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INTRODUCTION Don Quixote: A COMIC NOVEL OF IMAGINATION AND THE HUMAN SPIRIT
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Often considered the first modern novel in Western literature, Don Quixote is a fictional landmark that chronicles one man’s struggle to find meaning in a changing world. Miguel de Cervantes’s masterpiece comprises two novels, published ten years apart. In Part I (1605), Cervantes weaves the tale of an idle country gentleman who descends into madness due to his obsession with chivalric adventure stories. Comically refashioning himself in the mold of a medieval knight, and adopting the name Don Quixote de la Mancha (which roughly means Sir Thigh Guard of the Boondocks), he embarks on a quest through the Spanish countryside to restore honor and personal dignity to a modern world that has forgotten those outdated values. In Part II (1615), Cervantes sharpens his critique of society and develops a poignant expression of the human condition, as Don Quixote emerges as a frustrated idealist rejected and beaten by the impersonal institutions and cruel realities of daily life.

At the time Cervantes was writing Don Quixote, chivalric romances—fantastic adventure stories of knights, damsels in distress, giants, and enchanters—were prolific best sellers that provided escapist entertainment for readers of all social classes. Readers of this period, like Don Quixote himself, enjoyed losing themselves in these fictional worlds of the past as a way of forgetting about the real problems facing Spanish society at the dawn of the Modern Era. In his novel, Cervantes parodies the chivalric books through the character of Don Quixote, who models his life on the heroic deeds of his favorite fictional heroes and introduces their simplistic morality into the complicated real world, with disastrous but humorous results. Throughout both parts of the novel, Don Quixote and his squire, Sancho Panza, encounter characters drawn from popular literature and nearly all classes of Spanish society. Cervantes’s novel thus satirizes both literary tradition and a society that consistently looks backward instead of modernizing. Don Quixote is more than a parody of chivalric books. It also introduces a new literary form that we now know as the modern novel, portraying the development of a unique, individual protagonist who is shaped and profoundly changed by his daily contact with everyday reality.

As much as Don Quixote depicts a panoramic view of seventeenth-century Spain and its social institutions, economy, law, religion, rural spaces, urban centers, arts, and sciences, the novel also expresses universal values of the human experience we all can understand. Through Don Quixote’s misadventures and his growing communion with Sancho, the novel raises important questions about the role of the individual in society, the relationship between life and art, the bonds of friendship, and, in broad terms, what it means to be human. Cervantes actively uses dialogue and debate to present these themes from multiple perspectives, inviting readers to think about these matters themselves. Through the creative imagination of Don Quixote, whose unconventional view of the world reveals both hidden beauty and ugly truths, Cervantes challenges us to look at our own lives—and the world in which we live—through a different lens.

The Life and Work of Miguel de Cervantes

Miguel de Cervantes sets his story of conflict and transformation against a historical backdrop of tumultuous change in Spain and Europe. Cervantes was born in 1547, when imperial Spain was exerting political and military influence in Europe, expanding its American colonies (which at the time consisted of parts of what is now the southwestern United States, Mexico, Central America, and the eastern coastal region of South America), and defending Catholicism in response to the Protestant Reformation. His father was a surgeon, a less prestigious career than other medical professions because it involved manual labor. The family moved frequently during Cervantes’s childhood. They spent several years in the bustling port city of Seville, where performances by Lope de Rueda’s traveling theatrical company (one of the first in Spain) awakened in Miguel an interest in the arts. The family settled in Madrid in 1566 to seek opportunity in the newly designated capital city.

As a young man, Cervantes showed early evidence of an expansive mind and a wandering spirit. In Madrid, he studied with Juan López de Hoyos, a humanist in the tradition of Erasmus, who fostered an appreciation for human ingenuity as well as a critical perspective on society and religion that would characterize Cervantes’s major literary works. At the end of his studies, Cervantes was commissioned to write four poems on the death of Elizabeth of Valois, the wife of King Philip II. These poems are his first known works of literature. In 1569, for unknown reasons possibly involving criminal charges arising from a duel, Cervantes suddenly left Spain for Italy, where he briefly served in the household of Cardinal Acquaviva in Rome. Cervantes’s liberal education during a period of Spanish openness to foreign ideas and his travels outside of Spain may have contributed to his ability to see his own country—and its problems—from the perspective of an outsider. All in all, Cervantes spent eleven years of his life outside of Spain.

Cervantes enlisted in the military in 1570, joining the Holy League (an alliance of Spanish forces, the Papacy, and several Italian states) in its campaign against the Ottoman Turks in the eastern Mediterranean. Cervantes fought in the battle of Lepanto (off the coast of Greece) in 1571, which he would describe in the second part of Don Quixote as “the most glorious occasion that ever the past or present age beheld.” He sustained multiple wounds during this battle, leaving his left hand paralyzed. In 1575, while on his return voyage to Spain, his ship was boarded by pirates and he was taken captive to Algiers. After several escape attempts, Cervantes was released in 1580, after Trinitarian friars paid his ransom. Cervantes was profoundly affected by his military service, and the theme of arms and letters as opposing careers recurs in a number of his literary works, including Don Quixote.

Cervantes was prolific in his writing upon his return to Spain and adopted a second surname, Saavedra, in honor of a famous captive mentioned in historical ballads. Not surprisingly, the first literary works he produced were heroic dramas about captivity and war, including at least two plays about Algiers and Numancia, a tragedy set during the Roman conquest of Spain. Cervantes’s dramas of the 1580s enjoyed success on the Spanish stage until his literary rival Lope de Vega, considered the father of modern Spanish theater, introduced a new style of drama, the three-act comedia, which created an entertainment industry that forever changed the conventions of theater in Spain. Cervantes continued to write plays, some of them in Lope’s new style, but he would never see them produced. At the end of his life, he published a collection of these unperformed dramas, Eight Comedies and Eight Interludes (1615), redirecting them to a reading public, which itself was a novelty in the time.

Cervantes’s restless soul apparently extended to his family life as well. In 1584, after fathering an illegitimate daughter, Isabel de Saavedra, he married Catalina de Salazar, a woman of modest financial means almost twenty years younger than himself. This marriage produced no children and within a few years the couple began living in separate households, as Cervantes again took up an itinerant lifestyle, working for the government throughout Spain and continuing to write. Incompatibility between spouses, divorce, and problematic arranged marriages surface as themes in many of Cervantes’s literary works, including his interludes, short stories, and several episodes in Don Quixote.

The last fifteen years of Cervantes’s life were his most productive as a writer. Part I of Don Quixote was published in 1605 and became an immediate sensation in Spain and throughout Europe. Cervantes settled permanently in Madrid, where he dedicated himself to writing and began his sequel to Don Quixote. He published his collection of novellas, Exemplary Novels, in 1613. One year before Cervantes finished his second part of Don Quixote, an unknown author named Alonso Fernández de Avellaneda (possibly a pseudonym) published his own continuation of the knight’s adventures, following an established tradition of chivalric sequels penned by different authors. Avellanedas Quixote was not as well received as the original and was entirely eclipsed by the much-anticipated publication of Cervantes’s Part II in 1615. Cervantes was able to revise his novel to respond to Avellaneda, confronting him directly in his prologue, having his characters ridicule Avellanedas book, and even making one of Avellaneda’s main characters, Don Alvaro Tarfe, swear an oath that his Don Quixote and Cervantes’s protagonist were not the same. Cervantes concluded his novel with one of the earliest expressions of intellectual property, claiming that the character of Don Quixote was his creation, and his alone, for posterity. The following year, in April of 1616, Cervantes died in Madrid a few days after finishing his last book, The Trials of Persiles and Sigismunda, which was published posthumously in 1617.

Historical and Literary Context of Don Quixote


The Rise and Fall of the Spanish Empire

Much of the satire in Don Quixote rests on its portrayal of a madman who attempts to revive medieval values in a modern world, and who searches for truth in the written word while ignoring the lessons of experience. During the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, Spain itself was undergoing significant changes, which ended in crisis, denial, and a conscious return to outdated beliefs in the face of uncertain progress.

Historians often use 1453 to mark the end of the Middle Ages and the beginning of the Modern Era. In that year, the Ottoman Turks conquered Constantinople, the last political remnant of ancient Rome. In 1492, King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella of Spain conquered the Muslim kingdom of Granada, expelled all Jews from Spanish territories, and unified the country as one of Europe’s first modern nation-states with a capitalist economy and a rising middle class. That same year, the voyage of Christopher Columbus expanded Spanish influence to the New World. The Spanish empire began a century of expansion as it established political and military supremacy in Europe, funded by the vast wealth of its American colonies.

Imperial Spain also saw itself as the defender of the Catholic faith. The beginning of the Protestant Reformation dates to 1517, when German clergyman Martin Luther posted ninety-five theses criticizing excess and corruption in the Catholic Church. In the years that followed, many Catholics abandoned the church to create new Protestant denominations (such as Lutheranism and Calvinism). In 1545, Charles V (grandson of Ferdinand and Isabella) persuaded the pope to open the Council of Trent, which met intermittently to reform the Catholic Church and reaffirm its doctrine against the “heresies” of the new Protestant religions. This movement became known as the Counter-Reformation (or the Catholic Reformation). Charles V married his son, Philip, to Queen Mary of England, in hopes of restoring Catholicism in that country, but the death of Mary and the coronation of her Protestant sister, Elizabeth I, ended this plan. In Spain, the Inquisition, which had been formed in 1478 to punish false converts to Christianity, began persecuting Protestants as well. In 1559, the Inquisition published its first index of prohibited books, prompting burnings of books that were judged subversive or heretical.

The rise of the Spanish empire in the sixteenth century was followed by crisis and decline at the turn of the seventeenth, when Cervantes was writing Don Quixote. By the late 1500s, the growing independence of the American colonies and the costly wars against Protestantism in Europe bankrupted the Spanish treasury. Severe inflation and overreliance on imports destroyed the Spanish economy. Large population shifts occurred from the rural countryside to the urban centers, significantly reducing Spain’s agricultural production. This process culminated with the religiously motivated expulsion of the moriscos (descendants of Muslims) between 1609 and 1613, resulting in the loss of talented artisans and farmers. As the economy collapsed at home, Spain’s political and military influence abroad suffered, most famously with the destruction of the Spanish Armada off the coast of England in 1588. While the rest of Europe appeared to be progressing toward the scientific advancement and the new ideas that would culminate a century later in the Enlightenment, Spain, like Don Quixote, retreated from change. It attempted to relive the glories of its victorious past and self-consciously embraced the philosophy and outlook of medieval churchmen. This so-called period of Spanish decadence commenced, and the country would not emerge from it for three hundred years.

Literary Traditions in the Time of Cervantes

As Cervantes wrote Don Quixote, Spain’s crisis sparked two different literary responses. Literary romance (long prose fiction written in a romance language) represented an idealized world in which good triumphed over evil and stereotypical characters braved marvelous adventures, guided by the hand of providence. The most popular romances in Spain were chivalric books. Amadís of Gaul (1508) was a best seller throughout the sixteenth century and inspired more than twenty sequels. Spanish conquistadors saw themselves continuing chivalric adventures in the New World; many of the place names they assigned to American territories (such as California) derived from fictional kingdoms in chivalric romances. In 1553, Charles V officially prohibited the export of chivalric books to the American colonies. Pastoral romances, set in the bucolic world of shepherds and shepherdesses, were also popular; Jorge de Montemayor’s Diana (1559) was widely acclaimed as the first of its kind, and Cervantes published his own pastoral romance, Galatea, in 1585. Romances were a form of escapist literature understandably popular during the difficult times at the turn of the seventeenth century, as the Spanish public, like Don Quixote, immersed themselves in these idealized worlds to forget the pressures of daily reality.

A different literary trend was the rise of satire. While Erasmus firmly established the witty yet pointed critique of social institutions in his Praise of Folly (1511), satire in Spain asserted itself most originally through the picaresque novel. In 1554, the anonymous Lazarillo de Tormes told the story of a young vagabond—or pícaro— who journeys from one episodic adventure to the next, attempting to survive by his wits in an unforgiving world. The biting satire of picaresque literature criticized nearly every important aspect of Spanish society, including the Catholic Church, landing Lazarillo on the Inquisitorial index of banned books. The picaresque novel genre reached its highest success with Mateo Alemán’s Guzmán de Alfarache, published in two parts in 1599 and 1604, as Cervantes wrote Part One of Don Quixote.

The Rise of the Modern Novel

The novel is a literary genre about the here and now, describing real human challenges in a world we recognize as our own. Today when we think of literature we think primarily of novels; it is hard to envision a time when the novel had not yet become an important influence in literature. Don Quixote was one of the first, building on romance and satire and developing a poignant treatment of human aspirations to help create this new form of literature. Cervantes begins his book as a parody of chivalric tales, making fun of the ridiculous Don Quixote as he assumes the identity of a literary knight and sets out to enforce the medieval values in the early modern world. The resulting conflicts between the Middle Ages and modernity, and between fantasy and reality, comically reveal Don Quixote’s escapism as madness. Don Quixote’s travels and episodic adventures (in the tradition of the picaresque novel) parody the literary conventions of his day and also satirize the values of Spanish society. Don Quixote starts by trying to make real life conform to the expectations of fiction, almost as if someone in our own time expected life to turn out as it does in the movies. Through daily contact with the difficult realities of early modern Spain, however, Don Quixote and Sancho Panza teach each other that life does not always turn out as we expect and that the most important victories are personal ones. As one of the first works of prose fiction to describe the growth of individual characters, expressing their innermost feelings, emotions, and human desires as they encounter the values and institutions of the real world, Don Quixote leaves behind the idealized, stereotypical world of romance and starts a new literary tradition, setting the foundation that the modern novel would be built on by the great novelists of the eighteenth, nineteenth, and twentieth centuries.





CHRONOLOGY OF MIGUEL DE CERVANTES’S LIFE AND WORK
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1547: Miguel de Cervantes is born, probably in September, in Alcalá de Henares, near Madrid.

	1564: The family moves to Seville, where Miguel sees the plays of Lope de Rueda.

	1566: Cervantes’s family moves to Madrid, where he studies with humanist tutor López de Hoyos.

	1568: Cervantes composes four poems on the death of Elizabeth of Valois, wife of King Philip II, his first known literary works.

	1569: Cervantes leaves Spain to work for Cardinal Acquaviva in Rome.

	1570: He enlists as a soldier in Spain’s military campaign against the Turks.

	1571: Cervantes is wounded in the battle of Lepanto, losing the use of his left hand.

	1575: While returning to Spain, he is taken captive and held in Algiers.

	1580: Cervantes is ransomed and returns to Madrid.

	1580s: Cervantes writes several dramas for the public theater, including his heroic tragedy Numancia.


	
1584: Cervantes marries Catalina de Salazar.

	1585: He publishes a pastoral romance, La Galatea.


	1587: Cervantes works as a requisitions officer for the Spanish Armada.

	1590: His petition for a government post in the Americas is denied.

	1595: He becomes a tax collector, traveling throughout southern Spain.

	1597: Cervantes is imprisoned in Seville for discrepancies in his royal accounts.

	1605: Part I of Don Quixote is published.

	1606: Cervantes moves to Madrid and settles there permanently.

	1613: His collection of short stories, Exemplary Novels, is published.

	1614: Alonso Fernández de Avellaneda publishes an unauthorized continuation of Don Quixote.


	1615: Cervantes publishes Part II of Don Quixote and also a collection of unperformed dramas, Eight Comedies and Eight Interludes.


	1616: He dies in Madrid on April 22 or 23.

	1617: Cervantes’s adventure novel The Trials of Persiles and Sigismunda is published posthumously.








HISTORICAL CONTEXT OF Don Quixote
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	1453: Constantinople falls to the Turks, marking the symbolic end of the Middle Ages and the beginning of the Modern Era.

	1478: The Spanish Inquisition is established.

	1492: Muslim Granada falls to King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella; Spain emerges as a unified nation-state and world power.

	1508: Amadis of Gaul, the first Spanish chivalric romance, is published.

	1511: Erasmus publishes The Praise of Folly.


	1517: Martin Luther posts his ninety-five theses against corruption in the Catholic Church, beginning the Protestant Reformation.

	1521: Hernán Cortés conquers Mexico (the Aztec Empire).

	1532: Francisco Pizarro conquers Peru (the Incan Empire).

	1532: Copernicus publishes On the Revolution of Heavenly Bodies.


	
1545-63: The Council of Trent initiates the Catholic Counter-Reformation.

	1553: Emperor Charles V prohibits chivalric books in Spain’s American colonies.

	1554: Philip, son of Charles V, marries Queen Mary of England. Lazarillo de Tormes, the first picaresque novel, is published.

	1556: Philip II becomes King of Spain.

	1558: Queen Mary of England dies; Elizabeth I ascends to the throne.

	1559: The Inquisition publishes its first index of prohibited books. Jorge de Montemayor publishes his pastoral romance, Diana.


	1561: Madrid is designated the capital of Spain.

	1571: The allied forces of the Holy League defeat the Turks in the battle of Lepanto.

	1588: The Spanish Armada is defeated off the coast of England.

	1590s: Government bankruptcies severely damage the Spanish economy. William Shakespeare writes plays for performance on the London stage.

	1598: Philip II dies; Philip III becomes king.

	1609: Lope de Vega publishes his New Art of Writing Plays.


	1609-13: The morisco population is expelled from Spain.

	1610: Galileo publishes observations confirming Copernican theories.

	1633: Galileo is put on trial for heresy.








NOTE ON THIS TRANSLATION
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This edition of Don Quixote uses Tobias Smollett’s 1755 English translation. Spelling has been standardized for the names of major characters and places, favoring the original Spanish except where common English equivalents exist. Additionally, some of Smollett’s archaic English words have been replaced with equivalents more easily understood by the modern reader. This edition also adopts the standard chapter numbers used in most editions of Don Quixote.






DON QUIXOTE






THE TRANSLATOR’S AIM, in this undertaking, was to maintain that ludicrous solemnity and self-importance by which the inimitable Cervantes has distinguished the character of Don Quixote, without raising him to the insipid rank of a dry philosopher, or debasing him to the melancholy circumstances and unentertaining caprice of an ordinary madman; and to preserve the native humour of Sancho Panza, from degenerating into mere proverbial phlegm, or affected buffoonry.

He has endeavoured to retain the spirit and ideas, without servilely adhering to the literal expression, of the original; from which, however, he has not so far deviated, as to destroy that formality of idiom, so peculiar to the Spaniards, and so essential to the character of the work.

The satire and propriety of many allusions, which had been lost in the change of customs and lapse of time, will be restored in explanatory notes; and the whole conducted with that care and circumspection, which ought to be exerted by every author, who, in attempting to improve upon a task already performed, subjects himself to the most invidious comparison.

Whatever may be the fate of the performance, he cannot charge himself with carelessness or precipitation; for it was begun, and the greatest part of it actually finished, four years ago; and he has been for some time employed in revising and correcting it for the press.

—Tobias Smollett






PART I
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PREFACE TO THE READER
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Idle reader, without an oath thou mayest believe, that I wish this book, as the child of my understanding, were the most beautiful, sprightly and discreet production that ever was conceived. But, it was not in my power to contravene the order of nature, in consequence of which, every creature procreates its own resemblance: what therefore could be engendered in my barren, ill-cultivated genius, but a dry, meager offspring, wayward, capricious and full of whimsical notions peculiar to his own imagination, as if produced in a prison, which is the feat of inconvenience, and the habitation of every dismal sound. Quiet, solitude, pleasant fields, serene weather, purling streams, and tranquillity of mind, contribute so much to the fecundity even of the most barren genius, that it will bring forth productions so fair as to awaken the admiration and delight of mankind.

A man who is so unfortunate as to have an ugly child, destitute of every grace and favourable endowment, may be so hood-winked by paternal tenderness, that he cannot perceive his defects; but, on the contrary, looks upon every blemish as a beauty, and recounts to his friends every instance of his folly as a sample of his wit: but I, who, tho’ seemingly the parent, am no other than the step-father of Don Quixote, will not sail with the stream of custom, nor like some others, supplicate the gentle reader, with the tears in my eyes, to pardon or conceal the faults which thou mayest spy in this production. Thou art neither its father nor kinsman; hast thy own soul in thy own body, and a will as free as the finest; thou art in thy own house, of which I hold thee as absolute master as the king of his revenue; and thou knowest the common saying, Under my cloak the king is a joke. These considerations free and exempt thee from all manner of restraint and obligation; so that thou mayest fully and frankly declare thy opinion of this history, without fear of calumny for thy censure, and without hope of recompense for thy approbation.

I wished only to present thee with the performance, clean, neat and naked, without the ornament of a preface, and unencumbered with an innumerable catalogue of such sonnets, epigrams and commendatory verses, as are generally prefixed to the productions of the present age; for, I can assure thee, that although the composition of the book hath cost me some trouble, I have found more difficulty in writing this preface, which is now under thy inspection: diverse and sundry times did I seize the pen, and as often laid it aside, for want of knowing what to say; and during this uneasy state of suspence, while I was one day ruminating on the subject, with the paper before me, the quill behind my ear, my elbow fixed on the table, and my cheek leaning on my hand; a friend of mine, who possesses a great fund of humour, and an excellent understanding, suddenly entered the apartment, and finding me in this musing posture, asked the cause of my being so contemplative. As I had no occasion to conceal the nature of my perplexity, I told him I was studying a preface for the history of Don Quixote; a task which I found so difficult, that I was resolved to desist, and even suppress the adventures of such a noble cavalier: for, you may easily suppose how much I must be confounded at the animadversions of that ancient lawgiver the vulgar, and when it shall see me, after so many years that I have slept in silence and oblivion, produce, in my old age, a performance as dry as a rush, barren of invention, meager in style, beggarly in conceit, and utterly destitute of wit and erudition; without quotations in the margin, or annotations at the end; as we see in other books, let them be never so fabulous and profane: indeed they are generally so stuffed with apothegms from Aristotle, Plato, and the whole body of philosophers, that they excite the admiration of the readers, who look upon such authors as men of unbounded knowledge, eloquence and erudition. When they bring a citation from the holy scripture, one would take them for so many St. Thomas’s, and other doctors of the church; herein observing such ingenious decorum, that in one line they will represent a frantic lover, and in the very next begin with a godly sermon, from which the Christian readers, and even the hearers receive much comfort and edification. Now, my book must appear without all these advantages; for, I can neither quote in the margin, nor note in the end: nor do I know what authors I have imitated, that I may, like the rest of my brethren, prefix them to the work in alphabetical order, beginning with Aristotle, and ending in Xenophon, Zoilus or Zeuxis,1 though one was a back-biter, and the other a painter. My history must likewise be published without poems at the beginning, at least without sonnets written by dukes, marquisses, counts, bishops, ladies, and celebrated poets: although, should I make the demand, I know two or three good natured friends, who would oblige me with such verses as should not be equalled by the most famous poetry in Spain.

In a word, my good friend, said I, señor Don Quixote shall be buried in the archives of La Mancha, until heaven shall provide some person to adorn him with those decorations he seems to want; for, I find myself altogether unequal to the task, through insufficiency and want of learning; and because I am naturally too bashful and indolent, to go in quest of authors to say, what I myself can say as well without their assistance. Hence arose my thoughtfulness and meditation, which you will not wonder at, now that you have heard the cause. My friend having listened attentively to my remonstrance, flapped his forehead with the palm of his hand, and bursting into a loud laugh: “ ‘Fore God! brother, said he, I am now undeceived of an error, in which I have lived during the whole term of our acquaintance; for, I always looked upon you as a person of prudence and discretion; but now, I see, you are as far from that character, as heaven is distant from the earth. What! is it possible that such a trifling inconvenience, so easily remedied, should have power to mortify and perplex a genius like yours, brought to such maturity, and so well calculated to demolish and surmount much greater difficulties? in good faith this does not proceed from want of ability, but from excessive indolence, that impedes the exercise of reason. If you would be convinced of the truth of what I allege, give me the hearing, and, in the twinkling of an eye, all your difficulties shall vanish, and a remedy be prescribed for all those defects which, you say, perplex your understanding, and deter you from ushering to the light, your history of the renowned Don Quixote, the luminary and sole mirrour of knight-errantry.” Hearing this declaration, I desired he would tell me in what manner he proposed to fill up the vacuity of my apprehension, to diffuse light, and reduce to order the chaos of my confusion; and he replied, “Your first objection, namely the want of sonnets, epigrams and commendatory verses from persons of rank and gravity, may be obviated by your taking the trouble to compose them yourself, and then you may christen them by any name you shall think proper to choose, fathering them upon Prester John of the Indies, or the emperor of Trebisond, who, I am well informed, were very famous poets; and even should this intelligence be untrue, and a few pedants and bachelors of arts should back-bite and grumble at your conduct, you need not value them three farthings; for, although they convict you of a lie, they cannot cut off the hand that wrote it.

“With regard to the practice of quoting, in the margin, such books and authors as have furnished you with sentences and sayings for the embellishment of your history, you have nothing to do, but to season the work with some Latin maxims, which your own memory will suggest, or a little industry in searching, easily obtain: for example, in treating of freedom and captivity, you may say, Non bene pro toto libertas venditur auro;2 and quote Horace, or whom you please, in the margin. If the power of death happens to be your subject, you have at hand, Pallida mors aequo pulsat pede pauperum tabemas regumque iurres.3 And in expatiating upon that love and friendship which God commands us to entertain even for our enemies, you may have recourse to the holy scripture, though you should have never so little curiosity, and say, in the very words of God himself, Ego autem dico vobis, diligite inimicos vestros.4 In explaining the nature of malevolence, you may again extract from the Gospel, De corde exeunt cogitationes malae.5 And the instability of friends may be aptly illustrated by this distich of Cato, Donee eris felix, multos numerabis amicos; tempora si fuerint nubila, solus eris.6 By these, and other such scraps of Latin, you may pass for an able grammarian; a character of no small honour and advantage in these days. And as to the annotations at the end of the book, you may safely furnish them in this manner: when you chance to write about giants, be sure to mention Goliah, and this name alone, which costs you nothing, will afford a grand annotation, couched in these words: ‘The giant Golias, or Goliat, was a Philistine, whom the shepherd David slew with a stone from a sling, in the valley of Terebinthus, as it is written in such a chapter of the book of Kings.’

“If you have a mind to display your erudition and knowledge of cosmography, take an opportunity to introduce the river Tagus into your history, and this will supply you with another famous annotation, thus expressed: ‘The river Tagus, so called from a king of Spain, takes its rise in such a place, and is lost in the sea, after having kissed the walls of the famous city of Lisbon; and is said to have golden sands, etc.’ If you treat of robbers, I will relate the story of Cacus, which I have by rote. If of harlots, the bishop of Mondoneda will lend you a Lamia, a Lais, and a Flora, and such a note will greatly redound to your credit. When you write of cruelty, Ovid will surrender his Medea. When you mention wizards and enchanters, you will find a Calypso in Homer, and a Circe in Virgil. If you have occasion to speak of valiant captains, Julius Caesar stands ready drawn in his own Commentaries; and from Plutarch you may extract a thousand Alexanders. If your theme be love, and you have but two ounces of the Tuscan tongue, you will light upon León Hebreo, who will fill up the measure of your desire: and if you do not choose to travel into foreign countries, you have at home Fonseca’s treatise, On the love of God, in which all that you, or the most ingenious critic, can desire, is fully deciphered and discussed. In a word, there is nothing more to be done, than to procure a number of these names, and hint at their particular stories in your text; and leave to me the task of making annotations and quotations, with which I’ll engage, on pain of death, to fill up all the margins, besides four whole sheets at the end of the book. Let us now proceed to the citation of authors, so frequent in other books, and so little used in your performance: the remedy is obvious and easy: take the trouble to find a book that quotes the whole tribe alphabetically, as you observed, from Alpha to Omega, and transfer them into your book; and though the absurdity should appear never so glaring, as there is no necessity for using such names, it will signify nothing. Nay, perhaps, some reader will be weak enough to believe you have actually availed yourself of all those authors, in the simple and sincere history you have composed; and if such a large catalogue of writers should answer no other purpose, it may serve at first sight to give some authority to the production: nor will any person take the trouble to examine, whether you have or have not followed those originals, because he can reap no benefit from his labour. But, if I am not mistaken, your book needs none of those embellishments in which you say it is defective; for, it is one continued satire upon books of chivalry, a subject which Aristotle never investigated, St. Basil never mentioned, and Cicero never explained. The punctuality of truth, and the observations of astrology, fall not within the fabulous relation of our adventures; to the description of which, neither the proportions of geometry, nor the confirmation of rhetorical arguments, are of the least importance; nor hath it any connection with preaching, or mingling divine truths with human imagination; a mixture which no Christian’s fancy should conceive. It only seeks to avail itself of imitation, and the more perfect this is, the more entertaining the book will be: now, as your sole aim in writing, is to invalidate the authority, and ridicule the absurdity of those books of chivalry, which have, as it were, fascinated the eyes and judgment of the world, and in particular of the vulgar, you have no occasion to go a begging maxims from philosophers, exhortations from holy writ, fables from poets, speeches from orators, or miracles from saints; your business is, with plain, significant, well chosen and elegant words, to render your periods sonorous, and your style entertaining; to give spirit and expression to all your descriptions, and communicate your ideas without obscurity and confusion. You must endeavour to write in such a manner as to convert melancholy into mirth, increase good humour, entertain the ignorant, excite the admiration of the learned, escape the contempt of gravity, and attract applause from persons of ingenuity and taste. Finally, let your aim be levelled against that ill-founded bulwark of idle books of chivalry, abhorred by many, but applauded by more, which if you can batter down, you will have achieved no inconsiderable exploit.”

I listened to my friend’s advice in profound silence, and his remarks made such impression upon my mind, that I admitted them without hesitation or dispute, and resolved that they should appear instead of a preface. Thou wilt, therefore, gentle reader, perceive his discretion, and my good luck in finding such a counsellor in such an emergency; nor wilt thou be sorry to receive, thus genuine and undisguised, the history of the renowned Don Quixote de la Mancha, who, in the opinion of all the people that live in the district of Montiel, was the most virtuous and valiant knight who had appeared for many years in that neighbourhood. I shall not pretend to enhance the merit of having introduced thee to such a famous and honourable cavalier; but I expect thanks for having made thee acquainted with Sancho Panza, in whom I think are united all the squirish graces, which we find scattered through the whole tribe of vain books written on the subject of chivalry. So, praying that God will give thee health, without forgetting such an humble creature as me, I bid thee heartily farewell.






Book I I Of the quality and amusements ofthe renowned Don Quixote de la Mancha.
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IN A CERTAIN corner of La Mancha, the name of which I do not choose to remember, there lately lived one of those country gentlemen, who adorn their halls with a rusty lance and worm-eaten target, and ride forth on the skeleton of a horse, to course with a sort of a starved greyhound.

Three fourths of his income were scarce sufficient to afford a dish of hodge-podge, in which the mutton bore no proportion to the beef, for dinner; a plate of salmagundy, commonly at supper; gripes and grumblings1 on Saturdays, lentils on Fridays, and the addition of a pigeon or some such thing on the Lord’s-day. The remaining part of his revenue was consumed in the purchase of a fine black suit, with velvet breeches and slippers of the same, for holy-days; and a coat of home-spun, which he wore in honour of his country, during the rest of the week.

He maintained a female housekeeper turned of forty, a niece of about half that age, and a trusty young fellow, fit for field and market, who could turn his hand to anything, either to saddle the horse or handle the hoe.

Our squire, who bordered upon fifty, was of a tough constitution, extremely meager, and hard-featured, an early riser, and in point of exercise, another Nimrod. He is said to have gone by the name of Quixada, or Quesada, (for in this particular, the authors who mention that circumstance, disagree) though from the most probable conjectures, we may conclude, that he was called by the significant name of Quixada; but this is of small importance to the history, in the course of which it will be sufficient if we swerve not farther from the truth.

Be it known, therefore, that this said honest gentleman at his leisure hours, which engrossed the greatest part of the year, addicted himself to the reading of books of chivalry, which he perused with such rapture and application, that he not only forgot the pleasures of the chase, but also utterly neglected the management of his estate: nay to such a pass did his curiosity and madness, in this particular, drive him, that he sold many good acres of terra firma, to purchase books of knight-errantry, with which he furnished his library to the utmost of his power; but, none of them pleased him so much, as those that were written by the famous Feliciano de Silva, whom he admired as the pearl of all authors, for the brilliancy of his prose, and the beautiful perplexity of his expression. How was he transported, when he read those amorous complaints, and doughty challenges, that so often occur in his works.

“The reason of the unreasonable usage my reason has met with, so unreasons my reason, that I have reason to complain of your beauty”: and how did he enjoy the following flower of composition! “The high Heaven of your divinity, which with stars divinely fortifies your beauty, and renders you meritorious of that merit, which by your highness is merited!”

The poor gentleman lost his senses, in poring over, and attempting to discover the meaning of these and other such rhapsodies, which Aristotle himself would not be able to unravel, were he to rise from the dead for that purpose only. He could not comprehend the probability of those direful wounds, given and received by Don Beli-anís,2 whose face, and whole carcass, must have remained quite covered with marks and scars, even allowing him to have been cured by the most expert surgeons of the age in which he lived.

He, notwithstanding, bestowed great commendations on the author, who concludes his book with the promise of finishing that interminable adventure; and was more than once inclined to seize the quill, with a view of performing what was left undone; nay, he would have actually accomplished the affair, and published it accordingly, had not reflections of greater moment employed his imagination, and diverted him from the execution of that design.

Diverse and obstinate were the disputes he maintained against the parson of the parish, (a man of some learning, who had taken his degrees at Siguenza,) on that puzzling question, whether Palmerín of England, or Amadís of Gaul, was the most illustrious knight-errant: but master Nicolás, who acted as barber to the village, affirmed, that none of them equalled the Knight of the Sun, or indeed could be compared to him in any degree, except Don Galaor, brother of Amadís of Gaul; for his disposition was adapted to all emergencies; he was neither such a precise, nor such a puling coxcomb as his brother; and in point of valour, his equal at least.

So eager and entangled was our hidalgo3 in this kind of history, that he would often read from morning to night, and from night to morning again, without interruption; till at last, the moisture of his brain being quite exhausted with indefatigable watching and study, he fairly lost his wits: all that he had read of quarrels, enchantments, batties, challenges, wounds, tortures, amorous complaints, and other improbable conceits, took full possession of his fancy; and he believed all those romantic exploits so implicitly, that in his opinion, the holy scripture was not more true. He observed that El Cid Ruy Díaz was an excellent knight; but not equal to the Lord of the Flaming Sword, who with one back stroke had cut two fierce and monstrous giants through the middle. He had still a better opinion of Bernardo del Carpio, who, at the battle of Roncesvalles, put the enchanter Orlando to death, by the same means that Hercules used, when he strangled the earth-born Anteon. Neither was he silent in the praise of Morgante, who, though of that gigantic race, which is noted for insolence and incivility, was perfectly affable and well-bred. But his chief favourite was Reinaldos de Montalbán, whom he hugely admired for his prowess, in sallying from his castle to rob travellers; and above all things, for his dexterity in stealing that idol of the impostor Mohammed, which, according to the history, was of solid gold. For an opportunity of pummelling the traitor Ganelon, he would willingly have given his housekeeper, body and soul, nay, and his niece into the bargain. In short, his understanding being quite perverted, he was seized with the strangest whim that ever entered the brain of a madman. This was no other, than a full persuasion, that it was highly expedient and necessary, not only for his own honour, but also for the good of the public, that he should profess knight-errantry, and ride through the world in arms, to seek adventures, and conform in all points to the practice of those itinerant heroes, whose exploits he had read; redressing all manner of grievances, and courting all occasions of exposing himself to such dangers, as in the event would entitle him to everlasting renown. This poor lunatic looked upon himself already as good as seated, by his own single valour, on the throne of Trebisond; and intoxicated with these agreeable vapours of his unaccountable folly, resolved to put his design in practice forthwith.

In the first place, he cleaned an old suit of armour, which had belonged to some of his ancestors, and which he found in his garret, where it had lain for several ages, quite covered over with mouldiness and rust: but having scoured and put it to rights, as well as he could, he perceived, that instead of a complete helmet, there was only a simple head-piece without a beaver. This unlucky defect, however, his industry supplied by a vizor, which he made of paste-board, and fixed so artificially to the morrion,4 that it looked like an entire helmet. True it is, that in order to try if it was strong enough to risk his jaws in, he unsheathed his sword, and bestowed upon it two hearty strokes, the first of which in a twinkling, undid his whole week’s labour: he did not at all approve of the facility with which he hewed it in pieces, and therefore, to secure, himself from any such danger for the future, went to work anew, and faced it with a plate of iron, in such a manner, as that he remained satisfied of its strength, without putting it to a second trial, and looked upon it as a most finished piece of armour.

He next visited his horse, which (though he had more corners than a trial, being as lean as Gonela’s, that tantum pellis et ossa fuit)5 nevertheless, in his eye, appeared infinitely preferable to Alexander’s Bucephalus, or the Cid’s Babieca. Four days he consumed, in inventing a name for this remarkable steed; suggesting to himself, what an impropriety it would be, if an horse of his qualities belonging to such a renowned knight, should go without some sounding and significant appellation: he therefore resolved to accommodate him with one that should not only declare his past, but also his present capacity; for he thought it but reasonable, that since his master had altered his condition, he should also change his name, and invest him with some sublime and sonorous epithet, suitable to the new order and employment he professed: accordingly, after having chosen, rejected, amended, tortured and revolved a world of names, in his imagination, he fixed upon Rocinante,6 an appellation, in his opinion, lofty, sonorous and expressive, not only of his former, but likewise of his present situation, which entitled him to the preference over all other horses under the sun. Having thus denominated his horse, so much to his own satisfaction, he was desirous of doing himself the like justice, and after eight days study, actually assumed the title of Don Quixote: from whence, as hath been observed, the authors of this authentic history, concluded, that his former name must have been Quixada, and not Quesada, as others are pleased to affirm: but recollecting, that the valiant Amadís, not satisfied with that simple appellation, added to it, that of his country, and in order to dignify the place of his nativity, called himself Amadís of Gaul; he resolved, like a worthy knight, to follow such an illustrious example, and assume the name of Don Quixote de la Mancha;7 which, in his opinion, fully expressed his generation, and at the same time, reflected infinite honour on his fortunate country.

Accordingly his armour being scoured, his beaver fitted to his headpiece, his steed accommodated with a name, and his own dignified with these additions, he reflected, that nothing else was wanting, but a lady to inspire him with love; for a knight-errant without a mistress, would be like a tree destitute of leaves and fruit, or a body without a soul. “If,” said he, “for my sins, or rather for my honour, I should engage with some giant, an adventure common in knight-errantry, and overthrow him in the field, by cleaving him in twain, or in short, disarm and subdue him; will it not be highly proper, that I should have a mistress, to whom I may send my conquered foe, who coming into the presence of the charming fair, will fall upon his knees, and say, in an humble and submissive tone, ‘Incomparable princess, I am the giant Carculiambro, lord of the island Malindrania, who being vanquished in single combat by the invincible knight Don Quixote de la Mancha, am commanded by him to present myself before your beauty, that I may be disposed of, according to the pleasure of your highness?’ “How did the heart of our worthy knight dance with joy, when he uttered this address; and still more, when he found a lady worthy of his affection! This, they say, was an hale, buxom country wench, called Aldonza Lorenzo, who lived in the neighbourhood, and with whom he had formerly been in love; though by all accounts, she never knew, nor gave herself the least concern about the matter. Her he looked upon as one qualified, in all respects, to be the queen of his inclinations; and putting his invention again to the rack, for a name that should bear some affinity with her own, and at the same time become a princess or lady of quality, he determined to call her Dulcinea del Toboso, she being a native of that place, a name, in his opinion, musical, romantic and expressive, like the rest which he had appropriated to himself and his concerns.






II Of the sage Don Quixote’sfirst sally from his own Habitation.
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THESE PREPARATIONS BEING made, he could no longer resist the desire of executing his design; reflecting with impatience, on the injury his delay occasioned in the world, where there was abundance of grievances to be redressed, wrongs to be rectified, errors amended, abuses to be reformed, and doubts to be removed; he therefore, without communicating his intention to any body, or being seen by a living soul, one morning before day, in the scorching month of July, put on his armour, mounted Rocinante, buckled his ill-contrived helmet, braced his target, seized his lance, and, thro’ the back-door of his yard, sallied into the fields, in a rapture of joy, occasioned by this easy and successful beginning of his admirable undertaking: but, scarce was he clear of the village, when he was assaulted by such a terrible objection, as had well nigh induced our hero to abandon his enterprize directly: for, he recollected that he had never been knighted; and therefore, according to the laws of chivalry, he neither could nor ought to enter the lists with any antagonist of that degree; nay, even granting he had received that mark of distinction, it was his duty to wear white armour, like a new knight, without any device in his shield, until such time as his valour should entitle him to that honour.

These cogitations made him waver a little in his plan; but his madness prevailing over every other consideration, suggested, that he might be dubbed by the first person he should meet, after the example of many others who had fallen upon the same expedient; as he had read in those mischievous books which had disordered his imagination. With respect to the white armour, he proposed, with the first opportunity, to scour his own, until it should be fairer than ermine; and having satisfied his conscience in this manner, he pursued his design, without following any other road than that which his horse was pleased to choose; being persuaded, that in so doing, he manifested the true spirit of adventure. Thus proceeded our flaming adventurer, while he uttered the following soliloquy:

“Doubtless, in future ages, when the true history of my famed exploits shall come to light, the sage author, when he recounts my first and early sally, will express himself in this manner: ‘Scarce had ruddy Phoebus, o’er this wide and spacious earth, display’d the golden threads of his refulgent hair; and scarce the little painted warblers with their forky tongues, in soft, mellifluous harmony, had hail’d the approach of rosy-wing’d Aurora, who stealing from her jealous husband’s couch, thro’ the balconies and aerial gates of Mancha’s bright horizon, stood confess’d to wondering mortals; when lo! the illustrious knight Don Quixote de la Mancha, upspringing from the lazy down, bestrode fam’d Rocinante his unrival’d steed! and thro’ Montiel’s ancient, well known field (which was really the case) pursu’d his way.’ ” Then he added, “O fortunate age! O happy times! in which shall be made public my incomparable achievements, worthy to be engraved in brass, on marble sculptured, and in painting shown, as great examples to futurity! and O! thou sage enchanter, whosoever thou may’st be, doom’d to record the wondrous story! forget not, I beseech thee, my trusty Rocinante, the firm companion of my various fate!” Then turning his horse, he exclaimed, as if he had been actually in love, “O Dulcinea! sovereign princess of this captive heart, what dire affliction hast thou made me suffer, thus banished from thy presence with reproach, and fettered by thy rigorous command, not to appear again before thy beauteous face! Deign princess, to remember this thy faithful slave, who now endures such misery for love of thee!” These and other such rhapsodies he strung together; imitating, as much as in him lay, the style of those ridiculous books which he had read; and jogged along, in spite of the sun which beam’d upon him so intensely hot, that surely his brains, if any had remained, would have been fried in his skull: that whole day, did he travel, without encountring any thing worth mentioning; a circumstance that grieved him sorely, for he had expected to find some object on which he could try the prowess of his valiant arm.

Some authors say his first adventure was that of the pass of Lápice, but others affirm, that the Wind-mills had the maidenhead of his valour: all that I can aver of the matter, in consequence of what I found recorded in the annals of La Mancha, is, that having travelled the whole day, his horse and he, about twilight, found themselves excessively wearied and half dead with hunger; and that looking around for some castle or sheep cot, in which he might allay the cravings of nature, by repose and refreshment; he decried not far from the road, an inn, which he looked upon as the star that would guide him to the porch, if not the palace, of his redemption: in this hope, he put spurs to his horse, and just in the twilight reached the gate, where, at that time, there happened to be two ladies of the game, who being on their journey to Seville, with the carriers, had chanced to take up their night’s lodging in this place.

As our hero’s imagination converted whatsoever he saw, heard or considered, into something of which he had read in books of chivalry; he no sooner perceived the inn, than his fancy represented it, as a stately castle with its four towers and pinnacles of shining silver, accommodated with a draw-bridge, deep moat, and all other conveniencies, that are described as belonging to buildings of that kind.

When he was within a small distance of this inn, which to him seemed a castle, he drew bridle, and stopt Rocinante, in hope that some dwarf would appear upon the battlements, and signify his arrival by sound of trumpet: but, as this ceremony was not performed so soon as he expected, and his steed expressed great eagerness to be in the stable; he rode up to the gate, and observing the battered wenches before mentioned, mistook them for two beautiful maidens, or agreeable ladies, enjoying the cool breeze at the castle-gate. At that instant, a swine-herd, who, in a field hard by, was tending a drove of hogs, (with leave be it spoken) chanced to blow his horn, in order to collect his scattered subjects: immediately the knight’s expectation was fulfilled, and concluding that now the dwarf had given the signal of his approach, he rode towards the inn with infinite satisfaction. The ladies no sooner perceived such a strange figure, armed with lance and target, than they were seized with consternation, and ran affrighted to the gate; but Don Quixote, guessing their terror by their flight, lifted up his paste-board vizor, and discovering his gaunt jaws besmeared with dust, addressed them thus, with gentle voice and courteous demeanour: “Fly me not, ladies, nor dread the least affront; for, it belongs not to the order of knighthood, which I profess, to injure any mortal, much less such high-born damsels as your appearance declares you to be.”

The wenches, who stared at him with all their curiosity, in order to discover his face, which the sorry beaver concealed, hearing themselves styled high-born damsels, an epithet so foreign to their profession, could contain themselves no longer, but burst out into such a fit of laughing, that Don Quixote being offended, rebuked them in these words: “Nothing is more commendable in beautiful women than modesty; and nothing more ridiculous than laughter proceeding from a slight cause: but this I mention not as a reproach, by which I may incur your indignation; on the contrary, my intention is only to do you service.”

This address, which was wholly unintelligible to the ladies, together with the ludicrous appearance of him who pronounced it, increased their mirth, which kindled the knight’s anger, and he began to wax wrath, when luckily the landlord interposed. This innkeeper, who, by reason of his unwieldy belly, was of a pacific disposition, no sooner beheld the preposterous figure of our hero, equipped with such ill-suited accoutrements as his bridle, lance, target and corslet composed, than he was seized with an inclination to join the nymphs in their unseasonable merriment; but, being justly afraid of incensing the owner of such unaccountable furniture, he resolved to behave civilly, and accordingly accosted him in these words: “Sir knight, if your worship wants lodging, you may be accommodated in this inn with every thing in great abundance, except a bed; for at present we have not one unengaged.” Don Quixote perceiving the humility of the governor of the castle, for such he supposed the landlord to be, answered, “For me, señor Castellano,” any thing will suffice; my dress is armour, battles my repose, etc.” Mine host imagining that he called him Castellano,1 because he looked like a hypocritical rogue; tho’ indeed he was an Andalusian, born on the coast of Sanlúcar, as great a thief as Cacus, and more mischievous than a collegian or a page, replied with a sneer, “If that be the case, I suppose your worship’s couch is no other than the flinty rock, and your sleep perpetual waking; so that you may alight with the comfortable assurance, that you will find in this mansion, continual opportunities of defying sleep, not only for one night, but for a whole year, if you please to try the experiment.” With these words, he laid hold of the stirrup of Don Quixote, who dismounting with infinite pain and difficulty, occasioned by his having travelled all day long without any refreshment, bade the landlord take special care of his steed; for, he observed, a better piece of horseflesh had never broke bread.

The innkeeper, tho’ with all his penetration he could not discern any qualities in Rocinante sufficient to justify one half of what was said in his praise, led him civilly into the stable, and having done the honours of the place, returned to receive the commands of his other guest, whom he found in the hands of the high-born damsels, who having by this time reconciled themselves to him, were busied in taking off his armour: they had already disencumbered him of his back and breast-plates, but could fall upon no method of disengaging his head and neck from his ill-contriv’d helmet and gorget, which were fast tied with green ribbons, the gordian knots of which no human hands could loose; and he would, by no means, allow them to be cut; so that he remained all night, armed from the throat upwards, and afforded as odd and comical a spectacle as ever was seen. While these kind harridans, whom he supposed to be the constable’s lady and daughter, were employed in this hospitable office, he said to them with a smile of inconceivable pleasure, “Never was knight so honoured by the service of ladies, as Don Quixote, when he first ushered himself into the world; ladies ministred unto him, and princesses took charge of his Rocinante. O Rocinante! (for that, fair ladies, is the name of my steed, and Don Quixote de la Mancha the appellation of his master) not that I intended to have disclosed myself until the deeds achieved in your service should have made me known; but, in order to accommodate my present situation to that venerable romance of Sir Lancelot, I am obliged to discover my name a little prematurely: yet, the time will come, when your highnesses shall command, and I will obey, and the valour of this arm testify the desire I feel of being your slave.”

The charmers, whom nature never designed to expose to such extraordinary compliments, answered not a syllable, but asked if he chose to have any thing for supper? To which kind question Don Quixote replied, that from the information of his bowels, he believed nothing eatable could come amiss. As it was unluckily a meager day, the inn afforded no other fare than some bundles of that fish which is called abadejo in Castile, bacalao in Andalusia, curadillo in some parts of Spain, and truchuela in others: so that they inquired if his worship could eat truchuela; for there was no other fish to be had. “A number of troutlings, answered the knight, will please me as much as one trout: for, in my opinion, eight single reales are equivalent to one piece of eight; besides, those troutlings may be as much preferable to trouts, as veal is to beef, or lamb to mutton: be that as it will, let the fish be immediately produced; for, the toil and burden of arms are not to be borne without satisfying the cravings of the stomach.” A table being therefore covered at the inn-door, for the benefit of the cool air, mine host brought out a cut of bacalao, wretchedly watered, and villanously cooked, with a loaf as black and greasy as his guest’s own armour: but, his manner of eating afforded infinite subject for mirth; for, his head being enclosed in his helmet, and the beaver lifted up, his own hands could be of no service in reaching the food to his mouth; and therefore, one of the ladies undertook to perform that office; but, they found it impossible to convey drink in the same manner; and our hero must have made an uncomfortable meal, if the landlord had not bored a cane, and putting one end of it in his mouth, poured some wine into the other; an operation he endured with patience, rather than suffer the ribbons of his helmet to be destroyed.

While they were thus employed, a sow-gelder happened to arrive at the inn, and winding three or four blasts with his horn, confirmed Don Quixote in his opinion, that he sat in some stately castle, entertained with music, during his repast, which, consisting of delicate troutling and bread of the finest flour, was served up, not by a brace of harlots, and a thievish innkeeper, but by the fair hands of two beautiful ladies, and the courteous governor of the place. This conceit justified his undertaking, and rendered him very happy in the success of his first sally; but, he was mortified when he recollected that he was not as yet knighted; because he thought he could not lawfully achieve any adventure without having been first invested with that honourable order.






III The diverting expedient Don Quixote falls upon, in order to be knighted.
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HARASSED BY THIS reflection, he abridged his sorry meal, and called for the landlord, with whom having shut himself up in the stable, he fell upon his knees, and addressed the supposed constable in these words: “Never will I rise from this suppliant posture, thrice valiant knight, until your courtesy shall grant the boon I mean to beg; a boon! that will not only redound to your particular praise, but also to the inestimable benefit of mankind in general.” The innkeeper hearing such discourse proceed from the mouth of his guest, who kneeled before him, was astonished; and gazed at our hero, without knowing what to say or do: at length, however, he entreated him to rise; but, this request was absolutely refused, until he assured him that his boon should be granted. “Señor,” said Don Quixote, “I could expect no less from the courtesy of your magnificence: I will now therefore tell you, that the boon which I have begged, and obtained from your generosity, is, that you will, tomorrow morning, vouchsafe to confer upon me the order of knighthood. This night will I watch my arms in the chapel of your castle; that the morning, as I said, may fulfil my eager desire, and enable me, as I ought, to traverse the four corners of the world, in search of adventures for the relief of the distressed, according to the duty and office of chivalry, and of those knights-errant, whose genius, like mine, is strongly addicted to such achievements.”

The landlord, who, as we have already observed, was a sort of a wag, and had from the beginning suspected that his lodger’s brain was none of the soundest, having heard him to an end, no longer entertained any doubts about the matter, and in order to regale himself and the rest of his guests with a dish of mirth, resolved to humour him in his extravagance. With this view, he told him, that nothing could be more just and reasonable than his request, his conceptions being extremely well suited, and natural to such a peerless knight as his commanding presence and gallant demeanour demonstrated him to be: that he himself had, in his youth, exercised the honourable profession of errantry, strolling from place to place, in quest of adventures, in the course of which he did not fail to visit the suburbs of Málaga, the isles of Riaran, the booths of Seville, the market-place of Segovia, the olive-gardens of Valencia, the little tower of Granada, the bay of Sanlúcar, the spout of Córdoba, the public-houses of Toledo, and many other places, in which he had exercised the dexterity of his hands as well as the lightness of his heels, doing infinite mischief, courting widows without number, debauching damsels, ruining heirs, and in short, making himself known at the bar of every tribunal in Spain: that, at length, he had retired to this castle, where he lived on his own means, together with those of other people; accommodating knights-errant of every quality and degree, solely on account of the affection he bore to them, and to the coin which they parted with in return for his hospitality. He moreover informed him, that there was no chapel in the castle at present, where he could watch his armour, it having been demolished in order to be rebuilt; but, that in case of necessity, as he very well knew, he might choose any other place; that the court-yard of the castle would very well serve the purpose, where, when the knight should have watched all night, he, the host, would in the morning, with God’s permission, perform all the other ceremonies required, and create him not only a knight, but such an one as should not have his fellow in the whole universe.

He then asked, if he carried any money about with him, and the knight replied, that he had not a cent: for he had never read in the history of knights-errant, that they had ever troubled themselves with any such encumbrance. The innkeeper assured him that he was very much mistaken; for, that though no such circumstance was to be found in those histories, the authors having thought it superfluous to mention things that were so plainly necessary as money and clean shirts, it was not to be supposed that their heroes travelled without supplies of both: he might, therefore, take it for granted and uncontrovertible, that all those knights, whose actions are so voluminously recorded, never rode without their purses well-lined in cases of emergency; not forgetting to carry a stock of linen, with a small box of ointment to cure the wounds they might receive in the course of their adventures; for, it was not to be imagined, that any other relief was to be had every time they should have occasion to fight, and be wounded in fields and deserts; unless they were befriended by some sage enchanter, who would assist them by transporting through the air, in a cloud, some damsel, or dwarf, with a cordial of such virtue, that one drop of it would instantly cure them of their bruises and wounds, and make them as sound as if no such mischance had happened: but, the knights of former ages, who had no such friend to depend upon, laid it down as a constant maxim, to order their squires to provide themselves with money and other necessaries, such as ointment and lint for immediate application: and when the knight happened to be without a squire, which was very seldom the case, he himself kept them in very small bags, that hung scarce perceptible at his horse’s rump, as if it were a treasure of much greater importance. Though indeed, except upon such an occasion, that of carrying bags was not much for the honour of knight-errantry; for which reason, he advised Don Quixote, and now that he was his godson, he might command him, never thenceforward to travel without money, and those other indispensible necessaries, with which he should provide himself as soon as possible; and then he would, when he least thought of it, find his account in having made such provision.

The knight promised to follow his advice with all deference and punctuality; and thereupon received orders to watch his armour in a large court on one side of the inn, where, having gathered the several pieces on a heap, he placed them in a cistern that belonged to the well; then bracing on his target and grasping his lance, he walked with courteous demeanour backward and forward before the cistern, beginning this knightly exercise as soon as it was dark. The roguish landlord having informed every lodger in his house, of our hero’s frenzy, the watching of his armour, and his expectation of being dubbed a knight; they were astonished at such a peculiar strain of madness, and going out to observe him at a distance, beheld him with silent gesture sometimes stalking along, sometimes leaning on his spear, with his eyes fixed upon his armour, for a considerable space of time. Though it was now night, the moon shone with such splendour as might even vie with the source from which she derived her brightness; so that every motion of our noviciate was distinctly perceived by all present. At this instant, a carrier who lodged in the inn took it in his head to water his mules, and it being necessary for this purpose to clear the cistern, he went to lift off Don Quixote’s armour; when a loud voice accosted him in these words: “O thou! whosoever thou art, bold and insolent knight, who presumest to touch the armour of the most valiant errant that ever girded himself with cold iron, consider what thou art about to attempt, and touch it not, unless thou art desirous of yielding thy life as the price of thy temerity.”

The carrier, far from regarding these threats, which had he regarded his own carcass, he would not have despised, laid hold on the sacred deposit, and threw it piecemeal into the yard with all his might. Don Quixote no sooner beheld this profanation, than lifting up his eyes to heaven, and addressing himself, in all likelihood, to his mistress Dulcinea, he said: “Grant me thy assistance, dear lady of my heart! in this insult offered to thy lowly vassal, and let me not be deprived of thy favourable protection in this my first perilous achievement.” Haying uttered this, and some other such ejaculations, he quitted his target, and raising his lance with both hands, bestowed it with such good will upon the carrier’s head, that he fell prostrate on the ground, so effectually mauled, that, had the blow been repeated, there would have been no occasion to call a surgeon. This exploit being performed, he replaced his armour, and returned to his walk, which he continued with his former composure.

It was not long before another carrier, not knowing what had happened to his companion, who still lay without sense or motion, arrived with the same intention of watering his mules, and went straight up to the cistern, in order to remove the armour; when Don Quixote, without speaking a syllable, or asking leave of any living soul, once more quitted his target, and lifting up his lance, made another experiment of its hardness upon the pate of the second carrier, which failed in the application, giving way in four different places. At the noise of this encounter, every body in the house, innkeeper and all, came running to the field, at sight of whom Don Quixote, snatching up his target and drawing his sword, pronounced aloud, “O lady! of transcendent beauty, the force and vigour of my enfeebled heart; now, if ever, is the time for thee to turn thy princely eyes on this thy caitiff knight, who is on the eve of so mighty an adventure.” So saying, he seemed to have acquired such courage, that had he been assaulted by all the carriers in the universe, he would not have retreated one step.

The companions of the wounded, seeing how their friends had been handled, began at a distance, to discharge a shower of stones upon the knight, who, as well as he could, sheltered himself under his shield, not daring to leave the cistern, lest some mischance should happen to his armour. The innkeeper called aloud, entreating them to leave off, for, as he had told them before, the man being mad, would be acquitted on account of his lunacy, even tho’ he should put every soul of them to death. At the same time Don Quixote, in a voice louder still, upbraided them as cowardly traitors, and called the constable of the castle a worthless and base-born knight, for allowing his guest to be treated in such an inhospitable manner; swearing, that if he had received the order of knighthood, he would make him repent his discourteous behaviour. “But, as for you, said he, ye vile, ill-mannered scum, ye are beneath my notice. Discharge, approach, come forward, and annoy me as much as you can, you shall soon see what reward you will receive for your insolent extravagance.” These words delivered in a bold and resolute tone, struck terror into the hearts of the assailants, who, partly for this menace, and partly on account of the landlord’s’persuasion, gave over their attack, while he, on his side, allowed the wounded to retire, and returned to his watch, with his former ease and tranquillity.

These pranks of the knight were not at all to the liking of the landlord, who resolved to abridge the ceremony, and bestow this unlucky order of knighthood immediately, before any other mischief should happen. Approaching him therefore, he disclaimed the insolence with which his guest had been treated by those saucy plebeians, without his knowledge or consent; and observed that they had been justly chastised for their impudence: that, as he had told him before, there was no chapel in the castle, nor indeed, for what was to be done, was it at all necessary; nothing of the ceremony now remaining unperformed, except the cuff on the neck, and the thwack on the shoulders, as they are prescribed in the ceremonial of the order; and that this part might be executed in the middle of a field: he assured him also, that he had punctually complied with every thing that regarded the watching of his armour, which might have been finished in two hours, tho’ he had already remained double the time on that duty. Don Quixote believing every syllable that he spoke, said, he was ready to obey him in all things, and besought him to conclude the matter as soon as possible; for, in case he should be attacked again, after having been knighted, he would not leave a soul alive in the castle, except those whom he should spare at his request.

The constable, alarmed at this declaration, immediately brought out his day-book, in which he kept an account of the barley and straw that was expended for the use of the carriers, and attended by a boy with a candle’s end in his hand, together with the two ladies before mentioned, came to the place where Don Quixote stood: then ordering him to kneel before him, mumbled in his manual, as if he had been putting up some very devout petition; in the midst of which, he lifted up his hand, and gave him an hearty thump on the neck; then, with the flat of his own sword, bestowed an handsome application across his shoulders, muttering all the time between his teeth, as if he had been employed in some fervent ejaculation: this article being fulfilled, he commanded one of the ladies to gird on his sword, an office she performed with great dexterity and discretion, of which there was no small need to restrain her laughter at each particular of this strange ceremony: but, the effects they had already seen of the knight’s disposition, kept their mirth effectually under the rein.

When this good lady had girded on his sword, “Heaven preserve your worship! adventrous knight, said she, and make you fortunate in all your encounters.” Don Quixote then begged to know her name, that he might thenceforward understand to whom he was obliged for the favour he had received at her hands, and to whom he might ascribe some part of the honour he should acquire by the valour of his invincible arm. She answered with great humility, that her name was Tolosa, daughter of an honest tailor in Toledo, who lived in one of the stalls of Sancho Minaya; that she should always be at his service, and acknowledge him for her lord and master. The knight professed himself extremely obliged to her for her love; and begged she would, for the future, dignify her name by calling herself Doña Tolosa. This request she promised faithfully to comply with; and a dialogue of the same kind, passed between him and the other lady who buckled on his spur; when he asked her name, she told him it was Molinera, and that her father was an honourable miller of Antequera. Don Quixote entreated her also, to ennoble her name with the same title of Doña, loaded her with thanks, and made a tender of his service. These hitherto unseen ceremonies being dispatched, as it were, with post haste, Don Quixote, impatient to see himself on horseback, in quest of adventures, saddled and mounted Rocinante forthwith, and embracing his host, uttered such a strange rhapsody of thanks for his having dubbed him knight, that it is impossible to rehearse the compliment. The landlord, in order to get rid of him the sooner, answered in terms no less eloquent, tho’ something more laconic, and let him march off in happy hour, without demanding one farthing for his lodging.





IV Of what befell our knight, when he salliedfrom the inn.
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IT WAS EARLY in the morning, when Don Quixote sallied from the inn, so well satisfied, so sprightly and so glad to see himself invested with the order of knighthood, that the very girths of his horse vibrated with joy: But, remembering his landlord’s advice with regard to the necessaries he ought to carry along with him, in particular, the money and clean shirts; he resolved to return to his own house, and furnish himself not only with these, but also with a squire, for which office, he fixed in his own mind, upon a poor ploughman who lived in his neighbourhood, maintaining a family of children by his labour; a person in all respects qualified for the lower services of chivalry: with this view, he steered his course homeward; and Rocinante, as if he had guessed the knight’s intention, began to move with such alacrity and nimbleness, that his hoofs scarce seemed to touch the ground.

He had not travelled far, when from the thickest part of a wood that grew on his right hand, his ear was saluted with shrill repeated cries, which seemed to issue from the mouth of some creature in grievous distress; and no sooner did our hero hear this lamentation, than he exclaimed, “Heaven be praised for the favour with which it now indulges me, in giving me an opportunity so soon of fulfilling the duties of my profession, and reaping the fruit of my laudable intention! These cries doubtless proceed from some miserable male, or female, who stands in need of my immediate aid and protection”: then turning Rocinante, he rode towards the place, whence the complaint seemed to come, and having entered the wood a few paces, he found a mare tied to one oak, and a lad about fifteen naked from the waist upwards, made fast to another. This was he who screamed so piteously, and indeed not without reason, for, a sturdy peasant was employed in making applications to his carcass with a leathern strap, accompanying each stripe with a word of reproof and advice. Above all things, laying upon his strong injunctions, to use his tongue less, and his eyes more: the young fellow replied, with great fervency, “I will never do so again, master, so help me God! I won’t do so any more; but, for the future, take more care, and use more dispatch.”

Don Quixote observing what passed, pronounced aloud, with great indignation: “Discourteous knight, it ill becomes thee to attack one who cannot defend himself: mount thy steed, couch thy lance, (for there was actually a lance leaning against the tree, to which the mare was tied) and I will make thee sensible of the cowardice of the action in which thou art now engaged.” The peasant seeing this strange figure, buckled in armour, and brandishing a lance over his head, was mortally afraid, and with great humility replied; “Sir knight, this lad whom I am chastising, is my own servant, hired to keep a flock of sheep, which feed in these fields; but, he is so negligent, that every day I lose one of the number, and because I punish him for his carelessness, or knavery, he says that I scourge him out of avarice, rather than pay him his wages: tho’, upon my conscience, and as I shall answer to God, he tells a lie.” “How! a lie, before me, base caitiff, cried Don Quixote; by the sun, that enlightens this globe, I have a good mind to thrust this lance thro’ thy body: pay the young man his wages straight without reply, or by the power that rules us! I will finish and annihilate thee in an instant: unbind him, therefore, without hesitation.”

The countryman hung his head, and without speaking a syllable, untied his man; who, being asked by the knight, how much money was due to him, said his master owed him for three quarters, at the rate of six reales a month. His deliverer having cast it up, found that the whole amounted to sixty-three reales, and ordered the peasant to disburse them instantly, unless he had a mind to perish under his hands. The affrighted farmer affirmed, by the grievous situation in which he was, and the oath he had already taken, tho’, by-the-bye, he had taken no oath at all, that the sum did not amount to so much; for, that he was to discount and allow for three pairs of shoes he had received, and a real for two bleedings while he was sick. “Granting that to be true, replied Don Quixote, the shoes and the bleeding shall stand for the stripes you have given him without cause; for, if he has wore out the leather of the shoes that you paid for, you have made as free with the leather of his carcass; and if the barber let out his blood when he was sick, you have blooded him when he was well; he therefore stands acquitted of these debts.” “The misfortune, Sir knight, said the peasant, is this: I have not coin about me, but, if Andrés will go home to my house, I will pay him honestly in ready money.” “Go with you, cried the lad, the devil fetch me, if I do! no, no, master, I must not think of that; were I to go home with him alone, he would flay me like another St. Bartholomew.” “He won’t do so, replied the knight, but show more regard to my commands; and if he will swear to me by the laws of that order of knighthood which he has received, that he will pay you your wages, I will set him free, and warrant the payment.” “Lord how your worship talks! said the boy; this master of mine is no gentleman, nor has he received any order of knighthood, but, is known by the name of rich Juan Haldudo, and lives in the neighbourhood of Quintanar.” “No matter, replied Don Quixote, there may be knights among the Haldudos, especially as every one is the son of his own works.” “True, said Andrés; but what works is my master the son of, since he refuses to pay me for my labour, and the sweat of my brows?” “I don’t refuse, honest Andrés, answered the peasant, thou wilt do me a pleasure in going home with me; and I swear by all the orders of knighthood in the universe, that I will pay thee thy wages, as I said before, in ready money; nay, you shall have it perfumed into the bargain.” “Thank you for your perfumes, said the knight, pay him in lawful coin, and I shall be satisfied; and be sure you fulfil the oath you have taken: for, by the same obligation, I swear, that in case you fail, I will return to chastise you, and ferret you out, even tho’ you should be more concealed than a lizard. If you would understand, who it is that lays such commands upon you, that you may find yourself under a necessity of performing them with reverence and awe, know, that I am the valiant Don Quixote de la Mancha, the redresser of wrongs, and scourge of injustice: so farewell, remember, not to belie your promise and oath, on pain of the penalty prescribed.” With these words, he clapped spurs to Rocinante, and was out of sight in a moment.

The countryman followed him with his eyes, till he saw him quite clear of the wood; then turning to Andrés, said, “Come hither, child, I must pay what I owe you, according to the orders of that redresser of wrongs.” “By God, said Andrés, you had best not neglect these orders of that worthy knight, who (blessings on his heart) is equally valiant and upright; for odds-bobs, if you do not pay me, he will return, and be as good as his word.” “In faith, I am of the same opinion, replied the peasant; but, out of my infinite regard for you, I am desirous of increasing the debt, that the payment may be doubled.” So saying, he laid hold of his arm, and tieing him again to the tree, flogged him so severely, that he had like to have died on the spot. “Now is the time, señor Andrés, said the executioner, to call upon the redresser of grievances, who will find it difficult to redress this, which by-the-bye I am loth to finish, being very much inclined to justify your fear of being flayed alive.” At length, however, he unbound, and left him at liberty to find out his judge, who was to execute the sentence he had pronounced. Andrés sneaked off, not extremely well satisfied; on the contrary, vowing to go in quest of the valiant Don Quixote de la Mancha, and inform him punctually of every thing that had happened, an account which would certainly induce him to pay the countryman sevenfold.

In spite of this consolation, however, he departed blubbering with pain, while his master remained weeping with laughter. And thus was the grievance redressed by the valiant Don Quixote, who, transported with the success, and the happy and sublime beginning which he imagined his chivalry had been favoured with, jogged on towards his own village with infinite self-satisfaction, and pronounced with a low voice: “O Dulcinea del Toboso, fairest among the fair! well may’st thou be counted the most fortunate beauty upon earth, seeing it is thy fate, to keep in subjection, and wholly resigned to thy will and pleasure, such a daring and renowned knight as Don Quixote de la Mancha now is, and always will remain. Who, as all the world knows, but yesterday received the order of knighthood, and has this day redressed the greatest wrong and grievance that ever injustice hatched, and cruelty committed! Today, he wrested the lash from the hand of the merciless enemy, who so unjustly scourged the body of that tender infant!” Having uttered this exclamation, he found himself in a road that divided into four paths, and straight his imagination suggested those cross-ways that were wont to perplex knights-errant in their choice; in imitation of whom, he paused a little, and after mature deliberation, threw the reins on Rocinante’s neck, leaving the decision to him, who following his first intention, took the path that led directly to his own stable.

Having travelled about two miles farther, Don Quixote descried a number of people, who, as was afterwards known, were six merchants of Toledo going to buy silks at Murcia, and who travelled with parasols, attended by four servants on horseback, and three mule-drivers on foot. Don Quixote no sooner perceived them at a distance, than he imagined them to be some new adventure, and, in order to imitate as much as in him lay, those scenes he had read in his books of chivalry, he thought this was an occasion expresly ordained for him to execute his purposed achievement.

He therefore, with gallant and resolute deportment, seated himself firmly in his stirrups, grasped his lance, braced on his target, and posting himself in the middle of the road, waited the arrival of those knights-errant, for such he judged them to be; and when they were near enough to hear him, pronounced in a loud and arrogant tone; “Let the whole universe cease to move, if the whole universe refuses to confess, that there is not in the whole universe a more beautiful damsel than the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso, the high and mighty empress of La Mancha.”

The merchants hearing this declaration, and seeing the strange figure from which it proceeded, were alarmed at both, and halting immediately, at a distance reconnoitred the madness of the author; curious, however, to know the meaning of that confession which he exacted, one of them, who was a sort of a wag, tho’ at the same time a man of prudence and discretion, accosted him thus: “Sir knight, as we have not the honour to know who this worthy lady is, be so good as to produce her, and if we find her so beautiful as you proclaim her to be, we will gladly, and without any sort of reward, confess the truth, according to your desire.” “If I produce her, replied Don Quixote, what is the mighty merit of your confessing such a notorious truth? The importance of my demand consists in your believing, acknowledging, affirming upon oath, and defending her beauty before you have seen it. And this ye shall do, ye insolent and uncivil race, or engage with me in battle forthwith. Come on then, one by one, according to the laws of chivalry, or all together, as the treacherous custom is among such wretches as you; here I expect you with full hope and confidence in the justice of my cause.” “Sir knight, replied the merchant, I humbly beg in the name of all these princes here present, that your worship will not oblige us to burden our consciences, by giving testimony to a thing that we have neither seen nor heard, especially as it tends to the prejudice of the queens and princesses of Alcarria and Extremadura: but, if your worship will be pleased to show us any sort of a picture of this lady, tho’ it be no bigger than a grain of wheat, so as we can judge of the clue by the thread, we will be satisfied with this sample, and you shall be obeyed to your heart’s content: for, I believe we are already so prepossessed in her favour, that tho’ the portrait should represent her squinting with one eye, and distilling vermilion and brimstone with the other, we will, notwithstanding, in compliance to your worship, say what you desire in her favour.” “Her eyes, infamous wretch! replied Don Quixote in a rage, distill not such productions, but teem with amber and rich perfume: neither is there any defect in her sight, or in her body, which is more straight than a Guadarrama-spindle: but, you shall suffer for the licentious blasphemy you have uttered against the unparalelled beauty of my sovereign mistress.” So saying, he couched his lance, and attacked the spokesman with such rage and fury, that, had not Rocinante luckily stumbled and fallen in the midst of his career, the merchant would have had no cause to rejoice in his rashness; but when the unhappy steed fell to the ground, the rider was thrown over his head, and pitched at a good distance upon the field, where he found all his endeavours to get up again, ineffectual, so much was he encumbered with his lance, target, helmet, and spurs, together with the weight of his ancient armour.

While he thus struggled, but in vain, to rise, he bellowed forth, “Fly not, ye cowardly crew; tarry a little, ye base caitiffs; not thro’ any fault of my own, but of my horse, am I thus discomfited.” One of the mule-drivers, who seems not to have been of a very milky disposition, could not bear this arrogant language of the poor overthrown knight, without making a reply upon his ribs. Going up to him, therefore, he laid hold on his lance, and breaking it, began to thresh him so severely, that in spite of the resistance of his armour, he was almost beaten into mummy; and tho’ the fellow’s master called to him to forbear, he was so incensed, that he could not leave off the game, until he had exhausted the whole of his choler; but, gathering the other pieces of the lance, reduced them all to shivers, one after another, on the miserable carcass of the Don, who, notwithstanding this storm of blows which descended on him, never shut his mouth, but continued threatening heaven and earth, and those banditti, for such he took the merchants to be.

The driver was tired at length of his exercise, and his masters pursued their journey, carrying with them sufficient food for conversation about this poor battered knight, who no sooner found himself alone, than he made another effort to rise; but, if he found this design impracticable when he was safe and sound, much less could he accomplish it now, that he was disabled, and as it were wrought into a paste. He did not, however, look upon himself as unhappy, because this misfortune was, in his opinion, peculiar to knights-errant, and that he was not able to rise on account of the innumerable bruises he had received, he ascribed entirely to the fault of his horse.






V In which the story of our knight’s misfortune is continued.
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FINDING IT THEREFORE impossible to move, he was fain to have recourse to his usual remedy, which was to amuse his imagination with some passages of the books he had read; and his madness immediately recalled to his memory, that of Valdovinos and the marquis of Mantua, when Carloto1 left him wounded on the mountain. A piece of history that every boy knows, that every young man is acquainted with, and which is celebrated, nay more, believed by old age itself, though it be as apocryphal as the miracles of Mohammed; nevertheless, it occurred to him, as an occasion expresly adapted to his present situation. And therefore with marks of extreme affliction, he began to roll about upon the ground, and with a languid voice, exclaim in the words of the wounded knight of the wood:


Where art thou, lady of my heart,

Regardless of my misery?

Thou little know’st thy lover’s smart,

Or faithless art, and false, pardie!



In this manner he went on repeating the romance, until he came to these lines:


O noble prince of Mantuan plains,

My carnal kinsman, and my lord!



And before he could repeat the whole couplet, a peasant who was a neighbour of his own, and lived in the same village, chanced to pass, in his way from the mill where he had been with a load of wheat. This honest countryman seeing a man lying stretched upon the ground, came up, and asked him who he was, and the reason of his lamenting so piteously? Don Quixote doubtless believed, that this was his uncle, the marquis of Mantua, and made no other reply, but the continuation of his romance, in which he gave an account of his own misfortune, occasioned by the amour betwixt his wife and the emperor’s son, exactly as it is related in the book. The peasant, astonished at such a rhapsody, took off his beaver, which had been beaten to pieces by the mule-driver, and wiping his face, which was covered with dust, immediately knew the unfortunate knight. “Señor Quixada,” said he, (for so he was called before he had lost his senses, and was transformed from a sober country-gentleman into a knight-errant) “who has left your worship in such a woeful condition!” But, he, without minding the question that was put to him, proceeded as before, with his romance; which the honest man perceiving, went to work, and took off his back and breast-plates, to see if he had received any wound; but, he could perceive neither blood, nor scar upon his body. He then raised him upon his legs, and with infinite difficulty mounted him upon his own beast, which appeared to him a safer carriage than the knight’s steed.

Having gathered up his armour, even to the splinters of the lance, he tied them upon Rocinante, and taking hold of the reins, together with the halter of his own ass, jogged on towards the village, not a little concerned to hear the mad exclamations of Don Quixote, who did not find himself extremely easy, for, he was so battered and bruised, that he could not sit upright upon the beast; but, from time to time vented such dismal sighs, as obliged the peasant to ask again what was the matter with him? And indeed one would have thought, that the Devil had assisted his memory in supplying him with tales accommodated to the circumstances of his own situation. For at that instant, forgetting Valdovinos, he recollected the story of Abindarráez, the Moor, whom Rodrigo de Narváez, governor of Antequera, took prisoner, and carried in captivity to the place of his residence: so, that when the countryman repeated his desire of knowing where he had been, and what was the matter with him, he answered to the purpose; nay, indeed in the very words used by the captive Abencerraje to the said. Rodrigo de Narváez, as may be seen in the Diana of Jorge de Montemayor, which he had read; and so well adapted for his purpose, that the countryman, hearing such a composition of folly, wished them both at the devil.

It was then he discovered, that his neighbour was mad; and therefore made all the haste he could to the village, that he might be the sooner rid of his uneasiness at the unaccountable harangue of Don Quixote, who had no sooner finished this exclamation, than he accosted his conductor in these words: “Know then, valiant Don Rodrigo de Narváez, that this same beautiful Xarifa, whom I have mentioned, is no other than the fair Dulcinea del Toboso, for whom I have performed, undertake, and will achieve the most renowned exploits, that ever were, are, or will be seen on earth.” To this address, the countryman replied with great simplicity, “How your worship talks? As I am a sinner, I am neither Don Rodrigo de Narváez, nor the marquis of Mantua, but Pedro Alonzo, your neighbour; nor is your worship either Valdovinos, or Abindarráez, but the worthy gentleman, señor Quixada.” “I know very well, who I am, replied Don Quixote, and that it is possible for me to be not only those whom I have mentioned, but also the whole twelve peers of France, and even the nine worthies, seeing that my achievements will excel, not only those of each of them singly, but even the exploits of them all joined together.”

Discoursing in this manner, they arrived at the village about twilight; but the peasant stayed till it was quite dark, that the poor rib-roasted knight might not be seen in such a woeful condition. Then he conducted Don Quixote to his own house, which was all in confusion. When he arrived, the curate, and the barber of the village, two of his best friends and companions, were present, and his housekeeper was just saying, with a woeful countenance, “Mr. Licentiate Pero Pérez,” that was the curate’s name, “some misfortune must certainly have happened to my master; for six days, both he and his horse, together with the target, lance, and armour, have been missing; as I am a sinner, it is just come into my head, and it is certainly as true as that every one is born to die, those hellish books of knight-errantry, which he used to read with so much pleasure, have turned his brain: for, now I remember to have heard him say to himself more than once, that he longed to be a knight-errant, and stroll about in quest of adventures. May the Devil and Barrabas lay hold of such legends, which have perverted one of the soundest understandings in all La Mancha.”

To this remark the niece assented, saying, “Moreover, you must know, Mr. Nicolás,” this was the name of the barber, “my uncle would frequently, after having been reading in these profane books of misadventures, for two whole days and nights together, start up, throw the book upon the ground, and, drawing his sword, fence with the walls, till he was quite fatigued; then affirm, that he had killed four giants as big as steeples; and swear that the sweat of his brows, occasioned by this violent exercise, was the blood of his enemies, whom he had slain in battle: then he would drink off a large pitcher of cold water, and remain quiet and refreshed, saying, that the water was a most precious beverage, with which he was supplied by the sage Isquife, a mighty enchanter and friend of his: but I take the whole blame to myself, for not having informed your worship of my dear uncle’s extravagances, that some remedy might have been applied, before they had proceeded to such excess; and that you might have burnt all those excommunicated books, which deserve the fire as much as if they were crammed with heresy.”

“I am of the same opinion, said the curate, and assure you, before another day shall pass, they shall undergo a severe trial, and be condemned to the flames, that they may not induce other readers to follow the same path, which I am afraid, my good friend has taken.” Every syllable of this conversation was overheard by Don Quixote and his guide, who had now no longer any doubt about his neighbour’s infirmity, and therefore pronounced with a loud voice, “Open your gates to the valiant Valdovinos, and the great marquis of Mantua, who comes home wounded from the field, together with the Moor Abindarráez, who drags in captivity the valiant Rodrigo de Narváez, governor of Antequera.”

Alarmed at these words, they came all to the door, and perceiving who it was, the barber and curate went to receive their friend, and the women ran to embrace their master and kinsman, who, though he had not as yet alighted, for indeed it was not in his power, proclaimed aloud, “Let the whole world take notice, that the wounds I have received were owing to the fault of my horse alone; carry me therefore to bed, and send, if possible, for the sage Urganda, to search and cure them.” “See now in an evil hour,” cried the housekeeper, hearing these words, “if I did not truly foretel, of what leg my master was lame? Your worship shall understand in good time, that without the assistance of that same Urganda, we know how to cure the hurts you have received; and cursed, I say, nay, a hundred and a hundred times cursed be those books of chivalry, which have so disordered your honour’s brain.” Having carried him to his bed, they began to search for his wounds; but could find none: and he told them that his whole body was one continued bruise, occasioned by the fall of his horse Rocinante, during his engagement with ten of the most insolent and outrageous giants, that ever appeared upon the face of the earth. “Ah, hah! cried the curate, have we got giants too in the dance! Now, by the faith of my function, I will reduce them all to ashes before to-morrow night.”

A thousand questions did they ask of the knight, who made no other answer, but desired them to bring him some food, and leave him to his repose, which indeed was what he had most occasion for. They complied with his request, and the curate informed himself at large, of the manner in which he had been found by the countryman, who gave him full satisfaction in that particular, and repeated all the nonsense he had uttered, when he first found him; as well as what he afterwards spoke in their way home. This information confirmed the licentiate in his resolution, which was executed next day, when he brought his friend master Nicolás the barber along with him, to Don Quixote’s house.






VI Of the diverting and minute scrutiny performed by the curate and the barber, in the library of our sagacious hero.
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WHILE THE KNIGHT was asleep, his friends came, and demanded of his niece the key of the closet in which those books, the authors of his misfortune, were kept, and she delivering it with great cheerfulness, they went into it in a body, housekeeper and all, and found upwards of an hundred volumes, great and small, extremely well bound; which were no sooner perceived by the housekeeper, than she ran out with great eagerness, and immediately returned with a porringer of holy water, and a sprig of hysop,1 saying: “Here, master licentiate, pray take and sprinkle the closet, lest some one of the many enchanters contained in these books, should exercise his art upon us, as a punishment for our burning, and banishing them from the face of the earth.”

The licentiate, smiling at the old housekeeper’s simplicity, desired the barber to hand him the books, one by one, that he might see of what subjects they treated, because they might possibly find some that did not deserve to be purged by fire. “There is not one of them, replied the niece, which deserves the least mercy, for they are all full of mischief and deceit. You had better, therefore, throw them out of the window into the courtyard, and there set fire to them, in a heap: or, let them be carried into the back-yard, where the bonfire may be made, and the smoke will offend no body.” The housekeeper assented to this proposal, so eager were they both to destroy those innocents; but, the curate would by no means encourage such barbarity, without reading first, if possible, the title-pages.

The first that master Nicolás delivered into his hand, were the Four Volumes of Amadís of Gaul. “There is, said the good man, something mysterious in this circumstance; for, as I have heard, that was the first book of chivalry printed in Spain, from which all the rest have derived their origin and plan; and therefore, in my opinion, we ought to condemn him to the fire, without hesitation, as the lawgiver of such a pernicious sect.” “By no means, cried the barber, for I have also heard, that this is the best book of the kind that was ever composed, and therefore ought to be pardoned, as an original and model in its way.” “Right, said the curate, and for that reason, he shall be spared for the present. Let us see that author, who stands next to him.” “This, says the barber, contains the achievements of Esplandián, the lawful son of Amadís of Gaul.” “Truly then, said the curate, the virtues of the father shall not avail the son: here mistress housekeeper, open that window, and toss him into the yard, where he shall serve as a foundation for the bonfire, we intend to make.”

This task the housekeeper performed with infinite satisfaction, and the worthy Esplandián took his flight into the yard, to wait in patience for the fire, with which he was threatened. “Proceed,” cried the curate. “This that comes next, said the barber, is Amadís of Greece; and I believe all the authors on this shelf are of the same family.” “To the yard then, with all of them, replied the curate; for, rather than not burn queen Pintiquiniestra, and the shepherd Darinel with his Eclogues, together with the unintelligible and bedevilled discourses of his author, I would even consume the father who begat me, should he appear in the figure of a knight-errant.” “I am of your opinion,” said the barber. “And I,” cried the niece. “Since that is the case, said the housekeeper, to the yard with them immediately.” Accordingly they delivered a number into her hands, and she out of tenderness for the staircase, sent them all out of the window.

“Who may that tun-like author be?” said the curate. “This here, answered the barber, is Don Olivante de Laura.” “The very same, replied the curate, who composed the Garden of Flowers,2 and truly it is hard to determine, which of his two books is the most true, or rather which of them is least false; all that I know is, that he shall go to the pile for his arrogance and folly.” “He that follows, says the barber, is Florismarte of Hircania.” “What! Señor Florismarte? replied the curate: in faith then he must prepare for his fate; notwithstanding his surprising birth, and mighty adventures, and the unparalelled stiffness and sterility of his style. Down with him, mistress housekeeper, and take this other along with you also.” “With all my heart, dear sir,” replied the housekeeper, who executed his commands with vast alacrity.

“He that comes next, said the barber, is The Knight Platir.” “That is an old book, said the clergyman, but, as I can find nothing in him, that deserves the least regard, he must e’en keep the rest company.” He was accordingly doomed to the flames, without farther question. The next book they opened was entitled, The Knight of the Cross, which the curate having read, “the ignorance of this author, said he, might be pardoned on account of his holy title; but, according to the proverb, the devil skulks behind the cross, and therefore let him descend into the fire.” Master Nicolás taking up another book, found it was the Mirrour of Chivalry. “Oh, ho, cried the curate, I have the honour to know his worship; away with Señor Reinaldos de Montalbán, with his friends and companions, who were greater thieves than Cacus, not forgetting the twelve peers, together with Turpin, their candid historian. Though truly, in my opinion, their punishment ought not to exceed perpetual banishment, because they contain some part of the invention of the renowned Matteo Boyardo, on which was weaved the ingenious web of the Christian poet Ludovico Ariosto, to whom, should I find him here speaking in any other language than his own, I would pay no regard; but, if he talks in his own idiom, I will place him on my head in token of respect.” “I have got him at home, said the barber in Italian, but I don’t understand that language.” “Nor is it necessary you should, replied the curate; and here let us pray heaven to forgive the captain, who has impoverished him so much, by translating him into Spanish, and making him a Castilian. And indeed, the same thing will happen to all those who pretend to translate books of poetry into a foreign language; for, in spite of all their care and ability, they will find it impossible to give the translation the same energy, which is found in the original. In short, I sentence this book, and all those which we shall find treating of French matters, to be thrown and deposited in a dry well, until we can determine at more leisure what fate they must undergo, except Bernardo del Carpio, and another called Roncesvalles, which if they fall into my hands, shall pass into those of the housekeeper, and thence into the fire, without any mitigation.”

This was approved of as an equitable decision, and accordingly confirmed by the barber, who knew the curate to be such a good Christian, and so much a friend to truth, that he would not be guilty of an equivocation for the whole universe. The next volume he opened was Palmerín de Oliva and hard by him stood another called Palmerín of England, which was no sooner perceived by the licentiate, than he cried, “Let that Oliva be hewn in pieces, and burned so, as not so much as a cinder of him shall remain; but let the English Palmerín be defended, and preserved as an inestimable jewel, and such another casket be made for him as that which Alexander found among the spoils of Darius, and destined as a case for the works of Homer. That book, neighbour, is venerable for two reasons: first, because it is in itself excellent; and secondly, because it is said to have been composed by an ingenious king of Portugal. All the adventures of the castle of Miraguarda are incomparable, and contrived with infinite art: the language perspicuous and elegant, and the characters supported with great propriety of sentiment and decorum. I propose, Mr. Nicolás, saving your better judgment, to exempt this book and Amadís of Gaul from the flames, and let all the rest perish without farther inquiry.”

“Pardon me, neighbour, replied the barber, I have here got in my hand the renowned Don Belianís.” “Even he, answered the priest, with the second, third, and fourth parts, stands very much in need of a little rhubarb to purge his excessive choler, and ought to be pruned of that whole castle of fame, and other more important impertinencies. For which reason, let the sentence be changed into transportation, and according as he reforms he shall be treated with lenity and justice. In the mean time, friend Nicolás, keep him safe in your house out of the reach of every reader.” “With all my soul!” answered the barber; and without giving themselves the trouble of reading any more titles, they ordered the housekeeper to dismiss all the large books into the yard.

This direction was not given to a person who was either doting or deaf, but to one who was much more inclined to perform that office than to compose the largest and finest web that ever was seen. Taking up therefore seven or eight at a time, she heaved them out of the window, with incredible dispatch. While she was thus endeavouring to lift a good many together, one of them chanced to fall at the feet of the barber, who being seized with an inclination of knowing the contents, found upon examination, that it was called The History of the Famous Knight Tirante the White. “Heaven be praised! cried the curate aloud, that we have discovered Tirante the White in this place; pray give it me, neighbour; for in this book I reckon I have found a treasure of satisfaction, and a rich mine of amusement.” “Here is the famous Don Godamercy of Montalbán, and his brother Tomás de Montalbán, and the knight Fonseca, together with an account of the battle fought between Alano and the valiant Detriante, together with the witticisms of the young lady, Joy of my Life, with the amorous stratagems of the widow Quiet, and her highness the empress, who was enamoured of her squire Hippolito. I do assure you, upon my word, Mr. Nicolás, that in point of style, this is the best book that ever was written. Here the knights eat, sleep, and die in their beds, after having made their wills, with many circumstances, that are wanting in other books of the same kind. Notwithstanding, the author who composed it, certainly deserved to be sent to the galleys for life, for having spent his time in writing so much nonsense. Take, and read him at home, and you shall find what I say is true.” “Very like, replied the barber; what shall we do with these small books that remain?”

“These, said the curate, cannot be books of chivalry, but must be poems.” Accordingly, opening one, he found it was the Diana of Jorge de Montemayor,3 and taking it for granted that all the rest were of the same kind, said, “These books do not deserve to be burnt with the rest; for they neither are, nor ever will be guilty of so much mischief, as those of chivalry have done; being books of entertainment, and no ways prejudicial to religion.” “Pray, sir, said the niece, be so good as to order these to be burnt with the rest; for my uncle will no sooner be cured of his knight-errantry, than, by reading these, he will turn shepherd, and wander about the groves and meadows piping and singing. Nay, what is worse, perhaps turn poet, which, they say, is an infectious and incurable distemper.” “The young woman is in the right, said the curate, and therefore it won’t be amiss to remove this temptation and stumbling-block out of our friend’s way. Since we have, therefore, begun with the Diana of Montemayor, I am of opinion, that we should not burn him, but only expunge what relates to the sage Felicia, and the enchanted water, together with all the larger poems, and leave to him, a God’s-name, all the prose, and the honour of being the ringleader of the writers of that class.”

“This that follows, said the barber, is called Diana the second, of Salmantino, and this other that bears the same name, is written by Gil Polo.” “Let Salmantino, replied the curate, increase the number of those that are already condemned to the yard; but, let Gil Polo be preserved as carefully as if it was the production of Apollo himself. Proceed, friend Nicolás, and let us dispatch; for, it grows late.” “This here book, said the barber, opening the next, is called The Ten Books of the Fortune of Love, the Production of Antonio Lofrasco, a Sardinian poet.” “By my holy orders! cried the curate, since Phoebus was Apollo, the muses the daughters of Jove, and bards delighted in poetry, there never was such a pleasant and comical performance composed, as this, which is the best and most original of the kind, which ever saw the light: and he who has not read it, may assure himself, that he has never read any thing of taste: reach it me, neighbour; it gives me more pleasure to have found this, than if I had received a cassock of Florence-silk.”

Accordingly he laid it carefully by, with infinite pleasure, and the barber proceeded in his task, saying, “Those that come next, are The Shepherd of Iberia, The Nymphs of Henares, and The Undeceptions of Jealousy.” “Then there is no more to do, said the priest, but to deliver them over to the secular arm of the housekeeper; and do not ask me, why? else we shall never have done.” “Here comes The Shepherd of Fílida.” “He is no shepherd, cried the curate, but a very elegant courtier; and therefore preserve him as a precious jewel.” Then the barber laid hold of a very large volume, which was entitled The Treasure of Poetry. “If there was not so much of him he would be more esteemed, said the licentiate; that book ought to be weeded, and cleared of certain meannesses, which have crept into the midst of its excellencies: take care of it, for the author is my friend, and deserves regard for some other more heroic and elevated works, which he has composed.” “And this, continued the barber, is a collection of songs by López Maldonado.” “That author is my very good friend also, replied the curate, and his own verses out of his own mouth are the admiration of every body: for he chants them with so sweet a voice, that the hearers are enchanted. His eclogues are indeed a little diffuse, but there cannot be too much of a good thing. Let them be preserved among the elect: but, pray what book is that next to it?” When the barber told him, it was the Galatea of Miguel de Cervantes; “that same Cervantes, said he, has been an intimate friend of mine, these many years, and is, to my certain knowledge, more conversant with misfortunes than with poetry. There is a good vein of invention in his book, which proposes something, though it concludes nothing. We must wait for the second part, which he promises, and then perhaps his amendment may deserve a full pardon, which is now denied: until that happens, let him be close confined in your closet.”

“With all my heart, replied the barber; but here come three more together, the Araucana of Don Alonzo de Ercilla, the Austríada of Juan Rufo Jurado de Córdoba, and the Monserrato of Cristóbal de Virués, a Valentian poet.” “These three books, said the curate, are the best epic poems in the Castilian language, and may be compared with the most renowned performances of Italy. Let them be kept as the inestimable pledges of Spanish poetry.” The curate grew tired of examining more books, and would have condemned all the rest, contents unknown, if the barber had not already opened another, which was called The Tears of Angelica. “I should have shed tears for my rashness, said the curate, hearing the name, if I had ordered that book to be burned: for, its author was one of the most celebrated poets not only of Spain, but of the whole world, and in particular, extremely successful in translating some of the metamorphoses of Ovid.”






VII The second sally of our worthy knight Don Quixote de la Mancha.
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WHILE THEY WERE busied in this manner, Don Quixote began to cry aloud, “This way, this way, ye valiant knights, now is the time to show the strength of your invincible arms, that the courtiers may not carry off the honour of the tournament.” The scrutiny of the books that remained, was deserted by the curate and barber, who hastened to the author of this noisy exclamation; and it is believed, that all were committed to the flames, unseen, unheard, not even excepting the Carolea, and León of Spain, together with the exploits of the emperor, composed by Don Luis de Avila, which were, doubtless, among those committed to the fire, tho’, perhaps, had the curate seen them, they would not have undergone so severe a sentence.

When they arrived in Don Quixote’s chamber, they found him on the floor, proceeding with his rhapsody, and fencing with the walls, as broad awake as if he had never felt the influence of sleep. Laying hold on him, by force they reconveyed him to his bed, where, after having rested a little, he returned to his ravings, and addressed himself to the curate in these words: “Certainly, my lord, archbishop Turpin, we who are called the twelve peers of France, will be greatly disgraced, if we allow the court-knights to win the victory in this tournament, after we the adventurers have gained the prize in the three preceding days.” “Give yourself no trouble about that consideration, my worthy friend, said the curate; for, providence may turn the scale, and what is lost to-day may be retrieved to-morrow. In the mean time, have a reverend care of your health, for you seem to be excessively fatigued, if not wounded grievously.” “I am not wounded, replied the knight; but, that I am battered and bruised, there is no manner of doubt; for, the bastard Don Orlando has mauled me to mummy, with the trunk of an oak; and all out of mere envy, because he saw, that I alone, withstood his valour. But, may I no longer deserve the name of Reinaldos de Montalbán, if, when I rise from this bed, I do not repay him in his own coin, in spite of all his enchantments. Mean while, bring me some food, which is what I chiefly want at present; and let me alone, to take vengeance for the injury I have received.”

In compliance with his desire, they brought him something to eat, and left him again to his repose, not without admiration of his madness and extravagance. That very night, the housekeeper set fire to, and consumed, not only all the books that were in the yard, but also every one she could find in the house: and no doubt many were burned, which deserved to have been kept as perpetual archives. But, this, their destiny, and the laziness of the inquisitors would not allow: so, that in them was fulfilled the old proverb, a saint may sometimes suffer for a sinner. Another remedy which the curate and barber prescribed for the distemper of their friend, was to alter and block up the closet where his books had been kept; that, upon his getting up, he should not find them, and the cause being taken away, the effect might cease: and that upon his inquiry, they should tell him, an enchanter had carried them off, closet and all. This resolution was executed with all imaginable dispatch, during the two days that Don Quixote kept his bed.

The first thing he did, when he got up, was to go and visit his books, and not finding the apartment where he had left it, he went from one corner of the house to the other in quest of his study. Coming to the place where the door stood, he endeavoured, but in vain, to get in, and cast his eyes all around, without uttering one syllable: but, after he had spent some time in this sort of examination, he inquired of his housekeeper whereabouts he might find his book-closet. She being well instructed, readily answered: “What closet, or what nothing is your worship in search of? There are neither books nor closet in this house; for, the devil himself has run away with both.” “It was not the devil, cried the niece, but, an enchanter that conveyed himself hither in a cloud, one night after your worship’s departure, and alighting from a dragon on which he was mounted, entered the closet, where I know not what he did, but having stayed a very little while, he came flying thro’ the roof, leaving the whole house full of smoke. And when we went to see what he had done, we could neither find books nor closet only, the housekeeper and I, can very well remember, that when the old wicked conjurer went away, he cried in a loud voice, that for the hatred he bore to the master of those books and closet, he had done that mischief, which would afterwards appear: he said also, that his name was the sage Muñatón.” “You mean Frestón,”1 said Don Quixote. “I do not know, answered the housekeeper, whether it was Frestón or Fritón; but this I am certain of, that his name ended in ton.” “The case then is plain, said the knight, that same sage enchanter is one of my greatest enemies, who bears me a grudge, because he knows by the mystery of his art, that the time will come when I shall fight, and vanquish in single battle, a certain knight whom he favours, in spite of all he can do to prevent my success: and for this reason, he endeavours to give me every mortification in his power; but, let me tell him, he won’t find it an easy matter to contradict, or evade what heaven has decreed.” “Who ever doubted that? said his niece; but, what business have you, dear uncle, with these quarrels? Would it not be better to live in peace at home, than to stray up and down the world in search of superfine bread without considering that many a one goes out for wool, and comes home quite shorn.” “My dear niece, replied Don Quixote, you are altogether out of your reckoning. Before I be shorn, I will pull and pluck off the beards of all those who pretend to touch a single hair of my mustache.”

The two women did not choose to make any farther answer, because they perceived, that his choler was very much inflamed. After this transaction, however, he stayed at home fifteen days in great tranquillity, without giving the least sign or inclination to repeat his folly; during which time, many infinitely diverting conversations passed between him and his friends, the curate and the barber: wherein he observed that the world was in want of nothing so much as of knights-errant, and that in him this honourable order was revived. The clergyman sometimes contradicted him, and sometimes assented to what he said, because, without this artful conduct, he would have had no chance of bringing him to reason.

About this time too, the knight tampered with a peasant in the neighbourhood, a very honest fellow, if a poor man may deserve that title, but, one who had a very small quantity of brains in his skull. In short, he said so much, used so many arguments to persuade, and promised him such mountains of wealth, that this poor simpleton determined to follow, and serve him in quality of squire. Among other things, that he might be disposed to engage cheerfully, the knight told him, that an adventure might one day happen, in which he should win some island in the twinkling of an eye, and appoint him governor of his conquest. Intoxicated with these, and other such promises, Sancho Panza (so was the country-man called) deserted his wife and children, and listed himself as his neighbour’s squire.

Thus far successful, Don Quixote took measures for supplying himself with money, and what by selling one thing, mortgaging another, and making a great many very bad bargains, he raised a tolerable sum. At the same time, accommodating himself with a target, which he borrowed of a friend, and patching up the remains of his vizor as well as he could, he advertized his squire Sancho of the day and hour in which he resolved to set out, that he might provide himself with those things which he thought most necessary for the occasion: above all things, charging him to purchase a wallet. Sancho promised to obey his orders; and moreover, said he was resolved to carry along with him an excellent ass which he had, as he was not designed by nature to travel far on foot.

With regard to the ass, Don Quixote demurred a little, endeavouring to recollect some knight-errant who had entertained a squire mounted on an ass but, as no such instance occured to his memory, he was nevertheless, determined to allow it on this occasion, on a supposition, that he should be able to accommodate him with a more honourable carriage, by dismounting the first discourteous knight he should meet with. He also laid in a store of linen, and every thing else in his power, conformable to the advice of the innkeeper.

Every thing being thus settled and fulfilled, Panza, without taking leave of his children and wife; and Don Quixote, without bidding adieu to his niece and housekeeper, sallied forth from the village, one night, unperceived by any living soul, and travelled so hard, that before dawn, they found themselves secure from all search, if any such had been made: Sancho Panza journeying upon his ass, like a venerable patriarch, with his wallet and leathern bottle, longing extremely to see himself settled in the government of that island which was promised to him by his master.

The knight happened to take the same route, and follow the same road in which he travelled at his first sally thro’ the field of Montiel, over which he now passed with much less pain than formerly, because it was now early in the morning, the rays of the sun were more oblique, consequently he was less disturbed by the heat. It was hereabouts that Sancho first opened his mouth, saying to his master, “Sir knight-errant, I hope your worship will not forget that same island which you have promised me, and which I warrant myself able to govern, let it be as great as it will.” To this remonstrance Don Quixote replied, “You must know, friend Sancho Panza, that it was an established custom among the ancient knights-errant to invest their squires with the government of such islands and kingdoms, as they had laid under their subjection; and I am firmly resolved, that such a grateful practice shall never fail in me, who, on the contrary, mean to improve it by my generosity: for, they sometimes, nay generally, waited until their squires turned grey-haired, and then after they were worn out with service, and had endured many dismal days, and doleful nights, bestowed upon them the title of count, or marquis, at least, of some valley or province, more or less: but, if heaven spares thy life and mine, before six days be at an end, I may chance to acquire such a kingdom as shall have others depending upon it, as if expresly designed for thee, to be crowned sovereign in one of them. And thou oughtest not to be surprised, that such incidents and accidents happen to knights-errant, by means never before known or conceived, as will enable me even to exceed my promise.” “In that case, replied Sancho Panza, if I should ever become a king, by any of those miracles which your worship mentions, my duck Juana Gutiérrez would also be a queen, and each of my daughters an infanta.” “Certainly: said the knight, who doubts that?” “That do I, said the squire; for, certain I am, that tho’ it were to rain kingdoms upon the earth, not one of them would sit seemly on the head of Mari Gutiérrez; your worship must know, she is not worth a farthing for a queen; she might do indeed for a countess, with the blessing of God, and good assistance.” “Recommend the matter to providence, replied Don Quixote, which will bestow upon thee what will be best adapted to thy capacity: but, let not thy soul be so far debased, as to content itself with any thing less than a vice-royalty.” “That I will not, answered Sancho, especially as I have a powerful master in your worship, who will load me with as much preferment as I can conveniently bear.”






VIII Of the happy success of the valiant Don Quixote, and the dreadful and inconceivable adventure of the wind-mills, with other incidents worthy to be recorded by the most able historian.
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IN THE MIDST of this their conversation, they discovered thirty or forty wind-mills all together on the plain, which the knight no sooner perceived, than he said to his squire, “Chance has conducted our affairs even better than we could either wish or hope for; look there, friend Sancho, and behold thirty or forty outrageous giants, with whom, I intend to engage in battle, and put every soul of them to death, so that we may begin to enrich ourselves with their spoils; for, it is a meritorious warfare, and serviceable both to God and man, to extirpate such a wicked race from the face of the earth.” “What giants do you mean?” said Sancho Panza in amaze. “Those you see yonder, replied his master, with vast extended arms; some of which are two leagues long.” “I would your worship would take notice, replied Sancho, that those you see yonder are no giants, but wind-mills; and what seem arms to you, are sails; which being turned with the wind, make the mill-stone work:” “It seems very plain, said the knight, that you are but a novice in adventures: these I affirm to be giants; and if thou art afraid, get out of the reach of danger, and put up thy prayers for me, while I join with them in fierce and unequal combat.” So saying, he put spurs to his steed Rocinante, without paying the least regard to the cries of his squire Sancho, who assured him, that those he was going to attack were no giants, but innocent wind-mills: but, he was so much possessed with the opinion that they were giants, that he neither heard the advice of his squire Sancho, nor would use the intelligence of his own eyes, tho’ he was very near them: on the contrary, when he approached them, he called aloud, “Fly not, ye base and cowardly miscreants, for, he is but a single knight who now attacks you.” At that instant, a breeze of wind springing up, the great sails began to turn; which being perceived by Don Quixote, “Tho’ you wield, said he, more arms than ever belonged to the giant Briareus, I will make you pay for your insolence.” So saying, and heartily recommending himself to his lady Dulcinea, whom he implored to succour him in this emergency, bracing on his target, and setting his lance in the rest, he put his Rocinante to full speed, and assaulting the nearest wind-mill, thrust it into one of the sails, which was drove about by the wind with so much fury, that the lance was shivered to pieces, and both knight and steed whirled aloft, and overthrown in very bad plight upon the plain.

Sancho Panza rode as fast as the ass could carry him to his assistance, and when he came up, found him unable to stir, by reason of the bruises which he and Rocinante had received. “Lord have mercy upon us! said the squire, did not I tell your worship to consider well what you were about? did not I assure you, they were no other than wind-mills? indeed no body could mistake them for any thing else, but one who has wind-mills in his own head!” “Prithee, hold thy peace, friend Sancho, replied Don Quixote; the affairs of war, are more than any thing, subject to change. How much more so, as I believe, nay, am certain, that the sage Frestón, who stole my closet and books, has converted those giants into mills, in order to rob me of the honour of their overthrow; such is the enmity he bears me; but, in the end, all his treacherous arts will but little avail against the vigour of my sword.” “God’s will be done!” replied Sancho Panza, who helped him to rise, and mount Rocinante that was almost disjointed.

While they conversed together upon what had happened, they followed the road that leads to the pass of Lápice, for in that, which was a great thoroughfare, as Don Quixote observed, it was impossible but they must meet with many and diverse adventures. As he jogged along, a good deal concerned for the loss of his lance, he said to his squire, “I remember to have read of a Spanish knight, called Diego Pérez de Vargas, who having broken his sword in battle, tore off a mighty branch or bough from an oak, with which he performed such wonders, and felled so many Moors, that he retained the name of Machuca, or the feller, and all his descendants from that day forward, have gone by the name of Vargas and Machuca. This circumstance I mention to thee, because, from the first ash or oak that I met with, I am resolved to rend as large and stout a bough as that, with which I expect, and intend to perform such exploits, as thou shalt think thyself extremely happy in being thought worthy to see, and give testimony to feats, otherwise incredible.” “By God’s help, says Sancho, I believe that every thing will happen as your worship says; but pray, Sir, sit a little more upright; for you seem to lean strangely to one side, which must proceed from the bruises you received in your fall.” “Thou art in the right, answered Don Quixote; and if I do not complain of the pain, it is because knights-errant are not permitted to complain of any wound they receive, even tho’ their bowels should come out of their bodies.” “If that be the case, I have nothing to reply, said Sancho, but God knows, I should be glad your worship would complain when any thing gives you pain: this I know, that for my own part, the smallest prick in the world would make me complain, if that law of not complaining does not reach to the squires as well as the knights.” Don Quixote could not help smiling at the simplicity of his squire, to whom he gave permission to complain as much and as often as he pleased, whether he had cause or no; for, as yet, he had read nothing to the contrary, in the history of knight-errantry.

Then Sancho observing that it was dinner-time, his master told him, that for the present he had no occasion for food; but, that he his squire might go to victuals when he pleased. With this permission, Sancho adjusted himself as well as he could, upon his ass, and taking out the provision with which he had stuffed his wallet, he dropped behind his master a good way, and kept his jaws agoing as he jogged along, lifting the bottle to his head from time to time, with so much satisfaction, that the most pampered vintner of Málaga might have envied his situation.

While he travelled in this manner, repeating his agreeable draughts, he never thought of the promise which his master had made to him, nor considered it as a toil, but rather as a diversion, to go in quest of adventures, how dangerous soever they might be: in fine, that night they passed under a tuft of trees, from one of which Don Quixote tore a withered branch to serve instead of a lance; and fitted to it, the iron head he had taken from that which was broken: all night long, the knight closed not an eye, but mused upon his lady Dulcinea, in order to accommodate himself to what he had read of those errants who passed many sleepless nights in woods and deserts, entertaining themselves with the remembrance of their mistresses.

This was not the case with Sancho Panza, whose belly being well replenished, and that not with plantane water, made but one nap of the whole night; and even then, would not have waked, unless his master had called to him, notwithstanding the sun-beams that played upon his face, and the singing of the birds, which in great numbers, and joyous melody, saluted the approach of the new day. The first thing he did, when he got up, was to visit his bottle, which finding considerably more lank than it was the night before, he was grievously afflicted, because in the road, that they pursued, he had no hopes of being able in a little time to supply its defect. Don Quixote refusing to breakfast, because, as we have already said, he regaled himself with the savoury remembrance of his mistress, they pursued their journey towards the pass, which after three days travelling, they discovered. “Here, cried Don Quixote, here, brother Sancho Panza, we shall be able to dip our hands up to the elbows, in what is called adventure; but, take notice, altho’ thou seest me beset with the most extreme danger, thou must by no means, even so much as lay thy hand upon thy sword, with design to defend me, unless I am assaulted by vulgar and low-born antagonists, in which case, thou mayest come to my assistance; but, if they are knights, thou art by no means permitted or licenced, by the laws of chivalry, to give me the least succour, until thou thyself hast received the honour of knighthood.” “As for that matter, replied Sancho, your worship shall be obeyed to a tittle; for, I am a very peaceable man, and not at all fond of meddling with riots and quarrels. True indeed, in the defence of my own person, I shall not pay much regard to the said laws, seeing every one that is aggrieved, is permitted to defend himself by all the laws of God and man.” “I say nothing to the contrary, replied Don Quixote, but, in the affair of assisting me against knights, thou must keep thy natural impetuosity under the rein.” “That will I, answered Sancho, and keep your honour’s command as strictly as I keep the Lord’s-day.”

While they were engaged in this conversation, there appeared before them two Benedictine monks mounted upon dromedaries, for, their mules were not much less, with their travelling spectacles, and umbrellas; after them came a coach, accompanied by four or five people on horseback, and two mule-drivers on foot. In this carriage, it was afterwards known, a Biscayan lady was travelling to Seville to her husband, who was bound to the Indies with a rich cargo.

Don Quixote no sooner perceived the friars, (who, tho’ they travelled the same road, were not of her company) than he said to his squire, “If I am not very much mistaken, this will be the most famous adventure that ever was known; for, those black apparitions on the road, must doubtless be enchanters, who are carrying off in that coach, some princess they have stolen; and there is a necessity for my exerting my whole power in redressing her wrongs.” “This will be worse than the wind-mills, cried Sancho, for the love of God! Sir, consider, that there are Benedictine friars, and those who are in the coach can be no other than common travellers. Mind what I say, and consider what you do, and let not the devil deceive you.” “I have told thee already, Sancho, replied Don Quixote, that with regard to adventures, thou art utterly ignorant: what I say is true, and in a moment thou shalt be convinced.”

So saying, he rode forward, and placed himself in the middle of the highway thro’ which the friars were to pass, and when he thought them near enough to hear what he said, he pronounced, in a loud voice, “Monstrous and diabolical race! surrender this instant, those high-born princesses, whom you carry captives in that coach: or prepare to receive immediate death, as a just punishment for your misdeeds.” The friars immediately stopped short, astonished as much at the figure, as at the discourse of Don Quixote: to which they replied, “Sir knight, we are neither diabolical nor monstrous, but innocent monks of the order of St. Benedict, who are going this way about our own affairs; neither do we know of any princesses, that are carried captives in that coach.” “These fawning speeches, said Don Quixote, shall not impose upon me, who know too well what a treacherous pack you are;” and without waiting for any other reply, he put spurs to Rocinante, and couching his lance, attacked the first friar with such fury and resolution, that if he had not thrown himself from his mule, he would have come to the ground extremely ill-handled, not without some desperate wound, nay, perhaps stone dead. The second monk, who saw how his companion had been treated, clapped spurs to the flanks of his trusty mule, and flew thro’ the field even swifter than the wind.

Sancho Panza seeing the friar on the ground, leaped from his ass with great agility, and beginning to uncase him with the utmost dexterity, two of their servants came up, and asked for what reason he stripped their master? The squire replied, that the clothes belonged to him, as the spoils that Don Quixote his lord had won in battle: but, the others, who did not understand raillery, nor know any thing of spoils and battles, seeing Don Quixote at a good distance, talking with the people in the coach, went to loggerheads with Sancho, whom they soon overthrew, and without leaving one hair of his beard, mauled him so unmercifully, that he lay stretched upon the ground, without sense or motion. Then, with the utmost dispatch, mounted the friar, who was pale as a sheet, and almost frightened to death, and who no sooner found himself on horseback, than he galloped towards his companion, who tarried at a good distance, to see the issue of this strange adventure. However, being joined again, without waiting for the conclusion of it, they pursued their journey, making as many crosses as if the devil had been at their backs.

Don Quixote, in the mean time, as we have already observed, was engaged in conversation with the lady in the coach, to whom he expressed himself in this manner: “Beautiful lady, you may now dispose of your own person according to your pleasure, for the pride of your ravishers lies level with the ground, being overthrown by this my invincible arm; and that you may be at no difficulty in understanding the name of your deliverer, know that I am Don Quixote de la Mancha, knight-errant, adventurer and captive of the unparalelled, and beautiful Doña Dulcinea del Toboso; and the only acknowledgment I expect for the benefit you have received, is, that you return to that place, and presenting yourself before my mistress, tell her what I have performed in behalf of your liberty.” This whole address of the knight, was overheard by a Biscayan squire, who accompanied the coach, and who seeing, that he would not allow the carriage to pass forward, but insisted upon their immediate returning to Toboso, rode up to Don Quixote, and laying hold of his lance, spoke to him thus in bad Castilian, and worse Biscayan:1 “Get thee gone, cavalier, go to the devil, I zay, vor, by the God that made hur, if thou wilt not let the coach alone, che will kill thee dead, as zure as che was a Biscayan.” The knight understanding very well what he said, replied with great composure, “If thou wast a gentleman, as thou art not, I would chastise thy insolence and rashness, wretched creature.” “I not a gentleman, replied the Biscayan in great choler; by God in heaven! thou liest, as I am a Christian; if thou wilt throw away thy lance, and draw thy sword, che will soon zee which be the better man. Biscayan by land, gentleman by zea, gentleman by devil, and thou liest, look ye, in thy throat, if thou zayest otherwise.” “Thou shalt see that presently, as Agragis said,” replied Don Quixote, who throwing his lance upon the ground, unsheathing his sword, and bracing on his target, attacked the Biscayan with full resolution to put him to death.

His antagonist, who saw him approach, fain would have alighted from his mule, which being one of the worst that ever was let out for hire, could not much be depended upon: but, he scarce had time to draw his sword; however, being luckily near the coach, he snatched out of it a cushion, which served him as a shield, and then they flew upon each other as two mortal enemies. The rest of the people who were present, endeavoured, but in vain, to appease them; for, the Biscayan swore, in his uncouth expressions, that if they did not leave him to fight the battle, he would certainly murder his mistress, and every body who should pretend to oppose it. The lady in the coach, surprised and frightened at what she saw, ordered the coachman to drive a little out of the road, to a place from whence she could see at a distance this rigorous engagement. In the course of which, the Biscayan bestowed such a huge stroke upon the shoulder of Don Quixote, that if it had not been for the defence of his buckler, he would have been cleft down to his girdle. The knight feeling the shock of such an unconscionable blow, exclaimed aloud: “O Dulcinea! lady of my soul, thou rose of beauty, succour thy knight, who, for the satisfaction of thy excessive goodness, is now involved in this dreadful emergency.” To pronounce these words, to raise his sword, to secure himself with his target, and attack the Biscayan, was the work of one instant; for, he was determined to risk his all upon a single stroke. His antagonist, who saw him advance, and by this time, was convinced of his courage by his resolution, determined to follow his example; and covering himself with his cushion, waited his assault, without being able to turn his mule either on one side or the other: for, she was already so jaded, and so little accustomed to such pastime, that she would not move one step out of the way.

Don Quixote then, as we have said, advanced against the cautious Biscayan, his sword lifted up with an intention to cleave him through the middle: the Biscayan waited his attack in the same posture, being shielded with his cushion. The frightened by-standers stood aloof, intent upon the success of those mighty strokes that threatened each of the combatants; and the lady in the coach, with the rest of her attendants, put up a thousand prayers to heaven, and vowed an offering to every image, and house of devotion in Spain, provided God would deliver the squire and them from the imminent danger in which they were: but the misfortune is, that in this very critical instant, the author of the history has left this battle in suspence, excusing himself, that he could find no other account of Don Quixote’s exploits, but what has already been related. True it is, that the second author of this work, could not believe that such a curious history was consigned to oblivion; nor, that there could be such a scarcity of curious virtuosi in La Mancha, but that some papers relating to this famous knight should be found in their archives or cabinets: and therefore, possessed of this opinion, he did not despair of finding the conclusion of this delightful history, which indeed he very providentially lighted upon, in the manner which will be related in the second book.






Book II IX The conclusion and consequence of the stupendous combat between the gallant Biscayan, and the valiant kn ight of La Mancha.
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IN THE FIRST book of this history, we left the valiant Biscayan and renowned Don Quixote with their gleaming swords brandished aloft, about to discharge two such furious strokes, as must (if they had cut sheer) have cleft them both asunder, from top to toe, like a couple of pomegranates; and in this dubious and critical conjuncture, the delicious history abruptly breaks off, without our being informed by the author, where or how that which is wanting may be found.

I was not a little concerned at this disappointment; for, the pleasure I enjoyed in the little I had read, was changed into disgust, when I reflected on the small prospect I had of finding the greater part of this relishing story, which, in my opinion, was lost: and yet it seemed impossible, and contrary to every laudable custom, that such an excellent knight should be unprovided with some sage to undertake the history of his unheard-of exploits; a convenience which none of those knights-errant who went in quest of adventures ever wanted, each of them having been accommodated with one or two magicians, on purpose to record not only his achievements, but even his most hidden thoughts and amusements. Surely then such a complete errant could not be so unlucky as to want that, which even Platil, and other such second-rate warriors enjoyed.

I could not therefore prevail upon myself to believe that such a spirited history was left so lame and unfinished, but laid the whole blame on the malignity of time, which wastes and devours all things, and by which, no doubt, this was either consumed or concealed: on the other hand, I considered, that as some books had been found in his library, so modern as The Undeceptions of Jealousy, together with The Nymphs and Shepherds of Henares; his own history must also be of a modern date, and the circumstances, tho’ not committed to writing, still fresh in the memory of his neighbours and townsmen. This consideration perplexed and inflamed me, with the desire of knowing the true and genuine account of the life and wonderful exploits of our Spanish worthy Don Quixote de la Mancha, the sun and mirrour of Manchegan chivalry, the first who in this our age, and these degenerate times, undertook the toil and exercise of errantry and arms, to redress grievances, support the widow, and protect those damsels who stroll about with whip and palfrey, from hill to hill, and from dale to dale, on the strength of their virginity alone: for, in times past, unless some libidinous clown with hatchet and morrion, or monstrous giant, forced her to his brutal wishes, a damsel might have lived fourscore years, without ever lying under any other cover than that of heaven, and then gone to her grave as good a maiden as the mother that bore her. I say, therefore, that for these and many other considerations, our gallant Don Quixote merits incessant and immortal praise; and even I myself may claim some share, for my labour and diligence in finding the conclusion of this agreeable history; tho’ I am well aware, that if I had not been favoured by fortune, chance or providence, the world would have been deprived of that pleasure and satisfaction which the attentive reader may enjoy for an hour or two, in perusing what follows:

While I was walking, one day, on the exchange of Toledo, a boy coming up to a certain merchant, offered to sell him a bundle of old papers he had in his hand: now, as I have always a strong propensity to read even those scraps that sometimes fly about the streets, I was led by this my natural curiosity, to turn over some of the leaves: I found them written in Arabic, which not being able to read, tho’ I knew the characters, I looked about for some Portuguese Moor who should understand it; and indeed, tho’ the language had been both more elegant and ancient, I might easily have found an interpreter. In short, I lighted upon one, to whom expressing my desire, and putting the pamphlet into his hands, he opened it in the middle, and after having read a few lines, began to laugh; when I asked the cause of his laughter, he said it was occasioned by a whimsical annotation in the margin of the book: I begged he would tell me what it was, and he answered, still laughing. “What I find written in the margin, is to this purpose: ‘This same Dulcinea so often mentioned in the history, is said to have had the best hand at salting pork of any woman in La Mancha.’ ”

Not a little surprised at hearing Dulcinea del Toboso mentioned, I immediately conjectured that the bundle actually contained the history of Don Quixote: possessed with this notion, I bade him, with great eagerness, read the title page, which having perused, he translated it extempore from Arabic to Spanish, in these words: “The History of Don Quixote de la Mancha, Written by Cide Hamete Benengeli, an Arabian Author.” No small discretion was requisite to dissemble the satisfaction I felt, when my ears were saluted with the title of these papers, which, snatching from the merchant, I immediately bought in the lump, for half a real; tho’, if the owner had been cunning enough to discover my eagerness to possess them, he might have laid his account with getting twelve times the sum by the bargain.

I then retired with my Moor, thro’ the cloisters of the cathedral, and desired him to translate all those papers that related to Don Quixote into the Castilian tongue, without addition or diminution, offering to pay any thing he should charge for his labour: his demand was limited to two quarters of raisins, and as many bushels of wheat, for which he promised to translate them with great care, conciseness and fidelity: but, I, the more to facilitate the business, without parting with such a rich prize, conducted him to my own house, where, in little less than six weeks, he translated the whole, in the same manner as shall here be related.

In the first sheet, was painted to the life, the battle betwixt Don Quixote and the Biscayan, who were represented in the same posture as the history has already described, their swords brandished aloft, one of the antagonists covered with his shield, the other with his cushion, and the Biscayan’s mule so naturally set forth, that you might have known her to have been an hireling, at the distance of a bowshot. Under the feet of her rider, was a label, containing these words, Don Sancho de Azpetia, which was doubtless his name; and beneath our knight was another, with the title of Don Quixote. Rocinante was most wonderfully delineated, so long and raw-boned, so lank and meager, so sharp in the back, and consumptive, that one might easily perceive, with what propriety and penetration the name of Rocinante had been bestowed upon him. Hard by the steed was Sancho Panza, holding his ass by the halter, at whose feet was a third label, inscribed Sancho Zancas, who, in the picture, was represented as a person of a short stature, swag belly, and long spindleshanks: for this reason, he ought to be called indiscriminately by the names of Panza and Zancas; for by both these surnames is he sometimes mentioned in history.

There were diverse other minute circumstances to be observed, but, all of them of small importance and concern to the truth of the history, tho’ indeed nothing that is true can be impertinent: however, if any objection can be started to the truth of this, it can be no other, but that the author was an Arabian, of a nation but too much addicted to falsehood, tho’ as they are at present our enemies, it may be supposed, that he has rather failed than exceeded in the representation of our hero’s exploits: for, in my opinion, when he had frequently opportunities, and calls to exercise his pen in the praise of such an illustrious knight, he seems to be industriously silent on the subject; a circumstance very little to his commendation, for, all historians ought to be punctual, candid and dispassionate, that neither interest, rancour, fear, or affection may mislead them from the road of truth, whose mother is history, that rival of time, that depository of great actions, witness of the past, example and pattern of the present, and oracle of future ages. In this, I know, will be found whatsoever can be expected in the most pleasant performance; and if any thing seems imperfect, I affirm it must be owing to the fault of the infidel its author, rather than to any failure of the subject itself: in short, the second book in the translation begins thus:

The flaming swords of the two valiant and incensed combatants, brandished in the air, seemed to threaten heaven, earth, and hell, such was the rage and resolution of those that wielded them: but, the first blow was discharged by the choleric Biscayan, who struck with such force and fury, that if the blade had not turned by the way, that single stroke would have been sufficient to have put an end to this dreadful conflict, and all the other adventures of our knight; but, his good genius, which preserved him for mightier things, turned the sword of his antagonist aside, so, that tho’ it fell upon his left shoulder, it did no other damage than disarm that whole side, slicing off in its passage the greatest part of his helmet, with half of his ear, which fell to the ground, with hideous ruin, leaving him in a very uncomfortable situation. Good heavens! where is the man, who can worthily express the rage and indignation which entered into the heart of our Manchegan, when he saw himself handled in this manner? I shall only say, his fury was such, that raising himself again in his stirrups, and grasping his sword with both hands, he discharged it so full upon the cushion, and head of the Biscayan, which it but ill-defended, that, as if a mountain had fallen upon him, he began to spout blood from his nostrils, mouth and ears, and seemed ready to fall from his mule, which would certainly have been the case, if he had not laid hold of the mane: yet, notwithstanding this effort, his feet falling out of the stirrups, and his arms quitting their hold, the mule, which was frightened at the terrible stroke, began to run across the field, and after a few plunges, came with her master to the ground. Don Quixote, who was sat observing him, with great tranquillity, no sooner perceived him fall, than leaping from his horse, he ran up to him with great agility, and setting the point of his sword to his throat, bade him surrender, on pain of having his head cut off. The Biscayan was so confounded by the blow and fall he had sustained, that he could not answer one syllable, and as Don Quixote was blinded by his rage, he would have fared very ill, if the ladies of the coach, who had hitherto, in great consternation, been spectators of the battle, had not run to the place where he was, and requested, with the most fervent entreaties, that his worship would grant them the favour to spare the life of their squire.

To this petition, the knight replied, with great stateliness and gravity, “Assuredly, most beautiful ladies, I am very ready to do what you desire, but, it shall be upon condition and proviso, that this cavalier promise to go straight to Toboso, and present himself, in my behalf, before the unparalelled Doña Dulcinea, that she may use him according to her good pleasure.” The timorous and disconsolate ladies, without entering into the detail of what Don Quixote desired, or inquiring who this Dulcinea was, promised that the squire should obey the knight’s commands in every thing. “Upon the faith of your word, then, said Don Quixote, I will do him no farther damage, tho’ he has richly deserved it at my hand.”





X Of what further happened between Don Quixote and the Biscayan.
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ALL THIS TIME, Sancho Panza, having got up, tho’ very roughly handled by the lackeys of the friars, stood very attentively beholding the battle of his master Don Quixote, and put up ejaculatory petitions to heaven, that it would please to grant him the victory, and that he might gain by it some island, of which he himself might be made governor, in consequence of the knight’s promise. Seeing therefore the battle ended, and his master returning to mount Rocinante, he went to hold his stirrup, and before he got up, fell on his knees before him; then laying hold of his hand, and kissing it, pronounced with great fervency, “Sir Don Quixote, will your worship be pleased to bestow on me, the government of that island which you have won in this dreadful combat; for, let it be ever so great, I find I have strength enough to govern it, as well as any he who governed an island in this world.” To this request, Don Quixote replied; “You must know, brother Sancho, that such as these are not adventures of islands, but frays that happen on the high road, in which there is nothing to be got but a broken head, with the loss of an ear: have a little patience, and we shall meet with adventures, which will enable me to make you not only a governor, but something more.” Sancho made him many hearty acknowledgments for his promise, then kissing his hand again, and his coat of mail, helped him to mount Rocinante; and he himself getting upon his ass, followed his master, who set off at a round pace, and without biding adieu, or speaking one syllable to those in the coach, entered a wood that was in the neighbourhood.

Sancho followed him as hard as his beast would trot; but Rocinante exerted such speed, that seeing himself left behind, he was obliged to call to his master to wait for him. The knight complied with his request, and checked his horse until he was overtaken by his weary squire; who, when he approached him: “Sir, said he, me-thinks it would be the wisest course for us to retreat to some church; for, as he with whom you fought, remains but in a sorry condition, ‘tis odds, but they inform the Holy Brotherhood1 of the affair, and have us apprehended: and verily, if they do, before we get out of prison, we may chance to sweat for it.” “Peace, Sancho, said Don Quixote, where didst thou ever see or hear, that a knight-errant was brought to justice for the greatest homicides he had committed?” “I know nothing of your honey-feeds, answered Sancho, nor in my life did I ever see one of them: this only, I know, that the Holy Brotherhood commonly looks after those who quarrel and fight up and down the country; and as to the other affair, I have no business to intermeddle in it.”

“Set your heart at ease then, friend Sancho, replied Don Quixote; for, I will deliver you from the hands of the Philistines, much more from the clutches of the Brotherhood: but, tell me, on thy life, hast thou ever seen a more valiant knight than me, in any country of the known world? Hast thou ever read in story of any other who possesses, or has possessed, more courage in attacking, more breath in persevering, more dexterity in wounding, and more agility in overthrowing his antagonist?” “The truth is, answered Sancho, I never read a history since I was born; for, indeed I can neither read nor write; but what I will make bold to wager upon, is, that a more daring master than your worship I never served in the days of my life; and I wish to God, that your courage may not meet with that reward I have already mentioned. What I beg of your worship at present, is, that you would allow me to dress that ear, which bleeds very much; for, I have got some lint, and a little white ointment in my wallet.” “These would have been altogether needless, answered the knight, if I had remembered to make a vial of the balsam of Fierabrás, one single drop of which, would save abundance of time and trouble.” “What sort of a vial and balsam is that?” said Sancho Panza. “It is a balsam, replied Don Quixote, the receipt of which I retain in my memory, and he that possesses the valuable composition, needs be in no fear of death, nor think of perishing by any wound whatsoever: and therefore, when I shall have made it, and delivered it into thy keeping, thou hast no more to do, when thou seest me in any combat, cut thro’ the middle, a circumstance that very often happens, but to snatch up that part of the body which falls to the ground, and before the blood shall congeal, set it upon the other half that remains in the saddle, taking care to join them with the utmost nicety and exactness: then making me swallow a couple of draughts of the aforesaid balsam, thou wilt see me in a twinkling, as whole and sound as an apple.”

“If that be the case, said Sancho Panza, I henceforth renounce the government of that island you promised me, and desire no other reward for my long and faithful service, but that your worship will give me the receipt of that same most exceeding liquor; for, I imagine, that it will sell for two reales an ounce at least, and that will be sufficient to make me spend the rest of my days in credit and ease: but, it will be necessary to know, if the composition be costly.” “I can make a gallon of it for less than three reales,” replied the knight: “Sinner that I am! cried Sancho, what hinders your worship from teaching me to make it, this moment.” “Hold thy tongue, friend, said the knight, I intend to teach thee greater secrets, and bestow upon thee more considerable rewards than that: but, in the mean time, let us dress my ear, which pains me more than I could wish.”

The squire accordingly took out his lint and ointment; but when his master found, that his helmet was quite demolished, he had almost run stark mad: he laid his hand upon his sword, and lifting up his hands to heaven, pronounced aloud: “I swear by the creator of all things, and by all that is written in the four holy evangelists! to lead the life which the great marquis of Mantua led, when he swore to revenge the death of his cousin Valdovinos: neither to eat food upon a table, nor enjoy his wife, with many other things, which, tho’ I do not remember, I here consider as expressed, until I shall have taken full vengeance upon him who has done me this injury.” Sancho hearing this invocation, “Sir Don Quixote, said he, I hope your worship will consider, that if the knight shall accomplish what he was ordered to do; namely, to present himself before my lady Dulcinea del Toboso, he will have done his duty, and certainly deserves no other punishment, unless he commits a new crime.” “Thou hast spoke very much to the purpose, and hit the nail on the head, replied Don Quixote, therefore I annul my oath, so far as it regards my revenge, but I make and confirm it anew, to lead the life I have mentioned, until such time as I can take by force as good a helmet as this from some other knight; and thou must not think, Sancho, that I am now making a smoke of straw; for, I know very well whom I imitate in this affair; the same thing having literally happened about the helmet of Mambrino, which cost Sacripante so dear.”

“Sir, Sir, replied Sancho with some heat, I wish your worship would send to the devil, all such oaths, which are so mischievous to the health, and prejudicial to the conscience; for, tell me now, if we should not find in many days, a man armed with a helmet, what must we do? must we perform this vow, in spite of all the rubs and inconveniencies in the way: such as to lie in one’s clothes, and not to sleep in an inhabited place, with a thousand other penances contained in the oath of that old mad marquis of Mantua, which your worship now wants to renew? Pray, Sir, consider that there are no armed people in these roads, none but carriers and carters, which far from wearing helmets themselves, perhaps never heard of any such thing during the whole course of their lives.” “There thou art egregiously mistaken, replied Don Quixote, for, before we are two hours in these cross ways, we shall see armed men more numerous than those that came to Albraca, in order to win Angelica the fair.” “On then, and be it so, said Sancho, and pray God we may succeed, and that the time may come, when we shall gain that island which has cost me so dear, and then I care not how soon I die.” “I have already advised thee, Sancho, said the knight, to give thyself no trouble about that affair; for, should we be disappointed in the expectation of an island, there is the kingdom of Denmark, or that of Sobrediza, which will suit thee as well as ever a ring fitted a finger, and ought to give thee more joy, because it is situated on terra firma; but, let us leave these things to the determination of time; and see if thou hast got any thing in thy wallet; for, we must go presently in quest of some castle, where we may procure a night’s lodging, and ingredients to make that same balsam I mentioned; for, I vow to God! my ear gives me infinite pain.”

“I have got here in my bags, said Sancho, an onion, a slice of cheese, and a few crusts of bread; but, these are eatables which do not suit the palate of such a valiant knight-errant as your worship.” “How little you understand of the matter, answered Don Quixote. Thou must know, Sancho, that it is for the honour of knights-errant, to abstain whole months together from food, and when they do eat, to be contented with what is next at hand; this thou wouldst not have been ignorant of, hadst thou read so many histories as I have perused, in which, numerous as they are, I have never found any account of knights-errant eating, except occasionally, at some sumptuous banquet made on purpose for them; at other times, living upon air: and tho’ it must be taken for granted, that they could not altogether live without eating, or complying with the other necessities of nature, being in effect men as we are; yet we are likewise to consider, that as the greatest part of their lives was spent in travelling thro’ woods and deserts, without any cook or caterer, their ordinary diet was no other than such rustic food as thou hast now got for our present occasions: therefore, friend Sancho, give thyself no uneasiness, because thou hast got nothing to gratify the palate, nor seek to unhinge or alter the constitution of things.” “I beg your worship’s pardon, said Sancho, for, as I can neither read nor write, as I have already observed, I may have mistaken the rules of your knightly profession; but, from henceforward, I will store my budget with all sorts of dry fruits for your worship, who are a knight, and for myself who am none, I will provide other more volatile and substantial food.” “I do not say, Sancho, that knights-errant are obliged to eat nothing except these fruits, but only that their most ordinary sustenance is composed of them, and some certain herbs, which they know how to gather in the fields; a species of knowledge which I myself am no stranger to.” “Surely, answered Sancho, it is a great comfort to know those same herbs; for, it comes into my head, we shall one day or another, have occasion to make use of the knowledge;” and taking out the contents of his wallet, they ate together with great harmony and satisfaction; but, being desirous of finding some place for their night’s lodging, they finished their humble repast in a hurry, and mounting their beasts, put on at a good rate, in order to reach some village before it should be dark: but, the hope of gratifying that desire failed them with daylight, just when they happened to be near a goatherd’s hut, in which they resolved to pass the night: and in the same proportion, that Sancho was disgusted at not being able to reach some village, his master was rejoiced at an opportunity of sleeping under the cope of heaven; because he looked upon every occasion of this kind, as an act of possession, that strengthened the proof of his knight-errantry.





XI Of what happened to Don Quixote, while he remained with the goatherds.
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HE RECEIVED A very hearty welcome from the goatherds, and Sancho having, as well as he could, accommodated Rocinante and his ass, was attracted by the odour, that issued from some pieces of goat’s-flesh, that were boiling in a kettle; but though he longed very much, at that instant, to see if it was time to transfer them from the kettle to the belly, he checked his curiosity, because the landlord took them from the fire, and spreading some sheep-skins upon the ground, set out their rustic table without loss of time; inviting their two guests to a share of their mess, with many expressions of good will and hospitality. Then those who belonged to the cot, being six in number, seated themselves round the skins, having first, with their boorish ceremony, desired Don Quixote to sit down on a trough, which they had overturned for that purpose.

The knight accepted their offer, and Sancho remained standing, to administer the cup, which was made of horn: but, his master perceiving him in this attitude: “That thou mayest see, Sancho, said he, the benefit which is concentred in knight-errantry; and how near all those, who exercise themselves in any sort of ministry belonging to it, are to preferment and esteem of the world, I desire thee to sit down here by my side, in company with these worthy people: and that thou may’st be on an equal footing with me thy natural lord and master, eating in the same dish, and drinking out of the same cup that I use; for what is said of love may be observed of knight-errantry, that it puts all things upon a level.”

“I give you a thousand thanks, said Sancho, but, I must tell your worship, that provided I have plenty, I can eat as much, nay, more to my satisfaction, standing on my legs, and in my own company, than if I was to sit by the side of an emperor: and, if all the truth must be told, I had much rather dine by myself in a corner, though it should be upon a bit of bread and an onion, without all your niceties and ceremonies, than eat turky-cocks at another man’s table, where I am obliged to chew softly, to drink sparingly, to wipe my mouth every minute, to abstain from sneezing or coughing, though I should be’never so much inclined to either, and from a great many other things, which I can freely do, when alone: therefore, sir master of mine, I hope these honours which your worship would put upon me, as being the servant and abettor of knight-errantry, which to be sure I am, while I remain in quality of your squire, may be converted into other things of more ease and advantage to me, than those which, though I hold them as received in full, I renounce from henceforth for ever, amen.” “Thou must nevertheless, sit thee down, said his master; for, him that is humble God will exalt;” and, seizing him by the arm, he pulled him down to the seat on which he himself sat.

The goatherds, who understood not a word of all this jargon of squire and knights-errant, did nothing but eat in silence, and gaze upon their guests, who with keen appetite, and infinite relish, solaced their stomachs, by swallowing pieces as large as their fists. This service of meat being finished, they spread upon their skins great quantities of acorns, and half a cheese, harder than plaster of Paris: all this time, the horn was not idle, but went, round so fast, sometimes full, sometimes empty, like the buckets of a well, that they soon voided one of the two skins of wine that hung in view.

Don Quixote having satisfied his appetite, took up an handful of the acorns, and after looking at them attentively, delivered himself to this purpose: “Happy age, and happy days were those, to which the ancients gave the name of golden;1 not, that gold, which in these our irontimes, is so much esteemed, was to be acquired without trouble, in that fortunate period; but, because people then, were ignorant of those two words mine and thine: in that sacred age, all things were in common; no man was necessitated, in search of his daily food, to undergo any other trouble than that of reaching out his hand, and receiving it from the sturdy oak, that liberally invited him to pull his sweet and salutary fruit. The limpid fountains and murmuring rills afforded him their savoury and transparent waters in magnificent abundance. In clefts of rocks and hollow trees, the prudent and industrious bees formed their commonwealths, offering without interest, to every hand the fruitful harvest of their delicious toil. The stately cork-trees voluntarily stripped themselves of their light extended bark, with which men began to cover their rural cottages, supported upon rustic poles, with a view only to defend themselves from the inclemencies of the weather. All was then peace, all was harmony, and all was friendship. As yet, the ponderous coulter of the crooked plough, had not presumed to open, or visit the pious entrails of our first mother, who, without compulsion, presented, on every part of her wide and fertile bosom, every thing that could satisfy, sustain and delight her sons, who then possessed her. Then did the simple and beautiful shepherdesses rove from hill to hill, and dale to dale, without any other clothes than what were necessary to cover modestly that which modesty commands, and always has commanded to be covered. Neither were their ornaments such as are used now-a-days, enhanced in value by the Tyrian purple, and the many ways martyred silk; but composed of verdant dock-leaves and ivy interwove together; with which they appeared, perhaps with as great pomp and contrivance, as the courtiers of our days, dressed in all the rare and foreign fashions, which idle curiosity has invented. Then were the amorous dictates of the soul, expressed in sensible simplicity, just as they were conceived, undisguised by the artificial cloak of specious words. There was no fraud, no deceit, no malice intermixed with plain-dealing truth: justice then, kept within her proper bounds, undisturbed and unbiassed by interest and favour, which now impair, confound, and persecute her so much: law was not then, centered in the arbitrary bosom of the judge, for, at that time, there was neither cause nor contest. Damsels and decency, as I have already said, went about single, and without fear of being injured by insolence or lust; and their ruin, when it happened, was the fruit of their own will and pleasure. But, now-a-days, in this detestable age, no maid is secure, though she was concealed, and shut up in such another labyrinth as was that of Crete; for, even there, the amorous pestilence, with the zeal of mischievous importunity, would enter, either by the help of wings, or by gliding through some chink or other, and all her barricaded chastity would go to wreck. For the security of this virtue, in process of time, when mischief grew to a greater head, the order of knight-errantry was first instituted to defend damsels, protect widows, and succour the needy and the fatherless. This order, brother goatherds, I profess, and thank you for this kind entertainment and reception, which I and my squire have received at your hands: for, though by the law of nature, all mankind are obliged to favour and assist knightserrant, during the whole course of their lives; yet, as you have received and regaled me, before you knew yourselves to be under that obligation, I think it my duty to return my most sincere acknowledgment for your hospitality.”

The whole of this tedious harangue, which might very well have been spared, was pronounced by our knight, because the acorns they presented recalled to his memory the golden age: therefore he took it in his head to make these useless reflections to the goatherds, who without answering one syllable, listened with suspence and astonishment. Sancho was also silent, but, kept his teeth employed upon the acorns, and paid many a visit to the second wine-bag, which that the contents might be the cooler, was hung upon a cork-tree. Don Quixote was less tedious in his discourse than at his meal, which being ended, one of the goatherds said, “That your worship knight-errant, may be convinced of our readiness and good will to give you all the entertainment in our power, you shall have the pleasure and satisfaction of hearing a song from one of our companions, who will soon be here. He is an understanding young fellow, very much in love, who moreover, can read and write, and play upon the rebeck, that it will delight you to hear him.” Scarce had the goatherd pronounced these words, when their ears were saluted with the sound of this instrument, and presently after, appeared the musician, who was a young fellow of about twenty, or twenty two years of age, and of a very graceful appearance. His companions asked him if he had supped, and he answering in the affirmative, one of them, who made the offer to the knight, said to him, “If that be the case, Antonio, you will do us the pleasure to sing a song, that this gentleman our guest may see, there are some even among these woods and mountains, who understand music. We have already informed him, of thy uncommon talents, and we desire thou wouldst show them, in order to justify what we have said in thy praise; I therefore, earnestly beseech thee to sit down, and sing the ballad of thy love, composed by thy uncle the curate, which is so much commended in our village.” “With all my heart,” replied the young man, who without farther entreaty sat down upon the trunk of an ancient oak, and tuning his instrument, began in a very graceful manner to sing and accompany the following song.


You love, Olalla, nay adore me;

In spite of all your art I know it,

Although you never smile before me,

And neither tongue nor eyes avow it.

For, sure to slight a lover’s passion,

So tried as that which lives this heart in,

Were but small proof of penetration;

And that you are no fool is certain.

Sometimes, indeed, and ‘tis amazing,

Though prov’d by evidence of twenty,

You’ve plainly shown your soul was brazen,

And eke your snowy bosom flinty.

Yet, in the midst of maiden shyness,

Affected scorn and decent scolding,

Kind Hope appear’d with proffer’d spy-glass,

The border of her robe unfolding.

Then balance in the scales of reason,

My love unshaken and untainted,

Unapt to change from truth to treason,

By frowns impair’d, by smiles augmented.

If love be courtesy refin’d,

And you be civil to profusion,

That you will to my hopes prove kind,

Is but a natural conclusion.

If gratitude that breast can soften,

Which bids to other arts defiance,

The services I’ve render’d often,

Must melt your soul to kind compliance.

For, more than once, had you attended,

You might have seen me wear on Monday,

My best apparel scour’d and mended,

With which I wont to honour Sunday.

As love delights in finery,

And women oft are won by tightness,

I’ve still endeavour’d in your eye,

To shine the mirrour of politeness.

That I have danc’d the swains among,

To please your pride what need I mention,

Or with the cock begun my song,

To wake my sleeping fair’s attention.

Or that, enamour’d of your beauty,

I’ve loudly sounded forth its praises;

A task which though a lover’s duty,

The spite of other women raises.

For, once, Teresa of the hill,

Beneath all notice would have sunk ye,

“You think Olalla angel still,

(Said she) but others scorn the monkey.

Thanks to her beads of glittering glass,

And her false locks in ringlets curling,

And the false colour of her face,

Which Love himself might take for sterling.”

She lied, I told her in her throat;

And when her kinsman kept a racket,

You know, I made him change his note,

And soundly thresh’d the booby’s jacket.

Your lovely person, not your wealth,

At first engag’d my inclination;

Nor would I now possess by stealth,

The guilty joys of fornication.

The church has silken ties in store,

Then yield thy neck to Hymen’s fetters;

Behold, I put my own before,

And trust the noose that binds our betters.

Else, by each blessed saint I swear,

And Heav’n forbid I prove a liar!

Never to quit this desert drear,

Except in form of hooded friar.



Thus ended the goatherd’s ditty, and though Don Quixote desired him to sing another, yet Sancho Panza would by no means give his consent, being more inclined to take his natural rest, than to hear ballads; and therefore, he said to his master, “Your worship had better consider where you are to lodge this night; for, the labour that these honest men undergo in the day, will not suffer them to pass the night in singing.” “I understand thee, Sancho, replied the knight, it plainly appears that the visits thou hast made to the wine-bag, demand the consolation of sleep, rather than that of music.” “They agreed with us all very well, blessed be God,” replied Sancho. “I do not deny it, said the knight, and thou mayest bestow thyself in the best manner thou canst; but it is more seemly for those of my profession to watch than to sleep: it would not be amiss, however, Sancho, to dress my ear again; for, it gives me more pain than I could wish.” Sancho did as he desired: when one of the goatherds perceiving the wound, hade him give himself no trouble about it, for he would apply a remedy that would heal it in a trice; so saying, he took some leaves of rosemary, which grew in great plenty round the hut, and having chewed, and mixed them with a little salt, applied the poultice to his ear, and binding it up carefully, assured him, as it actually happened, that it would need no other plaster.
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XII What was related by a goatherd, who chanced to come into the hut.
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IN THE MEAN time, one of the lads who brought them victuals from the village, entering the hut, said, “Do you know what has happened in our town, comrades?” When one of them answered, “How should we?” “Know then, continued he, that the famous student Grisóstomo died this morning; and it is murmured about, that his death was occasioned by his love for that devilish girl Marcela, daughter of Guillermo the Rich. She that roves about these plains in the habit of a shepherdess.” “For Marcela, said you?” cried one, “The same, answered the goatherd, and it is certain, that in his last will, he ordered himself to be buried in the field, like a Moor, (God bless us!) at the foot of the rock hard by the cork-tree-spring; for, the report goes, and they say, he said so himself, as how the first time he saw her, was in that place; and he has also ordained many other such things, as the clergy say, must not be accomplished, nor is it right they should be accomplished; for truly, they seem quite heathenish: to all which objections his dear friend, Ambrosio the student, who also dressed himself like a shepherd, to keep him company, replies that he will perform every thing without fail, that Grisóstomo has ordered; and the whole village is in an uproar about it. But, it is believed, that every thing at last, will be done according to the desire of Ambrosio, and all the rest of the shepherds, his friends; and that to-morrow, he will be interred with great pomp in the very spot I have mentioned. I am resolved therefore, as it will be a thing well worth seeing, to go thither without fail, even though I thought, I should not be able to return to the village that night.” “We will do so too, replied the goatherds, and cast lots to see which of us must stay and take care of our flocks.” “You are in the right, Pedro, said one, but, there will be no occasion to use that shift; for, I myself will stay, and take care of the whole, and you must not impute my tarrying to virtue, or the want of curiosity, but, to the plaguy thorn that ran into my foot the other day, and hinders me from walking.” “We are obliged to thee, however,” answered Pedro, whom Don Quixote desired to tell him, who that same dead shepherd, and living shepherdess were.

To this question the goatherd replied, all that he knew of the matter, was, that the deceased was the son of a rich farmer, who lived in the neighbourhood of a village, in these mountains; that he had studied in Salamanca many years, at the end of which he had returned to his family with the character of a great scholar: in particular, they said, he was very knowing in the science of the stars, and what passed betwixt the sun and moon, and the heavens; for, he had punctually foretold the clipse of them both! “The obscuration of those two great luminaries, said the knight, is called the eclipse, and not the clipse, friend.” But, Pedro without troubling his head with these trifles, proceeded, saying, “He likewise, foresaw when the year would be plentiful or staril:” “You mean sterile,” said Don Quixote. “Sterile, or staril, replied Pedro, comes all to the same purpose; and I say, that his father and his friends taking his advice, became very rich; for, they gave credit to his words, and followed his counsel in all things. When he would say, this year you must sow barley, and no wheat; here you must sow garbanzos, but no barley: next year there will be a good harvest of oil; but, for three years to come there will not be a drop.” “That science, replied Don Quixote, is called astrology.” “I know not how it is called, replied Pedro; but, this I know, that he knew all this; and much more. In short, not many months after he came from Salamanca, he appeared all of a sudden, in shepherd-weeds, with his woolly jacket, and a flock of sheep, having laid aside the long dress of a student. And he was accompanied by a friend of his in the same habit, whose name was Ambrosio, and who had been his fellow-student at college. I forgot to tell you, that Grisóstomo the defunct, was such a great man at composing couplets, that he made carols for Christmas-eve, and plays for the Lord’s-day, which were represented by the young men in our village; and every body said, that they were tip-top. When the people of the village saw the two scholars, so suddenly clothed like shepherds, they were surprised, and could not guess their reason for such an odd chance. About that time, the father of this Grisóstomo dying, he inherited great riches, that were in moveables and in lands, with no small number of sheep more or less, and a great deal of money: of all which, this young man remained desolate lord and master; and truly he deserved it all; for, he was an excellent companion, very charitable, a great friend to good folks, and had a most blessed countenance. Afterwards, it came to be known, that his reason for changing his garb, was no other, than with a view of strolling through the woods, and deserts after that same shepherdess Marcela, whose name my friend mentioned just now, and with whom the poor defunct Grisóstomo was painfully in love: and I will now tell you, for, it is necessary, that you should know, who this wench is: for, mayhap, nay even without a mayhap you never heard of such a thing in all the days of your life, though you be older than St. Paul.” “Say Paul’s,” replied Don Quixote, offended at the goatherd’s perverting of words. “St. Paul was no chicken, replied Pedro, and if your worship be resolved to correct my words every moment, we shall not have done in a twelvemonth.” “I ask your pardon, friend, said the knight; I only mention this, because there is a wide difference between the person of St. Paul, and a church that goes by his name: but, however, you made a very sensible reply; for, to be sure, the saint lived long before the church was built; therefore go on with your story, and I promise not to interrupt you again.”

“Well then, my good master, said the goatherd, there lived in our village a farmer, still richer than Grisóstomo’s father; his name was Guillermo, and God gave him, over and above great wealth, a daughter, who at her birth was the death of her mother, the most worthy dame in all the country. Methinks I see her now with that face of hers, which seemed to have the sun on one side, and the moon on the other; she was an excellent housewife, and a great friend to the poor, for which reason I believe her soul is enjoying the presence of God in paradise. Her husband died of grief for the loss of so good a wife, leaving his (laughter Marcela, young and rich, to the care of an uncle, who has got a living in our village. The girl grew up with so much beauty, that she put us in mind of her mother, who had a great share, and yet it was thought, it would be surpassed by the daughter’s. It happened accordingly, for when she came to the age of fourteen or fifteen, nobody could behold her without blessing God, for having made so beautiful a creature; and every body almost grew desperately in love with her. Her uncle kept her up with great care; but, for all that, the fame of her exceeding beauty spread in such a manner, that both for her person and her fortune, not only the richest people in our town, but likewise in many leagues about, came to ask her in marriage of her uncle, with much importunity and solicitation. But, he, who to give him his due, was a good Christian, although he wanted to dispose of her as soon as she came to an age fit for matrimony, would not give her away without her own consent; neither had he a view in deferring her marriage, to the gain and advantage which he might enjoy in managing the girl’s fortune. And truly I have heard this spoken in more companies than one, very much to the praise of the honest priest. For, I would have you know, Sir traveller, that in these small towns, people intermeddle and grumble about every thing. And this you may take for certain, as I know it to be so, that a clergyman must be excessively good indeed, if he can oblige his flock to speak well of him, especially in country villages.” “You are certainly in the right, said Don Quixote, and pray go on, for your story is very entertaining, and you, honest Pedro, relate it with a good grace.” “May I never want God’s grace, said the shepherd; for, that is the main chance: and you must know, moreover, that though the uncle proposed to his niece, and described the good qualities of each in particular who asked her in marriage, desiring her to give her hand to some one, or other, and choose for herself; she never would give him any other answer, but that she did not choose to marry, for, she was too young to bear the burden of matrimony. On account of these excuses, which seemed to have some reason in them, her uncle forbore to importune her, and waited till she should have more years, and discernment to make choice of her own company; for, he said, and to be sure, it was well said, that parents should never dispose of their children against their own inclinations. But, behold, when we least thought of it, the timorous Marcela, one day, appeared in the habit of a shepherdess; and without imparting her design to her uncle, or any body in the village, for fear they might have dissuaded her from it, she took to the field with her own (lock, in company of the other damsels of the village. As she now appeared in public, and her beauty was exposed to the eyes of every body, you cannot conceive what a number of rich youths, gentlemen, and farmers immediately took the garb of Grisóstomo, and went wooing her through the fields. One of these suitors, as you have heard, was the deceased, who they say, left off loving to adore her; and you must not think, that because Marcela took to this free and unconfined way of living, she brought the least disparagement upon her chastity and good name; on the contrary, such is the vigilance with which she guards her honour, that of all those who serve and solicit her, not one has boasted, nor indeed can boast with any truth, that she has given him the smallest hope of accomplishing his desire; for, though she neither flies, or avoids the company and conversation of the shepherds, but, treats them in a courteous and friendly manner; whenever any one of them comes to disclose his intention, let it be ever so just and holy, even marriage itself, she throws him from her, like a stone from a sling: and being of this disposition, does more damage in this country, than if a pestilence had seized it; for, her affability and beauty allures all the hearts of those that converse with her to serve and love her; but, her coyness and plaindealing drives them even to the borders of despair; therefore, they know not what to say, but, upbraid her with cruelty and ingratitude, and give her a great many such titles, as plainly show the nature of her disposition: and if your worship was but to stay here one day, you would hear these hills and dales resound with the lamentations of her rejected followers. Not far from this place, there is a tuft of about a dozen of tall beeches, upon every one of which, you may read engraved the name of Marcela, and over some a crown cut out in the bark, as if her lover would have declared, that Marcela wears, and deserves to wear, the crown of all earthly beauty. Here one shepherd sighs, there another complains; in one place you may hear amorous ditties; in another the dirges of despair; one lover sits musing through all the hours of the night, at the foot of some tall ash, or rugged rock, and there, without having closed his weeping eyes, shrunk up as it were, and entranced in his own reflections, he is found by the rising sun; a second, without giving respite, or truce to his sighs, exposed to the heat of the most sultry summer’s sun, lies stretched upon the burning sand, breathing his complaints to pitying Heaven; and over this and that, and these and those, the free, the unconcerned, the fair Marcela triumphs. We who are acquainted with her disposition, wait with impatience to see the end of all this disdain, and long to know what happy man will tame such an unsociable humour, and enjoy such exceeding beauty. As every thing that I have recounted is true to a tittle, I have no reason to doubt the truth of what our comrades said concerning the cause of Grisóstomo’s death; and therefore, I advise you, sir, not to fail being tomorrow at his burial, which will be well worth seeing; for, Grisóstomo had a great many friends, and the spot in which he ordered himself to be buried is not more than half a league from hence.”

“I will take care to be present, said the knight, and thank you heartily for the pleasure you have given me in relating such an interesting story.” “Oh! as for that, cried the goatherd, I do not know one half of what has happened to the lovers of Marcela; but, to-morrow perhaps, we may light upon some shepherd on the road, who is better acquainted with them. In the mean time you will do well to go to sleep under some cover, though the remedy I have applied is such, that you have nothing else to fear.”

Sancho Panza, who wished the goatherd’s loquacity at the devil, earnestly entreated his master to go to sleep in Pedro’s hut. This request the knight complied with, and spent the greatest part of the night in thinking of his lady Dulcinea, in imitation of Marcela’s lovers. While Sancho Panza taking up his lodging betwixt Rocinante and his ass, slept soundly, not like a discarded lover, but, like one who had been battered and bruised the day before.





XIII The conclusion of the story of the shepherdess Marcela, and other incidents.
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SCARCE HAD AURORA disclosed herself through the balconies of the east, when five of the six goatherds, arising, went to waken Don Quixote, and told him, that if he continued in his resolution of going to see the famous funeral of Grisóstomo, they would keep him company. The knight, who desired nothing better, arose, and commanded Sancho to saddle his horse, and pannel his ass immediately. This order was executed with great dispatch, and they set out without loss of time. They had not travelled more than a quarter of a league, when, upon crossing a path, they saw coming towards them six shepherds, clothed in jackets of black sheep-skin, and crowned with garlands of cypress, and oleander, each having a club of holly in his hand. Along with them, came also two gentlemen on horseback very well equipped for travel, accompanied by three young men on foot.

When they advanced, they saluted one another, and understanding, upon inquiry, that they were all bound to the place of interment, they joined company, and travelled together. One of the horsemen said to his companion, “Señor Vivaldo, we shall not have reason to grudge our tarrying to see this famous funeral, which must certainly be very extraordinary, by the strange account we have received from these people, of the dead shepherd, and the murderous shepherdess.” “I am of the same opinion, answered Vivaldo, and would not only tarry one day, but even four or five, on purpose to see it.” Don Quixote asking what they had heard of Marcela and Grisóstomo, the traveller replied, that, early in the morning, they had met with these shepherds, of whom inquiring the cause of their being clothed in such melancholy weeds, they had been informed of the coyness and beauty of a certain shepherdess called Marcela, and the hapless love of many who courted her, together with the death of that same Grisóstomo to whose funeral they were going. In short, he recounted every circumstance of what Pedro had told Don Quixote before.

This conversation being ended, another began by Vivaldo’s asking Don Quixote, why he travelled thus in armour, in a peaceable country? To this question the knight replied, “The exercise of my profession will not permit, or allow me to go in any other manner. Revels, feasting, and repose were invented by effeminate courtiers; but, toil, anxiety, and arms are peculiar to those whom the world calls knights-errant, of which order I, though unworthy, and the least, am one.” He had no sooner pronounced these words, than all present took him for a madman: but, in order to confirm their opinion, and discover what species of madness it was, Vivaldo desired to know what he meant by knights-errant. “What! said Don Quixote, have you never read the annals and history of England, which treat of the famous exploits of Arthur, who, at present, in our Castilian language, is called king Artus, and of whom, there is an ancient tradition, generally believed all over Great-Britain, that he did not die, but was, by the art of enchantment, metamorphosed into a raven: and, that the time will come, when he shall return, and recover his scepter and throne. For which reason, it cannot be proved, that from that period to this, any Englishman has killed a raven: In the reign of that excellent king was instituted that famous order of chivalry, called the Knights of the Round-Table; and those amours punctually happened, which are recounted of Sir Lancelot of the Lake, with queen Guinevere, by the help and mediation of that sage and venerable dueña Quitañona; from whence that delightful ballad, so much sung in Spain, took its rise:


For never sure was any knight

So serv’d by damsel, or by dame,

As Lancelot, that man of might,

When he at first from Britain came:



With the rest of that most relishing and delicious account of his amours, and valiant exploits. From that time, the order of knight-errantry was extended, as it were, from hand to hand, and spread thro’ diverse and sundry parts of the world, producing, among many other worthies celebrated for their achievements, the valiant Amadís of Gaul, with all his sons and nephews even to the fifth generation; the couragious Felixmarte of Hircania, the never-enough to be commended Tirante the White, and he whom, in this our age, we have as it were seen, heard, and conversed with, the invincible and valorous knight Don Belianis of Greece. This, gentlemen, is what I meant by knight-errant; and such as I have described, is the order of chivalry, which, as I have already told you, I, tho’ a sinner, have professed, and the very same which those knights I mentioned, professed, I profess also. On which account, I am found in these deserts and solitudes, in quest of adventures, fully determined to lift my arm, and expose my person to the greatest danger, that my destiny shall decree, in behalf of the needy and oppressed.”

By this declaration, the travellers were convinced that the knight had lost his wits, and easily perceived the species of folly which had taken possession of his brain, and which struck them with the same surprise, that always seized those who became acquainted with our knight. Vivaldo, who was a person of discretion, and a great deal of archness, in order to travel agreeably the rest of the road which they had to go, till they should come to the place of interment, wanted to give him an opportunity of proceeding in his extravagance, and in that view, said to him, “Sir knighterrant, me thinks your worship professes one of the strictest orders upon earth, nay, I will affirm more strict than that of the Carthusian friars.”

“The order of the Carthusians, answered Don Quixote, may be as strict, but, that it is as beneficial to mankind, I am within a hair’s breadth of doubting; for, to be plain with you, the soldier who executes his captain’s command, is no less valuable than the captain who gave the order: I mean, that the monks pray to God for their fellow-creatures in peace and safety; but, we soldiers and knights put in execution that for which they pray, by the valour of our arms, and the edge of our swords; living under no other cover than the cope of heaven, set up in a manner as marks for the intolerable heat of the sun in summer, and the chilling breath of frosty winter: we are therefore God’s ministers, and the arms by which he executes his justice upon earth; and as the circumstances of war, and what has the least affinity and concern with it, cannot be accomplished without sweat, anxiety and fatigue; it follows, that those who profess it, are doubtless more subject to toil than those, who in rest and security implore the favour of God for persons who can do nothing for themselves: not, that I would be thought to say, or imagine, the condition of a knight-errant is equal to that of a recluse monk; I would only infer from what we suffer, that it is without doubt more troublesome, more battered, more famished, more miserable, ragged, and lousy; for, the knights-errant of past times, certainly underwent numberless misfortunes in the course of their lives: and if some of them came to be emperors by the valour of their arms, considering the blood and sweat it cost them; in faith, it was a dear purchase: and if those who attained such a supreme station, had been without their sage enchanters to assist them, they might have been defrauded of their desires, and grievously baulked of their expectations.”

“I am very much of your opinion, answered the traveller; but, there is one thing among you knights-errant, that I cannot approve of, and that is, when any great and dangerous adventure occurs, in which you run a manifest risk of losing your lives, in the instant of engagement, you never think of recommending your souls to God, as every Christian ought to do on such occasions; but, on the contrary, put up your petitions to your mistresses, with as much fervour and devotion as if they were your deities; a circumstance which in my opinion smells strong of paganism.” “Sir, replied Don Quixote, that practice must in no degree be altered; and woe be to that knight-errant, who should do otherwise; for, according to the practice and custom of chivalry, every knight, when he is upon the point of achieving some great feat, must call up the idea of his mistress, and turning his eyes upon her with all the gentleness of love, implore, as it were, by his looks, her favour and protection in the doubtful dilemma in which he is about to involve himself: nay, even tho’ no body should hear him, he is obliged to mutter between his teeth, an ejaculation, by which he heartily and confidently recommends himself to her good wishes: and of this practice we have innumerable examples in history; but, I would not have you think, that we are to forbear recommending ourselves to God also; there will be time and opportunity enough for that duty, in the course of action.”

“But, nevertheless, said the traveller, I have still one scruple remaining, which is, that I have often read of a dispute between two knights, which proceeding to rage from one word to another, they have turned about their steeds, to gain ground for a good career, and then, without any more ceremony, returned to the encounter at full gallop, recommending themselves to their mistresses by the way; and the common issue of such an engagement is, that one of them is thrown down over his horse’s rump, stuck thro’ and thro’ with his adversary’s lance, while the other, with difficulty, avoids a fall by laying hold of the horse’s mane: now, I cannot comprehend how the dead man could have time to recommend himself to God in the course of so sudden an attack; surely, it would have been better for his soul, if, instead of the words he uttered in his career, he had put up a petition to heaven, according to the duty and obligation of every Christian; especially, as I take it for granted, that every knight-errant has not a mistress, for, all of them cannot be in love.” “That’s impossible, answered Don Quixote. I affirm, that there never could be a knight-errant without a mistress; for, to be in love is as natural and peculiar to them, as the stars are to the heavens. I am very certain, that you never read an history that gives an account of a knight-errant without an amour; for, he that has never been in love, would not be held as a legitimate member, but some adulterate brood, who had got into the fortress of chivalry, not thro’ the gate, but over the walls, like a thief in the night.”

“Yet, notwithstanding, said the traveller, I have read that Don Galaor, brother of the valiant Amad’s of Gaul, never had any known mistress to whom he could recommend himself: and he was not disregarded, but, looked upon as a very valiant and famous knight.” “Segñor, answered our hero Don Quixote, one swallow makes not a spring: besides, to my certain knowledge, that knight was privately very much in love; indeed he made love to every handsome woman who came in his way; for, that was his natural disposition, which he by no means could resist: in short, it is very well attested, that he had one mistress, whom he inthroned, as sovereign of his heart, and to whom he recommended himself with great caution and privacy, because he piqued himself upon being a secret knight.”

“Since then it is essential to every knight to be in love, we may conclude that your worship being of that profession, is no stranger to the passion; and if you do not value yourself upon being as secret a knight as Don Galaor, I earnestly entreat you, in behalf of myself, and the rest of the company, to tell us the name, country, station and qualities of your mistress, who must think herself extremely happy in reflecting that all the world knows, how much she is beloved and adored by so valiant a knight as your worship appears to be.”

Here, Don Quixote uttered a grievous sigh, saying: “I am not positively certain, whether or not, that beauteous enemy of mine, takes pleasure in the world’s knowing I am her slave; this only I can say, in answer to the question you asked, with so much civility, that her name is Dulcinea; her native country a certain part of Valencia called Toboso; her station must at least be that of a princess, since she is queen and lady of my soul; her beauty, supernatural, in that it justifies all those impossible, and chimerical attributes of excellence, which the poets bestow upon their nymphs; her hair is of gold, her forehead the Elysian fields, her eyebrows heavenly arches, her eyes themselves suns, her cheeks roses, her lips of coral, her teeth of pearl, her neck alabaster, her breast marble, her hands ivory, her skin whiter than snow, and those parts which decency conceals from human view, are such, according to my belief and apprehension, as discretion ought to enhance above all comparison.”

“I wish we knew her lineage, race, and family,” replied Vivaldo. To this hint the knight answered, “She is not descended of the ancient Caii, Curtii, and Scipios of Rome, nor of the modern Colonas and Ursini, nor of the Moncadas and Requesenes of Catalonia, much less of the Rebellas and Villanovas of Valencia; or the Palafoxes, Nuzas, Rocabertis, Corellas, Lunas, Alagones, Urreas, Foces and Gurreas of Aragon, or the Cerdas, Manriques, Mendozas and Guzmanes of Castile, or the Alencastros, Pallas and Menesis of Portugal: but, she sprung from the family of Toboso de la Mancha, a lineage, which tho’ modern, may give a noble rise to the most illustrious families of future ages; and let no man contradict what I say, except upon the conditions expressed in that inscription placed by Cerbino under the trophy of Orlando’s arms.


That knight alone these arms shall move,

Who dares Orlando’s prowess prove.”



“Altho’ I myself am descended from the Cachopines of Laredo, said the traveller, I won’t presume to compare with that of Toboso de la Mancha; tho’, to be plain with you, I never before heard of any such generation.” “How, not heard!” replied Don Quixote. The rest of the company jogged on, listening with great attention to this discourse, and all of them, even the very goatherds, by this time, were convinced, that our knight’s judgment was grievously impaired. Sancho alone believed that every thing his master said was true; because he knew his family, and had been acquainted with himself from his cradle. The only doubt that he entertained, was of this same beautiful Dulcinea del Toboso; for, never had such a name or such a princess come within the sphere of his observation, altho’ he lived in the neighbourhood of that place.

While they travelled along, conversing in this manner, they perceived about twenty shepherds descending thro’ a cleft made by two high mountains. They were all clad in jackets of sheep-skin, covered with black wool, and each of them crowned with a garland, which was composed, as it afterwards appeared, partly of cypress, and partly of yew: six of the foremost carried a bier; upon which they had strewed a variety of branches and flowers. And this was no sooner perceived by one of the goatherds, than he said, “These are the people who carry the corpse of Grisóstomo, and the foot of that mountain is the place where he ordered himself to be interred.”

Upon this information, they made haste, and came up just at the time that the bearers having laid down the body, began to dig the grave with pick-axes on one side of a flinty rock. They received our travellers with great courtesy, and Don Quixote, with his company, went towards the bier, to look at the dead body, which was covered with flowers, clad in shepherd’s weeds, and seemingly thirty years old. Notwithstanding he was dead, they could plainly perceive, that he had been a man of an engaging aspect, and genteel stature; and could not help wondering at the sight of a great many papers both sealed and loose, that lay round him in the coffin.

While the new-comers were observing this phenomenon, and the shepherds busied in digging a grave, a wonderful and universal silence prevailed, till such time as one of the bearers said to another, “Consider, Ambrosio, if this be the very spot which Grisóstomo mentioned, that his last will may be punctually fulfilled.” “This, answered Ambrosio, is the very place, in which my unhappy friend has often recounted to me the story of his misfortunes. Here it was, he first beheld that mortal enemy of human race; here also did he first declare his amorous and honourable intention; and here, at last, did Marcela signify her disgust and disdain, which put an end to the tragedy of his wretched life: and in this place, as a monument of his mishap, did he desire to be deposited in the bowels of eternal oblivion.”

Then addressing himself to Don Quixote, and the travellers, he thus proceeded: “This corpse, gentlemen, which you behold with compassionate eyes, was the habitation of a soul, which possessed an infinite share of the riches of heaven: this is the body of Grisóstomo, who was a man of unparalelled genius, the pink of courtesy and kindness; in friendship a very phoenix, liberal without bounds, grave without arrogance, gay without meanness; and, in short, second to none in every thing that was good, and without second in all that was unfortunate. He loved, and was abhorred; he adored, and was disdained; he implored a savage; he importuned a statue; he hunted the wind; cried aloud to the desert; he was a slave to the most ungrateful of women; and the fruit of his servitude was death, which overtook him in the middle of his career: in short, he perished by the cruelty of a shepherdess, whom he has eternized in the memory of all the people in this country; as these papers, which you gaze at would show, if he had not ordered me to commit them to the flames as soon as his body shall be deposited in the earth.”

“You will use them then with more cruelty and rigour, said Vivaldo, than that of the author himself: seeing it is neither just nor convenient to fulfil the will of any man, provided it be unreasonable. Augustus Caesar would have been in the wrong, had he consented to the execution of what the divine Mantuan ordered on his death-bed.1 Wherefore, señor Ambrosio, while you commit the body of your friend to the earth, you ought not likewise to consign his writings to oblivion; nor perform indiscreetly, what he in his affliction ordained: on the contrary, by publishing these papers, you ought to immortalize the cruelty of Marcela, that it may serve as an example in time to come, and warn young men to shun and avoid such dangerous precipices: for, I, and the rest of this company, already know the history of that enamoured and unhappy friend, the nature of your friendship, the occasion of his death, together with the orders that he left upon his death-bed: from which lamentable story, it is easy to conclude, how excessive must have been the cruelty of Marcela, the love of Grisóstomo, the faith of your friendship, and the check which those receive, who precipitately run thro’ the path exhibited to them by idle and mischievous love. Last night, we understood the death of Grisóstomo, who, we were informed, was to be buried in this place; and therefore, out of curiosity and concern, have turned out of our way, resolving to come, and see with our eyes, what had affected us so much in the hearing: and in return for that concern, and the desire we felt in remedying it, if it had been in our power, we entreat thee. O discreet Ambrosio! at least, for my own part, I beg of thee not to burn these papers, but, allow me to preserve some of them.”

Accordingly, without staying for an answer, he reached out his hand, and took some of those that were nearest him: which Ambrosio perceiving, said, “Out of civility, señor, I will content to your keeping what you have taken up; but, to think that I will fail to burn the rest, is a vain supposition.” Vivaldo being desirous of seeing the contents, immediately opened one, entitled, A Song of Despair: which Ambrosio hearing, said, “That is the last poem my unhappy friend composed; and that you may see, señor, to what a pass his misfortunes had reduced him, read it aloud, and you’ll have time enough to finish it before the grave be made!” “That I will do with all my heart,” said Vivaldo, and every body present being seized with the same desire, they stood around him in a circle, and he read what follows, with an audible voice.





XIV Wherein are found the desperate verses of the deceased shepherd, with other unexpected events.
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A SONG OF DESPAIR

Since then, thy pleasure, cruel maid!

Is, that thy rigour and disdain

Should be from clime to clime convey’d;

All hell shall aid me to complain!

The torments of my heart to tell,

And thy achievements to record,

My voice shall raise a dreadful yell,

My bowels burst at every word:

Then listen to the baleful sound

That issues from my throbbing breast,

Thy pride perhaps, it may confound,

And yield my madd’ning soul some rest.

Let the snake’s hiss and wolf’s dire howl,

The bull’s harsh note, the lion’s roar,

The boding crow and screeching owl,

The tempest rattling on the shore,

The monster’s scream, the turtle’s moan,

The shrieks of the infernal crew,

Be mingled with my dying groan,

A concert terrible and new!

The hearer’s senses to appall,

And reason from her throne depose;

Such melody will suit the gall

That from my burning liver flows!

Old Tagus with his yellow hair,

And Betis1 with her olive wreath,

Shall never echo such despair,

Or listen to such notes of death,

As here I’ll utter and repeat,

From hill to dale, from rock to cave,

In wilds untrod by human feet,

In dungeons dreary as the grave.

The beasts of prey that scour the plain,

Shall thy more savage nature know,

The spacious earth resound my strain;

Such is the privilege of woe!

Disdain is death, and doubt o’ertums

The patience of the firmest mind;

But, jealousy still fiercer burns,

Like all the flames of hell combin’d!

The horrors of that cursed fiend,

In absence to distraction rage,

And all the succour hope can lend,

The direful pangs will not assuage.

Such agonies will surely kill;

Yet, spite of absence, doubts and scorn,

I live a miracle, and still

Those deadly flames within me burn!

Hope’s shadow ne’er refresh’d my view,

Despair attends with wakeful strife;

The first let happier swains pursue,

The last my consort is for life.

Can hope and fear at once prevail,

When fear on certainty is fed?

To shut mine eyes will nought avail,

When thunder bursts around my head.

When cold disdain in native dye,

Appears, and falsehood’s cunning lore

Perverts the tale of truth, shall I

Against despondence shut the door?

O jealousy! love’s tyrant lord,

And thou soul-chilling, dire disdain!

Lend me the dagger and the cord,

To stab remembrance, strangle pain.

I die bereft of hope in death,

Yet still those are the freest souls,

(I’ll vouch it with my latest breath)

Whom love’s old tyranny controls.

My fatal enemy is fair,

In body and in mind, I’ll say,

And I have earn’d the woes I bear:

By rigour love maintains the sway.

With this opinion let me fall

A prey to unrelenting scorn;

No fun’ral pomp shall grace my pall,

No laurel my pale corpse adorn.

O thou! whose cruelty and hate

The tortures of my breast proclaim,

Behold how willingly to fate

I offer this devoted frame.

If thou, when I am past all pain,

Should’st think my fall deserves a tear,

Let not one single drop distain

Those eyes so killing and so clear.

No! rather let thy mirth display

The joys that in thy bosom flow;

Ah! need I bid that heart be gay

Which always triumph’d in my woe.

Come then, for ever barr’d of bliss,

Ye, who with ceaseless torment dwell,

And agonizing, howl and hiss

In the profoundest shades of hell;

Come, Tantalus, with raging thirst,

Bring, Sysiphus, thy rolling stone,

Come, Titius, with thy vulture curst,

Nor leave Ixion rack’d, alone:

The toiling sisters too, shall join,

And my sad, solemn dirge repeat,

When to the grave my friends consign

These limbs denied a winding sheet;

Fierce Cerberus shall clank his chain,

In chorus with chimaeras dire:

What other pomp, what other strain

Should he who dies of love, require?

Be hush’d my song, complain no more

Of her whose pleasure gave thee birth;

But let the sorrows I deplore

Sleep with me in the silent earth.



This ditty of Grisóstomo was approved by all the hearers; but, he who read it, observed, that it did not seem to agree with the report he had heard of Marcela’s virtue and circumspection; inasmuch as the author complained of jealousy, absence and suspicion, which tended to the prejudice of her morals and reputation. To this objection, Ambrosio, as one that was acquainted with the most secret sentiments of his friend, answered, “Señor, for your satisfaction in this point, it is necessary you should know, that the forlorn shepherd composed this song in the absence of Marcela, from whose presence he had gone into voluntary exile, in order to try if he could reap the usual fruits of absence, and forget the cause of his despair; and as one in that situation, is apt to be fretted by every circumstance, and invaded by every apprehension; poor Grisòstomo was harassed by groundless jealousy and imaginary fears, which tormented him as much as if they had been real; for which reason, this circumstance ought not to invalidate the fame of Marcelas virtue, against which, exclusive of her cruelty, arrogance and disdain, envy itself hath not been able to lay the least imputation.”

“That may be very true,” replied Vivaldo, who being about to read another of the papers he had saved from the flames, was diverted from his purpose by a wonderful vision, for such it seemed, that all of a sudden, presented itself to their eyes. This was no other than the shepherdess Marcela, who appeared upon the top of the rock, just above the grave they were digging, so beautiful that she surpassed all report. Those who had never seen her before, gazed with silent admiration; nor were the rest who had been accustomed to see her, less astonished at her appearance. But, no sooner did Ambrosio perceive her, than with indignation in his looks, he cried:

“Comest thou hither, fierce basilisk2 of these mountains! to see if the wounds of this unhappy youth whom thy cruelty hath slain, will bleed at thy approach? or art thou come to rejoice in the exploits of thy barbarity, and from the top of that mountain, behold, like another Nero, the flames which thy impiety hath kindled? or inhumanely to trample upon this unfortunate corpse, as the unnatural daughter insulted the dead body of her father Tarquin? Tell us at once, the cause of thy approach, and deign to signify thy pleasure, that I who know how devoutly Grisóstomo obeyed thee, when alive, may, now that he is dead, dispose his friends to yield the same obedience.”

“I come not, answered Marcela, for any of the purposes you have mentioned, Ambrosio; but, rather personally to demonstrate how unreasonably I am blamed for the death and sufferings of Grisóstomo. I beg therefore, that all present will give me the hearing, as it will be unnecessary to spend much time, or waste many words, to convince those that are unprejudiced, of the truth. Heaven, you say, hath given me beauty, nay such a share of it, as compels you to love me, in spite of your resolutions to the contrary; from whence you draw this inference, and insist upon it, that it is my duty to return your passion. By the help of that small capacity which nature has bestowed upon me, I know that which is beautiful is lovely; but, I can by no means conceive, why the object which is beloved for being beautiful, is bound to be enamoured of its admirer: more especially, as it may happen that this same admirer is an object of disgust and abhorrence; in which case, would it be reasonable in him to say, ‘I love thee because thou art beautiful, and thou must favour my passion, although I am deformed?’ But, granting the beauty equals on both sides, it does not follow, that the desires ought to be mutual; for, all sorts of beauty do not equally affect the spectator; some, for example, delighting the eye only, without captivating the heart. And well it is for mankind, that things are thus disposed; otherwise, there would be a strange perplexity and confusion of desires, without power of distinguishing and choosing particular objects; for, beauty being infinitely diversified, the inclination would be infinitely divided: and I have heard, that true love must be undivided and unconstrained: if this be the case, as I believe it is, why should I constrain my inclination, when I am under no other obligation so to do, but your saying that you are in love with me? Otherwise, tell me, if heaven that made me handsome, had created me a monster of deformity, should I have had cause to complain of you for not loving me? Besides, you are to consider, that I did not choose the beauty I possess; such as it is, God was pleased of his own free will and favour to bestow it upon me, without any solicitation on my part. Therefore, as the viper deserves no blame for its sting, although it be mortal, because it is the gift of nature; neither ought I to be reviled for being beautiful: for, beauty in a virtuous woman, is like a distant flame, and a sharp sword afar off, which prove fatal to none but those who approach too near them. Honour and virtue are the ornaments of the soul; without which the body, though never so handsome, ought to seem ugly: if chastity then be one of the virtues which chiefly adorns and beautifies both body and soul, why should she that is beloved, lose that jewel for which she is chiefly beloved, merely to satisfy the appetite of one who, for his own selfish enjoyment, employs his whole care and industry to destroy it? I was born free, and to enjoy that freedom, have I chosen the solitude of these fields. The trees on these mountains are my companions; and I have no other mirrour than the limpid streams of these crystal brooks. With the trees and the streams I share my contemplation and my beauty: I am a distant flame and a sword afar off: those whom my eyes have captivated my tongue has undeceived; and if hope be the food of desire, as I gave none to Grisóstomo or to any other person, so neither can his death nor that of any other of my admirers, be justly imputed to my cruelty, but, rather, to their own obstinate despair. To those who observe that his intentions were honourable; and that therefore I was bound to comply with them, I answer, when he declared the honesty of his designs in that very spot where now his grave is digging, I told him, my purpose was to live in perpetual solitude, and let the earth alone enjoy the fruits of my retirement, and the spoils of my beauty. Wherefore, if he, notwithstanding this my explanation, persevered without hope, and sailed against the wind; it is no wonder that he was overwhelmed in the gulph of his rashness. Had I cajoled him, I should have been perfidious; had I gratified his inclination, I should have acted contrary to my own reason and resolution. But, because he persisted after I had explained myself, and despaired before he had cause to think I abhorred him, I leave you to judge whether or not it be reasonable to lay his misfortune at my door. Let him whom I have deceived complain, and let him despair to whom I have broke my promise: if I call upon any man, he may depend upon me, if I admit of his addresses, he may rejoice in his success: but, why should I be styled a barbarous homicide by him whom I never soothed, deceived, called or admitted? Hitherto heaven has not thought fit that I should love by destiny; and the world must excuse me from loving by election. Let this general declaration serve as an answer to all those who solicit me in particular, and henceforward give them to understand, that whosoever dies for me, perishes not by jealousy or disdain, for, she who never gave her love, can never give just cause of jealousy; neither ought her plain-dealing to be interpreted into disdain. Let him who terms me a fierce basilisk, shun me as an evil-being; if any man thinks me ungrateful, let him refuse his services when I ask them. If I have disowned any one, let him renounce me in his turn, and let him who has found me cruel, abandon me in my distress: this fierce basilisk, this ungrateful, cruel, supercilious wretch, will neither seek, serve, own, nor follow you in any shape whatever. If Grisóstomo perished by the impatience of his own extravagant desire, why should my innocent reserve be inveighed against? If I have preserved my virginity in these deserts, why should he that loves me, wish to see me lose it among mankind! I have riches of my own, as you all know, and covet no man’s wealth. I am free, and will not be subjected: I neither love nor hate any man: I do not cajole this one, nor tease that, nor do I joke with one or discourse with another; but, amuse myself with the care of my goats, and the innocent conversation of the shepherdesses belonging to the neighbouring villages. My desires are bounded by these mountains; or if my meditation surpasses these bounds, it is only to contemplate the beauty of the heavens, those steps by which the soul ascends to its original mansion.” So saying, without waiting for any reply, she turned her back, and vanished into a thicket on a neighbouring mountain, leaving all that were present equally surprised with her beauty and discretion.

Some of the bystanders being wounded by the powerful shafts that were darted from her fair eyes, manifested an inclination to follow her, without availing themselves of the ingenuous declaration they had heard; which being perceived by Don Quixote, who thought this a proper occasion for exercising his chivalry, in defence of distressed damsels; he laid his hand upon the hilt of his sword, and in a lofty and audible voice, pronounced, “Let no person, of whatsoever rank or degree, presume to follow the beautiful Marcela, on pain of incurring my most furious indignation. She has demonstrated, by clear and undeniable arguments, how little, if at all, she is to be blamed for the death of Grisóstomo; and how averse she is to comply with the desires of any of her admirers; for which reason, instead of being pursued and persecuted, she ought to be honoured and esteemed by all virtuous men, as the only person in the universe, who lives in such a chaste and laudable intention.” Whether it was owing to these menaces of the knight, or to the advice of Ambrosio, who desired them to perform the last office to their deceased friend, not one of the shepherds attempted to stir from the spot, until the grave being finished, and the papers burnt, the body of poor Grisóstomo was interred, not without abundance of tears shed by his surviving companions. The grave was secured by a large fragment of the rock which they rolled upon it, ‘till such time as a tombstone could be made, under the direction of Ambrosio, who was resolved to have the following epitaph engraved upon it.


The body of a wretched swain,

Kill’d by a cruel maid’s disdain,

In this cold bed neglected lies.

He liv’d, fond hapless youth! to prove,

Th’ inhuman tyranny of love,

Exerted in Marcela’s Eyes.



Having strewed the place with a profusion of flowers and branches, every body present condoled, and took leave of the afflicted executor; and Don Quixote bade farewell to his land landlords, as well as to the travellers, who would have persuaded him to accompany them to Seville, which, they said, was a city so well adapted for adventures, that they occurred in every street, nay at the comer of every blind alley. Our hero thanked them most courteously for their advice, and the inclination they expressed to give him pleasure; but, assured them, he neither could nor would set out for Seville, until he should have cleared these deserts of the robbers and banditti, of whom they were reported to be full.

The travellers seeing him thus laudably determined, importuned him no further, but, taking leave of him anew, pursued their journey, during which, they did not fail to discuss the story of Marcela and Grisóstomo, as well as the madness of Don Quixote, who on his part, resolved to go in quest of the shepherdess, and offer her all the service in his power, but, this scheme did not turn out according to his expectation; as will be related in the course of this faithful history, the second book of which, is here concluded.
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