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CHAPTER I. A SOUTH SEA BRIDAL


EINE SÜDSEE-HOCHZEIT





I SAW that is­land first when it was neither night nor morn­ing. The moon was to the west, set­ting, but still broad and bright.

Ich sah die In­sel zu­erst zwi­schen Nacht und Mor­gen. Der Mond stand im Wes­ten, im Nie­der­ge­hen be­grif­fen, aber noch breit und hell.

To the east, and right amid­ships of the dawn, which was all pink, the day­star sparkled like a dia­mond.

Im Os­ten zwi­schen un­serm Schiff vor der Däm­me­rung, die ganz ro­sen­rot war, fun­kel­te der Mor­gens­tern wie ein Dia­mant.

The land breeze blew in our faces, and smelt strong of wild lime and vanilla:

Die Land­bri­se weh­te in un­se­re Ge­sich­ter und roch kräf­tig nach wil­den Lin­den und Va­nil­le.

oth­er things be­sides, but these were the most plain; and the chill of it set me sneez­ing.

Noch an­de­re Din­ge wa­ren da zu be­mer­ken, aber dies wa­ren die ein­fachs­ten; und in der Küh­le muß­te ich nie­sen.

I should say I had been for years on a low is­land near the line, liv­ing for the most part sol­it­ary among nat­ives.

Nun muß ich Ih­nen wohl sa­gen, daß ich jah­re­lang auf ei­ner der Nied­ri­gen In­seln nahe am Äqua­tor ge­lebt hat­te, die meis­te Zeit ganz ein­sam un­ter Ein­ge­bo­re­nen.

Here was a fresh ex­per­i­ence: even the tongue would be quite strange to me;

Hier stand mir nun eine fri­sche Er­fah­rung be­vor: So­gar die Spra­che wür­de mir fremd sein;

and the look of these woods and moun­tains, and the rare smell of them, re­newed my blood.

und der An­blick die­ser Wäl­der und Ber­ge er­frisch­te mir das Blut.




The cap­tain blew out the bin­nacle lamp.

Der Ka­pi­tän blies die Lam­pe im Kom­paß­haus aus und sag­te:




“There!” said he, “there goes a bit of smoke, Mr. Wilt­shire, be­hind the break of the reef.

»Da! Da, wo der fei­ne Rauch hin­ter der Lücke im Riff auf­steigt, Herr Wilts­hi­re

That’s Falesá, where your sta­tion is, the last vil­lage to the east; nobody lives to wind­ward — I don’t know why.

– das ist Fa­lesá, wo Ihre Sta­ti­on ist, das letz­te Dorf nach Os­ten zu. Wind­wärts wohnt dann kei­ner mehr – ich weiß nicht, warum.

Take my glass, and you can make the houses out.”

Neh­men Sie mein Glas, und Sie kön­nen die Häu­ser un­ter­schei­den.«




I took the glass; and the shores leaped near­er, and I saw the tangle of the woods and the breach of the surf,

Ich nahm das Fern­glas, und die Küs­te sprang nä­her her­an, und ich sah das Baum­dickicht der Wäl­der und die Lücke in der Bran­dung,

and the brown roofs and the black in­sides of houses peeped among the trees.

und die brau­nen Dä­cher und die schwar­zen Tür­öff­nun­gen von Häu­sern lug­ten un­ter den Bäu­men her­vor.




“Do you catch a bit of white there to the east’ard?” the cap­tain con­tin­ued.

»Se­hen Sie das biß­chen Weiß da vorn, da nach Os­ten zu?« fuhr der Ka­pi­tän fort.

“That’s your house. Cor­al built, stands high, ver­andah you could walk on three abreast; best sta­tion in the South Pa­cific.

»Das ist Ihr Haus, aus Ko­ral­len er­baut, auf Pfos­ten hoch über dem Bo­den; eine Ve­ran­da so breit, daß drei Men­schen ne­ben­ein­an­der ge­hen kön­nen; die bes­te Sta­ti­on im gan­zen süd­li­chen Pa­zi­fik.

When old Adams saw it, he took and shook me by the hand.

Als der alte Adams sie sah, krieg­te er mei­ne Hand zu fas­sen und schüt­tel­te sie.

‘I’ve dropped into a soft thing here,’ says he. — ‘So you have,’ says I, ‘and time too!’ Poor Johnny!

›Da hab’ ich mal was Net­tes er­wi­scht‹, sagt er. – ›Das ha­ben Sie‹, sage ich, ›und hohe Zeit war’s!‹ Der arme John­ny!

I nev­er saw him again but the once, and then he had changed his tune

Hab’ ihn nie wie­der­ge­se­hen als bloß noch ein ein­zi­ges Mal, und da sang er in ei­nem an­de­ren Ton

— couldn’t get on with the nat­ives, or the whites, or something;

– konn­te nicht mit den Ein­ge­bo­re­nen fer­tig wer­den oder mit den Wei­ßen, oder was es sonst war;

and the next time we came round there he was dead and bur­ied.

und als wir das nächs­te Mal vor­bei­ka­men, da war er tot und be­gra­ben.

I took and put up a bit of a stick to him: ‘John Adams, obit eight­een and sixty-eight. Go thou and do like­wise.’ I missed that man.

Setz­te ihm eine Ta­fel aufs Grab und schrieb dar­auf: ›John Adams, obi­it 1868. Gehe hin und tue des­glei­chen‹ Tat mir leid um den Mann.

I nev­er could see much harm in Johnny.”

Hat­te nie­mals viel an John­ny aus­zu­set­zen.«




“What did he die of?” I in­quired.

»Wor­an starb er?« frag­te ich.




“Some kind of sick­ness,” says the cap­tain. “It ap­pears it took him sud­den.

»Ir­gend so ’ne Krank­heit«, sag­te der Ka­pi­tän, »pack­te ihn, scheint’s, ganz plötz­lich.

Seems he got up in the night, and filled up on Pain-Killer and Kennedy’s Dis­cov­ery.

Scheint, er stand in der Nacht auf und füll­te sich Schmerz­stil­ler und Ken­ne­dys Wun­der­bal­sam in den Leib.

No go: he was booked bey­ond Kennedy. Then he had tried to open a case of gin.

Nütz­te nichts: dem half kein Ken­ne­dy mehr. Dann hat­te er ver­sucht, eine Kis­te mit Gin auf­zu­ma­chen.

No go again: not strong enough. Then he must have turned to and run out on the ver­andah, and cap­sized over the rail.

Ging auch nicht: nicht stark ge­nug. Dann muß­te er hin­aus­ge­lau­fen sein auf die Ve­ran­da und über das Ge­län­der ge­pur­zelt sein.

When they found him, the next day, he was clean crazy — car­ried on all the time about some­body wa­ter­ing his copra. Poor John!”

Als sie ihn am nächs­ten Mor­gen fan­den, war er rein­weg ver­rückt – quas­sel­te die gan­ze Zeit von ir­gend­ei­nem, der ihm sei­ne Ko­pra wäs­ser­te. Ar­mer John!«




“Was it thought to be the is­land?” I asked.

»Glaub­te man, die In­sel sei dran schuld?« frag­te ich.




“Well, it was thought to be the is­land, or the trouble, or something,” he replied.

»Hm – man dach­te, es sei die In­sel oder sei­ne Sor­gen oder sonst was.

“I nev­er could hear but what it was a healthy place. Our last man, Vigours, nev­er turned a hair.

Nach al­lem, was ich sonst ge­hört hat­te, war es im­mer ein ge­sun­der Auf­ent­halt. Ih­rem letz­ten Mann hier, Vi­gours, hat­te nie­mals ein Haar weh ge­tan.

He left be­cause of the beach — said he was afraid of Black Jack and Case and Whist­ling Jim­mie,

Der ging weg we­gen dem Strand – sag­te, er hät­te Angst vorm Schwar­zen Jack und vor Case und Pfei­fer-Jim­mie,

who was still alive at the time, but got drowned soon af­ter­ward when drunk.

der da­zu­mal noch leb­te, aber spä­ter ver­soff, als er be­sof­fen war.

As for old Cap­tain Ran­dall, he’s been here any time since eight­een-forty, forty-five.

Na, der alte Ka­pi­tän Ran­dall, der ist ja seit acht­zehn­hun­dert­vier­zig-fünf­und­vier­zig hier ge­we­sen.

I nev­er could see much harm in Billy, nor much change.

Habe nie be­merkt, daß Bil­ly viel fehl­te, hat sich auch nicht viel ge­än­dert.

Seems as if he might live to be Old Ka­foozleum. No, I guess it’s healthy.”

Sieht aus, wie wenn er so alt wer­den könn­te wie Me­thu­sa­lem. Nee – ich den­ke, ge­sund ist die In­sel.«




“There’s a boat com­ing now,” said I. “She’s right in the pass; looks to be a six­teen-foot whale; two white men in the stern sheets.”

»Da kommt ein Boot ’ran«, sag­te ich, »scheint ein net­tes Boot zu sein; so ’n Se­gel­boot von sech­zehn Fuß; auf der Steu­er­bank zwei Wei­ße.«




“That’s the boat that drowned Whist­ling Jim­mie!” cried the Cap­tain; “let’s see the glass. Yes, that’s Case, sure enough, and the darkie.

»Das ist das Boot, wo­mit Pfei­fer-Jim­mie er­soff!« rief der Ka­pi­tän. »Ge­ben Sie mal das Glas her! Ja­wohl, das ist Case und der Nig­ger.

They’ve got a gal­lows bad repu­ta­tion, but you know what a place the beach is for talk­ing.

Sie ha­ben einen gal­gen­mä­ßig schlech­ten Ruf, aber Sie wis­sen ja, was am Strand ge­klatscht wird.

My be­lief, that Whist­ling Jim­mie was the worst of the trouble; and he’s gone to glory, you see.

Ich glau­be, Pfei­fer-Jim­mie war der schlimms­te von der Ban­de; na, und der ist nun auch im Him­mel.

What’ll you bet they ain’t after gin? Lay you five to two they take six cases.”

Was wol­len Sie wet­ten – die sind auf Gin aus? Ich wet­te fünf ge­gen zwei, sie neh­men sechs Kis­ten.«









CHAPTER I. A SOUTH SEA BRIDAL
 



I SAW that is­land first when it was neither night nor morn­ing. The moon was to the west, set­ting, but still broad and bright. 
To the east, and right amid­ships of the dawn, which was all pink, the day­star sparkled like a dia­mond. 
The land breeze blew in our faces, and smelt strong of wild lime and vanilla: 
oth­er things be­sides, but these were the most plain; and the chill of it set me sneez­ing. 
I should say I had been for years on a low is­land near the line, liv­ing for the most part sol­it­ary among nat­ives. 
Here was a fresh ex­per­i­ence: even the tongue would be quite strange to me; 
and the look of these woods and moun­tains, and the rare smell of them, re­newed my blood. 



The cap­tain blew out the bin­nacle lamp. 



“There!” said he, “there goes a bit of smoke, Mr. Wilt­shire, be­hind the break of the reef. 
That’s Falesá, where your sta­tion is, the last vil­lage to the east; nobody lives to wind­ward — I don’t know why. 
Take my glass, and you can make the houses out.” 



I took the glass; and the shores leaped near­er, and I saw the tangle of the woods and the breach of the surf, 
and the brown roofs and the black in­sides of houses peeped among the trees. 



“Do you catch a bit of white there to the east’ard?” the cap­tain con­tin­ued. 
“That’s your house. Cor­al built, stands high, ver­andah you could walk on three abreast; best sta­tion in the South Pa­cific. 
When old Adams saw it, he took and shook me by the hand. 
‘I’ve dropped into a soft thing here,’ says he. — ‘So you have,’ says I, ‘and time too!’ Poor Johnny! 
I nev­er saw him again but the once, and then he had changed his tune 
— couldn’t get on with the nat­ives, or the whites, or something; 
and the next time we came round there he was dead and bur­ied. 
I took and put up a bit of a stick to him: ‘John Adams, obit eight­een and sixty-eight. Go thou and do like­wise.’ I missed that man. 
I nev­er could see much harm in Johnny.” 



“What did he die of?” I in­quired. 



“Some kind of sick­ness,” says the cap­tain. “It ap­pears it took him sud­den. 
Seems he got up in the night, and filled up on Pain-Killer and Kennedy’s Dis­cov­ery. 
No go: he was booked bey­ond Kennedy. Then he had tried to open a case of gin. 
No go again: not strong enough. Then he must have turned to and run out on the ver­andah, and cap­sized over the rail. 
When they found him, the next day, he was clean crazy — car­ried on all the time about some­body wa­ter­ing his copra. Poor John!” 



“Was it thought to be the is­land?” I asked. 



“Well, it was thought to be the is­land, or the trouble, or something,” he replied. 
“I nev­er could hear but what it was a healthy place. Our last man, Vigours, nev­er turned a hair. 
He left be­cause of the beach — said he was afraid of Black Jack and Case and Whist­ling Jim­mie, 
who was still alive at the time, but got drowned soon af­ter­ward when drunk. 
As for old Cap­tain Ran­dall, he’s been here any time since eight­een-forty, forty-five. 
I nev­er could see much harm in Billy, nor much change. 
Seems as if he might live to be Old Ka­foozleum. No, I guess it’s healthy.” 



“There’s a boat com­ing now,” said I. “She’s right in the pass; looks to be a six­teen-foot whale; two white men in the stern sheets.” 



“That’s the boat that drowned Whist­ling Jim­mie!” cried the Cap­tain; “let’s see the glass. Yes, that’s Case, sure enough, and the darkie. 
They’ve got a gal­lows bad repu­ta­tion, but you know what a place the beach is for talk­ing. 
My be­lief, that Whist­ling Jim­mie was the worst of the trouble; and he’s gone to glory, you see. 
What’ll you bet they ain’t after gin? Lay you five to two they take six cases.” 
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