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‘ o THE-PEARL: DEVOTED. TO POLITE LITERATURE, SCIENCE, AND RELIGI‘ON;

-i
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BLACKWOOD'S—

iNquEsTioxanLy the most splendid periodical of the day—
is (his month more than asually rich in its intellectual treasures :
we shall estract a few morsels from a jex d’espril, called

My JAfter-Dinner Adventures wilh Peler Schlemihl.”

¢ Feeling myself,”’ says the narrator, < a little ont of sorts,
with flying pains about my ancles and toes, I retired for relief to
Seaecombe, onthe banks of the Mersey, opposite to Liverpool.
After dinner, one day, whilst cogitating on the delicious savour
of mock-turtle soup, and whether it was known to the ancients,
when a wll, geotlemanly-looking man, entered his room, nnd,
familarly helping himself to a glass of wine, exclaimed ¢* Do you
know mo ?—I am Peter Schlemihi ;—I am come to take a waik
with you. Do you know Liverpoal 2’ ¢ No,”" said I, bolting
out a lie at once. ¢ I thought so, and for that reason I have
called upon you to go thera : as, [ believe, you like turtle, there
are several houses in Liverpool where turtle is dressed to perfee-
tion that would raise a chuckle in the gullet of an expiring alder-
man. So, come along.”” 1 felt no power to resist, but almost
instantly found mysell on board the steam-packet, suiling on my
way to Liverpool, in company with Peter Schiemihl,
In o few scconds we were ncross the river and landed on the
parade 5 bat, in ascending the steps, some viflain, with an iron
" heel to his boot, gove my toes such a squeeza, that I almost
screamed with agony. Peter saw my distress, and pumnn an
arm throggh one of mine, ** Never mind,”’ said he, ¢ L'l provide
you with consolation ;> and almost before I huad timo to ask

whither wo wero going, I found wmysell seated with him in a

rooin in the Mersey tlotel.
« [ have dined,” said I, as T almost mechanically tooka spoon-

ful ; but that spoonful suificed to drive uway all remembrance
of tny pain, and all recollection of my dinner. It waa delectable
and we ladled away with the gusto of men tasting turtle fur the
last time. ’

“ [Tow do you like it 27 gaid Peter, when 1 had finished.

< It is adnirable,” T replied 5 ¢ who could help liking it 27

s \Well, said he, *¢ 1f you are satisfied, put the spoon in your
pocket, and let s mareh.”’

¢« The spoon in my pocket ! I answered
10 be taken up as a thief?”’

s« Quile a matter of taste,”’ said Peter Schlemihl ;
you had swallowed it by acmdem—nud you opened a mouth wide

; ' do you wish me

enough to have admitted .a soup-lndle, putting a simple spoon out

of the question—suppose you had swallowed it by accident,
conld you have been succossfully accused of theft?  And where
is the difference to My, Horne, the landlord, betwixt your pulling
the spoon in your stomach by aceident, and putting it in your
pocket by design?  In either case, I take it, the loss to him would
be pretty much the eame ; so the difference, you see, is but in

words 3 but, come along.”’

So saying, ho again put my hat on my head, giving it athump, |

and putiing my gloves in my hand, I'was precently walking in his
company, at u quick rate, towards the Lxchange, without having
any clear iden of the way in whicit we left the turtle-room iuthe
Mersey Hotel.

-« Is it not a handsome pile of building 2** said Peter Schlemibl,
afier he had walked mo round the TownIlall, und pointed out
its beauties—its  portico—its fricze—its dome—and, after
had led mo round the area of the Lxchange buildings, and
pointed out cach and every part worth notice.

s I3 it not a handsome pile of building I said he.

« It is, undoubtedly, very handsome,” I replied,.
greut credit to the place ; bat, as apicce of architecture; it isby|:
né means perfect ; and”

‘“ For mercy ssul\c,” said Peter, ' dent turn critical ! nfjou(lo,
! will desert you. I have known wany eritics in my tine, but 1
never knew but ono sensible mau of tho craft: and he lived to re-
gret his tasto as a misfortune. No, no ! rules aro very necessary in
every uit and every science 3 butnever do you imbibe the notion,
that nothing can be pleasing or beautiful that is not slnct!y accord—
ing 1o rule. Now, therc is a monumest to L‘claon—-ll)c glorious
Nelson—beflore you ; but, handsome us itis. and suifablo as it is
to a navul hero, in an importunt sca-port town, and standing on
the Ligh mart of foreign commerce, yet [will not allow you to
look at it, fur it is not strictly correct according to the code eriti-

he

cal,
mingham gentlemen put up in memory of the samne great man ?

Liying so far inland, they did not perfectly undemand what a
sailor was like, but they made a litilo frenllt.mnfl in black, and
havicg heard of the green sea, they set him up in business in theiry,
market-place as a green grocer, being the nearest approach to the
areen sea that their imugination could snggest—what the devil
business had Nelson in a market-place >—they might us well have
come along to the Zoological
arm, and before [ was aware

made him o button-maker !—but,
Gurdens 3 and again taking my
whither we wero going, Pcter
lion.

s¢ He is a noble animal !** said 1.

¢ ITe’s up to snuff,’* said Peter.

e then insinuated his box of Lundy Foot, without the lid,

¢ supposc,

and 1 were felc-a-tete with a,

“ and does ‘

Dy the by, did you ever sec that funny aflair that the Bir-|}

el

cantiously into the lion’s cage, gently obtruding it upon the
lion’s notice with the end of his stick,

The lion, on seeing it, went laisurely to it, and took a hearty
snuff, as il he had beeu a snuff-taker from his infuncy ; the cage
echoed witha tremendous sneeze, and presently with another,
and a third ; and he then shool his head, and his eyes watered,
and he looked very like an old gentleman maudiin drunk. Again
he sneezed, and Leing impatient at the pungency and inconve-
nience, he gave vent 1o his anger in a fearful roar, which attracted
the attention of the keepers aund visitors,
conte towards us. ’

Peter Schlemilil observed their movement, and, again taking me
by thearm, we were once more on the pave, and strolling ap Bold
ibtroel onour way, as Peter said, to 8t. Jumes’s Cemetery !

* Rather a solemn place for a lounge 2 said L.

¢ Thut's all you know of the matter ©*° replied Peter ; ‘“ really,
you men that Jive in the country and eat vegetables have exiraor-
dinary notions ! Why, some people consider it avery interesling
and agrecable scene. By the by, I met a friend one day last
summer, who excused himself for not taking a walk, Dy saying
that his brother-inzlaw was como to Liverpool in the iast stage of
consumption, and he was going to take him a ride by way of
¢ And where are you going to take the poor. gentle-
man ?’ Tenquired. ¢ 'To the cemetery,” answered he, ¢ it is as
sgreeable a place as any I know.” T was amused at the idea of
taking a dying man to the cemstery by way of amusing bim, and
‘was at the trouble to go there wyself to see if the fact would be
as stated ; and sure enough my friend and hisbrother-in law made
their appearance, the la}!ter more dead than alive, e, however,
said he was much amused, and ho secimed to take such u fancy
to the place, that in a fortnight afterwards, ho was provided with
permanent lodgings there. Se you see,’” added Peter,”** every
body is not oxactly of your opinion.”

We walked round, and, in the course of the loenge, met thir-
jteen incipient Byrons, aged from fiftecn to nineteen, each with a

amusing him..

throttle, with a black bandana tied sailor-wise,

Four were smcking cigars—rcal lighted cigars—the puppies !
five held between their teeth imitation cigirs, coloured brown,
and painted red at the end to appear like fire, and white to ap-
pear like ashes—the greater puppies ! "The remainder were in-
nocent of ¢igar, eather real or imitative.

They all locked melancholy, bilious, and saffron-coloured, and
appeared to have been picking ont their respective situations in
the cewmctlery.

« This beautiful cemetry,”” said I, < is an admirable adaptation
of the old stone quarry, and some of the inscriptions on the siones
aro very affecting.”

«“No doubt they are,”” replid Peter Schlemibl, ¢ 0 such a
spoeh ws you ; but have you yet 1p loarn thatin a church-yard
no person is allowed to imve any other thin a good character?
Death counects the most contemptible auimals that ever blood
lwarmed  into  tender fmhers—atfectionate  husbands—faithful
wives—dutiful chiidren, and euch like. The church and the
church-yard is the only place to scquire & good character graven
}in stone. Try your band ut giving seme scoundrel his due in his
iepitaph—ventare 1o write upon a gravestone that on such a day
such a person died, well known to all his friends and aequaint.
ances #s the greatest rascal that his parish contained ; excelling ali
meu iu his soveral vocations of switdler, perjurer, and thief. Lry
(your hand at that, and see how many will step forwzrd to prevent
:‘_yuur telling the truth, 10 you persist in your experiineat, you
will very soon find yourse!{ doing penance in a white sheet, my
‘gentleman ! for saying auy thing but good of the dead.””

¢ Peter’s morality appeaved to evaporate with the last sen-
tence ; and slipping bus arm -in mine, he left the cemetery, and
wenl the shortest way to the Custom-house. |

Business was in its heyday, and the rooms were consequently
crowded ; and [ was horrified alinost to faintiug when I heard Pe-
ter Schlemihl, very calmly and deliberately, and with great dis-
tinctness of voice, ask iueto reach a grest spring clock, which
was suspended againsta wall, and put it in his pocket !

I lovked at kit to see il I could discover whether he really was
in carnest, but he repcated - his request ina tone that seemed to
say that he would he obeyed, and muttered “something about a
policeman, «nd I felt that I tal no alternative but to comply. 1
gotupon a desi and seichcd down the sbominable clock, and to
my surprise itslipped easily into his pocket, and to my greater sur-
prise, no one iu the room took neice of the transaction !

I hastened out of the place, determined to get away and return
to Seucombe, when, turning my head, 1 found to my griel and
'amazement, that 1 was accompanied by Peter Schiemihl !

lic gave me a knowing look ; and as we trudged on, shoulder
to shioulder, ¢ This is a nice clock we've got,”* said he.

1 was ready to drop with vexation, bat it was of no use—it did
nol inthe least disturb the cquanimity of Peter Schiemihl.

¢« Stop ! said he seizing me by the shoulder—¢* it is worse
than uscless to waste our wind in this way. Iam going to smoke
a cigar—sill you have one ? itis a real good one.”’

I was grown desperate, and was glad of any thing for a change ;
so'1 took a cigar and began-to smeke furiously.

and induced them to;!

——

broad shirt-collar turned down, and open at the front, to show the

i

In this mood we went ox together, bofh‘smoliing ; but, io my:
confusion of mind, 1 was led by Peter Schlemih! past the proper
plice of embarkation. [6r Seacombe, and as we were praceeding.
along Bath Street, he put the finish to my distress .and rage, by
sticking his lighted cigar into. a cart-load of bemp that was bemcr
dicharged at a ward-house., s

Instantly the whole was.in a blaze—the warehousc tool\ fire—.
the firc-engines were called for—a crowd collected—a body of:
police appeared—search commenced for the incendiary---and, to.

escape from the consequences of this diabolical act.of ‘my com-

panion, I made the best of my way to the river side, and jumped
into the first thing T came to in the shape of a boat, trembing from
head to foot, and seeing nothing but the gallows before me.

¢ Are you ready to start again 2*’ said Peter.

¢t Start again ! where 2°* I replied.
- ¢<.0On our wailc,” suid Peter, * surely it is not.cver- )et 2

¢ Not over yet 2. Lanswered : *¢ if ever any man catches me.
again walking with you, Peter Schlemihl, I'li gwe them leave to
call me the wnndmnw Jew 1

<* Oh ! that is your determination, is it?”’ sid ho ; ; ‘¢ very
well, be it so, my fine fellow. In that caseI will take my. de-

partare, leaving yon this token of rememberance,’’---saying whick; |

he got up and jumped full five feet high, alighting with his two
heavy . heels immediately upon my toes, and then dehbcnteiy
walked. ontof the room, impudently wml\mg h:s e)a at me as hre
went through the doot-way. !

The cruel agony of that jnmp made me. roar out, zmd roll off-
my chair upon the grourd [rom very pain ; and my wife, awak-
ing at the noise, raised me up, and enquired what was the matter.

¢ That Peter Schiemiht !
Schlemihi ! he has lamed me for life 12

“ Peter Schlemihl !’ exclaimed my wife, ¢ you are dream-,
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I, however, I\new better, and rang the bell, and enquired for -
Peter Schlemil!

waiter certainly denied all kuowledge of Pater Schlemih] !

I then detailed the whole of my adventures to my wife, com-.

mencing with the first obtrusion of Peter Schlemilil into tho roow,
and ending with his jumping upon my toes when he took his
final departure. ' :
~ Still she said it was® but a dream ! .

. T then rang the bell, and requested the sttendance of Mr. Parry,
anct every man and woman servant in the house. [~ descrlbed
Peter Schiemhl, and I begged of Mr. Parry that he would scarch

about the premises lor him, and desivo that stout genl!cman M, N

Smilh, to prevent his going away, by any of the packets. ¢ You
will be sure 10 find hini;”’ said I, ¢ and he has’ got the Cuslorr-
house clock in his pocket.”” But stout Mr. Smith. .avers that he
hias not yet received three-pence from him, and to this hour ho
remains undiscovered, which isto me very remarkahle.

I suffered such torment in my feet, that I soon sfterwards went,
to bed, but not lo sleep.

A surgeon (a medical gentleman, the cant phrases for one of-
ihose bundles of cruelty) was immediately called in, and, in look-.

ing at my toes, he significantly said, ¢ itis tho gout!”
Wishing to undeceive him, I gave him a minute narrative ofall.

T had endured-—told him the various stampings and sqoeezings to. '

which I had been a martyr, and tho savage jurnp with which the
brute treated me when he took himse!f away !
¢ Itis all a dream !** said my wife.
¢ It is dispepsia and nwht-nnrc,”
result is the gout !’
<« Whilst T contend, with all the confidence of truth, that my,
ramble with Peter Schiemlhl was a real and bong fde ramble !
“Which do you think is right > :

said the doctor, ‘¢ and the
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said I,--~¢* that inferoal Peter.

but whether the waiter was in his confidence,
or whether Peter Schiemihl had managed to make his entrance .
and his exit without being perceived, I do not know, bat the .
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