ments of the fight.

Lan­ge Zeit brach­te jede Fur­che, die ge­zo­gen wur­de, Über­bleib­sel vom Kampf zum Vor­schein.

For a long time, there were wounded trees upon the battle-ground;

Lan­ge Zeit gab es ver­letz­te Bäu­me auf dem Schlacht­feld

and scraps of hacked and broken fence and wall, where deadly struggles had been made;

und Res­te von zer­schla­ge­nen und zer­bro­che­nen Zäu­nen und Mau­ern, wo grau­sa­me Kämp­fe statt­ge­fun­den hat­ten;

and trampled parts where not a leaf or blade would grow.

und zer­tram­pel­te Flä­chen, auf de­nen kein Blatt oder Halm mehr wach­sen wür­de.

For a long time, no vil­lage-girl would dress her hair or bos­om with the sweetest flower from that field of death:

Lan­ge Zeit woll­te kein Mäd­chen aus dem Dorf ihr Haar oder ihre Brust mit den lieb­lich duf­ten­den Blu­men von je­nem To­des­feld schmücken;

and after many a year had come and gone, the ber­ries grow­ing there, were still be­lieved to leave too deep a stain upon the hand that plucked them.

und noch nach­dem so man­ches Jahr ver­gan­gen war, glaub­te man, daß die dort wach­sen­den Bee­ren an der Hand, die sie ab­pflück­te, einen dunklen Fleck hin­ter­las­sen wür­den.









PART THE FIRST
 



ONCE upon a time, it mat­ters little when, and in stal­wart Eng­land, it mat­ters little where, a fierce battle was fought. 
It was fought upon a long sum­mer day when the wav­ing grass was green. 
Many a wild flower formed by the Almighty Hand to be a per­fumed gob­let for the dew, 
felt its enamelled cup fill high with blood that day, and shrink­ing dropped. 
Many an in­sect de­riv­ing its del­ic­ate col­or from harm­less leaves and herbs, was stained anew that day by dy­ing men, 
and marked its frightened way with an un­nat­ur­al track. 
The painted but­ter­fly took blood into the air upon the edges of its wings. The stream ran red. 
The trod­den ground be­came a quag­mire, whence, from sul­len pools col­lec­ted in the prints of hu­man feet and horses’ hoofs, 
the one pre­vail­ing hue still lowered and glimmered at the sun. 



Heav­en keep us from a know­ledge of the sights the moon be­held upon that field, 
when, com­ing up above the black line of dis­tant rising-ground, softened and blurred at the edge by trees, 
she rose into the sky and looked upon the plain, strewn with up­turned faces 
that had once at moth­ers’ breasts sought moth­ers’ eyes, or slumbered hap­pily. 
Heav­en keep us from a know­ledge of the secrets whispered af­ter­wards upon the tain­ted wind 
that blew across the scene of that day’s work and that night’s death and suf­fer­ing! 
Many a lonely moon was bright upon the battle-ground, and many a star kept mourn­ful watch upon it, 
and many a wind from every quarter of the earth blew over it, be­fore the traces of the fight were worn away. 



They lurked and lingered for a long time, but sur­vived in little things, 
for Nature, far above the evil pas­sions of men, soon re­covered Her serenity, 
and smiled upon the guilty battle-ground as she had done be­fore, when it was in­no­cent. 
The larks sang high above it, the swal­lows skimmed and dipped and flit­ted to and fro, 
the shad­ows of the fly­ing clouds pur­sued each oth­er swiftly, over grass and corn and turnip-field and wood, 
and over roof and church-spire in the nest­ling town among the trees, 
away into the bright dis­tance on the bor­ders of the sky and earth, where the red sun­sets faded. 
Crops were sown, and grew up, and were gathered in; the stream that had been crim­soned, turned a wa­ter­mill; 
men whistled at the plough; glean­ers and hay­makers were seen in quiet groups at work; 
sheep and oxen pas­tured; boys whooped and called, in fields, to scare away the birds; 
smoke rose from cot­tage chim­neys; sab­bath bells rang peace­fully; old people lived and died; 
the tim­id creatures of the field, and simple flowers of the bush and garden, grew and withered in their destined terms: 
and all upon the fierce and bloody battle-ground, where thou­sands upon thou­sands had been killed in the great fight. 



But there were deep green patches in the grow­ing corn at first, that people looked at aw­fully. Year after year they re-ap­peared; 
and it was known that un­der­neath those fer­tile spots, heaps of men and horses lay bur­ied, in­dis­crim­in­ately, en­rich­ing the ground. 
The hus­band­men who ploughed those places, shrunk from the great worms abound­ing there; 
and the sheaves they yiel­ded, were, for many a long year, called the Battle Sheaves, 
and set apart; and no one ever knew a Battle Sheaf to be among the last load at a Har­vest Home. 
For a long time, every fur­row that was turned, re­vealed some frag­ments of the fight. 
For a long time, there were wounded trees upon the battle-ground; 
and scraps of hacked and broken fence and wall, where deadly struggles had been made; 
and trampled parts where not a leaf or blade would grow. 
For a long time, no vil­lage-girl would dress her hair or bos­om with the sweetest flower from that field of death: 
and after many a year had come and gone, the ber­ries grow­ing there, were still be­lieved to leave too deep a stain upon the hand that plucked them. 
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