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nce upon a time, in a village of La Mancha, there lived a certain
gentleman whose lance was always at the ready. He also kept
an ancient shield, a scrawny horse, and a greyhound for the
chase. A bowl of stew and a plate of hash most week nights,
groans and bones on Saturdays, lentil soup on Fridays, and a
tender pigeon every Sunday took up three-quarters of this good
man's income. The rest he spent on a costume of the best
brocade, with velvet breeches and matching shoes for feast
days, and a suit of homespun to wear during the week. His
household consisted of a housekeeper well past the age of
forty, a niece still under twenty, and a jack-of-all-trades who did
everything from saddling the horse to trimming hedges.

This nobleman, who was nearing fifty, was tough of stock, taut
of frame, and gaunt of face, and he loved nothing more than
rising early and riding to the hunt. Some say his name was
Quijada; others call him Quesada or Quixana. But that has
little bearing on our tale. Our only task is not to stray one iota

from the truth. €l



It should be said that our gentleman's free time---which was
practically the whole year round---was devoted to reading tales
of knights and ladies, in which he became so engrossed that he
very nearly forgot about his hunting and the maintenance of his
estate. In fact, so carried away did he become with these tales
of chivalry, as they are called, that he sold some of his finest
planting fields to keep himself supplied with books. He spent
his nights reading until daybreak, and his days reading until
nightfall; and before long, what with too little sleep and too
much reading, his brain dried up like a raisin and he lost his
mind.

His head swam with fantastic images from all the books he had
read--bewitchings and spells, hangings and duels, contests and
quarrels, romances and dances and every kind of unimaginable
occurrence; and these dreamlike things became so real to him

that he believed there was no truer story in the world. &



In fact, with his wits gone, he soon fell prey to the strangest
thought that ever crossed a madman's mind. Namely, that for
his personal honor and the greater glory of his country, he
should become a wandering knight like those he read about,
and ride forth on horseback, fully armed, to seek his fortune,
risking body and soul in good deeds that would win him
everlasting fame.

The first thing he did was dust off a rusty suit of armor that had
belonged to his ancestors. Only after he had polished it as
best he could and stood it on its feet did he realize there was
something missing: the helmet had no visor. Never one to be
discouraged, he cut some cardboard into a half-visor and
attached it to the helmet. Then, to see if it was strong enough,
he took out his sword and struck it twice; the first blow
destroyed in an instant what it had taken him a week to make.
He was taken aback at the ease with which he had demolished
his creation, but quickly started over, this time shaping it
around a metal frame. Reluctant to test his luck a second
time, and convinced that the new visor would withstand all
challenges, he pronounced his handiwork a perfect helmet

perfectly constructed. &




Then he went to see his horse. He spent four days trying to
invent a name for it, believing (so he told himself) that the
horse of such a famous knight should have a famous name, a
name, what's more, that would suggest not only what the
animal had been before, but what it had become now that it
belonged to a knight errant. Finally, after toying with this
name and that, crossing one out and putting one in, changing
one this way and changing one that, he hit upon Rocinante,
from rocin (horse) and antes (before). Not only was this name
melodious and lofty, it conveyed exactly what his mount had
been when it was just an ordinary horse, before it was what it
was now, when it came before all other horses in the world.

Now it was his own turn. He spent a whole week lost in
thought, and when he was done he was ready to be called Don
Quixote. But then he remembered brave Amadis, his hero
from the age of chivalry, who had taken the name of his
birthplace and become Amadis of Gaul. Our good gentleman
decided to do the same, becoming Don Quixote de la Mancha,
which he hoped would bring honor to his homeland and renown

to his decedents. =l



His armor restored, his helmet visored and both his horse and
himself duly renamed, there remained only one important task:
he had to find himself a lady. For a knight without a lady is like
a tree without leaves or a body without a soul. After all, he
told himself, if | come across some giant, and if, as so often
happens with knights errant, | slay him with a single stroke and
slice him in two, or if | conquer him in battle and take him
captive, wouldn't it be nice to have a lady before whom he can
fall to his knees and beg for mercy?

As luck would have it, in a town not far from his, there lived a
lovely farm girl by the name of Aldonza Lorenzo, who had once
stolen his heart. He liked the idea of making her the lady of
his thoughts. And as he sought a name not too different from
her own but one that would suggest and befit a princess and
great lady, he settled on Dulcinea del Toboso, El Toboso being
the town where she was born. This name was both musical
and strange, it seemed to him, and as full of meaning as all the

others he had given himself and his possessions. 9



Now that everything had been arranged, Don Quixote was
eager to leave home without delay. After all, with every
passing hour he was depriving the world of his good deeds: the
crooks he would catch, the debts he would pay, the wrongs he
would right, the lives he would save. So, one hot summer
morning while it was still dark out, he put on his armor, drew
his makeshift visor down over his forehead, climbed onto
Rocinante, and without a whisper or a word to anyone, slipped
through an opening in the far wall of his courtyard, his heart
brimming with pride at how easy it had been to make his vision
a reality.

But as the broad fields opened up before him, he was gripped
by a terrifying thought: he had never sworn the oath of
knighthood, which meant he had no business riding to
anybody's rescue. This nearly caused him to turn back, but
fortunately his madness overcame what his mind couldn't.
Remembering his beloved tales of chivalry, he decided to be
dubbed a knight by the first man to cross his path, whereupon
he breathed a great sigh of relief and resumed his journey,

letting Rocinante lead the way. A



"Happy the age," our adventurer said aloud as they trotted
along, "and happy the day, when my glorious deeds will be
engraved in bronze and carved in marble, to be known around
the world for all eternity. And you," he went on, "who will one
day tell my tale, whoever you may be, see that you pay due
respect to Rocinante, companion of my every step." That
wasn't all. "Sweet Dulcinea," he continued, "princess of my
heart! Prithee, lady, think kindly on thy humble servant, who
has toiled far from Thy Worship ever since ye banished me with
thy cruel words."

With this and similar nonsense he rattled on, traveling so slowly
in the midday sun that his brains would have melted clear

away--if he had any left. &l



By evening both horse and rider were thoroughly exhausted.
As Don Quixote scanned the horizon for a place to spend the
night, he spied an inn not far ahead. But when they neared
the gates, it seemed more like a castle with four shimmering
towers, a drawbridge, and a moat. While he was admiring this
view, a swineherd looking for a wayward pig ran down the road,
blowing on a special horn. Convinced the lord of the castle
had sent a royal trumpeter to herald his arrival, Don Quixote
rode up to the doorway, where two beautiful princesses
(actually two coarse young girls) were taking the evening air.
They turned in terror when they saw him, but he lifted his
cardboard visor, revealing his dry, dusty face, and addressed
them as gently as he could.

"Flee not, sweet majesties, for by the rule of chivalry which |
profess, no harm shall come to anyone, least of all such
distinguished maidens as thyselves."

The girls could hardly keep from laughing at the stranger's
quaint appearance and even quainter way of speaking. =)



At this point the innkeeper, a placid, roly-poly man, appeared in
the doorway. He too would have burst out laughing if not for
the thought that great harm could come to him from all that
mismatched armor.

The innkeeper held Rocinante's stirrups while Don Quixote
dismounted, so faint with hunger that he almost fell straight to
the ground.

The two young girls brought him a sorry piece of fish with some
bread as dark and dingy as his armor, and set up a table in the
doorway to take advantage of the cool night air. Don Quixote
could barely eat through his helmet (he had fastened it with
bright green ribbons that he refused to let them cut) and would
have been unable to drink had not the innkeeper threaded a
straw through the visor, which allowed him to empty a carafe of
wine directly into his guest's mouth.

Thus wined and dined, Don Quixote fell to his knees, refusing to
rise until his host granted him a special favor which, he
promised, would benefit not just himself but the entire human
race. &



"Tonight, my lord," said Don Quixote, "if you agree, | will keep
vigil in your castle, and tomorrow, thanks to Your Grace, | will
ride out across the world to help the needy and lift up the
fallen, as befits a true knight errant."

The innkeeper, who already suspected that his guest was mad,
decided to play along with this request. He too, he said, had
once been a knight errant. In his day he had crisscrossed
Spain from north to south, righting enough wrongs and
wronging enough of his fellow citizens to make a name for
himself in every court of law from Toledo to Seville.

He would be more than happy to administer the oath of
knighthood. If Don Quixote agreed, the ceremony would take
place the following morning, and he would become a knight--
such a knight, the innkeeper assured him, that there would be

no knight quite like him in the whole wide world. Ao



Don Quixote promised to do just as he was told. With no
further ado, he spread his armor on a trough, placed his shield
over his arm, thrust his lance into the air, and began to pace up
and down the courtyard under the full moon. The innkeeper
went off to tell his other guests about the madman who wanted
to be dubbed a knight, and before long a crowd had gathered in
the shadows to watch his strange performance.

Meanwhile, a muleteer who was staying at the inn went out to
water his mules. "Stand back, rash knight," roared Don
Quixote as the man approached the trough, "and keep your
hands off the armor of the bravest knight ever to wield a sword,
lest you pay for your folly with your life!"

Unperturbed, the muleteer swept the armor from the trough.
Don Quixote raised his eyes to Heaven. "Assist me, lady," he
implored, as if addressing his lady Dulcinea, "in this first
adventure of my life as a knight errant." Following this
imprecation, he dropped his shield, gripped his lance with both
his hands, and dealt the muleteer a fierce blow to the head that
knocked him cold. &
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Now a second muleteer appeared. Unaware of what had
happened to the first (who lay spread as flat as paper on the
ground), he too approached the trough, intending to water his
mules. Without a word of warning, Don Quixote raised his
lance over his head and cleft the poor man's skull in half.
When the friends of the two men saw what had happened, a
hail of stones immediately followed. But Don Quixote shouted
so loud that they withdrew in fright, and he resumed his vigil,
pacing back and forth before his armor.

By this point, the innkeeper had had enough. Hoping to avoid
further misfortunes, he apologized for the rudeness of the other
guests and proclaimed that by his valor and the fact that four
hours had passed, Don Quixote had fully satisfied the
requirements of knighthood. With the two maidens in
attendance, he began to read from the ledger in which he kept
his household accounts, while a young boy held aloft a half-
burned candle. Midway through, he grabbed Don Quixote's
sword and struck him sharply on the neck, then on the
shoulder, continuing to read in a pious voice as if he were

saying his devotions. &l
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"May God make your Worship a fortunate knight and grant you
success in all your endeavors," one of the young girls
proclaimed, and with that the ceremony was complete.

Don Quixote could hardly contain his excitement. He saddled
Rocinante and, in language too flowery to reproduce, thanked
the innkeeper for knighting him. The innkeeper, as eager to
be rid of him as Don Quixote was to leave, replied in equally
ridiculous terms and, without charging him for the night's stay,
wished him Godspeed on his journey.

It was almost daybreak when Don Quixote rode out onto the
open road, so happy, so buoyant, and so pleased at finally
being dubbed a knight that his joy almost split his horse's
girths. But he decided to turn back toward his village where,
he thought, he would stock up on food and set out again with a
loyal neighbor as his squire. As if reading his mind, Rocinante
flew along so swiftly that his hooves scarcely touched the

ground. <



They had gone only a short way when he saw six men with
parasols not far ahead, silk traders from Toledo as he later
learned, who were traveling to Murcia, accompanied by four
servants on horseback and three muleteers on foot. He could
hardly believe his luck, for it was a scene straight from his
favorite books. He drew himself up in his saddle, thrust his
boots into his stirrups, gripped his lance with a firm hand, and
raised his shield to his chest.

"Halt!" he thundered as soon as these other knights rode into
view (for knights they assuredly must be.) "And ride no more
until you declare my lady Dulcinea del Toboso, empress of La
Mancha, the most beautiful maid in all the world!" The
merchants reined in their horses and stared at the strange
figure in the middle of the road, whose speech and dress told
them he was mad.

"Good knight," one of them began, more for his own
amusement than for anything else, "we do not know the lady of
whom you speak. However, if she is as lovely as you say,
bring her here so we may gaze on her with our own eyes, and

we shall gladly swear to what you ask." =)



"If you could see her," roared Don Quixote, "what would be the
value of your oath? Don't you understand? The pointis to
believe in her beauty without setting eyes on her. Otherwise
we are at war, o base and vile men!"

"Good Knight, replied the merchant, "don't force us to proclaim
a truth we haven't seen with our own eyes or heard with our
own ears. Inthe name of my fellow princes, at least show us a
portrait of your lady, be it ever so small as a grain of wheat, so
that we may swear in all good faith. Even if she is cross-eyed
or hunchbacked, once we have seen her we will gladly say
whatever you like."

"Dog!" cried Don Quixote. "Her eyes are as beautiful as
amber, her back as straight as the straightest poplar in all
Spain." With that he thrust his lance at the insolent trader and
would have left him in a dismal state indeed had Rocinante not
tripped and stumbled at that very moment, sending Don
Quixote sprawling across the field. From where, weighed down
by his lance, his shield, his spurs, his helmet, and his ancient
armor, he was unable to move--a fact which did not, however,

immobilize his tongue. &l
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"Flee not, vile cowards! For by no fault of mine do | lie
prostrate!”

One of the young muleteers had heard enough. He grabbed
Don Quixote's lance, snapped it in half, and proceeded to beat
him with the pieces until the merchants begged him to relent.
When his arm finally tired, they resumed their journey, telling
of their strange adventure everywhere they stopped along the

way. =



Once they were gone, Don Quixote tried to move again, but it
was no use; hard as it had been before, it was even harder now
that he'd been beaten black-and-blue. There was nothing for it
but to resort to his usual cure, which was to lose himself in his
favorite tales. As luck would have it, while he lay there telling
himself the story of the duke of Mantua, which is known to
every man, woman and child, a neighbor of his happened up
the road on his way back from the mill. When the peasant
heard the gibberish the wounded man was muttering under his
breath, he bent down to see who it was and what was wrong.
As soon as he raised Don Quixote's visor and wiped the dust
from his face, he immediately recognized his neighbor.

Master Quijana!" He exclaimed. "Who has done you such
terrible harm?"

But Don Quixote chattered on, telling one tale after another
and addressing his neighbor by every name under the sun.

The good man piled Don Quixote's weapons across Rocinante's
back, lifted him up onto his own mount, and, leading both
horses by the reins, set off in the direction of their village, lost

in thought. Ao



"Listen to me," he interrupted at last, "l am not the duke of

Mantua or Rodrigo de Narvaez but your friend and neighbor
Pedro Alonso. And you, good sir, are none other than Seinor
Quijana."

"I know who | am," said Don Quixote, "and | know that | can be
any of the characters | have just named, for my exploits are far
greater than all the deeds they have done combined."

By the time they reached the village it was growing dark, but
Don Quixote's neighbor decided to wait until nightfall so no one
would see his friend in such a pitiful state. They found Don
Quixote's house in an uproar. The village priest and barber
were in the kitchen with his housekeeper and niece, who were
frantic with worry since they had seen neither hide nor hair of
him for three whole days.

"A pox on all those books of chivalry that filled his head with
foolishness!" the housekeeper exclaimed. ho



"If only | had thought to tell you about my uncle's madness,"
the niece chimed in," you could have burned these cursed
books, which deserve to perish in the flames like any ordinary
sinner."

"As a matter of fact," the priest replied, "I hereby promise to do
just that tomorrow morning. We don't want some other soul to
read them and do what your dear uncle has assuredly done."

The neighbor, who was waiting outside with Don Quixote,
decided it was time to announce their arrival. Everyone inside
the house came running, but Don Quixote stopped them in
their tracks. "Halt" he shouted, "I am grievously wounded.
Take me to my bed!" They carried him upstairs, laid him
gently in his bed, and examined him from head to toe. When
they failed to find a single wound, Don Quixote explained that
he had fallen from his horse while fighting off ten fire-breathing
giants, the most fearsome anywhere on earth, and that he was

merely bruised. <



They plied him with questions, but he refused to answer, asking
only for food and sleep. The peasant told the priest how he
had found him lying in the middle of a field, and recounted all
the claptrap Don Quixote had told him as they rode back to the
village. This only made the priest more eager to do what he
would do the following day, when he and the barber returned to
see their good friend Don Quixote who was sound asleep and
snoring when they arrived. The priest and the barber tiptoed
up to his library with his niece leading the way. When she
turned the key in the door they found more than a hundred
books, some thick, some thin, and all handsomely bound.

The priest asked the barber to hand him the volumes one by
one, in case there were any that deserved to be spared.

"Not the prayer of a chance," the niece remarked. "They're
each as guilty as the next. You might as well just throw them
from the window and burn them where they land--or, if you
prefer, we can build a bonfire in back, where the smoke won't
bother us so much." &
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The housekeeper too could hardly wait to see the books go up
in flames, but the priest insisted on reading every title aloud.
The first one the barber handed him was Amadis of Gaul.
"Very interesting," remarked the priest. "This was the first
book of chivalry ever to appear in Spain. Since it inspired all
the rest, | say we should condemn it to be burned forthwith."

"But sir," the barber interrupted, "it's said to be one of the best
books of its kind. Surely such a work, being unique, deserves
a pardon.”

"Very well," replied the priest. "We'll spare it for the nonce.
But let me see that other one you're holding."

"This," said the barber, "is The Adventures of Esplandion. It's
the story of Amadis's son."

"Away with it, Mistress Housekeeper! Straight onto the pyre!
The father's fame won't save the son."

This task the housekeeper performed with zeal, and poor
Esplandion went sailing out the window. Ao



"Next," said the priest.

"The next one," said the barber, "is Amadis of Greece. This
stack seems to hold one Amadis tale after another."

"Away with all of them," the priest decreed.
"I agree," said the barber.
"Me too," said the niece.

"Then hand them over," said the housekeeper, and she flung
them from the window.

"And this," said the barber, holding up another book, "is The
Mirror of Chivalry."

"I know it well," the priest replied.

"I have it in ltalian," said the barber, "but | don't understand a
word." &



"You wouldn't understand it anyway," replied the priest, whose
patience was running thin. He asked the housekeeper to take
the remaining books and toss them out into the courtyard. His
request did not fall on deaf ears, for she was happier to feed
the flames than devote herself to her daily weaving. Seizing
eight books in her arms, she hurled them from the window, but
in her haste she dropped one at the barber's feet. He read its
name aloud: The Story of the Famous Knight Tirant lo Blanc.

"Good God!" the priest exclaimed. "Tirant lo Blanc! Give it
here, my friend, for by my faith it is a veritable gold mine of
delight. No finer book was ever made: here knights eat at
tables, lie down to sleep, and even die in their own beds with
their last wills and testaments, all described in remarkable
style. If you don't believe me, take it home and read it for
yourself."

"I will," the barber said, "but what about these other little
books?" "These," replied the priest, picking up the first one in
the stack, "are books of poetry, not chivalry. There's no need
to burn them, for they're completely harmless. Their only

purpose is to feed the soul.” =



"Really, Sir Priest!" the niece exclaimed. "I'm surprised at you!
Suppose my dear uncle recovers from his bout of chivalry only
to fall prey to poetry, which is not only incurable but highly
catching?"

"The girl is right," replied the priest. "There's nothing for it but
to hand them all over to the housekeeper's strong arm. And
don't ask why or we'll never see the light o day."

"Now this one," said the barber, holding up a meaty book, "is A
Treasury of Verse."

"Ah," said the priest. Hold on to it. The author is a friend of
mine and has written even finer books than that."

"And this is The Poems of Lopez Maldonado."

"He too is a friend of mine," the priest replied. "You should
hear him read his poems aloud. What music! True, some of
them run on a bit too long, but since when do quality and
quantity go hand in hand? Keep him with the others. And

this?" &



"The Galatea, by Miguel de Cervantes."

"Well, well, well. A good friend of mine, Cervantes is, though
better schooled in troubles than in verse. His book shows
great originality, but he doesn't develop his ideas. We'll have
to see how he fares with the second half he's promised to write.
Maybe then he'll get the recognition he deserves. Meanwhile,
keep it locked up in your room."

"With pleasure," said the barber.

Just then Don Quixote began to shout, and they cut short their
examination of the remaining books, which were consigned to
the flames with no further ado.

When they reached Don Quixote's room, he had gotten out of
bed and was careening about, ranting and raving and jabbing
at the maid, as wide awake as if he had never been asleep.

They wrapped their arms around him and steered him back to

his bed. &



"My dear Sir Turpin," he said to the priest when he had calmed
down, "It is a shame that we of the Twelve Peers should let
these commoners carry off the prize when we ourselves have
been victorious."

"Hush, my friend," the priest replied. "Today's loss is
tomorrows gain, and you must first tend to your health. You
must be dreadfully tired, if not grievously wounded."

"Wounded | am not," said Don Quixote, "but bruised and
battered beyond a shadow of a doubt. That Roldan came at
me with half an oak tree. But as sure as I'm Reinaldo, he'll get
what he deserves as soon as | can leave this bed. In the
meantime, bring me something to eat, which will shore up my
strength, and leave all acts of vengeance up to me."

They did as he bade and brought him some food. In no time at
all he was sound asleep as he had been before, and they stood
watching him with open mouths, amazed as ever by his

madness. &



That night the housekeeper burned all the books she had
thrown into the yard. Some of them deserved to be preserved
forever, but bad luck and the priest's laziness dispatched them
to a crueler fate. Once again, as the old proverb says, the
innocent paid for the guilty.

While Don Quixote slept, the priest and the barber walled up
the entrance to his library. Out of sight, out of mind, they
hoped; without his books, perhaps he would forget his love of
chivalry.

Just as they expected, the first thing he did when he woke up
was jump to his feet and run to find his books. He looked all
over the house, and finally the housekeeper explained that his
entire collection had been spirited away by a magician. Don
Quixote was not convinced. In any event, he spent the next
two weeks at home, entertaining the priest and the barber with
all sorts of stories, arguing that what the world needed was a
new supply of knights, and claiming that he would single-
handedly revive the age of chivalry. Sometimes the priest
argued against him and sometimes he gave in, hoping sooner

or later to bring him to his senses. A=l



Meanwhile, however, Don Quixote was talking to one of his
neighbors (a good man though a little thick between the ears)
in hopes of persuading him to be his squire. He promised and
prodded, and prodded and promised, and even offered to make
him governor of any isles he might win in knightly combat, until
at long last Sancho Panza (for that was the man's name)
agreed to leave his wife and children and enlist as Don
Quixote's squire.

Sancho saddled his donkey and filled his saddlebags with food.
Don Quixote fixed his shield and helmet and packed a few
clean shirts. Then, without saying goodbye to Sancho's wife
and children or to Don Quixote's housekeeper and niece, they
slipped away one evening under cover of darkness. They rode
all night, and by daybreak they had gone so far they knew no
one would ever find them. Sancho Panza talked of nothing
else but the time when he would be a governor and his children

princesses and princes. =
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A few hours later, they rode onto a plain with thirty or forty
windmills etched against the sky. "Our luck is even better than
| expected!" Don Quixote exclaimed, turning to his squire. "I'm
going to attack those mighty giants and slay them in their
tracks."

"What giants?" said Sancho Panza.
"The ones up there with the long arms!"

"Those aren't giants, sir," Sancho replied. "They're windmills,
and what you call their arms are blades. When there's a
breeze they catch it and make the millstone turn."

"The problem with you, Sancho, is that you don't know a giant
when you see one. |If you're too scared to watch, stand over
there and say your prayers while | finish them off."

Digging his spurs into Rocinante's side and ignoring Sancho's
cries, he charged straight toward the windmills. "Flee not,
base cowards," he shouted from his saddle, "for but one knight
assails you!" &l
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slight wind rose up and the great blades began to turn. "I
don't care how many arms you have!" Don Quixote roared.
Commending his soul to his lady Dulcinea, he raised his shield
and lunged head-on, striking his lance against the lowest blade
of the first windmill. But the blade, gathering speed as it rose,
dashed his lance to pieces, lifting both horse and rider high in
the air, then hurling them down onto the plain.

Sancho Panza rushed to help them. "Good God!" he cried
when he saw that neither Don Quixote nor his horse could

move. "l told you they were windmills." Ao



"Hush, Sancho!" said Don Quixote, looking back across the
plain. And he explained that the same magician who had
robbed him of his books and library had turned the giants into
windmills to deprive him of his victory. "But in the end," he
added, "my sword will prevail over his black heart."

Sancho helped him back on poor Rocinante, whose shoulders
had been thrown out of joint, and they rode on. By this point it
was time to eat. Don Quixote had lost his appetite, so Sancho
ate alone, digging into his saddlebags and raising a bottle of
wine to his lips from time to time until he had recovered his
high spirits.

That night they bedded down under some trees. Sancho slept
like a log, his stomach full of food and drink. But Don Quixote
lay awake the way a good knight should, thinking of his
Dulcinea.

The next morning they started out again toward a place called
Lapice, where, said Don Quixote, they would find themselves

up to their elbows in adventures. A=



Not long after they set out, two black-robed monks rode into
view on mules as big as camels. They held parasols above
their heads and wore special riding masks to protect them from
the dust. Behind them came a horse-drawn coach inside
which, as they later learned, sat a lady on her way to Seville to
meet her husband, who had been named to an important post
in the New World. Two muleteers on foot brought up the rear.

"I may be wrong," said Don Quixote, "but something tells me
this is going to be the greatest adventure ever seen. | wager
there's a kidnapped princess in that coach."

"This is going to be even worse than the windmills," Sancho
groaned. "Those men are Benedictine monks, sir, and the
people in the coach are probably just ordinary travelers. Don't
let the Devil blind you to what's right before your nose."

"The trouble with you, Sancho," Don Quixote replied, "is that
you don't know a real adventure when you see one." <
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So saying, he rode forward and stopped in the middle of the
road.

"Bedeviled louts!" he shouted. "Release the princesses inside
your coach or prepare to meet your death at once!"

The monks dropped their reins and stared at the strange man
before them. "We are neither bedeviled nor louts, sir, but
Benedictine monks going peacefully about our business."

"Liars!" shouted Don Quixote, spurring Rocinante on and
lunging at the first of the two monks, who was knocked to the
ground. The second one, seeing what had happened to the
first, dug his heels into his towering mount and disappeared

across a field. &



Sancho Panza leapt from his ass and began to strip the first
monk of his habit. When the two muleteers asked what he
was doing, he explained that he was taking his portion of the
spoils due his master, Don Quixote, who had just bested their
own in knightly combat. The pair had no idea what spoils
were, but seeing Don Quixote engaged in conversation with the
occupants of the coach, they fell on Sancho Panza and beat
him to a pulp. Then they helped the frightened monk back
onto his mule and watched as he and his brother, who was
waiting for him at a safe remove, vanished over the horizon,
crossing themselves as profusely as if the Devil himself were at
their backs.

Meanwhile, Don Quixote was speaking with the lady in the
coach.

"Now may thy ladyship dispose as she sees fit, for thy
abductor's pride lies toppled in the dust. Know this: he that
set thee free is Don Quixote de la Mancha, knight errant and
captive of the peerless beauty Dulcinea del Toboso, who in
return for his good deed asks only that you travel to El Toboso
to tell his lady how he saved thee in the hour of thy distress.

b=



But no sooner had he finished speaking than one of the
coachmen stepped forward and told him to get moving. "If
you were a knight..." Don Quixote began.

"Am | not?" the coachman countered.
"Slave!"
"Liar!"

“I'l show you what | am!" cried Don Quixote, drawing his sword.
And before anyone could stop him, he had rushed at his
opponent, determined to stop him in his tracks. But the
coachman followed suit and the two stood poised to strike,
their swords over their heads. For a moment heaven and
earth came to a standstill, but suddenly the coachman lunged,
bringing his sword down on Don Quixote's shoulder and slicing

off half of his helmet along with a piece of his left ear. Ao



Who can describe the rage that rose in Don Quixote's heart
when he realized what had happened? Or how he managed to
straighten himself in his stirrups, grab his sword in both his
hands, and strike the coachman in the head, until the poor man
was spewing blood from ears and nose and mouth, as if a
whole mountain had caved in on him?

Meanwhile, the ladies in the coach, who had been looking on in
wordless horror, came running up to Don Quixote and begged
him to spare their coachman's life.

"But of course, my dears," Don Quixote replied in the
haughtiest voice he could produce. "On one condition. Your
friend must travel to the town of El Toboso, where he will
present himself before my lady Dulcinea, who will do with him
as she sees fit."

The terrified ladies agreed to this request without wondering
who Dulcinea was or what Don Quixote really meant. <



"Now | ask you," Don Quixote said, turning to his squire, who
had managed to peel himself up from the ground, "have you
ever read of a knight with more spirit in his heart, more

strength in his arm, more breath in his lungs, or more skill in

toppling his opponents?”

"To tell you the truth," Sancho replied, "lI've never read
anything at all, because | don't know how to read or write.
What | do know is that I've never served a braver master in my
life. Now let me treat your wounds, for blood is rushing from
your ear."

Don Quixote almost swooned when he saw his bloody helmet.
"| swear anew," he announced, "to lead the life of a knight
errant until | have won another helmet as fine as this. Believe
me, these aren't idle words: | speak, of course, of the helmet of
Mambrino."

"I wish you wouldn't swear so much," said Sancho Panza. "It's
not good for your health. Besides, there are hardly any armed
men on the road these days, let alone one who wears a helmet.

All we ever see are mule drivers." £



"You're wrong, my friend," said Don Quixote. "Two hours from
now we will have come across more men in arms than most
people see in a whole lifetime."

"I hope you're right, sir, and that it won't be long before you
win that isle or island you keep telling me about."

Don Quixote explained that battles fought on country roads did
not generally yield isles, but assured his squire that in due time
Sancho would not only be a governor, but something greater
still. "If worse comes to worse, there's always Denmark," he
added. "It might be just the place for you, and besides, it's
inland. But let's leave that to time. By the way, do we have
anything to eat?"

"There's an onion and some cheese and a few chunks of bread.
Hardly fare for a knight as valiant as yourself," said Sancho

Panza. =



"If you'd read as many tales as | have, Sancho," said Don
Quixote, "you'd know knights errant had to be content with
what they found. After all, they spent most of their time out in
the woods, just like you and I, and their food was simple
country fare like ours. So don't worry about what | ought to
eat, or try to reinvent the world from scratch."Forgive me,"
Sancho replied, "From now on I'll be sure to bring along dried
fruit. Of course, I'll pack something more substantial for
myself--like chicken."

"I didn't mean they ate only what they found," said Don
Quixote.

With that, Sancho reached into his saddlebags. After they had
eaten their small meal they rode off in search of a place to
spend the night, but the sun and their hopes faded faster than
they had expected. Sancho was disappointed not to reach a
village, but Don Quixote was happy to sleep beneath the open
sky. It made him feel more like a knight.

The next morning, after riding for hours in a thick forest, they
came upon a gentle meadow that seemed to call out to them to
stop at once and spend the hottest hours of the day on the

cool, enchanting grass. &



Sancho and Don Quixote left Rocinante and the ass to graze
untethered while they turned to the provisions in their
saddlebags. But as luck and the Devil would have it, just as
master and servant were sitting down to enjoy their midday
meal, Rocinante noticed a herd of Galician mares in the very
clearing where he had been set loose and flew off in their
direction like a light. The lady horses, however, were more
interested in nibbling their grass, and received him with a mix
of hooves and teeth so powerful that before Rocinante realized
what had hit him, he was standing almost naked in the middle
of the field, his saddle gone and his girth torn. As if that
wasn't enough, the men in charge of the herd came running
toward him with long wooden staves and beat him almost
senseless.

By this point Don Quixote and Sancho Panza arrived, huffing
and puffing after witnessing the assault on Rocinante from afar.

As anyone can see," said Don Quixote, "these are vile, lowborn
men, which means that you can help avenge the outrage they

have just inflicted on Rocinante." €l
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"Surely you jest," Sancho replied. "There are more than
twenty of them and only two of us--or should | say one and a
half?"

"I'm as good as a hundred," proclaimed Don Quixote, drawing
his sword and immediately dealing one of the herdsmen a deep
gash in the neck. Inspired by his example, Sancho quickly
followed suit.

But when the herdsmen saw themselves so brutally treated by
a mere two men, they grabbed their wooden staves and lit into
Sancho and Don Quixote, who went reeling to the ground,
landing, of all places, right at Rocinante's feet. Realizing that
they had gotten a bit carried away, the herdsmen rounded up
their horses and beat a fast retreat, leaving the two
adventurers in sorry shape and an even sorrier state of mind.

The first one to recover his senses was Sancho Panza. "Don
Quixote!" he cried in a pitiful and wounded voice. "My Don
Quixote!"

"What is it, my brother Sancho?" Don Quixote replied in the
same feeble tone. &
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"How long do you think it will be before we can stand up?"

"For myself," said Don Quixote, who was as bruised as a
tomato, "I know there is no end in sight. | should never have
raised my sword against men who weren't knights. That's why
the lord of battles saw fit to punish me--for breaking the laws of
chivalry. Make no mistake, Sancho. Next time, you'll strike
the first blow. Of course, if it's knights we're up against, I'll do
the honors. | don't have to tell you what this strong right arm
of mine can do."

Sancho Panza was not impressed. "Sir," he said, "l am a meek
and gentle man, a man of peace. | have a wife and children to
look after. Let me warn you (since | can't give you orders): |
will never draw my sword again against either knight or knave.
Furthermore, with God as my witness, | hereby forgive all and
any offenses that have been or might yet be committed against
me by any man, whether rich or poor, highborn or low,

nobleman or commoner, with no exception." ©




"Ah Panza," said Don Quixote, clutching his bruised ribs, "had |
but breath enough to show you the error of your ways. Come
here, you fool, and listen closely! Suppose the winds of
fortune suddenly shifted in our favor and we finally sailed into
possession of one of those isles I've been promising you. And
let's say | made you governor. Why, you'd make a mess of
everything! You know, Sancho, in kingdoms and territories
that have just been conquered, the natives are never terribly
enchanted with the new authorities, much less with their new
ruler. So they try to turn things upside down and return things
to their former state. That means that you must rule with
intelligence and have the courage to defend yourself in an
emergency."”

"I wish | had the intelligence and courage of which you speak,"
said Sancho, "but to be perfectly honest, right now I'm more in

need of bandages than sermons." =



"Fortune always leaves a trapdoor open in disasters," Don
Quixote replied. "For example, now we'll use your little mount
instead of Rocinante to take me to some castle where they'll
treat my wound. Which reminds me of old Silenus, tutor of the
god of laughter, who rode an ass just like your own when he
entered the city of the hundred gates."

"I'm sure he did," Sancho replied, "But there's a big difference
between riding and being thrown across the ass's back like a
bag of dung."”

"Wounds received in battle," answered Don Quixote, "bestow
honor rather than deny it. So, my dear friend Panza, enough
of all your talk. Get up as best you can and pitch me up onto
your ass however you will. Let's be off before night overtakes

us in this wilderness." &l



Sancho, emitting thirty wails, sixty sighs, and one hundred and
twenty aye, aye, aye's at the man who had brought him to this
pass, started to raise himself from the ground. He was bent
like a bow, and got stuck part of the way up. Even so, he
managed to harness his ass and lay Don Quixote across its
back. Then, helping Rocinante to his feet, he tied him to the
ass's tail and set off toward where he thought the highway lay.

They had gone only two miles when luck, who was leading
them from good to better, brought them within sight of an
inviting inn.  Sancho was delighted, but Don Quixote insisted
that it was a castle, and they argued back and forth about it
right through the gates and up to the front door, where they
were warmly welcomed by the innkeeper and his wife.

When the innkeeper asked why Don Quixote was sprawled face
down across the ass, Sancho made light of what had happened,
explaining that his master had fallen from a rock and bruised
his ribs. The innkeeper's wife, a woman of unusual
compassion and considerable insight, immediately assigned
her daughter, a comely girl, to take special care of their new

guest. &




The daughter was assisted by a flat-faced servant girl named
Maritornes, who although she was only three feet tall and as
blind in one eye as she was bleary in the other, made up in
charm what she lacked in appearance.

After helping her young mistress settle Don Quixote into a
wretched bed in an attic that had once been a hayloft,
Maritornes held a lantern while the innkeeper's wife poulticed
Don Quixote from head to toe."By the way," Sancho said when
they were done, "save a little of that gauze. You never know
when you might need it. Actually, my back is bothering me a
little too."

"Then you must have fallen too," replied the hostess.

"I did not," said Sancho Panza. "But | ache so much from the
shock of seeing my master fall that | feel as if I'd received a
thousand thrashings."

"That's happened to me too," said the young girl. "l often
dream that I'm falling from a tower, and when | awake I'm as

bruised and battered as if | had really fallen."” A=l
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"But | wasn't dreaming," Sancho said. "l was wider awake than
| am now, and | still have nearly as many bruises as my master
Don Quixote."

"What did you say his name was?" asked Maritornes.

"Don Quixote de la Mancha," Sancho Panza replied. "He's a
knight errant, one of the best and bravest the world has seen in
many a long year."

"What's a knight errant?" asked Maritornes.
"What--were you born yesterday?" Sancho exclaimed.

"Well, if you don't know, I'll tell you. To make a long story
short, a knight errant is battered one day and an emperor the
next. Today he's the neediest, most wretched creature in the
world and tomorrow he has kingdoms galore to bestow upon

his faithful squire." &



Don Quixote suddenly sat up in bed. "Beauteous lady," he said,
taking the hostess' hand, "thou mayest consider thyself
fortunate for having sheltered my person in thy castle. 1 shall
carry forever inscribed in my memory the service thou hast
rendered me tonight. Would that love held me not so in thrall
to my lady Dulcinea but that this lovely damsel might be the
mistress of my will."

The hostess was bewildered by the knight errant's speech,
which might have been in Greek for all she knew. Still, she
understood enough to tell that he was complimenting her. She
thanked him with her ordinary innkeeper's words and she and
her daughter said good night, leaving Maritornes behind to

tend to Sancho. =l



By the next morning, Sancho was still a bundle of aches and
pains, but Don Quixote was in fine fettle and eager to pursue
his next adventure. While more than twenty other guests
stood watching, he saddled Rocinante and helped Sancho up
onto his ass. Then he climbed onto his horse and addressed
the innkeeper, who was standing in the doorway. "Many and
great are the favors you have extended to me in this great
castle, my lord. If | can repay you by taking vengeance on any
man who may have wronged you, know that my calling is none
other than to help those who cannot help themselves. Search
your memory. If there be anything along these lines, you have
only to say the word and | promise by my oath of knighthood to
faithfully execute your wishes."

The innkeeper replied in the same quiet vein. "Sir Knight, | do
not need Your Worship to avenge me of anything. | am
perfectly capable of doing so myself. All | ask is that you pay
your bill, which includes dinner and bed for you and your squire
as well as straw and fodder for your mounts."

"Then this is an inn?" asked Don Quixote. =



"And a very respectable one," the innkeeper replied.

"You don't say," said Don Quixote. "l was convinced it was a
castle. Butifit's aninn, you should at least forgive my bill.
Surely you don't expect me to go against the order of knights
errant, who never pay for their lodgings or any other service in
places where they may stay the night and who rightly and
richly deserve the welcome they receive. Just think what wear
and tear they suffer as they go about the world, assailed by the
sky's ingratitude and every inconvenience of the earth."

"That," replied the innkeeper, "is no business of mine. Pay me
what you owe and keep your accounts of knighthood to
yourself. The only thing that counts with me is what goes into

my pocket." &



"You're a blockhead and a lousy hosteler to boot," said Don
Quixote. And spurring Rocinante on, he sped from the inn so
fast that nobody could stop him and rode as far as he could
without looking behind him. After the hasty departure of his
guest, the innkeeper turned to Sancho Panza, but Sancho
declared that as squire to a knight errant, the same rule and
reason held for him as for his master. This sent the innkeeper
into a fury. If Sancho couldn't pay of his own will, he said, he'd
pay in some other, more unpleasant, way. But Sancho was
unmoved. Not on his account would the great and ancient
custom of knight errantry be lost, nor would future generations
of squires have him to blame if such a righteous rule were
broken.

Alas, as fate would have it, among the other guests at the inn
were four wool-carders from Segovia, three needle-makers from
Cordoba, and two traders from the market of Seville--as lively,
as well-meaning, as mischievous, and as playful a crowd as
ever walked the earth. All nine of them rushed up to Sancho,
pulled him from his ass, threw him on a blanket, and began to

toss him up and down. &
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Unfortunately, Don Quixote was unable to dismount his horse
because of all his bruises. He began to curse Sancho's tossers
with words too vile to be recorded, but they ignored him,
continuing to laugh and toss, toss and laugh, just as hapless
Sancho continued to rise and fall, fall and rise, his cries mixed
now with threats and now with pitiful entreaties, all of which fell
on deaf ears, for his tormentors relented only when they were
too tired to go on.

Finally, they brought him his ass, threw him upon it, and
wrapped him in his coat. The good-hearted Maritornes
brought him a jug of ice-cold water she had just drawn from the
well, but when Sancho tasted it, he refused to drink another
sip, begging her to bring him a carafe of wine. This she
produced forthwith, paying for it out of her own pocket.

After he had drunk his fill, Sancho dug his heels into his ass's
sides and rode out through the front gate, pleased that he had
had his way without paying a cent, although his shoulders had

borne some of the cost. &



The innkeeper wanted to bolt the door behind him, but the
blanket tossers refused. When it came right down to it, it was
all the same to them whether Don Quixote was or wasn't one of
the Knights of the Round Table.

"In my opinion, sir," said Sancho as they rode along, "all our
troubles stem from the fact that you broke your solemn oath as
a knight errant. You swore not to eat bread off a tablecloth or
do all sorts of things until you had obtained Mambrino's helmet.
Don't you remember?"

"To tell you the truth," Don Quixote replied, "I had quite
forgotten. In fact, if you had remembered to remind me,
chances are you wouldn't have been shaken up and down like a
rattle on that blanket. But don't worry--the law of chivalry
works in mysterious ways."

That day they rode very slowly and talked so much that
darkness and hunger overtook them before they found a place
to stay. As they peered into the pitch-black night, they saw a
swirl of lights that looked more like stars in motion than

anything else. =)



Sancho was terrified, and Don Quixote was scarcely a whit
happier at the strange sight.

As the lights drew closer, Sancho began to shake as if he had
swallowed mercury, and Don Quixote's hair stood straight up
from his head. "Something tells me," he said, " that I'm going
to need every ounce of courage | can muster

"Oh me, oh my!" Sancho exclaimed. "If this has anything to do
with ghosts, how will | bear up?"

"Don't worry about ghosts," said Don Quixote. "l'll see to it
they don't go near you."

"What if they put a spell on you?"

"Sancho, please. | promise not to let you down." Ao



They soon made out a number of white shapes, at which
Sancho Panza's courage completely failed him and his teeth
began to chatter. His terror increased when they were able to
discern some twenty horsemen in white robes, each holding a
torch and each muttering under his breath. Behind them came
a litter draped in black followed by six riders swathed in black
down to their mule's feet, for it was clear from the animals'
slow pace that they were not horses.

This strange vision at such a time of night and in such an
abandoned place would have been enough to strike fear not
only into Sancho's heart but his master's as well, except that
Don Quixote was convinced that it was a scene from one of his
books. He fancied the litter a bier on which some knight lay
dead or grievously wounded and thought that he alone had
been assigned to avenge whatever injury the poor man might
have suffered. So, with no further ado, he lowered his lance,
drew himself up tall in the saddle, and with noble bearing and
dispatch stationed himself in the middle of the road, directly in

the path of the oncoming troupe. 9



"Halt," he called out as they approached, "and say who you are,
whence you come, whither you go, and what you are
transporting on that bier. For by all appearances you have
either done or been done some terrible harm, the nature of
which I must know at once so | can either punish you or right
the wrong that you have suffered."”

"We're in a hurry," one of the figures in white robes replied,
spurring his mule. "The inn is still a long way off. We don't
have time to answer all your questions."

But Don Quixote grabbed his bridle and held him fast. "You
will if you know what's good for you. And watch your manners.
Either answer my questions, or we are at war." =



The mule was so frightened at having her bridle seized that she
reared up on her hind legs and threw her rider to the ground.
One of the men on foot began to curse Don Quixote, who
immediately charged, gravely wounding one of the pallbearers.
From there it was a wonder to behold how swiftly he wheeled
about, attacking now one, then another of the white-clad host.
Rocinante too flew from side to side as if he had sprouted
wings. In minutes most of the men had fled to a nearby field,
brandishing their blazing torches like a band of revelers rushing
from some masquerade. The pallbearers, however, weighed
down by their robes, were unable to move, and as they flailed
about trying to escape, Don Quixote gave them a dreadful
drubbing. They were sure he was a devil sent from hell itself
to steal the corpse they were accompanying to its final resting
place.

Sancho, meanwhile, watched from the sidelines, wide-eyed
with admiration. "Clearly," he said to himself, "my master Don

Quixote is as bold and courageous as he claims." =
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In the flickering light of a single torch still burning on the
ground, Don Quixote made out the figure of the man who had
first been toppled from his mount. Pointing the tip of his lance
at the man's face, he ordered him to surrender on pain of
death. "l have already surrendered," the wounded man
replied, explaining that his leg was broken and begging Don
Quixote to spare his life. He was a student priest, he said, and
had already taken his first orders.

"What the Devil brings you to a place like this," thundered Don
Quixote, "if you are a churchman?"

"Bad luck, sir," said the student.

"Well, let me warn you: even worse luck awaits you unless you
are prepared to answer all my questions."

"Don't worry," replied the student, introducing himself as
Alonso Lopez and promptly meeting Don Quixote's request. "I
was on my way to Segovia with eleven other priests--the men
with the torches who have run away--to bury the gentleman

whose body is lying on that litter." &



"Who killed him?"

"The Lord Himself, sir, through a terrible pox that struck him
dead."

"In that case," Don Quixote mused no longer under any
obligation to avenge his death. There's nothing for it but to
shrug my shoulders, just as | would do if He killed me. Still, |
would have you know that | am Don Quixote de la Mancha, and
that my calling and profession is to roam the world avenging
wrongs and righting injuries."”

"I can't imagine what you mean," remarked the student, "for |
was straight and now I'm crooked, with a leg that will never be
put right again."

"That, Sir Alonso Lopez," Don Quixote replied, "is because you
took it upon yourselves to ride out in the dark in those awful
robes, muttering prayers and waving torches that made you
look like ghosts. | had no choice but to fulfill my knightly duty

by attacking you." &l



"Be that as it may," the student said, "I entreat your worship,
Sir Knight Errant, to help me up from underneath this mule.
My leg is stuck between the stirrup and the saddle."

"Why didn't you tell me that before?" asked Don Quixote,
calling for Sancho Panza to give him a hand. But Sancho was
busy rifling a saddlebag he had removed from one of the
priests' mules, which was packed with every sort of delectable
provision. Making a bag of his overcoat, Sancho crammed it
full of victuals and hoisted it up onto his ass. Only then was he
prepared to heed his master's call.

After the young priest was free, Don Quixote handed him the
torch and sent him after his companions, begging him to
apologize for the harm he had had no choice but to inflict upon
them.

"And if they ask who did them the honor?" Sancho chimed in,
"tell them it was the famous Don Quixote of La Mancha, also

known as the Knight of the Sad Countenance." €l




With that the young priest rode off, and Don Quixote asked
Sancho what had led him to call him the Knight of the Sad
Countenance, especially just then.

"Because," said Sancho Panza, "seeing you in the glow of that
torch, | noticed what a worn-out face you've had of late. |
don't know whether it's because you're so tired or because all
your teeth have been knocked out."

"More likely," said Don Quixote, "the sage who is writing the
story of my life thought | ought to have a title, like all knights of
yore. There was the Knight of the Burning Sword, the Knight of
the Unicorn, the Knight of the Damsels, the Knight of the
Phoenix, of the Griffin--even a Knight of Death. Those names
were known around the world. I'm sure that's why the writer
of this book put the name Knight of the Sad Countenance into
your mouth. That is how | shall be called from this day on, and
to insure a perfect fit, | intend to have an extremely woeful face

painted on my shield as soon as possible." =



{ewc MVBMP ViewerBmp, graphics.bmp}



"There's no point wasting time and money on a painting, sir,"
said Sancho Panza. "Believe me, your face speaks for itself.
All you have to do is lift your visor, and anyone who sees it will
immediately call you the Knight of the Sad Countenance."

Don Quixote laughed, but even so, he resolved to go by his new
name and have his shield painted accordingly.

Despite the late hour, he wanted to peek at the corpse to see if
it was a skeleton, but Sancho insisted it was time to go. "The
dead to their graves and the living to their dinner," he
proclaimed, spurring on his mount, and Don Quixote followed

him into the jet-black night without a word. ho



They rode out between two hills and soon found themselves in
a wide secluded valley. Sancho jumped down from his ass,
opened one of the hampers they had taken from the dead
man's party, and spread its contents on the ground, where they
sat down to eat their breakfast, lunch, and dinner all rolled into
one. The only thing missing was something to drink, for there
was neither wine nor water and their throats were parched with
thirst. But the grass they were sitting on was so green and
thick that Sancho said there had to be a spring or river close at
hand.

Before they had gone two hundred steps they heard the roar of
rushing water, which they imagined must be falling from some
huge, imposing rocks. This greatly cheered them, but when
they stopped to listen, they heard another sound that quickly
doused their spirits, especially Sancho's, since he was a fearful,
fainthearted soul to begin with. This second noise, a series of
deafening blows accompanied by a loud clanking of irons and
chains, would have struck terror into any other heart but Don

Quixote's. =



The night, as already mentioned, was dark, and they happened
to have stopped beneath a stand of trees whose leaves rustled
in the gentle breeze. The combination of the solitude, the
setting, the darkness, the thundering water, and the rustling
leaves filled them with dread and horror, especially when the
blows did not let up, the wind die down, or the sun rise.
Besides, they didn't have the foggiest idea of where they were.
But Don Quixote, summoning his ever-present courage, leapt
onto Rocinante's back, grabbed his shield, and waved his lance
high in the air.

"Sancho, my friend," he cried, "all that we see and hear before
us only quickens my soul and rouses my heart to embark the
more quickly on this next adventure, difficult and harrowing as
it may be. For | am he who has been called to revive the age
of chivalry. Make fast Rocinante's girths and God be with you.
You shall wait for me three days, no more. If | do not appear,
you may return to our village and travel thence to El Toboso,
where you will tell my lady Dulcinea that her faithful knight
died attempting deeds that would make him worthy of her
name." &




At this, Sancho began to weep the most pitiful tears in the
whole world. "I left my village and my wife and children in
order to serve you, fully expecting to improve my lot. And
now, just when | thought my promised isle was in view, you
intend to leave me all alone in this godforsaken place. |It's
dark now, and there's not a soul in sight. Why tempt fate?
We can easily slip away and escape this danger without anyone
accusing us of being cowards. Please, sir, even if you are
determined to press on, at least wait till morning. For by the
science | learned when | was a shepherd, dawn is less than
three hours away: the Bear's muzzle ready above his head."

"How can you see head or bear or muzzle, Sancho, when it's so
dark out that there's not a single star?"

"Fear has many eyes, sir. Besides, it's logical to think that
daybreak can't be far away."

"Near or far," said Don Quixote, "let it not be said that tears
and whimpers kept me from my knightly task. | beg you,
Sancho, be still. Let God watch over me and calm your fears.

I'll be back soon, alive or dead." =]



When Sancho saw that Don Quixote would not be swayed by
words or tears, he decided to use his ingenuity instead. While
he was tightening Rocinante's girths, he tied the horse's
forelegs together with the halter of his ass, which he managed
to do so unobtrusively and perfectly that when Don Quixote
tried to leave, Rocinante was unable to move forward except by
awkward jumps.

"You see, Your Worship, Heaven has heard my tears and
prayers and ordered Rocinante to stay put.”

The more Don Quixote spurred his horse, the less he could
make him move. He decided it was best to relax and wait until
the sun came up or Rocinante recovered his ability to walk,
whichever came first.

Sancho offered to entertain him with some stories while he
waited, unless Don Quixote wished to take a little nap till
daybreak. That way he would be less tired when the time

came to set out on his next unparalleled adventure. <



"What are you talking about?" asked Don Quixote. "Do | strike
you as the sort of knight to be caught napping in the midst of
danger? Sleep yourself, since you were born to, and let me do
as | see fit."

"Don't be angry, Your Worship," Sancho said, putting his right
hand on the pommel of Don Quixote's saddle and clasping his
master's thigh without daring to move an inch, so frightened
was he of the blows that continued to fall in the distance. Don
Quixote asked him to tell a story, and Sancho said he would if
he could manage to control his fear.

"Once upon a time," he began, "in a village of Extremadura,
there was a shepherd--actually a goatherd, because it was
goats he shepherded, not sheep--and this shepherd, or
goatherd as the case may be, was called Lope Ruiz. And this
Lope Ruiz fell in love with a shepherdess whose name was
Torralba, and this shepherdess Torralba was the daughter of a

rich herdsman called--" &



"If you go on like this," said Don Quixote, "repeating everything
you say two times, you'll still be telling it the day after
tomorrow."

"The way | tell it," replied Sancho Panza, "is the way everyone
tells stories where I'm from. It's the only way | know."

"Very well," said Don Quixote. "Since I'm condemned to listen,
tell it as you will."

"As | was saying, then," Sancho continued, "this shepherd was
madly in love with the shepherdess Torralba, a plump,
headstrong girl with a slightly mannish look due to the hint of a
mustache. | can see her now--"

"You knew her personally?" asked Don Quixote. Ao



"I never met her," Sancho replied, "but the friend who told me
this story assured me everything about it was so true to life
that | could swear | had seen it all with my own eyes. In any
case, as day follows night, the love the shepherd bore the
shepherdess soon turned to spite, and he decided to leave for
Portugal, where he would never set eyes on her again. He
crossed the plains of Extremadura and arrived with all his goats
at the banks of the Guadiana River, which was almost
overflowing. But as he stood there wondering what to do with
his three hundred goats, he saw Torralbe coming after him in
hot pursuit. Fortunately, at that very moment a fisherman
rowed up in a small skiff. His boat would hold only one goat at
a time; still, it was the only way the shepherd and his goats
could reach the other side, so the shepherd quickly struck a
deal. Now listen carefully, Your Worship, and keep track of the
goats as they cross over. If you lose count I'll have to stop my
tale. The fisherman began to ferry them across one goat at a
time. He continued back and forth, back and forth across the
river, taking first one goat, then another, then another, then

another--" &



"Let's just say they've all across," said Don Quixote.

"How many have already reached the other side?" asked
Sancho Panza.

"How the hell should | know?" exclaimed Don Quixote.
"You see? | told you to keep track. Now | can't go on."

"Is the exact number really so important that your story falls
apart without it?"

"No, Your Worship. But when | asked how many goats had
crossed so far and you said you didn't know, the rest of the tale
flew clear out of my head."

"My word," said Don Quixote. "You've told me one of the most
original tales I've ever heard. This awful din must have stirred

up your imagination."
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By this point dawn was fast approaching, and Sancho carefully
unfettered Rocinante. The horse immediately began to paw
the ground, which Don Quixote took as a good omen for his

upcoming adventure. &



As the sun began to rise and things became visible in the dim
light, Don Quixote once again took leave of Sancho Panza,
instructing him to wait three days, at the end of which, if he
had not returned, he should assume the worst. He reminded
Sancho of the message he was to take his lady Dulcinea and
assured him that, whatever happened, he would be paid in full.
If, however, God should bring him through the coming danger
safe and sound, the promised isle was a certainty. All this
made Sancho weep afresh, and he decided not to leave his
master until he had seen the entire business through to its
proper ending and conclusion.

Don Quixote was moved by his squire's tears, but his
determination was unshaken; and so, doing his utmost to hide
his fear, he set off in the direction of the thundering water and

deafening blows. &l



Sancho followed him on foot, leading his donkey by the halter.
They had gone only a few paces when they entered a small
clearing that brought them face to face with a sheer cliff down
which an avalanche of water was cascading. At the foot of the
cliff was a cluster of ramshackle houses that looked more like
ruins than dwellings, from whose midst, they quickly realized,
the dreadful din was rising.

Rocinante started at the noise, but Don Quixote calmed him
down and they continued toward the houses. The knight
commended himself to his lady, imploring her to look kindly on
his formidable task; then, just to be on the safe side, he also
commended himself to God. Sancho, meanwhile, stayed close
upon his master's heels, bending down from time to time to
peer ahead between Rocinante's legs.

They must have gone another hundred paces when, rounding
the corner of a rock, they came upon the unmistakable cause
of the ghastly and, to their ears, horrifying sounds that had
kept them in such mortal terror through the night. Which
turned out to be nothing more than six ordinary textile presses

whose hammer and pistons were making all that noise. Ao



Sancho looked at Don Quixote and Don Quixote looked at
Sancho, whose apple cheeks were about to burst with laughter.
At this Don Quixote himself began to laugh, whereupon Sancho
could no longer contain himself and let go with such a gale of
merriment that he had to hold his sides. Four times he calmed
himself down, and four times he began to laugh anew, just as
violently as before.

"'Sancho, my friend,"' he said in mockery, "'all that we see and
hear before us only quickens my soul and rouses my heart to
embark the more quickly on this next adventure, difficult and
harrowing as it may be. For | am he who has been called to
revive the age of chivalry. Make fast Rocinante's girths and
God be with you!"" And he continued, repeating most of what
Don Quixote had said when they first head the fearful blows.

When Don Quixote realized that Sancho was making fun of him,
he grew so angry that he raised his lance and dealt him two
blows that, had they hit him on the head instead of on the
shoulder, would have released the knight forever from paying

his squire's wages. &



"Easy does it, Your Worship--I was just kidding," Sancho said
with great humility, afraid his master might get carried away.

"You may be kidding," Don Quixote replied, "but I, you can be
sure, am not."

"I admit | laughed a bit too much," said Sancho, "but tell me--
now that we're safe again, isn't it amusing that we were so
scared, and doesn't it make a wonderful story?"

"It may be worth laughing at," replied Don Quixote, "but as to
turning it into a story, not everyone knows how to find the point
of what they hear."

"You certainly found the point of your lance and knew how aim
it. Oh well. As the saying goes, 'He who hurls the sharpest

dart holds you closest to his heart." Ao



"Fate may prove you right," said Don Quixote. "But see that
from now on you hold your tongue and exercise restraint when
you address me; for in all the countless books of chivalry I've
read, I've never come across a squire who talked as much as
you do. Besides, by now you must have realized that there
has to be a line between master and servant and between
knight and squire. There has to be much more respect
between us and less humor."

"What you say is reasonable enough," said Sancho Panza, "but
just in case your promises fall through, I'd like to know what
kind of wages squires made back then and whether they were
paid each month or by the day."

"I don't think squires ever worked for wages," replied Don
Quixote, "but you can rest assured as to my favors, for |'ve
already written you into my will. We don't know how chivalry
will fare in this calamitous age of ours, and | wouldn't want my
soul to suffer in the next life on account of such a trivial affair
as this. | don't need to tell you that there is no lot more

perilous than a knight errant's.” =



"Indeed," said Sancho Panza. "Especially since the noise of an
ordinary textile press was enough to alarm so valiant a knight
errant as yourself. However, from now on | promise not to use
my lips to mock you, but only to pay you homage as my natural
lord and master."

"For that," replied Don Quixote, "you shall live long and well on
the face of the earth; for we are meant to honor our masters as
we would our parents."”

By the next morning a light rain had begun to fall. As the road
turned to the right, Don Quixote caught sight of a man on
horseback with something on his head that shone like gold.

"What did | tell you, Sancho?" he said. "When one door shuts
another opens. If I'm not mistaken, that man riding toward us
is wearing the helmet of Mambrino, which as you know I've

sworn to recapture." &l



"I wouldn't be so sure," Sancho replied. "If | could freely speak
my mind, | might convince you that Your Worship is in error."

"What? How dare you, impudent traitor! Do you not see that
knight coming toward us on a dappled steed with a gold helmet
on his head?"

"What | see and surmise," said Sancho Panza, "is a man on a
gray donkey just like mine, with something shiny on his head."

"And that," said Don Quixote, "is Mambrino's helmet. Stand
aside and let me handle this alone. You'll see how swiftly | win

the helmet of my dreams." ho



Now the true story of the helmet, the horse, and the horseman
goes something like this. In that corner of Spain there were
two villages, one too small to have its own apothecary shop or
barber, the other large enough for one of each. Thus, the
barber of the large town was obliged to cut hair in the smaller,
as well as tend the sick, which was part of a barber's job back
then. To this very end, in fact, the barber from the large town
was on his way to the small one, with his brass shaving basin
tucked beneath his arm. But as fate would have it, it began to
rain, and the barber, fearing that his new hat would be ruined,
put the shaving basin on his head. His mount was a gray
donkey, just as Sancho said, which explains why Don Quixote
thought he saw a dappled steed, a golden helmet, and a
knight.

No sooner did the hapless man draw near that Don Quixote
urged Rocinante to a canter, intending to run him through.
"Defend yourself," he cried, lowering his lance, "or freely give

me what is mine." £



With this apparition bearing down on him, the barber saw no
escape from Don Quixote's lance except to roll from his ass and
tear headlong into a nearby field. Which is exactly what he
did, running faster than the wind and leaving behind the
cherished basin, which Don Quixote asked Sancho to retrieve.

"By God," Sancho exclaimed, turning it over in his hands, "it's a
fine basin indeed, and should fetch a handsome price." And
he gave it to his master.

Don Quixote put it on his head and turned it around and around
searching for the visor. But he soon gave up. "The hero for
whom this famous headpiece was first cast must have had an
enormous head," he said. "What's worse, half of it is missing."

When Sancho heard the basin called a headpiece he could no
longer keep from laughing. Still, mindful of his master's wrath,
he tried to control himself.

"What are you laughing at?" asked Don Quixote. 9



{ewc MVBMP ViewerBmp, graphics.bmp}



"At the thought of that big head," Sancho replied, "crowned by
such a helmet, which resembles nothing so much as an
ordinary shaving basin."

"You know what | think, Sancho? | think this enchanted helmet
must have fallen into the hands of people who had no idea of
its true worth. In their ignorance, they melted down the other
half and sold it for its weight in gold. Then they made this half
in the shape of what you say resembles a barber's basin. Of
course, the change is trifling to anyone who knows its origin.
As soon as we come upon a blacksmith's shop I'll have it
repaired so it will rival or even surpass the helmet that the god
of blacksmiths crafted for the god of battle. In the meantime,
I'll wear it anyway, for something is better than nothing.
Besides, it may protect me from a stoning."

"One more thing," said Sancho Panza. "What are we going to
do with this gray steed that looks like any ordinary gray ass?

Judging by the amount of dust that poor man kicked up as he
ran, he won't be coming back for any time soon. And, by my

chin, | daresay it's a handsome beast." &



"It is not my custom,"” Don Quixote replied, "to plunder those |
vanquish, nor does the law of chivalry look favorably on the
taking of one's adversary's horse, unless one's own is lost.
Therefore, Sancho, leave this horse, or mule, or donkey, or
whatever you think it is. As soon as its owner sees us depart,
he'll return for it."

"God, how I'd like to take it," Sancho mused at lease trade it for
my own, for it's by far the better mount. The laws of chivalry
are really very strict if they don't let you trade one donkey for
another. Do you think I could at least exchange their
trappings?"

"That I'm not sure about," said Don Quixote. "But since | have
my doubts, you may go ahead, provided it's a real emergency."

"Indeed it is," Sancho replied. "l couldn't need them more if
they were for myself."

And he proceeded to adorn his ass with the steed's finery,
which greatly enhanced its appearance. €l



After that, they lunched on the rich leftovers from the day
before, when Sancho had emptied the pack-mule's saddlebag,
and quenched their thirst in the brook beside their feet. Then,
their anger and anxiety now a thing of the past, they set out
again in the spirit of knight errantry, not choosing any
particular route, but letting Rocinante lead the way.

"I know you want me to be quiet," said Sancho Panza as they
rode along, "but there's something | need to tell you before it
gets too late. It's on the tip of my tongue."

"Very well," said Don Quixote, "but keep it brief. The longer
you go on, the less you make your point." &



"For several days now," Sancho said, "I've been thinking how
little it avails us to roam these lonely byways in search of
adventure when there's not a soul to see or hear us. With all
due respect, sir, it seems to me we'd be better off hiring
ourselves out to some emperor or prince, in whose service you
could perform the selfsame deeds to better profit. Such a lord
would be bound to reward us, and there would surely be
someone to record Your Worship's feats in writing, to be
remembered for all time to come. | say nothing of my own,
since they must remain squarely within squirely bounds; but if
chivalry permits the feats of squires to be recorded, | have a
hunch that mine won't be left out."

"Well put, Sancho," Don Quixote replied. "But before he can
serve another, a knight errant has to wander the earth,
pursuing adventures where he will. Think of it as a kind of
test. Later, once he's proven himself, he can present himself
at the court of a great monarch."

Just then, Don Quixote happened to look up. Coming toward
them on the road, he saw a row of prisoners fastened head to

head, like beads strung on an iron chain. =
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"Those are galley slaves," said Sancho, "men pressed into
service by the king."

"What do you mean, 'pressed into service'?"

"What | mean," said Sancho, "is that they are criminals who
have been sentenced to forced labor in the royal galleys."

"However you put it, you're still saying that they're being taken
somewhere against their will."

"Indeed | am," said Sancho.

"In that case," replied his master, "I am obliged to act, for my
mission is to undo wrongs and assist the wretched of the
earth."

"Justice, Your Worship," Sancho said, "which is the very king
himself, is hardly committing a wrong against these men, but

simply punishing them as they deserve." A



By this point the chain of prisoners was upon them.
Addressing himself to their guards, Don Quixote asked why
they were shackled together in such a fashion. One of the
guards replied that they were royal galley slaves on their way
to jail. There was nothing more to be said, he added, nor was
it anybody's business.

"Be that as it may," said Don Quixote, "I would like to hear
directly from each man the reason for his misfortune."

"We have written documents on each of them," said another of
the guards, "but Your Worship is welcome to speak with them
directly. These rascals don't just like committing crimes, they
like to boast about them afterward."

Don Quixote approached the first man in the chain, who replied
that he was there for love.

"For love?" asked Don Quixote. "If love can land a man in jail, |
should long since have been a prisoner myself." <



"It's not what you think," replied the prisoner, a young man
some twenty-four years old. "In my case, | fell so deeply in
love with a certain basket of fine linen that only the full force of
the law was able to pry it from my grasp. | was caught red-
handed.

"My trial was short. | received a hundred lashes and three
years in the galleys."

Don Quixote turned to the second prisoner, who was too forlorn
and sad to answer. "This man," the first prisoner explained, "is
here for being a canary. In other words, a musician and a
singer."

"How's that?" asked Don Quixote. "Being a musician or a
singer can put you in the galleys?"”

"Yes, sir," the first prisoner replied. "There's nothing worse
than singing out of pain."”

"But people say that song takes pain away." &



"Here it's just the opposite, Your Worship. He who sings a
single time weeps forever after."

"I don't understand," said Don Quixote.

"You see, sir," one of the guards explained, "when these people
speak of 'singing out of pain,' they're talking about someone
who confesses under torture. When this sinner was put to the
rack he confessed to cattle rustling. The reason he's so sad is
that the rest of these hoodlums make constant fun of him for
not holding his tongue."

Now Don Quixote turned to the third man in the chain. "I was
short ten ducats," the man replied when he was asked the
same question as the others.

"I'd gladly give you twenty," said Don Quixote, "If it would free
you from this nightmare." Ao



"If only I'd had them when | needed them," the galley slave
replied, "l could have greased the judge's hand and bought my
way out of this mess. Today I'd be back in the main square of
Toledo instead of being dragged along this highway like a dog.
But God is great and patience is its own reward."

Fourth on the chain was a man of venerable appearance, with a
long white beard that flowed below his waist. Like the second,
he began to weep when Don Quixote asked why he was there,
but the next man down lent him his tongue. The old man had
run a brothel, he explained, and had also been branded as a
wizard.

"All I wanted," the old man said, gathering his courage, "was
for everybody to be happy. But that hasn't kept me from being
sent to a place | don't expect to leave alive, weighed down as |
am by age and a bladder that doesn't give me a moment's
peace." With that he began to weep again, and Sancho felt so
sorry for him that he slipped him a gold coin from inside his

shirt. <



Behind the rest came a man of about thirty, a rather dashing
figure except that one of his eyes was turned slightly toward
the other. He was held more securely than his fellows, with a
foot chain so long it was coiled around his body and two iron
collars on his neck: one to which the fetter was attached, the
other linked to an iron bar across his waist, to which his hands
were also manacled. When Don Quixote inquired why he was
chained in this unusual manner, the guard replied that he had
committed more crimes than all the other prisoners combined,
and that even now there was no telling when he might
escape.

"If you have anything to give us, sir," this prisoner said, give it
to us now, and then good riddance. We've had enough of your
prying into other people's lives. As to my own, know that | am
Guinea de Pasamonte, whose life has been written with these
very hands."

"It's true," said one of the guards. "He's written his life story,
and told it well to boot. He pawned his book in jail for two
hundred gold coins."

"And | intend to redeem it," said Guinea. =l



"Then it's that good?" asked Don Quixote.

"Good enough to stand beside the best books ever written,"
said Guinea.

"What's it called?"
"The Life of Guinea de Pasamonte," the author replied.
"And is it done then?"

"How can it be done," replied Guinea, "when my life itself is yet
unfinished? So far it covers from my birth to the last time |
was thrown in jail."

"You were in jail before?" &



"Four years | served God and country," Guinea replied.
"Believe me, I'm well acquainted with the biscuit and the lash.
I'm not sorry to be going back, though, because I'll be able to
pick up my book where | left off. | still have a lot to say, and
there's more free time than you'd expect in Spanish jails. Not
that | need much; | already know by heart the rest of what |
want to write."

"You seem a clever enough fellow," said Don Quixote.

"And an unlucky one," replied Guinea. "Unhappiness always
pursues men of talent."

"It pursues thieves," one of the guards remarked. Ao



At this point Don Quixote turned to the entire chain. "My dear
brethren," he began, "by your plight | am moved, convinced,
nay, even forced to demonstrate the purpose for which Heaven
put me on this earth, wherefore | took the solemn oath of
chivalry--namely, to defend the weak and succor the
oppressed. First, however, since it is the better part of
prudence not to seek by foul means that which might be won
by fair, | will ask your guards to set you free; failing which, this
lance and sword, along with my right arm, will bring about the
same result by force."

"Hear, hear!" exclaimed the sergeant. "Who in God's name
does he think he is? The king's own galley slaves no less! As
if we had the authority to set them free, or he to ask us to! It's
time you ran along, Your Worship. And while you're at it,

straighten out that shaving basin on your head." &



Don Quixote lunged at him so quickly that before the man knew
what had hit him he was lying on the ground. The other
guards were dumbstruck by this turn of events but quickly rose
to the occasion. Seizing their javelins, they turned on Don
Quixote, who would surely have been overcome had the galley
slaves not managed at that very moment to break their chain
and stumble free. In the ensuing confusion, the guards rushed
to attack the escapees, and Sancho released Guinea de
Pasamonte, who leapt from his iron bonds, seized the
sergeant's sword and musket, and cleared the field of guards
without firing a single shot.

Don Quixote then summoned all the slaves, who were running
about excitedly, and bade them leave at once for El Toboso to
present themselves before his lady Dulcinea. "Tell her you
bring tidings from the Knight of the Sad Countenance. Then
recount the story of this great adventure. When you are done,
you may go anywhere you please, and may good luck

accompany your every step." &



But Guinea de Pasamonte explained that he and his fellow
escapees must immediately disappear into the woods, before
they were recaptured by the Holy Brotherhood.

Don Quixote was furious. "Then you shall go alone," he
shouted at Guinea, "with your tail between your legs and the
whole iron chain piled high upon your back."

Pasamonte winked at his companions. In seconds there was a
hail of stones so thick and sudden that Don Quixote was felled
before he could spur Rocinante to safety. Sancho hid behind
his ass, but in no time at all he too was lying on the ground.
One of the other prisoners flung himself on Don Quixote, seized
the shaving basin from his head, and proceeded to pound him
with it until both Don Quixote and the water basin were nearly
broken. The other escapees stripped Sancho of his coat and
Don Quixote of his jacket and disappeared into the bright blue

air. &



All that remained were the ass and Rocinante, Sancho and Don
Quixote. The ass hung his head and shook his ears, still
imagining that stones were flying overhead. Rocinante, also
brought down by a stone, lay flat beside his master. Sancho
trembled at the thought that the Holy Brotherhood might return
for the prisoners, and Don Quixote fumed at being left in such a

state by the very men for whom he had done so much. <
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By nightfall Don Quixote and Sancho Panza had traveled deep
into the heart of the Sierra Morena, the mountains that cut
Spain in two. But unruly fate, which composes and disposes
according to its own strange whims, decreed that Guinea de
Pasamonte, the famous thief who had escaped his chains
thanks to Don Quixote's might and madness, should have
sought refuge in those very hills, also hoping to escape the
Holy Brotherhood. He happened to arrive at the spot where
Sancho and Don Quixote had bedded down for the night, and
immediately recognized them just as they were falling asleep.
Guinea, who was neither grateful nor up to any good, decided
to steal Sancho's ass, which he spirited away while Sancho

slept. &l



Dawn brought joy to the world but grief to Sancho Panza's
heart. "Child of my very self," he cried when he awoke to find
his beloved burro missing, "my children's helpmate, my wife's
delight, bearer of my burdens, and half my livelihood besides!"”

Sancho's pitiful lament woke Don Quixote, who consoled him as
best he could and promised him three baby donkeys from his
stable when they returned home. Sancho dried his tears,
stopped his sobbing, and thanked his master profusely. Don
Quixote was elated when they resumed their route, cutting
deep into the loneliest, more rugged section of the mountains,
which seemed to him the perfect setting for his next adventure.
But the last thing on Sancho's mind was more adventure. For
the moment his only thought was of his belly, which he
satisfied from time to time by reaching into the satchel of
provisions he was obliged to carry himself, now that his donkey

was no more. =l
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While thus engaged, however, he raised his eyes and saw that
Don Quixote had come upon some sort of package, which he
was trying to spear with his lance. When Sancho drew closer,
he saw a leather case, somewhat the worse for wear and tear
but still fastened with a chain. It was too heavy for Don
Quixote, so he asked Sancho to pick it up and see what it
contained. The leather was so rotted away that he was able to
look inside without breaking the chain. There were four
cambric shirts, a richly decorated notebook, and a pile of good
coins. "Praise the Lord!" cried Sancho when he caught sight of
the treasure. "At last an adventure worth our trouble!" Don
Quixote asked to see the notebook, which was filled with love
poems copied in an exquisite hand. "Listen to this," he said,
beginning to read aloud for Sancho's benefit:

What turned my joy to pain?
Disdain.

What made a fool of me?
Jealousy.

What pierced my loving heart?

Arival's dart. &
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"This doesn't tell us anything," Don Quixote said, "except that
some poor soul must have lost his way in these deserted hills.
Judging by his shirts, his handwriting, and his money, he must
have been a gentleman, probably a jilted lover, but what he
was doing here and why he left these things behind is
anybody's guess."

Don Quixote said he would take the notebook and told Sancho
he could keep the money for himself. Sancho kissed his
master's hands and they resumed their journey, each
wondering to himself what sort of madman would have left
such riches lying on the ground.

By the next day, after they had gone a goodly way without a
word, Sancho was dying to strike up a conversation. He had
been hoping Don Quixote would speak first, but he finally

screwed up his courage and broke the silence himself. ho
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Don Quixote told Sancho he was free to speak his mind, but
only for as long as they were in the Sierra Morena.

"In that case, | won't mince words. What is it you really hope
to accomplish in this godforsaken place?"

"Haven't | already told you?" Don Quixote replied. "l aim to
imitate Amadis and play the desperate, demented lover; or
brave Sir Roland, who went mad when he was spurned by his
Angelica, ripping trees from the ground, slaughtering sheep,
massacring shepherds, burning cottages, and performing a
hundred thousand other feats worthy of eternal fame."

"My good sir," said Sancho Panza, "the knights who did such
things were sorely provoked. But you? What reason have you
for becoming mad? What lady has scorned you? Or what
evidence have you uncovered that the lady Dulcinea del Toboso

has betrayed you?" =



"That's just the point," said Don Quixote, "and therein lies the
beauty of my plan. There's no glory to be won by going mad
when you are forced to; but when a knight loses his mind for no
good reason, thereby giving his lady an idea what he would do
if he had cause--now that's another matter. So, my friend,
don't waste your breath trying to convince me to give up my
strange, wondrous, thoroughly unprecedented ways. | am
mad, and mad. | shall remain until you return with the reply to
a letter | intend to send my lady Dulcinea in your hands. If her
answer be favorable, | shall be put right in my senses; if it be
otherwise, | shall take leave of them for good, in which case |
shall be rid forever of my grief, for I'll no longer know one
feeling from another. By the way, dear Sancho, have you been
taking proper care of Mambrino's helmet? | saw you pick it up
from the ground when that ungrateful wretch tried to demolish

it." =l



"Good God, Sir Knight of the Sad Countenance!" said Sancho.
"Sometimes | can't believe the things you say. What is one to
think when you call a barber's basin Mambrino's helmet? That
you must be cracked in the head--that's what. It makes me
think that everything you say about chivalry and winning
kingdoms and empires and giving me an island of my own is
nothing but hot air. A hoax, in other words. For your
information, | have the basin in my bag, all dented, and | plan
to trim my beard with it when | get home, if by the grace of
God I'm ever reunited with my wife and children."

"Really, Sancho," said Don Quixote, "don't you understand by
now that everything to do with chivalry appears to be a dream?
Not because it is, but because the hidden enchanters who dwell
among us keep changing all our deeds into their opposites.
That's why the helmet of Mambrino looks like an ordinary
shaving basin to you and everybody else, so nobody will steal
it. If people knew what it was really worth, that fellow wouldn't
have battered it the way he did and left it lying on the ground.
Leave it in your bag, my friend; | have no need of it for now. If
I'm to follow in the footsteps of Sir Roland, | must first remove
my armor, strip naked as the day | came into this world, and

carry out my penance." &



At this point in their conversation they arrived at the foot of a
sheer rock that jutted up alone against the sky. A gentle
stream ran through the lush green meadow where they stood,
and many trees and flowers adorned the spot. It was here that
the Knight of the Sad Countenance decided to stop and do his
penance.

"This is the place | have chosen to bemoan my luck," said Don
Quixote, raising his voice. "Oh, Dulcinea del Toboso, day of my
night, joy of my grief, guide of my every step, lodestar of my
fate! Behold the state to which your absence has reduced me,
and reward my faithfulness as you see fit! Oh, solitary trees,
my only companions from this day on! Show me by the
gentle swaying of your boughs that my presence here does not
offend you! And you, my squire, blithe companion of my
deeds, commit to memory what you are about to witness, that
you may faithfully recount it to my lady."

So speaking, Don Quixote leapt from Rocinante's back, stripped
him of both bridle and saddle, and slapped him on the rump.
"One yet a captive sets you free," he told the horse. "Go
where you will, for on your forehead it is written that you are

fleeter than the hippogriff of old." =



"Truth to tell, Sir Knight of the Sad Countenance," said Sancho
Panza, "if my departure and your madness are in earnest, it
would be best to saddle Rocinante up again. Because if | have
to walk, God only knows how long it will take me to reach El
Toboso."

"Whatever you say, Sancho,” Don Quixote replied. "But you
shall not leave for three days' time. First | want you to witness
all the things | plan to do and say in my lady's name, so you
can give her a complete account."

"What more is there for me to see besides what I've already
seen?" asked Sancho Panza.

"| still have to shred my clothes, scatter my arms, dash my
head against the rocks, as well as perform several other tricks

that will astonish and amaze you," Don Quixote replied. ho



"For the love of God!" cried Sancho. "You might hit such a
pointy rock that the first blow will put an end to your whole
penance. Since this is all in good fun anyway, just a jest or
joke or spoof, if you have to bang your head, it seems to me it
might as well be on something soft like cotton--even water. ['ll
still tell your lady that you rammed your head against a rock as
hard as any diamond."

"Thanks all the same, but I'll have you know this is no laughing
matter but the solemn truth; otherwise, I'd be breaking the law
of chivalry, which forbids us to lie. The blows to my head must
be real and they must hurt, with no fish, ands, or buts."”

"Very well, then," Sancho said, "but please--write your letter
and let me be off to El Toboso. [I'll tell your lady such wonderful
things about you that she'll turn soft as a glove, even if she's
tough as a chestnut to begin with. Then I'll fly through the air

like a wizard and bring you her honey-toned reply." Ao



"But how shall we write the letter?" asked the Knight of the Sad
Countenance. "Ah, | know. I'll write it in my notebook, and
when you come to a village with a schoolmaster you can have
it copied out on proper paper or give it to a parish clerk to be
transcribed."

"What about the signature?"

"It can be signed "Yours till death, the Knight of the Sad
Countenance,"' said Don Quixote. "It doesn't matter if the
handwriting is different. Dulcinea can't read or write, and
she's never seen my handwriting before, so she won't notice. |
should tell you that in all the twelve long years I've loved her |
haven't seen her more than a few times, and our love has
never gone beyond a modest glance, because her father,
Lorenzo Corchuelo, and her mother, Aldonza Nogales, keep

such a strict and careful eye on her." &



"Do you mean to tell me," Sancho began, "that the daughter of
Lorenzo Corchuelo is Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, otherwise
known as Aldonza Lorenzo?"

"l do indeed," said Don Quixote.

"As | live and breathe," said Sancho Panza. "l know her well,
and | can tell you she's built like an ox, if not like a whole
stable. Yes, she's a strapping thing, all right. She can wield
an axe as well as any man. What muscles, what lungs! And a
real mouth on her too. Of course she must have changed a lot
since | last saw her, because the sun and wind play havoc with
a woman's looks when she stays out in the fields day after day.
Well, well, well. And here | was believing that your Dulcinea
was a princess or at least a person of some stature. When you
come right down to it, what good would it do Lady Aldonza
Lorenzo, | mean Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, if all the knights in
the world came courting her on bended knee? She'd probably

die laughing."” =
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"I've told you before," said Don Quixote, "and I'll tell you again.
Sometimes your mouth is too big for your own good. | happen
to be perfectly content to imagine and believe that Aldonza
Lorenzo is the greatest princess in the world. In case you
didn't know, two qualities inspire love more than all the others:
beauty and reputation. These my lady Dulcinea has in
abundance. In beauty she has no rival and in reputation few
can touch her."

"What | meant to say, sir, is that Your Worship's always right
and I'm a fool. Give me the letter and I'll be on my way."

Don Quixote took out his notebook and calmly began to write.
When he was done, he read it aloud so Sancho would
remember what it said, just in case anything should happen to

it on the way, &
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DON QUIXOTE'S LETTER TO DULCINEA DEL TOBOSO:
Sovereign and noble lady:

He who has been pierced by the lance of absence and
wounded in the very fabric of his heart, sweet Dulcinea del
Toboso, wishes you the health he cannot claim for himself.

If thy beauty spurns me, if thy strength be not with me but
against me, ill shall I yet bear my grief, which is not only
great, but everlasting. My good squire Sancho will give you
all the details. Ungrateful beauty and beloved foe!
Inasmuch as | remain at thy beck and call, | am all thine
should you wish to succor me; if not, do as you wish, and by
ending my life | will satisfy both thy cruelty and my desire.

Thine until death,
The Knight of the Sad Countenance. A



"By my father!" Sancho said when he had finished. "That's the
noblest thing | ever heard! You say exactly what you mean,
and the Knight of the Sad Countenance is the perfect signature.
| swear there's nothing you don't know."

"In my line of work," said Don Quixote, "you have to know
everything."

"I'm off to saddle Rocinante," Sancho said. "I'm not going to
wait around to watch your penance. I'll tell Lady Dulcinea
what you want me to, and she'll be more than satisfied."

"At least stay to see me naked. [I'll run through the first dozen
or two tricks in less than half an hour. After that, | don't mind
if you make up the rest."

"For God's sake, Your Worship, | couldn't bear to see you naked.
It would only make me cry, and after all the tears | shed last
night for my beloved donkey, I'm in no condition for fresh grief."

©



"Very well, then. [I'll wait for you right here," said Don Quixote.
"Still, just to be on the safe side, cut some broom sprigs and
scatter them from time to time along your route. They'll lead
you back to me like the thread in Theseus' labyrinth."

"I'l do as you say," said Sancho Panza.

Then, with many tears on both sides and not before Don
Quixote had given him his blessing, Sancho climbed into
Rocinante's saddle and set out for El Toboso, stopping every
now and then to scatter the sprigs of bloom as he had
promised.

But he had gone only a hundred yards when he turned back.
"On second thought, Your Worship, you were right," he said. "If
I'm to swear that | saw you perform certain tricks, | ought to
witness at least one, though I've already seen the biggest one
of all: your refusal to budge from this godawful place."

"Just you wait," said Don Quixote. "I'll be done in nothing flat."
Ao
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Quickly pulling down his breeches, he stood barebottomed,
wearing just his shirt. Then, with no further ado, he leapt up
twice, clicked his heels in the air, and did two somersaults,
exposing certain parts of himself, which sent Sancho scurrying
back to Rocinante, ready and able to swear that his master was

mad as a hatter. &




After traveling all day along the road to El Toboso, Sancho came
to the same inn where he had suffered his mishap with the
blanket. Once again he felt as if he were flying through the air,
which left him reluctant to go past the door, even though it had
been ages since he'd had a decent meal.

He was still hesitating when two men came out into the
courtyard.

"Tell me, Sir Priest," one said to the other, "isn't that our good
neighbor Sancho Panza, who left town as Don Quixote's
squire?"

"Indeed it is," replied the priest, "and that is Don Quixote's
horse."

As chance would have it, it was the priest and barber from his
village, the same men who had burned Don Quixote's books.
They were eager for news of Don Quixote, but Sancho decided
not to tell them where he was or what he was up to at that
moment. So when they asked after his master he replied that
Don Quixote was extremely busy with a matter of great
importance, the nature of which he could not reveal for all the
tea in China. &
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"Oh no you don't, Sancho Panza," said the barber. "If you don't
tell us where he is, we'll have no choice but to conclude that
you've robbed and slain him. After all, you're riding his horse."

"You have no right to threaten me like that," said Sancho Panza.
"Let each man die according to his fate or by the will of God
who made him. If you really want to know, my master's up on
that mountain over there, having the time of his life doing a
penance.”

And out poured the story of all the adventures that had befallen
him and Don Quixote and the letter he was carrying to Lady
Dulcinea del Toboso, who was the daughter of Lorenzo
Corchuelo, with whom Don Quixote was head over heels in
love. The priest and the barber were amazed, even though
they already knew that Don Quixote had lost his mind. They
asked to see the letter, and Sancho Panza told them it was
written in a little notebook, and that Don Quixote had asked
that a proper copy be drawn up at the first opportunity. The
priest offered to transcribe it himself in his best hand, but when

Sancho felt inside his vest there was nothing there. =)



The notebook had remained behind with Don Quixote, and
Sancho had forgotten to ask for it before he left.

Sancho turned pale as death. Once again he patted himself all
over, only to realize afresh that he could not produce the letter.
He immediately slapped himself a dozen times and began to
pluck his beard out hair by hair until his face and chin were
bloody.

At this terrible sight the priest and the barber asked what could
possibly have happened to make Sancho treat himself so badly.

"I've lost the notebook," Sancho said, "and that's not all."

He told them that his beloved burro had been stolen, and the
priest consoled him by offering to help him draw up a
promissory note for the three baby donkeys Don Quixote had
promised him on their return. With that Sancho was comforted
and offered to recite the letter to Dulcinea, which he said he

knew almost by heart. <




"Tell it to us then," the barber said, "and we'll transcribe it for
you later."

Standing first on one foot and then on the other, Sancho
scratched his head and tried to summon up the letter. He
looked down at the ground and up at the sky, and then he
looked back at the ground. Finally, after a long silence, he
began to speak.

"Hang it all, Sir Priest, I'll be damned if | remember. All | know
is that it started out with 'Noble and slovenly lady.""

"'Slovenly' doesn't sound right," said the barber. "Could it
have 'sovereign'?"

"Yes, that's it," said Sancho. "And then, if memory serves me
right, it continued with 'He that is pierced, sleepless, and
wounded kisses your hands, ungrateful and thankless beauty.'

=



After that there was something about the health and sickness
that he wished her, and then it ran on until he signed it 'Yours
until death, the Knight of the Sad Countenance."’

The pair were not a little amused by Sancho's memory. They
begged him to repeat the letter so they could learn it by heart
themselves and later write it down. Sancho recited it three
times again, and three times over he made three thousand
comical mistakes. Then he explained that if he received a
favorable response from Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, Don Quixote
was going to try to become an emperor, or at any rate a
monarch. By that point, Sancho said, he himself would surely
be a widower and would marry one of the empress' ladies-in-
waiting, the heiress to a large estate, after which he would
have nothing more to do with isles or inlands, thank you all the
same.

So seriously did Sancho Panza recount all this, wiping his nose
from time to time, that the priest and the barber were freshly
astounded by the strength of Don Quixote's madness, which
had spirited his poor squire's brains away along with his own.
But they were loath to dispel Sancho's illusions; besides, they
found his chatter quite amusing. &l



"What we have to do now," remarked the priest, "is figure out a
way to free your master from the senseless penance he's
performing. And if we want to think well, we had better go
inside and eat."

Sancho agreed but said he would wait for them outside; he
promised to tell them later why he didn't want to go indoors.
The priest and the barber disappeared into the inn, and a little
later the barber brought him some dinner, along with fodder for
Rocinante. Soon afterward the priest came out and explained
the course of action he and the barber had concocted. The
priest would dress up as a damsel in distress, and the barber
would pretend to be her squire. In this disguise they would go
to Don Quixote and beg a boon of him, which Don Quixote, as
a good knight errant, could not refuse. The favor was that he
follow the damsel wherever she might lead and that he undo a
grievous wrong a wicked knight had done her. She would also
beg him not to remove her mask or inquire about her rank until

he had finished punishing the knight. =




The priest was sure Don Quixote would agree, and that they
would be able to lure him from the mountains and lead him
home, where they would try to find a cure for his strange
madness.

The priest's plan did not displease the barber--just the opposite,
in fact--and they began to prepare themselves at once. The
priest asked the innkeeper's wife to lend him a dress, and the
barber asked for an oxtail from which he could fashion a long
beard. When she asked what they planned to do with these
strange articles of clothing, they told her about Don Quixote
and how he had lost his mind and was holed up in the
mountains whence, thus disguised, they hoped to lure him
home. From their description, the innkeeper and his wife
immediately recognized their erstwhile guest, the madman
whose squire had been so rudely blanketed. In the end the
landlady outfitted the curate to perfection. She gave him a
wool dress stiffened with black velvet stripes and a bodice of
green velvet with white satin piping. He tied a piece of sheer
black taffeta across his forehead and another one over his
beard. Then he put on his broad hat, wrapped his cloak
around him, and mounted his mule sideways like a woman,
while the barber mounted his, his new beard falling to his
waist. &
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But no sooner had they left the inn than the priest had second
thoughts: it was unseemly, he realized, for a clergyman to go
about in such attire, so he asked the barber to trade clothes
with him. If the barber refused, he would go no further, and to
hell with Don Quixote.

When Sancho caught up with them he could not help laughing
at their costumes. The barber finally agreed to play the
damsel in distress, but insisted on wearing his own clothes until
they reached their destination. So he folded up his dress and
the priest packed up his beard, and they rode on. Meanwhile,
Sancho continued to recount the adventures that had befallen
him and Don Quixote in the Sierra Morena, but with one
exception. He said nothing about the leather case and all it
held. &l



The next day they came upon the trail of broom sprigs Sancho
had left to mark the path to the spot where he had left his
master. It was time, he told his two companions, to put on
their disquises. It had already been agreed that Sancho would
not give them away. And if Don Quixote were to ask him, as
he certainly would, whether he had delivered the letter to
Dulcinea, he must say yes, but that since she could neither
read nor write she had replied by word of mouth, commanding
him to come to her at once on pain of losing her affection.

Sancho proposed that he should ride ahead and give Don
Quixote Dulcinea's reply, since that alone might do the trick
without putting them to any trouble. The priest and the barber
agreed and sat down to wait beside a gentle stream in the cool
shade of the towering rocks and trees. It was three o'clock in
the afternoon of a hot August day, which made their refuge all

the more inviting. =



As they were relaxing in the shade, they chanced to hear a
voice of surpassing sweetness.

What turned my joy to pain?
Disdain.

What made a fool of me?
Jealousy.

What pierced my loving heart?
A rival's dart.

The song gave way to a deep sigh. The priest and the barber
waited a moment and then got up to see who could possibly
have such a beautiful voice and such a broken heart. They
had not gone far when, rounding the corner of a rock, they saw
a young man dressed all in rags. At first he remained silent,
his head bent forward. But after the priest implored him, he

addressed them with the following words. &l



"Whoever you may be, | see that you are messengers from
Heaven. But before you attempt to draw me away to a better
place, first listen to my tale, for once you have heard my
countless woes you may wish to spare yourselves the effort of
consoling one whose heart is broken past repair."”

They begged him to proceed, and with their encouragement
the sad-faced youth began his tale.

"My name is Cardenio; my birthplace one of the finest cities of
Andalusia; my family rich; and my misfortunes so great that all
my parents could do for me was weep, for earthly riches are
powerless against fate's heavy hand. In our city there dwelled
a maiden as noble and rich as I, whom | loved from my
tenderest years, as she loved me. As we grew older our love
grew too, until one day | decided to ask her father for her hand.

He told me my own father should come and see him. A



"But when | entered my father's chamber, he was holding a
letter from Duke Ricardo, a Spanish grandee whose estate lies
in the richest part of Andalusia, who had summoned me to
serve his eldest son and promised to find me suitable
employment afterward. | was stunned by the letter, but even
more so by my father's words. | was to leave the following
morning, he said, and should give thanks to God for leading me
toward the future | so richly deserved.

"I told my Lucinda what had happened and begged her father
to give me a few days until | figured out the duke's intentions.

=



"I was well received by the duke's household, but by none as
well as by his second-born son Fernando, a lively, likable fellow
who quickly became my friend and who told me of a love affair
that was causing him no little grief. He was enamored of a
farmer's daughter, a girl so beautiful, so modest, and so well-
mannered that he had offered to marry her in hopes of winning
her affection. But now he was having second thoughts. He
proposed that we spend a few months at my father's, during
which he hoped to forget her. He would tell the duke we were
going to my native city to buy horses, since the best horses in
the world are bred there.

"The duke gave his permission, and we traveled to my city. As
soon as we arrived | went to see Lucinda. To my undoing, |
told Fernando of my passion, praising her beauty, her grace,
and her wit, and arousing in him a great desire to see her.
Finally | let him join me one evening beneath the window where
it was my wont to talk with my betrothed. Lucinda was
dressed in a loose shift, and looked so beautiful in the
candlelight that Don Fernando instantly lost both his tongue

and mind; in other words, he fell madly, hopelessly, in love. Ao



"To make a long story short, Fernando sent me to his elder
brother on the pretext of borrowing some money to pay for six
horses we had bought while in my city. The brother bade me
wait eight days, even though he was a wealthy man and could
easily have given me the sum | asked for right away. But
several days after | arrived, a man handed me a letter from
Lucinda explaining that Don Fernando had asked to marry her
and that her father had agreed. The wedding was scheduled
to take place in utmost haste and secrecy, two days from when
she wrote.

"The sudden rage | felt toward Don Fernando, along with my
fear of losing the prize | had earned through so many years of
service and devotion, lent wings to my feet, and by the
following morning | was standing at Lucinda's door. &l



"'Cardenio,"' she said, "today | am to be a bride. At this very
moment the traitor Fernando and my greedy father are waiting
in the hall; however, they shall witness not my wedding but my
death. | want you to be present at this sacrifice. There is a
dagger in my dress, with which | intend to end my life and show
you the great love I've borne you all along and bear you still.'

"Here the night of my sadness fell; the sun of my happiness
set; | was left without light in my eyes or sense in my head.
My feet were rooted to the ground, and | was unable to move.
But when | realized how important it was that | be present for
what might happen, | forced myself to enter the house. |
found a hiding place in the great hall itself from which | could
see everything without being seen.

"Fernando arrived dressed in his ordinary clothes. A few
minutes later Lucinda appeared with her mother and two
maids, adorned as befit both her beauty and her station, the

very image of courtly fashion and delight. =
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assembled, the local priest came in and took them each by
hand. When he said, 'Do you, Lucinda, take Don Fernando to
be your lawful husband?' | stuck my head out from behind the
tapestries to be sure | heard Lucinda's reply. Just when |
thought she was going to draw her dagger, | heard her say in
weak and fainting tones, 'l do." Don Fernando said the same
two words and placed a ring on her finger. But as he turned to

kiss her, she fainted dead away into her mother's arms." h=



"Everyone was in an uproar, and when her mother unlaced
Lucinda's dress to give her air, she found a letter which Don
Fernando immediately snatched and read by the light of the
torches. When he had finished, he sat down in a chair and put
his hand on his cheek, lost in thought and paying no attention
to the attempts being made to bring his bride back from her
swoon. At this point | ventured out and returned to the house
where | had left my mule. Then, like Lot, | left my city without
looking back. |rode all night, and at dawn | struck into these
mountains, where | wandered for three days without seeing a
soul. Finally | asked some herdsmen where the wildest portion
of the mountain lay, and they showed me this spot."

"My usual dwelling is a hollow cork tree. The shepherds who
ply these hills feed me out of charity. And so | shall spend
what remains of my wretched life, until the day Heaven decides
to bring it to a close."

Here Cardenio ended his sad tale. But just as the priest was
preparing to offer him some words of consolation, they heard
another mournful voice, whose story will be told in the next

chapter. &



Once again the priest and his companions got up to look for the
source of the voice that had reached their ears. They had not
gone twenty yards when, coming around a jutting boulder, they
saw a young man seated underneath a tree. He was dressed
like a peasant, in a short gray cape, a cap of the same color,
matching breeches, and a pair of leggings that were rolled
halfway up his calves, which were as white as marble. They
were unable to see his face because he was bent over a small
brook in which he was washing his feet. In fact, he was so
absorbed in his ablutions that he did not hear them approach.
They were astounded at the beauty and delicacy of his feet,
which looked like two pieces of pure crystal and seemed ill-
suited to trudging up and down the fields behind an oxen team
and plow. When he had finished he looked up, revealing a face
so piercingly beautiful that Cardenio whispered to the priest

that it must be a god. =



Then, still unaware of their presence, the youth took off his cap
and, shaking his head from side to side, let fall a headful of
gold hair as splendid as the sun. With this the priest and his
companions realized that their young man was a woman, and
one more beautiful than any they had ever seen--all of them,
that is, except Cardenio, who later said he could only compare
her to Lucinda.

Moved by admiration and the desire to know who she might be,
the three men stepped forward from their hiding place. At this
the woman jumped to her feet and, without putting on her
shoes or tying her hair, bolted away in fright. But she had
gone only a few steps when the sharp stones pierced her feet
and she fell down.

"Stop, lady, whoever you are," the priest called out. "There is
no need for you to flee." &



Then, helping her up by the hand, he continued, "What your
clothes deny, you hair reveals. If we cannot relieve your
anguish, we can at least advise you. So dear lady, or dear sir--
whichever you prefer--banish the fear our presence here has
caused you and tell us your story, whether it be good or bad."”

The disguised maid stood spellbound as he spoke, staring at
the three of them without a word, but she soon gave a deep
sigh and broke her silence.

"Since this lonely peak cannot conceal me, nor my long hair
allow my tongue to lie, | may as well comply with your request,
though | fear the tale of my misfortune will cause you grief as
well as pity."

After putting on her shoes and tying up her hair, she sat down
on a stone. The three men gathered around her and she
began her tale, doing her best to hold back the tears that

sprang to her eyes. &



"Here in Andalusia there is a duke who has two sons. The
elder one is heir to his estate and upright character, the
younger to | know not what, unless it be to treason and deceit.
My parents are tenants of this lord, but though of humble birth,
they are quite rich."

"They are farmers, simple folk whose wealth and generosity of
spirit have gradually transformed them into gentry, even
aristocrats of sorts. But their greatest wealth and nobility lay
in me, their only child. | was the apple of their eye and the
staff of their old age; my every wish was their command.
Whenever | went out, | was so closely veiled and guarded that
my eyes scarcely saw any more of the earth than my feet
touched. Even so, the eyes of love, or should | say the eyes of
greed, found me out in the person of Fernando, the younger
son of the duke | mentioned earlier."

At the mention of Fernando's name Cardenio turned pale and
broke into a sweat. The priest and barber were afraid he was
about to have a fit, but he stood stock-still, staring at the
farmer's daughter and trying to imagine who on earth she
could possibly be. She, however, unaware of his reactions,

continued her tale. &
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the tricks Fernando had up his sleeve. He bribed the servants
in our house and lavished gifts on all my relatives. Our street
became a carnival, with musicians keeping everyone awake
night after night. And who could possibly keep track of all the
love letters he sent? Of course, with my parents' advice, |
resisted; given the difference between our ranks, | knew that
his campaign was for his own amusement, not for any benefit it

might bring me." Ao



"One day Fernando found out that my parents were planning to
seek a suitable match for me. That night | was all alone in my
room with my serving maid when he suddenly appeared before
me. He grabbed me in his arms, and | was unable to defend
myself."

"Inexperienced as | was and confused by his tears and sighs, |
came to believe the lies he whispered in my ear. 'Were it not
for my honor,' | told him, 'l would give you what you wish, for
though a humble farmer's daughter, | count myself as noble as
yourself. Still, only a lawful husband can win from me what
you desire." "

"'If that is all that worries you, lovely Dorotea,' the traitor said,
'l hereby give you my hand.""

When Cardenio heard the name Dorotea, his suspicions were
confirmed, but he still said nothing, not wanting to interrupt the

story whose ending he had all but guessed. <



"Then," continued Dorotea, "he took one of the holy images |
kept in my room and held it up while giving me his solemn oath
that he would be my husband. | begged him to think twice
about it, because his father would be furious if he married a
peasant girl like me, one of his own tenants. But all my
protests were in vain."

"I told myself that | would hardly be the first to rise from low to
high estate through marriage, just as Fernando was not the first
inclined by beauty or blind love--probably the latter--to marry
beneath his station. And so, persuaded as much by my own
arguments as by his oaths and charm and tears, | finally
accepted his desire as my own."

"But morning could not come fast enough for Don Fernando,
who rushed outside before the sun was up, escorted by my
maid. | told him he was welcome in my chamber any time he
pleased, until such time as our marriage was made public, for |
now belonged to him. He returned the following night, but

never again." <



"I combed the streets for weeks until | tired of looking. Finally |
heard the news. Fernando had married a beautiful young
woman from a nearby city. Her name was Lucinda, her family
was noble, and strange tales were being told about their
wedding."

When Cardenio heard the name Lucinda, he only shrugged his
shoulders, bit his lips, and frowned. Then his eyes became a
flood of tears. But Dorotea continued with her story,
unperturbed.

"I was so angry that at first | wanted to tell the world how
Fernando had betrayed me. But that very night | came up with
a plan. | borrowed the clothes | have on now from a shepherd
in my father's employ. | stuffed some clothing of my own into
a pillowcase, along with some money and some jewels, just to
be on the safe side. Then, without telling my treacherous
maid, | slipped from my house under cover of darkness,

accompanied only by this shepherd and my worst fears." =



"We traveled more than two days before reaching the city
where Lucinda's parents lived. The first man | stopped told me
more than | wanted to hear. He showed me the house and told
me that on the night of the wedding, after Lucinda had said
yes, she had fallen into a deep faint, and that when her
husband loosed her dress to help her breathe, he had found a
letter written in Lucinda's hand in which she declared that she
could not become his wife because she was already married to
Cardenio, a noble gentleman of the same city. She had agreed
to the wedding only so as not to disobey her parents. And
that's not all: after trying to stab her with the dagger he found
hidden in her dress while she was unconscious, Don Fernando
escaped. Lucinda did not recover from her swoon until the
following day, when she told her parents that she was really
and truly the wife of this Cardenio. And there was more:
Cardenio, people said, had been present at the wedding but
had rushed from the city in despair when he saw her married to
Fernando, leaving behind a letter declaring his intention to flee
to where nobody would ever find him. All this was common
knowledge in the city. Indeed, people spoke of nothing else,
especially when they learned that Lucinda had vanished from
her house and that her parents were beside themselves with

grief." &l




"This news gave me some hope. Perhaps Heaven had
prevented Don Fernando from taking a second wife so he would
recognize his duty to his first."

"I was still there in the city, turning these thoughts over in my
mind, when | heard a town crier announce that a handsome
sum would be paid to anyone who found me, with a detailed
description of my person, down to the very clothing | had on. |
immediately made my way into these mountains. How many
months | spent alone here | don't know, but at long last | found
a herdsman who took me as his servant. I've been his
farmhand ever since, always managing to stay out in the fields
so that my hair would not give me away, as it has finally done
to you."

"This, gentlemen, is the true story of my tragedy; judge for
yourselves whether the sighs you overhead, the words | have

just spoken, and the tears | shed were justified or not." hs



With this she fell silent, and her face turned a color that
revealed the depth of her shame and sorrow. Her listeners too
were overcome, feeling both pity and wonder at her disgrace.
Then, just as the priest was about to offer her some words of
consolation and advice, Cardenio stepped forward. "Does this
mean you are fair Dorotea, the only daughter of rich Clenardo?"

Dorotea was astonished to hear her father's name, especially
on the lips of one so lowborn as the man in rags who had
addressed her.

"Who are you, friend, who knows my father's name?" Ao



"I," replied Cardenio, "am that unlucky man Lucinda called her
husband. | am none other then Cardenio, reduced to this
desperate, ill-clad, incoherent state by the very hand that
brought you to your current straits. Yes, Dorotea, | was
present at the scene of Fernando's crime, and yes, | couldn't
bear to see what happened after my Lucinda fainted, and |
rushed headlong from her home. But if your tale be true, as |
believe it is, perhaps Heaven has reserved a happier ending for
us both than we dared hope. For if Lucinda cannot marry Don
Fernando, since she is mine, nor Don Fernando marry her, since
he is yours, then we may yet believe that each will be restored
to rightful each, since all four of us are still alive."

Dorotea was so overwhelmed by Cardenio's speech that she
tried to kiss his feet in gratitude. But Cardenio would not allow
her. The priest spoke for both of them, seconding Cardenio's
hopes but urging the two of them to accompany him to his
village, where he would outfit them with everything they might
require. Once there, they could decide whether to go looking
for Fernando or return Dorotea to her parents. Cardenio and

Dorotea thanked him and agreed to go along. &l



Just then they heard shouts which they recognized as Sancho
Panza's. He had found Don Quixote, naked as the day he
came into this world except for his shirt, and nearly faint with
hunger, sighing for his Dulcinea. Sancho had told him of
Dulcinea's command, but Don Quixote refused to leave his
hiding place before he had done more deeds worthy of her
favor. |If this kept up, said Sancho, Don Quixote might never
become an emperor, and he would never get his isle. They
must therefore think of some new plan for getting him home.

The priest told Cardenio and Dorotea the ruse they had
devised, and Dorotea immediately pointed out that she could
play the damsel in distress better than the barber. Not only
did she have the perfect dress, but she knew exactly how to
speak because, she said, she had read many books of chivalry.

"In that case," said the priest, "let's get to work at once." <



Dorotea opened her pillowcase and extracted a costume of the
finest cambric, with a green shawl made from some other
splendid cloth. Then she took a necklace and assorted jewels
from a wooden chest, and in a flash she had transformed
herself into the image of a rich and high-placed lady. Everyone
was charmed by her grace, her beauty, and her noble mien, but
no one was as dazed as Sancho Panza, who swore he had never
seen so beautiful a creature in his whole life--which was the
truth. He asked the priest to tell him who this lovely lady was
and what on earth she was doing in such an out-of-the-way
place.

"This beautiful lady," the priest replied, "is none other than the
heiress to the kingdom of Micomicon. Such is your master's
fame that she has traveled all the way from Guinea to seek a
boon of him--namely, that he right a wrong inflicted on her by a

wicked giant." &



"Happy the search and happy the find!" Sancho exclaimed.
"But please, Sir Priest, convince my master to marry this lady
forthwith, so he'll come quickly to his empire, and | to my
heart's desire. It all depends on his marrying this princess--|
don't know her title yet, so | can't call her by her proper name."

"Her name," replied the curate, "Princess Micomicona, which is
what you would expect. After all, she's the sovereign of
Micomicon."

"But of course," said Sancho Panza. "l've known many men
who took their names and titles from where they lived--Pedro of
Alcala, Juan of Obeda, Diego of Valladolid. It stands to reason
that they follow the same custom in Guinea, and that the

queens there are named after their kingdoms." A=



By this point Dorotea had mounted the priest's mule and the
barber had glued his phony beard back on his chin. They
asked Sancho to lead them to his master, reminding him not to
let on that he knew either the curate or the barber.

They had gone about a mile when they caught sight of Don
Quixote in a clearing full of rocks, fully clothed now but without
his armor. Dorotea urged on her palfrey, with the oxtailed
barber following behind. When they arrived, the "squire" leapt
from his mule and reached up to take Dorotea in his arms. She
dismounted with great ease and fell to her knees at Don
Quixote's feet.

"I will not rise, oh valorous, distinguished knight, until Your
Grace grants me a boon that will raise your honor and prestige
in the name of the most grievously aggrieved and wrongfully
wronged maid the sun has ever shone on."

"I will not answer you, beauteous lady," Don Quixote said, "nor
hear another word about your plight, until you rise from this

position." &
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"I will not rise, sir," replied the damsel in distress, "until you
grant me what | wish."

"I grant it freely," Don Quixote said, "so long as it in no wise
hurts or harms my obligations to my king, my country, and the
lady who holds sway over my heart."

"Your Worship can easily grant the boon she asks," Sancho
whispered in his master's ear. "All you have to do is slay a
giant. The lady is Her Highness the princess Micomicona,

queen of the great Ethiopian kingdom of Micomicon."

"I repeat that | grant your request," said Don Quixote. "With
the help of God and my right arm, you shall soon find yourself
restored to your ancient throne."

Then he asked Sancho to prepare Rocinante and help him on
with the assorted pieces of his armor, which hung like trophies

from the branches of a nearby tree. Ao



The barber was on bended knee, trying with all his might to
keep from laughing and not to lose his beard, which would have
brought everybody's hopes to naught as soon as he heard Don
Quixote's promise, he jumped to his feet and helped the so-
called princess mount her mule. Then he climbed onto his
own, and Don Quixote mounted Rocinante, leaving Sancho to
go on foot. Sancho missed his beloved ass, but he was of
good cheer, for it seemed to him that his master was finally on
his way toward becoming an emperor. He had not the
slightest doubt that Don Quixote would marry the princess and

at the very least become king of Micomicon. Ao



Meanwhile, Cardenio and the priest, who were still hiding
behind some bushes, were at their wits' ends for an excuse to
join the others. But the priest, whose imagination served him
well, soon hatched a plan. Taking out a pair of scissors from
their leather case, he snipped off Cardenio's beard and dressed
him in his own gray jacket and black cape. Cardenio looked so
different that he would not have recognized himself if he had
looked into a mirror. The rest of the party had already set out
while the two of them were changing, but they ran ahead and
managed to be standing on the plain when Don Quixote and his
traveling companions emerged from the pass.

The priest stared at Don Quixote as if he were struggling to
recognize him. He stood there for a goodly while and then ran
up to him with open arms.

"Welcome, Mirror of Chivalry!" he cried. "My countryman Don
Quixote de la Mancha, protector and comforter of those in
need! The flower and cream of all nobility, and the very

quintessence of knight errantry!" &l




As he spoke, he clasped Don Quixote's left knee. Don Quixote
looked him up and down, and when he finally recognized him
he was astonished.

"Please, Sir Curate," Don Quixote said, "it isn't right that |
should go on horseback while so reverend a person as yourself
travels on foot."

"I am but a humble priest," the priest replied, "and will gladly
ride one of the mules, if nobody objects."

"I'm sure my lady the princess will be pleased to ask her squire
to give you the saddle of his mule. He can ride on the crupper
if the animal will have it."

"Certainly," replied the barber. And he jumped to the ground,
offering his saddle to the priest, who accepted in a trice. But
just as the barber was climbing up behind him, the mule reared
up and gave two mighty kicks that would have sent the barber
reeling had they struck him in the head or chest. As it was,
the barber fell to the ground in fright, forgetting all about his
beard, which came unstuck. He promptly clasped both hands

to his face and began to moan that his jaw was broken. A=l



"Behold a miracle!" Don Quixote exclaimed when he saw the
beard on the ground without a trace of blood. "His beard has
fallen from his face as clean as if it had been shaved."

The priest, thinking on his feet, ran up to the beard and carried
it to where the barber lay moaning on the ground. Mumbling
some words under his breath, he clasped the barber's head
close to his chest and pressed the wayward beard back on,
explaining that this was a special charm for restoring beards.
When he stepped back, there was the barber, as fully bearded
and healthy as before. Don Quixote was awestruck and
begged the priest to teach him the spell when he had time.
Since it had worked a complete cure, it must, he thought, be
good for more than beards.

"Indeed it is," replied the priest, promising to teach it to him at

the first opportunity. Ao
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As they prepared to go on, they all agreed that the priest
should ride in front and that the others should take turns along
the way until they reached the inn. With three of them in the
saddle--that is to say, Don Quixote, the princess, and the
priest--and three on foot--Cardenio, the barber, and Sancho
Panza--Don Quixote turned to address the princess.

"Lead on, Your Highness, wherever you please." &l



But before she should reply, the priest spoke up. "Whither will
Your Ladyship convey us? Toward Micomicon, perchance?"

Dorotea was quickwitted enough to understand that she was
expected to say yes.

"Yes," she said, "that's exactly what | had in mind."

"In that case," said the priest, "we shall have to pass right
through my village. From there Your Highness can travel
directly to the coast, whence you can set sail for Micomicon."

"What I'd like to know," said Don Quixote as they prepared to
leave, "is what has brought my friend the curate to these parts,

why he's all alone, and how he can be so thinly clad." =



"The answer to that, Your Worship," replied the curate, "is
simple. You see, our good friend the barber and | were
traveling to Seville to collect some money that a distant
relative of mine had sent from the New World, some sixty
thousand silver ducats in all--hardly a trifling sum, you will
agree. But yesterday, just as we were riding down this very
road, four thieves appeared out of the blue and robbed us
blind. They even took our beards and left us in such dreadful
shape that the poor barber had to find a false one. As to this
young lad," he added, pointing toward Cardenio, "why he's
unrecognizable! The strangest part of all is that everyone for
miles around says the men who jumped us were all galley
slaves. Rumor has it they were freed not far from here by a
man who was either clear out of his mind or else as great a
rogue as they. He set a pack of wolves loose among sheep, a
swarm of flies loose over honey. In other words, to make a
long story short, he thumbed his nose at justice, disobeyed his
king and rightful lord, and committed a deed through which his

soul is lost and his body will gain absolutely nothing." =




Sancho had told the barber and the priest the adventure of the
galley slaves, which is why the priest laid it on so thick as he
retold it, eager to observe Don Quixote's every reaction. The
knight changed color with each word and dared not admit that
he had been the one who set the four thugs free.

"Well," the priest said in conclusion, "may God in His mercy
forgive the man who spared those criminals the punishment
they so deserve."

"By my faith, Sir Priest," Sancho exclaimed, "it was my master
who performed that feat. And not because | didn't warn him.
| knew it was a sin to set them free."

"You numskull!" shouted Don Quixote. "A knight errant doesn't
stop to wonder whether the oppressed and downtrodden he
helps are paying for something they did or didn't do; he looks
to their suffering, not their sins. Anyone who disagrees with
that is a liar and an ignoramus. But this trusty sword will set

him straight, so help me God." i




And as he spoke he drew himself up tall in his stirrups and
pulled his visor down over his forehead.

Dorotea realized that everyone but Sancho Panza was making
fun of Don Quixote, "Sir Knight," she said, eager to join the
merriment, "see that you don't forget the boon Your Worship
granted me. No other adventure, no matter how pressing,
should take precedence over the task you promised me."

"I shall be still, my lady," replied Don Quixote, "and restrain the
anger that has justly risen in my heart. But in exchange for
my good will, | beg you to reveal the nature of your troubles, as
well as on whom, and why, and on how many | am to take due,
complete, and satisfactory revenge."

"I shall be glad to," Dorotea replied, settling comfortably into
her saddle and clearing her throat as she prepared to tell her
tale. Cardenio and the barber moved closer so they could hear
what sort of story she would manage to concoct, and so did
Sancho Panza, who had fallen for her ruse as completely as his

master. &



"First of all, gentlemen, you should know that | go by the name
of ..." and here she stopped, because she had forgotten the
name the priest had given her.

Luckily, the priest was quick to the rescue. "It's no surprise,
your Highness," he said, "that you should be confused.
Misfortune often has that effect, and those who have suffered
some reverse of fortune often lose their memory or even forget
their names, as has just happened to your Exalted Self, the
princess Micomicona, lawful heiress to the great kingdom of
Micomicon. Now, with this reminder, your Highness should be

able to continue with your tale." Ao



"Indeed," replied the damsel. "As | was saying, then, my
father the king Tinacrio the Wise, was very skilled in magic.

He foresaw that my mother, Queen Jaramilla, would die before
him and that he himself would follow suit soon after, leaving
me an orphan. Still, all this upset him far less than the fact
that an enormous giant, lord of a large island just a stone's
throw from our kingdom, whose name was Pandafilando the
Scowler (because although his eyes are perfectly well-placed,
he continually squints as if his eyes were crossed, not because
he has trouble seeing but in order to strike fear and dread into
the hearts of everyone he meets)--this terrible giant, according
to my father, would invade the kingdom as soon as | was
orphaned. My only escape would be to marry him; but my
father knew that | would never think of doing that--or of
marrying any other giant, for that matter. He advised me not
to remain in the kingdom after he died and not to resist
Pandafilando's invasion, but to leave immediately for Spain,
where | would enlist the help of a famous knight whose name, |

believe, was Don Azote--or Don Gigote." 9
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"Don Quixote, he must have said," said Sancho Panza.
"Otherwise known as the Knight of the Sad Countenance."."

"That's it," said Dorotea. "He also said that he would be a tall,
gaunt-faced man, with a small dark mole on the right side of
his body, just beneath his left shoulder, or somewhere like that,

with little hairs sticking out of it like bristles on a brush." <



At this, Don Quixote began to remove his shirt.

"Why should Your Worship want to get undressed?" asked
Dorotea.

"To see if | have the mole your father described,"” said Don
Quixote.

"There's no need for you to go to such extremes, Your Worship,"
Sancho said. "l already know you have a mole exactly like the
one Her Highness has described. It's on your back."

"What difference does it make exactly where it is?" said
Dorotea. "We're among friends, so there's no need to bother
with such trifling details. You have a mole, and a mole is a
mole. | know that my father was right in everything he saw,
and that I am equally right in entrusting my fate to Don
Quixote. | can tell by his face that he's the knight my father
meant. As soon as our ship landed in Osuna, | heard tell of all
his exploits, and my heart immediately told me that he was the
man | sought.”

"Osuna?" said Don Quixote. "Osuna, my dear lady, is not a
port." &l



But before Dorotea could reply, the priest stepped into the
breach. "I'm sure Her Highness meant that after her ship
landed in Malaga, the first place she heard about Your Worship
was Osuna."

"That's exactly what | meant." said Dorotea.
"Well then," said the priest. "Will Your Majesty continue?"

"There's nothing more to say," said Dorotea," except that fate
has smiled on me by leading me to Don Quixote, thanks to
whom | once again feel like the mistress and ruler of my realm.
He's promised to accompany me wherever | lead, which of
course will be directly to Pandafilando the Scowler, so that he
may slay him right away and restore what the giant has
usurped. All this will come to pass exactly as my darling
father, Tinacrio the Wise, predicted. My father also left a
message in some foreign alphabet (Chaldean or Greek, | think,
but | can't read it) to the effect that if this knight, once he has
beheaded the evil giant, should wish to marry me, | should
consent to be his lawful wife and grant him possession of my

kingdom." A5



"Did you hear that, Sancho?" said Don Quixote. "Tell me we
can't have a kingdom to our name, and a queen to boot!"

"I swear we do!" cried Sancho Panza, and at that he gave two
pirouettes and leapt into the air with sheer delight. Then,
seizing the bridle of Dorotea's mule, he fell on his knees before
her and begged her to let him kiss her hands, to show the
world that he took her as his lady and his queen.

Who among that company could keep from laughing at the
madness of the master and the gullibility of his squire?
Dorotea held out her hands to Sancho Panza and promised to
make him a great lord of her realm as soon as she was
reinstated on her throne. And Sancho thanked her with words
that once again brought laughter to the lips of all those

present. &l
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Meanwhile, the priest took Dorotea aside and congratulated her
on her story, praising both its cleverness and its concision, as
well as its close resemblance to tales of chivalry. Dorotea said
that she had often whiled away her time with suchlike reading
but that she didn't have the faintest idea about the different
ports and provinces of Spain, which was why she had made the
mistake about Osuna.

"I realized that," the curate said. "That's why | interrupted you
and set things straight. Still, isn't it amazing how readily this
gentleman believes our most elaborate lies, just because
they're dressed up in the style of the books that he's so fond of
reading?"

"Indeed it is," said Cardenio. "In fact, it's so unheard of that |
wonder whether anyone who tried to invent a character like

him would have the genius to pull it off." Ao



While this discussion was taking place, Sancho noticed a gypsy
riding toward them on an ass. When the man drew closer he
saw that it was Guinea de Pasamonte, disguised as a gypsy so
nobody would know him. Putting two and two together, he
realized he was looking at his own beloved ass. "Guinea, you
thief!" he cried. "Give me back my ass, the apple of my eye!
Give back what isn't yours, you bastard!"

But all his curses were unnecessary. At the very first shout,
Guinea jumped from the ass and disappeared into thin air.
Sancho ran up to his burro and threw his arms around him.
"How have you been, my love, my sweet? he murmured,
caressing his mount as if it were a person. "My darling, my
treasure, companion of my every step!" Everyone
congratulated him on recovering his ass, especially Don
Quixote, who promised all the same to make good on his offer
of three baby donkeys, for which Sancho Panza was most

grateful. &



"And now," said Don Quixote, "it's time to find the giant. [I'll
slice off his head and restore the princess to her throne, and
then I'll return to see my Dulcinea. I'll give her such a
wonderful explanation that she'll be grateful for my long delay,
since my deeds only increase her fame and glory. For
everything | have accomplished, am accomplishing, and shall
accomplish in this life | owe to her good will and the fact that |
belong to her, body and soul."

"You really are stark raving mad, Your Worship, aren't you?"
exclaimed Sancho Panza. "Do you mean to tell me that you
plan to travel all that way for nothing and let a princely
marriage slip right through your fingers? You should be
ashamed of yourself. Why, I've heard that Micomicon is bigger
than Spain and Portugal combined. Forgive me, but | am old
enough to give you advice. A bird in the hand is worth two in
the bush. If you lose an opportunity like this, you'll have only

your own self to blame." &



"Listen Sancho," Said Don Quixote, "if the reason you're
advising me to marry is so | can be king after | kill Pandafilando
and therefore reward you as 'l've promised, there's no need to
worry: | can give you what you wish without marrying the
princess. All | have to do is insist that if | slay the giant, |
receive part of the kingdom and that I'm free to bestow it on
anyone | wish. And whom else would | give it to but you?"

"In that case," Sancho said, "choose a piece along the coast, so
that if I'm not entirely happy there | can take the first ship
home. Meanwhile, don't go see the lady Dulcinea. First find
the giant and get it over with; for God knows it will bring us
great honor and profit."

"You're right," said Don Quixote, and vowed not to visit
Dulcinea until he had restored the princess to her throne.

Finally, with no further adventures or untoward events, they
resumed their journey and arrived at the inn that was the dread
and terror of Sancho Panza. This time, like it or not, he would

have to go inside. =)



When the innkeeper, his wife, their daughter, and Maritornes
saw Don Quixote approach, they came running out to welcome
him and all his party. But he returned their greeting with
restraint and asked them to prepare a better bed than the one
they had given him the time before. The innkeeper's wife
replied that she would make him a bed fit for a prince so long
as he was prepared to pay more than the first time around.
Don Quixote said he would, and she set him up in the attic
where he had slept before. He went straight to bed, since he
was badly rattled and his mind was not all there.

Moments later, Sancho came hurtling from the loft. “"Come
quick!" he shouted at the top of his lungs. "My master's locked
in the grisliest battle I've ever seen. He sliced that giant's
head off at the neck as if it were a turnip!"

"Have you taken leave of your senses, Sancho?" asked the
priest. "The giant lives six thousand miles from here!" Ao



Suddenly they heard a great tumult from upstairs. "Halt,
thief!" came Don Quixote's voice. "Stop where you are! I've
got you now, you lousy cur! Your scimitar is worthless now!"

It sounded as if he were slashing at the walls.

"Don't just stand there!" Sancho said. "Go upstairs and try to
break up the fight or at least help my master, even though he
probably doesn't need it anymore. The giant is probably as
dead as dust and already giving God a full account of his rotten
ways and evil life. | saw it with my own two eyes. There was
blood all over the floor and a huge head lying on its side, bigger
than a wineskin."

"As | live and breathe!" exclaimed the innkeeper. "That Don
Quixote has probably run his sword through the wineskins that
were hanging at the foot of his bed. And what this poor devil

thought was blood is probably red wine." =



With that he ran up to the attic, and all the others after him,
where they found Don Quixote in the strangest getup in the
world. He was dressed only in his shirt, which wasn't long
enough in front to cover his thighs and was six inches shorter in
the back. His legs were long and skinny and not terribly clean,
and on his head he wore a small red cap that belonged to the
innkeeper. He had draped a blanket over his left arm, and in
his right hand he held his sword, with which he continually
stabbed the air, spinning around every which way in the room
and shouting strange words as if he were actually fighting a
giant. The best part of all was that his eyes were closed,
because he was sound asleep and dreaming. So vivid was his
image of the adventure that lay ahead of him that in his dream
he had already reached Micomicon and was fighting the terrible

giant to the death. Ao
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He had slashed the wineskins back and forth, and the whole
room was full of wine. The innkeeper was so upset at this
sight that he immediately fell on Don Quixote and began to
pummel him with his fists; if not for Cardenio and the priest,
who stepped between them, he would have brought the war
with the giant to a precipitous end. Despite all this, the
wretched knight did not wake up until the barber brought a
pitcher of cold water from the well and poured it over him.
Even then he did not come fully to his senses. He seemed not
to have the foggiest idea of who or where he was or what he
had been doing.

Meanwhile, Sancho was down on all fours looking for the giant's
head, which of course was nowhere to be found. "I'm
convinced that this whole house is under a spell," he said.

"Last time we were here | hardly slept a wink. And now | can't
find the head | saw sliced off with my own eyes. | saw blood

gushing from the body like a fountain." <



"You crazy infidel!" exclaimed the innkeeper. "Don't you
realize that what you call blood and a fountain are these
wineskins full of holes and this sea of spilled red wine? May
the soul of the man who did this swim in hell!"All | know," said
Sancho Panza, "is that if | don't find that head, my countship
will melt away like salt in water."

Sancho awake was worse than his master asleep: his master's
promises had given him a one-track mind.

The innkeeper was in despair at the squire's nonchalance and
the havoc his master had wreaked on his guest room. He
swore that this time around they would not get away without
paying their bill.

The priest was holding Don Quixote by the hands when the
knight suddenly fell to his knees, believing that he had finished
his adventure and was now in the presence of the princess
Micomicona. "Exalted and most famous lady," he proclaimed,
"Your highness may now rest assured that this vile monster will
not harm you, and so may | who hereby count myself released

from the pledge | gave you." Ao



"Wasn't that just what | said?" said Sancho Panza. "You see? |
wasn't drunk after all. The giant is dead, and my countship is
in the bag!"

Who could help but laugh at the nonsense of these two, master
and servant? Everyone was laughing except the innkeeper,
who kept mentioning the Devil. Finally, and not without a lot
of trouble, the barber, the priest, and Cardenio managed to
steer Don Quixote back to bed, where he fell sound asleep.
Then they went out to the courtyard to comfort Sancho Panza
for not having found the giant's head. They had a harder time
calming down the innkeeper, who was fit to be tied at the
sudden death of his wineskins. His wife too was storming up
and down, cursing the day the knight errant blew into her
house. "May God put a bad end to his adventures and to all
knights errant in the world!" she shouted. "He won't get away
with it, I tell you! Not if I can help it!"

All this and more the innkeeper's wife poured out in a great
frenzy, seconded by her loyal servant Maritornes, while her

daughter looked on with a smile. &l



The priest promised to compensate them for the wine and the
torn wineskins. And Dorotea consoled Sancho Panza by
promising to give him the best countship in her kingdom once
she had made sure that the giant was really and truly dead.
Sancho was much pleased by this and assured the princess
that he had seen the giant's head, which she would recognize
by its long beard. If it did not turn up, he said, it was because
the whole inn was under a spell. Dorotea said that she
believed him and that he had no need to worry because
everything would turn out to his heart's content.

Just then the innkeeper, who was standing in the doorway,
announced the approach of a new group of guests.

"Who are they?" asked Cardenio.

"Four men on horseback," the innkeeper replied, "two on foot,
and a woman dressed in white from head to toe. She has a
veil over her face and she's seated on a wooden saddle."

"Are they near?" the priest inquired. =



"If they were any closer, they'd already be inside."

At this, Dorotea covered her face and Cardenio slipped into Don
Quixote's room, only moments before the new arrivals rode
through the gate. Still in their black riding masks, the men
helped the veiled woman from her horse and settled her onto a
chair just outside the room where Cardenio was hiding. As she
sank into the chair, she let out a deep sigh and her arms fell to
her lap, as if she were about to faint.

"What ails thee, lady?" Dorotea asked, going up to where the
woman sat. "If it be anything that lies within a woman's
powers to remedy, | will gladly help you."

"Don't waste your breath," said one of the masked horsemen.
"Madam is ungrateful by her very nature. And don't
encourage her to speak unless you are prepared to hear the
lies that flow unbidden from her mouth."

"I've never lied," the lady said, breaking her silence. "Just the
opposite, in fact. Truthfulness alone has brought me to this

wretched plight." &



Cardenio, separated from her only by the door, could hardly
believe his ears. "Good God!" he cried. "What's this | hear?
Whose lovely voice has reached my ear?"

At this the lady turned around and, seeing no one behind her,
stood to go into the room. But the masked gentleman barred
her way. As they struggled, her veil fell off, revealing a face of
incomparable beauty. The gentleman was so intent on
keeping his grip that he was unable to hold up his mask, which
had slowly begun to slip. When Dorotea caught sight of his
face, she saw that he was Don Fernando, her long-long-lost
husband, at which she gave a high-pitched moan and pitched
backward in a faint, which would certainly have killed her, had
the barber not been standing there with open arms to break
her fall. &l



Meanwhile, the priest came running up to throw water on
Dorotea's face. When he lifted her veil, Don Fernando was
almost struck dead by the sight. But this did not loosen his
hold on the woman who was struggling to free herself from his
embrace, who had recognized Cardenio by his cries. Cardenio
had also heard Dorotea's moan and, thinking that it was
Lucinda, came running from the room where he was hiding.
The first person he saw was Don Fernando, with his arms
around Lucinda. Don Fernando immediately recognized
Cardenio, and they all stood rooted to the floor, barely
understanding what had happened. Dorotea stared at Don
Fernando, Don Fernando at Cardenio, Cardenio at Lucinda, and

Lucinda at Cardenio. =l
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"Just think," she said, turning to Don Fernando, "How Heaven,
moving in mysterious ways, has brought me back to my true
husband."

Dorotea, meanwhile, recovered from her swoon. Now it was
her turn to speak. ho



"I, my lord," she said, throwing herself at Don Fernando's feet,
"am that humble country girl, the hapless Dorotea, whom you
once wanted for your wife. Perhaps my untarnished love for you
can make up for the beauty and nobility of the lady you hold in
your arms. You cannot be the fair Lucinda's, because you are
mine, nor can she be yours, because she is Cardenio's."

Poor Dorotea went on and on, speaking with such feeling and
weeping so profusely that even the other men in Don Fernando's
party were moved to tears. Lucinda felt a mixture of pity and
admiration; but much as she wanted to whisper some words of
comfort in her ear, Don Fernando still held her tight.

At this point Fernando's friends, along with the priest and the
barber, who had witnessed the whole scene, implored him to be
moved by Dorotea's tears. Not by chance, they said, but by
Heaven's express will, had everyone been reunited in this unlikely
spot. Besides, only death could part Lucinda and Cardenio. If
Don Fernando would turn his eyes to Dorotea, he would see that

few or none could equal her, much less excel her. A=



To these arguments the priest added so many others that Don
Fernando's valiant heart finally softened. As a sign that he had
given up and accepted the priest's good advice, he bent down
and took Dorotea in his arms.

"Rise, my lady," he said. "The woman | hold in my heart must
not kneel at my feet. All | ask is that you not reproach me for my
misconduct and neglect. | wish Lucinda a long and happy life
with her Cardenio, and may Heaven grant me the same with you."

With these words he embraced Dorotea again and pressed her
cheek to his own so tenderly that he had all he could do to keep
from weeping. But Lucinda, Cardenio, and almost everybody else
showed no such restraint. Their tears flowed so abundantly,
some for their own happiness and some for others', that anyone
arriving on the scene would have thought some terrible disaster
had befallen them. Even Sancho wept, although he later said it
was because he had just learned that Dorotea was not the
princess Micomicona, from whom he expected such great gifts,
and because his hopes of winning an isle were going up in smoke.

b=



Dorotea wondered whether her new happiness was just a dream.
Cardenio had similar doubts, and so did Lucinda. Don Fernando
gave thanks to Heaven for having freed him from the intricate
labyrinth in which he had come within a hair's breadth of losing
not only his honor but his soul. Everyone at the inn rejoiced at
the happy resolution of such a difficult and complicated story.
The priest dotted all the i's and crossed the t's, congratulating
each of the four lovers in turn. But the most jubilant of all was
the innkeeper's wife, because Cardenio and the priest had
promised to make up for all the damage she had suffered on
account of Don Quixote.

Sancho Panza, the very picture of despair, went to see his master,
who was just waking up. "Sleep on, Sir Knight of the Sad
Countenance," he said. "You can stop worrying about slaying
giants or restoring the princess to her throne. It's all over and

done." &



"I believe you," said Don Quixote. "The battle | fought with that
giant was the fiercest | ever hope to see. So much blood poured
out of him it flooded the whole floor!"

"More like wine, Your Worship, don't you think?" said Sancho
Panza. "You may not have noticed yet, but I'll have you know
that your dead giant is a sword-slashed wineskin; his blood the
twelve gallons of red wine it contained; and his severed head--oh,
the hell with it--and may the Devil take it all!"

"I beg your pardon?" replied Don Quixote.

"You have only to get up,"” said Sancho, "and you'll see what a fine
mess you've made. And you'll see the queen become an
ordinary lady by the name of Dorotea, along with a whole host of

other things that will startle and amaze you." Ao



"They will do nothing of the sort," said Don Quixote. "I told you
the last time we were here: everything that happens in this
place is the result of magic.

Sancho handed him his clothes, and while he was getting dressed
the priest told Don Fernando and the others about Don Quixote's
madness and the plan they had come up with to entice him home.
He also told them almost all the stories he had heard from Sancho
Panza, which drew oohs and ahs from their lips, not to mention
laughter, and they agreed that this was far and away the
strangest form of madness a madman could devise. That wasn't
all: since the happy resolution of Dorotea's woes had put an end
to their cherished scheme, they would have to come up with

another way of luring Don Quixote home. Ao



Just then Don Quixote entered the room, decked out in his entire
collection of accouterments, including the somewhat battered
helmet of Mambrino. Don Fernando and his companions were
flabbergasted by his strange appearance, especially his long,
sallow face, his jumble of assorted weapons, and his solemn
bearing. They waited silently to see what he would say, and he
soon obliged them, addressing the beautiful Dorotea in his
gravest tone of voice.

"My faithful squire informs me that Your Highness has been
brought low and your very self destroyed. If this was by order of
that necromancing wizard, your late father, he didn't and still
doesn't know the half of what he should. If he had read his
chivalry, he would have realized that lesser knights than | have
overcome obstacles far greater.”

Here Don Quixote stopped to await the princess's reply. But she,
knowing that Fernando planned to continue the deception until
they had successfully returned Don Quixote to his village, replied
with great aplomb. 9



{ewc MVBMP ViewerBmp, graphics.bmp}



"Whoever told you, brave Knight of the Sad Countenance, that
I've been changed or altered told you wrong, for I'm the same
today as | was yesterday. The truth of the matter is that my luck
has turned, bringing about certain changes, as it has granted me
my heart's desire, but none of that has altered me from who | was
before nor in any way transmuted my desire to avail myself of
your valorous, invincible, and invulnerable right arm. Indeed,
had it not been for you, good sir, | believe | should never have
known the stroke of great good luck that has so recently come my
way, of which | can imagine no better witness than the present
company, who can testify to the truth of what | say. All that
remains is for us to set out first thing tomorrow morning, since
today is almost gone. Our further success | leave to God and

your brave heart." ho



When Dorotea had finished speaking, Don Quixote turned to
Sancho Panza. "You, my little squirrel of a Sancho, are the
meanest rogue in Spain. Didn't you just tell me that this princess
had become an ordinary maid named Dorotea and that the head |
sliced from that dreadful giant should go to hell, along with a
whole pack of other lies that made me more confused than I've
ever been in my whole life? | swear to God"--and here he gritted
his teeth and his gaze swept Heavenward--"I have a mind to
wreak such vengeance on you as will turn the brains of every
lying squire in the world to mush!"

"Whoa!" said Sancho Panza. "l may have been mistaken
regarding the transformation of Her Highness the princess
Micomicon, but in the matter of the giant's head, the slashing of
the wineskins, and the spilled red wine, | am not wrong, so help
me God. Those skins lie slashed at the foot of the very bed in
which you were resting, and the wine has turned your room into a

lake." &
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"Forgive me, Sancho Panza," said Don Quixote, "but you are stark
raving mad. Enough is enough.”

"Indeed it is," Don Fernando said. "Since Her Highness bids us to
set out tomorrow, let us do as she suggests and spend tonight in
pleasant conversation. Tomorrow we shall all accompany Sir Don
Quixote, for we are as eager as anyone to observe the splendid
and unusual feats he will assuredly perform in the course of the
great task in which he is engaged.”

Meanwhile, the Devil, who never sleeps, ordained that the barber
from whom Don Quixote had stolen Mambrino's helmet arrived at
the inn. When he caught sight of Sancho Panza and Don Quixote,
he raised a great hue and cry, accusing Don Quixote of stealing
his shaving basin out from under his arm. Unbeknownst to Don
Quixote, the priest, eager to avoid further disputes, paid the
barber eight gold coins, and the barber wrote him a receipt in
which he declared the matter of the basin paid in full and

promised not to bring further charges either now or evermore. =




After observing this exchange, the innkeeper demanded that Don
Quixote settle his account. He swore that neither Rocinante nor
Sancho Panza's ass would leave the inn until he had been paid to
the last cent. All this the priest amicably resolved, and Don
Fernando paid the bill.

With all pending matters settled, Don Quixote decided it was time
to resume his journey and complete the great adventure to which
he had been called. His mind made up, he knelt before Dorotea,
who refused to let him speak until he rose, a request with which
he obediently complied.

"Most beauteous lady," he said, getting to his feet, "for all we
know, your enemy the giant may at this very moment be building
insurmountable fortifications that will prove impervious to my
untiring arm. So, my lady, let us not tarry, but depart while our
luck holds."

"I thank you, Sir Knight," the princess replied, imitating Don
Quixote's refined and lordly style. "May Heaven grant both our
desires, for indeed | have no other wish than thine. Let us, as

you say, depart forthwith." &



"By God," said Don Quixote, "when a lady puts her fate in my
hands, | can't resist the chance to raise her up again and restore
her to her rightful throne. Sancho, saddle Rocinante, harness
your ass, and prepare the queen's horse. Let us be off."

But what with one thing and another, a whole day came and went
before everyone was ready. In the meantime, the priest and the
barber concocted a new plan for luring Don Quixote home and
curing him of his peculiar madness.

First, they hired a wagoner who happened down the road with a
yoke of oxen. Second, they built a sort of cage from crisscrossed
poles, which was large enough for Don Quixote to ride in
comfortably. Third, the priest instructed Don Fernando and his
party, along with the innkeeper and his whole family, to cover

their faces and dress up in various disguises. ho




Next they crept into the room where Don Quixote was sleeping off
the turmoil of the previous days. They tiptoed up to where he
lay, oblivious of their designs, and tied him hand and foot, so that
when he awoke he could only stare in wonder at the crowd of
unfamiliar faces. His lively imagination immediately went to
work. He was convinced they were ghostly figures from the
enchanted castle, which he took as proof that he was now under a
spell. Which was exactly what the priest had hoped and
expected him to think.

Of all those present, only Sancho was undisguised, but although
he was close to sharing the same illness as his master, he did not
fail to recognize the others. Still, he kept his mouth shut, afraid
to speak until he saw where his master's abduction was leading.
Don Quixote too said not a word, also waiting to learn more about
the shape of his misfortune.

They dragged the cage into his room, placed him inside it, and
nailed it shut with crosspieces of wood so that it wouldn't spring
open at the first bump in the road. But before they could leave
the room they heard a frightful voice, as terrifying as the barber
could make it (not the barber of the shaving basin but the one

from Don Quixote's village). A=



"Oh, Knight of the Sad Countenance!" he cried. "Be not
aggrieved by the jail in which you find yourself conveyed, thanks
to which you shall more quickly complete the great adventure on
which you have so valiantly embarked. For when the wild lion of
La Mancha has joined the white dove of El Toboso and the yoke of
matrimony has settled over them, there will issue forth the valiant
whelps who will follow in the mighty pawsteps of their father. As
to you, most noble and obedient squire, be not disturbed to see
the flower of knight errantry borne away before your eyes. For
you shall soon be raised and exalted to such heights that you
shall not recognize yourself, and your master's promises shall be
manifoldly manifested and fulfilled."

Toward the end of this prophecy, the barber raised his voice to
such a pitch and then lowered it so tenderly that even those in on
the joke nearly believed they were hearing the truth.

Don Quixote was comforted by the barber's words, whose
meaning he immediately grasped. For he understood that he
would soon be married to his beloved Dulcinea del Toboso, from
whose happy womb would spring the little lion cubs, his sons, to

the great and everlasting glory of La Mancha. =



"Whoever you may be," he sighed, "who have foretold such great
good fortune, let me not perish before | see your joyful promises
fulfilled. As to my squire Sancho Panza, | trust in his good heart
and conduct and know that he will not abandon me, for better or
worse. For whatever shall come to pass, even if | am unable to
give him the island | have promised, he shall at least receive his
wages. | have made provision for them in my last will and
testament, which is already signed and sealed."

Sancho Panza bowed his head with great restraint and kissed both
of Don Quixote's hands. He couldn't kiss them separately, for
they were tightly bound.

Then the apparitions hoisted the cage onto their shoulders and
placed it on the oxcart. Before it could move off, the innkeeper's
wife, her daughter, and Maritornes came out to say goodbye,

pretending to weep at Don Quixote's disgrace. Ao



{ewc MVBMP, ViewerBmp, graphicsa.bmp}



"Weep not, good ladies," he consoled them, "for mishaps such as
this are part and parcel of the profession | profess; indeed, if such
calamities did not befall me, | should hardly count myself a true
knight errant. Less famous knights don't suffer as | do, for
nobody remembers they exist. Forgive me, ladies, if | have in
any way caused you displeasure. And pray God deliver me from
these chains, wherein some evil enchanter has contrived to hold
me. | shall never forget the favors you have done me in this
castle. If I am ever free again, | shall reward them and repay
them as they richly deserve."

While the ladies of the castle were occupied with Don Quixote, the
priest and the barber took their leave of Don Fernando and his
party and of the happy women in their midst, especially Dorotea
and Lucinda. Don Fernando gave the priest his address so the
priest could send him word of Don Quixote's fate and promised to
let the priest know how matters fared on his end, especially
Lucinda's return home. They all hugged each other one more

time and bade each other one final farewell. €



Then the priest and the barber, both wearing their riding masks,
mounted their respective mules and set out after the cart,.

The order of their procession was as follows: first the cart, driven
by its owner; then Sancho Panza on his ass, leading Rocinante by
the rein; then the priest and the barber, bringing up the rear.

Don Quixote was seated in his cage, hands bound tight and feet
straight out, propped against the bars so silently and patiently
that he seemed not a man of flesh and blood but a statue made
of stone.

Not long after they set out, the priest turned around and noticed
six or seven horsemen gaining on them from behind. These
travelers, eager to reach a place to stay in time for their siesta,
quickly overtook the procession which, being in no particular
hurry, was moving at a far more leisurely pace.

When the fast travelers reached the slow ones, they exchanged
polite greetings. On seeing Don Quixote in his cage, one of the
riders, no less a personage than a canon of Toledo, could not help

but inquire why they were transporting him in such a fashion. =)




Don Quixote beat the others to a reply. "Are you by any chance,"
he asked the canon, "acquainted with what we call knight
errantry? If so, | shall be glad to tell you the cause of my
misfortunes. If not, | need not waste my breath."

At this point the priest and the barber rode forward, hoping to
prevent their scheme from being revealed.

"To tell you the truth," the canon said, in response to Don
Quixote's question, "I know more about chivalry than | do about
philosophy. So, at least in this regard, you are at liberty to tell
me what you wish."

"Very well," said Don Quixote. "In that case, good sir, I'll have
you know that | was put into this cage by enchanters filled with
envy and deceit; for virtue rankles evil spirits more than it finds
favor with the good. | am a wandering knight whose name shall
be inscribed in the shrine of immortality as an example and
legacy to future centuries, that they may know the path to follow
should they wish to reach the veritable peak and summitry of

chivalry." =



"Sir Don Quixote de la Mancha speaks the truth," the priest
ventured at this juncture. "He is indeed under a spell, through no
fault of his own, but thanks to those who cannot abide virtue and
whom bravery offends. This, sir, is the Knight of the San
Countenance--perhaps you have heard of him before--whose
brave deeds and heroic feats shall endure in bronze and marble
for all time, despite the ceaseless efforts of those who would
erase all traces of his glory."

When the canon heard both the jailed man and his keepers speak
in such a manner, he nearly crossed himself in sheer amazement,

as did the other members of his party. =



Now, Sancho Panza, hoping to put the final touches on the sauce,
himself addressed the canon. "The truth of the matter,
gentlemen, is that my lord Don Quixote de la Mancha is no more
under a spell than my mother." Then, turning to the priest, he
continued, "Sir Priest! Do you really think | don't know who you
are? Or that | don't suspect where these new tricks of yours are
heading? Believe me, I've seen through your disguise, and I've
already figured out what's up you sleeve. The Devil take your
soul! Why, if not for Your Reverence, at this very moment my
master would be married to the princess of Micomicon and |
would be a count--at least a count, because that's the very least |
could expect from my lord the Knight of the Sad Countenance, not
to mention the magnificence of my own service. Ah yes, the
wheel of fortune spins faster than a millstone, and those who only
yesterday were riding high today lie on the floor. Actually, it's my
wife and children | feel really sorry for. Because just when they
had every right to expect me to come through the door as a
governor or viceroy of some island or kingdom, they'll see me
turned into an ordinary farmhand. Think twice about the way
you're treating my master, Sir Priest. Because you may have to
answer the Almighty when you reach the other side. I'm sure
He'll want to know why you locked Don Quixote in a cage and

kept him from his knightly deeds while he was your captive." &



"Hang it all, Sancho!" exclaimed the barber. "Are you cut from
the same cloth as your poor master? It won't be long before we'll
have to slap you beside him in the cage, for | swear you've
already caught some of his humor and chivalry.”

In the meantime, the priest invited the canon to ride ahead with
him, promising to tell him the mystery of the cage, as well as
several other things that would intrigue him. The canon agreed,
and he and his servants were amazed to hear the story of the life,

madness, and strange ways of Don Quixote. h=



"To tell you the truth," the canon said when he was done, "these
books of so-called chivalry are dangerous to the republic. | must
confess that although | have read the beginnings of almost all of
them, | have never managed to read a single one of them straight
through. The fact of the matter is that they all sound the same.
If their primary purpose is to entertain, | don't see how they can
hope to attain it when they are so crammed full of grandiose
nonsense. If you reply that the men who compose such books
write them as fiction and therefore have no obligation to tell the
truth, the better the fiction; the more it is lifelike, the more we like
it. Made-up stories have to suit the imagination of their readers
and be told in such a manner that, keeping the reader in
suspense, they amaze, astound, provoke, and amuse, letting

wonder and delight go hand in hand." ho



The priest listened with great interest, for the canon struck him as
a man of considerable understanding. Then he explained that he
shared the canon's grudge against books of chivalry and had even
gone so far as to burn Don Quixote's entire collection. And he
told the story of the inquisition, with the titles of the books he had
consigned to the flames as well as those he had spared, which
gave the canon a good laugh. Yet for all he had said against
them, the canon continued, books of chivalry had one thing in
their favor--the chance they offered a good mind to display itself
to full advantage. For they provided a broad and spacious field
through which the pen could run at will, now describing
shipwrecks, storms, and battles; now tragic, regrettable events,
now joyful, unexpected ones; here a beautiful lady, and here a
gentleman; there a grandiloguent braggart, there a wise and
noble prince. The writer could depict the subtlety of Ulysses, the
piety of Aeneas, Achilles's valor, Hector's woes--in short, all those
attributes that constitute the perfect hero, sometimes bringing
them together in a single figure, sometimes parceling them out

among several different characters. =)




"And if all this," the canon concluded, "is done in a pleasant style
with an ingenious plot, keeping as close as possible to the truth,
the result will be a fabric woven out of various and beautiful
threads which when finished will be perfect enough to achieve the
stated purpose of such works, which is to delight and instruct at
the same time, as | have said."

When the canon and the priest had reached this point in their
conversation, the barber caught up with them. "This, Sir Curate,
is the place | told you about. Here we can spend a peaceful
siesta while our beasts enjoy the pasture."

"It looks fine to me," replied the priest, and the canon, delighted
by the lovely valley that stretched before them, decided to stop

too. He wanted to continue his conversation with the priest and
to hear more about Don Quixote's astounding feats.

While this was going on, Sancho saw his chance to speak with his
master without the continual presence of the barber and the
priest. He went up to the cage in which Don Quixote was
travelling. =)



"l can't go on, Your Worship," he said, "without telling you the true
story of your spell. The men with scarves over their faces are our
village priest and barber. | think they've spirited you off like this
out of envy because you're way ahead of them in famous deeds.
As proof of what | say, I'm going to ask you a question. If you
answer as | think you will, you'll put your finger on the trick and
see that you're not under a spell at all, but that you've simply
gotten muddled."

"Ask what you wish, Sancho my son," Don Quixote replied, "and |
will answer you as best | can. But as to your idea that these men
who keep running back and forth are our friends and neighbors
the barber and the priest, while they may look the same to you,
don't believe it for a minute. My enchanters must simply have
taken on their likeness, for magicians can assume any identity
they wish."

"Holy Mother!" Sancho shouted. "Can you really be so thick
between the ears, Your Worship? Don't you see I'm telling you
the honest truth, and that there's more malice than enchantment

to this imprisonment of yours?" A=



"Stop your hocus-pocus,” said Don Quixote, "and ask your
question. I've already promised you a straightforward reply."

"Very well, Your Worship," Sancho replied. "Without mincing
words, and with all due respect, Your Worship, I'd like to know
whether, in the time you've been cooped up in this cage--under
this spell, as you would have it--whether, sir, in all this time,
you've ever had the urge to pass water, as the saying goes?"

"What on earth are you talking about, Sancho" What do you
mean by 'passing water'?"

"Is it possible Your Worship doesn't understand what every
schoolboy knows?" Sancho replied. "What | want to know, Your
Worship, is whether you've felt the need to do what no one else
can do for you?"

"Ah--now | understand! Of course | have. In fact | feel it right
this minute. Help me, for things are not as clean in here as they

could be!" &



“I'l do everything | can," Sancho replied. "You see, if you could
ride Rocinante again, we might pick up where we left off with our
adventures. If not, we can always return to the cage where, as
your faithful squire, | promise to shut myself up along with Your
Worship if you should be too weak, or | too dumb, to carry out my
plan."

Sancho begged the priest to release his master from the cage for
a short while; otherwise, his cell would not be as clean as befit a
knight of Don Quixote's stature. The priest agreed, so long as he
had some assurance that Sir Don Quixote would not disappear for
good.

Sancho gave his word, and the canon echoed him, so long as Don
Quixote himself agreed not to leave them without first asking
permission.

"l agree," said Don Quixote, who had been listening all along. In
fact, he added, if they didn't let him out, it would not be long
before he began to offend their noses, unless they planned to

keep a certain distance from his cart. &l



The canon took him by the hands, which were still tied, and they
led him from the cage, which made him infinitely happy. The first
thing he did was stretch his whole body. Then he went up to
Rocinante and slapped him on the haunches. "Flower and mirror
of all horses," he exclaimed, "with God's will we two shall once
again meet in the image of our hearts' desire: you with your
master on your back, and | astride you, performing the mission for
which God brought me to this world."

Having said this, Don Quixote went off into the woods with Sancho
Panza. When he returned he was greatly relieved and more
eager than ever to put his squire's plan into execution.

The canon stared at him, marveling at the curious form his
madness took and by the seeming coherence of everything he
said; for the knight only lost his stirrups, as the saying goes, when
the conversation turned to chivalry. And so, after they had all sat
down to await their midday meal, which was being brought from a
nearby inn, the canon, moved by compassion, addressed himself

again to Don Quixote. €l
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"Can the harsh and idle reading of books of chivalry, good sir,
really have affected your wits to such a point that you believe
yourself to be under a spell, and other similar things which are as
far from the truth as any outright lie? How can any human mind
possibly believe in the multitude of knights you've named, not to
mention all those steeds, spells, damsels, giants, princesses,
skirmishes, dragons, disguises, and every other sundry absurdity
that books of chivalry contain?"

Don Quixote listened attentively. When the canon was done
speaking he observed him in silence for some time. Finally he
said, "If I'm not mistaken, sir, your comments were intended to
convince me that there have never been knights errant; that
books of chivalry are false, lying, harmful, and of no use to
society; and that | have done wrong to read them, worse to
believe them, and worst of all to follow in their footsteps.
Furthermore, you deny the existence of Amadis of Gaul and all the

other knights whose lives those books recount.” <
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"That is precisely what | meant," the canon said.

"Well then," said Don Quixote, "in my opinion it is yourself who is
deranged and under a spell. For to attempt to convince anyone
that there were no such people as Amadis or the other knights
would be like trying to persuade him that the sun doesn't shine
nor the earth yield sustenance.

"Please, sir, give these books another chance. You'll be amazed
at how they keep sadness at arm's length and are a tonic for the
spirit. For myself, | can honestly say that since | became a knight
errant | have been brave, courteous, generous, well-mannered,
polite, bold, gentle, and patient; I've endured trials, travails, and
spells; and even though at the moment | happen to be locked up
in @ madman's cage, | believe that, with God's grace, in a few
days' time my own strong arm will make me ruler of some
kingdom, where | shall be able to dispense the gratitude and
generosity this heart of mine contains, especially toward Sancho
Panza, my poor squire and the best man in the world. | wish |
could grant him the countship I've long promised, but | fear he

may be ill-suited to govern his estate." &l



Sancho, who had overheard these last few words, now joined the
conversation. "l don't understand all this philosophy," he said.
"What | do know is that the minute | become a count I'll know
exactly what to do. My soul is as big as the next man's and my
body as solid, and I'd be as much the king of my estate as any
monarch. If | were king, I'd do exactly what | liked; and doing
what | liked, I'd be delighted; and being delighted, I'd want
nothing more; and wanting nothing more, there's nothing more to
say--so bring on the kingdom and we'll see, as one blind man told
the other."

"That's all well and good," the canon said, "but there is still a
great deal more to be said on the matter of countships."

To which Don Quixote answered, "l don't know what else there is
to say. | myself am guided by the example of the great Amadis of
Gaul, who made his squire Count of the Firm Isle. That's all |
need to make Sancho a count, for | count him one of the best

squires who ever served a knight." <



The canon was astonished by the well-reasoned nonsense that
escaped Don Quixote's lips and by the way he had been taken in
by the deliberate lies he had read in books. He marveled too at
Sancho's foolishness in so ardently desiring the countship his
master promised him.

They were roused from this discussion by a trumpet call so sad
that they all turned to see whence it had come. "That solemn
note," said Don Quixote, struggling to his feet, "is the summons to
my next adventure."

What he saw when he looked out over the valley was a group of
men dressed entirely in white coming down the side of a small
hill.

The reason was this: that year the clouds had withheld their
moisture from the earth, and now, from one end of the province
to the other, processions, pilgrimages, and all manner of
devotions were being held to persuade the Lord to open His
forgiving hands and send down rain. To this end, the inhabitants
of a nearby village were wending their way to a holy shrine that

stood on a small rise just inside the valley. &




For reasons known only to himself, Don Quixote forgot the many
times in his life when he had seen religious penitents wearing
equally strange clothes. He was convinced the men in white
were the object of his next adventure, one to which he alone, as a
knight errant, was being called. This interpretation was
strengthened by the black-draped figure in their midst, a great
lady, he imagined, whom these scurrilous thugs had abducted
from her home. No sooner had this thought entered his mind
than he sprang toward Rocinante, leapt onto his back, and asked
Sancho Panza for his sword and shield. "Now, valiant friends, you
shall know chivalry's true worth; for now, with your own eyes, you

shall behold a captive lady instantly set free." &
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With this he dug his heels into Rocinante's sides and flew straight
toward the penitents. Neither the priest, the canon, nor the
barber could do anything to stop him, and even Sancho's shouts
fell on deaf ears. "Where are you going, Don Quixote?" he cried.
"Don't you see that you're about to attack a procession of
religious penitents and that your captive lady is a statue of the
Blessed Virgin?" &



But his master was so intent on reaching the white-sheeted
figures and freeing the lady in black that he didn't hear a word; in
any case, he would not have turned around even if the king
himself had ordered him to do so.

"You with the covered faces," he called out in a hoarse and angry
voice when he reached the procession. "Stop where you are and
listen carefully to what | am about to say."

The first to stop were the men carrying the Virgin. "Speak
quickly, brother," they replied, "for we cannot, indeed must not,
interrupt what we are doing."

"I'l be brief," said Don Quixote. "In a word, you must
immediately free your beautiful captive, for her tears and doleful
face tell me you have borne her off against her will. |, who was
born to right such wrongs, cannot stand idly by without making

sure that she retrieves her long-lost liberty." &l



From this speech Don Quixote's listeners concluded that he was a
madman and began to laugh. But their merriment only fueled
the fire of his wrath. Without saying another word, he whipped
out his sword and attacked the litter on which the holy image
rode. One of the penitents quickly counterattacked with a forked
stick, and before he knew it Don Quixote was spread-eagled on
the ground.

In the meantime, the rest of Don Quixote's party came running up
to where he lay. The frightened penitents lifted their hoods over
their faces and began to dance around the image to protect it
from attack. But fortune favored them beyond all expectation,
for as soon as Sancho Panza caught sight of Don Quixote, he
threw himself upon his master's body and began to raise the
saddest, more ridiculous lament in the whole world, believing he
was dead.

One of the priests in the procession recognized the curate, and
with this the tempers of both groups began to cool. The curate
gave the other priest a brief account of Don Quixote, and then
they all went over to see if the wounded knight was really dead.

It was there they overheard Sancho Panza's tearful words. =)



"O flower of chivalry, struck down by a single blow! O honor to
your race, pride and glory of La Mancha and the world, which in
your absence will be overrun by thieves and scoundrels! O
knight generous beyond emperors and kings, who after | had
served you only eight months offered me the brightest isle of the
seas! Defier of dangers, enemy of lies, lover without cause!
Imitator of the good, scourge to the bad--in short, knight errant,
which says more than words can tell!"

Sancho's cries brought Don Quixote to. "He who lives without
you, sweet Dulcinea," he said as soon as he opened his eyes,
"knows even greater suffering than this. Help me onto my
enchanted cart, Sancho, for I'm in no condition to ride Rocinante."

s



"I'd be delighted, Your Worship," Sancho said. "l propose that we
return to our village with these gentlemen, whose only concern is
for your welfare. From there we'll plan another journey, which
with a little luck will bring us greater fame and fortune."

When Don Quixote agreed, the canon, the priest, and the barber
congratulated him on his decision and, after savoring Sancho's
comments to the full, helped him back up on the cart. The canon
asked the priest to let him know how everything turned out, and
here they parted company, with only the priest, the barber,
Sancho Panza, and the faithful Rocinante, who was as patient as
his master, remaining to accompany Don Quixote home. The
wagoner hitched his oxen to the cart and the procession set off,

traveling at the same leisurely pace as before. A=



{ewl MVBMP, ViewerBmp, graphics.bmp } After six days they
arrived at Don Quixote's village. It was a Sunday afternoon, and
the square was full of people. Everyone came running to see
what was in the oxcart, and when they recognized their neighbor
Don Quixote, their mouths fell open with amazement. A boy ran
off to tell Don Quixote's housekeeper and niece that their long-
lost master and uncle was back, lying yellow-faced and haggard
on a pile of hay atop an oxcart. It was pitiful to hear the shouts
the two women raised, and the curses they hurled anew against
his books of chivalry, all of which they repeated when they saw

Don Quixote come through the door. &l



At the news of Don Quixote's return, Sancho Panza's wife came
running, since she knew her husband had gone off to be his
squire. As soon as she saw Sancho, she asked after his ass, to
which Sancho replied that his ass had returned in better shape
than his poor master.

"The Lord be praised," his wife replied. "But tell me, friend, what
do you have to show for all your squiring? Have you brought me
a fine dress or new shoes for our children?"

"I've brought nothing of the sort," said Sancho Panza, "but | have
other things of even greater value and importance."

"Let me see," said his wife. "l need something to gladden my
poor heart, which has been so sad and lonely all these months we
were apart." &l



"Don't rush me, Juana Panza," Sancho said. "But I'll tell you one
thing. There's nothing more beautiful in the whole world than for
an honest man to squire a knight errant. Of course, out of every
hundred adventures you embark on, ninety-nine don't work out
the way you hoped. I've been blanket-tossed and I've been
bruised; still, nothing can compare with waiting for the next
adventure, crossing mountains, combing woods, climbing rocks,
visiting castles, and staying in luxurious inns without paying a
cent."

While Sancho Panza was talking to his wife, the housekeeper and
niece helped Don Quixote off with his clothes and laid him in his
ancient bed. He stared at them with wild eyes, completely
oblivious to where he was. After recounting the lengths to which
they had gone to bring him home, the priest urged the niece to
lavish every possible attention on her uncle and keep a careful
watch to prevent him from escaping. At this the two women
began to wail afresh. Once more they cursed all books of
chivalry and implored Heaven to consign the authors of such
nonsense to the deepest pits of hell. They were afraid that the
minute Don Quixote felt well enough they would once again find
themselves alone. And they were right, for in the end everything

turned out exactly as they had imagined. &
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The End
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MUSIC FOR DON QUIXOTE

Concierto de Aranjuez
By Joaquin Rodrigo
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Strings: Budapest Strings

=))

Allegro con spirito

=)

Allegro gentile



INTRODUCTION

By Frederic H. Jones, PhD

Don Quixote is recognized by virtually every modern critic as the beginning of
the modern novel. It, like the work of Shakespeare, is a well spring of
vocabulary and style for European language and literature. This translation
and adaptation is a major edition aimed at the contemporary reader who is in
love with Quixote and the reader who is just curious about this famous work.
The language is extremely accessible and it contains virtually no obscure
references or words. The reader has direct access to the wisdom and
imagination of the original work. This powerful version is the work of Magda
Bogin.

In this sumptuous edition the insight of translator Magda Bogin joins the vision
of Spanish artist Manuel Boix to faithfully present Cervantes' masterpiece.
Bogin retells the adventures of the brave and chivalrous Don Quixote with care
and grace, capturing for both children and adults, the language, irony, and
character that give the original its prized place in Western literature. We see
Don Quixote set out to rid the world of evil with his passionate devotion to
honor and truth; we hear Sancho Panza faithfully attempt to teach his master to
see things for what they really are. Bogin resurrects all of the humor and
pathos of Cervantes's classic, as Quixote follows his courageous heart and his
friends seek to bring him home.

Boix's artwork is filled with humor, vigor, and the colors of the Spanish
landscape. With delicacy and strength, he depicts the characters of the
visionary Quixote and the down-to-earth Sancho, as well as the architecture and
countryside of medieval Spain. Never before has the story of Don Quixote
been so vividly illustrated.

The narration is provided by Wayne Rood, professors at Pacific School of
Religion and the Graduate Theological Union in Berkeley, California. The
music provided to complement Don Quixote is the masterpiece of Joaquin
Rodrigo the Concierto de Aranjuez. We selected this work to musically
represent Quixote, not because of its thematic relationship to the Cervantes
work but because it seems to us to represent to the modern listener the textures
of Quixote's landscape in a way singularly complementary to Bogin's language
and Boix's illustrations. The music is performed by Zoltan Tokos, Guitar and
the Budapest Strings and is recorded direct to digital.



We have included a biographical essay on Cervantes written in 1755 by Tobias
Smollett, who created on of the major translations of Don Quixote into English.
We think this is an interesting telling of Cervantes story and bridges the
seventeenth century original to our late twentieth century edition. Its ultimate
historical accuracy is questionable but its position midway between Cervantes
and Bogin provides an important continuity.

We hope you enjoy this Ebook multimedia production of this classic
masterwork. We will be following this title with a series of multimedia
presentations of classic literature designed to introduce the modern world to
these treasures of western and world culture.

LEARNING GUIDE

Advantages of Multimedia in the Educational
Experience

All people have their own learning style. Some people learn
better with a guided hands-on experience. Some people
learn better by first being told and then shown. Others learn
better by being left on their own to read and explore, with a
teacher primarily correcting mistakes and providing direction.
The strongest learning experience happens when individuals
encounter new material using their primary learning style. The
learning experience becomes more meaningful and longer
lasting if the material is also presented in additional formats at
the same time. The concept of a molecule becomes more
understandable when we can see a picture of one. And who
would ever forget the lesson of chemical bonds when presented
in the form of a scrumptious piece of cake?

Interactive multimedia presentation gives each person an
opportunity to experience a subject on their own terms, using
their primary learning style. Each person's additional ways of
learning and experiencing the world are also present at the
same time. Each way of learning reinforces the others,
making the total experience more memorable and enjoyable.



How This Title is Constructed

Each story is presented in a series of text frames, pictures and an art and
sound gallery. Each text frame contains one paragraph.
There is an icon in each text frame that will play a narration of
the text being shown. Some of the more difficult words have
been highlighted. If you click on a highlighted word its
definition will appear on the screen.

Suggested Educational Uses

Learning to Read/Increasing Reading Ability:

Learning to read or increasing ones ability can be exciting.
The parent or teacher might want to sit with the learner and
together read the paragraph. After one reading, the
parent/teacher might want to click on the narration icon and
have the learner read along with the narrator.

Each highlighted word can provide an opportunity to stop and
explore that word's meaning and the way it is used in the
sentence. The learner might even be asked if alternative
words might have been used and what the difference in
meaning would be to the paragraph. Each highlighted word
can be clicked on to see its definition.

Increasing Vocabulary:

There are a number of words that appear highlighted in the
text. These words have been linked to a dictionary. The
learner may view a full definition for each highlighted word by
clicking on it. The parent or teacher may want to open a
discussion about the use of the word in other contexts. The
learner might be asked to supply other examples of ways to
use the word. The sentence with the new word should be read
again to make sure that the learner is comfortable with the
word and can say it smoothly and clearly.

English as a Second Langquage:




These titles can be used effectively for aiding in the learning of
English. Each paragraph is fully narrated. The pronunciation
is a standard American English. Difficult words have been
highlighted and linked to a dictionary. The learner may view a
full definition for each highlighted word by clicking on it.

The parent or teacher may want to play the narration of the
paragraph first. When the narration has ended the learner
would be asked to read the paragraph aloud. The learner
should take the time to pause at each word that is unfamiliar
and examine its use and placement in the sentence. The
learner might then replay the narration of the paragraph and
read along with the narrator.

Even if a word is not pronounced as well as it might be, the
learner should be encouraged not to stop in mid-sentence.
Gaining the skill of saying the words in their natural rhythm and
flow is as important as their correct pronunciation.

Imagination Development:

Words have a great power to evoke images. Narration with
dramatic musical accompaniment can be even more evocative.
This title has supplied all of its narration with a rich musical
background. After reading a paragraph the parent or teacher
may ask the learner to close their eyes and get a picture of
what was just read. Then the parent or teacher might play the
narration and see if the learner gets any new images.

Some questions the parent or teacher might ask: What sounds
were heard? Did the narrator read it the way he might have?
What images did the music show? If the narration had no
music what sounds would the learner come up with? If the
music had no narration what story would the learner tell to fit
the music?

Story Development:

The parent or teacher might want to spark a discussion of how
a story is told. Each story is presented a paragraph at a time.
Each paragraph's structure and the images it presents might be



discussed. The differences between paragraphs that show
action, fill in background information, set the stage for the next
scene or present an encounter between characters might be
examined. How each paragraph adds to the telling of the
whole story or provides an example of some point in the story
might also be included.

On lllustrations:

Why do we illustrate stories? Inside the mind of each reader
there lives and breathes a company of characters no one will
ever capture with pen or paint. No artist has or ever will
capture that exact shade of gold, that very fearful expression of
malice, or the firelight glittering on the scales of that one
particular dragon. My prince will not resemble yours, and | will
probably never draw a beast like the one your imagination has
conjured. Because of these seemingly irreconcilable
differences, some purists would have it that we should not
illustrate stories at all. As both an illustrator and a lover of
books, | must disagree. Good books, it is true, do not need
illustrations, and even great illustrations will not lift a
pedestrian tale one jot above its mediocrity. In fact, it is only
the good stories which inspire good illustrations. And while my
dragon may not look exactly like yours, if | have paid attention
to the words, and made every effort to respect the sense of the
author's creations, perhaps you will enjoy seeing the results of
my conjuring to compare with your own. As a child, | reveled
in the ownership of several beautifully illustrated fairy books.
Though | remember many of those gorgeously colored and
fantastically detailed plates very clearly, | know that they did
not substitute for my own imaginings--then, or now.
lllustrations should co-exist with a story, not conquer it.

Any attempt to illustrate a story must be approached in a
variety of spirits. First is the spirit of humility, for the story (if
composed by someone other than the artist) is the creation of
another mind and heart. The words, and the images they
convey, must be dealt with faithfully and with respect if the
resulting illustrations are to capture any sense of the soul of the



story. The illustrator whose work will be bound in with the
words really ought not to allow personal inventiveness to
contradict the text. Nothing is more irritating to the attentive
reader than to find an illustrator has, for example, gifted a
hobbit with huge floppy feet, when in fact the book clearly
states that the aforementioned members were small and neat.
Children especially can be very unforgiving of such indifference
to the text, and details count. In the case of a folk tale the
exact words may be less important than the weight of
traditional understanding. We may know that the original
version of "The Three Bears" featured an unprincipled old
woman, not a little blonde girl, who invaded the home of the
bears. In telling the story to a child of today, however,
Goldilocks had better eat that porridge and sleep in baby bear's
bed, or the storyteller will have some tall explaining to do.

Stories are, even at second or third readings, forays into
undiscovered country. A really good story can provide
previously unnoticed or unappreciated details every time we
read it. The illustrator therefore approaches the task of
illustrating a story in a spirit of adventure. Real courage is
required to tackle a classic story, especially one which has
been beautifully illustrated by other, greater artists. The
illustrator must take tools and talents and brave the adventure.
A great story can inspire images of greater power and beauty
than even the artist imagines possible. What subtle, succulent
tidbit of description will yield a compelling image? Which
scenes in a story best convey the unfolding of the tale? What
style of art will best embody the mental images created by the
words?

Finally, the finished work must convey the spirit of personal
vision. The illustrator is informed and inspired by the story,
but the colors and shapes and energy of the drawings must
reflect the artist as well as the author. As an illustrator, this is
the greatest challenge, to produce a work that is true to one's
own vision without doing violence to that of the author or the
tradition. Truly great illustration is more than illustration, it is
illumination.



THE LIFE OF CERVANTES
by Tobias Smollett, 1755

Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra was at once the glory and reproach of Spain; for,
if his admirable genius and heroic spirit conduced to the honour of his country,
the distress and obscurity which attended his old age, as effectually redounded
to her disgrace. Had he lived amidst Gothic darkness and barbarity, where no
records were used, and letters altogether unknown, we might have expected to
derive from tradition, a number of particulars relating to the family and fortune
of a man so remarkably admired even in his own time. But, one would imagine
pains had been taken to throw a veil of oblivion over the personal concerns of
this excellent author. No inquiry hath, as yet, been able to ascertain the place of
his nativity; and, although in his works he has declared himself a gentleman by
birth, no house has hitherto laid claim to such an illustrious descendant.

One author says he was born at Esyuivias; but, offers no argument in support of
his assertion: and probably the conjecture was founded upon the encomiums
which Cervantes himself bestows on that place, to which he gives the epithet of
Renowned, in his preface to Persiles and Sigismunda. Others affirm he first
drew breath in Lucena, grounding their opinion upon a vague tradition which
there prevails: and a third set take it for granted that he was a native of Seville,
because there are families in that city known by the names of Cervantes and
Saavedra; and our author mentions his having, in his early youth, seen plays
acted by Lope Rueda, who was a Sevilian. These, indeed, are presumptions that
deserve some regard, tho', far from implying certain information, they scarce
even amount to probable conjecture: nay, these very circumstances seem to
disprove the supposition; for, had he been actually descended from those
families, they would, in all likelihood, have preserved some memorials of his
birth, which Don Nicholas Antonio would have recorded, in speaking of his
fellow-citizen. All these pretensions are now generally set aside in favour of
Madrid, which claims the honour of having produced Cervantes, and' Thomas
Tamayoile Vargas. I Don Nicholas Antonio builds her title on an expression in
his Voyage to Parnassus, which, in my opinion, is altogether equivocal and
inclusive.

In the midst of such undecided contention, if I may be allowed to hazard a
conjecture, I would suppose that there was something mysterious in his



extraction, which he had no inclination to explain, and that his family had
reasons for maintaining the like reserve. Without admitting some such motive,
we can hardly account for his silence on a subject that would have afforded him
an opportunity to indulge that self-respect which he so honestly displays in the
course of his writings. Unless we conclude that he was instigated to renounce
all connection with his kindred and allies, by some contemptuous flight,
mortifying repulse, or real injury he had sustained; a supposition which, I own,
1s not at all improbable, considering the jealous sensibility of the Spaniards in
general, and the warmth of resentment peculiar to our author, which glows
through his productions, unrestrained by all the fears of poverty, and all the
maxims of old age and experience.

Whatever may have been the place of his nativity, we gather from the preface to
his novels, that he was born in the year 1549: and his writings declare that his
education was by no means neglected; for, over and above a natural fund of
humour and invention, he appears to have possessed a valuable stock of
acquired knowledge: we find him intimately acquainted with the Latin classics,
well read in the history of nations, versed in the philosophy, rhetoric, and
divinity of the schools, tinctured with astrology and geography, conversant with
the best Italian authors, and perfectly master of his own Castilian language. His
genius, which was too delicate and volatile to engage in the severer studies,
directed his attention to the productions of taste and polite literature, which,
while they amused his fancy, enlarged, augmented, and improved his ideas, and
taught him to set proper bounds to the excursions of his imagination.

Thus qualified, he could not fail to make pertinent observations in his
commerce with mankind: the peculiarities of character could not escape his
penetration; whatever he saw became familiar to his judgment and
understanding; and every scene he exhibits, is a just well drawn characteristic
picture of human life.

How he exercised these talents in his youth, and in what manner the first years
of his manhood were employed, we are not able to explain, because history and
tradition are altogether silent on the subject; unless we admit the authority of
one author, who says, he was secretary to the Duke of Alva, without alleging
any one fact or argument in support of his' assertion. Had he actually enjoyed a
post of such importance, we should not, in all probability, have wanted
materials to supply this chasm in his life; nor should we find him afterwards in
the station of a common soldier.

Others imagine that he served as volunteer in Flanders, where he was raised to



the rank of ensign in the company commanded by Don Diego de Urbina;
grounding this belief on the supposition that the history of the Captive, related
in the first part of Don Quixote, is a literal detail of his own adventures. But,
this notion is rejected by those who consider that Cervantes would hardly have
contented himself with the humble appellation of soldier, which, in speaking of
himself, he constantly assumes, had he ever appeared in any superior station of
a military character. In a word, we have very little information touching the
transactions of his life but what he himself is pleased to give through the course
of his writings; and from this we learn that he was chamberlain to cardinal
Aquaviva in Rome, and followed the profession of a soldier for some years, in
the army commanded by Marco Antonio Colona, who was, by Pope Pius V
appointed general of the ecclesiastical forces employed against the Turk, and
received the consecrated standard from the hands of his holiness, in the church
of St. Peter.

Under this celebrated captain, Cervantes embarked in the Christian fleet
commanded by Don John of Austria, who obtained over the Turks the glorious
victory of Lepanto, where our author lost his left hand by the shot of an
arquebus. This mutilation, which redounded so much to his honour, he has
taken care to record on divers occasions: and, indeed, it is very natural to
suppose his imagination would dwell upon such an adventure, as the favourite
incident of his life. I wish he had told us what recompense he received for his
services, and what consolation he enjoyed for the loss of his limb, which must
have effectually disqualified him for the office of a common soldier, and
reduced him to the necessity of exercising some other employment.

Perhaps it was at this period he entered into the service of cardinal Aquaviva, to
whose protection he was entitled by his gallantry and misfortune; and now, in
all likelihood, he had leisure and opportunity to prosecute his favourite studies,
to cultivate the muse, and render himself conspicuous by the productions of his
genius, which was known and admired by several authors of distinction even
before his captivity; for, Louis Galvez de Montalvo, in his poem prefixed to
Galatea, says, the world lamented his misfortune in tears, and the muse
expressed a widow's grief at his absence. I will even venture to suppose, that, in
this interval, his situation was such as enabled him to raise an independent
fortune; for, we find him afterwards relieving the wants of his fellow-captives in
Barbary, with such liberality: as denoted the affluence of his own
circumstances; and, in his voyage to Parnassus, which was published in his old
age, Apollo upbraids him with want of economy, and reminds him of his having
once made his own fortune, which in the sequel he squandered away.



I make no doubt but this was the most fortunate period of Saavedra's life, during
which he reformed and improved the Spanish theatre, and ushered into the
world a number of dramatic performances which were acted with universal
applause. He ' tells us that he had seen plays acted by the great Lope de Rueda,
who was a native of Seville, and originally a gold-beater: when this genius first
appeared, the Spanish drama was in its infancy: one large sack or hag contained
all the furniture and dress of the theatre, consisting of four sheepskin jackets
with the wool on, trimmed with gilt leather; four beards and periwigs, and the
same number of pastoral crooks. The Diece was no other than a dialogue or
eclogue between two or three swains and a shepherdess, seasoned with comic
interludes, or rather low buffoonery, exhibited in the characters of a
blackamoor, a bravo, a fool, and a Biscayan. The stage itself was composed of a
few boards, raised about three feet from the ground, upon four benches or
forms. There was no other scenery than a blanket or horse-cloth stretched
across, behind which the musicians sung old ballads unaccompanied by any sort
of instrument. Lope de Rueda not only composed theatrical pieces, but also
acted in every character with great reputation; in which he was succeeded by
Nabharro, a Toledan, who improved and augmented the decorations, brought the
music from behind the blanket and placed it forwards to the audience, deprived
the actors of their counterfeit beards, without which no man's part had been
hitherto performed, invented machines, clouds, thunder and lightening, and
introduced challenges and combats with incredible success: but, still the drama
was rude, unpolished, and irregular; and the fable, tho' divided into five acts,
was almost altogether destitute of manners, propriety, and invention.

From this uncultivated state of ignorance and barbarity, Cervantes raised the
Spanish theatre to dignity and esteem, by enriching his dramatic productions
with moral sentiments, regularity of plan, and propriety of character; together
with the graces of poetry, and the beauties of imagination. He published thirty
pieces, which were represented at Madrid with universal applause; so that he
may be justly deemed the patriarch of the Spanish drama; and, in this particular,
revered above Lope de Vega himself, who did not appear until he had left off
writing for the stage.

In the year 1574, he was unfortunately taken by a Barbary corsair, and
conveyed to Algiers, where he was sold to a Moor, and remained a slave for the
space of five years and a half; during which he exhibited repeated proof of the
most enterprising genius and heroic generosity. Though we know not on what
occasion he fell into the hands of the Barbarians, he himself gives us to
understand, in the story of the Captive, that he resided at Algiers in the reign of



Hassan Aga, a ruffian renegade, whose cruelty he describes in these terms: "He
was every day hanging one, impaling another, maiming a third, upon such
slight occasions, frequently without any cause assigned, that the Turks
themselves owned he acted thus out of mere wantonness of barbarity, as being
naturally of a savage disposition, and an inveterate enemy to the whole human
race. The person who used the greatest freedom with him, was one Saavedra, a
Spanish soldier, who, tho' he did many things which those people will not soon
forget, in attempting to regain his liberty, he never gave him one blow, nor
ordered him once to be chastised, nor even chide him with one hasty word; and
yet, the least of all his pranks was sufficient, as we thought, to bring him to the
stake; nay, he himself was more than once afraid of being impaled alive. If time
would permit, I could here recount some of that soldier's actions, which,
perhaps, might entertain and surprise you more than the relation of my own
story. "

Thus, Cervantes ascertains the time of his own slavery, delineates, with great
exactness, the character of that inhuman tyrant, who is recorded in history as a
monster of cruelty and avarice; and proves to demonstration, that his own story
was quite different from that which the Captive related of himself. Saavedra's
adventures at Algiers were truly surprising; and tho' we cannot favour the public
with a substantial detail of every incident, we have found means to learn such
particulars of his conduct, as cannot fail to reflect an additional lustre on a
character which has been long the object of admiration.

We are informed by a respectable historian', who was his fellow slave and an
eye witness of the transaction, that Don Miguel de Cervantes, a gallant
enterprising Spanish cavalier, who, tho' he never wanted money, could not
obtain his release without paying an exorbitant ransom, contrived a scheme for
setting himself free, together with fourteen unhappy gentlemen of his own
country, who were all in the like circumstances of thraldom under different
patrons. His first step was to redeem one Viana, a bold Mayorcan mariner, in
whom he could confide, and with whom he sent letters to the governor of that
island, desiring, in the name of himself and the other gentlemen captives, that
he would send over a brigantine, under the direction of Viana, who had
undertaken, at an appointed time, to touch upon a certain part of the coast,
where he should find them ready to embark. In consequence of this agreement,
they withdrew themselves from their respective masters, and privately repaired
to a garden near the seaside, belonging to a renegade Greek, whose name was
Al-Caid Hassan; where they were concealed in a cave, and carefully screened
from the knowledge of the owner, by his gardener, who was a Christian captive.



Viana punctually performed his promise, and returned in a vessel, with which
he was supplied by the governor of Mayorca; but, some Moors chancing to
pass, just as he anchored at the appointed place, the coast was instantly alarmed,
and he found himself obliged to relinquish the enterprise. Meanwhile, the
captives, being ignorant of this accident, remained in the cavern, which they
never quitted except in the night, and were maintained by the liberality of
Cervantes, for the space of seven months , during which the necessaries of life
were brought to them by a Spanish slave, known by the appellation of El
Dorador or The Gilder. No wonder that their hope and patience began to fail,
and their constitutions to be affected by the dampness of the place, and the grief
of their disappointment, which Don Miguel endeavored to alleviate by the
exercise of his reason, good humour and humanity; 'till, at last, their purveyor
tuned traitor, and, allured by the hope of receiving a considerable reward,
discovered the whole affair to Hassan Basha. This tyrant, transported with joy at
the information, immediately ordered the guardian Basha, with a body of armed
men, to follow the perfidious wretch who conducted them to the cave, where
they seized those unhappy fugitives, together with their faithful gardener, and
forthwith carried the whole number to the public Bagnio, except Cervantes,
touching whose person they had received particular directions from Hassan,
who knew his character, and had been long desirous of possessing such a
notable slave. At present, however, his intention was to persuade Don Miguel to
accuse Oliver, one of the fathers of the redemption then at Algiers, as an
accomplice in the scheme they had projected, that he might, on this pretense,
extort from the friar, by way of composition, the greatest part of the money
which had been collected for the ransom of Christian slaves. Accordingly, he
endeavored to inveigle Saavedra with artful promises, and to intimidate him
with dreadful threats and imprecations, into the confession or impeachment, on
which he wanted to lay hold: but, that generous Spaniard, with a resolution
peculiar to himself, rejected all his offers, and despising the terrors of his
menaces, persisted in affirming that he had no associate in the plan of their
escape, which was purely the result of his own reflection.

After having in vain tampered with his integrity, in repeated trials that lasted for
several days, he restored him and his companions to their respective patrons,
notwithstanding the remonstrance's of Al-Caid Hassan, owner of the garden in
which they had been apprehended, who, probably with a view to manifest his
own innocence, strenuously exhorted the Basha to inflict the most exemplary
punishment on the offenders, and had lately happened to some Christian
actually put his own gardener to death. Cervantes had so often signalized his
genius, courage, and activity, that Hassan resolved to make him his own, and



purchased him from his master for five hundred ducats: then he was heard to
say, "While I hold that maimed Spaniard in safe custody, my vessels, slaves,
and even my whole city are secure." For, he had not only concerted a number of
schemes for the deliverance of his fellow captives, but his designs had even
aspired to the conquest of Algiers, and he was at four different times on the
point of being impaled, hooked, or burned alive. Any single attempt of that kind
would have been deemed a capital offence, under the mildest government that
ever subsisted among the Moors; but, there was something in the character or
personal deportment of Cervantes, which commanded respect from barbarity
itself; for, we find that Hassan Basha treated him with incredible lenity, and his
redemption was afterwards effected by the intercession of a Trinitarian father,
for a thousand ducats.

From this account of his behavior in Barbary, it appears that he acted a far more
important part than that of a poor mutilated soldier: he is dignified with the
appellation of Don Miguel de Cervantes, and represented as a cavalier whose
affluent fortune enabled him to gratify the benevolence and liberality of his
disposition. We must therefore take it for granted that he acquired this wealth
after the battle of Lepanto, where he surely would not have fought as a private
soldier, could he have commanded either money or interest to procure a more
conspicuous station in the service. Be that as it will, his conduct at Algiers
reflects honour upon his country, and while we applaud him as an author, we
ought to revere him as a man; nor will his modesty be less the object of our
admiration, if we consider that he has, upon this occasion, neglected the fairest
opportunity a man could possibly enjoy, of displaying his own character to the
greatest advantage, and indulging that self-complacency which is so natural to
the human heart.

As he returned to his own country, with those principles by which he had been
distinguished in his exile, and an heart entendered and exercised in
sympathizing with his fellow creatures in distress; we may suppose he could not
advert to the lessons of economy, which a warm imagination seldom or never
retains; but, that his heart glowed with all the enthusiasm of friendship, and that
his bounty extended to every object of compassion which fell within his view.

Notwithstanding all the shafts of ridicule which he hath so successfully leveled
against the absurdities of the Spanish romance, we can plainly perceive, from
his own writings, that he himself had a turn for chivalry: his life was a chain of
extraordinary adventures, his temper was altogether heroic, and all his actions
were, without doubt, influenced by the most romantic notions of honour.



Spain has produced a greater number of these characters, than we meet with
upon record in any other nation; and whether such singularity be the effect of
natural or moral causes, or of both combined, I shall not pretend to determine.
Let us only affirm, that this disposition is not confined to any particular people
or period of time: even in our own country, and in these degenerate days, we
sometimes find individuals whom nature seems to have intended for members
of those ideal societies which never did, and perhaps never can exist but in
imagination; and who remind us of the characters described by Homer and
Plutarch, as patriots sacrificing their lives for their country, and heroes
encountering danger, not with indifference and contempt, but, with all the
rapture and impetuosity of a Passionate admirer.

If we consider Cervantes as a man inspired by such sentiments, and actuated by
such motives; and at the same time, from his known sensibility and natural
complexion, suppose him to have been addicted to pleasure and the amusements
of gallantry; we cannot be surprised to find his tenancies in a little time
exhausted, and the face of his affairs totally reversed. It was probably in the
decline of his fortune, that he resolved to re-appear in the character of an author,
and stand candidate for the public favour, which would be a certain resource in
the day of trouble: he, therefore, composed his Galatea in six books, which was
published in the year 1584, dedicated to Ascanio Colonna, at that time abbot of
St. Sophia; and afterwards cardinal of the holy cross of Jerusalem.

The rich vein of invention, the tenderness of passion, the delicacy of sentiment,
the power and Purity of diction, displayed in this performance, are celebrated by
Don Louis de Vargas Manriqlle, in a commendatory sonnet, which is a very
elegant and honourable testimony of our author's success. Nevertheless, the
production has been censured for the irregularity of its stile, the incorrectness of
its versification, and the multiplicity of its incidents, which encumber and
perplex the principal narration; and, over and above these objections, the design
is not brought to a conclusion, so that the plan appears meager and defective.
He himself pleads guilty to some part of the charge, in the sentence pronounced
by the curate, in the first part of Don Quixote, who when the barber takes up the
Galatea of Miguel de Cervantes: "That same Cervantes, says 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, tho' 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. "

Whether the success of Galatea encouraged our author to oblige the world with



some of those theatrical pieces, which we have already mentioned as the first
regular productions of the Spanish drama, or the whole number of these was
written and acted before his captivity, I have not been able to determine; hut, in
all probability, his first essays of that kind were exhibited in the interval
between the battle of Lepanto and the commencement of his slavery, and the
rest published after his redemption.

Unless we suppose him to have been employed at Madrid in this manner for his
subsistence, we must pass over two and twenty years, which afford us no
particular information touching the life of Saavedra; tho', in that period, he
married Donna Catalina de Salazar, dissipated the remains of his inheritance,
experienced the ingratitude of those he had befriended in his prosperity, and,
after having sustained a series of mortification's and distress, was committed to
prison in consequence of the debts he had contracted.

In this dismal situation, he composed that performance which is the delight and
admiration of all Europe; I mean, the first part of Don Quixote, which he wrote
with a view to ridicule and discredit those absurd romances, filled with the most
nauseous improbability and unnatural extravagance, which had debauched the
taste of mankind, and were indeed a disgrace to common sense and reason. Not
that Cervantes had any intention to combat the spirit of knight-errantry, so
prevalent among the Spaniards; on the contrary, I am persuaded he would have
been the first man in the nation, to stand up for the honour and defense of
chivalry, which, when restrained within due bounds, was an excellent
institution, that inspired the most heroic sentiments of courage and patriotism,
and on many occasions conduced to the peace and safety of the commonwealth.
In the character of Don Quixote, he exhibits a good understanding, perverted by
reading romantic stories, which had no foundation in nature or in fact. His
intellects are not supposed to have been damaged by the perusal of authentic
histories, which recount the exploits of knights and heroes who really existed;
but, his madness seems to have flowed from his credulity and a certain wildness
of imagination which was captivated by the marvelous representation of dwarfs,
giants, necromancers, and other preternatural extravagance. From these legends
he formed his whole plan of conduct; and tho' nothing can be more ridiculous
than the terms upon which he 1s described to have commenced knight-errant, at
a time when the regulations of society had rendered the profession unnecessary,
and indeed illegal; the criterion of his frenzy consists in that strange faculty of
mistaking and confounding the most familiar objects with the fantastical
illusions which those romances had engendered in his fancy. So that our author
did not enter the lists against the memory of the real substantial chivalry, which



he held in veneration; but, with design to expel an hideous phantom that
possessed the brains of the people, waging perpetual war with true genius and
invention.

The success of this undertaking must have exceeded his most sanguine hopes.
Don Quixote no sooner made his appearance, than the old romances vanished
like mist before the sun. The ridicule was so striking, that even the warmest
admirers of Amadis and his posterity seemed to wake from a dream, and
reflected with amazement upon their former infatuation. Every dispassionate
reader was charmed with the humorous characters of the knight and squire, who
straight became the favourites of his fancy; he was delighted with the variety of
entertaining incidents, and considered the author's good sense and purity of stile
with admiration and applause.

He informs us, by the mouth of the bachelor Sampson Carrasco, that even
before the publication of the second part, twelve thousand copies of the first
were already in print, besides a new impression then working off at Antwerp.
"The very children, says he, handle it, boys read it, men understand, and old
people applaud the performance. It is no sooner laid down by one, than another
takes it up, some struggling, and some entreating for a sight of it: in fine, this
history is the most delightful and least prejudicial entertainment that ever was
seen; for, in the whole book, there is not the least shadow of a dishonourable
word, nor one thought unworthy of a good catholic."

Nor was this applause confined to the kingdoms and territories of Spain. The
fame of Don Quixote diffused itself through all the civilized countries of
Europe; and the work was so much admired in France, that some gentlemen
who attended the French ambassador to Madrid, in a conversation with the
licentiate Marques Torres, chaplain to the archbishop of Toledo, expressed their
surprise that Cervantes was not maintained from the pubic treasury, as the
honour and pride of the Spanish nation. Nay, this work which was first
published at Madrid in the year 1605, had the good fortune to extort the
approbation of royalty itself: Philip III. standing in a balcony of his palace and
surveying the adjacent country, perceived a student on the bank of the
Manzanares, reading a book, and every now and then striking his forehead and
bursting out into loud fits of laughter. His majesty having observed his emotions
for some time; "That student, said he, is either mad, or reading Don Quixote."
Some of the courtiers in attendance had the curiosity to go out and inquire, and
actually found the scholar engaged in the adventures of our Manchegan.

As the book was dedicated to the Duke de Bejar, we may naturally suppose that



nobleman, either by his purse or interest, obtained the author's discharge from
prison; for, he congratulates himself upon the protection of such a Datron, in
certain verses prefixed to the book, and supposed to be written by Urganda the
unknown. He afterwards attracted the notice of the Count de Lemos, who seems
to have been his chief and favourite benefactor; and even enjoyed a small share
of the countenance of the cardinal archbishop of Toledo: so that we cannot, with
any probability, espouse the opinion of those who believe his Don Quixote was
intended as a satire upon the administration of that nobleman. Nor is there the
least plausible reason for thinking his aim was to ridicule the conduct of Charles
V. whose name he never mentions without expressions of the utmost reverence
and regard. Indeed, his own indigence was a more severe satire than any thing
he could have invented against the ministry of Philip III. for, tho' their
protection kept him from starving, it did not exempt him from the difficulties
and mortifications of want; and no man of taste and humanity can reflect upon
his character and circumstances, without being shocked at the barbarous
indifference of his patrons. What he obtained was not the offering of liberality
and taste, but the scanted alms of compassion: he was not respected as a genius,
but relieved as a beggar.

One would hardly imagine that an author could languish in the shade of poverty
and contempt, while his works afforded entertainment and delight to whole
nations, and even sovereigns were found in the number of his admirers: but,
Cervantes had the misfortune to write in the reign of a prince whose disposition
was sordid, and whose talents, naturally mean, had received no manner of
cultivation; so that his head was altogether untinctured with science, and his
heart an utter stranger to the virtues of beneficence. Nor did the liberal arts
derive the least encouragement from his ministry, which was ever weak and
wavering. The Duke de Lerma seems to have been a proud, irresolute, shallow-
brained politician, whose whole attention was employed in preserving the good
graces of his master; tho' notwithstanding all his efforts, he still fluctuated
between favour and disgrace, and at last was fain to shelter himself under the
hat of a cardinal. As for the Count de Lemos, who had some share in the
administration, he affected to patronize men of genius, tho' he had hardly
penetration enough to distinguish merit; and the little taste he possessed, was so
much warped by vanity and self-conceit, that there was no other avenue to his
friendship but the road of adulation and panegyric: we need not, therefore,
wonder that his bounty was so sparingly bestowed upon Cervantes, whose
conscious worth and spirit would not suffer him to practice such servility of
prostration.



Rather than stoop so far beneath the dignity of his own character, he resolved to
endure the severest stings of fortune, and, for a series of years, wrestled with
inconceivable vexation and distress. Even in this low situation, he was not
exempted from the ill offices of those who envied his talents and his fame. The
bad writers vilified his genius, and censured his morals; they construed Don
Quixote into an impertinent libel, and endeavored to depreciate his exemplary
novels, which were published at Madrid, in the year 1613. This performance is
such as might be expected from the invention and elegance of Cervantes, and
was accordingly approved by the best judges of his time. Indeed, it must have
been a great consolation to him, in the midst of his misfortunes, to see himself
celebrated by the choicest wits of Spain; and, among the rest, by the renowned
Lope de Vega, prince of the Spanish theatre, who, both during the life, and after
the death of our author, mentioned him in the most respectful terms of’
admiration.

But, of all the insults to which he was exposed from the malevolence of
mankind, nothing provoked him so much, as the outrage he sustained, from the
insolence and knavery of an author, who, while he was preparing the second
part of Don Quixote for the press, in the year 1614, published a performance,
The second Volume of the sage Hidalgo Don Quixote de la Mancha, containing
his third sally. Composed by the licentiate Alonzo Fernandez de Avellaneda, a
native of Tordesillas; dedicated to the alcalde, regidors, and gentlemen of the
noble town of Argamesilla, the happy country of Don Quixote de la Mancha.
This impostor, not contented with having robbed Cervantes of his plan, and, as
some people believe, of a good part of his copy, attacked him personally, in his
preface, in the most virulent manner; accusing him of envy, malice,
peevishness, and rancour; reproaching him with his poverty, and taxing him
with having abused his contemporary writers, particularly Lope de Vega, under
the shade of whose reputation this spurious writer takes shelter, pretending to
have been lashed, together with that great genius, in some of our author's
critical reflections.

In spite of the disguise he assumed, Cervantes discovered him to be an
Arragonian; and in all probability knew his real name, which, however, he did
not think proper to transmit to posterity; and, his silence in this particular, was
the result either of discretion, or contempt. If he was a person of consequence,
as some people suppose, it was undoubtedly prudent in Cervantes to pretend
ignorance of his true name and quality; because, under the shadow of that
pretense, he could the more securely chastise him for his dullness, scurrility,
and presumption: but, if he knew him to be a man of no character or estimation



in life, he ought to have deemed him altogether unworthy of his resentment; for,
his production was such as could not possibly prejudice our author's interest or
reputation.

It is altogether void of invention and propriety: the characters of Don Quixote
and Sancho were flattened into the most insipid absurdity; the adventures are
unentertaining and improbable; and the style barbarous.

Howsoever Saavedra's fortune might have been affected by this fraudulent
anticipation, I am persuaded, from the consideration of his magnanimity, that he
would have looked upon the attempt with silent disdain, had the factitious
Avellaneda abstained from personal abuse; but finding himself so injuriously
upbraided with crimes which his soul abhorred, he gave a loose to his
indignation and ridicule, which appear through the second part of Don Quixote,
in a variety of animad versions equally wit and severe. Indeed, the genuine
continuation, which was published in the year 1615, convinced the world that
no other person could complete the plan of the original projector. It was
received with universal joy and approbation; and, in a very little time translated
into the languages of Italy, France, England, and other countries, where, tho' the
knight appeared to disadvantage, he was treated as a noble stranger of
superlative merit and distinction.

In the year after the publication of his novels, Cervantes ushered into the world
a poem, called, A Voyage to Parnassus, dedicated to Don Rodrigo de Tapia,
knight of St. Iago. This performance is an ironical satire on the Scant poets of
his time, written in imitation of Cesar Caporali, who lashed his contemporaries
of Italy under the same title: tho' Saavedra seems to have had also another
scope; namely, to complain of the little regard that was paid to his own age and
talents. Those who will not allow this piece to be an excellent poem, cannot
help owning that it abounds with wit and manly satire; and that nothing could
he a more keen reproach upon the taste and patronage of the times, than the
dialogue that passes between him and Apollo; to whom, after having made a
bold, yet just recapitulation of his own success in writing, he pathetically
complains, that he was denied a seat among his brethren; and takes occasion to
observe, that rewards were not bestowed according to merit, but in consequence
of interest and favour.

He has, upon other occasions, made severe remarks upon the scarcity of patrons
among the nobility of Spain, and even aimed the shafts of his satire' at the
throne itself. In his dedication of the second part of Don Quixote , to the Count
de Lemos, he proceeds in this ironical strain: "But, no person expresses a



greater desire of seeing my Don Quixote, than the mighty emperor of China,
who, about a month ago sent me a letter by an express, desiring, or rather
beseeching, me to supply him with a copy of that performance, as he intended
to build and endow a college for teaching the Spanish language from my book,
and was resolved to make me rector or principal teacher. " I asked if his majesty
had sent me any thing towards defraying the charges; and, when he answered in
the negative, "Why then, friend, said I, you may return to China as soon as you
please; for my own part, I am not in a state of health to undertake such a long
journey; besides, I am not only weak in body, but still weaker in Purse, and so I
am the emperor's most humble servant. In short, emperor for emperor, and
monarch for monarch, to take one with the other, and set the hare's head against
the goose giblets, there is the noble Count de Lemos, at Naples, who, without
any rectorships, supports, protects, and favours me to my heart's content."

This facetious paragraph certainly alludes to some unsubstantial promise he had
received from the court. At the same time, 1 cannot help observing, that his
gratitude and acknowledgment to the Count de Lemos, seem to have greatly
exceeded the obligation; for, at this very time, while he is extolling his
generosity, he gives us to understand that his circumstances were extremely
indigent.

At the very time of this dedication, the poverty of Cervantes had increased to
such a degree of distress, that he was fain to sell eight plays, and as many
interludes, to Juan Villaroel, because he had neither means nor credit for
printing them at his own expense. These theatrical pieces, which were published
at Madrid in the year 1615, tho' counted inferior to many Productions of Lope
de Vega, have, nevertheless, merit enough to persuade the discerning reader that
they would have succeeded in the representation; but, he was no favourite with
the players, who have always arrogated to themselves the prerogative of judging
and rejecting the productions of the drama; and, as they forbore to offer, he
disdained to solicit their acceptance. The truth is, he considered actors as the
servants of the public, who, tho' entitled to a certain degree of favour and
encouragement for the entertainment they afforded, ought ever to demean
themselves with modesty and respect for their benefactors; and he had often
professed himself an enemy to the self-sufficiency, insolence, and outrageous
behaviour of the king's company, some of whom had been guilty of the most
flagrant crimes, and even committed murder with impunity.

It is sometimes in the power of the most inconsiderable wretch to mortify a
character of the highest dignity. Cervantes, notwithstanding his contempt of
such petty critics, could not help feeling the petulance of a puny player, who



presumed to depreciate the talents of this venerable father of the stage. "Some
years ago, says he, I had recourse again to my own amusement, and, on the
supposition that the times were not altered since my name was in some
estimation, I composed a few pieces for the stage; hut, found no birds in last
year's nests: my meaning is, I could find no' In his preface to his play. Player
who would ask for my performances, tho' the whole company knew they were
finished; so that I threw them aside and condemned them to perpetual silence.
About this time, a certain bookseller told me he would have purchased my
plays, had he not been prevented by an actor, who said that from my prose
much might be expected; but, nothing from my verse. I confess, I was not a
little chagrined at hearing this declaration; and said to myself, Either I am quite
altered or the times are greatly improved, contrary to common observation, by
which the past is always preferred to the present. I revised my comedies,
together with some interludes which had lain some time in a corner, and I did
not think them so wretched, but that they might appeal from the muddy brain of
this player, to the clearer perception of other actors less scrupulous and more
judicious. Being quite out of humour, I parted with the copy to a bookseller,
who offered me a tolerable price: I took his money, without giving myself any
further trouble about the actors, and he printed them as you see. I could wish
they were the best in the world, or, at least, possessed of some merit. Gentle
reader, thou wilt soon see how they are, and if thou canst find any thing to thy
liking, and afterwards shouldst happen to meet with my back-biting actor, desire
him, from me, to take care and mend himself; for, I offend no man: as for the
plays, thou mayest tell him, they contain no glaring nonsense, no palpable
absurdities."

The source of this indifference towards Cervantes, we can easily explain, by
observing that Lope de Vega had, by this time, engrossed the theatre, and the
favour of the public, to such a degree as ensured success to all his
performances; so that the players would not run any risk of miscarriage, in
exhibiting the productions of an old neglected veteran, who had neither
inclination nor ability to support his theatrical pieces by dint of interest and
cabal. Far from being able to raise factions in his favour, he could hardly subsist
in the most parsimonious manner, and in all probability would have actually
starved, had not the charity of the Count de Lemos enabled him barely to
breathe.

The last work he finished was a novel, entitled, The Troubles of Persiles and
Sigismunda, which, however, he did not live to see in print. This child of his old
age he mentions' in the warmest terms of paternal affection, preferring it to all



the rest of his productions; a compliment which every author pays to the
youngest offspring of his genius; for, whatever sentence the world may
pronounce, every man thinks he daily improves in experience and
understanding; and that in refusing the pre-eminence to his last effort, he would
fairly own the decay and degeneracy of his own talents.

We must not, however, impute the encomiums which Cervantes bestows upon
his last performance to this fond partiality alone; because the book has
indubitable merit, and, as he himself says, may presume to vie with the
celebrated romance of Heliodorus in elegance of diction, entertaining incidents,
and fecundity of invention. Before this novel saw the light, our author was
seized with a dropsy, which gradually conveyed him to his grave; and nothing
could give a more advantageous idea of his character, than the fortitude and
good humour which he appears to have maintained to the last moment of his
life, overwhelmed as he was with misery, old age, and an incurable distemper.
The preface and dedication of his Persiles and Sigismunda, contain a journal of
his last stage, by which we are enabled to guess at the precise time of his
decease. "Loving reader, said he, as two of my friends and myself were coming
from the famous town of Esquivias-famous, I say, on a thousand accounts; first,
for its illustrious families, and, secondly, for its more illustrious wines.-I heard
somebody galloping after us, with intent, as [ imagined, to join our company;
and, indeed, he soon justified my conjecture, by calling out to us to ride more
softly. We accordingly waited for this stranger, who, riding up to us upon a she-
ass, appeared to be a grey student; for, he was clothed in grey, with country
buskins such as peasants wear to defend their legs in harvest time, round toed
shoes, a sword provided, as it happened, with a tolerable chap, a starched band,
and an even number of three thread breeds; for, the truth is, he had but two; and,
as his band would every now and then shift to one side, he took incredible pains
to adjust it again. "Gentlemen, said he, you are going, belike, to solicit some
post or pension at court: his eminence of Toledo must be there, to be sure, or the
king, at least, by your making such haste. In good faith, I could hardly overtake
you, tho' my ass hath been more than once applauded for a tolerable ambler." To
this address one of my companions replied, "We were obliged to set on at a
good rate, to keep up with that there mettlesome nag, belonging to signor
Miguel de Cervantes." Scarce had the student heard my name, when, springing
from the back of his ass, while his panel fell one way, and his wallet another, he
ran towards me, and, taking hold of my stirrup, "Aye, aye, cried he, this is the
found cripple! the renowned, the merry writer; in a word, the darling of the
muses!" In order to make some return to these high compliments, I threw my
arms about his neck, so as that he lost his band by the eagerness of my



embraces, and told him he was mistaken, like many of my well-wishers. "I am,
indeed, Cervantes, said I, but not the darling of the muses, or in any shape
deserving of those encomiums you have bestowed: be pleased, therefore, good
signor, to remount your beast, and let us travel together like friends the rest of
the way. " The courteous student took my advice, and as we jogged on softly
together, the conversation happening to turn on the subject of my illness, the
stranger soon pronounce my doom, by assuring me that my distemper was a
dropsy, which all the water of the ocean, although it were not salt, would never
be able to quench. "Therefore, signor Cervantes, added the student, you must
totally abstain from drink, but, do not forget to eat heartily: and this regimen
will effect your recovery without physic." "I have received the same advice
from other people, answered I, but I cannot help drinking, as if I had been born
to do nothing else but drink. My life is drawing to a period, and by the daily
journal of my pulse, which, I find, will have finished its course by next Sunday
at the farthest, I shall also have finished my career; so that you come in the very
nick of rime to be acquainted with me, though I shall have no opportunity of
showing how much I am obliged to you for your good will." By this time we
had reached the Toledo bridge, where finding we must part, I embraced my
student once more, and he having returned the compliment with great cordiality,
spurred up his beast, and left me as ill disposed on my horse, as he was ill
mounted on his ass; although my pen itched to be writing some humorous
description of his equipage: but, adieu my merry friends all; for, I am going to
die, and I hope to meet you again in the other world, as happy as heart can
wish."

After this adventure, which he so pleasantly relates, nay even in his last
moments, he dictated a most affectionate dedication to his patron, the Count de
Lemos, who was at that time president of the supreme council in Italy. He
begins facetiously with a quotation from an old ballad, then proceeds to tell his
excellency, that he had received extreme unction, and was on the brink of
eternity; yet he wished he could live to see the count's realm, and even to finish
the Weeks of the garden, and the Second part of Galatea, in which he had made
some progress.

This dedication was dated April 19, 1617, and in all probability the author died
the very next day, as the ceremony of the unction is never Firmed until :he
Datient is supposed to be in extremity: certain it is, he did not long survive this
period; for, in September, a license was granted to Donna Catalina de Salazar,
widow of Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, to Frint the Troubles of Persiles and
Sigismunda, a northern history, which was accordingly published at Madrid,



and afterwards translated into Italian.

Thus have I collected and related all the material circumstances mentioned by
history or tradition, concerning the life of Cervantes, which I shall conclude
with the portrait of his person, drawn by his own pen, in the preface to his
novels. His visage was sharp and aquiline, his hair of a chestnut colour, his
forehead smooth and high, his nose hookish or hawkish, his eye brisk and
cheerful, his mouth little, his beard originally of a golden hue, his upper-lip
finished with large mustachios, his complexion fair, his stature of the middling
size: and he tells us, moreover, that he was thick in the shoulders, and not very
light of foot.

In a word, Cervantes, whether considered as a writer or a man, will be found
worthy of universal approbation and esteem; as we cannot help applauding that
fortitude and courage which no difficulty could disturb, and no danger dismay;
while we admire that delightful stream of humour and invention, which flowed
so plenteous and so pure, surmounting all the mounts of malice and adversity.

JOAQUIN RODRIGO, (Born November 1902, El Sagundo, Spain.)
Spain's best-known twentieth century composer, delved deeply into the history
of his homeland in his Concierto de Aranjuez, which premiered in 1940. In
this work, Rodrigo, who was blind from the age of three, used musically
poignant images and themes tinted with folk music (often driven by powerful
bolero rhythms) to evoke the cultivated atmosphere of the festivities at
Aranjuez. This was the springtime royal residence built around the year 1800
on the plateau of New Castile, to which the Spanish kings retired from the
summer heat. The middle movement stands out with its finely crafted balance
between the subtle sound of the solo guitar and the rich colors of a chamber
orchestra. With its initially effusive sentimental giving way to brooding, the
movement is like a grand serenade, eventually fading away in a magnificent
solo cadenza over a soft tapestry of orchestral colors.

MAGDA BOGIN, is an accomplished writer and translator living in New
York City. Her novel, Natalya, Messenger of God, 1s forthcoming and she has
translated several great contemporary Spanish literary works, including Isabel
Allende's The House of Spirits and Elena Poniatowska's Until We Meet Again.



MANUEL BOIX, an internationally acclaimed artist, lives in Valencia,
Spain, where he has worked extensively to promote Catalan language and
literature He has created a number of limited-edition books and books for
children, including the story of the medieval knight Tirant lo Blanc. His work
hangs in museums throughout Europe and the United States.
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Achilles: A Greek hero of the Trojan War.



Aeneas: A Trojan hero who founded Rome in Virgil's Aenead.Afresh:



Anew: Again



Aggrieved: Feeling badly treated or offended.



Ails: Feels 1ll or sick.



Ardently: Feeling or wanting somethin very strongly.



Bade: Asked or ordered someone to do something.



Base: Evil or mean.



Bedeviled: Bothered or tormented.



Befallen: Happened to.



Befit: To be proper.



Bemoan: To complain or grieve about something.



Bestow: To give or present.



Bier: A base or stand for a coffin.



Blithe: Glad, happy, cheerful.



Boon: A favor or benefit.



Bout: Spell, or period of illness.



Breeches: Knee-length pants, trousers.



Brethren: Brothers.



Brocade: Cloth with a pattern woven into it.



Buoyant: Happy, in good spirits.



Cambric: Thin cotton cloth.



Canon: A member of a religious order.



Carafe: A container for holding a beverage.



Careening: Swaying or leaning to the side.



Chimed: (as in, chime in) Interrupted, broke into a conversation.



Chivalry: The code and system of medieval knighthood.



Claptrap: Impressive but empty language. Talk intended to impress people.



Cleft: Split or divided.



Coarse: Having common or rude manners.



Coherence: Understandable, making sense.



Commoner: An ordinary person, a person with no special rank.



Compassion: Sympathy, a desire to help a person who has misfortune.



Concocted: Made cleverly by combining other elemments.



Countenance: Face or expression.



Crept: Crawled or moved slowly and quietly.



Town crier: A person whose job it is to shout out announcements and news in the

streets.



Crupper: Part of a horse's harness which fastens to the saddle and loops under the

tail.



Cur: A dog of little value, a mongrel.



Damsel: A girl or young women.



Demolished: Completely torn down, destroyed.



Doleful: Sad, sorrowful.



Doused: Dampened, put out as a fire.



Drawbridge: A bridge which can be raised to allow ships to pass beneath.



Drubbing: A beating or a sound defeat.



Dubbed: Confered upon, given an honorary name or title.



Ducat, Ducats: A coin, unsually gold.



Entreat: To beg or ask urgently for something.



Knight errant: A medieval knight who travels in search of adventure.



Erstwhile: Now departed, of a former time.



Etched: Drawn or carved.



Exploit, Exploits: Amazing deed or heroic act.



Feeble: Weak.



Fine fettle: Good condition.



Flabbergasted: Overcome with surprise.



Fodder: Food for animals.



Galley, Galleys: Ship propelled by the rowing of many oars.



Gentry: An upper or ruling class, although not nobility.



Gibberish: Meaningless talk or writing.



Girth, Girths: Strap which passes beneath a horse to hold the saddle in place.



Grandiloquent: Speaking in a grand or pompous style.



Grandiose: More complicated than necessary.



Greyhound: A slim and very fast breed of dog.



Grisliest: Most horribleor gruesome.



Gullibility: Able to be cheated or fooled easily.



Haggard: Appearing exhausted or extremely aged and worn.



Harrowing: Frightening or extremely disturbing.



Mad as a hatter: Crazy (an expression).



Haughtiest: Most like a snob or one who thinks themself better than other

persons.



Haunch, Haunches: The hindquarters of an animal.



Havoc: Ruin, extreme damage.



Hector: A hero of the Trojan War, killed by Achilles (Greek mythology).



Heed: Pay careful attention.



Heiress: A woman who inherits wealth.



Herdsman, Herdsmen: A man who herds sheep or cattle.



Hippogriff: A creature with the head and wings of an eagle and the body of a

horse.



Hoodlum, Hoodlums: Outlaws or members of a gang.



Hosteler: Innkeeper.



Hue: A shade of color.



Ignoramus: A very stupid person.



Imprecation:A curse.



Insurmountable: Impossible to overcome.



[ota: A tiny bit.



Jabbing: Poking.



Javelin, Javelins: A sharp pointed stick or spear.



Jest: Joke.



Jilted: Rejected, no longer wanted.



Knave: A wicked or unprincipled person.



Labyrinth: A maze, a confusing system of tunnels.



Lament: Cries, story of sadness.



Lavish: To give huge amounts of something to someone.



Loath: Reluctant, not willing to do something.



Lout, Louts: Rough, rowdy person.



Luxurious: Very rich, elegant.



Maintenance: The care of something, keeping everything working.



Makeshift: Temporary or poorly made substitute.



Manacled: Chained, usually by iron cuffs around the wrists.



Manifested: Made clear.



Manifoldly: In many or various ways.



Mien: Appearance.



Melodious: Musical, pretty to listen to.



Mischievous: Roguish, playfully annoying.



Moat: A deep ditch around a castle, filled with water.



Monarch: King or ruler.



Muddled: Confused.



Muleteer: A person who drives and takes care of mules.



Mused: Thought, considered.



Muster: To gather, get together.



Muzzle: The mouth and nose of an animal.



Naught: Nothing.



Necromancing: Working magic, usually black magic.



Nonchalance: An assumption of ease, pretending to be unworried.



Oblivious: Unaware, not noticing.



Palfrey: A woman's saddle horse.



Pallbearer, Pallbearers: Person who helps carry a casket at a funeral.



Parasol, Parasols: Umbrella used for protection from the sun.



Peerless: Without equal.



Penance: Punishment, usually for sins.



Penitent, Penitents: Religious person who does penance, or accepts punishment

for their sins.



Perchance: Maybe, possibly.



Personage: An important person.



Philosophy: The basic truths and principles of nature and human conduct.



Pilgrimage, Pilgrimages: Special journey taken for religious reasons.



Pious voice: Religious sounding or pompous.



Pirouette, Pirouettes: A spin around, to turn in a circle.



Plunder: To rob or loot.



Poplar: A type of tall, straight tree.



Poulticed: Applied medicine or healing herbs.



A pox on: A curse, an expression of disgust.



Prithee: Pray thee, or please.



Promissory note: A legal promise to pay.



Pummel: To pound or hit many times.



Quintessence: The essence, the perfect example.



Ranting: Yelling and screaming.



Raving: Crying out as if crazy.



Rogue: A rascall, a criminal.



Roly-poly: Fat.



Ruse: A trick or deception.



Scimitar: A curved sword.



Scorned: Rejected, treated without respect.



Scoundrel, Scoundrels: A person with no morals, criminals.



Scourge: Punishes, whips.



Scrawny: Very thin, skinny.



Shackled: Chained, usually around the ankles and wrists.



Skirmish, Skirmishes: A battle or fight.



Slay: To kaill.



Spewing: Pouring, gushing.



Spoils: Things won in a battle.



Squire: The servant of a knight.



Stave, Staves: Stick or long piece of wood.



Succor: To help or defend.



Summitry: The peak or top, the best.



Sustenance: Things needed to live, like food and drink.



Swathed: Draped or wrapped.



Swoon, Swooned: To Faint.



Tarry: To delay, wait.



Taut: Tight or firm.



Thence: From there.



Theseus: A hero from ancient Greek mythology.



Thrall: Bondage or slavery.



Toppling: Knocking over.



Travail, Travails: Something difficult to endure, something which causes

suffering.



Trudging: Walking with difficulty.



Ulysses: A hero from ancient Greek Mythology.



Unbeknownst: Unknown.



Untethered: Untied, or unrestrained.



Usurped: Stole or took from someone.



Utmost: Best.



Veritable: Truly, Very much so.



Visor: The front part of a helment which covers the face.



Wield: To use or handle.



Woeful: Sad or unhappy.



Woe, Woes: Disappointment, a thing which makes one unhappy.



Wont: Habit.



Yoke of oxen: Pair of oxen held together with a wooden frame across their

sholders.



Yore: Long ago.



Zeal: Energy and enthusiasm.









