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By Klaus Mann

(A Sy lpianiforiad)

Beauxpina=—sur-mer is a little port and seaside resort in southern France, not
far from Toulon. The ;ﬁ‘g_gl_d_g__@wﬁlﬂge ig by far ite finest hostelry. Madame Leroux,
the patronne, retains her charm, though she ie no longer guite young. Once upon a
time she owned a little Casino in Algiers, from the proceeds of which she was able

: : 14 3
to pat sside anc;ghjf to purchase the ple&a&ntlhotel on the CBte d'Azur.

On this mellow=bright September Sunday Madame Leroyx was in particularly high
spirits. She stood on the terrace--really more of a modest little garden--her shining

Lprnclos
eyee watching an aged couple at eéwmer.

"It's a peaceful day," said Madeame Leroux, "just the right kind of a day for a
Sunday."

The two old people did not reply. Monsieur wes uncommunicative by nature——or
perhaps he had grown tired of Ml words in the course of the years. He was at le&sct #)

\ D 0__-'

eighty years old. LIEMEWMWMVM to telic;
0 Sy e F"".
but at the moment her mouth was fully cccupied by a lesme radiah_ln.-ﬂd_&T' isce

(VY awsT
S e
of bread and butter. She was helping herself liberally to the Horg d'Oeuvees Varies,

served & discretion. Mademe Leroux noticed it with distinct unessinesz. Her faslunes ("--'LQ_

par-rds dgorrrouee /e
took on a slightly besiused-=ewed;” though #hey remained ?miahle.

"Yes indeed, a lovely day," she repeated m,fher eyes blinking away from the
two hearty old eaters to the Grande Place where the people were sauntering under the
palms. A rich blue radiance lay over the sea. The brown sails of a few fishing smacks

meved slowly and dcoratively across its resting, breathing surface, bright with the
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noonday sun.

!

With an air of resignation Madame Leroux began to cl;;}Fﬁna meny small dishes
emptied by the old couple. From an open window phonograph music drifted out. In front

of the hotel garden a young man climbed into an open car with the tcp1ha1f down. The

On _one side it dropped three feet almost straight down to the water. .

road was narrow.)/The young man stepped on the starter. The motor sputtered. In betwesn

L)

came the phonograph voice from the open window: "Sout ve trés bien, Madame la Marquise...s

"An amusing song,"

remarked Medame Leroux and yawned. Neither she nor the vor-
acious old couple paid any attention to the boy who wae trying to turn his car on the
narrow road. The waiter brought the fried chickens for the aid people.

"A real Sunday dinner," proclaimed Madame Leroux who took pride in her kitchen.

The aged lady asked in an irritated voice: "Where is the ealad?" From the window

\
cane the words of the song: "Tout va tres bien, tout v%_gr;a bilens o o« "

Suddenly there was a crash. Sewerai screams mingled with a grect splash. Stones
crumbled and a column of water rose. In turning his car, the young man had run it into
melancholy
the water. It was all over in a flash. A/section of the car was all that remained visible

above the blue waves.
.

Madame Leroux gave a silvery little cry. It sounded like the squeallmy with which
acrobate encourage each other just before embarking upbn their most daring turn. Before
she had acquired the little Casinc in Algiers, Madame Leroux, under the name of"Miss
Phentasia," had been a trick bicycle rider on the vaudeville stage.

The old gentleman trembled and spilled some of his red wine. It made an ugly stain,
but the patronne p=id no attention. The old lady mosned "Mon Dieu!" Her eyes became
strangely glazed. She raised both her hands, holding knife and fork, as though she

were defending herself againet someone. Her face turned slightly blue, either from pure

=
ﬂuan/s: because she was choking on a morself of food.

Loy
The Grande Place and the promenzde were auddunl;kdasertnd Jmethe. noomdeessers
Everyone had hurried to the scene of the accident. There was a confusion of voices and
shouts, but no one did anything. "well, did you ever}" the people muttered. Nothing as
=

terrible as this had happened for a long time. The overturned car had meanwhile settled,

Ankidxm leaving little above water but the four wheels.
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But where was the young man who had been driving the car? Had he drowned? The
crowd shouted the question. "Where is he?" came the shrill screams of men, women and
children. Madame lLeroux and the aged couple joined in the screaming.

And now he rose from the water, dripping, a bloody gash on his forshead. Was he
otherwise unhurt? It eeemed almost a miracle. The momentum of the car had flung him
far out into the water. He was saved; he was alivel A sigh of relief passed through
the assembled crowd.

To be sure, he looked wretched and everyone took pity on him. His short=sleeved
shirt and gray flannels clung to his body. katted hair hung into his bloody forehead.
His eyes were wild, as though he recognized nothing.

Suddenly he seemed to grasp the situation and to remember what had happened.
He @ =saw the wheels of his car sadly looking out from the water. With a gesture of
sudden despair he lifted his hands to his forehead. His skinny, outsi)batchad elbows
looked like grotesque wings. He rolled his eyes. The play of his features resembled
that of a tragic actor being told of the %es.th of his beloved. 8till entirely in the

won

character of a tragic hero’he began to mesmn.
“ﬂh?fad, my God! What a migfortungl” }!e j oo
(== TR A 0-'-\»!{_ CO LA~ frn fﬂfﬂ*f o ?"C d ﬂ'ﬂL"- —

.

spoke with the local accentx_'iﬂ'iich created sympathy for him among the onlookers. &
woman in the crowd cried out: "He lives!" as though she had only just noticed it.
There was laughter, partly over the woml;n, partly from joy that the young man was
saved. Lﬂm—?ﬁ-l-uﬂna-iudqrﬂ—m_nmm—d—u-muk/ Eyewitness accounts of
the accident were repeated. "It might have been much worse," was the opinion of the
people. "But the car is gone."

"The car is gonel" And now the young man bggan his great scene. He strode about,
his hair diahev?lad,jxis fists still pressed to his temples. It was drama in the grand

cae dafx

tradition, yet:"fal’c'. from the heart. Tears seimetiy poured down his pale, dirty face,

ingli with the sea-water a the blood from the wound on his forehead.
celfe natoji~ege. "
L

roaréd the young man. With uncertain step he strode past the

eircle of onlockers to the hotel garden and back to the sea-wall. "Ghastly! How

could such a thing happen! Our pded ¢ar! Ruined! Oh dear, oh dear$' Coume je suis
eart:jand
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malheursux!" He tore his hair, dug his nails into his cheeks and stamped both his
fest. It was alarming to watch him. He was utterly disconsolate.

When his tragic circling had again brought him to the hotel garden, Madame Leroux
seized the opportunity to offer him a cognac. He quickly tossed off the glass. She
looked at him archly with her wise, bright eyes. "How does it taste?" she inquired

good-humoredly. In reply he merely moaned: "Oh, comme je suis malheureux!" Madame

Leroux turned away in disappointment. The old couple were watching him as though he
were & wild animal. They had resumed their eating, however.

Gradually a spec;?l reason for the boy's despair emerged from his confused emd
OM"“*S
pﬁ-—n-l u-p?-&* The car had not belonged to him. It was the property of hie brother-
in-law who had permitied its use over the Sunday. The brother=in-=law was an austere,

indeed, a cruel, men—to believe the descriptions of the raving young man. "What will

he do to me?® he inquired of his public,whith knew no reply.

A crane had been brought to the scene and several workmen began to fasten chains
sutmerged

to uha/C1ﬂr wheels. The car was to be raised. men escended into the wat ‘tf?tﬂri
zﬂ ""—*‘SMMW@UM "

hoarse, anxious cries, as though the task were pﬂ?fprlﬂr dlfFiéuijr, Wi:.‘i.ng.
ThHa—adsrtion—ot-ali-thatr—oresrcios.

The young man who had been the victim of the accident seemed to be &n no moed to
assist the workmen. He stood on the shore, fecing the gossiping him crowd, his back to

gToja4
hia car. The people of Beauxplns-aurﬂmer shouted encouragement to the workmen,

fefftrﬂfz Mnc-m‘, feone. §
while the young men kept up h!.a i : SSRGS

"Just one day I wanted to have! Just once to relax, after all the sweating! Une

belle journe’a! And this must be the end! Oh, I was always unlucky! Even when I was a

€ :
child! And it was such a good car! A little Peu%ft," he confided in Mudame Leroux, as
though it were a particularly piquant secret. Madame Leroux had come to offer another
cognace. "As good as new," said the young man. "A 1951". You would have taken it for =

new cere’

At Llis amomt |
®ne of the men warking on ithe wrecked car reised himself up and uttered a scream.

naof' + panel
L was _d_f’fﬁ‘helplass, mortal terror. A sudden movement went through the crowd. The

young man turned around to the scene of the accidgn

Lu« . s -w‘-v'p.f} 14\—~r¢f~*f-"—~'a-- a Jg-w e
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ONE BELLE JOURNEE

757/ Kilans Mamn~—

Beauxpins-sur-mer is a little port and seaside resort in southern
France, not far from Toulon. The HOtel ce la Plage is by far its finest hostelry.
Madame Leroux, the patronne, retains her charm, though she 1s no longer quite young.
=Once anmmiselisve she owned a little Casing in Algiers, from the proceeds of which she
was able to put aside enough to purchase the pleasant little hotel on the Cote d'hAzur.,

On this mellow-bright September Sunday hMadame Leroux was in part-
icularly high spirits. ©She stood on the terrace — really more of & modest little
garden — her shining eyes watching &n aged couple at lunch.

"Tt's & peaceful day," said Medame Leroux, "just the right kind of
a day for & Sunday."

The two people did not reply. Ilonsieur was uncommunicative by nature -
or perhaps he had grown tired of words in the course of the years. He was at least
eighty years old., Madame loved to chat; but at the moment her mouth was fully occupied
by a radish, to say nothing of a large piece of bread and butter. She was helping

. A i -
herself liberally to the Hors d'Oeuvres Varies, served & discretion. Madame Leroux

noticed it with distinct uneasiness. Her face took on a slightly pained expression ,
though it remained amiable.

"Yes, indeed, & lovely day," she repeated slowly, her eyes blinking
away from the two hearty old eaters to the Grande Place where the people were sauntering
under the palms. A rich blue radiance lay over the sea.= The brown sails of & few fish-
ing smacks moved slowly and decpratively across its resting, breathing surface, bright
with the noonday -sun.

the

With an air of resignation Madame Lerocux began to clear away/many

small dishes emptied by the old couple. From sn open window phonograph musiec drifted

out., In front of the hotel garden a young man climbed into an open car with the top hsalf

down. The road was narrow. On one side it dropped three feet almost straight down to
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the water. The young men stepped on the starter. The motor sputtered. In between

: - . X o o i
came the phonograph voice from the open window: "ITout va tres bien, Madame la Marquise. . "

"An amusing song," remarked Mademe Leroux and yawned. HNeither she
nor the voracious old couple paid any attention to the boy who was trying to turn his
car on the narrow road. The waiter brought-the fired chickens for the old people.

"A real Sunday dinner," proclaimed Madame Leroux who took pride i_n
her kitchen. The aged lady asked in an irritated voice: "Where is the salad?" From

z : s A Wy
thg window came the ow»rks of the song: "Iout va tres bien, tout ve trés bien. . "

Suddenly there was a crash. Screams mingled with & great splash.
Stones crumbled and & column of water rose. In turning his car, the young man had run
it into the water. It was gll over in a flash. A mel@dncholy section of the car was
all that remained visible above the blue waves.

Madame Leroux gave & silvery little cry. Lt sounded like the squeals
with which acrobats encourage each other just before embarking upon their most daring
turn. Before she hag acquirea the little Casino in Algiers, Madame Leroux, under the
name of "Miss Phantesis", had begn & trick bicycle rider.on the vaudeville st&gq}

The old gentleman trembled &nd spilled some of his red wine. It
made an ugly stain, but the patronne paid no attention. The old lady moaned "Mon Dieul"
Her eyes became strangely glazed. She raided both her hands, holding knife and fork,
as though she were defending herself against someone. Her face turned slightly blue,
either {rom pure terror or because she was choking on a morsel of food.

The Grande Plsce and the prowenade suddenly lay deserted. Everyone
had hurried to the scene of the accident. There was a confusion of voices and shouts,
but no one did anything. "Well, did you everl" the people muttered, Nothing &s terrible
as this had happened for a long time. The overturned car had meanwhil? settled, leaving

little above water but the four wheels.
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But where was the young man who had been driving the car? Had he

arovned? The crowd shouted the question. "Where is he?" came the shrill screams of
men, women &nd children. Madame Leroux and the aged couple joined in the screaming.

And now he rose from the water, dripping, = bloody gash on his
forehead. Was he otherwide unhurt? It seemed almost a mirscle. The momentum of the
car had flung him far out into the water. He was saved; he was alive! A sigh of re-
lief passed through the assembled crowd.

To be sure, he looked wreteched and everyone took pity on him. His
short-sleeved shirt and gray flannels clung to his body. Matted hair hung into his
bloody :oreheaa: His eyes were wild, as though he recognized nothing.

Suddenly he seemed to grasp the situation and then to remember what
had happened. He saw the wheels of his car sadly looking out from the water. With a
gesture of sudden despair he lifted his hends to his forehead. His.skinny, outstretched
elbows looked liked grotesque wings. He rolled his eyes. The play of his features
resembled that of & tragic actor being told of the death of his beloved. Still entirely
in the character of a tragic here, he began to wail.

"Oh, God, my God! What a misfortune!" He spoke with the loecal
accent — the rich and colorful patios of the "Midi" — which created sympathy for him
among the onlookers. A woman in the crowd cried out: "He lives!" as though she had only
Just noticed it. There was laughter, partly over the woman, partly from joy that the
young man was saved. FKyewitness accounts of the accident were repeated. "It might have
been much worde," was the opinion of the people. "But the car is gone."

"Ihe car is gone!" And now the young man began his great scene. He
strode about, his hair disheveled, his fists still pressed to his temples. It was drama
in the grand traaition, yet actually felt from the heart. Tears poured down his pale,
dirty face, mingling with the sea-water and the blood from the wound on his forehead.

&

"huelle catastrophel" roared the young man. With uncertain step he
strode past the circile of onlookers to the hotel garden and back to the sea-wall.

"Ghastly! How could such & thing happen! Our beautiful cer! Ruined! Oh dear, oh de&r.
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"Comme je suis malheursux!" He tore his hair, dug his nails into his cheeks &and

stamped both his feet. It was alarming to wateh him. He was utterly cisconsolate.
When his tragic ecireling had again brought him to the hotel garden,
Madame Leroux seized the opportunity to offer him & cogndac. He yuickly tossed off the

glass. ©She looked at him archly with her wise, bright eyeq. "How does it tasta?M §he

ﬂ/l‘rf+ ,.r,-r—ﬁ,p "L"u_‘nal‘ 4;1‘_‘1\.-"- .

inyuired good-humoredly. In reply he moaned: w ﬂ_;ianme

Leroux turned away in disappointment. Ihe old couple were watching him as though he

were & wild animal, lhey had resumed their eating, however.

Gradually a speeial reason for the boy's despair emerged from his
confused laments. The car had not belonged to him. It was the property of his brother-
in-law who hed permitted its use over the vunaay. Ihe brother-in-law was an austere,
indeed, a cruel men — to believe the descriptions of the raving young man. "What will
he do to me?" he inquired of his public, which knew no reply.

A crane had been brought to the scene and several workmen began to
fasten chains to the submerged car's wheels. TIhe car was to be raised. The men descended
into the water, uttering hoarse, anxious cries, as though the task were one of almost in-
surmountable difficulty.

The young man who had been the victim of the accident seemed to be
in no mood to assist the workmen. He stood on the shore, facing the gossiping crowd, his
back to his car. The people of Beauxpins-sur-mer shoutéd Jocos®encouragement to the
workmen, while theyoung man kept up his desperate monologue.

"Just one day I wanted to have! Just once to relax, after all the

sweating! Ung belle journee! And this must be the end! Oh, I was always unlucky! Even

when I was a child! And it was such a good car! A little Peugeot," he confided in Madame
Leroux, as though it were a particularly piquant secret. Madame Leroux hed come to offer
another cognac., "As good &s new," said the young man. "A 1937. You would have taken it

for a new car,
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At this moment one of the men working on the wrecked car raised him-
self up and uttered & scream. It was not a very loud one, but strangely penetrating —
a hollow cry of helpless terror. A sudden movement went through the crowd. The young
man turned around to the scene of the accident.

The workman bent over again. His bearded face had grown rigid, al-
most solemn. From underneath the car he pulled something light and soft to the surface.
It was & human body. The workman supported it from below wi tl.'n both hands. 1t was the
body of a young girl. Resting in the arms of the workman, it floated on the gently
moving blue surface.

For an interminable second no one stirred. It was &s though a
cold wind had blown into the crowd. Heads were bowed. There was silence.

The young m&n.u frozen in the middle of one of his dramatic ges-
tures, mwmaﬂmmmm mmmw
o openedjhis mouth;tﬁut no sound emerged. His face was blank with astonishment.

The workmen, seized with a sudden fit of trembling, let go the body.
The dead girl sank back into the softly lapping water. The water had already become
her home.

At last the young man dropped his raised arms &nd said very softly:

"I forgot Germaine. . . .J'ai tout a fait oublie ma petite fisncée. .

"
My sweet 1ittle Germeine .. . . . » Siforsoteaili=alolliryoteaiaawll

FHAFCERIE  FHOHEEREERHOERREERR0EE  HHEREGEE
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Klaus Mann

Une belle journée

Madame Leroux, die Wirtin des Hotels de la Plage, unterhielt sich

mit den beiden alten Herrschaften, die im schattigen Vorgirichen

des Hotels beim Mittagessen saflen. "Es ist heute ein friedlicher Tag",
meine’ Madame Ieroux. "Ein Sonntag, so recht, wie er sein soll."

Mit blanken Augen sah sie der alten Dame zu, die sich ein gewaltiges
Stick Schinken auf ein noch umfangreicheres Stiick WeiBbrot legte., Die
alte Dame aB stark; sie hatte eine fast grimmige Wiirde in Gesicht

und Haltung, wenn sie sich enorme Portionen auf den Teller tat und
verzehrte. Der schlohweiBie, etwas fahle und miide Herr ihr gegeniiber
war makliger: er vermied schwere Speisen, lieBf manches liegen. Die
beiden wirkten wie ein altes Ehepaar, er etwas matter, krdnklicher
als sie. In Wahrheit war sie die Mutter des Herrn, der neunundsechzig

Jehre alt warj; sie selber war einundneunzig.

Nicht ohne Beunruhigung beobachtete Madame Leroux, mit welch trotziger
Geschwindigkeit die Greisin Sardinen, Radieschen, rohen Schinken durch-
einender verzehrte. "Ja, es ist ein herrlicher Tag", wiederholte die
Wirtin und blinzelte von der schmausenden Alten fort zum palmenbestandenen

Platz hiniliber, wo eine faule Menge flanierte.

Das Meer ruhte in seiner satten, unendlichen Bl&ue. Die braunen Segel
einiger Fischerboote schwankten trdge in seinem mittiglich atmenden
Frieden. Madame Leroux war mit ihrem Ausblick so zuffieden, daB sie
ldcheln muBte. Sie war vierzig Jahre alt, iippig und fest. Ihr rosig ge-
pudertes Gesicht schaute energisch, liebenswiirdig, intelligent. Sie

war Varietékiinstlerin, dann Besitzerin einer groBen Musie-Hall in

Tunis gewesen, ehe sie sich hier, in der Nihe von Toulon, niedergelassen

hatte. Ihr Hotel ging gut.

/2




Madame Leroux hob mit einer wolliistig ausladenden, dabei tridgen
Gebdrde den Arm, um ihre Frisur zu ordnen. Sie lichelte immer noch.
Aus einem offenen Fenster kam plétzlich Musik; ein Grammophon
spielte. Vor dem Hotelghrtchen, wo moch ein schmales Stiick StraBe
war, ehe es, einen Meter tief, zum blauen Wasser hinunterging, stieg
ein junger Mann pfeifend in einen halbgeschlossenen Wagen. Man horte,
wie er den Motor anlieB. Aus dem Fenster sang es, sii8 und bewegt:
"Denn sag'! ich dir auf Wiedersehen..." Der junge Mann begann in
einem hBiemlich flotten Tempo nach riickwdrts zu fahren: er wollte

auf dem schmalen Stiick StraBe seinen Wagen wenden.

Es krachte, planschte, Wasser spritzte hoch auf. Der Wagen war
ins Wasser gestiirzt. Die Greisin, ein Weinglas in der Hand, schrie

mit einem rauhen Kehlkopflaut; Madame Leroux silberhell.

Innerhalb ganz weniger Sekunden war die Menschenmenge zusammen-
gestromt. Der Platz, die Promenade lagen pldtzlich vereinsamt,
friedlich in der Sonne. Alles Leben hatte sich mit grausamer Neu-
gierde & um die Ungliicksstelle versammelt. Man redete, schrie
durcheinander, aber niemand griff ein. Eine schreckliche Sache,

eine tolle Bescherung, so was war ja lange nicht vorgekommen.

Was fir ein beklagenswerter Anblick! Die vier Rdder des gestiirz-
ten Wagens schauten gerade noch aus dem Wasser, das sich schmutzig
gefarbt hatte - der schlammige Grund war aufgewirbelt; sonst

war nichts mehr zu sehen. Wo aber war der Mann, der den Wagen ge-
fiihrt hatte? War er ertrunken? Aus der Volksmenge kam die Frage
als Schrei. - Da stieg der Mann, triefend, mit einer Schramme

liber der Stirn und mit verzerrtem Gesicht aus den Fluten. Der
Schwung des Sturzes hatte ihn, aus dem Wagen hinaus, weiter ins
Wasser geschleudert, Es war ihm gar nichts geschehen. Wie durch
ein Wunder war der Mann gerettet.

/3




Er war hichstens fiinfundzwanzig Jahre alt, mager und lang.

Das Hemd mit den kurzen Armeln, die grauen Hosen klebten durch-
nédft am Kérper. Das verwirrte Haar hing ihm in die blutige

Stirn. Er starrte einige Sekunden lang mit einem vdllig ver-
wirrten Blick, der schwarz vor Entsetzen war und nichts sah,

in die Menge, die ihn und sein Ungliéck umstand. Dann wandte

er sich mit einem jédhen Ruck, richtete den Blick auf die vier
Réder, die so melancholisch aus dem Wasser ragten, und hob

beide Héande mit der Geste jidher Verzweiflung zu den Schléfen
empor; die Arme mit den spitzen Ellenbogen ragten als zwei
groteske und pathetische Fliigel. "0 Gott!" schrie er - und

Jetzt funkelten seine Augen unter der blutenden Stirn; "o Gott,
mein Gott - welch ein Ungliick!"™ Er war Siidfranzose, sprach den
Dialekt der Gegend, was allgemein sympathisch beriihrte. Eine
Dame aus der Menge rief: "Er lebt!™ - als hitte sie es jetzt
erst bemerkt. Man lachte: einerseits iiber die Dame, anderer=-
seits aus Erleichterung dariiber, daB der junge Mann gerettet

War.

"Der Kerl hat Gliick gehabt!™ riefen einige der Herren. Man be-
gann sich zu erzdhlen, wie das Ungliick zustande gekommen war.
"Beim Umdrehen", sagten wichtig die jungen Fischer, die in der
Néhe gewesen waren. Ein alter Herr lachte herzlich. "Er hitte
unter das Auto kommen konnen, und er widre ertrunken!" konstatier-
te angeregt eine reife Dame; man merkte, wie die Gédnsehaut,
wolliistig gruslig, ihr iiber den Riicken lief, da sie sich den gan-
zen Schrecken, der hitte passieren kénnen, so recht ausmalie. In-
zwischen spielte der junge Mensch seine groSe Szene: es war pri=
mitives, schdnes Theater, dabei von Herzen gespiels erlebt.

Er rollte die Augen, immer die Hinde an die Schléfen gepreBt oder
in die Haare gewiihlt; eilte mit groBen Schritten umher. Er weh-

klagte, briillte - wirklich, es flossen Trinen iiber sein weiBes
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verstortes Gesicht, sie vermischten sich mit dem Blut, das von
der Stirne rann. "Das ist fiirchterlich!" schrie er, wobei er

den Kreis seiner ergriffenen Zuschauer mit groSier Gebidrde teil-
te, taumelnden Schrittes bis zum Hotelgédrtchen und wieder zu-
riick, zum Kai, rannte, wo sich die Menge seines Publikums gleich
wieder um ihn schloB. "Das ist entsetzlich, wie konnte mir das

passieren! Unser schines Automobil! O wehe, wehe!"

Junge Leute klopften ihm gutmiitig trstend die Schulter; alte
Herren suchten ihn mit {iberlegenem Licheln zu beruhigen.

"Seien Sie doch fronh, daB Sie mit dem Leben davongekommen sind!"
sagte man ihm. Er aber entwand sich allen, die ihn halten wollten,
um nur weiter zu rasen und zu briillen: "Wie konnte das nur pas=-

siereni"

Die gefridBige Greisin stand in der ersten Reihe der Zuschauer

- man hatte sie respektvoll vorgelassen - und verschlang gierigen
Blickes das snesationelle Schauspiel. Ihr alter Sohn bot dem
Tobenden, als dieser geradeeinmal an ihm voriberrannte, eine Zi-
garre aus seinem Efui an. Der junge Mann nahm sie mit groSen,
ziemlich abgearbeiteten Hiénden. Einen Augenblick hielt er inne
in seinem Verzweiflungslauf, wihrend man ihm das Feuer reichtej
dabei murmelte er, zur Greisin gewandt, flilehtig und konventio-
nells "O Madame, wie ich ungliicklich bin, oh, ich Ungliicklicheri"
Dann eilte er weiter, nur gierig rauchend beim Laufen und Lamen-
tieren., Madame Leroux erschien tatkridftig mit einem Kegnak. Sie
sah den Verzweifelten, der das Glas hastig leerte, aufmunternd

aus blanken und erfshrenen Augen an.

Einige aus der Menge behaupteten, den sténdig Tobenden zu kennen.
Er sei aus Toulon - wurde behauptet -, habe in den Tropen gear-

beitet. Die Hitze dort habe ihm zugesetzt, er habe was weg,
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man verstehe doch, einen Stich, einen kleinen Koller...

Andere hatten ihn hier, in einem kleinen Restaurant am Hafen,

frilhstiicken sehen. Er habe zuviel getrunken, mehrere Aperitifs
und reichlich Rotwein, auf solche Weise geschehen dann solche

Ungliicksfélle.

Aus den wild hervorgestoBenen, von Jammerlauten zerrissenen
Andeutungen des jungen Mannes ergab sich langsam der Grund sei=-
ner besonderen Verzweiflung, die Geschichte seines nie wieder=
gutzumachenden Pechs. Der verungliickte Wagen gehodrte nicht

ihm, vielmehr seinem Schwager, von dem er ihn sich iiber den
Sonntag ausgeliehen hatte, Dieser Schwager schien ein gefEhr-
licher Mensch zu sein, der sich sller Wahrscheinlichkeit nach
auf das gréBlichste ridchen wiirde - soviel war aus den unartikulier-
ten Lauten des Triefenden zu erraten. "Wie konnte mir das nur
passieren! Ach, ich hatte ja nichts vor, als mir e inen
guten Tag zu machen - einen guten Tag in der Woche! Der

Wagen ist hin - oh, ich Ungliicklicher!"

Ein Kran war zur Stelle. Arbeiter begannen damit, die Réder des
versunkenen Fahrzeuges an Ketten zu befestigen,und den Wagen

in die H6he zu ziehen. Sie stapften in ihren blauen Hosen durchs
Wasser, das ihnen bis zum Bauch reichte. Der junge Mann sprang

zu ihnen, wild gestikulierend stand er zwischen ihnen im Wasser,
die nasse Zigarre in den rauhen Fingern. "Der Wagen ist hin!"
schrie er ein liber das andere Mal, aus den Fluten drohend um sich
schauend. "Fester zupacken!" verlangte er von den Arbeitern.

"Mein Schwager bringt mich um! Ein schiner Tag in der Woche!
Oh, ich Ungkliicklicher!"

Die Menschenmenge am Kai war immer dichter geworden. Man ermunterte

die Midnner durch Witze oder sachverstdndige Zurufe. Ein Arbeiter
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biickte sich, um den Wagen, der sich langsam, Zentimeter fiir

Zentimeter,hob, von unten zu stiitzen.

Plotzlich richtete der Gebiickte sich auf, sein Gesicht war

weiB, tddlich erschrocken. Er schaute eine Sekunde lang zu dem
Gestikulierenden hin, der unter wilden Reden die Zigarre schwang.
Der Arbeiter biickte sich wieder und zog langsam unter dem sich
hebenden Wagen etwas Helles, Weiches hervor an die Obefléche

des Wassers., Es war ein menschlicher Kérper - der Kérper eines

jungen Midchens.

Nun lag er, von den Armen des Mannes gehalten, wie schwimmend

auf der blauen Wasserfliche.

Es herrschte ein Schweigen, als hidtte ein eisiger Wind alle an-
geweht. Eine ewige Sekunde lang riihrte sich niemand. Der Jjunge
Mann, wersteinert mitten in einer theatralischen Geste, die
Zigarre immer noch zwischen den Fingern, starrte in das gedunse~-

ne Gesicht seiner ertrunkenen Geliebten.

Der Arbeiter, pldtzlich zitternd, lieB den Kérper los, der laut-
los ins Wasser zuriicksgnk, wie in seine Heimat, Ein Schrei l&ste
sich aus der Menge. Der junge Mann, immer noch ohne sich zu be-
wegen, sagte ganz leise:

"Ich habe Louise vergessen..."




