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PETER SCHLEMIHL:

FROM THE GERMAN

F

LAMOTTE FOUQUE.

e l—

WITH PFLATEY DY GEORGE CRUICKSHANK.,

——i

4 Tleere are more things o beaven anad earth, Hogaibe,
* Than are deeamt of in your phileophy, Y
SHAESFEANE,

LONDON:

G. AND W, B. WIHITTAKER;
AVE-MARIA LAXNE.

1524,



LOuNDON:
FRINTED EY COEX AND HATLIS, GREAT QUEEN SCREET.



NOTICE.

ApeELuxg sai_{l. to me one day at Petersburgh
—= Have you read Peter Schlemihl #"—¢ No.”
— If you read it, you will translate ir."—
I have translated it.

The story is a moral one. 1 leave its develop-
ment to my readers. It would be little flattering
to them to suspect they required my assistance,
in order to discover the obvious lessons it con-
VEYE.

I have not scrupled to introduce a few verbal
alterations; but the deviations from the original
are very trifling.

THE TRANSLATOR.



TO MY FRIEND WANGNER !

e a—.

Comr to the land of shadows for awhila,

And seck for troth and wisdom ! Here below,
In the dark midy paths of fee mnd wor,

W wenry gt oo sy @] waste ol (ol

Bk if wer Barwest I the seler soil

O tovwen iy thouslila— where Loly breezes Liow,
And everlasting Mowers in beanty amile—

N Misappoistipent shall e bourer know.

Methought L saw a fair and sparkling gem
In this rude casket—hat thy shrewder cye,
Wanenen | o jewel el coronet could desery,
Take then tho bright, unreal disden !
Worldlings may doulit and emile insnltingly,
The hidden stores of truth are not for them,






