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Peter Schlemihl is the title character of an novella, Peter Schlemihls wundersame Geschichte (Peter Schlemihl's
Miraculous Story), written in German by exiled French aristocrat Adelbert von Chamisso.

Later in the story Schlemihl acquires a pair of seven-league boots which enable him to travel quickly wherever
he wants to go. In what they enable to happen the gold-producing purse and the seven-league boots correspond
to the inexhaustible purse and wishing hat of the late medieval German story of Fortunatus, which, though
employing various magical devices, is thought of as an ancestor of the modern novel for its realistic accounts
of people, events and places. Fortunatus unfolds a profoundly moral and thought-provoking view of the world,
illustrating the problems that the possession of great wealth is apt to bring and showing how human desires
untempered by reason lead to self-destruction. It proved popular both in Germany and abroad. In Germany it
circulated as a Volksbuch right up to the nineteenth century. In Britain there were translations, a verse play by
Thomas Dekker, several chapbooks and adaptations for children from the mid eighteenth century onwards.
Peter Schlemihl, like Fortunatus, has aspects that could appeal to children, but it primarily embodies unsettling
questions about alienation and identity that belong indubitably to the province of adulthood. Schlemihl, the
protagonist of the story, tells in the first person how he went with a letter of introduction to meet a gentleman
called Thomas John, from whom he expected to get help. No one apart from Schlemihl appears in the least
amazed at what happens, yet no one knows who the man is. Schlemihl decides to leave the company, but
encounters the mysterious stranger as he departs and is persuaded to part with his beautiful shadow in
exchange for a magic purse. Almost immediately Schlemihl discovers that people notice the loss of his
shadow, point it out and mock him for it. He attempts to deflect mockery through avoiding light when
outdoors, but every time his lack of a shadow is noted he is ostracized. On the first occasion, a year and a day
after their first meeting, Schlemihl refuses to sign away his soul to the man when it departs naturally from his
body. The latter part of the story sees him travelling all over the world with the aid of the seven-league boots
and devoting himself to scientific work in botany, collecting lichens and algae. He falls ill, faints and on
recovering finds himself a patient in an institution called the Schlemihlium, founded in his name, where he is
looked after, unrecognized, by Bendel and the widowed Mina. On departing from the hospital he leaves a note,
telling them that their old friend is now doing better than previously and that, if he is doing penance, it is the
penance of reconciliation. Schlemihl finds his dog again and returns home, finally communicating his strange
history to Chamisso. The fictive Peter Schlemihl addresses his story in a manuscript to his friend Chamisso,
whom he addresses five times as Chamisso and twice as Adelbert in the course of the narrative. We may
imagine that volume to be the first part of Faust, published in , with its Mephistopheles stalking anonymously
through the pages of Peter Schlemihl. But the man in the grey coat is more urbane than the figure of the
wandering scholar in whose guise Mephistopheles first appears in Faust, though his grey coat may recall the
diabolical grey monk who first fills that role in the sixteenth-century Historia von D. Chamisso thus cleverly
splices the fairytale world with popular literature of the day. The conclusion of the book returns to the subject
of scientific enquiry regarding the natural world, and here Schlemihl adverts to another contemporary
Romantic author, Ludwig Tieck, drawing him into this ambiguous world of fact and fiction with an allusion to
the satirically titled De rebus gestis Pollicilli, i. Its continuing appeal derives from the fact that Chamisso, like
Kafka, leaves many things open and unexplained while at the same time creating a coherent narrative. But
Schlemihl leaves before any explanation is made and in the process encounters again the man in the grey coat,
with results that dictate the remainder of his life. By the end of the first chapter he has exchanged his initial
poverty for boundless wealth, but also loses his senses. In his new life he acquires a new identity as Count
Peter through the mystification of the King of Prussia using that name as an incognito, and this identity
obtains for the central sections of the narrative. Later, after he has seen the fate of Thomas John at the hands of
the man in the grey coat â€” Justo judicio Dei judicatus sum; justo judicio Dei condemnatus sum I have been
judged and condemned by the just judgement of God â€” and after he has hurled the purse of fortune into the
abyss, he experiences a period of wandering that resembles that of the Wandering Jew. This image of the Jew
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is made explicit as he is reduced to an existence as a mere number, Number Twelve, in the so-called
Schlemihlium where he recovers from the extremes of his physical exertions. Number Twelve presumably
suggests the last of the twelve tribes of Israel. At the end of the book Schlemihl returns to his old life of
scientific research, aided by the seven-league boots which do not wear out, and he concludes by admonishing
Chamisso, the recipient of his story, to respect first the shadow and only afterwards money. But we can
perhaps also note similarities with Munchausen in the travels to Russia and other exotic places, and with The
Swiss Family Robinson in the geographical and botanical explorations. Despite these features that would
surely appeal to children, most of the English translations seem to have adults as their target readers. Up to
there were a dozen editions of Peter Schlemihl in English, two of which form part of composite volumes
containing items of interest to children. The Story Without an End, a religiose tale for children that enjoyed
considerable popularity from much earlier in the century, figures elsewhere in this book. Both are Romantic
tales written within around a dozen years of each other and sit together well in terms of their focus on fantasies
of wealth and its dangers. Both English editions were first illustrated by George Cruikshank, and both printed
an anonymous translation that has been reissued many times up to the present day. The Cruikshank
illustrations to Schlemihl were reprinted at least twice in the nineteenth century, but have only been used once,
enlarged, in the twentieth in a limited edition Henley on Thames: Undoubtedly, these illustrations helped to
give Schlemihl a good send-off in his English guise. It appeared in London: Clearly, prose works of the
German Romantics were making quite an impact in Britain. The translation of Peter Schlemihl appeared
anonymously, but it stemmed from the pen of Sir John Bowring , as the attribution in later editions makes
plain. Bowring was a considerable linguist, writer and traveller and made translations of Goethe, Schiller and
Heine. As well as being elected a Fellow of the Royal Society, he received numerous foreign honours. This
was Friedrich von Adelung , the nephew of the famous grammarian and lexicographer J. His understanding of
German is not perfect, so some generally minor mistakes enter the text, but otherwise he follows the original
closely. He makes Thomas John, the man to whom Schlemihl had a letter of introduction, into the more
familiar Thomas Jones. One misprint seems to have gone through all subsequent reprints of Bowring. At the
opening of chapter 3 in the original Schlemihl describes himself alone in his room, starving despite his gold,
as lying like Faffner with his hoard. Presumably the name was garbled in English because it was not
recognized and its associations were not understood. Agrandir Original jpeg, k With plates by George
Cruikshank Robert Hardwicke and London: It was used a generation later, with new illustrations by Gordon
Browne, in an edition clearly designed for children London: This Edwardian book has a new title â€” The
Shadowless Man, Peter Schlehmihl â€” though it is new only for this translation, as naming the book The
Shadowless Man goes back to a different translation of The full-colour frontispiece, sixteen full-page black
and white drawings, twelve smaller drawings and numerous headpieces are vigorous and varied, but Browne is
more interested in the social satire and comic sides of the story than in capturing its more menacing and
unsettling aspects. One was anonymous, the other was by William Howitt. It is one of the major books in
English about contemporary Germany, since Howitt had an enquiring mind and wrote appreciatively, though
not uncritically, about what he saw. His translation of Schlemihl, however, has a tendency to literalism,
perhaps because it was intended as an aid to understanding the German rather than standing as a work on its
own. James Burns and was reissued in When Burns ceased publishing this kind of secular material in , having
converted to Rome, 1 his stock was taken over by Edward Lumley, from whom there is a typically undated
edition c. A Routledge edition with exactly the same title and same number of pages London and New York:
He or she was apt to omit occasional sentences, presumably through inability to understand, and there are
certainly instances of misunderstanding or simplification that point to an imperfect command of German.
These are relatively minor faults, compensated for by helpful explanations elsewhere. The book is adorned
with seven small engravings by an unknown artist. An eight-page introduction by A. Rappoport sketches in
information about Chamisso and the background to the story. However, the main interest of the edition lies in
its eleven full-colour plates and six two-colour plates by Forster Robson, for whom the events of the story
provide opportunity for a great variety of scenes â€” picturesque old town, open heath, dark forest, bleak
mountain, frozen sea, tropical island, nocturnal settings, a closed room and a romantic dream. This is the full
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gift book treatment, more chocolate box than individual vision. It is a pity that Rackham never illustrated the
story. The second is notable for containing illustrations by Sir Philip Burne-Jones and an introduction by the
folklore scholar Joseph Jacobs London: They are witness to a fascination with the story over every decade
from to , if we can take the Lumley edition as having been available in the s. They were all aimed at the
intelligent middle-class reader. This is the kind of book that the Halifax firm of Milner and Sowerby and the
Wakefield firm of William Nicholson and Sons published during this period and later in the nineteenth
century, but this particular volume was printed by Joseph Smith of High Holburn. The preface declares
roundly: A little further on it asserts: Indeed, there is no mention of Chamisso as author, still less any
indication of adapter. There are several alterations in names. The story is given without divisions into chapters
and follows the outline of the original up to the middle of chapter 9, when it presents an alternative ending. At
the point in the original where Schlemihl thinks that he might find work in a mine he does so, but then
experiences such taunts from the other miners that he contemplates suicide. Despairing, he falls asleep and has
a dream in which he once more meets his tormentor, the man in the grey coat, refuses to sign his bond and
wakes up to find his shadow has been restored. Surprisingly, Bandel greets him outside the mine as the men
arrive for their labours. Schlemihl can now happily marry her himself and continue with Bandel as his faithful
servant. This is, of course, a travesty of the original. It eliminates the episode of the Schlemihlium and
removes Schlemihl from the mysterious isolation in which he exists at the end of the story. The happy ending
of romance and fairytale has supplanted the solitary life of the scholar and scientist. Though some aspects of
the story â€” its literary and contemporary allusions, for example â€” may have escaped the attention of
youthful readers, the narrative plot is readily accessible. The most extensive set of illustrations came from the
pen of Gordon Browne nearly eighty years later. Table des illustrations
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Chapter 2 : Schlemiel | Define Schlemiel at calendrierdelascience.com
Adelbert von Chamisso was a German poet and botanist, author of Peter Schlemihl, a famous story about a man who
sold his shadow. He was commonly known in French as Adelbert de Chamisso de Boncourt, a name referring to the
family estate at Boncourt.

Gays and immigrants This review has been hidden because it contains spoilers. To view it, click here. Man
trades his shadow for a never-emptying bag of gold, and soon regrets it, because of what people say. His fate
becomes that of the painted bird or the golden ass. At first I found Man trades his shadow for a
never-emptying bag of gold, and soon regrets it, because of what people say. At first I found it a bit odd and
forced that those people make such a fuss about a mere shadow. Let alone that they would ostracize you for it.
Sure, this story was written in , superstition was more widespread. But nobody calls the protagonist a demon
or claims that he must be possessed by one. Later on this overreaction from the populace becomes just one of
many strange things, and it adds to the, surreal, nightmarish atmosphere of the book. Chamisso uses them in a
romantic, highly personal context. Like the story of Perseus, this story begins when Schlemihl arrives in a
strange place after a sea voyage. There he meets the equivalent of Polydectes, a filthy rich merchant named
Thomas John. This made me think that the unnamed town in the unnamed country was Great Britain, but his
later wanderings, through equally unnamed places, made this impossible. And it works the other way round as
well, so I assume this was done deliberately. Perseus went to fetch the head of Medusa and won Andromeda;
Schlemihl went to, um, get his shadow back and won, um, a poodle. With this poodle he went to live in a rock
hole in Thebes. Volumes have been written about the exact meaning of the sold shadow. Chamisso was born
in France and belonged to the French nobility. He and his family fled to Germany when he was nine years old.
IMO, this is all about difference. Difference that really is as negligeable a quantity as a shadow, but is turned
into something fundamental by others, in certain circumstances, like war. Of course, the fact that the story
refuses a single, victorious interpretation is an important reason for its durability. And Kafka too, if he had
been born earlier. One more word about Faust. In a sense Schlemihl is the anti-Faust. Whil Faust is doomed by
his thirst for knowledge, Schlemihl is saved by it. Get one with the Cruikshank illustrations!
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Chapter 3 : The Wonderful History of Peter Schlemihl - Adelbert von Chamisso - Google Books
The story of Peter Schlemihl is exceedingly well-known even today, but the original text is not so widely-read as it once
was. This very accessible translation by F.H. Hedge may be a good.
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Chapter 4 : Peter Schlemihl
Peter Schlemihl is a young man at the beginning of the tale. He travels to a new city where he intends to start his career.
He is dazzling by the milieu that he wishes to enter.

After a fortunate but, to me, very arduous voyage, we finally reached port. As soon as the boat set me on land,
I loaded my little belongings on my back, and, pushing my way through the swarming crowd, I walked into
the nearest, humblest house fronted with a hanging sign. I desired a room; the boots, taking my measure with a
glance, led me to a garret. I had fresh water brought to me, together with an exact description of where I could
find Mr Thomas John: The hour was yet early; I at once untied my bundle, took out my newly-turned black
coat, dressed myself neatly in my best clothes, put my letter of introduction into my pocket, and set out on my
way to the man who was to promote my modest expectations. After I had climbed up the long North Street
and reached the Gate, I saw the columns shimmering through the greenery. The door flew open. I had to pass
an examination in the hall; but the porter announced my arrival, and I had the honour to be summoned to the
park where Mr John was taking the air â€” with a small company. I recognised the man at once from the sheen
of his portly self-satisfaction. He received me very well â€” as a rich man receives a poor devil, even turning
towards me, without however turning away from the rest of the company â€” and took the proffered letter
from my hand. I trust he is in health? That must have pleased him; he smiled at me and said: He offered his
arm to a young lady, other gentlemen made themselves busy around other beauties, matters arranged
themselves in the proper fashion, and everyone surged towards a hill rich with blooming roses. I crept along at
the back, without inconveniencing anyone, for not a soul paid me any further attention. The company was in
high spirits, fribbling and jesting, now and then speaking seriously of trifles, and often speaking triflingly of
serious matters, and wit flowed with particular ease at the expense of absent friends and their affairs. I was too
much a stranger there to understand much of all that, and too troubled and introspective to have a mind for
such mysteries. We had reached the rose grove. The lovely Fanny, seemingly the Queen of the Day, would
insist on breaking a blossoming branch in person; she injured herself on a thorn, and crimson flowed, as if
from the dark roses, over her delicate hand. This accident set the entire company in motion. A silent, thin,
gaunt, elongated, elderly man, who had been walking with the company but whom I had not yet noticed, at
once put his hand into the tight tail-pocket of his old-fashioned coat of grey taffeta, brought forth a small
wallet, opened it, and proffered the desired article to the lady with a lowly bow. She received it without paying
any attention to the giver and without a word of thanks; the wound was bound, and everyone walked further
up the hill, intending, from its crest, to enjoy a far-reaching prospect over the green labyrinth of the park
towards the immeasurable ocean. The sight was indeed immense and splendid. A light speck appeared on the
horizon, between the dark water and the blue of the sky. The latter, straightaway raising this to his eye,
informed the company: The telescope passed from hand to hand, but not back to that of the owner; while I
looked at the man in amazement, not understanding how the large apparatus had emerged from the tiny
pocket. This enigma did not, however, seem to have struck any of the company, and they concerned
themselves no more with the grey man than with me. Refreshments were now served, the rarest fruits from
every zone in the most sumptuous vessels. Mr John did the honneurs with an easy grace, and directed some
words towards me for the second time: The party wished to lie down on the grass of the hill-slope, faces
turned towards the unrolled landscape, but it shied away from the dampness of the earth. It would be divine
here, someone opined, if one had Turkish carpets to spread out. Hardly had the wish been expressed when the
man in the grey coat had his hand in his pocket and, with a modest, even humble demeanour, endeavoured to
pull out a rich Turkish carpet interwoven with gold thread. The servants took receipt of it as a matter of
course, and they unfolded it over the appointed location. The company seated itself on the carpet without fuss;
I, on the other hand, looked in consternation at the man, the pocket, and the carpet, which measured more than
twenty paces in length and ten in breadth, and I rubbed my eyes, not knowing what to make of this, especially
as no one else found there to be anything strange. I would gladly have had some information on the man, and
inquired who he was, only I knew not to whom to apply; for I almost feared the Gentlemen Servants more
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than the Gentlemen Served. At last I took heart and walked up to a young man who seemed to me to be of less
consequence than the others, and who had on occasion been standing alone. I quietly asked him to tell me who
the obliging gentleman was, over there in the grey coat. The sun now began to shine more strongly, and it
became a burden to the ladies; the lovely Fanny carelessly asked the grey man, whom, as far as I knew, no one
had yet addressed, the frivolous question: He responded with so deep a bow, as if an undeserved honour had
been vouchsafed him, and there was his hand in his pocket, from which I saw canvas, poles, guy-ropes,
ironwork â€” in short, everything belonging to the most splendid marquee â€” issuing forth. The young
gentlemen helped to pitch it, and it covered the whole expanse of the carpet â€” and still no one found
anything extraordinary in all this. If I did not aver my having seen this with my own two eyes, you would
certainly not believe it. I resolved to steal away from the company; judging from the insignificant role I played
in it, this appeared an easy task. I intended to return to the town and, on the following morning, try my luck
with Mr. John again and â€” if I could summon the courage â€” question him about the strange grey man.
Would that Fortune had smiled on my escape! Now I had safely crept through the rose-grove, down the hill,
and I found myself on an open plain, when the fear of being met walking off the beaten path, over the grass,
led me to throw a searching look around. He at once raised his hat to me and bowed lower than anyone had
ever done to me before. There was no doubt that he wished to have a word, and I could not, without being
ill-mannered, avoid this. I raised my hat too, returned his bow, and stood there rooted to the spot, bare-headed
in the sun. I stared at him in blank fear, like a bird a snake has spellbound. He himself seemed very
embarrassed; he did not lift his gaze, he bowed several times, stepped closer, and then addressed me with a
soft, uncertain voice, roughly in the tone of a beggar. After a moment of silence he found his tongue again:
Forgive me this admittedly audacious presumption. I suppose you would not be averse to letting me have this
shadow of yours? What was I to make of the extraordinary request to buy my shadow off me? He must be
mad, I thought; and in an altered tone, more appropriate to the humility of his, I replied thus: I began to speak
again, seeking to rectify matters, if possible, with boundless courtesy. In return, as evidence of my gratitude to
the gentleman, I give him the choice of all the treasures my pocket affords: I took a dizzy turn, and
double-ducats glittered before my eyes. I reached inside and drew out ten gold pieces â€” and another ten, then
another ten, and another ten; I quickly held out my hand to him: He stood up, bowed before me one more time,
and then withdrew into the rose-bushes, where I thought I heard him laughing, quietly, to himself. I held the
purse fast by its strings; around me the earth was bathed in sunlight, and then all was dark inside my head. I
finally regained my senses and hastened to leave this place where I, it was to be hoped, had no further
business. First I filled my pockets with gold, then I tied the purse-strings round my neck and hid the purse in
my bosom. I walked unnoticed out of the park, reached the high road, and made my way to the town. As I
approached the gate, deep in thought, I heard someone behind me crying: But this was not possible
everywhere; not, for example, in Broad Street , which I had to cross; and, disastrously for me, I had to cross at
the very hour in which young boys were pouring out of school. A damned hunchbacked rascal â€” I can see
him yet â€” was on to my missing shadow at once. He gave me away with lusty yells to all the literary street
arabs of the suburb, who immediately began to recense me and pelt me with mud: As soon as I found myself
alone in the rolling carriage, I began to weep bitterly. I was still deeply perturbed, when the coach halted in
front of my old inn; the thought of walking into that squalid garret alarmed me. I had my things brought down,
received the shabby bundle with contempt, threw down a few pieces of gold, and gave the order to drive up to
the most exclusive hotel. The building faced north; I did not have to fear the sun. I dismissed the coachman
with gold, had myself shown to the best rooms, and locked myself in as soon as I had the chance. What do you
think I did now? I pulled the luckless purse from my breast, and with a kind of rage which fanned itself inside
me like a furious conflagration, I drew out gold, and gold, and gold, and ever more gold, and strewed the stone
floor with it, and walked over it, and made it clink; and feasting my poor heart on its glitter, on its sound, I
added ever more metal to the pile, until I sank down exhausted on the rich hoard, wallowing in it, rolling over
it. So passed the day, the evening; I did not unlock my door, night found me lying on the gold, and then sleep
overcame me. Then I dreamt of you: It seemed to be yet very early. My watch had stopped. I was worn out
and aching, and thirsty and hungry as well; I had eaten nothing since the previous morning. Full of indignation
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and aversion, I pushed away the gold with which I had, a short while before, satiated my foolish heart; now, in
my morose frame of mind, I did not know what to begin with it. It could not remain lying there â€” I tested if
the purse would swallow it back down â€” No. None of my windows opened over the sea. I had to force
myself to drag it, laboriously and with sour sweat, to a large chest in a closet, and to pack it inside. I left only a
few handfuls lying. When I had finished my labour, I sank down, exhausted, into an easy chair and waited for
the house-servants to start stirring. As soon as it was possible, I ordered food to be brought and summoned the
hotelier. I discussed the future arrangements of my household with this man. He recommended to me, for
service to my person, a certain Bendel, whose honest and sensible physiognomy won me over at once. It was
this man whose devotion accompanied and consoled me, from that time, on through the misery of life, helping
me to endure my dismal lot. I spent the whole day in my rooms with servants in want of a situation, with
cobblers, tailors and merchants; I bought furnishings and a particularly large amount of precious objects and
jewels, just to rid myself of some of the accumulated gold; but it really did not seem that the pile could ever
diminish. Meanwhile, my mind floated in the most alarming doubts over my condition. I could not venture a
step out of my door; and in the evening I had forty wax candles lit in my hall before I emerged from the
darkness. I recalled with horror the terrible scene with the schoolboys. I resolved, however much courage it
required, to sound public opinion once again. Late in the evening I threw a wide cloak around me, pressed my
hat down low over my eyes, and crept, trembling like a criminal, out of the house. Not until I had reached a
remote square did I step out of the shadow of the houses, under whose cover I had come this far, into the
moonlight; composed to hear my fate from the mouths of passers-by. Spare me, my dear friend, the painful
recital of all that I had to endure. The women often gave indications of the deep pity with which I filled them
â€” remarks that pierced my soul no less than the mockery of youths and the arrogant contempt of men,
especially of those fat, portly ones who cast a broad shadow before them.
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