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CHAPTER I — THE GIFT BESTOWED


ERSTES KAPITEL – DIE VERLIEHENE GABE





EVERY­BODY said so.

Je­der sag­te es.




Far be it from me to as­sert that what every­body says must be true. Every­body is, of­ten, as likely to be wrong as right.

Es sei mir fern zu be­haup­ten, daß al­les wahr sein muß, was je­der sagt. Oft hat je­der wahr­schein­lich eben­so recht wie un­recht.

In the gen­er­al ex­per­i­ence, every­body has been wrong so of­ten,

Er­fah­rungs­ge­mäß hat je­der so oft un­recht ge­habt,

and it has taken, in most in­stances, such a weary while to find out how wrong, that the au­thor­ity is proved to be fal­lible.

und es hat in den meis­ten Fäl­len so lan­ge ge­dau­ert, bis man her­aus­fand, wie un­recht, daß die ge­richt­li­che Ent­schei­dung nach­weis­lich fehl­bar war.

Every­body may some­times be right; “but that’s no rule,” as the ghost of Giles Scrog­gins says in the bal­lad.

Je­der kann manch­mal recht ha­ben, »aber das ist nicht die Re­gel«, wie der Geist von Gi­les Scrogg­ins in der Bal­la­de sagt.




The dread word, GHOST, re­calls me.

Das schreck­li­che Wort Geist bringt mich auf das The­ma.




Every­body said he looked like a haunted man. The ex­tent of my present claim for every­body is, that they were so far right. He did.

Je­der sag­te, er sehe wie ein heim­ge­such­ter Mann aus. Ge­gen­wär­tig wür­de ich den An­spruch er­he­ben, daß je­der dies­be­züg­lich recht hat­te. Er sah so aus.




Who could have seen his hol­low cheek; his sunken bril­liant eye;

Wer hät­te sei­ne hoh­len Wan­gen an­se­hen kön­nen, sei­ne ein­ge­sun­ke­nen, leuch­ten­den Au­gen,

his black-at­tired fig­ure, in­defin­ably grim, al­though well-knit and well-pro­por­tioned;

sei­ne schwarz ge­klei­de­te, un­er­klär­lich düs­te­re, doch kräf­ti­ge und gut­ge­bau­te Ge­stalt,

his grizzled hair hanging, like tangled sea-weed, about his face,

sein grau­es Haar, das ihm wie ver­floch­te­ner See­tang ins Ge­sicht hing

— as if he had been, through his whole life, a lonely mark for the chaf­ing and beat­ing of the great deep of hu­man­ity,—

– als wäre er sein Le­ben lang ein ein­sa­mes Zei­chen im To­ben und Wü­ten des wei­ten Mee­res der Mensch­heit ge­we­sen –,

but might have said he looked like a haunted man?

ohne zu sa­gen, daß er wie ein heim­ge­such­ter Mann aus­sah?




Who could have ob­served his man­ner, ta­cit­urn, thought­ful, gloomy, shad­owed by ha­bitu­al re­serve, re­tir­ing al­ways and joc­und nev­er,

Wer hät­te sein schweig­sa­mes, ge­dan­ken­vol­les, schwer­mü­ti­ges Ver­hal­ten be­mer­ken kön­nen, das ge­wöhn­lich von Ver­schlos­sen­heit über­schat­tet, stets zu­rück­hal­tend, doch nie fröh­lich war,

with a dis­traught air of re­vert­ing to a by­gone place and time, or of listen­ing to some old echoes in his mind,

mit ver­wirr­tem Aus­druck zu ver­gan­ge­nen Or­ten und Zei­ten zu­rück­kehr­te oder auf frü­he­re Echos in sei­nem Her­zen lausch­te,

but might have said it was the man­ner of a haunted man?

ohne zu sa­gen, daß es das Ver­hal­ten ei­nes heim­ge­such­ten Man­nes war?




Who could have heard his voice, slow-speak­ing, deep, and grave, with a nat­ur­al ful­ness and melody in it which he seemed to set him­self against and stop,

Wer hät­te sei­ne lang­sa­me, tie­fe und erns­te Stim­me mit ei­nem na­tür­li­chen Wohl­klang, ge­gen den er sich selbst stell­te und den er zu un­ter­bin­den schi­en, hö­ren kön­nen,

but might have said it was the voice of a haunted man?

ohne zu sa­gen, daß es die Stim­me ei­nes heim­ge­such­ten Man­nes war?




Who that had seen him in his in­ner cham­ber, part lib­rary and part labor­at­ory,—

Wer ihn in sei­ner ver­bor­ge­nen Kam­mer ge­se­hen hat­te, die teils Bi­blio­thek, teils La­bor war –

for he was, as the world knew, far and wide, a learned man in chem­istry,

denn er war, wie man weit und breit wuß­te, ein ge­lehr­ter Che­mi­ker

and a teach­er on whose lips and hands a crowd of as­pir­ing ears and eyes hung daily,

und ein Leh­rer, an des­sen Lip­pen und Hän­den täg­lich eine Men­ge wiß­be­gie­ri­ger Oh­ren und Au­gen hin­gen –;

— who that had seen him there, upon a winter night, alone, sur­roun­ded by his drugs and in­stru­ments and books;

wer ihn dort an ei­nem Win­ter­abend ge­se­hen hat­te: al­lein, von sei­nen Dro­gen, In­stru­men­ten und Bü­chern um­ge­ben;

the shad­ow of his shaded lamp a mon­strous beetle on the wall,

der Schat­ten sei­nes Lam­pen­schir­mes ein rie­si­ger Kä­fer an der Wand,

mo­tion­less among a crowd of spec­tral shapes raised there by the flick­er­ing of the fire upon the quaint ob­jects around him;

reg­los zwi­schen ei­ner Men­ge geis­ter­haf­ter Ge­bil­de, die dort vom Auf­fla­ckern des Feu­ers auf den wun­der­li­chen Ge­gen­stän­den um ihn her­um her­vor­ge­ru­fen wur­den;

some of these phantoms (the re­flec­tion of glass ves­sels that held li­quids), trem­bling at heart like things

ei­ni­ge die­ser Ge­spens­ter (die Wi­der­spie­ge­lung von Glas­ge­fäßen, die Flüs­sig­kei­ten ent­hiel­ten) zit­ter­ten im Her­zen wie Din­ge,

that knew his power to un­com­bine them, and to give back their com­pon­ent parts to fire and va­pour;

die sei­ne Macht, sie frei­zu­las­sen und ihre Be­stand­tei­le an Feu­er und Dampf zu­rück­zu­ge­ben, kann­ten;

— who that had seen him then, his work done, and he pon­der­ing in his chair be­fore the rus­ted grate and red flame,

wer ihn dann nach ge­ta­ner Ar­beit ge­se­hen hat­te, wie er vor dem ver­ros­te­ten Ka­min­git­ter und der ro­ten Flam­me grü­bel­te,

mov­ing his thin mouth as if in speech, but si­lent as the dead, would not have said that the man seemed haunted and the cham­ber too?

sei­nen schma­len Mund be­weg­te, als ob er sprä­che, aber wie ein Grab schwieg, hät­te nicht ge­sagt, daß die­ser Mann und auch die Kam­mer heim­ge­sucht sei­en?




Who might not, by a very easy flight of fancy, have be­lieved

Wer hät­te nicht ohne all­zu große Ein­bil­dungs­kraft ge­glaubt,

that everything about him took this haunted tone, and that he lived on haunted ground?

daß al­les um ihn her­um die­sen heim­ge­such­ten Cha­rak­ter an­nahm und daß er auf ei­nem heim­ge­such­ten Ge­län­de woh­ne?




His dwell­ing was so sol­it­ary and vault-like,— an old, re­tired part of an an­cient en­dow­ment for stu­dents,

Sei­ne Be­hau­sung war ein­sam und glich ei­ner Gruft; sie lag im ent­le­ge­nen Teil ei­ner ehr­wür­di­gen Stif­tung für Stu­den­ten,

once a brave edi­fice, planted in an open place, but now the ob­sol­ete whim of for­got­ten ar­chi­tects;

einst ein küh­ner Bau, der an ei­ner frei­en Stel­le er­rich­tet wor­den, doch jetzt die ver­al­te­te Lau­ne ver­ges­se­ner Ar­chi­tek­ten war.

smoke-age-and-weath­er-darkened, squeezed on every side by the over­grow­ing of the great city, and choked, like an old well, with stones and bricks;

Rauch, Al­ter und Wet­ter hat­ten ihn ge­schwärzt, das schnel­le Wach­sen der großen Stadt hat­te ihn zu­sam­men­ge­preßt und wie einen al­ten Brun­nen mit Stei­nen und Zie­geln ver­stopft.

its small quad­rangles, ly­ing down in very pits formed by the streets and build­ings, which, in course of time, had been con­struc­ted above its heavy chim­ney stalks;

Sei­ne klei­nen Höfe la­gen in re­gel­rech­ten Schäch­ten aus Stra­ßen und Ge­bäu­den, die im Lau­fe der Zeit über sei­ne wuch­ti­gen Schorn­stei­ne hin­aus ge­baut wor­den wa­ren.

its old trees, in­sul­ted by the neigh­bour­ing smoke, which deigned to droop so low when it was very feeble and the weath­er very moody;

Sei­ne al­ten Bäu­me wur­den vom Rauch der Nach­bar­schaft an­ge­grif­fen, der bis zu die­ser Tie­fe sank, wenn er schwach und das Wet­ter lau­nisch war.

its grass-plots, strug­gling with the mil­dewed earth to be grass, or to win any show of com­prom­ise;

Sei­ne Ra­sen­plät­ze ran­gen mit der von Mel­tau be­fal­le­nen Erde dar­um, Gras zu sein oder ir­gend­ei­nen Kom­pro­miß zu er­rei­chen.

its si­lent pave­ments, un­ac­cus­tomed to the tread of feet, and even to the ob­ser­va­tion of eyes,

Sein stum­mes Pflas­ter war nicht an Schrit­te und selbst ein Be­trach­ten ge­wöhnt,

ex­cept when a stray face looked down from the up­per world, won­der­ing what nook it was;

au­ßer wenn ein ver­ein­zel­tes Ge­sicht aus der obe­ren Welt her­abblick­te und sich über die­sen Win­kel wun­der­te.

its sun-dial in a little bricked-up corner, where no sun had straggled for a hun­dred years,

Sei­ne Son­nen­uhr be­fand sich in ei­ner klei­nen, von Zie­geln ein­ge­faß­ten Ecke, wo­hin sich seit hun­dert Jah­ren kein Son­nen­strahl ver­irrt hat­te,

but where, in com­pens­a­tion for the sun’s neg­lect, the snow would lie for weeks when it lay nowhere else,

wo aber zum Aus­gleich da­für der Schnee wo­chen­lang lie­gen­blieb, wenn nir­gend­wo mehr wel­cher lag,

and the black east wind would spin like a huge hum­ming-top, when in all oth­er places it was si­lent and still.

und wo der grim­mi­ge Ost­wind wie ein rie­si­ger Brumm­krei­sel her­um­wir­bel­te, wenn es über­all still und ru­hig war.




His dwell­ing, at its heart and core — with­in doors — at his fireside — was so lower­ing and old, so crazy, yet so strong,

Sei­ne Be­hau­sung war im ei­gent­li­chen Herz­stück, an sei­nem Ka­min, düs­ter und alt, ris­sig und doch sta­bil

with its worn-eaten beams of wood in the ceil­ing, and its sturdy floor shelving down­ward to the great oak chim­ney-piece;

mit ih­ren wurm­sti­chi­gen Holz­bal­ken an der De­cke und ih­rem mas­si­ven Re­gal, das bis zum großen ei­che­nen Ka­min­sims her­ab­reich­te.

so en­vironed and hemmed in by the pres­sure of the town yet so re­mote in fash­ion, age, and cus­tom;

Sie war vom Druck der Stadt um­ge­ben und ein­ge­schlos­sen, doch in Stil, Zeit und Ge­wohn­heit weit ent­fernt.

so quiet, yet so thun­der­ing with echoes when a dis­tant voice was raised or a door was shut,

Sie war ru­hig, doch von lau­ten Echos er­füllt, wenn sich in der Fer­ne eine Stim­me er­hob oder eine Tür ge­schlos­sen wur­de,

— echoes, not con­fined to the many low pas­sages and empty rooms, but rum­bling and grumbling

von Echos, die nicht auf die zahl­rei­chen nied­ri­gen Kor­ri­do­re und lee­ren Räu­me be­schränkt wa­ren, son­dern pol­ter­ten und dröhn­ten,

till they were stifled in the heavy air of the for­got­ten Crypt where the Nor­man arches were half-bur­ied in the earth.

bis sie in der duns­ti­gen Luft der ver­ges­se­nen Kryp­ta, wo die nor­man­ni­schen Rund­bö­gen halb in der Erde ver­sun­ken wa­ren, er­stickt wur­den.




You should have seen him in his dwell­ing about twi­light, in the dead winter time.

Sie hät­ten ihn in sei­ner Be­hau­sung bei Däm­mer­licht, mit­ten im tie­fen Win­ter, se­hen sol­len.









CHAPTER I — THE GIFT BESTOWED
 



EVERY­BODY said so. 



Far be it from me to as­sert that what every­body says must be true. Every­body is, of­ten, as likely to be wrong as right. 
In the gen­er­al ex­per­i­ence, every­body has been wrong so of­ten, 
and it has taken, in most in­stances, such a weary while to find out how wrong, that the au­thor­ity is proved to be fal­lible. 
Every­body may some­times be right; “but that’s no rule,” as the ghost of Giles Scrog­gins says in the bal­lad. 



The dread word, GHOST, re­calls me. 



Every­body said he looked like a haunted man. The ex­tent of my present claim for every­body is, that they were so far right. He did. 



Who could have seen his hol­low cheek; his sunken bril­liant eye; 
his black-at­tired fig­ure, in­defin­ably grim, al­though well-knit and well-pro­por­tioned; 
his grizzled hair hanging, like tangled sea-weed, about his face, 
— as if he had been, through his whole life, a lonely mark for the chaf­ing and beat­ing of the great deep of hu­man­ity,— 
but might have said he looked like a haunted man? 



Who could have ob­served his man­ner, ta­cit­urn, thought­ful, gloomy, shad­owed by ha­bitu­al re­serve, re­tir­ing al­ways and joc­und nev­er, 
with a dis­traught air of re­vert­ing to a by­gone place and time, or of listen­ing to some old echoes in his mind, 
but might have said it was the man­ner of a haunted man? 



Who could have heard his voice, slow-speak­ing, deep, and grave, with a nat­ur­al ful­ness and melody in it which he seemed to set him­self against and stop, 
but might have said it was the voice of a haunted man? 



Who that had seen him in his in­ner cham­ber, part lib­rary and part labor­at­ory,— 
for he was, as the world knew, far and wide, a learned man in chem­istry, 
and a teach­er on whose lips and hands a crowd of as­pir­ing ears and eyes hung daily, 
— who that had seen him there, upon a winter night, alone, sur­roun­ded by his drugs and in­stru­ments and books; 
the shad­ow of his shaded lamp a mon­strous beetle on the wall, 
mo­tion­less among a crowd of spec­tral shapes raised there by the flick­er­ing of the fire upon the quaint ob­jects around him; 
some of these phantoms (the re­flec­tion of glass ves­sels that held li­quids), trem­bling at heart like things 
that knew his power to un­com­bine them, and to give back their com­pon­ent parts to fire and va­pour; 
— who that had seen him then, his work done, and he pon­der­ing in his chair be­fore the rus­ted grate and red flame, 
mov­ing his thin mouth as if in speech, but si­lent as the dead, would not have said that the man seemed haunted and the cham­ber too? 



Who might not, by a very easy flight of fancy, have be­lieved 
that everything about him took this haunted tone, and that he lived on haunted ground? 



His dwell­ing was so sol­it­ary and vault-like,— an old, re­tired part of an an­cient en­dow­ment for stu­dents, 
once a brave edi­fice, planted in an open place, but now the ob­sol­ete whim of for­got­ten ar­chi­tects; 
smoke-age-and-weath­er-darkened, squeezed on every side by the over­grow­ing of the great city, and choked, like an old well, with stones and bricks; 
its small quad­rangles, ly­ing down in very pits formed by the streets and build­ings, which, in course of time, had been con­struc­ted above its heavy chim­ney stalks; 
its old trees, in­sul­ted by the neigh­bour­ing smoke, which deigned to droop so low when it was very feeble and the weath­er very moody; 
its grass-plots, strug­gling with the mil­dewed earth to be grass, or to win any show of com­prom­ise; 
its si­lent pave­ments, un­ac­cus­tomed to the tread of feet, and even to the ob­ser­va­tion of eyes, 
ex­cept when a stray face looked down from the up­per world, won­der­ing what nook it was; 
its sun-dial in a little bricked-up corner, where no sun had straggled for a hun­dred years, 
but where, in com­pens­a­tion for the sun’s neg­lect, the snow would lie for weeks when it lay nowhere else, 
and the black east wind would spin like a huge hum­ming-top, when in all oth­er places it was si­lent and still. 



His dwell­ing, at its heart and core — with­in doors — at his fireside — was so lower­ing and old, so crazy, yet so strong, 
with its worn-eaten beams of wood in the ceil­ing, and its sturdy floor shelving down­ward to the great oak chim­ney-piece; 
so en­vironed and hemmed in by the pres­sure of the town yet so re­mote in fash­ion, age, and cus­tom; 
so quiet, yet so thun­der­ing with echoes when a dis­tant voice was raised or a door was shut, 
— echoes, not con­fined to the many low pas­sages and empty rooms, but rum­bling and grumbling 
till they were stifled in the heavy air of the for­got­ten Crypt where the Nor­man arches were half-bur­ied in the earth. 



You should have seen him in his dwell­ing about twi­light, in the dead winter time. 
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