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DUR­ING the dread reign of the Chol­era in New-York, I had ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion of a re­l­at­ive

Zur Zeit, als die fürch­ter­li­che Cho­le­ra in Neuyork herrsch­te, war ich der Ein­la­dung ei­nes Ver­wand­ten ge­folgt,

to spend a fort­night with him in the re­tire­ment of his cot­tage orné on the banks of the Hud­son.

vier­zehn Tage in sei­nem Land­haus am Ufer des Hud­son zu ver­brin­gen.

We had here around us all the or­din­ary means of sum­mer amuse­ment;

Wir hat­ten hier al­les, was man zur som­mer­li­chen Un­ter­hal­tung braucht,

and what with ram­bling in the woods, sketch­ing, boat­ing, fish­ing, bathing, mu­sic and books, we should have passed the time pleas­antly enough,

und wir hät­ten die Zeit mit Wald­spa­zier­gän­gen und Ma­len, mit Ru­dern, Fi­schen, Ba­den, Mu­si­zie­ren und Le­sen recht an­ge­nehm ver­bracht,

but for the fear­ful in­tel­li­gence which reached us every morn­ing from the pop­u­lous city.

wäre uns nicht all­mor­gend­lich aus der volk­rei­chen Stadt so grau­si­ge Bot­schaft zu­ge­gan­gen.

Not a day elapsed which did not bring us news of the de­cease of some ac­quaint­ance.

Kein Tag ging hin, ohne uns Nach­richt von dem Ab­le­ben ir­gend­ei­nes Be­kann­ten zu brin­gen.

Then, as the fatal­ity in­creased, we learned to ex­pect daily the loss of some friend.

Dann, als das Ver­häng­nis zu­nahm, lern­ten wir, täg­lich mit dem Ver­lust ei­nes Freun­des zu rech­nen.

At length we trembled at the ap­proach of every mes­sen­ger. The very air from the South seemed to us redol­ent with death.

Schließ­lich zit­ter­ten wir beim Na­hen je­des Bo­ten. Die gan­ze Luft von Sü­den her schi­en uns nach Tod zu rie­chen.

That palsy­ing thought, in­deed, took en­tire pos­ses­sion of my soul. I could neither speak, think, nor dream of any­thing else.

Ja, die­se läh­men­de Vor­stel­lung nahm von mei­ner gan­zen See­le Be­sitz. Ich konn­te von nichts an­derm mehr re­den oder träu­men, an nichts andres mehr den­ken.

My host was of a less ex­cit­able tem­pera­ment, and, al­though greatly de­pressed in spir­its, ex­er­ted him­self to sus­tain my own.

Mein Gast­ge­ber war nicht von so leich­ter Er­reg­bar­keit, und ob­gleich er sehr nie­der­ge­schla­gen blieb, be­müh­te er sich noch, mei­ne Le­bens­geis­ter zu he­ben.

His richly philo­soph­ic­al in­tel­lect was not at any time af­fected by un­real­it­ies.

Sein sehr phi­lo­so­phi­scher Ver­stand ließ sich nicht von Un­wirk­lich­kei­ten be­rüh­ren.

To the sub­stances of ter­ror he was suf­fi­ciently alive, but of its shad­ows he had no ap­pre­hen­sion.

Die wirk­li­chen Schre­cken emp­fand er stark ge­nug, für ihre Schat­ten aber, ihre Spie­ge­lun­gen, hat­te er kein Ver­ständ­nis.




His en­deavors to arouse me from the con­di­tion of ab­nor­mal gloom into which I had fallen,

Sei­ne Ver­su­che, mich dem un­na­tür­li­chen Trüb­sinn, dem ich ver­fal­len war, zu ent­rei­ßen,

were frus­trated in great meas­ure, by cer­tain volumes which I had found in his lib­rary.

wur­den durch ei­ni­ge Schrif­ten, die ich in sei­ner Bi­blio­thek ge­fun­den hat­te, wie­der zu­nich­te ge­macht.

These were of a char­ac­ter to force into ger­min­a­tion whatever seeds of hered­it­ary su­per­sti­tion lay lat­ent in my bos­om.

Sie wa­ren der­art, daß sie den Sa­men er­erb­ten Aber­glau­bens, der la­tent in mir vor­han­den war, zum Kei­men brach­ten.

I had been read­ing these books without his know­ledge,

Ich hat­te jene Bü­cher ohne sein Wis­sen ge­le­sen,

and thus he was of­ten at a loss to ac­count for the for­cible im­pres­sions which had been made upon my fancy.

und so blieb er im un­kla­ren dar­über, auf wel­che Ur­sa­chen mei­ne un­heim­li­chen Phan­tasi­en zu­rück­zu­füh­ren sei­en.








DUR­ING the dread reign of the Chol­era in New-York, I had ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion of a re­l­at­ive 
to spend a fort­night with him in the re­tire­ment of his cot­tage orné on the banks of the Hud­son. 
We had here around us all the or­din­ary means of sum­mer amuse­ment; 
and what with ram­bling in the woods, sketch­ing, boat­ing, fish­ing, bathing, mu­sic and books, we should have passed the time pleas­antly enough, 
but for the fear­ful in­tel­li­gence which reached us every morn­ing from the pop­u­lous city. 
Not a day elapsed which did not bring us news of the de­cease of some ac­quaint­ance. 
Then, as the fatal­ity in­creased, we learned to ex­pect daily the loss of some friend. 
At length we trembled at the ap­proach of every mes­sen­ger. The very air from the South seemed to us redol­ent with death. 
That palsy­ing thought, in­deed, took en­tire pos­ses­sion of my soul. I could neither speak, think, nor dream of any­thing else. 
My host was of a less ex­cit­able tem­pera­ment, and, al­though greatly de­pressed in spir­its, ex­er­ted him­self to sus­tain my own. 
His richly philo­soph­ic­al in­tel­lect was not at any time af­fected by un­real­it­ies. 
To the sub­stances of ter­ror he was suf­fi­ciently alive, but of its shad­ows he had no ap­pre­hen­sion. 



His en­deavors to arouse me from the con­di­tion of ab­nor­mal gloom into which I had fallen, 
were frus­trated in great meas­ure, by cer­tain volumes which I had found in his lib­rary. 
These were of a char­ac­ter to force into ger­min­a­tion whatever seeds of hered­it­ary su­per­sti­tion lay lat­ent in my bos­om. 
I had been read­ing these books without his know­ledge, 
and thus he was of­ten at a loss to ac­count for the for­cible im­pres­sions which had been made upon my fancy. 




OEBPS/Images/cover00009.jpeg
EDGAR ALLAN

POE

THE SPHINX
DIE SPHINX

doppel
~text~

www.doppeltext.com





