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I WAS spend­ing the month of March 1892 at Mentone, in the Rivi­era.

Im Jah­re 1892 ver­brach­te ich den März in Men­to­ne an der Ri­vie­ra.

At this re­tired spot one has all the ad­vant­ages, privately, which are to be had pub­licly at Monte Carlo and Nice, a few miles farther along.

An die­sem ru­hi­gen Ort er­freut man sich im stil­len alle der Schön­heit, die man in Mon­te Car­lo oder Niz­za öf­fent­lich ge­nießt.

That is to say, one has the flood­ing sun­shine, the balmy air and the bril­liant blue sea, without the mar­ring ad­di­tions of hu­man pow-wow and fuss and feath­ers and dis­play.

Das heißt, man hat die bal­sa­mi­sche Luft, die glän­zend blaue See, den al­les über­flu­ten­den Son­nen­schein, ohne die stö­ren­den Ein­flüs­se des ge­sell­schaft­li­chen Wirr­warrs, ohne Prunk­sucht und Miß­be­ha­gen.

Mentone is quiet, simple, rest­ful, un­pre­ten­tious; the rich and the gaudy do not come there. As a rule, I mean, the rich do not come there.

Men­to­ne ist still, ein­fach, ru­hig, an­spruchs­los; die Rei­chen und die Ver­gnü­gungs­süch­ti­gen kom­men nicht da­hin – in der Re­gel mei­ne ich.

Now and then a rich man comes, and I presently got ac­quain­ted with one of these.

Zu­wei­len trifft man auch wohl einen Rei­chen, und mit ei­nem sol­chen bin ich zu­fäl­lig be­kannt ge­wor­den.

Par­tially to dis­guise him I will call him Smith. One day, in the Hotel des Anglais, at the second break­fast, he ex­claimed:

Ich nen­ne ihn Smith, um ihn un­kennt­lich zu ma­chen. Ei­nes Ta­ges, beim zwei­ten Früh­stück im Ho­tel des Anglais, faßt er mich plötz­lich beim Arm und ruft aus:




‘Quick! Cast your eye on the man go­ing out at the door. Take in every de­tail of him.’

»Ge­schwind! Se­hen Sie den Herrn an, der eben zur Tür hin­aus­geht. Aber bit­te, so ge­nau wie mög­lich!«




‘Why?’

»Warum denn?«




‘Do you know who he is?’

»Wis­sen Sie viel­leicht, wer es ist?«




‘Yes. He spent sev­er­al days here be­fore you came.

»Ja. Er war schon meh­re­re Tage hier, be­vor Sie ka­men.

He is an old, re­tired, and very rich silk man­u­fac­turer from Ly­ons, they say, and I guess he is alone in the world,

Es ist ein al­ter, sehr rei­cher Sei­den­wa­ren­fa­bri­kant aus Lyon, der sich von den Ge­schäf­ten zu­rück­ge­zo­gen hat und ver­mut­lich al­lein auf der Welt steht;

for he al­ways looks sad and dreamy, and doesn’t talk with any­body. His name is Theo­phile Mag­nan.’

er schaut im­mer träu­me­risch und trau­rig dar­ein und spricht mit kei­nem Men­schen. Theo­phil Ma­gnon heißt er.«




I sup­posed that Smith would now pro­ceed to jus­ti­fy the large in­terest which he had shown in Mon­sieur Mag­nan,

Ich er­war­te­te nun, Smith wür­de mir so­gleich das große In­ter­es­se, wel­ches er an Herrn Ma­gnon nahm, nä­her er­klä­ren;

but, in­stead, he dropped into a brown study, and was ap­par­ently lost to me and to the rest of the world dur­ing some minutes.

statt des­sen ver­sank er aber in tie­fes Sin­nen und war ei­ni­ge Mi­nu­ten lang für mich und die üb­ri­ge Welt ver­lo­ren.

Now and then he passed his fin­gers through his flossy white hair,

Hin und wie­der fuhr er mit den Fin­gern durch sein grei­ses wel­li­ges Haar,

to as­sist his think­ing, and mean­time he al­lowed his break­fast to go on cool­ing. At last he said:

als woll­te er den Ge­dan­ken nach­hel­fen, und ließ un­ter­des­sen sein Früh­stück kalt wer­den. Zu­letzt sag­te er:




‘No, it’s gone; I can’t call it back.’

»Nein, die Ge­schich­te ist mir ent­fal­len; ich kann mich nicht dar­auf be­sin­nen.«




‘Can’t call what back?’

»Auf was denn nicht?«




‘It’s one of Hans An­der­sen’s beau­ti­ful little stor­ies.

»Ach, auf eine von An­der­sens hüb­schen klei­nen Er­zäh­lun­gen.

But it’s gone fro me. Part of it is like this: A child has a caged bird, which it loves but thought­lessly neg­lects.

Ich weiß von dem In­halt nur noch so viel: Ein Kind hat einen ge­fan­ge­nen Vo­gel, den es zwar liebt, je­doch aus Leicht­sinn ver­nach­läs­sigt.

The bird pours out its song un­heard and un­heeded;

Das Lied des Vo­gels ver­hallt un­ge­hört und un­be­ob­ach­tet;

but, in time, hun­ger and thirst as­sail the creature, and its song grows plaint­ive and feeble and fi­nally ceases — the bird dies.

bald wird das Tier­chen auch von Hun­ger und Durst ge­quält, sein Ge­sang klingt trau­rig und schwach und hört end­lich ganz auf – der Vo­gel stirbt.

The child comes, and is smit­ten to the heart with re­morse: then, with bit­ter tears and lam­ent­a­tions, it calls its mates,

Das Kind kommt und möch­te vor Reue und Schmerz ver­ge­hen. Dann ruft es un­ter bit­te­ren Trä­nen und Kla­gen sei­ne Spiel­ge­fähr­ten,

and they bury the bird with elab­or­ate pomp and the tenderest grief, without know­ing, poor things, that it isn’t chil­dren only

und sie be­gra­ben den Vo­gel mit großem Pomp und auf­rich­ti­gem Kum­mer, ohne zu ah­nen, daß es nicht bloß die Kin­der sind,

who starve po­ets to death and then spend enough on their fu­ner­als and monu­ments

die ihre Poe­ten zu Tode hun­gern las­sen und dann so viel Auf­wand für Lei­chen­be­gäng­nis­se und Denk­mä­ler ma­chen,

to have kept them alive and made them easy and com­fort­able. Now —’

daß man jene da­mit hät­te am Le­ben er­hal­ten und vor je­der Ent­beh­rung schüt­zen kön­nen. Jetzt –«




But here we were in­ter­rup­ted.

Aber hier wur­den wir un­ter­bro­chen.








I WAS spend­ing the month of March 1892 at Mentone, in the Rivi­era. 
At this re­tired spot one has all the ad­vant­ages, privately, which are to be had pub­licly at Monte Carlo and Nice, a few miles farther along. 
That is to say, one has the flood­ing sun­shine, the balmy air and the bril­liant blue sea, without the mar­ring ad­di­tions of hu­man pow-wow and fuss and feath­ers and dis­play. 
Mentone is quiet, simple, rest­ful, un­pre­ten­tious; the rich and the gaudy do not come there. As a rule, I mean, the rich do not come there. 
Now and then a rich man comes, and I presently got ac­quain­ted with one of these. 
Par­tially to dis­guise him I will call him Smith. One day, in the Hotel des Anglais, at the second break­fast, he ex­claimed: 



‘Quick! Cast your eye on the man go­ing out at the door. Take in every de­tail of him.’ 



‘Why?’ 



‘Do you know who he is?’ 



‘Yes. He spent sev­er­al days here be­fore you came. 
He is an old, re­tired, and very rich silk man­u­fac­turer from Ly­ons, they say, and I guess he is alone in the world, 
for he al­ways looks sad and dreamy, and doesn’t talk with any­body. His name is Theo­phile Mag­nan.’ 



I sup­posed that Smith would now pro­ceed to jus­ti­fy the large in­terest which he had shown in Mon­sieur Mag­nan, 
but, in­stead, he dropped into a brown study, and was ap­par­ently lost to me and to the rest of the world dur­ing some minutes. 
Now and then he passed his fin­gers through his flossy white hair, 
to as­sist his think­ing, and mean­time he al­lowed his break­fast to go on cool­ing. At last he said: 



‘No, it’s gone; I can’t call it back.’ 



‘Can’t call what back?’ 



‘It’s one of Hans An­der­sen’s beau­ti­ful little stor­ies. 
But it’s gone fro me. Part of it is like this: A child has a caged bird, which it loves but thought­lessly neg­lects. 
The bird pours out its song un­heard and un­heeded; 
but, in time, hun­ger and thirst as­sail the creature, and its song grows plaint­ive and feeble and fi­nally ceases — the bird dies. 
The child comes, and is smit­ten to the heart with re­morse: then, with bit­ter tears and lam­ent­a­tions, it calls its mates, 
and they bury the bird with elab­or­ate pomp and the tenderest grief, without know­ing, poor things, that it isn’t chil­dren only 
who starve po­ets to death and then spend enough on their fu­ner­als and monu­ments 
to have kept them alive and made them easy and com­fort­able. Now —’ 



But here we were in­ter­rup­ted. 
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