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What say of it? what say of con­science grim,
That spectre in my path?
Cham­ber­layne’s Phar­ronida.

Was sagt von ihm das grim­me Ge­wis­sen,
Je­nes Ge­spenst in mei­nem Weg?
W. Cham­ber­lay­nes Pha­ron­nia




LET me call my­self, for the present, Wil­li­am Wilson. The fair page now ly­ing be­fore me need not be sul­lied with my real ap­pel­la­tion.

Er­laubt, dass ich mich Wil­liam Wil­son nen­ne. Das rei­ne schö­ne Blatt hier vor mir soll nicht mit mei­nem wah­ren Na­men be­fleckt wer­den,

This has been already too much an ob­ject for the scorn — for the hor­ror — for the de­test­a­tion of my race.

der mei­ne Fa­mi­lie mit Ab­scheu und Ent­set­zen, ja mit Ekel er­füllt.

To the ut­ter­most re­gions of the globe have not the in­dig­nant winds bruited its un­par­alleled in­famy?

Ha­ben nicht die em­pör­ten Win­de sei­ne Schmach bis in die ent­le­gens­ten Län­der der Erde ge­tra­gen?

Oh, out­cast of all out­casts most aban­doned! — to the earth art thou not forever dead? to its hon­ors, to its flowers, to its golden as­pir­a­tions?

Ver­wor­fens­ter al­ler ver­las­se­nen Ver­wor­fe­nen, bist du für die Welt nicht auf im­mer tot? Tot für ihre Eh­ren, ihre Blu­men, ihre gol­de­nen Hoff­nun­gen?

— and a cloud, dense, dis­mal, and lim­it­less, does it not hang etern­ally between thy hopes and heav­en?

Und hängt sie nicht ewig zwi­schen dei­nem Hof­fen und dem Him­mel – die dich­te schwe­re gren­zen­lo­se graue Wol­ke?




I would not, if I could, here or to-day, em­body a re­cord of my later years of un­speak­able misery, and un­par­don­able crime.

Selbst wenn ich es könn­te, wür­de ich es doch ver­mei­den, von dem un­aus­sprech­li­chen Elend und der un­ver­zeih­li­chen Ver­dor­ben­heit mei­ner letz­ten Jah­re hier zu re­den.

This epoch — these later years — took unto them­selves a sud­den el­ev­a­tion in turpitude,

Von die­ser Zeit – von die­sen letz­ten Jah­ren, die mei­ne See­le so mit Schänd­lich­keit be­las­tet,

whose ori­gin alone it is my present pur­pose to as­sign.

will ich nur in­so­fern re­den, als ich ver­su­chen will, hier nie­der­zu­le­gen, was mich so in die Tie­fen des Bö­sen hin­ein­ge­trie­ben.

Men usu­ally grow base by de­grees. From me, in an in­stant, all vir­tue dropped bod­ily as a mantle.

Ge­wöhn­lich sinkt der Mensch nur nach und nach. Von mir fiel alle Tu­gend in ei­nem Au­gen­bli­cke ab, gleich ei­nem Man­tel.

From com­par­at­ively trivi­al wicked­ness I passed, with the stride of a gi­ant, into more than the enorm­it­ies of an Elah-Gabal­us.

Aus ver­hält­nis­mä­ßig ge­rin­ger Schlech­tig­keit wuchs ich mit Rie­sen­kraft zu den Un­ge­heu­er­lich­kei­ten ei­nes He­lio­ga­ba­lus auf.

What chance — what one event brought this evil thing to pass, bear with me while I re­late.

Wel­cher Zu­fall – wel­ches eine Er­eig­nis dies ver­an­lass­te, will ich euch jetzt be­rich­ten.

Death ap­proaches; and the shad­ow which fore­runs him has thrown a soften­ing in­flu­ence over my spir­it.

Mir naht der Tod, und der Schat­ten, der ihm vor­her­geht, hat mei­nen Geist sanft­mü­tig ge­macht.

I long, in passing through the dim val­ley, for the sym­pathy — I had nearly said for the pity — of my fel­low men.

Da ich nun das düs­te­re Tal durch­schrei­ten muss, ver­langt mich nach dem Mit­ge­fühl, fast hät­te ich ge­sagt nach dem Mit­leid mei­ner Men­schen­brü­der.

I would fain have them be­lieve that I have been, in some meas­ure, the slave of cir­cum­stances bey­ond hu­man con­trol.

Ich möch­te sie ger­ne da­von über­zeu­gen, dass ich in ge­wis­sem Gra­de der Skla­ve von Um­stän­den ge­we­sen bin, die au­ßer­halb mensch­li­cher Be­rech­nung lie­gen.

I would wish them to seek out for me, in the de­tails I am about to give, some little oas­is of fatal­ity amid a wil­der­ness of er­ror.

Ich möch­te, dass sie in­mit­ten der Ein­zel­hei­ten, die ich hier wie­der­ge­ben will, in all der Wüs­te von Fehl und Ver­ir­rung, hie und da wie eine Oase die un­er­bitt­li­che Schick­sals­fü­gung fän­den.

I would have them al­low — what they can­not re­frain from al­low­ing

Ich möch­te, dass sie ein­ge­stän­den (sie müs­sen es ein­ge­ste­hen),

— that, al­though tempta­tion may have ere­while ex­is­ted as great, man was nev­er thus, at least, temp­ted be­fore — cer­tainly, nev­er thus fell.

dass – wie sehr auch wir Men­schen von An­be­ginn der Welt ver­sucht wor­den – nicht ei­ner so ver­sucht wur­de wie ich und ge­wiss­lich nicht ei­ner so un­ter­lag.

And is it there­fore that he has nev­er thus suffered? Have I not in­deed been liv­ing in a dream?

Hat also noch nie­mand so ge­lit­ten? Leb­te ich nicht viel­leicht in ei­nem Traum?

And am I not now dy­ing a vic­tim to the hor­ror and the mys­tery of the wild­est of all sub­lun­ary vis­ions?

Und st­er­be als ein Op­fer ge­hei­mer und schreck­li­cher äu­ße­rer Kräf­te, die in uns wir­ken?








What say of it? what say of con­science grim,
That spectre in my path?
Cham­ber­layne’s Phar­ronida. 



LET me call my­self, for the present, Wil­li­am Wilson. The fair page now ly­ing be­fore me need not be sul­lied with my real ap­pel­la­tion. 
This has been already too much an ob­ject for the scorn — for the hor­ror — for the de­test­a­tion of my race. 
To the ut­ter­most re­gions of the globe have not the in­dig­nant winds bruited its un­par­alleled in­famy? 
Oh, out­cast of all out­casts most aban­doned! — to the earth art thou not forever dead? to its hon­ors, to its flowers, to its golden as­pir­a­tions? 
— and a cloud, dense, dis­mal, and lim­it­less, does it not hang etern­ally between thy hopes and heav­en? 



I would not, if I could, here or to-day, em­body a re­cord of my later years of un­speak­able misery, and un­par­don­able crime. 
This epoch — these later years — took unto them­selves a sud­den el­ev­a­tion in turpitude, 
whose ori­gin alone it is my present pur­pose to as­sign. 
Men usu­ally grow base by de­grees. From me, in an in­stant, all vir­tue dropped bod­ily as a mantle. 
From com­par­at­ively trivi­al wicked­ness I passed, with the stride of a gi­ant, into more than the enorm­it­ies of an Elah-Gabal­us. 
What chance — what one event brought this evil thing to pass, bear with me while I re­late. 
Death ap­proaches; and the shad­ow which fore­runs him has thrown a soften­ing in­flu­ence over my spir­it. 
I long, in passing through the dim val­ley, for the sym­pathy — I had nearly said for the pity — of my fel­low men. 
I would fain have them be­lieve that I have been, in some meas­ure, the slave of cir­cum­stances bey­ond hu­man con­trol. 
I would wish them to seek out for me, in the de­tails I am about to give, some little oas­is of fatal­ity amid a wil­der­ness of er­ror. 
I would have them al­low — what they can­not re­frain from al­low­ing 
— that, al­though tempta­tion may have ere­while ex­is­ted as great, man was nev­er thus, at least, temp­ted be­fore — cer­tainly, nev­er thus fell. 
And is it there­fore that he has nev­er thus suffered? Have I not in­deed been liv­ing in a dream? 
And am I not now dy­ing a vic­tim to the hor­ror and the mys­tery of the wild­est of all sub­lun­ary vis­ions? 
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