
  
    
      
    
  


TABLE OF CONTENTS



	TITELBLATT

	IMPRESSUM

	PART I. THE OLD BUCCANEER

	CHAPTER I. THE OLD SEA-DOG AT THE “ADMIRAL BENBOW”

	CHAPTER II. BLACK DOG APPEARS AND DISAPPEARS

	CHAPTER III. THE BLACK SPOT

	CHAPTER IV. THE SEA-CHEST

	CHAPTER V. THE LAST OF THE BLIND MAN

	CHAPTER VI. THE CAPTAIN’S PAPERS

	PART II. THE SEA-COOK

	CHAPTER VII. I GO TO BRISTOL

	CHAPTER VIII. AT THE SIGN OF THE “SPY-GLASS”

	CHAPTER IX. POWDER AND ARMS

	CHAPTER X. THE VOYAGE

	CHAPTER XI. WHAT I HEARD IN THE APPLE BARREL

	CHAPTER XII. COUNCIL OF WAR

	PART III. MY SHORE ADVENTURE

	CHAPTER XIII. HOW MY SHORE ADVENTURE BEGAN

	CHAPTER XIV. THE FIRST BLOW

	CHAPTER XV. THE MAN OF THE ISLAND

	PART IV. THE STOCKADE

	CHAPTER XVI. NARRATIVE CONTINUED BY THE DOCTOR — HOW THE SHIP WAS ABANDONED

	CHAPTER XVII. NARRATIVE CONTINUED BY THE DOCTOR — THE JOLLY-BOAT’S LAST TRIP

	CHAPTER XVIII. NARRATIVE CONTINUED BY THE DOCTOR — END OF THE FIRST DAY’S FIGHTING

	CHAPTER XIX. NARRATIVE RESUMED BY JIM HAWKINS — THE GARRISON IN THE STOCKADE

	CHAPTER XX. SILVER’S EMBASSY

	CHAPTER XXI. THE ATTACK

	PART V. MY SEA ADVENTURE

	CHAPTER XXII. HOW MY SEA ADVENTURE BEGAN

	CHAPTER XXIII. THE EBB-TIDE RUNS

	CHAPTER XXIV. THE CRUISE OF THE CORACLE

	CHAPTER XXV. I STRIKE THE JOLLY ROGER

	CHAPTER XXVI. ISRAEL HANDS

	CHAPTER XXVII. “PIECES OF EIGHT”

	PART VI. CAPTAIN SILVER

	CHAPTER XXVIII. IN THE ENEMY’S CAMP

	CHAPTER XXIX. THE BLACK SPOT AGAIN

	CHAPTER XXX. ON PAROLE

	CHAPTER XXXI. THE TREASURE-HUNT — FLINT’S POINTER

	CHAPTER XXXII. THE TREASURE-HUNT — THE VOICE AMONG THE TREES

	CHAPTER XXXIII. THE FALL OF A CHIEFTAIN

	CHAPTER XXXIV. AND LAST

	TREASURE ISLAND (ENGLISCH)





Robert Louis Stevenson

Treasure Island / Die Schatzinsel

Zweisprachige Ausgabe

Übersetzt von Heinrich Conrad






Klicken Sie auf die unterstrichenen Querverweise, um zwischen der zweisprachigen Version und dem Original zu wechseln.




Der Originaltext und die Übersetzung sind gemeinfrei. Die Rechte für die synchronisierte zweisprachige Ausgabe und für die von uns in der Übersetzung ergänzten Textpassagen liegen bei Doppeltext.




Unser Programm umfasst viele weitere zweisprachige Titel.  Besuchen Sie www.doppeltext.com, um mehr zu erfahren.




Wir freuen uns auf Ihre Meinung und Kritik.




Doppeltext

Igor Kogan & Tatiana Zelenska

Karwendelstr. 25

D-81369 München

Tel. +49-89-74 79 28 26

www.doppeltext.com

info@doppeltext.com




[image: ]




PART I. THE OLD BUCCANEER


TEIL I. DER ALTE FREIBEUTER





CHAPTER I. THE OLD SEA-DOG AT THE “ADMIRAL BENBOW”


KAPITEL I. DER ALTE SEEHUND IM »ADMIRAL BENBOW«





SQUIRE Tre­lawney, Doc­tor Live­sey, and the rest of these gen­tle­men hav­ing asked me to write down the whole par­tic­u­lars about Treas­ure Is­land, from the be­gin­ning to the end,

Guts­herr Tre­law­ney, Dr. Li­ve­sey und die üb­ri­gen Her­ren ha­ben mich ge­be­ten, un­se­re Fahrt nach der Schat­zin­sel vom An­fang bis zum Ende zu be­schrei­ben,

keep­ing noth­ing back but the bear­ings of the is­land, and that only be­cause there is still treas­ure not yet lif­ted,

und da­bei nichts zu ver­schwei­gen als die ge­naue Lage der In­sel, und zwar auch dies nur des­halb, weil noch jetzt un­ge­ho­be­ne Schät­ze dort vor­han­den sind.

I take up my pen in the year of grace 17—, and go back to the time when my fath­er kept the “Ad­mir­al Ben­bow” Inn,

So er­grei­fe ich die Fe­der in die­sem Jah­re des Heils 17.. und ver­set­ze mich zu­rück in die Zeit, als mein Va­ter den Gast­hof zum »Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow« hielt,

and the brown old sea­man, with the saber cut, first took up his lodging un­der our roof.

und als der braun­ge­brann­te alte See­mann mit der Sä­bel­nar­be im Ge­sicht zu­erst un­ter un­se­rem Dache Woh­nung nahm.




I re­mem­ber him as if it were yes­ter­day, as he came plod­ding to the inn door,

Ich er­in­ne­re mich, wie wenn es ges­tern ge­we­sen wäre, des Man­nes: wie er in die Tür un­se­res Hau­ses her­ein­kam,

his sea-chest fol­low­ing be­hind him in a hand-bar­row; a tall, strong, heavy, nut-brown man;

wäh­rend sei­ne Schif­fer­kis­te ihm auf ei­nem Schieb­kar­ren nach­ge­fah­ren wur­de – ein großer, star­ker, schwe­rer, nuß­brau­ner Mann;

his tarry pig-tail fall­ing over the shoulders of his soiled blue coat;

sein tee­ri­ger Zopf hing ihm im Nacken über sei­nen fle­cki­gen blau­en Rock her­un­ter;

his hands ragged and scarred, with black, broken nails, and the saber cut across one cheek, a dirty, liv­id white.

sei­ne Hän­de wa­ren schwie­lig und ris­sig mit ab­ge­bro­che­nen, schwar­zen Fin­ger­nä­geln, und der Sä­bel­schmiß, der sich über die eine Wan­ge hin­zog, war von schmut­zig-wei­ßer Far­be.

I re­mem­ber him look­ing round the cove and whist­ling to him­self as he did so,

Er sah sich im Schenk­zim­mer um und pfiff da­bei vor sich hin,

and then break­ing out in that old sea-song that he sang so of­ten af­ter­wards:

und dann stimm­te er das alte Schif­fer­lied an, das er spä­ter so oft sang:




“Fif­teen men on the dead man’s chest,
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!”

Fünf­zehn Mann bei des To­ten Kist’ –
Jo­ho­ho, und ’ne Bud­del, Bud­del Rum!




in the high, old tot­ter­ing voice that seemed to have been tuned and broken at the cap­stan bars.

in der zit­te­ri­gen, ho­hen Stim­me, die so klang, wie wenn eine An­ker­win­de ge­dreht wür­de.

Then he rapped on the door with a bit of stick like a hand­spike that he car­ried,

Dann schlug er mit ei­nem Knüp­pel, so dick wie eine Hand­spei­che, ge­gen die Tür,

and when my fath­er ap­peared, called roughly for a glass of rum.

und als mein Va­ter er­schi­en, ver­lang­te er barsch ein Glas Rum.

This, when it was brought to him, he drank slowly,

Als die­ses ihm ge­bracht wor­den war, trank er es lang­sam aus,

like a con­nois­seur, linger­ing on the taste, and still look­ing about him at the cliffs and up at our sign­board.

wie ein Ken­ner, mit der Zun­ge den Ge­schmack nach­prü­fend, und da­bei sah er sich durch das Fens­ter die Strand­klip­pen und un­ser Wirts­schild an. Schließ­lich sag­te er:




“This is a handy cove,” says he, at length; “and a pleas­ant sittyated grog-shop. Much com­pany, mate?”

»Das ist ’ne net­te Bucht und ’ne an­ge­nehm ge­le­ge­ne Grog­k­nei­pe. Viel Ge­sell­schaft, Maat?«




My fath­er told him no, very little com­pany, the more was the pity.

Mein Va­ter sag­te ihm, Ge­sell­schaft käme lei­der nur sehr we­nig.




“Well, then,” said he, “this is the berth for me.

»So? Na, dann ist das die rich­ti­ge Stel­le für mich.

Here you, matey,” he cried to the man who trundled the bar­row; “bring up along­side and help up my chest.

Heda, Ihr, mein Mann!« rief er dem Mann zu, der den Hand­kar­ren schob: »La­det mal mei­ne Kis­te ab und bringt sie nach oben!

I’ll stay here a bit,” he con­tin­ued. “I’m a plain man; rum and ba­con and eggs is what I want,

Hier will ich ein biß­chen blei­ben! Ich bin ein ein­fa­cher Mann – Rum und Speck und Eier, wei­ter brau­che ich nichts;

and that head up there for to watch ships off.

und au­ßer­dem die Klip­pe da drau­ßen, um die Schif­fe zu be­ob­ach­ten.

What you mought call me? You mought call me cap­tain.

Wie Sie mich nen­nen könn­ten? Kap­tein kön­nen Sie mich nen­nen.

Oh, I see what you’re at — there”; and he threw down three or four gold pieces on the threshold.

Ach so – ich sehe schon, wor­auf Sie hin­aus­wol­len – da!« und er warf drei oder vier Gold­stücke auf den Tisch.

“You can tell me when I’ve worked through that,” said he, look­ing as fierce as a com­mand­er.

»Wenn ich das ver­zehrt habe, kön­nen Sie mir Be­scheid sa­gen!« rief er, und da­bei sah er so stolz aus wie ein Ad­mi­ral.




And, in­deed, bad as his clothes were, and coarsely as he spoke, he had none of the ap­pear­ance of a man who sailed be­fore the mast,

Und in der Tat – so schlecht sei­ne Klei­der wa­ren und so ge­mein sei­ne Sprech­wei­se, er sah durch­aus nicht wie ein Mann aus, der vor dem Mast fuhr,

but seemed like a mate or skip­per, ac­cus­tomed to be obeyed or to strike.

son­dern war of­fen­bar ein Steu­er­mann oder ein Schif­fer, der ge­wohnt war, daß man ihm ge­horch­te, oder sonst gab’s Prü­gel.

The man who came with the bar­row told us the mail had set him down the morn­ing be­fore at the “Roy­al George”;

Der Mann, der den Schieb­kar­ren ge­fah­ren hat­te, sag­te uns, die Post­kut­sche hät­te ihn am Tag vor­her am Roy­al Ge­or­ge ab­ge­setzt;

that he had in­quired what inns there were along the coast, and hear­ing ours well spoken of, I sup­pose,

er hät­te sich er­kun­digt, was für Gast­hö­fe an der Küs­te wä­ren, und als er ge­hört hät­te, daß man un­ser Haus lob­te, – und be­son­ders, so ver­mu­te ich we­nigs­tens,

and de­scribed as lonely, had chosen it from the oth­ers for his place of res­id­ence.

als man es ihm als ein­sam ge­le­gen be­schrieb – hät­te er be­schlos­sen, bei uns Auf­ent­halt zu neh­men.

And that was all we could learn of our guest.

Und das war al­les, was wir über un­se­ren Gast er­fah­ren konn­ten.




He was a very si­lent man by cus­tom. All day he hung round the cove, or upon the cliffs, with a brass tele­scope;

Er war ein schweig­sa­mer Mann. Den gan­zen Tag lun­ger­te er an der Bucht oder auf den Klip­pen her­um und sah durch sein Mes­sing­fern­rohr über See und Strand;

all even­ing he sat in a corner of the par­lor next the fire, and drank rum and wa­ter very strong.

den gan­zen Abend aber saß er in ei­ner Ecke der Schenk­stu­be ganz dicht am Feu­er und trank Rum und Was­ser, und zwar eine sehr stei­fe Mi­schung.

Mostly he would not speak when spoken to; only look up sud­den and fierce, and blow through his nose like a fog-horn;

Wenn je­mand ihn an­re­de­te, ant­wor­te­te er für ge­wöhn­lich nicht, son­dern sah nur plötz­lich mit ei­nem wü­ten­den Blick auf und blies durch sei­ne Nase wie durch ein Ne­bel­horn;

and we and the people who came about our house soon learned to let him be.

und wir und un­se­re Be­su­cher merk­ten bald, daß man ihn dann in Ruhe las­sen muß­te.

Every day, when he came back from his stroll, he would ask if any sea­far­ing men had gone by along the road.

Je­den Tag, wenn er von sei­nen Gän­gen zu­rück­kam, frag­te er, ob See­leu­te auf der Land­stra­ße vor­über­ge­kom­men wä­ren.

At first we thought it was the want of com­pany of his own kind that made him ask this ques­tion;

An­fangs dach­ten wir, er frag­te, weil er sich nach Ge­sell­schaft von Ka­me­ra­den sehn­te;

but at last we began to see he was de­sirous to avoid them.

schließ­lich aber merk­ten wir, daß er im Ge­gen­teil es zu ver­mei­den wünsch­te.

When a sea­man put up at the “Ad­mir­al Ben­bow” (as now and then some did, mak­ing by the coast road for Bris­tol),

Wenn ein See­mann im »Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow« ein­kehr­te – wie es ab und zu ge­sch­ah, wenn Leu­te auf der Küs­ten­stra­ße nach Bris­tol gin­gen

he would look in at him through the cur­tained door be­fore he entered the par­lor;

– so sah er sich ihn durch das ver­häng­te Fens­ter­chen in der Tür an, be­vor er die Schenk­stu­be be­trat;

and he was al­ways sure to be as si­lent as a mouse when any such was present.

und wenn solch ein See­mann an­we­send war, ver­hielt er sich im­mer mäus­chen­stil­le.

For me, at least, there was no secret about the mat­ter; for I was, in a way, a sharer in his alarms.

Vor mir such­te er auch kein Ge­heim­nis aus der Sa­che zu ma­chen, son­dern er be­tei­lig­te mich im Ge­gen­teil ge­wis­ser­ma­ßen an sei­ner Un­ru­he.




He had taken me aside one day and prom­ised me a sil­ver four­penny on the first of every month

Er hat­te mich näm­lich ei­nes Ta­ges bei­sei­te ge­nom­men und mir ver­spro­chen: er woll­te mir am Ers­ten je­den Mo­nats ein sil­ber­nes Vier-Pen­ny-Stück ge­ben,

if I would only keep my “weath­er eye open for a sea­far­ing man with one leg,”

wenn ich bloß »mein Wet­ter­au­ge of­fen hal­ten woll­te nach ei­nem See­mann mit nur ei­nem Bein«,

and let him know the mo­ment he ap­peared.

und wenn ich ihm, so­bald der auf­tauch­te, au­gen­blick­lich Be­scheid ge­ben woll­te.

Of­ten enough when the first of the month came round, and I ap­plied to him for my wage, he would only blow through his nose at me, and stare me down;

Wenn nun der Mo­nats­ers­te da war und ich mei­nen Lohn von ihm ver­lang­te, dann kam es oft ge­nug vor, daß er nur durch die Nase blies und mich mit ei­nem wü­ten­den Blick an­sah;

but be­fore the week was out he was sure to think bet­ter of it, bring me my four­penny piece,

aber be­vor die Wo­che zu Ende war, hat­te er es sich je­des­mal bes­ser über­legt: er brach­te mir das Vier-Pen­ny-Stück

and re­peat his or­ders to look out for “the sea­far­ing man with one leg.”

und wie­der­hol­te sei­nen Be­fehl, »nach dem See­mann mit dem einen Bein Aus­guck zu hal­ten«.




How that per­son­age haunted my dreams, I need scarcely tell you.

Wie die­ser See­mann mich in mei­nen Träu­men ver­folg­te, brau­che ich kaum zu sa­gen.

On stormy nights, when the wind shook the four corners of the house, and the surf roared along the cove and up the cliffs,

In stür­mi­schen Näch­ten, wenn der Wind die vier Ecken un­se­res Hau­ses schüt­tel­te und die Bran­dung in der Bucht ge­gen die Klip­pen don­ner­te,

I would see him in a thou­sand forms, and with a thou­sand diabol­ic­al ex­pres­sions.

sah ich ihn in tau­send Ge­stal­ten und mit tau­send teuf­li­schen Ge­sich­tern.

Now the leg would be cut off at the knee, now at the hip;

Bald war das Bein am Knie ab­ge­nom­men, bald dicht an der Hüf­te;

now he was a mon­strous kind of a creature who had nev­er had but one leg, and that in the middle of his body.

dann wie­der war er ein un­ge­heu­er­li­ches Ge­schöpf, das im­mer nur ein ein­zi­ges Bein ge­habt hat­te, und zwar mit­ten un­ter dem Rumpf.

To see him leap and run and pur­sue me over hedge and ditch, was the worst of night­mares.

Ihn zu se­hen, wie er sprang und lief und mich über Grä­ben und He­cken ver­folg­te, das war für mich der fürch­ter­lichs­te Nacht­mahr.

And al­to­geth­er I paid pretty dear for my monthly four­penny piece, in the shape of these ab­om­in­able fan­cies.

So muß­te ich ei­gent­lich mein mo­nat­li­ches Vier-Pen­ny-Stück recht teu­er be­zah­len, denn ich be­kam da­für die­se gräß­li­chen Traum­ge­sich­te in den Kauf.




But though I was so ter­ri­fied by the idea of the sea­far­ing man with one leg,

Wenn ich vor dem ein­bei­ni­gen See­mann eine schreck­li­che Angst hat­te,

I was far less afraid of the cap­tain him­self than any­body else who knew him.

so hat­te ich da­für vor dem Kap­tein sel­ber we­ni­ger Furcht als an­de­re, die ihn kann­ten.

There were nights when he took a deal more rum and wa­ter than his head would carry;

An man­chen Aben­den nahm er mehr Rum und Was­ser zu sich, als sein Kopf ver­tra­gen konn­te;

and then he would some­times sit and sing his wicked, old, wild sea-songs, mind­ing nobody;

dann saß er zu­wei­len, ohne sich um ir­gend­ei­nen Men­schen zu be­küm­mern, und sang sei­ne ruch­lo­sen al­ten wil­den Schif­fer­lie­der;

but some­times he would call for glasses round, and force all the trem­bling com­pany to listen to his stor­ies or bear a chor­us to his singing.

zu­wei­len aber be­stell­te er Run­den und zwang die gan­ze zit­tern­de Ge­sell­schaft, sei­ne Ge­schich­ten an­zu­hö­ren oder als Chor in sei­ne Lie­der ein­zu­fal­len.

Of­ten I have heard the house shak­ing with “Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum,” all the neigh­bors join­ing in for dear life,

Oft zit­ter­te das Haus von dem »Jo­ho­ho, und ’ne Bud­del, Bud­del Rum«; alle Nach­barn stimm­ten aus vol­ler Keh­le ein,

with the fear of death upon them, and each singing louder than the oth­er to avoid re­mark.

mit ei­ner To­des­angst im Lei­be, und ei­ner sang noch lau­ter als der an­de­re, da­mit nur der Kap­tein kei­ne Be­mer­kun­gen mach­te.

For in these fits he was the most over­rid­ing com­pan­ion ever known; he would slap his hand on the table for si­lence all around;

Denn wenn er die­se An­fäl­le hat­te, war er der un­ge­müt­lichs­te Ge­sell­schaf­ter von der Welt; dann schlug er mit der Faust auf den Tisch und ge­bot Ruhe;

he would fly up in a pas­sion of an­ger at a ques­tion, or some­times be­cause none was put,

wenn ir­gend­ei­ne Zwi­schen­fra­ge ge­stellt wur­de, reg­te er sich fürch­ter­lich auf – manch­mal aber noch mehr, wenn kei­ne Fra­ge ge­stellt wur­de,

and so he judged the com­pany was not fol­low­ing his story.

weil er dann glaub­te, die Ge­sell­schaft hör­te nicht auf sei­ne Ge­schich­te.

Nor would he al­low any­one to leave the inn till he had drunk him­self sleepy and reeled off to bed.

An sol­chen Aben­den durf­te kei­ner die Schenk­stu­be ver­las­sen, bis er sel­ber vom Trin­ken schläf­rig ge­wor­den war und ins Bett tau­mel­te.




His stor­ies were what frightened people worst of all. Dread­ful stor­ies they were; about hanging, and walk­ing the plank,

Am meis­ten Angst mach­te er den Leu­ten mit sei­nen Ge­schich­ten. Und fürch­ter­li­che Ge­schich­ten wa­ren es al­ler­dings: von Hän­gen, über die Plan­ke ge­hen las­sen,

and storms at sea, and the Dry Tor­tu­gas, and wild deeds and places on the Span­ish Main.

von Stür­men auf ho­her See, und von den Schild­krö­ten­in­seln, und von wil­den Ge­fech­ten und Ta­ten, und von Hä­fen in den west­in­di­schen Ge­wäs­sern.

By his own ac­count, he must have lived his life among some of the wick­ed­est men that God ever al­lowed upon the sea;

Nach sei­nen ei­ge­nen Be­rich­ten muß­te er un­ter den größ­ten Ver­bre­chern ge­lebt ha­ben, die Gott je­mals zur See ge­hen ließ;

and the lan­guage in which he told these stor­ies shocked our plain coun­try people al­most as much as the crimes that he de­scribed.

und die Wor­te, in de­nen er die­se Ge­schich­ten er­zähl­te, ent­setz­ten un­se­re gu­ten Land­leu­te bei­na­he eben­so­sehr wie die Ver­bre­chen, von de­nen sie han­del­ten.

My fath­er was al­ways say­ing the inn would be ruined,

Mein Va­ter sag­te fort­wäh­rend: un­ser Gast­hof wer­de zu­grun­de ge­rich­tet wer­den,

for people would soon cease com­ing there to be tyr­an­nized over and put down and sent shiv­er­ing to their beds;

denn die Leu­te wür­den bald nicht mehr kom­men, um sich an­schnau­zen und nie­der­du­cken zu las­sen und dann mit zit­tern­den Ge­bei­nen zu Bett zu ge­hen.

but I really be­lieve his pres­ence did us good.

Aber ich glau­be, daß in Wirk­lich­keit sei­ne An­we­sen­heit uns Vor­teil brach­te.

People were frightened at the time, but on look­ing back they rather liked it; it was a fine ex­cite­ment in a quiet coun­try life;

Die Leu­te grau­el­ten sich al­ler­dings, aber in der Rückerin­ne­rung hat­ten sie die Ge­schich­ten ei­gent­lich gern; es war eine an­ge­neh­me Auf­re­gung in ih­rem stil­len Land­le­ben.

and there was even a party of the young­er men who pre­ten­ded to ad­mire him, call­ing him a “true sea-dog,”

Un­ter den jün­ge­ren Leu­ten gab es so­gar eine Par­tei, die voll Be­wun­de­rung von ihm sprach. Sie nann­ten ihn »einen ech­ten See­hund«

and a “real old salt,” and such like names, and say­ing there was the sort of man that made Eng­land ter­rible at sea.

und »eine rich­ti­ge alte Teer­ja­cke« und so ähn­lich und sag­ten, das wä­ren ge­ra­de die Leu­te, die Eng­land so ge­fürch­tet zur See mach­ten.




In one way, in­deed, he bade fair to ruin us; for he kept on stay­ing week after week, and at last month after month,

In ei­ner Be­zie­hung rich­te­te al­ler­dings der Kap­tein uns zu­grun­de: er blieb eine Wo­che nach der an­de­ren, und schließ­lich einen Mo­nat nach dem an­de­ren,

so that all the money had been long ex­hausted, and still my fath­er nev­er plucked up the heart to in­sist on hav­ing more.

so daß die Gold­stücke, die er auf den Tisch ge­wor­fen hat­te, längst ver­rech­net wa­ren; aber mein Va­ter konn­te sich nie­mals ein Herz fas­sen und mehr Geld von ihm ver­lan­gen.

If ever he men­tioned it, the cap­tain blew through his nose so loudly

So­bald er eine leich­te An­spie­lung mach­te, blies der Kap­tein so laut durch die Nase,

that you might say he roared, and stared my poor fath­er out of the room.

daß es bei­na­he ein Brül­len war, und sah mei­nen Va­ter so wü­tend an, daß die­ser die Schenk­stu­be ver­ließ.

I have seen him wringing his hands after such a re­buff,

Ich habe ihn nach sol­cher Ab­wei­sung die Hän­de rin­gen se­hen,

and I am sure the an­noy­ance and the ter­ror he lived in must have greatly hastened his early and un­happy death.

und ich bin über­zeugt, daß der Ver­druß über sei­nen Gast und die Angst, worin er leb­te, sei­nen all­zu frü­hen un­glück­li­chen Tod sehr be­schleu­nigt ha­ben.




All the time he lived with us the cap­tain made no change whatever in his dress but to buy some stock­ings from a hawker.

Wäh­rend der gan­zen Zeit, daß der Kap­tein bei uns wohn­te, trug er im­mer den­sel­ben An­zug; nie­mals än­der­te er et­was dar­an, nur ein­mal kauf­te er Strümp­fe von ei­nem Hau­sie­rer.

One of the cocks of his hat hav­ing fallen down, he let it hang from that day forth, though it was a great an­noy­ance when it blew.

Als eine von den Krem­pen sei­nes Hu­tes sich los­ge­löst hat­te und her­un­ter­hing, ließ er ihn so, wie er war, ob­wohl die­se Krem­pe ihn bei star­kem Wind sehr be­läs­tig­te.

I re­mem­ber the ap­pear­ance of his coat, which he patched him­self up­stairs in his room,

Ich sehe vor mei­nen Au­gen noch sei­nen Rock, auf den er sel­ber oben in sei­nem Zim­mer einen Fli­cken setz­te,

and which, be­fore the end, was noth­ing but patches.

so­oft er das für nö­tig hielt; schließ­lich be­stand der gan­ze Rock nur aus Fli­cken.

He nev­er wrote or re­ceived a let­ter, and he nev­er spoke with any but the neigh­bors,

Nie­mals schrieb er einen Brief, nie­mals emp­fing er einen; er sprach mit kei­nem Men­schen ein Wort au­ßer mit den Nach­barn, die zu uns in die Wirt­schaft ka­men,

and with these, for the most part, only when drunk on rum.

auch mit die­sen ge­wöhn­lich nur, wenn er zu­viel Rum ge­trun­ken hat­te.

The great sea-chest none of us had ever seen open.

Sei­ne große Schif­fer­kis­te hat­te kei­ner von uns je­mals of­fen ge­se­hen.




He was only once crossed, and that was to­ward the end, when my poor fath­er was far gone in a de­cline that took him off.

Nur ein ein­zi­ges Mal wag­te ein Mensch, ihm über den Mund zu fah­ren, und das ge­sch­ah erst in der letz­ten Zeit, als mein ar­mer Va­ter schon sehr krank und dem Tode nahe war.

Doc­tor Live­sey came late one af­ter­noon to see the pa­tient,

Dok­tor Li­ve­sey kam ei­nes Nach­mit­tags zu spä­ter Stun­de, um noch nach dem Kran­ken zu se­hen;

took a bit of din­ner from my moth­er, and went into the par­lor to smoke a pipe

mei­ne Mut­ter setz­te ihm ein biß­chen zu es­sen vor, und dann ging er in die Schenk­stu­be, um eine Pfei­fe zu rau­chen,

un­til his horse should come down from the ham­let, for we had no stabling at the old “Ben­bow.”

bis sein Pferd vom Dorf zu­rück­ge­bracht wür­de; denn wir hat­ten im al­ten »Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow« kei­ne Stal­lung.

I fol­lowed him in, and I re­mem­ber ob­serving the con­trast the neat, bright doc­tor, with his powder as white as snow, and his bright,

Ich ging mit dem Dok­tor in die Schenk­stu­be, und ich er­in­ne­re mich noch, daß mir der Un­ter­schied zwi­schen dem sau­be­ren, mun­te­ren Dok­tor mit sei­ner schnee­weiß ge­pu­der­ten Pe­rücke, sei­nen hel­len,

black eyes and pleas­ant man­ners, made with the colt­ish coun­try folk, and above all, with

schwar­zen Au­gen und sei­nem lie­bens­wür­di­gen Be­neh­men und den plum­pen Land­leu­ten auf­fiel, be­son­ders

that filthy, heavy, bleared scare­crow of a pir­ate of ours, sit­ting far gone in rum, with his arms on the table.

aber der Ge­gen­satz zu dem schmut­zi­gen, zer­lump­ten al­ten Pi­ra­ten, der stark an­ge­trun­ken hin­ter sei­nem Ti­sche saß und die El­len­bo­gen auf­ge­stützt hat­te.

Sud­denly he — the cap­tain, that is — began to pipe up his etern­al song:

Plötz­lich be­gann er, der Ka­pi­tän näm­lich, sein ewi­ges Lied zu brül­len:




“Fif­teen men on the dead man’s chest —
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!


Fünf­zehn Mann bei des To­ten Kist’
– Jo­ho­ho, und ’ne Bud­del, Bud­del Rum!

Drink and the dev­il had done for the rest —
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!”

Suff und der Teu­fel hol­ten den Rest –
Jo­ho­ho, und ’ne Bud­del, Bud­del Rum!




At first I had sup­posed “the dead man’s chest” to be that identic­al big box of his up­stairs in the front room,

An­fangs hat­te ich ver­mu­tet, »des To­ten Kist’« sei die große Schif­fer­kis­te oben im Vor­der­zim­mer,

and the thought had been mingled in my night­mares with that of the one-legged sea­far­ing man.

und ich hat­te sie in mei­nen Träu­men mit dem ein­bei­ni­gen Schif­fer in Ver­bin­dung ge­bracht.

But by this time we had all long ceased to pay any par­tic­u­lar no­tice to the song;

In­zwi­schen aber hat­ten wir alle schon längst auf­ge­hört, auf sein Sin­gen zu ach­ten;

it was new, that night, to nobody but Doc­tor Live­sey, and on him I ob­served it did not pro­duce an agree­able ef­fect, for he looked up

an die­sem Abend war das Lied nur dem Dr. Li­ve­sey neu, und ich be­merk­te, daß es auf ihn kei­nen an­ge­neh­men Ein­druck mach­te;

for a mo­ment quite an­grily be­fore he went on with his talk to old Taylor, the garden­er, on a new cure for rheum­at­ics.

denn er sah einen Au­gen­blick ganz är­ger­lich aus, be­vor er in sei­nem Ge­spräch mit dem al­ten Gärt­ner Tay­lor fort­fuhr, mit dem er sich über ein neu­es Mit­tel ge­gen das Glie­der­rei­ßen un­ter­hielt.

In the mean­time the cap­tain gradu­ally brightened up at his own mu­sic, and at last flapped his hand upon the table be­fore him in a way we all knew to mean — si­lence.

Der Ka­pi­tän wur­de bei sei­nem ei­ge­nen Lied lus­tig und schlug schließ­lich mit der Faust vor sich auf den Tisch; wir alle wuß­ten, daß er da­mit den An­we­sen­den Schwei­gen be­feh­len woll­te.

The voices stopped at once, all but Doc­tor Live­sey’s; he went on as be­fore, speak­ing clear and kind,

Alle hör­ten so­fort auf zu spre­chen – mit Aus­nah­me des Dr. Li­ve­sey; der sprach ru­hig wei­ter,

and draw­ing briskly at his pipe between every word or two.

in­dem er zwi­schen je­dem zwei­ten oder drit­ten Wort einen kur­z­en Zug aus sei­ner Pfei­fe tat.

The cap­tain glared at him for a while, flapped his hand again,

Eine Wei­le starr­te der Kap­tein ihn an, schlug wie­der mit der fla­chen Hand auf den Tisch,

glared still harder, and at last broke out with a vil­lain­ous oath:

starr­te ihn noch grim­mi­ger an und schrie end­lich mit ei­nem ge­mei­nen Fluch:

“Si­lence, there, between decks!”

»Stil­le da un­ter Deck!«




“Were you ad­dress­ing me, sir?” said the doc­tor;

»Sag­ten Sie et­was zu mir, Herr?« sag­te der Dok­tor.

and when the ruf­fi­an had told him, with an­oth­er oath, that this was so, replied,

Und als der Kerl mit ei­nem neu­en Fluch ihm sag­te, das wäre al­ler­dings der Fall, ant­wor­te­te der Arzt:

“I have only one thing to say to you, sir, that if you keep on drink­ing rum,

»Ich habe Ih­nen nur eins zu sa­gen, Herr: wenn Sie mit dem Rum­trin­ken so wei­ter ma­chen,

the world will soon be quit of a very dirty scoun­drel!”

wird die Welt bald von ei­nem sehr dre­cki­gen Schuft be­freit sein!«




The old fel­low’s fury was aw­ful. He sprang to his feet, drew and opened a sail­or’s clasp-knife,

Die Wut des al­ten Bur­schen war schreck­lich an­zu­se­hen. Er sprang auf, zog ein Ma­tro­sen-Klapp­mes­ser, öff­ne­te es,

and bal­an­cing it open on the palm of his hand, threatened to pin the doc­tor to the wall.

schwang es auf der of­fe­nen Hand­flä­che und droh­te dem Dok­tor, er wer­de ihn an die Wand spie­ßen.




The doc­tor nev­er so much as moved. He spoke to him, as be­fore, over his shoulder, and in the same tone of voice,

Der aber rühr­te sich nicht ein­mal. Er sprach wie bis­her über die Schul­ter weg zum Kap­tein und sag­te mit der glei­chen ru­hi­gen Stim­me,

rather high, so that all the room might hear, but per­fectly calm and steady:

ziem­lich laut, so daß alle im Zim­mer ihn hö­ren konn­ten, aber ganz ge­las­sen:




“If you do not put that knife this in­stant into your pock­et,

»Wenn Ihr nicht au­gen­blick­lich das Mes­ser in die Ta­sche steckt,

I prom­ise, upon my hon­or, you shall hang at the next as­sizes.”

so gebe ich Euch mein Wort dar­auf: nach der nächs­ten Ge­richts­sit­zung hängt Ihr am Gal­gen!«




Then fol­lowed a battle of looks between them; but the cap­tain soon knuckled un­der, put up his weapon, and re­sumed his seat, grumbling like a beaten dog.

Dann kreuz­ten ihre Bli­cke sich; aber der Kap­tein gab bald klein bei, steck­te sei­ne Waf­fe ein und setz­te sich wie­der hin, wo­bei er wie ein ge­prü­gel­ter Hund knurr­te.




“And now, sir,” con­tin­ued the doc­tor, “since I now know there’s such a fel­low in my dis­trict,

»Und nun noch eins, mein Mann!« fuhr der Dok­tor fort: »Da ich jetzt weiß, daß solch ein Bur­sche in mei­nem Be­zirk ist,

you may count I’ll have an eye upon you day and night.

so könnt Ihr Euch dar­auf ver­las­sen, daß ich Tag und Nacht ein Auge auf Euch ha­ben wer­de.

I’m not a doc­tor only, I’m a ma­gis­trate;

Ich bin nicht nur Arzt, ich bin auch Be­am­ter;

and if I catch a breath of com­plaint against you, if it’s only for a piece of in­ci­vil­ity like to-night’s,

und wenn ich auch nur die lei­ses­te Be­schwer­de über Euch höre – wär’s auch bloß we­gen ei­ner Un­höf­lich­keit wie heu­te abend –,

I’ll take ef­fec­tu­al means to have you hunted down and routed out of this. Let that suf­fice.”

so wer­de ich da­für zu sor­gen wis­sen, daß man Euch an dem Kra­gen nimmt und ab­schiebt. Und da­mit ge­nug!«




Soon after Doc­tor Live­sey’s horse came to the door and he rode away, but the cap­tain held his peace that even­ing, and for many even­ings to come.

Bald dar­auf wur­de Dr. Li­ve­seys Pferd ge­bracht, und er ritt ab; der Kap­tein aber war an die­sem Abend still und tat noch vie­le Aben­de hin­ter­her den Mund nicht auf.
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PART I. THE OLD BUCCANEER
 



CHAPTER I. THE OLD SEA-DOG AT THE “ADMIRAL BENBOW”
 



SQUIRE Tre­lawney, Doc­tor Live­sey, and the rest of these gen­tle­men hav­ing asked me to write down the whole par­tic­u­lars about Treas­ure Is­land, from the be­gin­ning to the end, 
keep­ing noth­ing back but the bear­ings of the is­land, and that only be­cause there is still treas­ure not yet lif­ted, 
I take up my pen in the year of grace 17—, and go back to the time when my fath­er kept the “Ad­mir­al Ben­bow” Inn, 
and the brown old sea­man, with the saber cut, first took up his lodging un­der our roof. 



I re­mem­ber him as if it were yes­ter­day, as he came plod­ding to the inn door, 
his sea-chest fol­low­ing be­hind him in a hand-bar­row; a tall, strong, heavy, nut-brown man; 
his tarry pig-tail fall­ing over the shoulders of his soiled blue coat; 
his hands ragged and scarred, with black, broken nails, and the saber cut across one cheek, a dirty, liv­id white. 
I re­mem­ber him look­ing round the cove and whist­ling to him­self as he did so, 
and then break­ing out in that old sea-song that he sang so of­ten af­ter­wards: 



“Fif­teen men on the dead man’s chest,
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!” 



in the high, old tot­ter­ing voice that seemed to have been tuned and broken at the cap­stan bars. 
Then he rapped on the door with a bit of stick like a hand­spike that he car­ried, 
and when my fath­er ap­peared, called roughly for a glass of rum. 
This, when it was brought to him, he drank slowly, 
like a con­nois­seur, linger­ing on the taste, and still look­ing about him at the cliffs and up at our sign­board. 



“This is a handy cove,” says he, at length; “and a pleas­ant sittyated grog-shop. Much com­pany, mate?” 



My fath­er told him no, very little com­pany, the more was the pity. 



“Well, then,” said he, “this is the berth for me. 
Here you, matey,” he cried to the man who trundled the bar­row; “bring up along­side and help up my chest. 
I’ll stay here a bit,” he con­tin­ued. “I’m a plain man; rum and ba­con and eggs is what I want, 
and that head up there for to watch ships off. 
What you mought call me? You mought call me cap­tain. 
Oh, I see what you’re at — there”; and he threw down three or four gold pieces on the threshold. 
“You can tell me when I’ve worked through that,” said he, look­ing as fierce as a com­mand­er. 



And, in­deed, bad as his clothes were, and coarsely as he spoke, he had none of the ap­pear­ance of a man who sailed be­fore the mast, 
but seemed like a mate or skip­per, ac­cus­tomed to be obeyed or to strike. 
The man who came with the bar­row told us the mail had set him down the morn­ing be­fore at the “Roy­al George”; 
that he had in­quired what inns there were along the coast, and hear­ing ours well spoken of, I sup­pose, 
and de­scribed as lonely, had chosen it from the oth­ers for his place of res­id­ence. 
And that was all we could learn of our guest. 



He was a very si­lent man by cus­tom. All day he hung round the cove, or upon the cliffs, with a brass tele­scope; 
all even­ing he sat in a corner of the par­lor next the fire, and drank rum and wa­ter very strong. 
Mostly he would not speak when spoken to; only look up sud­den and fierce, and blow through his nose like a fog-horn; 
and we and the people who came about our house soon learned to let him be. 
Every day, when he came back from his stroll, he would ask if any sea­far­ing men had gone by along the road. 
At first we thought it was the want of com­pany of his own kind that made him ask this ques­tion; 
but at last we began to see he was de­sirous to avoid them. 
When a sea­man put up at the “Ad­mir­al Ben­bow” (as now and then some did, mak­ing by the coast road for Bris­tol), 
he would look in at him through the cur­tained door be­fore he entered the par­lor; 
and he was al­ways sure to be as si­lent as a mouse when any such was present. 
For me, at least, there was no secret about the mat­ter; for I was, in a way, a sharer in his alarms. 



He had taken me aside one day and prom­ised me a sil­ver four­penny on the first of every month 
if I would only keep my “weath­er eye open for a sea­far­ing man with one leg,” 
and let him know the mo­ment he ap­peared. 
Of­ten enough when the first of the month came round, and I ap­plied to him for my wage, he would only blow through his nose at me, and stare me down; 
but be­fore the week was out he was sure to think bet­ter of it, bring me my four­penny piece, 
and re­peat his or­ders to look out for “the sea­far­ing man with one leg.” 



How that per­son­age haunted my dreams, I need scarcely tell you. 
On stormy nights, when the wind shook the four corners of the house, and the surf roared along the cove and up the cliffs, 
I would see him in a thou­sand forms, and with a thou­sand diabol­ic­al ex­pres­sions. 
Now the leg would be cut off at the knee, now at the hip; 
now he was a mon­strous kind of a creature who had nev­er had but one leg, and that in the middle of his body. 
To see him leap and run and pur­sue me over hedge and ditch, was the worst of night­mares. 
And al­to­geth­er I paid pretty dear for my monthly four­penny piece, in the shape of these ab­om­in­able fan­cies. 



But though I was so ter­ri­fied by the idea of the sea­far­ing man with one leg, 
I was far less afraid of the cap­tain him­self than any­body else who knew him. 
There were nights when he took a deal more rum and wa­ter than his head would carry; 
and then he would some­times sit and sing his wicked, old, wild sea-songs, mind­ing nobody; 
but some­times he would call for glasses round, and force all the trem­bling com­pany to listen to his stor­ies or bear a chor­us to his singing. 
Of­ten I have heard the house shak­ing with “Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum,” all the neigh­bors join­ing in for dear life, 
with the fear of death upon them, and each singing louder than the oth­er to avoid re­mark. 
For in these fits he was the most over­rid­ing com­pan­ion ever known; he would slap his hand on the table for si­lence all around; 
he would fly up in a pas­sion of an­ger at a ques­tion, or some­times be­cause none was put, 
and so he judged the com­pany was not fol­low­ing his story. 
Nor would he al­low any­one to leave the inn till he had drunk him­self sleepy and reeled off to bed. 



His stor­ies were what frightened people worst of all. Dread­ful stor­ies they were; about hanging, and walk­ing the plank, 
and storms at sea, and the Dry Tor­tu­gas, and wild deeds and places on the Span­ish Main. 
By his own ac­count, he must have lived his life among some of the wick­ed­est men that God ever al­lowed upon the sea; 
and the lan­guage in which he told these stor­ies shocked our plain coun­try people al­most as much as the crimes that he de­scribed. 
My fath­er was al­ways say­ing the inn would be ruined, 
for people would soon cease com­ing there to be tyr­an­nized over and put down and sent shiv­er­ing to their beds; 
but I really be­lieve his pres­ence did us good. 
People were frightened at the time, but on look­ing back they rather liked it; it was a fine ex­cite­ment in a quiet coun­try life; 
and there was even a party of the young­er men who pre­ten­ded to ad­mire him, call­ing him a “true sea-dog,” 
and a “real old salt,” and such like names, and say­ing there was the sort of man that made Eng­land ter­rible at sea. 



In one way, in­deed, he bade fair to ruin us; for he kept on stay­ing week after week, and at last month after month, 
so that all the money had been long ex­hausted, and still my fath­er nev­er plucked up the heart to in­sist on hav­ing more. 
If ever he men­tioned it, the cap­tain blew through his nose so loudly 
that you might say he roared, and stared my poor fath­er out of the room. 
I have seen him wringing his hands after such a re­buff, 
and I am sure the an­noy­ance and the ter­ror he lived in must have greatly hastened his early and un­happy death. 



All the time he lived with us the cap­tain made no change whatever in his dress but to buy some stock­ings from a hawker. 
One of the cocks of his hat hav­ing fallen down, he let it hang from that day forth, though it was a great an­noy­ance when it blew. 
I re­mem­ber the ap­pear­ance of his coat, which he patched him­self up­stairs in his room, 
and which, be­fore the end, was noth­ing but patches. 
He nev­er wrote or re­ceived a let­ter, and he nev­er spoke with any but the neigh­bors, 
and with these, for the most part, only when drunk on rum. 
The great sea-chest none of us had ever seen open. 



He was only once crossed, and that was to­ward the end, when my poor fath­er was far gone in a de­cline that took him off. 
Doc­tor Live­sey came late one af­ter­noon to see the pa­tient, 
took a bit of din­ner from my moth­er, and went into the par­lor to smoke a pipe 
un­til his horse should come down from the ham­let, for we had no stabling at the old “Ben­bow.” 
I fol­lowed him in, and I re­mem­ber ob­serving the con­trast the neat, bright doc­tor, with his powder as white as snow, and his bright, 
black eyes and pleas­ant man­ners, made with the colt­ish coun­try folk, and above all, with 
that filthy, heavy, bleared scare­crow of a pir­ate of ours, sit­ting far gone in rum, with his arms on the table. 
Sud­denly he — the cap­tain, that is — began to pipe up his etern­al song: 



“Fif­teen men on the dead man’s chest —
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!
 
Drink and the dev­il had done for the rest —
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!” 



At first I had sup­posed “the dead man’s chest” to be that identic­al big box of his up­stairs in the front room, 
and the thought had been mingled in my night­mares with that of the one-legged sea­far­ing man. 
But by this time we had all long ceased to pay any par­tic­u­lar no­tice to the song; 
it was new, that night, to nobody but Doc­tor Live­sey, and on him I ob­served it did not pro­duce an agree­able ef­fect, for he looked up 
for a mo­ment quite an­grily be­fore he went on with his talk to old Taylor, the garden­er, on a new cure for rheum­at­ics. 
In the mean­time the cap­tain gradu­ally brightened up at his own mu­sic, and at last flapped his hand upon the table be­fore him in a way we all knew to mean — si­lence. 
The voices stopped at once, all but Doc­tor Live­sey’s; he went on as be­fore, speak­ing clear and kind, 
and draw­ing briskly at his pipe between every word or two. 
The cap­tain glared at him for a while, flapped his hand again, 
glared still harder, and at last broke out with a vil­lain­ous oath: 
“Si­lence, there, between decks!” 



“Were you ad­dress­ing me, sir?” said the doc­tor; 
and when the ruf­fi­an had told him, with an­oth­er oath, that this was so, replied, 
“I have only one thing to say to you, sir, that if you keep on drink­ing rum, 
the world will soon be quit of a very dirty scoun­drel!” 



The old fel­low’s fury was aw­ful. He sprang to his feet, drew and opened a sail­or’s clasp-knife, 
and bal­an­cing it open on the palm of his hand, threatened to pin the doc­tor to the wall. 



The doc­tor nev­er so much as moved. He spoke to him, as be­fore, over his shoulder, and in the same tone of voice, 
rather high, so that all the room might hear, but per­fectly calm and steady: 



“If you do not put that knife this in­stant into your pock­et, 
I prom­ise, upon my hon­or, you shall hang at the next as­sizes.” 



Then fol­lowed a battle of looks between them; but the cap­tain soon knuckled un­der, put up his weapon, and re­sumed his seat, grumbling like a beaten dog. 



“And now, sir,” con­tin­ued the doc­tor, “since I now know there’s such a fel­low in my dis­trict, 
you may count I’ll have an eye upon you day and night. 
I’m not a doc­tor only, I’m a ma­gis­trate; 
and if I catch a breath of com­plaint against you, if it’s only for a piece of in­ci­vil­ity like to-night’s, 
I’ll take ef­fec­tu­al means to have you hunted down and routed out of this. Let that suf­fice.” 



Soon after Doc­tor Live­sey’s horse came to the door and he rode away, but the cap­tain held his peace that even­ing, and for many even­ings to come. 
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