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PART I


TEIL I





THE Nel­lie, a cruis­ing yawl, swung to her an­chor without a flut­ter of the sails, and was at rest.

Die Nel­ly, eine see­tüch­ti­ge Jol­le, schwoi­te an ih­rem An­ker ohne die lei­ses­te Re­gung in den Se­geln und hielt Rast.

The flood had made, the wind was nearly calm, and be­ing bound down the river,

Die Flut hat­te be­gon­nen, es war fast völ­lig wind­still, und da wir strom­ab­wärts woll­ten,

the only thing for it was to come to and wait for the turn of the tide.

so hat­ten wir wei­ter nichts zu tun, als lie­gen­zu­blei­ben, und das Ken­tern des Stro­mes ab­zu­war­ten.




The sea-reach of the Thames stretched be­fore us like the be­gin­ning of an in­ter­min­able wa­ter­way.

Die Them­se­mün­dung dehn­te sich vor uns wie der An­fang ei­ner un­ge­heu­ren Was­ser­stra­ße.

In the off­ing the sea and the sky were wel­ded to­geth­er without a joint,

Drau­ßen wa­ren die See und der Him­mel fu­gen­los zu­sam­men­ge­schweißt,

and in the lu­min­ous space the tanned sails of the barges drift­ing up with the tide seemed to stand still

und in dem leuch­ten­den Raum schie­nen die ge­gerb­ten Se­gel der Leich­ter, die mit der Flut her­auf­trie­ben, reg­los still zu ste­hen,

in red clusters of can­vas sharply peaked, with gleams of var­nished sprits.

als scharf um­ris­se­ne rote Lein­wand­stücke, vom Lack­glanz der Sprie­te ge­höht.

A haze res­ted on the low shores that ran out to sea in van­ish­ing flat­ness.

Ein leich­ter Dunst la­ger­te über den nied­ri­gen Ufern, die ge­gen die See zu ganz flach ver­lie­fen.

The air was dark above Gravesend, and farther back still seemed con­densed into a mourn­ful gloom, brood­ing mo­tion­less over the biggest, and the greatest, town on earth.

Die Luft über Gra­ve­send war dun­kel und schi­en noch wei­ter zu­rück zu ei­ner fins­te­ren Wol­ke ver­düs­tert, die un­be­weg­lich über der größ­ten Stadt der Erde la­ger­te.




The Dir­ect­or of Com­pan­ies was our cap­tain and our host.

Der Di­rek­tor der Han­dels­ge­sell­schaft war un­ser Schif­fer und Gast­ge­ber.

We four af­fec­tion­ately watched his back as he stood in the bows look­ing to sea­ward.

Wir vier be­trach­te­ten wohl­wol­lend sei­nen Rücken, wäh­rend er im Bug stand und see­wärts Aus­schau hielt.

On the whole river there was noth­ing that looked half so naut­ic­al.

Auf dem gan­zen Strom war si­cher nichts zu fin­den, das halb so see­män­nisch aus­ge­se­hen hät­te.

He re­sembled a pi­lot, which to a sea­man is trust­wor­thi­ness per­son­i­fied.

Er er­in­ner­te an einen Lot­sen, der für einen See­mann der In­be­griff der Ver­trau­ens­wür­dig­keit ist.

It was dif­fi­cult to real­ize his work was not out there in the lu­min­ous es­tu­ary, but be­hind him, with­in the brood­ing gloom.

Es war schwie­rig, sich vor­zu­stel­len, daß sei­ne Be­rufs­ar­beit nicht dort vor ihm lag, in der leuch­ten­den Mün­dung, son­dern hin­ter ihm, in der brü­ten­den Dunst­wol­ke.




Between us there was, as I have already said some­where, the bond of the sea.

Zwi­schen uns be­stand, wie ich schon ir­gend­wo ge­sagt habe, das Band der See.

Be­sides hold­ing our hearts to­geth­er through long peri­ods of sep­ar­a­tion,

Das hat­te nicht nur die Wir­kung, un­se­re Her­zen wäh­rend lan­ger Tren­nung ein­an­der zu­ge­tan zu hal­ten,

it had the ef­fect of mak­ing us tol­er­ant of each oth­er’s yarns — and even con­vic­tions.

son­dern auch die an­de­re, daß wir ei­ner für des an­de­ren Ge­schich­ten – so­gar Über­zeu­gun­gen – Nach­sicht auf­brach­ten.

The Law­yer — the best of old fel­lows — had, be­cause of his many years and many vir­tues, the only cush­ion on deck, and was ly­ing on the only rug.

Der Rechts­an­walt – der feins­te al­ler al­ten Kna­ben – hat­te kraft der Zahl sei­ner Jah­re wie auch sei­ner Tu­gen­den das ein­zi­ge Kis­sen auf Deck und lag auf der ein­zi­gen De­cke.

The Ac­count­ant had brought out already a box of dom­in­oes, and was toy­ing ar­chi­tec­tur­ally with the bones.

Der Buch­hal­ter hat­te schon eine Do­mi­noschach­tel her­auf­ge­bracht und führ­te nun mit den Stei­nen Kunst­bau­ten auf.

Mar­low sat cross-legged right aft, lean­ing against the mizzen-mast.

Mar­low saß mit ge­kreuz­ten Bei­nen et­was wei­ter zu­rück und lehn­te sich ge­gen den Be­san­mast.

He had sunken cheeks, a yel­low com­plex­ion, a straight back, an as­cet­ic as­pect,

Er hat­te ein­ge­fal­le­ne Wan­gen, eine gelb­li­che Haut­far­be, einen ge­ra­den Rücken und das Aus­se­hen ei­nes As­ke­ten;

and, with his arms dropped, the palms of hands out­wards, re­sembled an idol.

wie er nun, die Hand­flä­chen aus­wärts­ge­kehrt, die Arme hän­gen ließ, er­in­ner­te er an ein Göt­zen­bild.

The Dir­ect­or, sat­is­fied the an­chor had good hold, made his way aft and sat down amongst us. We ex­changed a few words lazily.

Der Di­rek­tor, der sich mit Be­frie­di­gung über­zeugt hat­te, daß der An­ker gut hielt, kam nun nach ach­tern und setz­te sich zu uns. Wir tausch­ten trä­ge ei­ni­ge Wor­te.

Af­ter­wards there was si­lence on board the yacht. For some reas­on or oth­er we did not be­gin that game of dom­in­oes.

Dann herrsch­te Schwei­gen an Bord der Jacht. Aus dem oder je­nem Grun­de be­gan­nen wir die Do­mi­no­par­tie nicht.

We felt med­it­at­ive, and fit for noth­ing but pla­cid star­ing. The day was end­ing in a serenity of still and ex­quis­ite bril­liance.

Wir wa­ren nach­denk­lich ge­stimmt und fühl­ten uns nur zu mü­ßi­gem Schau­en auf­ge­legt. Der Tag ging in stil­lem Glanz zu Ende.

The wa­ter shone pa­cific­ally; the sky, without a speck, was a be­nign im­mens­ity of un­stained light;

Die Was­ser­flä­che leuch­te­te fried­lich; der Him­mel, fle­cken­los, er­weck­te den Ge­dan­ken, an se­li­ge, strah­len­de Un­end­lich­keit;

the very mist on the Es­sex marshes was like a gauzy and ra­di­ant fab­ric, hung from the wooded rises in­land, and drap­ing the low shores in dia­phan­ous folds.

so­gar noch der Dunst über der Es­sex­marsch er­schi­en als ein lich­tes Schlei­er­tuch, das von den wal­di­gen Hö­hen land­ein­wärts nie­der­wall­te und die fla­chen Ufer hin­ter durch­sich­ti­gen Fal­ten ver­barg.

Only the gloom to the west, brood­ing over the up­per reaches, be­came more somber every minute, as if angered by the ap­proach of the sun.

Nur der Dunst im Wes­ten, über dem Ober­lauf des Flus­ses, wur­de mit je­der Mi­nu­te düs­te­rer, als er­zürn­te ihn das Na­hen der Son­ne.




And at last, in its curved and im­per­cept­ible fall, the sun sank low,

Und schließ­lich sank die Son­ne tief ans Ende ih­rer Bahn,

and from glow­ing white changed to a dull red without rays and without heat,

wech­sel­te von blen­den­dem Weiß zu tie­fem Rot, ohne Strah­len und ohne Hit­ze,

as if about to go out sud­denly, stricken to death by the touch of that gloom brood­ing over a crowd of men.

als woll­te sie plötz­lich ver­lö­schen, zu Tode ge­trof­fen von der Be­rüh­rung mit der Dunst­wol­ke, die über ei­nem Men­schen­hau­fen brü­te­te.




Forth­with a change came over the wa­ters, and the serenity be­came less bril­liant but more pro­found.

So­gleich kam eine Ver­än­de­rung über die Was­ser, und die Klar­heit wur­de we­ni­ger leuch­tend, da­für umso tiefer.

The old river in its broad reach res­ted un­ruffled at the de­cline of day,

Der alte Fluß lag in sei­ner brei­ten Mün­dungs­stre­cke un­ge­rührt da, als der Tag ver­ging;

after ages of good ser­vice done to the race that peopled its banks,

seit je­her hat­te er dem Men­schen­schlag, der sei­ne Ufer be­völ­ker­te, treue Diens­te ge­leis­tet.

spread out in the tran­quil dig­nity of a wa­ter­way lead­ing to the ut­ter­most ends of the earth.

Er brei­te­te sich aus mit der ge­las­se­nen Er­ha­ben­heit ei­ner Was­ser­stra­ße, die an die äu­ßers­ten En­den der Erde führt.

We looked at the ven­er­able stream not in the vivid flush of a short day that comes and de­parts for ever, but in the au­gust light of abid­ing memor­ies.

Wir be­trach­te­ten den ehr­wür­di­gen Strom nicht in der strah­len­der Röte ei­nes kur­z­en Ta­ges, der kommt und dann für im­mer geht, son­dern im er­lauch­ten Licht un­ver­gäng­li­cher Er­in­ne­run­gen.

And in­deed noth­ing is easi­er for a man who has, as the phrase goes, “fol­lowed the sea” with rev­er­ence and af­fec­tion,

Und frei­lich ist es ei­nem Mann, der, wie es heißt, dem »Ruf der See« mit Ehr­furcht und Hin­ga­be ge­folgt ist, nichts leich­ter,

than to evoke the great spir­it of the past upon the lower reaches of the Thames.

als auf dem Un­ter­lauf der Them­se den großen Geist der Ver­gan­gen­heit zu be­schwö­ren.

The tid­al cur­rent runs to and fro in its un­ceas­ing ser­vice, crowded with memor­ies of men and ships it had borne to the rest of home or to the battles of the sea.

Der Ge­zei­ten­strom läuft auf und ab in sei­ner un­auf­hör­li­chen Ge­schäf­tig­keit, vol­ler Er­in­ne­run­gen an Men­schen und Schif­fe, die er zur hei­mat­li­chen Ruhe oder zu den See­schlach­ten ge­tra­gen hat.

It had known and served all the men of whom the na­tion is proud, from Sir Fran­cis Drake to Sir John Frank­lin, knights all, titled and un­titled — the great knights-er­rant of the sea.

Er hat alle Män­ner ge­kannt und be­för­dert, auf die die Na­ti­on stolz ist, von Sir Fran­cis Dra­ke bis zu Sir John Fran­klin, Rit­ter al­le­samt, mit Ti­tel und ohne – die großen fah­ren­den Rit­ter der See.

It had borne all the ships whose names are like jew­els flash­ing in the night of time,

Er hat alle die Schif­fe ge­tra­gen, de­ren Na­men wie Ju­we­len in der Nacht der Zeit auf­leuch­ten,

from the Golden Hind re­turn­ing with her round flanks full of treas­ure, to be vis­ited by the Queen’s High­ness and thus pass out of the gi­gant­ic tale,

von der Gol­den Hind, die, den Bauch vol­ler Schät­ze, heim­kehr­te, um von Ih­rer Ma­je­stät der Kö­ni­gin be­sucht zu wer­den und da­mit die große Sage zu ver­las­sen,

to the Ere­bus and Ter­ror, bound on oth­er con­quests — and that nev­er re­turned.

bis zur Ere­bus und zur Ter­ror, die zu an­de­ren Er­obe­run­gen auf­bra­chen – und nie zu­rück­kehr­ten.

It had known the ships and the men. They had sailed from Dept­ford, from Green­wich, from Erith —

Er hat sie alle ge­kannt, die Schif­fe und die Men­schen. Von Dept­ford, von Green­wich, von Erith aus wa­ren sie los­ge­se­gelt –

the ad­ven­tur­ers and the set­tlers; kings’ ships and the ships of men on ’Change; cap­tains, ad­mir­als,

die Aben­teu­rer und die Aus­wan­de­rer, Kriegs­schif­fe und Han­dels­schif­fe, Ka­pi­tä­ne, Ad­mi­ra­le,

the dark “in­ter­lopers” of the East­ern trade, and the com­mis­sioned “gen­er­als” of East In­dia fleets.

die dunklen ›Schleich­händ­ler‹ des Ost­han­dels und die be­stell­ten ›Ge­nerä­le‹ der Ost­in­di­schen Han­dels­kom­pa­nie.

Hunters for gold or pur­suers of fame, they all had gone out on that stream, bear­ing the sword, and of­ten the torch,

Die Gold­jä­ger und die Glücks­rit­ter, sie alle wa­ren auf die­sem Strom hin­aus­ge­zo­gen, das Schwert in der Hand und oft die Fa­ckel,

mes­sen­gers of the might with­in the land, bear­ers of a spark from the sac­red fire.

Bo­ten der Macht ih­res Lan­des, Über­brin­ger ei­nes Fun­kens des hei­li­gen Feu­ers.

What great­ness had not floated on the ebb of that river into the mys­tery of an un­known earth!

Was al­les an Grö­ße war mit der Ebbe die­ses Flus­ses zu den Ge­heim­nis­sen ei­ner un­be­kann­ten Welt ge­tra­gen wor­den!

… The dreams of men, the seed of com­mon­wealths, the germs of em­pires.

… Die Träu­me der Men­schen, die Saat von Na­tio­nen, der Keim zu Welt­rei­chen.









PART I
 



THE Nel­lie, a cruis­ing yawl, swung to her an­chor without a flut­ter of the sails, and was at rest. 
The flood had made, the wind was nearly calm, and be­ing bound down the river, 
the only thing for it was to come to and wait for the turn of the tide. 



The sea-reach of the Thames stretched be­fore us like the be­gin­ning of an in­ter­min­able wa­ter­way. 
In the off­ing the sea and the sky were wel­ded to­geth­er without a joint, 
and in the lu­min­ous space the tanned sails of the barges drift­ing up with the tide seemed to stand still 
in red clusters of can­vas sharply peaked, with gleams of var­nished sprits. 
A haze res­ted on the low shores that ran out to sea in van­ish­ing flat­ness. 
The air was dark above Gravesend, and farther back still seemed con­densed into a mourn­ful gloom, brood­ing mo­tion­less over the biggest, and the greatest, town on earth. 



The Dir­ect­or of Com­pan­ies was our cap­tain and our host. 
We four af­fec­tion­ately watched his back as he stood in the bows look­ing to sea­ward. 
On the whole river there was noth­ing that looked half so naut­ic­al. 
He re­sembled a pi­lot, which to a sea­man is trust­wor­thi­ness per­son­i­fied. 
It was dif­fi­cult to real­ize his work was not out there in the lu­min­ous es­tu­ary, but be­hind him, with­in the brood­ing gloom. 



Between us there was, as I have already said some­where, the bond of the sea. 
Be­sides hold­ing our hearts to­geth­er through long peri­ods of sep­ar­a­tion, 
it had the ef­fect of mak­ing us tol­er­ant of each oth­er’s yarns — and even con­vic­tions. 
The Law­yer — the best of old fel­lows — had, be­cause of his many years and many vir­tues, the only cush­ion on deck, and was ly­ing on the only rug. 
The Ac­count­ant had brought out already a box of dom­in­oes, and was toy­ing ar­chi­tec­tur­ally with the bones. 
Mar­low sat cross-legged right aft, lean­ing against the mizzen-mast. 
He had sunken cheeks, a yel­low com­plex­ion, a straight back, an as­cet­ic as­pect, 
and, with his arms dropped, the palms of hands out­wards, re­sembled an idol. 
The Dir­ect­or, sat­is­fied the an­chor had good hold, made his way aft and sat down amongst us. We ex­changed a few words lazily. 
Af­ter­wards there was si­lence on board the yacht. For some reas­on or oth­er we did not be­gin that game of dom­in­oes. 
We felt med­it­at­ive, and fit for noth­ing but pla­cid star­ing. The day was end­ing in a serenity of still and ex­quis­ite bril­liance. 
The wa­ter shone pa­cific­ally; the sky, without a speck, was a be­nign im­mens­ity of un­stained light; 
the very mist on the Es­sex marshes was like a gauzy and ra­di­ant fab­ric, hung from the wooded rises in­land, and drap­ing the low shores in dia­phan­ous folds. 
Only the gloom to the west, brood­ing over the up­per reaches, be­came more somber every minute, as if angered by the ap­proach of the sun. 



And at last, in its curved and im­per­cept­ible fall, the sun sank low, 
and from glow­ing white changed to a dull red without rays and without heat, 
as if about to go out sud­denly, stricken to death by the touch of that gloom brood­ing over a crowd of men. 



Forth­with a change came over the wa­ters, and the serenity be­came less bril­liant but more pro­found. 
The old river in its broad reach res­ted un­ruffled at the de­cline of day, 
after ages of good ser­vice done to the race that peopled its banks, 
spread out in the tran­quil dig­nity of a wa­ter­way lead­ing to the ut­ter­most ends of the earth. 
We looked at the ven­er­able stream not in the vivid flush of a short day that comes and de­parts for ever, but in the au­gust light of abid­ing memor­ies. 
And in­deed noth­ing is easi­er for a man who has, as the phrase goes, “fol­lowed the sea” with rev­er­ence and af­fec­tion, 
than to evoke the great spir­it of the past upon the lower reaches of the Thames. 
The tid­al cur­rent runs to and fro in its un­ceas­ing ser­vice, crowded with memor­ies of men and ships it had borne to the rest of home or to the battles of the sea. 
It had known and served all the men of whom the na­tion is proud, from Sir Fran­cis Drake to Sir John Frank­lin, knights all, titled and un­titled — the great knights-er­rant of the sea. 
It had borne all the ships whose names are like jew­els flash­ing in the night of time, 
from the Golden Hind re­turn­ing with her round flanks full of treas­ure, to be vis­ited by the Queen’s High­ness and thus pass out of the gi­gant­ic tale, 
to the Ere­bus and Ter­ror, bound on oth­er con­quests — and that nev­er re­turned. 
It had known the ships and the men. They had sailed from Dept­ford, from Green­wich, from Erith — 
the ad­ven­tur­ers and the set­tlers; kings’ ships and the ships of men on ’Change; cap­tains, ad­mir­als, 
the dark “in­ter­lopers” of the East­ern trade, and the com­mis­sioned “gen­er­als” of East In­dia fleets. 
Hunters for gold or pur­suers of fame, they all had gone out on that stream, bear­ing the sword, and of­ten the torch, 
mes­sen­gers of the might with­in the land, bear­ers of a spark from the sac­red fire. 
What great­ness had not floated on the ebb of that river into the mys­tery of an un­known earth! 
… The dreams of men, the seed of com­mon­wealths, the germs of em­pires. 
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