


[image: 001]




[image: 001]




Table of Contents

 


Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Introduction

 


FIRST PART OF THE INGENIOUS -  Hidalgo don Quixote de La Mancha.

First Chapter. Which deals with the lifestyle and pursuits of the famous  ...

Chapter II. Which deals with the first expedition that the ingenious don  ...

Chapter III. In which is recounted the amusing way that don Quixote came to be  ...

Chapter IIII. About what happened to our knight when he left the inn.

Chapter V. Where the narration of the misfortune of our knight continues.

Chapter VI. Of the amusing and great inquisition that the priest and barber  ...

Chapter VII. About the second expedition of our good knight don Quixote de La Mancha.

Chapter VIII. Of the excellent outcome that the brave don Quixote had in the  ...

 


SECOND PART OF THE INGENIOUS -  Hidalgo Don Quixote de La Mancha.

Chapter IX. Where the stupendous battle that the gallant Basque and the brave  ...

Chapter X. Of what else happened to don Quixote with the Basque and the danger  ...

Chapter XI. About what happened to don Quixote with some goatherds.

Chapter XII. About what a goatherd told those who were with don Quixote.

Chapter XIII. In which the end of the story of the shepherdess Marcela is  ...

Chapter XIIII. Wherein the dead shepherd’s verses of despair are set down, with  ...

 


THIRD PART OF THE INGENIOUS -  Hidalgo Don Quixote of La Mancha.

Chapter XV. Where the unfortunate adventure is related that happened to don  ...

Chapter XVI. About what happened to the ingenious hidalgo in the inn that he  ...

Chapter XVII. Where the innumerable travails that the brave don Quixote and his  ...

Chapter XVIII. Where the words that Sancho Panza said to his master don Quixote  ...

Chapter XIX. About the tactful conversation that Sancho Panza had with his  ...

Chapter XX. About the never-before-seen and unheard-of adventure accomplished  ...

Chapter XXI. Which deals with the high adventure and priceless acquisition of  ...

Chapter XXII. About the freedom that don Quixote gave to many unfortunates who,  ...

Chapter XXIII. About what happened to the famous don Quixote in the Sierra  ...

Chapter XXIIII. Where the adventure in the Sierra Morena is continued.

Chapter XXV. Which deals with the strange things that happened to the valiant  ...

Chapter XXVI. Where the antics that don Quixote, in the role of a lover, did in  ...

Chapter XXVII. How the priest and barber carried out their scheme, together  ...

 


FOURTH PART OF THE INGENIOUS - Hidalgo don Quixote de La Mancha.

Chapter XXVIII. Which deals with the strange and delightful adventure that the  ...

Chapter XXIX. Which deals with the beautiful Dorotea’s discretion, with other  ...

Chapter XXX. Which deals with the amusing inventiveness and the happy method  ...

Chapter XXXI. About the delightful conversation between don Quixote and Sancho  ...

Chapter XXXII. Which deals with what happened to don Quixote and his companions  ...

Chapter XXXIII. Where the novella of the “Ill-Advised Curiosity” is related.

Chapter XXXIIII. Wherein the novella of the “Ill-Advised Curiosity” continues.

Chapter XXXV. Where the end of the novella of the “Ill-Advised Curiosity” is concluded.

Chapter XXXVI. Which deals with the fierce and colossal battle that don Quixote  ...

Chapter XXXVII. Which deals where the story of the famous princess Micomicona  ...

Chapter XXXVIII. Which deals with the Discourse on Arms and Letters that don  ...

Chapter XXXIX. Wherein the captive tells of his life and adventures.

Chapter XL. Where the story of the captive is continued.

Chapter XLI. Where the captive continues his adventures.

Chapter XLII. Which deals with what else happened at the inn together with many  ...

Chapter XLIIII. Where the unheard-of events at the inn continue.

Chapter XXXV. Where the matter of Mambrino’s helmet and the packsaddle are  ...

Chapter XLVI. About the notable adventure of the officers and the great  ...

Chapter XLVII. Of the strange way don Quixote de La Mancha was enchanted, with  ...

Chapter XLVIII. Where the canon pursues the subject of books of chivalry, with  ...

Chapter XLIX. Which deals with the shrewd conversation that Sancho Panza had  ...

Chapter L. About the adroit debate that don Quixote and the canon had, together  ...

Chapter LI. Which deals with what the goatherd told all those who were taking  ...

Chapter LII. Of the quarrel that don Quixote had with the goatherd, with the  ...

 


SECOND PART OF THE INGENIOUS KNIGHT DON QUIXOTE DE LA MANCHA.

First Chapter -  About the conversation the priest and barber had with don  ...

Chapter II. Which deals with the notable struggle that Sancho Panza had with  ...

Chapter III. About the laughable conversation that took place between don  ...

Chapter IIII. Where Sancho Panza satisfies the bachelor Sansón Carrasco’s  ...

Chapter V. About the wise and amusing conversation between Sancho Panza and his  ...

Chapter VI. About what happened to don Quixote with his niece and his  ...

Chapter VI. About what don Quixote said to his squire, with other very famous events.

Chapter VIII. Where what happened to don Quixote on the way to see his lady,  ...

Chapter IX. Where is told what will be seen.

Chapter X. Where the deception Sancho used to enchant the lady Dulcinea is  ...

Chapter XI. About the strange adventure that happened to don Quixote with the  ...

Chapter XII. About the strange adventure that happened to the brave knight don  ...

Chapter XIII. Where the adventure of the Knight of the Forest is continued,  ...

Chapter XIIII. Where the adventure of the Knight of the Forest continues.

Chapter XV. Where the identity of the Knight of the Mirrors and his squire is  ...

Chapter XVI. About what happened to don Quixote with a discerning gentleman of  ...

Chapter XVII. Wherein is declared the height and extreme to which the  ...

Chapter XVIII. About what happened to don Quixote in the castle of the Knight  ...

Chapter XIX. Where the adventure of the enamored shepherd is recounted,  ...

Chapter XX. Where the wedding of Camacho the Rich is recounted together with  ...

Chapter XXI. Where the wedding of Camacho is continued, together with other  ...

Chapter XXII. Wherein is related the great adventure of the Cave of Montesinos,  ...

Chapter XXIII. About the marvelous things that the incomparable don Quixote  ...

Chapter XXIIII. Where a thousand trifles, as irrelevant as they are necessary  ...

Chapter XXV. Where the adventure of the braying is set down along with the  ...

Chapter XXVI. Where the delightful adventure of the puppeteer is continued,  ...

Chapter XXVII. Where it is revealed who maese Pedro and his monkey were,  ...

Chapter XXVIII. About things that Benengeli says that whoever reads them will  ...

Chapter XXIX. About the famous adventure of the Enchanted Boat.

Chapter XXX. About what happened to don Quixote with a beautiful huntress.

Chapter XXXI. Which deals with many and great things.

Chapter XXXII. About the response don Quixote gave his reprimander, with other  ...

Chapter XXXIII. About the delicious conversation that the duchess and her  ...

Chapter XXXIIII. Which tells how the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso was to be  ...

Chapter XXXV. Where the information that don Quixote received about Dulcinea’s  ...

Chapter XXXVI. Where is narrated the extraordinary and never-before-imagined  ...

Chapter XXXVII. Where the famous adventure of the Distressed Duenna is continued.

Chapter XXXVIII. Where the story of the misfortune of the Distressed Duenna is told.

Chapter XXXIX. Where Trifaldi continues her stupendous and memorable history.

Chapter XL. About things that appertain and pertain to this adventure and to  ...

Chapter XLI. About the arrival of Clavileño and the end of this drawn-out adventure.

Chapter XLII. About the advice that don Quixote gave Sancho before he went to  ...

Chapter XLIII. About the second set of advice that don Quixote gave to Sancho Panza.

Chapter XLIIII. How Sancho Panza was taken to his governorship, and the strange  ...

Chapter XLV. How the great Sancho Panza took possession of his ínsula and how  ...

Chapter XLVI. About the fearful feline bell fright that befell don Quixote in  ...

Chapter XLVII. How Sancho Panza’s progress in government is continued.

Chapter XLVIII. About what happened to don Quixote with doña Rodríguez, the  ...

Chapter XLIX. About what happened to Sancho making the rounds of his ínsula.

Chapter L. Where it is declared who the enchanters and tormentors were who  ...

Chapter LI. Of the progress in the government of Sancho Panza, together with  ...

Chapter LII. Where the adventure of the second Distressed (or Afflicted)  ...

Chapter LIII. About the troubled end and conclusion of Sancho Panza’s government.

Chapter LIIII. Which deals with things about this history and no other.

Chapter LV. About the things that happened to Sancho on the road and other  ...

Chapter LVI. About the colossal and unheard-of battle that don Quixote had with  ...

Chapter LVII. Which deals with how don Quixote bade farewell to the duke, and  ...

Chapter LVIII. Which deals with how so many adventures rained down on don  ...

Chapter LIX. Where an extraordinary incident befell don Quixote, which can be  ...

Chapter LX. About what befell don Quixote along the way to Barcelona.

Chapter LXI. About what happened to don Quixote as he entered Barcelona, with  ...

Chapter LXII. Which deals with the adventure of the enchanted head, with other  ...

Chapter LXIII. About Sancho Panza’s ordeal during his visit to the galleys, and  ...

Chapter LXIIII. Which deals with the adventure that gave don Quixote the most  ...

Chapter LXV. Where it is revealed who he of the White Moon was, together with  ...

Chapter LXVI. Which deals with what the person who reads it will see, or the  ...

Chapter LXVII. Of don Quixote’s resolve to become a shepherd and live in the  ...

Chapter LXVIII. Of the bristly adventure that happened to don Quixote.

Chapter LXIX. About the rarest and most unusual event that happened to don  ...

Chapter LXX. Which follows the sixty-ninth and deals with things necessary to  ...

Chapter LXXI. What happened to don Quixote with his squire, Sancho, on the way  ...

Chapter LXXII. How don Quixote and Sancho arrived at their village.

Chapter LXXIII. About the omens that don Quixote saw when he entered his  ...

Chapter LXXIIII. About how don Quixote fell ill, the will he dictated, and his death.

TABLE OF CHAPTERS - of this Second Part of don Quixote de La Mancha




Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra was born in Spain in 1547. He read the classics of Latin, Italian, and Spanish literature, knew mythology well, and was a clever poet. Before his literary career, from 1571 through 1575, he fought with the Spanish fleet and served in garrisons in Italy. He was captured by the Turks on his way back to Spain and was held for ransom in Algiers for five years. His education and experiences are all reflected in this work. Upon his return to Spain, he held various government posts but faced constant financial hardships and served two terms in prison. His fame was secured with the publication of Don Quixote in 1605 and its sequel ten years later.

 

Tom Lathrop is the editor of the Bulletin of the Cervantes Society of America. Aside from this translation, he has done an unabridged edition of the Spanish original of this work and a children’s Don Quixote, illustrated by Jack Davis. He has spoken about Don Quixote in national and international forums, and has received the “Order of Don Quijote,” the highest award made by Sigma Delta Pi, the national Spanish honorary. He was also invested by the king of Spain as an officer in the Order of Isabel la Católica. He has a Ph.D. in Romance Language and Literatures from UCLA and is professor emeritus at the University of Delaware.




SIGNET CLASSICS

Published by New American Library, a division of

Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Street,
 New York, New York 10014, USA

Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto,
 Ontario M4P 2Y3, Canada (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)

Penguin Books Ltd., 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

Penguin Ireland, 25 St. Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2,
 Ireland (a division of Penguin Books Ltd.)

Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124,
 Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty. Ltd.)

Penguin Books India Pvt. Ltd., 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park,
 New Delhi–110 017, India

Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, North Shore 0632,
 New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd.)

Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty.) Ltd., 24 Sturdee Avenue,
 Rosebank, Johannesburg 2196, South Africa

 

Penguin Books Ltd., Registered Offices: 
80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

 

Published by Signet Classics, an imprint of New American Library, 
a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

 

First Signet Classics Printing, April 2011 


 

Copyright © Tom Lathrop, 2011

eISBN : 978-1-101-52537-1

[image: 002] REGISTERED TRADEMARK—MARCA REGISTRADA

 



 

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

 


 

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

http://us.penguingroup.com




Dedicated to the memory of five individuals:

 

GERARD LEBEAU—A truly good person, collector of art

WALTER OLLER—A polyglot scholar and musician

ED MANWELL—A lover of golf and the law, and a grudging Francophile

HAL BARNELL—The vagabond illustrator, alumnus of the Figaro Café

and DIANA FRANCES HECHTER—A life too short




 Introduction

Don Quixote is the most translated work of fiction. In fact, four other English translations have come out during the ten years preceding this one (Burton Raffel, John Rutherford, Edith Grossman, James Montgomery). So, why in the world would I take on yet another translation? The reason I felt justified in doing it is that translations are frequently based on Spanish editions that have taken too many liberties with the original text, fixing perceived errors, changing chapter titles, even adding words to the work. That their translations reflect the defects of the Spanish editions is, of course, not the fault of the translators. Read on, and you’ll discover why these so-called errors and wrong chapter titles really should be left as written by Cervantes. My translation is based on the original Spanish edition of 1605 (Part I) and 1615 (Part II) and will be free from the “corrections” made over the ages. Also, this introduction will help, I hope, to set the record straight about a number of misconceptions about the work.




But First, the Life of Cervantes as It Relates to This Work 

Miguel de Cervantes, the fourth of seven children, was born on September 29, 1547, in Alcalá de Henares, a university town about twenty miles east of Madrid. His father,  Rodrigo, was a barber-surgeon. The family had little money and moved frequently. When Miguel was three and a half years old, they moved to Valladolid, which was the capital, then on to Cordova in 1553, when Miguel was seven. In 1564, the family was in Seville. Next to nothing is known about Miguel’s education, although it had to be both intense and broad, whether in schools or on his own. There is a record that he attended the Estudio de la Villa de Madrid for about six months when he was a rather old twenty, under the humanist priest Juan López de Hoyos. Cervantes contributed four poems (one sonnet, two short poems, and an elegy) to the volume put together by López de Hoyos to honor the dead queen Isabel de Valois. Although not celebrated as a poet, Cervantes could handle many poetic forms adroitly, and used a large number of poetic formats in the Quixote (there are forty-five of his poems in the book). Don Quixote’s own poems are not very good, and his young admirer, Altisidora, writes like the fourteen-year-old she is, but these bad poems are not Cervantes’ fault. He is just giving us what we should expect from an old man, hardly a poet, and from an immature girl.

On September 15, 1569, an arrest warrant was issued in Madrid for Cervantes, who had wounded a rival in a duel. The warrant said that Cervantes’ right hand was to be cut off and he was to be in exile from Madrid for ten years. He fled to Andalusia—the southern part of Spain—and shortly thereafter made his way to Rome, where he worked in the household of Cardinal Giulio Acquaviva, whom he may have met the previous year in Madrid. During his stay in Italy, he learned Italian and was initiated into Italian literature. You will see many references to Italy, and writings in Italian, in the Quixote, particularly the Italian continuations of the French Song of Roland. The novella of the Ill-Advised Curiosity (in chapters thirty-three through thirty-five in Part I) is also based on Italian models.

In the summer of 1570, Cervantes joined a Spanish regiment in Naples and went off to war as a naval gunner. He fought against the Turks in the Battle of Lepanto (at Náfpaktos, Greece) on October 7, 1571, a critical battle on which the future of Europe as a Judeo-Christian continent hinged. After another battle in Tunis, and a stay in Naples, as Cervantes was finally returning to Spain in 1575, his galley  was attacked by Barbary pirates and he was taken to Algiers, where he was held for five years waiting to be ransomed. His time in Algiers is reflected in the Captive’s Tale (Part I, chapters thirty-nine through forty-one).

Once back in Spain, twelve years after he had left, he had to set about earning money, and got some work from the king. Miguel married Catalina de Salazar—eighteen years his junior—in 1584, in what turned out to be an unhappy marriage. They lived in Esquivias in La Mancha, where he came to know the types of people who would later populate his Quixote.1 The following year, he published the first—and, as it turns out, the only—part of his pastoral novel La Galatea. The novel was not successful enough to support him for long, but he liked the pastoral genre well enough to write a number of pastoral narrations in the Quixote (starting with Part I, chapter twelve).

For about ten years he had a job as a buyer and tax collector for the crown, and traveled all around Andalusia. His knowledge of the geography of that region is frequently seen in the Quixote. In 1590 he applied for one of several positions in the New World—Guatemala, Cartagena [in modern Colombia], or La Paz [in modern Bolivia]—but his petition was denied, for which posterity can be grateful.

In 1604 he moved to Valladolid to a house that you can visit today. Part I of his Quixote was all but finished by then, and was printed on the presses of Juan de la Cuesta in Madrid in 1605. It was an instantaneous success. As the printers were taking apart the typeset pages from the first printing, a second printing was urgently needed, and what had been taken apart had to be reset. Since the original royal license (the equivalent of the modern copyright) didn’t include Portugal, two enterprising printers in Lisbon  produced pirated Spanish-language editions immediately. It was reprinted in Madrid once again, this time including a license for Portugal, and there was also an edition in Valencia, all before the end of 1605! Then came foreign editions in Spanish and in translation.

Now that he was well-known as an author, Cervantes turned to other projects. In 1613 he published his twelve Exemplary Novels, several of them being in the Italian style. In 1614 he published a long poem called Voyage from Parnassus in which he writes about a hundred and twenty authors. Although he had hinted at a second part of his Quixote at the end of Part I, he waited until 1615 to finish his Part II. In the meantime, in 1614, a second author came out with his own continuation of Cervantes’ book (more about this in the section dealing with Avellaneda later in this introduction, since the spurious Quixote greatly affected Cervantes’ second part). Also in 1615 his Eight New Plays and Eight Skits was published. Cervantes was a real fan of the theater, and in chapters forty-seven through forty-eight of Part I, there is a critique of the contemporary theater. The following year, just as he was finishing his last novel, Persiles and Sigismunda (published in 1617), he died on April 23.




The Maligned Genius 

Ever since the Quixote has been annotated, every editor has pointed out that the book is filled with inconsistencies, contradictions, and errors. And it is absolutely true. You will soon see that when something—anything—is stated, sooner or later it will be contradicted. This has led footnote writers since the erudite and vituperative Clemencín in the 1830s to proclaim that this masterwork of world literature was written by an extremely careless author who must have written at full speed without ever going over his work, and that he included hundreds of contradictions without ever realizing his terrible mistakes. That there are hundreds of inconsistencies is undeniable, but that Cervantes was a careless writer is very far from the truth.

Since there are no wholesale contradictions in his other works, the obvious conclusion has to be that Cervantes put  them in the Quixote on purpose. But why? The answer is very simple. Cervantes’ advertised objective in writing Don Quixote was to imitate and make so much fun of the ancient romances of chivalry—books that told tales of roaming knights in armor—that no further ones would be written. Cervantes was quite successful, since no new romances were written in Spanish after the Quixote came out.

In order to imitate the romances fully, Cervantes satirized not only their content but also imitated their careless style. It’s as simple as that. In fact, this intent is clearly stated in the Prologue to Part I. There you’ll see that the author’s unnamed friend, who advises him about a number of things, says: “You only have to imitate the style of what you’re writing [i.e., the romances of chivalry]—the more perfect the imitation is, the better your writing will be.” Far from being a defect in the book, these contradictions are truly an integral part of the art of the book. No one can convince me that Cervantes, whose erudition and memory were so vast that he was able to cite, in this book alone, 104 mythological, legendary, and biblical characters; 131 chivalresque, pastoral, and poetic characters; 227 historical persons or lineages; 21 famous animals; 93 well-known books; 261 geographical locations; 210 proverbs; and who created 371 characters (230 of whom have speaking roles),2 could possibly forget from one paragraph to the next the name of Sancho Panza’s wife (yet she is called Juana Gutiérrez in Part I, chapter seven, and Mari Gutiérrez four lines later. And she is also called Juana Panza, Teresa Panza, and Teresa Cascajo). Of greater importance is the real name of don Quixote himself. Half a dozen or more variants are proposed (Quixano, Quesada, Quijana . . .). On a couple of occasions one of them is proclaimed to be the true one, each one a different variant. In the battle of the two armies, the adversaries are identified as Pentapolín or Pentapolén and Alifanfarrón or Aleanfarrón. The doctor in Amadís de Gaula is said to be both Elisabat and Elisabad. A soldier is referred to as Vicente de la Rosa and Roca. (Lots of editors of this work try to help out old Mr. Careless, by homogenizing  these perceived mistakes, but in doing so, they do him and his work a disservice, since vagueness of names is a part of the work.)

So, Cervantes imitated the careless style of these romances by, in a very carefully planned way, making mistakes on purpose about practically everything, and he made sure that whatever was said was eventually contradicted.

In Part I, chapter four, when don Quixote makes an error in math and says that seven times nine is seventy-three, some editors and translators think that the typesetter has made a mistake—after all, there’s only one letter different between sesenta (sixty) and setenta (seventy) in Spanish. But it’s not a typesetter’s mistake; this is don Quixote’s math error.

On another occasion, don Quixote makes a mistake when he says that the biblical Samson removed the doors of the temple. It was really the gates of the city of Gaza that Samson tore off. Cervantes inserted this error on purpose, either to show that don Quixote’s biblical knowledge was faulty, or to show that in the heat of excitement one’s memory is not as acute as it should be. To state, as Clemencín does, that this is “another proof of Cervantes’ lack of attention and of his carelessness in quotations” (p. 1170 of Clemencín’s Castilla edition) is ludicrous. The characters are capable of making their own mistakes all by themselves, and when they make them we should realize that they belong to the characters and not to the author.

Cervantes, as a rule, simply does not make mistakes and he’s not careless either. Indeed he had to be particularly keen and creative in order to make sure everything was contradicted. Every contradiction, every mistake, every careless turn of phrase is there because Cervantes wanted it exactly that way.3




A Case in Point—“Erroneous” Chapter Titles 

Aside from the contradictions and inconsistencies in the text itself, Cervantes made sure there are mistakes in the chapter titles. Historically, in preparing romances for the press, someone other than the author broke the text into chapters and supplied the chapter titles, sometimes making mistakes that the author could never make. In El caballero del Cisne [The Swan Knight] for example, the title of chapter 114 is: “How the Swan Knight’s enemies killed his horse,” yet the horse is not killed in that chapter.4 What Cervantes did was to imitate the chopping of the romances into chapters, and the careless preparation of chapter titles that went along with it.

Cervantes used practically every variation possible to mess up chapter titles. One was to do exactly what the example from El caballero del Cisne did, which was to state in the chapter title events that happened in the story, but not in the chapter in question. In Part I, the title of chapter ten is preposterously wrong: “Of what else happened to don Quixote with the Basque and the danger in which he found himself with a mob of Yangüesans.” The episode with the Basque is over, and the Yangüesans don’t come for five more chapters. Who could possibly fail to see this amusing parody? The Spanish Royal Academy of the Language did just that in their 1780 edition, and they, “correcting such an evident mistake,” in the words of the hostile Clemencín, changed the title to: “Of the amusing conversations that took place between don Quixote and Sancho Panza, his squire.” Exactly the same thing happens in the title to Part I, chapter thirty-six, “Which deals with the fierce and colossal battle that don Quixote had with some wineskins, and other strange adventures at the inn.” The “colossal battle” has already taken place, and everybody knows it, especially Cervantes. Many of these inconsistencies are far from subtle.

Another variation was to switch chapter titles around. Cervantes reversed, on purpose, the titles for chapters twenty-nine and thirty of Part I. The Academy’s edition   “fixed” these titles so that they corresponded to what was in the chapters.

Once, there is a false start. Part I, chapter 37 is titled “Which deals where the story of the famous princess Micomicona is continued, with other amusing adventures.” In the table of contents at the end of the book, the compositors changed this to read: “Which continues the adventures of the famous Princess Micomicona. . . .” This makes sense. Because compositors pay little attention to content while they are setting type, they copied the false start exactly. But in preparing the table of contents, where they had to look up the page numbers, they paid attention to the content and “repaired” it.

The title for Part I, chapter forty-five bears the Roman numeral XXXV, thirty-five. This can hardly be a typesetter’s mistake since it is so different from the “correct” XLV. It has to be that Cervantes once again “made a mistake” on purpose. The table of contents does correct it to chapter forty-five. A responsible typesetter simply could not allow the chapters to be numbered 44, 35, 46 . . . in the table of contents.

The first edition also jumps from chapter forty-two to chapter forty-four. But a title for chapter forty-three is listed in the table of contents in the back of the book, its page number referring to the place where the poem “Ah me, Love’s mariner am I” begins. This chapter title is unique in the way it ends: “Chapter Forty-three. Where the pleasant story of the mule boy is told, with other happenings at the inn. It begins: ‘Ah me! Love’s mariner am I.’ ” Since compositors are supposed to set exactly what they see, it seems reasonable that they would not skip a chapter division (if there had been one at Ah me! Love’s mariner am I). When the compositors were preparing the table of contents, on the other hand, they must have been horrified to see that a heading had seemingly been left out (by the author), so they made up a title for chapter forty-three, after they determined where they thought the chapter was supposed to begin. (Three preceding chapters have already begun with a poem [I,1: “In a village in La Mancha” was a verse from a ballad; I,14: “Grisóstomo’s Song”; I,40: a sonnet]—so this might seem a logical guess.) You might wonder why they didn’t go back and put their made-up title in the text  where they believed it was supposed to go. It was either because the book was already printed, or the pages were locked up and ready to be printed—you can’t make a table of contents unless you know the page numbers (and that’s why the table of contents is at the end of the book). To fit in this new title, the printers would have had to shuffle type all the way through the end of chapter fifty-one, where there is a bit of white space at the bottom (see folio 308r of the first printing), and that would mean ninety-six pages would have had to be reworked or reprinted.




Another Case in Point—The Robbery of Sancho’s Donkey 

The biggest “error” in the whole of Part I is without doubt the mysterious robbery and return of Sancho’s donkey. The readers of the first 1605 edition of the work suddenly found that Sancho’s donkey was not only missing, but stolen, as he blurts out in chapter twenty-five: “Good luck to the person who has saved us the trouble of taking the packsaddle off the donkey.” Soon, when Sancho has to do an errand for don Quixote, he says: “It’d be a good idea to resaddle Rocinante in the absence of my donkey.” When don Quixote asks for bandages a bit later, Sancho says: “It was worse luck to lose the donkey . . . because when we lost him we lost the bandages and everything.” And then, when Sancho calls himself a donkey, he says: “But I don’t know why I’d mention ‘donkey,’ since ‘you should never mention rope in the hanged man’s house.’ ” In the next chapter, Sancho meets the priest and barber of his village and “he told them about the loss of the donkey.” It would seem that somewhere in chapter twenty-five as many have pointed out, the donkey was stolen. Later, in chapter twenty-nine, Cervantes makes the point that when “don Quixote got onto Rocinante and the barber his pack mule,” Sancho was left “on foot.” After twelve chapters with no mention of the donkey, little by little, it reappears. In chapter forty-two, Sancho is found sleeping comfortably on his donkey’s trappings, which had been stolen along with the animal: “Sancho Panza despaired at the lateness of the hour, and he managed to get the best accommodation of all, stretching  out on the trappings of his donkey.” After a few similar allusions to trappings and the donkey’s halter, in chapter forty-six, there is the donkey, miraculously, standing in the stable, and the innkeeper swore that “neither Rocinante nor Sancho’s donkey would leave the inn unless he was paid down to the last ardite.” And then the story continues with Sancho on his donkey and don Quixote on his horse.

That’s the way it was in the first Cuesta edition of 1605. In the second Cuesta edition of 1605, the one that included Portugal in its copyright area, we now read about the loss of the donkey in chapter twenty-three, and its recovery in chapter thirty. These additions have led some editors to believe that Cervantes went down to Cuesta’s print shop and corrected his huge mistake himself. Far from the truth. The way it was in the first edition was exactly as he wanted it.

I don’t know who wrote the inserted sections. I suspect it was someone in the print shop, given the other “corrections” made there, but I know it wasn’t Cervantes. I am sure of it for several reasons. On stylistic grounds, the passage that tells about the loss of the donkey uses a Spanish expression for “to miss” that Cervantes simply does not use. It says that “Sancho Panza . . . halló menos su rucio” (“Sancho missed his donkey”). But whenever Cervantes wanted to say “to miss” he used “echar menos” and not “hallar menos,”5 so the person who wrote that could not have been Cervantes.

Another important proof is where the new material was inserted. Flores, Allen, Hartzenbusch, Stagg, and others all agree that the robbery should not have been in chapter twenty-three, where it was placed, but in chapter twenty-five, since that is where we first see references to it. And the recovery was stuck in the middle of chapter thirty, where it seems an intrusion. Would the author himself have put these added sections where they now are? Clearly not. But the added sections were never supposed to be inserted at all, as the next proof shows.

Printers in Spain and in the rest of Europe used the   “corrected” second Cuesta edition as a basis for their own editions until and beyond when Cervantes’ Part II came out. These included the edition in Valencia (1605), one in Brussels (1607), a new one in Madrid (1608), one in Milan (1610), and yet another in Brussels (1611). So, most of the copies of the book in circulation at the time Part II came out had the inserted sections describing the theft and recovery of the donkey.

In chapter three of Part II, a new character named Sansón Carrasco arrives and says: “And some have found fault with the memory of the author since he forgot to say who the thief was who stole Sancho’s donkey, because it’s not mentioned there, and you can only infer from the context that it’s been stolen.” To most readers this would have been perplexing, since chances are their first part of the work was a copy based on the second Cuesta edition, where the robbery and return of the donkey are reported in chapters twenty-three and thirty. What this means is that Sansón is basing his observation on what went on in the first edition, the one without the added sections, the only one approved by Cervantes. If Cervantes had written the inserted sections, Sansón’s observation would not have been made.

In this translation, following Martín de Riquer’s model in his Spanish editions, I have put the added sections in footnotes where they were placed in the second Cuesta edition. But to play the game correctly, in the Cervantine way, you should pay little heed to added sections. The first edition is as Cervantes wanted, and the giant error of the robbery of the donkey is also exactly the way Cervantes wanted it.6




The Arabic Manuscript 

The Arabic manuscript has caused some confusion and a lot of discussion ever since the book was published. Let me try to clear up some of the questions here. As Part I, chapter eight ends, don Quixote is in a furious battle with an enraged Basque. Don Quixote has resolved to venture  everything on one slash of his sword, and he begins his attack with his sword raised high. At this point, amazingly, the narrator claims not to have been able to discover anything further about don Quixote, not even how the battle came out a few seconds later. One day, our narrator is in the market in Toledo and there sees a boy selling notebooks written in Arabic. He can’t read that language, but takes one of the notebooks and finds someone who can translate for him. It turns out, astoundingly, that the manuscript is the story of don Quixote, as he realizes when the translator reads something that caught his eye in the margin: “This Dulcinea del Toboso, which the history mentions so many times, they say that she had the best hand for salting pork of all the women in La Mancha” (Part I, chapter nine). This book has a title similar to the one we are reading in the real world: History of don Quixote de La Mancha, written by Cide Hamete Benengeli, Arabic historian. In the ancient books of chivalry, frequently the authorship of the book is attributed to a foreign source: Thus, within the fiction created by their real-world authors, Don Cirongilio de Tracia was written originally in Latin by an author named Elisabad; The Deeds of Esplandián was written in Greek by Frestón; The Knight of the Cross and Civil Wars of Granada were written in Arabic, and translated into Spanish. So the story of don Quixote continues this tradition. Cide Hamete Benengeli is an author of the wizard-enchanter type, like Frestón and Elisabad, just as don Quixote predicts he has to be; otherwise he could not be omniscient; that is, he could not otherwise relate what don Quixote and Sancho say and do when they are alone in the wilderness.

On the first page of this Arabic manuscript there is a miniature showing don Quixote with his sword raised. Underneath him is a caption that says DON QUIXOTE, and under Sancho Panza there is one that says SANCHO ZANCAS, because “the history sometimes calls him Panza and sometimes Zancas” (Part I, chapter nine). It is a remarkable coincidence that Cide Hamete’s manuscript begins at exactly the same point at which our narrator’s research failed him, with don Quixote attacking the Basque.

As you read this book, you will never see that comment about Dulcinea salting pork anywhere, and you will see that Sancho is always called Panza and never Zancas.  Apparently, our narrator, who promised a faithful translation from Arabic into Spanish, has edited and changed his translated text, added to, and even omitted certain things. This leads us to wonder how reliable the finished text is. It is one of Cervantes’ artistic triumphs that through these levels of narration we can perceive clearly the presence of Cide Hamete’s manuscript and at times we can even reconstruct what the manuscript must have said.

Sometimes Cide Hamete is cited directly, so there is no question about his exact words. One time he says: “I swear as a Catholic Christian” (Part II, chapter twenty-seven), and another time: “ ‘Blessed be the powerful Allah!’ says Cide Hamete Benengeli at the beginning of this eighth chapter, ‘Blessed be Allah,’ he repeats three times” (Part II, chapter eight). There are longer direct quotes, as well, for example when Cide Hamete speaks of don Quixote’s bravery (Part II, chapter seventeen) and his poverty (Part II, chapter forty-four), but the ironic thing about these direct quotes is that none of them furthers the story.

The narrator also cites Cide Hamete through indirect discourse. For example, in Part II, chapter one, we see: “Cide Hamete Benengeli relates in the second part of this history, and third expedition of don Quixote, that the priest and barber refrained from visiting don Quixote for almost a month. . . .” Here is another example of many: “Cide Hamete relates that after don Quixote was healed from his scratches . . .” (Part II, chapter fifty-two).

Many times the narrator wants to emphasize that something said is Cide Hamete’s opinion and not his own. For example, the narrator wants us to know that Sancho, “according to Cide Hamete, was quite charitable . . .” (Part II, chapter fifty-four).

One thing the narrator cannot stand is Cide Hamete’s inexactitude in matters of flora or fauna. Where Cide Hamete has given a generic term, our narrator likes to provide an appropriate specific term. Where Cide Hamete must have said: “As soon as don Quixote was hidden among some trees . . .” our narrator has: “As soon as don Quixote was hidden in the forest, wood, or grove . . .” (Part II, chapter ten). Where Cide Hamete must have written: “as night overtook him he veered off the road among some dense trees . . .” our narrator writes: “as night overtook him he  veered off the road among some dense oak or cork trees—for in this, Cide Hamete is not as meticulous as he is in other matters . . .” (Part II, chapter sixty). And again: “Don Quixote, leaning against the trunk of a tree . . .” but our narrator writes: “Don Quixote, leaning against the trunk of a beech or cork tree (for Cide Hamete Benengeli doesn’t distinguish what kind of tree it was) . . .” (Part II, chapter sixty-eight). What difference does it make what kind of tree it was? Our narrator insists on supplying details that do not affect the story.

When three country girls arrive on their mounts, Cide Hamete doesn’t mention what kind of animals they are riding, so our narrator proposes what they might be: “He saw coming from El Toboso toward him three peasant girls on three young donkeys or fillies (for the author doesn’t state which), although it seems more likely that they were she-asses . . .” (Part II, chapter ten). Again, what difference does it make? Our narrator insists on exactitude where none is called for.

This Arabic manuscript presents one of the biggest contradictions in the entire work. At the end of Part I, in chapter fifty-two, Cide Hamete’s manuscript runs out; there is nothing more left, and our narrator regrets he can find nothing else: “But the author7 of this history, although he searched assiduously and with diligence to find don Quixote’s deeds on his third expedition, he has not been able to find anything, at least in authentic documents. . . .” Then Part II begins: “Cide Hamete Benengeli relates in the second part of this history, and third expedition of don Quixote . . .” If the manuscript ended, where did this come from? This is one of those blatant errors-on-purpose that Cervantes gets away with.




The Avellaneda Affair 

In 1614, when Cervantes was close to finishing Part II of the Quixote something astonishing happened. In Tarragona, a second part of Don Quixote was published, written by a mysterious fellow named Alonso Fernández de  Avellaneda,8 who claims he is from Tordesillas. Cervantes was angered because Avellaneda’s work had appeared before his own second part; because Avellaneda neither possessed his inventiveness nor remotely understood the psychological subtleties of his don Quixote and Sancho; and maybe especially because of several insults that Avellaneda hurled at him in the prologue, dealing with his age and maimed hand.9

Avellaneda himself must not have thought that he was doing anything out of the ordinary. It was fairly common—and still is, for that matter—for a second author to continue a work by another. Avellaneda cites some examples of this practice in the prologue to his Second Volume of the Ingenious Hidalgo Don Quixote de La Mancha, Which Contains His Third Expedition and Is the Fifth Part of His Adventures.10 He says: “How many have dealt with the life and loves of Angélica? Several have written about Arcadia; La Diana wasn’t written by the same hand” (Riquer, p. 10). It is true that the amorous adventures of Ariosto’s Angelica were continued by two Spanish authors, one of them being Lope de Vega.11 And that same Lope wrote his own Arcadia in imitation of Sannazzaro’s Arcadia (1504) of almost a century earlier. There are two continuations of Jorge de Montemayor’s La Diana. Many modern critics hold Gil Polo’s continuation in higher esteem than Montemayor’s original.12 

Avellaneda didn’t consider it improper to write his own sequel to Cervantes’ work so soon after the publication of the original. After all, both continuations of La Diana came out in 1564, just five years after Montemayor’s original, and Avellaneda had waited nine years. Aside from that, Cervantes had given indications that he was never going to continue the Quixote. The title page of the 1605 edition read simply The Ingenious Hidalgo Don Quixote de La Mancha, written by Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, and said nowhere that this was just the first of two volumes.13 Even the division of the Quixote into four parts—reflecting the organization of Amadís de Gaula—appeared to add evidence that Cervantes considered his work complete.

At the end of the book readers in 1605 learned, perhaps to their dismay, that there really could be no sequel to Don Quixote because “no authentic information about his third expedition could be found, although tradition held that he went to Zaragoza to compete in a tournament there.”14 The hopes of those who longed for a continuation of Cervantes’ work diminished with each passing year, especially since Cervantes had turned his attention to other projects. In 1613 he published his Exemplary Novels; in 1614 he published his long poem Voyage from Parnassus; and in 1615, about the same time that Part II of the Quixote came out, he published his Eight New Plays and Eight Skits, Never Performed. But until he published his Novelas, eight years after the appearance of Don Quixote, there was no indication that he would publish anything ever again, much less a sequel to Don Quixote.

Cervantes himself fueled the flames about a sequel in the very last line of the Quixote, which is a subtle dare, a challenge to another author to continue don Quixote’s adventures. It is a slightly modified verse from canto thirty of Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso, which reads: “Forsi altro canterà con miglior plectro”: “Perhaps someone else will sing  with a better plectrum” (or pen, as Cervantes later interpreted this line).

Since Cervantes hadn’t published his own second part; since he dared someone else—anyone else—to take up his pen; and since so much time had gone by, Avellaneda accepted the challenge and wrote a continuation. In this book—and what could be more natural?—he sends don Quixote to Zaragoza to participate in the jousting tournament, taking the itinerary from the end of the 1605 Quixote (chapter fifty-two). At the end, this second don Quixote winds up in the crazy house in Toledo. Then Avellaneda suggests an itinerary for a future author to take up. He says that when don Quixote got out of the asylum, he took on a new squire—a young lady, and pregnant as well, of all things—and went to have adventures in Ávila, Salamanca, and Valladolid. He invites yet another author to continue don Quixote’s adventures, echoing Cervantes’ original dare, saying that the knight’s adventures would not lack “a better pen to celebrate them” (Riquer, vol. III, p. 130). No one took up this challenge.

Since he had not yet quite finished his own second part, Cervantes, with pen in hand, had ready means with which to discredit and even conquer his foe. I would like to trace here what he did, step by step, so you can see how his method developed to destroy both Avellaneda and his characters.

Almost everybody says that Cervantes learned of the Avellaneda continuation while he was writing chapter fifty-nine of his own second part, because that is where the spurious version is first mentioned. Of course, there is no reason to believe that the instant Cervantes heard of Avellaneda’s book he lashed out against it. He could have found out many chapters earlier, and continued with his original game plan while he figured out what to do, then, finally, in chapter fifty-nine, adopted the plan of how to combat Avellaneda.

So in this chapter fifty-nine, a certain don Jerónimo and don Juan come to the inn where don Quixote is staying, and don Quixote happens to overhear don Juan suggest that they read another chapter from the Second Part of Don Quixote de La Mancha. Needless to say, this information startles don Quixote. But when he hears that the book  in question claims that don Quixote is no longer in love with his lady Dulcinea (such was indeed the case in Avellaneda’s continuation), he flies into a rage and announces that he is don Quixote, and that he is still very much in love with Dulcinea. The two men seem to recognize instinctively that our don Quixote is indeed the real one, and that the one described in their book has to be a fictional entity who has merely been assigned the same name as the real person now in their presence.

The result of this astounding news is that don Quixote resolves never to go to Zaragoza, his original destination, but to go to Barcelona instead, so the two can never be confused. At this point Cervantes’ stance is that his own characters are real and that Avellaneda’s are pure fiction. But no one, not even Cervantes, can combat fictional beings; he had to make Avellaneda’s characters real before he could attack them.

Two chapters go by before we hear of the false don Quixote again. When don Quixote enters Barcelona, he is welcomed as the real don Quixote, “not the false, not the fictional, not the apocryphal one written about in false histories” (Part II, chapter sixty-one). Even here, Avellaneda’s hero is still pure fiction, still nothing more than the hero of a novel, a figment of someone’s imagination.

Then something very strange happens. In the next chapter don Quixote is wandering around Barcelona and he comes across a print shop. One of the books being typeset is none other than the “Second Part of Don Quixote de La Mancha, written by a certain Avellaneda, a native of Tordesillas” (Part II, chapter sixty-two), which don Quixote says he recognizes and lets it go at that. It seems very odd that Cervantes would put a new second edition of Avellaneda in his own book, making it look like a very popular book. In real life, 118 years passed between its first and second printings. But whereas don Quixote just glanced at Avellaneda’s book in Part II, chapter fifty-nine, Cervantes read it carefully.15 In doing so, he noticed similarities in typography,  decorations, and typographic style, not with books printed by Felipe Roberto, the fellow from Tarragona who is listed as the printer of Avellaneda’s book, but rather with books printed by Sebastián de Cormellas in Barcelona.16 Cervantes would have known books from the presses of Cormellas well, since Cormellas had produced several books of interest to Cervantes.17 So Cervantes is, in a subtle way, telling us that he knew that the false Quixote wasn’t printed in Tarragona at all, but rather in Barcelona. In other words, this episode is nothing more than an elaborate messsage from Cervantes to Avellaneda just to say: “You can’t fool me!”

We see a final insult to Avellaneda in chapter seventy, when a girl named Altisidora tells a tall tale about dying and seeing devils at the gates of hell playing a game resembling baseball, but instead of using balls, the devils were swinging at books. One of the volumes that gets hit flies to pieces.

“One devil said to another: ‘Look and see what this book is.’ And the devil answered: ‘This is the Second Part of the History of Don Quixote de La Mancha—not the one written by Cide Hamete, but rather by an Aragonese who says he’s from Tordesillas.’ ‘Take it away,’ responded the other devil, ‘and throw it into the depths of hell so my eyes won’t ever see it.’ ‘Is it so bad?’ asked the other. ‘So bad,’ replied the first, ‘that if I tried on purpose to write one worse, I couldn’t do it.’ ”

But it is in chapter seventy-two where Cervantes delivers  the most brilliant blow in the Avellaneda affair. Our don Quixote meets don Álvaro Tarfe—who is the most important supporting character in Avellaneda’s story—at an inn. When don Quixote asks him if he is the same one written about in a book, don Álvaro says: “ ‘I’m one and the same . . . and that don Quixote, the main subject of that history, was a very great friend of mine.’ ” Álvaro Tarfe later signs an affidavit, at don Quixote’s request, that he had never seen our don Quixote before and that he—our don Quixote—was not the one who appears in the second book.

So, now Cervantes’ thrust has changed. We had thought, or had been led to believe ever since we heard of the spurious volume in chapter fifty-nine, that Avellaneda’s creation was purely a work of fiction, that his don Quixote and Sancho were nothing but characters in a book, while our don Quixote was a real person (all this, of course, within the framework of Cervantes’ own fiction). But now that Álvaro Tarfe enters Cervantes’ book and says he knew the other don Quixote, we are invited to believe that there really was a second don Quixote and a second Sancho wandering about Spain, exactly as Avellaneda had described, and that they really had gone to Zaragoza for the jousts, and that the other don Quixote was now locked up in the Toledo insane asylum. Avellaneda’s don Quixote and Sancho then have become as real as don Quixote and Sancho in Cervantes’ own book. He has brought them to life and given them eternal fame. At the same time he has cast them into eternal oblivion by arguing so convincingly what a terrible book it is.18

Now that he has destroyed Avellaneda and his work, Cervantes is going to change Avellaneda’s characters back into entities of fiction. When don Quixote is dictating his will, he declares that if his executors should ever meet Avellaneda, they should “pardon him as earnestly as they can for my having caused him to write so much and so great foolishness as he has written in it” (Part II, chapter seventy-four), meaning that his own real exploits caused Avellaneda to compose this “foolishness”—that is, fiction.

There are other less obvious, but very important ways that Avellaneda’s book affected Cervantes’ second part. Up to the final chapter of Part II, Cervantes never reveals don Quixote’s real name. I am convinced that he never would have, either, given the vagueness and contradictory information about his name, had the false Quixote not been published. We learn early on in Avellaneda’s book that his don Quixote’s real name is Martín Quixada, and that his niece is named Madalena. Knowing this, Cervantes names his hero Alonso Quixano the Good19 in his final chapter, and the niece is named Antonia Quixana. Don Quixote’s housekeeper, who appears frequently in Cervantes’ book, is never given a name in Avellaneda’s book, so she remains nameless in the final chapter of Cervantes’ Part II. Thus, the pattern of vague or nonexistent names—a real part of Cervantes’ book—is destroyed.

We were also more or less led to believe in Part I that don Quixote’s village was Argamasilla, since that was the town where all those academicians who wrote poems and epitaphs dedicated to don Quixote, Sancho Panza, and Dulcinea were from (Part I, chapter fifty-two). That is why Avellaneda chose to make Argamasilla (which he always erroneously calls Argamesilla) don Quixote’s village. At the end of Cervantes’ Part II, we are told that Cide Hamete did not name don Quixote’s village so that all of the towns of La Mancha could contend among themselves for the right to claim him as their own (Part II, chapter seventy-four). But there is one village in La Mancha that can never claim the real don Quixote, and that is precisely Argamasilla, because if the real don Quixote had also been from Argamasilla, he would have surely known that he had a neighbor, a certain Martín Quixada, who was masquerading as himself.

The last item I want to mention is don Quixote’s death. Because of Avellaneda and his dare to another author to keep don Quixote’s adventures going through yet another continuation, Cervantes realized that he had to have his  hero die at the end of the book so that no one else could try to continue his own hero’s adventures. No one knows how Cervantes’ Part II would have ended were it not for Avellaneda, but there is a good chance that Cervantes would have simply sent him home to retire. It is sad that Avellaneda’s book seems to have caused the death of don Quixote.




The Secular Clergy 

Finally, here is a little point of interest. In the Quixote, soon after don Quixote himself is introduced, we meet Pero (Pedro) Pérez, the village priest. Our priest never engages in the ordinary work of priests (except in the last chapter of Part II, and I contend that was never in the original plan—which will be explained later). He never says a single Mass, nor does he even say he has to prepare for one, write a sermon, hasten off to hear confessions, or anything of the kind.

It is equally strange that don Quixote himself never says that he has to go to Mass, that he needs to confess, that he needs a blessing, that he requires spiritual advice. You would think that a Christian knight—which is what don Quixote professes himself to be—would be in constant need of the services of a priest. When don Quixote, or anyone else for that matter, eats, no matter in the open wilderness or in sumptuous banquets, it is strange that no one ever says a blessing.

But what does Pero Pérez do to pass the time if he doesn’t engage in religious matters? We find out the instant he is mentioned for the first time in the book: “[Don Quixote] had frequent debates with the priest of his village . . . about who had been the greater knight: Palmerín de Ingalaterra 20 or Amadís de Gaula” (Part I, chapter one). What the priest does most of the time is to engage in literary discussions about secular literature. He never even mentions religious literature—the Bible, lives of the saints, missals, prayer books, and so on. He is very astute in his valuations  of secular literature and seems to have been a voracious reader in most areas.

The priest makes certain odd interjections throughout the book. At one point he makes a pagan exclamation: “since Apollo was Apollo . . . a more delightful or silly book as this one hasn’t been written” (Part I, chapter six). Why Apollo? Why not a biblical figure? Because this priest never thinks of religious matters, never considers religious sources. He is plainly obsessed with secular life and secular literature.

In chapter thirty-two of Part I, our priest engages in a discussion of books of chivalry with an innkeeper who has just brought out a suitcase containing books of both chivalry and history, and the priest astutely explains to him the difference between fiction and nonfiction. In chapter forty-seven of Part I we meet the canon of Toledo (a canon is a priest who serves in a cathedral). The canon is taken aside by Pero Pérez and told of don Quixote’s craziness. This canon states that “I’ve read . . . the beginning of the majority of [the romances of chivalry] that have been printed, [but] I could never read one all the way through,” yet he seems to know them better than that. The canon goes on to say that he has thought not of writing a religious work, but of writing a book of chivalry, and in fact has already written two hundred pages of one. Our priest, talking about modern plays, thinks them bad, not on religious grounds, but because they don’t follow the three unities.




The Translating Adventure and Other Matters 

I used lots of editions, dictionaries, and translations to help in the production of this book. The main Spanish edition used was my own (Newark, Delaware, 1997), which was based on the carefully done old-spelling edition of Schevill and Bonilla (Madrid: 1928–1942, 4 vols.), and I also consulted an original 1605 Juan de la Cuesta printing (in the photographically reproduced edition done from a copy that the Hispanic Society of America possesses). I turned frequently to other editions: Vicente Gaos’ new edition of the Quixote is excellent textually and has very complete and very useful footnotes (Madrid: Gredos, 1987, 3 vols.).  The new edition of the Quixote done in Barcelona (Galaxia Gutenberg, 1998), by Silvia Iriso and Gonzalo Pontón, was most useful in helping to figure out what some otherwise obscure expressions meant, as was the new edition directed by my friend Francisco Rico (Instituto Cervantes—Crítica, 1998); volume I is the text, with really good notes by Joaquín Forradellas; volume II is just as large, and has all kinds of complementary information. Among the classical editions, I consulted Francisco Rodríguez Marín’s ten-volume set (Madrid: Atlas, 1947–1948), and the learned and merciless one by Diego Clemencín, whose commentary exceeds the length of the Quixote (the modern edition is published by Castilla [Madrid, no year mentioned]). Occasionally I used the edition done by Juan Antonio Pellicer (Boston: Lee and Shepard, 1893).

Some words and expressions have fallen into disuse, and to untangle those mysteries, I used Covarrubias’ Tesoro de la lengua castellana o española in Martín de Riquer’s edition (Barcelona: Horta, 1943), which was published between Part I and Part II of the Quixote, and the very complete Diccionario de la Lengua Española en CD-ROM of the Real Academia de la Lengua (Madrid: Espasa-Calpe, 1995).

I also consulted translations into English and French. I used the former Norton Critical Edition version of Ormsby (1981), revised by my old friend Joseph R. Jones; the version by my professor, Walter Starkie (Signet Classics, 1964), which this version replaces; the Putnam translation (Modern Library, 1949); and Robinson Smith’s (Hispanic Society of America, 1932). I counted on these four translations to rescue the poetry—none of the poetic translations is my own. John Bowle (London: 1781), Shelton (in the Harvard Classics), Fitzmaurice-Kelly (London: D. Nutt, 1898–99), and Martín de Riquer’s edition of the false Quixote were also used. For translating legal matters, I relied on Ed Manwell’s advice. We were old friends from our year-in-France days (1962–1963), and he was also a respected attorney in San Francisco.

I have followed the typographical style of the first edition wherever possible. The look of the title pages; the way the headings of the four parts are done; the way the parts end with lines of diminishing length; the chapter headings  all in italics with indented lines starting with the second line; the two-line drop capital to begin each chapter; indenting all lines of a poetic stanza after the first one—all follow the original edition. I have also followed the first edition’s Roman numeral 4, which is always IIII. Where Cervantes uses Arabic numbers, I use them as well; and “etc.” is always written “&c.” which I also copy. I keep foreign language quotes in the original language as well.

As the primitive version of this translation was being done, Annette Cash read and corrected it, and after it was pretty well on its way, Victoria Richardson, winner of the Cervantes Prize at the University of Delaware, read and commented on the whole work. Russ Hultgren also read almost two hundred pages of the text at different stages and taught me about the use of which versus that. None of these readers is to be held responsible for any lingering infelicities.

None of this would have ever even begun if I hadn’t taken J. Richard Andrews’ class dedicated to this book at UCLA in the spring of 1964. His insights put me on the road to untangling some of the important things seen in this introduction and throughout the book.

At New American Library, my editor, Tracy Bernstein, and the copy editor, Tiffany Yates, read the book with an incredibly judicious eye, and made lots of wonderful suggestions, for which I am thankful. And finally, working in the wings, my literary agent, Scott Mendel, was able to place this book in absolutely the best place. Where would I be without you, Scott?

T.L.
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 Prologue

IDLE READER, you can believe me when I say that I’d like this book, as a child of my intellect, to be the most beautiful, the most gallant, and most ingenious one that could ever be imagined. But I haven’t been able to violate the laws of nature, which state that each one begets his like. So, what could a sterile and ill-cultivated talent such as mine engender, if not the story of a dry, shriveled-up, unpredictable child, who was filled with thoughts never before imagined by anyone else—such a book as one might dream up while in jail, where all discomfort is to be found, and where all lugubrious sounds dwell? Tranquillity, a pleasant place, the amenity of the countryside, the serenity of the heavens, the murmuring of fountains, the stillness of the soul, make even the most sterile muses appear fertile, and allow them to bear fruit that fills the world with wonder and content.

It happens that if a father has an ugly and clumsy child, love puts blinders on his eyes so that he’ll see his defects as cleverness and charm, and he describes them to his friends as if they were subtleties and witticisms. But, although I seem to be don Quixote’s father, I am just his stepfather, and I don’t beg you, as others do almost with tears in their eyes, to forgive or overlook the defects that you see in this child of mine. You aren’t his relative, or even his friend, and you have a soul in your body, you have free will like anyone else, and you’re in your home, where you’re lord and master—as the king is of his taxes—and  you know the common proverb: “under my cloak I kill the king.”21 All this exempts and frees you from any obligation, and you can say whatever you want about the story, without fearing reprisal for anything bad you might say about the work, nor expecting a reward for anything good you might say.

I only wanted to offer it to you plain and simple, without the embellishment of a prologue or the countless sonnets, epigrams, and eulogies that are customarily added to the beginning of books. I can tell you that, although it required enormous effort to write the book, the hardest part was writing this prologue you’re reading. Time after time I took up the pen to write, and then I put it down, not knowing what I’d say. But at one of those times when I was uninspired—paper in front of me, the quill behind my ear, my elbow on the desk, and my cheek on my hand, thinking about what to say—a witty and wise friend of mine came in unexpectedly, and when he saw me so pensive, he asked me why. I told him that I was thinking about the prologue I had to write for the history of don Quixote, and not only had it gotten me in such a state that I didn’t want to do it, but I was also on the verge of abandoning all the deeds of the noble knight himself.

“How can you expect me not to be fearful of the opinion of that ancient judge they call the public, when they see that after so many years of sleeping in the silence of oblivion, I’m coming out now—at this late age—with a tale as dry as mat-weed, devoid of artifice, diminished in style, poor in conceits, lacking in all erudition and doctrine, and without marginal citations and annotations at the end that I see in other books, even in the novelistic and secular ones, filled with maxims of Aristotle, Plato, and the whole multitude of philosophers, that amaze the readers and make their authors appear well-read, erudite, and eloquent? And when they cite the Holy Scripture, they’re thought to be St. Thomases22 and other Doctors of the Church, and they maintain such a resourceful decorum that in one line they describe an absentminded lover, and in the next, they give a  Christian homily that’s a pleasure to hear or read. My book will be lacking in all of this because I have no citations for the margins, nor any notes to put at the end, and I know even less which authors to put at the beginning in alphabetical order, like everyone else does,23 starting with Aristotle and ending with Xenophon24 and Zoilus25 or Zeuxis,26 although the second one was a slanderer and the last one was a painter. My book will also lack sonnets at the beginning, at least by authors who are dukes, marquises, counts, bishops, ladies, or celebrated poets; although if I’d asked two or three friends who are poets, I know they would have written sonnets for me, and such that the most renowned poets in this Spain of ours couldn’t equal.

“In short, señor and friend,” I continued, “I think that señor don Quixote will remain buried in his archives in La Mancha until heaven furnishes someone who can adorn him with all those things that are lacking, because I’m not capable of providing them owing to my deficiencies and lack of learning, and because I’m too lazy by nature to seek authorities to say what I can say without them. So, that’s where the predicament in which you found me comes from, my friend—a sufficient cause for the quandary I told you about.”

When my friend heard this, he slapped his forehead, gave a hearty laugh, and said: “By God, brother, I now realize how mistaken I’ve been about you all the time we’ve known each other, because I’ve always considered you to be enlightened and judicious in everything you did; but now I see that you’re as far from being so as heaven is from earth. How is it possible that things of so little consequence, and so easy to remedy, can baffle and absorb such a mature mind as yours, which is able to break through and  overcome other more difficult things? I swear it’s not that you’re incapable, but rather that you’re excessively lazy and poverty-stricken in your thought. Would you like to see if what I’m saying is true? Well, listen to me and you’ll see in the twinkling of an eye how I can overcome all your problems, and how I can fix all the defects that you say confound and intimidate you so much that you don’t feel like publishing the history of your celebrated don Quixote, the light and mirror of all knight-errantry.”

“Tell me,” I replied, when I heard what he was saying to me, “how do you envision filling the vacuum of my fear, and converting the chaos of my confusion into light?”

To which he said: “First, with respect to the sonnets, epigrams, and eulogies written by important persons of rank missing from the front of the book, you can fix that if you write them yourself, and afterward you can baptize them with whatever name you want, attributing them to Prester John of the Indies or the Emperor of Trebizond,27 who I’ve heard were famous poets; and even if they weren’t, and if pedants and university graduates come forth to challenge and complain about it behind your back, you shouldn’t care two maravedís28 about it, because even if they discover your deception, no one is going to cut off your hand because of it.

“With regard to citing books and authorities in the margins from where you got the maxims and sayings you put in your history, all you have to do is find some aphorisms and Latin phrases that fit, and that you already know by heart, or that at least won’t be hard to find. For example, when you’re dealing with freedom and captivity, use: Non bene pro toto libertas venditur auro;29 and then in the margin cite Horace, or whoever said it. If you’re talking about the power of death, use: Pallida Mors œquo pulsat pede pauperum tabernas regumque turres.30 If it’s friendship and the love that God commands you to have for your enemy,  just go into Holy Scripture, which you can do with minimal research, and say the words used by God himself: Ego autem dico vobis, diligite inimicos vestros.31 If you’re dealing with evil thoughts, go to the New Testament: De corde exeunt cogitationes malœ.32 If it’s the inconstancy of friends, there’s Cato, who can give you this couplet: Donec eris felix, multos numerabis amicos, tempora si fuerint nubila, solus eris.33 And with these Latin phrases, and others like them, you’ll at least be taken for a professor of grammar, which nowadays is of no little honor and worth.

“As far as putting notes at the end of the book goes, surely you can do it this way—if you mention some giant in your book, make sure it’s Goliath, and with this, which won’t take any work at all, you can say: ‘The giant Goliath, a Philistine whom the shepherd David slew with a large stone in the valley of Terebinth, as cited in the Book of Kings,’ in the chapter where you’ll identify it’s written. After this, to show that you’re a scholar in human letters and geography, arrange it so that you name the Tajo River in your history, and you’ll have another great citation by writing: ‘The River Tajo, which was so named by a King of Spain, starting in such-and-such a place and flowing into the Ocean Sea, kissing the walls of the celebrated City of Lisbon, and it is held that it has golden sands,’ &c., &c. If you speak about thieves, I’ll tell you the story of Cacus,34 which I know by heart; if prostitutes, there’s the Bishop of Mondoñedo,35 who’ll lend you Lamia, Laida, and Flora, the note for which will increase your reputation; if cruel people, Ovid will hand over Medea;36 and if it’s about enchanters  and witches, Homer has Calypso,37 and Virgil Circe;38 if brave captains, Julius Cæsar will lend himself to you in his Commentaries,39 and Plutarch will give you a thousand Alexanders. 40 If you speak of love, with the two ounces you know of Italian, you’ll come upon León Hebreo,41 who will satisfy you completely. And if you don’t want to go into other countries, you have Fonseca right here, in his Of the Love of God,42 where you’ll find everything you and the most fastidious person could possibly desire on that subject. So, you only have to try to list these people or use these histories I’ve mentioned in your own story, and by Jove, you’ll fill your margins and use up thirty-two pages at the end of the book.

“Now, let’s come to the bibliography that other books have and yours doesn’t. The cure is very simple—all you have to do is look for a book that lists references from A to Z, as you say. You can put this list in your book as is, and even though the deception can be clearly seen, since you really didn’t need it in the first place, it doesn’t make any difference. And maybe some simpleton will think that you actually used those sources in your simple book. And if it serves for nothing else, that catalogue of authorities will give instant credibility to the book. And what’s more, no one will set out to prove whether you used them or not, since they’ll have nothing to gain by doing so, and moreover, if I understand it correctly, this book of yours doesn’t need any of the things you say are lacking, because it’s all a censure of the books of chivalry, and Aristotle43 had nothing   to say about them, nor did St. Basil,44 nor Cicero.45 The exactness of truth is not connected to the fictional nonsense found in those books, nor are the observations of astrology, nor are geometric calculations important to them, nor the confutation used by rhetoricians, nor do they have a reason to preach to anyone, since they mix the human with the divine, which is something in which no Christian intellect should be clad.

“You only have to imitate the style of what you’re writing—the more perfect the imitation is, the better your writing will be. And since the intention of your writing is to destroy the favor and influence the books of chivalry have in the world and hold over the common folk, you have no reason to go around begging for maxims by philosophers, counsel from the Holy Scripture, fables by poets, orations of rhetoricians, or miracles of saints; but rather you need to try to make sure that your writing is plain, clear, and witty, using pure and well put-together words charged with meaning. Declare your thoughts without complications and without muddling them. Try also to make the melancholy person who reads your history laugh; and the mirthful to laugh even more; and be sure you don’t vex the simpleton. Move the wise person to marvel at your invention, the grave not to scorn it, and the prudent not to cease in their praise of it. So, fix your attention on bringing down the illfounded framework of these chivalresque books, despised by many, and praised by many more; for if you achieve this, you won’t have achieved little.”

In profound silence I listened to what my friend was telling me, and I was so impressed by his words that, without disputing them, I deemed them to be correct, and decided to use them for this prologue, in which you’ll see, gentle reader, the wisdom of my friend, and my good fortune in finding such a good counselor in my time of need, and your own relief in finding the sincere and uncomplicated history  but I do want you to thank me for the acquaintance you’ll 
make of the remarkable Sancho Panza, his squire, 
in whom, I believe, I have exemplified all the 
squirely graces that are scattered throughout 
the books of chivalry. And with 
this, may God give you 
health—and may He 
not forget me. 
Vale.46





To the book about don Quixote de La Mancha




URGANDA THE UNKNOWN47 

If to be welcomed by the good,48 
Oh, book! you make your steady aim, 
No empty chatterer will dare 
To question or dispute your claim. 
But if perchance you had a mind 
To win of idiots approbation, 
Lost labor will be your reward, 
Though they’ll pretend appreciation.

They say a goodly shade he finds 
Who shelters ’neath a goodly tree; 
And such a one your kindly star 
In Béjar hath provided thee:  
A royal tree whose spreading boughs 
A show of princely fruit display; 
A tree that bears a noble Duke, 
The Alexander of his day.

Of a Manchegan gentleman 
Thy purpose is to tell the story, 
Relating how he lost his wits 
O’er idle tales of love and glory, 
Of ladies, arms, and cavaliers: 
A new Orlando Furioso—
Innamorato,49 rather—who 
Won Dulcinea del Toboso.

Put no vain emblems on your shield; 
All figures—that is bragging play. 
A modest dedication make, 
And give no scoffer room to say, 
“What! Álvaro de Luna here? 
Or is it Hannibal again? 
Or does King Francis at Madrid 
Once more of destiny complain?”

Since heaven it hath not pleased on thee 
Deep erudition to bestow, 
Or black Latino’s gift of tongues, 
No Latin let your pages show. 
Ape not philosophy or wit, 
Lest one who can comprehend, 
Make a wry face at thee and ask, 
“Why offer flowers to me, my friend?”

Be not a meddler; no affair 
Of thine the life your neighbors lead: 
Be prudent; oft the random jest 
Recoils upon the jester’s head. 
Your constant labor let it be 
To earn yourself an honest name, 
For fooleries preserved in print 
Are perpetuity of shame.

A further counsel bear in mind: 
If that your roof be made of glass, 
It shows small wit to pick up stones   
To pelt the people as they pass. 
Win the attention of the wise, 
And give the thinker food for thought; 
Whoso indites frivolities, 
Will but by simpletons be sought.




AMADÍS DE GAULA50 


To don Quixote de La Mancha 

SONNET

You that did imitate that life of mine 
When I in lonely sadness on the great 
Rock Peña Pobre sat disconsolate, 
In self-imposed penance there to pine;

Thou, whose sole beverage was the bitter brine 
Of thine own tears, and who without a plate 
Of silver, copper, tin, in lowly state 
Off the bare earth and on earth’s fruits did dine;

Live thou, of thine eternal glory sure. 
So long as on the round of the fourth sphere 
The bright Apollo shall his coursers steer,

In your renown you shalt remain secure, 
Your country’s name in story shall endure, 
And your sage author stand without a peer.




DON BELIANÍ́S DE GRECIA51 


To don Quixote de La Mancha 

SONNET

In slashing, hewing, cleaving, word and deed, 
I was the foremost knight of chivalry, 
Stout, bold, expert, as e’er the world did see; 
Thousands from the oppressor’s wrong I freed;
 

Great were my feats, eternal fame their meed; 
In love I proved my truth and loyalty; 
The hugest giant was a dwarf to me; 
Ever to knighthood’s laws gave I good heed.

My mastery the Fickle Goddess owned, 
And even Chance, submitting to control, 
Grasped by the forelock, yielded to my will.

Yet—though above yon horned moon enthroned 
My fortune seems to sit—great Quixote, still 
Envy of your achievements fills my soul.




THE LADY ORIANA 


To Dulcinea del Toboso52 

SONNET

Oh, fairest Dulcinea, could it be! 
It were a pleasant fancy to suppose so—
Could Miraflores change to El Toboso, 
And London’s town to that which shelters thee!

Oh, could mine but acquire that livery 
Of countless charms your mind and body show so! 
Or him, now famous grown—you made him grow so—
Your knight, in some dread combat could I see!

Oh, could I be released from Amadís 
By exercise of such coy chastity 
As led thee gentle Quixote to dismiss!

Then would my heavy sorrow turn to joy; 
None would I envy, all would envy me, 
And happiness be mine without alloy.




 GANDALÍ́N, SQUIRE OF AMADÍ́S DE GAULA 


 To Sancho Panza, squire of don Quixote 

SONNET

All hail, illustrious man! Fortune, when she 
Bound thee apprentice to the esquire trade, 
Her care and tenderness of thee displayed, 
Shaping your course from misadventure free.

No longer now doth proud knight-errantry 
Regard with scorn the sickle and the spade; 
Of towering arrogance less count is made 
Than of plain squirelike simplicity.

I envy thee your Dapple, and your name, 
And those saddlebags you were wont to stuff 
With comforts that your providence proclaim.

Excellent Sancho! Hail to thee again! 
To thee alone the Ovid of our Spain 
Does homage with the rustic kiss and cuff.




FROM EL DONOSO, THEMOTLEY POET 


To Sancho Panza and Rocinante53 

I am the esquire Sancho Pan—54 
Who served don Quixote de La Man—; 
But from his service I retreat—, 
Resolved to pass my life discreet—; 
For Villadiego, called the Si—, 
Maintained that only in reti—
Was found the secret of well-be—, 
According to the Celesti—: 
A book divine, except for sin—
By speech too plain, in my opin—



To Rocinante

I am that Rocinante fa—, 
Great-grandson of great Babie—,55 
Who, all for being lean and bon—, 
Had one don Quixote for an own—; 
But if I matched him well in weak—, 
I never took short feedings meek—, 
But kept myself in corn by steal—, 
A trick I learned from Lazari—, 
When with a piece of straw so neat—
The blind man of his wine he cheat—.




 ORLANDO FURIOSO56 


To don Quixote de La Mancha 

SONNET

If you are not a Peer, peer you have none; 
Among a thousand Peers you are a peer; 
Nor is there room for one when you are near, 
Unvanquished victor, great unconquered one!

Orlando, by Angelica undone, 
Am I; o’er distant seas condemned to steer, 
And to Fame’s altars as an offering bear 
Valor respected by Oblivion.

I cannot be your rival, for your fame 
And prowess rise above all rivalry, 
Albeit both bereft of wits we go.

But, though the Scythian or the Moor to tame 
Was not your lot, still you do rival me: 
Love binds us in a fellowship of woe.




THE KNIGHT OF PHOEBUS57 


To don Quixote de La Mancha 

SONNET

My sword was not to be compared with thine 
Phoebus of Spain, marvel of courtesy, 
Nor with your famous arm this hand of mine 
That smote from east to west as lightning flies.

I scorned all empire, and that monarchy 
The rosy east held out did I resign 
For one glance of Claridiana’s eye, 
The bright Aurora for whose love I pine.

A miracle of constancy my love; 
And banished by her ruthless cruelty, 
This arm had might the rage of hell to tame.

But, Gothic Quixote, happier you do prove, 
For you do live in Dulcinea’s name, 
And famous, honored, wise, she lives in thee.




BY SOLISDÁN58 


 To don Quixote de La Mancha 

SONNET

Your fantasies, Sir Quixote, it is true, 
That crazy brain of yours have quite upset, 
But aught of base or mean hath never yet 
Been charged by any in reproach to you.

Your deeds are open proof in all men’s view; 
For you went forth injustice to abate, 
And for your pains sore drubbings did you get 
From many a rascally and ruffian crew.

If the fair Dulcinea, your heart’s queen, 
Be unrelenting in her cruelty, 
If still your woe be powerless to move her,

In such hard case your comfort let it be 
That Sancho was a sorry go-between: 
A booby he, hard-hearted she, and you no lover.




DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN BABIECA AND ROCINANTE 

SONNET

B. “How comes it, Rocinante, you’re so lean?” 
R. “I’m underfed, with overwork I’m worn.” 
B. “But what becomes of all the hay and corn?” 
R. “My master gives me none; he’s much too mean.”

B. “Come, come, you show ill breeding, sir, I believe; 
’Tis like an ass your master thus to scorn.” 
R. He is an ass, will die an ass, an ass was born; 
Why, he’s in love; what’s plainer to be seen?”

B. “Is it foolish to love?”—R. “It doesn’t make much sense.” 
B. “You’re metaphysical.”—R. “From want of food.” 
B. “Rail at the squire, then.”—R. “Why, what’s the 
good?

I might indeed complain of him, I grant you, 
But, squire or master, where’s the difference? 
They’re both as sorry hacks as Rocinante.”




  FIRST PART OF THE INGENIOUS

 Hidalgo59 don Quixote de La Mancha.60




First Chapter. Which deals with the lifestyle and pursuits of the famous hidalgo don Quixote de La Mancha.

IN A village in La Mancha, which I won’t name, there lived not long ago an hidalgo of the kind that have a lance in the lance rack, an old shield, a lean nag, and a fleet greyhound. A stew of a bit more beef than mutton, hash most nights, bacon and eggs on Saturdays, lentils on Fridays, and an occasional pigeon on Sundays consumed three-quarters of his income. The rest of it went for a broadcloth tunic with velvet undertunic61 for holidays, with matching slippers; and on weekdays, he adorned himself with his finest homespun outfit.

In his house he had a housekeeper who was past forty, a niece who was not yet twenty, and a houseboy who saddled his horse and did the gardening. The age of our hidalgo  was close to fifty.62 He was of sturdy constitution, but a bit thin, lean of face, a great early riser, and fond of hunting. They say that his last name was Quijada or Quesada—for there’s some difference of opinion among the authorities who write on this subject—although by credible conjecture we are led to believe that he was named Quejana. But this is of little importance to our story—it’s enough that in the telling of it we don’t stray one iota from the truth.

It should be known that the above-mentioned hidalgo, during the periods when he was idle—which was most of the year—devoted himself to reading romances of chivalry63 with such eagerness and pleasure that he almost completely neglected the hunt, and even the administration of his estate. His curiosity and folly got to such an extreme that he sold many acres of farmland in order to buy romances of chivalry to read, and he took home every one of them he could find. And of all of them, none of them seemed as good as those written by the famous Feliciano de Silva,64 because the clarity of his prose and those obscure words of his seemed to be pearls, and more so when he came to read those flirtatious remarks and letters of challenge, where many times he found items such as these: “The reason of the unreasonableness which against my reason is wrought, doth so weaken my reason, as with all reason I do justly complain of your beauty.” And also when he read: “The high heavens, which with your divinity doth fortify you divinely with the stars, and make you deserveress of the deserts that your greatness deserves.”65 Because of this kind of nonsense the poor man lost his wits, and he spent many a sleepless night trying to understand those words and to figure out their meaning, which Aristotle himself  couldn’t have succeeded in doing, even if he were brought back to life for that sole purpose.

He wasn’t at all comfortable with the wounds that don Belianís inflicted and received, because he thought that no matter how great the doctors were who treated him, his face and body would have been covered with scars.66 Nevertheless he praised the author for the way he ended his book with the promise of more adventures, and many times he was tempted to take up his own pen and finish those endless adventures himself, exactly as it’s promised there, and without a doubt he would have done so, if other more pressing matters hadn’t prevented him.

He had frequent debates with the priest of his village—a learnèd man, a graduate of the University of Sigüenza67—about who had been the greater knight: Palmerín de Ingalaterra68 or Amadís de Gaula.69 But maese70 Nicolás, a barber from the same town, said that no one could touch the Caballero del Febo,71 and if anyone could be compared to him it would be don Galaor, brother of Amadís de Gaula, because he was ready for anything, and he wasn’t a nambypamby knight, nor a crybaby, like his brother; and where bravery was concerned, he was his brother’s equal.

In short, he became so absorbed in his reading that he spent his nights poring over his books from dusk to dawn, and his days from sunrise to sunset. Thus, from his little sleep and considerable reading, his brain dried up and he lost his sanity. Fantasy filled his mind from everything that he read in the books—enchantments, quarrels, battles, challenges, wounds, flirtations, love affairs, misfortunes, and   impossible nonsense. As a result, he came to believe that all those fictitious adventures he was reading about were true, and for him there was no history more authentic in the world. He said that the Cid, Ruy Díaz,72 had been a very good knight, but he couldn’t be compared with the Knight of the Burning Sword,73 who, with one backhand slash, had cut two fierce and huge giants in half. He preferred Bernardo del Carpio because at Roncesvalles he’d killed the enchanted Roland74 with the same deception that Hercules used when he strangled Antæus, the son of the Earth, in his arms.75

He praised the giant Morgante because, although he was of that gigantic lineage, where they’re all arrogant and rude, he alone was courteous and well mannered.76 But above all, he admired Reinaldos de Montalbán,77 especially when he saw him leave his castle and rob everybody he came across; and when he was overseas, he stole that idol of Muhammad, which was made entirely of gold, as his history states.78 If he’d had the opportunity to kick that traitor  Ganelón79 to shreds, he would have offered up his housekeeper and his niece to boot.

So, having lost his wits, he came up with the strangest idea ever concocted by a crazy man, and that was that he thought it right and necessary, both to increase his honor and to serve the republic, to roam the world on horseback, dressed in his armor, seeking adventures. He would put into practice everything he’d read that knights-errant did, redressing all kinds of wrongs, and by putting himself at risk and in harm’s way, he would achieve eternal renown and fame. The poor fellow—because of the might of his arm—already saw himself crowned emperor of Trebizond80 at the very least, and thus, with these very pleasing thoughts, carried away by the uncommon delight that they gave him, made haste to put his desire into effect.

The first thing he did was to clean some armor that had belonged to his ancestors, and which—now rusted and covered with mold—had lain for ages forgotten in a corner. He cleaned and repaired it as well as he could, but he saw that something was missing—the helmet had no closed front. It was just an artilleryman’s open helmet. But his ingenuity solved the problem: He fashioned a kind of closed front out of cardboard, which, when it was attached to the open helmet, gave the appearance of a complete helmet. It’s true that to test its durability and to see if it could withstand a slash, he took out his sword and gave it two whacks. With the first one he instantly undid what had taken him a week to make. And the ease with which he’d knocked it to pieces truly seemed inauspicious to him. To protect himself from further danger, he made it again, and this time he put some iron straps inside to satisfy himself of its battle-worthiness. And, not willing to put it to the test once again, he deemed it a very sturdy helmet.

He then went to see his nag, which tantum pellis & ossa fuit,81 and although he had more cracks in his hooves than   there are cuartos in a real82 and more blemishes than Gonella’s horse,83 it seemed to him that neither Alexander’s Bucephalus nor the Cid’s Babieca84 could compare with him. He spent four days thinking of a name to give him, because—as he said to himself—it wasn’t right for a charger belonging to such a famous knight, and being such a good animal as well, not to have a celebrated name. So he tried to think of one that would reflect both what he’d been before he was the horse of a knight-errant and what he’d become. It was quite reasonable that, since his master was changing professions, the horse should change his name as well, to something noteworthy and showy, as was befitting the new military order and profession his master was already engaged in. Thus, after many names he created, struck out and removed, added, erased, and made again in his mind, he finally came to call him ROCINANTE, a name that, in his opinion, was majestic, sonorous, and symbolic of what he’d been—a rocín, a nag—before what he was now, which was foremost among all the nags in the world.85

Having given his horse a name so much to his pleasure, he wanted to give one to himself. These musings lasted another week, and finally he decided to call himself DON QUIXOTE, 86 which, as has been said, has led experts in matters of this true history to declare that his original name must have been Quixada, and not Quesada, as others have claimed. But remembering that the brave Amadís was not satisfied just with Amadís, but added the name of his country to make it famous, calling himself Amadís de Gaula, he wanted, as a good knight, to add the name of his region to his own, and thus wound up calling himself DON QUIXOTE DE LA MANCHA. This reflected very vividly, in his opinion, his lineage and his region, and he honored the latter by taking its name.

Having thus cleaned his armor, made the open helmet into a closed one, given a name to his horse and to himself, he convinced himself that the only thing left was to seek a lady to be in love with, because a knight-errant without a lady love was a tree without leaves or fruit, and a body without a soul. He said to himself: “If, through my misfortune or good luck, I come across a giant—as frequently happens to knights-errant—and defeat him with one blow, or split him down the middle of his body, or finally conquer and overcome him, wouldn’t it be nice to have someone to send him to? He’ll go in and get on his knees before my sweet lady, and will say with a meek and obsequious voice: ‘I, my lady, am the giant Caraculiambro,87 lord of the Island of Malindrania,88 whom the never sufficiently praised knight don Quixote de La Mancha vanquished. He commanded me to appear before your greatness, to do with me whatever you will.’ ”

Oh, how it pleased our good knight when he’d made this speech, and particularly when he found the one to designate as his lady love! It happened—it is generally thought—that in a nearby village there was a good-looking peasant lass with whom he’d been in love for some time, although she never knew or even suspected it. Her name was Aldonza Lorenzo, and it seemed fitting to him that she should have the title of mistress of his thoughts. And looking for a name for her that didn’t differ much from her own, and which elevated itself and suggested and implied the name of a princess and a great lady, he came to call her DULCINEA89 DEL TOBOSO—since she was from the village of El Toboso90—a name that in his opinion was both musical and original, charged with meaning, as were all the other names he’d given to himself and his belongings.





Chapter II. Which deals with the first expedition that the ingenious don Quixote made.

HAVING MADE these preparations, he didn’t want to waste any time putting his plan into effect. He was distressed at how the world was suffering because of his delay, such were the wrongs he planned to right, the injustices to rectify, the abuses to mend, and the debts to settle. Thus, without telling anyone at all of his intentions, and without anyone seeing him, one morning—one of the hottest ones of the month of July—he put on all his armor, mounted Rocinante, and with his poorly mended helmet in place, he clasped his shield, took his lance, and went out into the countryside through the back gate of the corral, enormously happy and exhilarated at seeing how easily he’d begun his worthy enterprise.

But no sooner was he in the open countryside than he was assailed by a terrible thought, such that he almost gave up his just-begun undertaking, and that was that he’d not yet been dubbed a knight, and, in accordance with the laws of chivalry, he couldn’t, nor shouldn’t, take up arms against any knight. And even if he’d been so dubbed, as a novice knight he would have to wear plain armor—with no device on his shield—until he’d earned that right through his travails. These thoughts made him waver in his purpose, but since his madness overcame his reason, he resolved to have himself so dubbed by the first knight he came across, in imitation of many others who did exactly that, according to the books that had led him to that state. As for the plain armor, he planned to scour it when he had the time, so as to make it whiter than ermine. And with this he calmed down and continued his journey, taking the road his horse chose, believing that was what the spirit of adventure called for.

As our brand-new adventurer went ambling along, he talked to himself, saying: “Who can doubt that in years to come, when the true history of my famous exploits comes to light, the enchanter91 who will write about them, when he  comes to relate this first expedition of mine, will begin this way: ‘Scarcely had the ruddy Apollo92 begun to spread the golden tresses of his beautiful hair over the vast surface of the earthly globe, and scarcely had the pretty painted birds with their harmonious tongues greeted in sweet, melodious strains the fair Aurora,93 who, having left her jealous husband’s94 bed, appeared at the gates and balconies of the Manchegan horizon, when the renowned knight don Quixote de La Mancha, forsaking the soft down, and mounting his famous steed Rocinante, entered the ancient and celebrated plains of Montiel.’ ” And it was true, because he was on those very plains!

And he went on, saying: “What a happy age and equally happy era when my famous deeds—worthy of being sculpted in bronze, carved in marble, and painted on panels—will come to light for future remembrance. Oh, wise enchanter—whoever you may be—you, who have been chosen to be the chronicler of this uncommon history, I beg you not to forget Rocinante, my constant companion along these highways and byways!”

Then he went on to say, as if he were really in love: “Oh, Dulcinea del Toboso, mistress of this captive heart! You’ve done me a grievous wrong in dismissing and banishing me with your harsh command, forbidding me to appear before your beauteous person. May it please you, lady, to remember this subjected heart, which suffers so many sorrows for your love.” Along with this, he began stringing together more nonsense, all of it in the same style that the books of chivalry had taught him, imitating their language as much as he could. He moved so slowly, and the sun beat down upon him with such intensity, that it was enough to melt his brains, if he had any.

He traveled almost all of that day without anything happening that was worth relating, for which he despaired, because he wanted to come across someone right away to   whom he could prove the valor of his mighty arm. There are authorities who say his first adventure was the one in Puerto Lápice.95 Others say it was the one about the windmills, but what I’ve been able to verify, and what I’ve found written in the annals of La Mancha, is that he traveled that whole day, and at nightfall his nag and he were dead tired and ravenously hungry. He looked all around to see if he could find some castle or a shepherd’s hut where he could be sheltered, to remedy his considerable hunger and other needs, when he saw—not far off the road on which he was traveling—an inn, which was as if he’d seen a star leading him, not to the gates, but rather to the palaces of his relief. He picked up speed and arrived there just as it was getting dark.

By chance there were at the entrance two young women, of those that they call tarts, who were going to Seville with some muleteers who happened to be spending the night there. And since everything he thought, saw, or imagined seemed to him to be in the style of what he’d read, as soon as he saw the inn, it appeared to him to be a castle with four towers and pinnacles of shining silver, not lacking a drawbridge and a deep moat, with all the accoutrements with which such castles are depicted.

As he approached the inn, which to him seemed to be a castle, a short distance away from it he reined in Rocinante, expecting that some dwarf would appear among the battlements to announce with a trumpet that a knight was drawing near to the castle. But since he realized it was getting late, and Rocinante was anxious to go to the stable, he proceeded to the gate of the inn and saw the two wanton young women there, who—it appeared to him—were two beautiful maidens or gracious ladies taking their ease at the gate of the castle. Just then a swineherd, who by chance was gathering his pigs (I beg no pardon, since that’s what they’re called)96 from a harvested field, sounded his horn to round them up, and this appeared to don Quixote to be exactly what he wanted—a dwarf announcing his arrival.

Thus, with enormous satisfaction, don Quixote approached the inn and the ladies. When they saw a man in   armor like that, with lance and shield, they were filled with fear, and went to rush into the inn. But don Quixote, deducing their fear from their flight, raised his pasteboard visor, and, revealing his dry and grimy face, with gentle mien and calm voice, said to them: “Do not flee, your graces, nor fear any wrongdoing, for the order of chivalry that I profess does not allow me to wrong anyone, least of all maidens of high rank such as you show yourselves to be.”

The young women looked at him, trying to make out the features of his face, which the ill-made visor was covering, but when they heard themselves being called maidens, something so far from their profession, they couldn’t restrain their laughter. Don Quixote got into quite a huff because of this and said to them: “Politeness is becoming in beautiful women, and laughter that comes from a trifling cause is great folly. I’m not telling you this so that you’ll be distressed or to make you angry, for my will is none other than to serve you.”

This kind of language, which the ladies didn’t understand, coupled with the strange aspect of our knight, increased their laughter, and his anger, and it would have gotten worse if at that moment the innkeeper hadn’t appeared. He, being quite fat, was very easygoing. And seeing that strange figure, with such an odd assortment of arms and other things, such as the long stirrups, lance, shield, and torso armor, he was almost at the point of joining the damsels in their show of mirth. But fearing the mass of weaponry, he resolved to speak with him courteously, and said: “If your grace, señor knight, is looking for lodging, except for a bed, since there’s none left at this inn, you’ll find everything else in great abundance.”

Don Quixote, seeing the humility of the warden of the castle, since that’s what he appeared to him to be, responded: “For me, señor castellano,97 anything will do since ‘my only adornments are my armor, my only rest is the battle.’ ”

The innkeeper, hearing himself being called castellano, guessed it must have been because the knight thought he   was one of the good people from Castile,98 although he was Andalusian, one of those from the Playa de Sanlúcar, and no less a thief than Cacus, nor less a trickster than a mischievous page.

“In that case ‘the bed’ of your grace will be ‘hard rocks’ and ‘your sleep, constant vigilance.’99 And that being the case, you can dismount, since you’re sure to find in this humble house sufficient opportunity not to sleep in a whole year, not to mention just a single night.”

And saying this, he went to hold don Quixote’s stirrup. He got down with considerable difficulty and strain, like a person who had not eaten a bite all day long. He then told the innkeeper to take great care of his horse because there was no better one in the world. The innkeeper looked at the horse and it didn’t seem to him to be as good as don Quixote was saying, and not even half as good, but he took him to the stable and went back to see what his guest might want. The two damsels were removing his armor, because they had since made peace with him. Although they had removed the breastplate and backplate, they couldn’t figure out how to remove the gorget,100 nor take off the badly made helmet that he was wearing, tied together with some green ribbons. They wanted to cut them since they couldn’t be untied, but he wouldn’t allow it, so he spent the whole night with his helmet on, and he was the funniest and strangest figure imaginable. And while they were removing his armor, since he imagined that those prostitutes were important ladies in that castle, he said to them with considerable grace:There never was on earth a knight 
so waited on by ladies fair, 
as once was he, called don Quixote,  
when first he left his village dear; 
Damsels to undress him ran with speed, 
and princesses to dress his steed.101





“Or Rocinante, for this, my ladies, is the name of my horse, and mine is don Quixote de La Mancha. Although I didn’t want to reveal my name until the deeds done in your service and on your behalf made me known, but adapting that ancient ballad about Lancelot seemed so à propos that I let you know who I am before I should have. But a time will come when your graces will command me and I’ll obey, and the strength of my arm will make my desire to serve you known.”

The young women, who were not accustomed to hearing such rhetoric, said nothing. They only asked him if he wanted something to eat.

“I’ll eat anything,” responded don Quixote, “because I feel that it would do me a lot of good.”

By chance, that day happened to be Friday, and there was nothing in the inn but a couple of servings of fish that in Castile they call abadejo, in Andalusia bacalao, in some areas curadillo, and in other areas truchuela.102 They asked him if he would eat some truchuela, since there was no other fish to give him to eat.

“If there is a lot of truchuelas,” responded don Quixote, “it will be the same as a full-size trout. It’s all the same to me if you give me eight reales in coins or one piece of eight. And it may even be that these truchuelas are like veal, which is better than beef; and kid, which is better than goat. But be that as it may, serve me right away, because the ordeal of the weight of armor cannot be borne on an empty stomach.”

They set a table for him near the door of the inn in the fresh air. The innkeeper took him a serving of badly marinated and worse-cooked codfish, and a piece of bread  that was as black and grimy as his armor. It was really very amusing to see him eat because, since he had his helmet on and had to use his two hands to keep the visor up, he couldn’t put anything in his mouth, and had to depend on someone else to feed him. One of the ladies did this service for him. But it would have been impossible for him to drink anything if the innkeeper hadn’t bored out a reed. He put one end of it in his mouth and poured wine down the other. He ate and drank very patiently so that he wouldn’t break the ribbons of the helmet.

While this was going on, by chance there arrived at the inn a gelder of pigs, and as soon as he arrived, he played four or five notes on his panpipes, which confirmed to don Quixote that he was in a famous castle and that they were serving him accompanied by music; the codfish was trout; the bread of whitest flour; the prostitutes, ladies; the innkeeper, the warden of the castle; and he felt that his resolve to go out into the world was the right thing to do. But what bothered him was that he’d not yet been dubbed a knight, and he felt that he couldn’t legitimately undertake any adventure without receiving the order of knighthood.




 Chapter III. In which is recounted the amusing way that don Quixote came to be dubbed a knight.

THUS, TROUBLED by this thought, he cut short his skimpy dinner, typical of inns, and when he finished, he called the innkeeper, and behind the closed doors of the stable, got down on his knees before him, saying: “I won’t rise from where I am, brave knight, until you grant me a boon I want to ask of you and will redound to your fame and to the benefit of mankind.”

When the innkeeper saw his guest at his feet and heard those words, he was perplexed, looking at him without knowing what to do or say. He insisted that his guest get up, but don Quixote refused until the innkeeper promised to grant the boon that he had requested.

“I expected no less of your great magnificence, señor mío,”103 responded don Quixote, “and the boon that I’ve  asked of you and that you’ve accorded me is that tomorrow you will dub me a knight. And this night I’ll watch over my armor in your castle, and tomorrow, as I’ve said, what I want so much will be fulfilled, so that I, as is fitting, may roam the four corners of the earth seeking adventures to favor the needy, as is the duty of knighthood and of knights-errant such as myself who are destined for such deeds.”

The innkeeper, who, as has been said, was a bit of a jokester, and already had some suspicion about his guest’s lack of sanity, became convinced of it when he heard these words. In order to have some entertainment that night, he decided to humor him, so he said that don Quixote was very correct in what he wanted and asked for, and that his goal was proper and natural for knights as important as he appeared to be, and as his gallant presence proved. He also said that he, in his youth, had devoted himself to that same honorable activity, traveling through different parts of the world looking for adventures, having visited the Percheles of Málaga, the Islas of Riarán, the Compás of Seville, the Azoguejo of Segovia, the Olivera of Valencia, the Rondilla of Granada, the Playa de Sanlúcar, the Potro of Córdoba, the Ventillas of Toledo,104 and other places, showing the fleetness of his feet, and the light-fingeredness of his hands, doing many wrongs, courting many widows,105 deflowering maidens, deceiving orphans, and finally, making himself known in courtrooms throughout Spain. He’d ended up retiring to this castle, where he lived on his income and that of others, welcoming all knights-errant of any rank and condition, only because of the fondness that he had for them, and so that they would share with him some of their money in payment for his benevolence.

He also told him that there was no chapel in his castle where he could watch over his armor, since it had been torn down so that a new one could be built. But he knew that in case of great need, it could be watched over anywhere, and that night he could watch over it in a courtyard of the castle.  In the morning, if it pleased God, they would perform the proper ceremonies, and he would become a knight-errant, and such a knight that no one in the world could be more of one.

The innkeeper asked if he had any money. Don Quixote said that he didn’t have a blanca,106 because he’d never read in the histories of knights-errant that any one of them had taken money with him. To this, the innkeeper said that he was mistaken, because although the histories didn’t specify something as obvious and necessary as money and clean shirts, there was no reason to believe that they didn’t have them. Thus he could consider it certain and proven that all knights-errant—of which so many books of chivalry are filled—carried well-stocked purses for any contingency, and that they also took clean shirts and a small chest filled with ointments for healing injuries they received, because in the open country where they battled, there was not always someone to treat their wounds—unless they had some wise enchanter as a friend who could instantly come to their aid, bearing a maiden or dwarf on a cloud with a flask of magic elixir of such potency that, just by taking a single drop of it, they would be immediately cured of their wounds, as if they had never been injured. But when this wasn’t the case, the knights of old certainly had squires who were provided with money and other necessities such as bandages and healing ointments. And when it happened that those knights didn’t have squires, which was rarely the case, they themselves carried everything on the crupper of their horse, in small, practically invisible saddlebags that were made to look like they contained something of greater importance, because, except for such emergencies, having saddlebags was frowned on by knights-errant. For this reason, the innkeeper advised him—but he could even have commanded him as his soon-to-be godson—that he shouldn’t venture forth from that day forth without money and the other provisions that he’d mentioned, and that he would see how useful they could be when he least suspected it.

Don Quixote promised he would do exactly what he was   advised, and so the order was given for him to watch over his arms in a large corral at the side of the inn. Don Quixote collected all his armor and put it on a trough next to a well. He clasped his shield and he grasped his lance, and with gentle mien started to pace back and forth as night fell.

The innkeeper told everyone at the inn about the craziness of his guest, the watching over of the armor, and his expectation to be dubbed a knight. Everyone was amazed at his rare kind of madness and they all went to look from a distance, and saw him with his calm demeanor, sometimes pacing, sometimes leaning against his lance, but always fixing his eyes on his armor for long periods of time. It was now night, but the moon shone so bright that it seemed to compete with the star that gave it its light, and in this way everything the novice knight did could be clearly seen by everyone.

At this point, one of the muleteers felt that it was time to water his mules, and to do it, he had to remove don Quixote’s armor, which was on the trough. When don Quixote saw this, he said in a loud voice: “Oh, you knight, whoever you are, who dare to touch the armor of the most valiant errant who ever girded a sword, watch what you’re doing! Don’t touch it, unless you want to lose your life as a consequence of your boldness!”

The muleteer paid no heed to these words, and it would have been better for him if he had, because it would have let him keep his health. But instead, he seized the straps of the armor, and threw it a long way away. When don Quixote saw this, he raised his eyes to heaven, and directing his thoughts, so it seemed, to Dulcinea, said: “Help me, my lady, in this first affront done to your enslaved heart. May your favor and protection not fail me in this initial trial!”

And saying these and other similar words, he dropped his shield, raised his lance with both hands, and discharged such a blow to the muleteer’s head that it knocked him to the ground and left him in such bad shape that if don Quixote had done it a second time, there would have been no need to try to treat the muleteer’s wounds. Having done this, he collected his armor and continued pacing back and forth as before.

A while later, without realizing what had happened—since the first muleteer was still dazed—another one came with the same intention of watering his mules. When he  went to remove the armor so that he could use the trough, don Quixote, without saying a word or asking anyone’s permission, dropped his shield again, and again raised his lance and smashed, not his lance, but rather the muleteer’s head, in more than three places, because he cracked it open in four. Hearing this disturbance, everyone from the inn—among them the innkeeper—ran to see what had happened. When don Quixote saw this, he picked up his shield, put his hand on his sword, and said: “Oh, mistress of beauty, strength of my weakened heart, now is the time to look down upon this, your captive knight, who stands facing such a great ordeal!”

This gave him so much courage that if all the muleteers in the world were to attack him, he wouldn’t have retreated a single step. The wounded men’s companions saw the sorry state the two were in, and began to rain stones on don Quixote, who protected himself as well as he could with his shield, but he wouldn’t leave the trough so as not to abandon his armor. The innkeeper shouted for them to stop because he’d already told them that the fellow was crazy, and would be set free on account of it, even if he killed everyone. Don Quixote shouted even louder, calling them all traitors, and said that the warden of the castle was a rogue and a baseborn knight for having allowed a knight-errant to be treated in this way, and he would make him accountable for his treachery. “But for you, vile rabble, I couldn’t care less! Throw stones, come and attack me however you want—you’ll see what your foolishness and insolence get you!”

He said this with so much fearlessness that he instilled a terrible dread in those who were attacking him, and for this reason they stopped casting stones. Don Quixote allowed them to remove the wounded men, and continued the vigil of his armor, with the same tranquillity and calmness as before.

The pranks of the innkeeper’s guest weren’t to his liking, so he decided to cut everything short and give him the cursed order of knighthood right then, before any other terrible thing happened. He went up to him and apologized for the effrontery those two vile men had shown him—he certainly had had no part in it—but they were well punished for their rash acts. He said to him, repeating what he’d said earlier, that in that castle there was no chapel, and  also that there was no need to continue the vigil, since the important thing in becoming a knight consisted of laying the sword on the neck and shoulders, according to what he had learned from his book that described the ceremonies of the order, and that could be done even in the middle of a field. He had also fulfilled the requirements of the vigil, which directed him to watch over his armor for only two hours, and he now had done so for more than four.

Don Quixote believed everything he was told and said that he was ready to obey him, and that the ceremony should be done as soon as possible, because if he were attacked again when he was a full-fledged knight, he would leave no one in the castle alive, except for those whom the warden of the castle told him to spare, which he would do out of respect.

Forewarned and now a bit afraid, the warden brought a book in which he recorded the straw and barley furnished to the muleteers, and with the stub of a candle that a boy held for him, and also with the damsels mentioned earlier, he went to where don Quixote was, and told him to kneel down. He read from his account book as if he were saying a devout prayer, and in the middle of his discourse, he raised the sword and gave him a stout thwack on his neck followed by a spirited slap on the shoulder, all the while murmuring, as if he were praying. Having done this, he had one of those ladies fasten his sword on him, which she did with great poise and tact, because not a little was needed so as not to burst out laughing throughout the ceremony. But the feats of the novice knight kept their laughter at bay.

As she fastened his sword, the good lady said: “May God make you a very successful knight and bring you good fortune in battle.”

Don Quixote asked what her name was, so that he would know henceforth to whom he was beholden for the favor received, because he planned to share with her the glory that he would achieve by the strength of his arm. She responded with great humility that she was called La Tolosa and that she was the daughter of a clothes-mender from Toledo, who lived near the marketplace of Sancho Bienhaya, and that she would serve him and consider him her lord wherever she might be. Don Quixote replied that, given her love for him, she should do him the favor of accepting the  title of DON107 and call herself DOÑA TOLOSA. She promised she would. The other lady then put his spurs on him, and he had almost the same conversation with her that he’d had with the one who put on his sword. He asked her what her name was, and she said she was La Molinera, the daughter of an honorable miller from Antequera.108 Don Quixote asked her to take the DON as well and to call herself DOÑA MOLINERA, offering her further services and favors.

Once these unprecedented ceremonies were hurriedly done, don Quixote was most impatient to see himself on horseback, seeking adventures. He saddled Rocinante and mounted him, and embracing his host, he said such strange things to him when he thanked him for having dubbed him a knight that it’s impossible to relate them all. The innkeeper, eager to see him leave the inn, responded with no less extravagance, although with fewer words; and without asking him to pay for the lodging, let him go.




Chapter IIII. About what happened to our knight when he left the inn.

IT WAS just about sunrise when don Quixote left the inn, so happy, so gallant, so exhilarated at seeing himself knighted, that the girths of his horse were bursting with joy. But remembering his host’s counsel about the necessary provisions he should take with him, especially concerning money and clean shirts, he decided to return home and supply himself with everything, and to find a squire. He planned to hire a peasant, a neighbor of his who was poor and with children, but who was very well suited for the occupation of squire to a knight. With this thought he guided Rocinante toward his village. The horse, realizing he was heading back to the stable, began a brisk trot with such enthusiasm that his feet hardly seemed to touch the ground.

Don Quixote hadn’t gone very far when he thought he heard a faint voice off to the right, as if from a person in distress,  coming from the dense part of a grove. As soon as he heard it, he said: “I give thanks to heaven for the favor it has done me, since it has so soon given me a chance to live up to what my profession demands, and an opportunity to reap the fruit of my worthy desires. This voice is doubtless coming from a person in trouble who requires my protection and aid.”

And turning his reins, he led Rocinante toward where it seemed to him the voice was coming. A bit into the grove he saw a mare tied to an oak tree, and tied to another oak was a boy about fifteen years old, naked from the waist up, who was the one crying out, and not without reason, because a good-sized peasant was whipping him with a belt, and each lash was accompanied by a reprimand and reproof, because he was saying: “Keep quiet and be more vigilant.”

And the boy responded: “I won’t do it again, master. By the passion of God, I won’t do it again; and I promise to take better care of the flock from now on!”

When don Quixote saw what was going on, he said with an angry voice: “Ill-bred knight, it’s unjust to take someone on who cannot defend himself. Get on your horse and pick up your lance”—because there was one leaning against the tree where the horse was tied—“and I’ll make you see that you’re acting like a coward!”

The peasant, seeing the armored figure above him brandishing a lance over his face, gave himself up for dead, and with humble words he replied: “Señor knight, this boy I’m punishing is one of my hired hands who watches over a flock of sheep I have in these parts, and he’s so careless that he loses one every day. And because I’m punishing his negligence—or roguery—he says that I’m doing it out of stinginess, so as not to pay him the salary I owe him, and by God and my soul, he’s lying.”

“You say that someone is lying, in my presence,109 you wretched rustic!” said don Quixote. “By the sun that shines on us, I’m about to run you through with this lance. Pay him right now without saying another word! And if you don’t, by the God who rules over us, I’ll finish you off and annihilate you on the spot. Untie him right now!”

The peasant hung his head, and without responding, untied his hired hand, whom don Quixote asked how much he was owed. He said that it was nine months at seven reales per month. Don Quixote did the math and found that it came to seventy-three reales, and told the peasant to pay him immediately, unless he wanted to die because of it. The fearful rustic replied, on the word of one who was about to die, and on the oath he’d sworn—and he hadn’t sworn anything yet—that it wasn’t that much, because three pairs of shoes and one real for two bloodlettings when he was sick should be deducted and credited.

“All that is very good,” responded don Quixote, “but let the shoes and bloodlettings pay him back for the lashes that you’ve given him without his being to blame. If he broke the leather of his shoes you paid for, you’ve broken the skin of his body; and if the barber let blood from him when he was sick, you’ve taken it from him when he was healthy. Thus, on this account, he owes you nothing.”

“The trouble is, señor knight, that I have no money on me. Let Andrés come home with me and I’ll pay him one real on top of another.”

“Go with him, again?” said the boy, “No way, señor, not in a million years, because when he has me alone, he’ll flay me like St. Bartholomew.”110

“He’ll do nothing of the kind,” said don Quixote. “It’s enough for me to command him and he’ll do what I ask; and provided that he swears by the laws of knighthood that he has received, I’ll release him on his own recognizance, and I’ll guarantee your pay.”

“Your grace, señor, consider what you’re saying,” said the boy. “This master of mine is not a knight, nor has he received any order of knighthood. This fellow is Juan Haldudo, the Rich, who lives in El Quintanar.”111

“That’s not very important,” responded don Quixote, “because there can be Haldudos who are knights, especially since every person is the child of his works.”

“That’s true enough,” said Andrés, “but this master of  mine, of what works is he the child, since he denies me my pay, my sweat, and my work?”

“I don’t deny you anything of the kind, brother Andrés,” responded the peasant. “Do me the pleasure of coming with me. I swear by all the orders of knighthood in the world to pay you, as I’ve said, one real on top of another, and I’ll even throw in a bit extra.”

“You don’t need to give him any extra,” said don Quixote. “Pay him the reales and I’ll be satisfied. And make sure you do what you swore. If you don’t, by the same oath, I swear I’ll come back and punish you, and I’ll find you even if you conceal yourself better than a chameleon. And if you want to know who has given you this command, so that you’ll be even more obliged to fulfill it, I’m the valiant don Quixote de La Mancha, the redresser of wrongs and injustices. Don’t forget what you’ve promised and sworn, under the penalty of what has been said.”

When he said this, he spurred Rocinante, and in a moment he was gone. The peasant followed him with his eyes, and when he saw that he’d left the grove and was no longer in sight, he turned to his hired hand Andrés, and said: “Come here, my son. I want to pay you what I owe, as that righter of wrongs commanded me.”

“I swear,” said the boy, “that your worship will do well to obey the command of that good knight—may he live a thousand years!—because he’s so courageous and such an upright judge; and by San Roque, if you don’t pay me, he’ll come back and do what he said!”

“I swear as well,” said the peasant, “but because I love you so much, I want to increase the debt so I can increase the pay.”

And grabbing the boy by his arm, he tied him back up to the oak, where he gave him so many lashes that he left him for dead.

“Señor Andrés,” said the peasant, “call that righter of wrongs back now, and you’ll see how he won’t right this one. In fact, I may not be finished yet, because I feel like flaying you alive, just like you feared.”

But finally he untied him and said he could go looking for the judge so that he could carry out the sentence. Andrés went away a bit mournful, swearing he would look for the brave don Quixote de La Mancha and tell him exactly  what had happened, and that he would have to pay sevenfold. But for all that, he went away crying, and his master stayed behind laughing.

And in this way the brave don Quixote redressed that wrong. He was very delighted with the way things had turned out. It seemed to him that he’d given a very auspicious and noble beginning to his chivalric venture, and with great self-satisfaction, he ambled back toward his village, saying softly: “You can well call yourself the most fortunate of women—oh, fairest of the fair, Dulcinea del Toboso!—since it befell your destiny to have subjected and surrendered to your will such a famous knight as is don Quixote de La Mancha, who, as everyone knows, just yesterday received the order of knighthood, and today has redressed the greatest injury that injustice ever created and cruelty ever committed. Today he took the whip from that heartless enemy who was lashing that helpless boy so unjustly.”

At that point, he came to a place where the road divided into four, and remembered the crossroads where knights-errant would consider which road to take; and to imitate them, he paused quietly for a while. After having deliberated about what to do, he released the reins, leaving it up to Rocinante to decide on the route, and the horse stuck to his original plan, which was to head for the stable. After traveling about two miles, don Quixote saw a crowd of people who, as it was later learned, were Toledan merchants on their way to buy silk in Murcia.112 There were six of them, each one with a parasol, and there were four other servants on horseback, and three mule boys on foot.

Hardly had don Quixote sighted them when he fancied a new adventure was at hand. And to imitate the exploits he’d read about in his books as closely as possible, what he planned to do seemed made to order. Thus, with graceful bearing and boldness, he firmly planted himself in his stirrups, clutched his lance, put his shield at his chest, and in the middle of the road waited for those knights-errant—for that’s what he judged them to be—to arrive; and when they were at a distance where they could see and hear, don Quixote raised his voice and shouted arrogantly: “Everyone stop right now and confess that there’s no more beautiful  a maiden in the world than the empress of La Mancha, the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso!”

The merchants stopped when they heard what was being said so they could look at the strange figure who was speaking, and because of his appearance and words, they deduced his craziness. But they wanted to see where that confession they were being asked to give was leading. One of them, who was something of a jokester, and very witty, said to him: “Señor knight, we don’t know who this good lady you’re talking about is. Show her to us, and if she’s as beautiful as you declare, we’ll confess the truth you’ve asked of us, with pleasure and without any compunction.”

“If I were to show her to you,” replied don Quixote, “what good would there be in confessing such an obvious truth? The important thing is for you to believe, confess, affirm, swear, and defend it, without having seen her. If not, you’ll be in battle with me, monstrous and arrogant people. You can attack one at a time, as the laws of chivalry have ordered, or all at once, as is the custom and wicked practice of people of your breed. Here I stand, waiting for you, confident that I have right on my side.”

“Señor knight,” replied the merchant, “I beg your grace, in the name of all these princes, to save us from burdening our consciences by confessing something that we haven’t seen or heard, and something so prejudicial to the empresses and queens of La Alcarria and Extremadura.113 Would you please show us a portrait of this lady, even though it’s only as big as a grain of wheat, because ‘by the yarn we can judge the skein’; and we’ll be satisfied and assured, and you’ll be content and appeased. And I believe that we’re in such agreement with you that—even if the portrait shows that she’s blind in one eye and from the other she oozes vermilion and sulfur—to please you, we will say everything in her favor that you wish.”

“She doesn’t ooze, despicable rabble,” responded don Quixote, aflame with rage. “She doesn’t ooze, I say, anything that you mention, except ambergris and civet packed  in cotton, and she isn’t one-eyed or hunchbacked—she’s straighter than a spindle from Guadarrama.114 But you’ll pay for this blasphemy you’ve committed against such great beauty as is that of my lady!”

And saying this, he attacked the man who had said it with his lance lowered, so filled with fury and anger that, if good fortune hadn’t arranged for Rocinante to trip and fall in the middle of the road, the impudent merchant would have had a bad time of it. Rocinante fell, and his master went rolling over and over on the ground. He tried to get up but couldn’t, such was the encumbrance that the lance, shield, spurs, and helmet caused, together with the weight of his ancient armor. And while he struggled to get up and couldn’t, he was saying: “Do not flee, cowardly and wretched people; wait! It wasn’t my fault that I’m sprawled out on the ground; it was my horse’s!”

One of the mule boys, who must not have been very good-natured, when he heard the poor fallen man say so many arrogant things, couldn’t stand it without giving his ribs an answer. He went up to him and took the lance, broke it into pieces, and with one of those pieces began to give our don Quixote so many blows that, in spite of his armor, he thrashed him like milled wheat. His masters shouted at him not to beat him up so much and to leave him alone, but the lad was irate and didn’t want to leave the game until he’d vented the rest of his anger. He went back for more pieces of the broken lance and broke them all on the wretched downed man, who, even with that storm of blows raining down on him, never shut his mouth, threatening heaven and earth, and the brigands, because that’s what they appeared to him to be.

The lad finally got tired, and the merchants continued their journey, taking with them stories to tell about the drubbed fellow for the rest of the trip. After don Quixote found himself alone, he tried to get up once again, but if he couldn’t do it when he was hale and hearty, how could he do it when he was beaten up and almost broken to pieces? But he still thought he was fortunate, deeming that what  had happened to him was an appropriate misadventure for knights-errant, and he blamed it all on his horse. Even so, it was impossible for him to get up, because his whole body was battered.




Chapter V. Where the narration of the misfortune of our knight continues.

SEEING THAT he could indeed not stir, he decided to resort to his usual remedy, which was to dredge up some passage from one of his books, and his madness brought to mind the one about Valdovinos and the Marqués de Mantua when Carloto left Valdovinos wounded in the forest,115 a story that’s known to children, not unfamiliar to young people, venerated and even believed by the older generation, and, for all that, is no truer than the miracles of Muhammad. He thought this would fit just right in his current situation, so, in a lot of pain, he began to wallow around on the ground and say with a debilitated voice the same thing that the wounded Knight of the Wood said:Where canst thou be, beloved heart 
That for my plight thou dost not grieve 
Either in ignorance thou art 
Or thou art false and dost deceive.





In this way he continued as far as the lines:Oh, noble Marqués de Mantua 
Mine uncle and lord in the flesh.116





As luck would have it, when he got to this verse, a peasant from his own village, a neighbor of his who was returning home after taking a load of wheat to the mill, happened to be passing by, and seeing that man stretched out, he approached him and asked him who he was and what had happened that made him lament so sadly.

Don Quixote believed without a doubt this fellow was the Marqués de Mantua, his uncle, and so he responded only by continuing the ballad where it told of his misfortune and of the affair between his wife and the emperor’s son, word for word as the ballad relates. The peasant was amazed hearing this foolishness, and removing his visor—which was already in pieces because of the blows—cleaned his face, which was covered with dirt,117 and he’d hardly done so when he recognized him, and said: “Señor Quijana!”—for that must have been his name when he was sane and hadn’t yet changed from a peaceful hidalgo to a knighterrant—“How did your grace get into this condition?”

But he just kept on reciting his ballad to everything that he was asked.

When the good man heard this, he took don Quixote’s breastplate and backplate off to see if there were any wounds, but he saw no blood or bruises. He tried to lift him off the ground, and with no little struggle put him onto his own donkey because it seemed like a calmer mount. He gathered all the armor, and even the splintered fragments of the lance, tied it all up, and put it all on Rocinante. He then took the reins of the horse and the donkey and headed toward their village, troubled by the nonsense that don Quixote was uttering. And don Quixote was no less troubled, since he was so beaten up and pounded, he couldn’t sit up on the donkey. From time to time he heaved sighs that must have reached heaven; and once again it compelled the peasant to ask him to say what ailed him. And it seems that the devil brought stories to his mind that fit what had happened to him, because at that very moment he forgot about Valdovinos and remembered the Moor Abindarráez, when the governor of Antequera, Rodrigo de   Narváez, arrested him and took him captive to his fortress. So, when the peasant asked him how he was and how he felt, don Quixote now responded with the same words that the captive Abencerraje used with Rodrigo de Narváez, in the same way he’d read the history in La Diana by Jorge de Montemayor, where it’s written.118 And he applied it so aptly to his own situation that the peasant went along cursing his fate for having to hear such a lot of nonsense, and through all this he came to realize that his neighbor was crazy, and he hurried to get to the village so that he wouldn’t be further vexed by the long tirade. Finally don Quixote said: “I want your grace to know, señor don Rodrigo de Narváez, that this beautiful Jarifa I mentioned is now the beauteous Dulcinea del Toboso, for whom I’ve performed, do perform, and will perform the most famous deeds of chivalry that have ever been, are being, and will ever be seen in the world.”

To this the peasant responded: “Look, your grace, señor, sinner that I am, I’m not don Rodrigo de Narváez nor the Marqués de Mantua, but rather Pedro Alonso, your neighbor. And you’re neither Valdovinos nor Abindarráez, but rather the honorable hidalgo señor Quijana.”

“I know who I am,” responded don Quixote, “and I know that I can be not only those whom I’ve mentioned, but also the Twelve Peers of France119 and the Nine Worthies,120 since my deeds will surpass all of theirs put together and of each one individually.”

Engaged in these and similar conversations, they arrived at their village as night was falling, but the peasant waited until it was dark so that the villagers wouldn’t see  the beaten-up hidalgo sorrily mounted on a donkey. When the time came, they went into the village and to don Quixote’s house, which they found in an uproar. The priest and village barber—don Quixote’s great friends—were there and the housekeeper was saying to them in a loud voice: “What does your grace think, señor licenciado121 Pero Pérez,” for that was the name of the priest, “of my master’s misfortune? It’s been three days and we haven’t seen hide nor hair of him, his nag, shield, lance, or armor! Woe is me! I’m beginning to understand—and it’s the truth, just as I was born to die—that these cursed books of chivalry he’s been and is constantly reading have made him crazy. Now I remember having heard him say to himself many times that he wanted to become a knight-errant and seek adventures in the world. May these books, which have caused the ruination of the most sensitive mind that there was in all of La Mancha, be commended to Satan and Barabbas.”122

The niece said the same thing and added: “Believe me, maese Nicolás”—for this was the name of the barber—“that my uncle would frequently read those soulless books of misadventures two days and nights straight through, after which he’d throw the book down and grab his sword and go around stabbing at the walls, and when he was tired, he’d say that he’d killed four giants as tall as towers, and that the sweat caused by his labors was the blood from wounds he’d received in battle. Then he’d drink a pitcher of cold water, which made him feel better and calmed him down, and he’d say that the water was a most precious beverage that had been brought to him by the wise Esquife,123 an enchanter and great friend of his. But I’m to blame for all of this, since I didn’t tell your graces of my uncle’s foolish acts earlier, so that you could have prevented him from getting into his present condition, and burned all those excommunicated books. He has lots of them that deserve to be burned as if they were heretics.”

“That’s what I say as well,” said the priest. “In truth, tomorrow we’ll condemn those books to the inquisitorial fire so that what happened to my good friend won’t happen to whoever else might read them.”

The peasant and don Quixote were listening to all of this, and the peasant finally understood the nature of his neighbor’s illness, and so he began to shout: “Open up, your graces, to señor Valdovinos and señor Marqués de Mantua, who is coming badly wounded; and also to señor Moor Abindarráez, whom the governor of Antequera, the brave Rodrigo de Narváez, is bringing as a prisoner.”

At these shouts everyone went out, and as soon as some recognized their friend and others their uncle and master—who still hadn’t gotten off the donkey because he couldn’t—they ran to take him in their arms.

Don Quixote said: “Everyone stop! I’ve come badly injured through the fault of my horse. Take me to bed, and summon the wise Urganda, if you can, who will take care of my wounds.”124

“May I be cursed,” exclaimed the housekeeper, “if I didn’t know in my heart what foot my master limped on! Let’s get you upstairs in a hurry, señor, and without that señora Hurgada125 we’ll know how to fix you up. Damn those books a hundred more times, I say, which have gotten your grace in such a state!”

They took him to bed, and trying to find his wounds, they saw none. He said he got a pounding from a tumble he took with Rocinante, his horse, while battling ten of the hugest and most fearless giants that could be found in this part of the world.

“Aha!” said the priest, “so there are giants in the dance? By the sign of the cross, I’ll burn those books tomorrow before nightfall.”

They asked don Quixote a thousand questions, which he refused to answer, but rather asked for something to eat and to be allowed to sleep because that was what was most important. That’s what they did; and the peasant told the priest in great detail how he’d found don Quixote. He told   him everything, including the foolish things he said when he found him and while he brought him back home. All this increased the priest’s wish to do what he did the next day, which was to fetch Nicolás, the barber, who went with him to don Quixote’s house.




Chapter VI. Of the amusing and great inquisition that the priest and barber conducted in the library of our ingenious hidalgo.

DON QUIXOTE was still sleeping. The priest asked the niece for the keys to the room where the books—the authors of the damage—were kept, and she gave them to him most willingly. Everyone went in, including the housekeeper, and they found more than a hundred very large and well-bound books126 and some other smaller ones. As soon as the housekeeper saw them, she ran out of the room and returned immediately with a bowl of holy water and a sprinkler and said: “Take this, your grace, señor licenciado. Sprinkle the room so that one of the many enchanters that lurk in these books won’t put a spell on us, to punish us for trying to banish them from the world.”

The credulousness of the housekeeper made the priest laugh, and he had the barber give him those books one by one to see what they were, because it might be they would find some that didn’t deserve punishment by fire.

“No,” said the niece, “there’s no reason to pardon any of them because all of them have done damage. It’d be best to toss them all out the window onto the patio and make a pile of them there, and set fire to them; or take them to the corral and make a fire there so the smoke won’t bother anyone.”

The housekeeper echoed the same thing, such was the ardent wish they both had for the death of those innocents. But the priest wouldn’t agree to it without at least reading   the titles. The first one that maese Nicolás put in his hands was The Four Books of Amadís de Gaula.127

The priest said: “This is very curious, because I’ve heard that this book is the first book of chivalry published in Spain, and all the rest derive from it. So it seems to me that since it’s the founder of such a bad sect, we ought to condemn it to the flames without a second thought.”

“No, señor,” said the barber, “for I’ve heard that it’s the best of all the books of that type that were ever written, and so, as something unique in its art, it ought to be pardoned.”

“That’s the truth,” said the priest, “and for that reason its life will be spared for the time being. Let’s see what’s next to it.”

“This one,” said the barber, “is The Heroic Deeds of Esplandián,128 legitimate son of Amadís de Gaula.”

“In truth,” said the barber, “the goodness of the father won’t save the son. Take this, señora housekeeper; open the window, throw it into the corral, and start the mound of books for the bonfire.”

The housekeeper did it with pleasure, and the good Esplandián went flying into the corral, patiently awaiting his fiery doom.

“Let’s move on,” said the priest.

“This next one,” said the barber, “is Amadís de Grecia,129 and I believe all the rest in this section are of that same lineage of Amadís.”

“Well, throw them all into the corral,” said the priest. “Rather than spare Queen Pintiquiniestra130 and the shepherd Darinel, I’d burn up the father who begat me, if he went around masquerading as a knight-errant.”

“I share your opinion,” said the barber.

“Me, too,” said the niece.

“Since that’s the way it is,” said the housekeeper, “let me gather them up, and to the corral with them!”

They gave them to her. She spared the stairs, and tossed them down from the window.

“Who’s that big one?” asked the priest.

“This is,” said the barber, “Don Olivante de Laura.”131

“The author of that book,” said the priest, “is the same one who wrote The Garden of Flowers, and in truth I can’t tell which of the two books is more true, or rather, less lying. I can only say that this one will go to the corral because it’s so absurd and arrogant.”

“This next one is Florimorte de Hyrcania,”132 said the barber.

“So, that’s Florimorte?” replied the priest. “Then by my faith he’ll soon be in the corral, in spite of his strange birth and resounding adventures, because the stiffness and dryness of his style deserve nothing else. To the corral with this one and the next one, señora housekeeper.”

“My pleasure, my good señor,” responded the housekeeper, and with great gusto, she did what she was told.

“This is The Knight Platir,”133 said the barber.

“That is an old book,” said the priest, “but I see nothing in it that deserves forgiveness; let it join the rest without reprieve.” And it was done.

Another book was opened, and they saw that it had as its title The Knight of the Cross.134

“Since this book has such a holy name, we might pardon its ignorance, but it’s also said that ‘behind the cross lurks the devil.’ Away to the fire with it!”

The barber, taking another book, said: “This is The Mirror of Chivalry.”135

“I already know his grace,” said the priest. “In it are Reinaldos de Montalbán with his friends and companions—worse thieves than Cacus—and the Twelve Peers, along with the historian Turpin; in truth, I favor condemning it only to perpetual exile, just because those characters were in part responsible for Matteo Boiardo’s work, from which the poet Ludovico Ariosto wove his cloth.136 And if I find him here speaking a language that’s not his own, I’ll show him no respect, but if he’s in his original language, I’ll put the book on top of my head.”137

“I have him in Italian,” said the barber, “but I don’t understand him.”

“And it’s just as well you don’t,”138 said the priest. “We might forgive the señor captain if he hadn’t brought him to Spain and made him Spanish,139 because he took away quite a bit of his original worth. And those who try to translate books in verse into another language will do the same thing—no matter how careful and skillful they are, they cannot make those works as good as when they were born. I say, therefore, that this book and all of them that deal with France should be placed in a dry well until we figure out what to do with them, except Bernardo del Carpio, which  must be around here somewhere, and another called Roncesvalles 140—if I ever get these into my hands, they will soon be in those of the housekeeper, and from there into those of the flames, without any possibility of reprieve.”

The barber approved all this, and he thought it was both good and proper, because he knew the priest was such a good Christian, and such a friend of the truth, he wouldn’t say anything untrue for the world. And when he opened another book, he saw that it was Palmerín de Oliva, and the one next to it was Palmerín de Ingalaterra.141 When the licenciado saw this, he said: “That Olive should be torn to shreds right now and burned, and not even the ashes should remain. The Palm of England should be kept and conserved as a unique item, and a box should be made for it like the one Alexander found among the spoils of Darius, and chose it to hold the works of the poet Homer.142 This book, señor compadre,143 deserves veneration for two reasons: First, it’s very good in itself, and second, because it’s said that an ingenious king of Portugal wrote it.144 All the adventures of the Castle of Miraguarda are very good and artfully done, the dialogues are courteous and clear, and they maintain and reflect the decorum of the person who is speaking with great propriety and understanding. I say this so that, unless you have a different opinion, maese Nicolás, this one and Amadís should stay free from the fire, and all the rest, without further examination, should perish.”

“No, señor compadre,” replied the barber, “for this one I have here is the famous Don Belianís.”145

“Well, even he,” replied the priest, “together with his second, third, and fourth parts, needs a bit of rhubarb to purge his excess bile,146 and all that business of the Castle of Fame and other bigger blunders should be excised. For this reason he should be given plenty of time to mend his ways, and thus both mercy and justice will be dealt him. Meanwhile, you can keep him at your house, but don’t let anyone read him.”

“That’s fine with me,” responded the barber.

And not wanting to bother reading books of chivalry anymore, the priest had the housekeeper take all the large volumes and throw them into the corral. He said this to a person who was neither stupid nor deaf, but rather someone who was more eager to do it than to weave a piece of fine cloth,147 no matter how fine and large it might be, and she took six or eight at a time and threw them out the window. Because she’d taken so many at once, one of them fell at the feet of the barber, who was curious to see what it was, and he saw that it said History of the Famous Knight Tirante el Blanco.148

“God bless me!” cried the priest. “So this is Tirante el Blanco! Give him to me, compadre, because I can safely say that I’ve found it to be a treasury of enjoyment and a mine of entertainment. Here is don Quirieleisón149 de Montalbán, a brave knight, and his brother, Tomás de Montalbán, and the knight Fonseca, with the fight that the brave Tirante had with the Great Dane, and the astute comments of the maiden Placerdemivida,150 with the affairs and tricks of the  widow Reposada, and the señora empress, who was in love with Hipólito, her squire. I’m telling you the truth, señor compadre , that because of its style, this is the best book in the world. Here knights eat, sleep, and die in their beds; and they make wills before their death, with lots of other things that the other books of this kind lack. So, I tell you that the person who wrote it deserves, since he didn’t produce so much foolishness intentionally, to be kept in galleys for all the days of his life.151 Take it home and read it, and you’ll see that everything I told you about it is true.”

“I’ll do it,” said the barber, “but what’ll we do with these small books that are left over?”

“These,” said the priest, “are probably not about chivalry, but rather contain poetry.”

And opening one of them, he saw that it was La Diana by Jorge de Montemayor, and he said, thinking that they were all of the same type: “These don’t deserve to be burned like the rest because they don’t do the damage that the books of chivalry have done. They’re intellectual books that can’t hurt anyone.”

“Oh, señor,” said the niece, “you can certainly have those books burned like the rest, because it’s not hard to believe that once my señor uncle is cured of the chivalresque infirmity, by reading these he might feel like becoming a shepherd and traipsing through the forests and fields, singing and playing music, and the worst thing is that he might become a poet, which—they say—is an incurable disease and is contagious.”

“The young lady is right,” said the priest, “and it’d be a good idea to clear his path of stumbling blocks and risks. Since we began with La Diana of Montemayor, I’m of the opinion that it should not be burned, but rather that all that material about the wise Felicia and the enchanted water should be expurgated, as well as almost all the poetry; let its prose stay as it is, and let it have the honor of being the first book of its kind.”

“This one that comes next,” said the barber, “is La Diana  called The Second, by the Salamantine; then this one is another with the same name, whose author is Gil Polo.”152

“Well, the one from Salamanca,” said the priest, “should accompany those of the condemned in the corral and increase their number, but the one by Gil Polo should be kept as if it were by Apollo himself. Let’s keep going, señor compadre; and let’s hurry, since it’s getting late.”

“This book,” said the barber, opening another one, “is The Ten Books of the Fortunes of Love, by Antonio de Lofraso, a Sardinian poet.”153

“By the orders I’ve received,” said the priest, “since Apollo was Apollo and the muses muses, and the poets poets, a more delightful or silly book than this one hasn’t been written, and in its own way it’s the best and most unique book of its kind that has ever come to light in the world, and anyone who hasn’t read it may be sure that he hasn’t read anything so delightful. Give it to me, compadre, because I prize having found it more than if they gave me a cassock of fine Florentine cloth.”

He put it to one side with enormous pleasure, and the barber continued: “The ones that come next are The Shepherd of Iberia, Nymphs of Henares, and The Disillusionment of Jealousy.”154

“Well, there’s nothing else to do,” said the priest, “but put them into the secular arm155 of the housekeeper, and don’t ask me why, because I’d go on and on forever.”

“This one coming up is The Shepherd of Fílida.”156

“He’s not really a shepherd,” said the priest, “but a very discreet courtly knight. Keep it as you would a precious jewel.”

“This big one is called Treasury of Various Poems,”157 said the barber.

“If there just weren’t so many of them,” said the priest, “they would be held in greater esteem. They should really weed it out and get rid of some of the lesser verses that are included among its great poems. You keep it, because its author is a friend of mine, and also out of respect for other more heroic and lofty works that he’s written.”

“This is,” said the barber, “Poems Collected by López Maldonado.”158

“The author of this book,” replied the priest, “is also a great friend of mine, and when he reads his verses aloud, they fill all those who hear them with wonder, and the mellowness of his voice is enchanting. He’s a bit long-winded in his eclogues, but you can’t have everything.... What’s that book next to it?”

“La Galatea159 by Miguel de Cervantes,” said the barber.

“For many years that Cervantes has been a great friend of mine, and I know that he’s more versed in misfortunes than verses. His book has some originality—he proposes something but concludes nothing. We have to wait for the second part that he promises. Maybe after he does his penance, he’ll receive the compassion that has been denied him so far.160 While we wait for this to happen, keep it in seclusion at your house, señor compadre.”

“That’s fine with me,” replied the barber, “and here come three all together—La Araucana by don Alonso de Ercilla; La Austríada by Juan Rulfo, magistrate of Córdoba; and El Monserrato, by Cristóbal de Virués, a Valencian poet.”161

“All three of these books,” said the priest, “are the best ones that have ever been written in heroic verse in Spanish, and they can be compared favorably with the most famous ones from Italy. Keep them as you would Spain’s finest jewels.”

The priest got tired of passing judgment over more books, and so, without examining any others, he wanted all the rest of them burned. But the barber had already opened one called The Tears of Angélica.162

“I’d cry similar tears,” said the priest when he heard that title, “if that book had been sent to the flames, because its author was one of the most famous poets in the world, not just in Spain, and he made truly fine translations of some of Ovid’s fables.”




Chapter VII. About the second expedition of our good knight don Quixote de La Mancha.

ALL OF a sudden, don Quixote began to shout, saying: “Gather ’round, brave knights! Here is where you must show the strength of your mighty arms, for the courtly knights are prevailing in the tournament!”

To see what the boisterous shouting was all about, the inquisition of the remaining books came to an end, and it’s believed that La Carolea and Lion of Spain, together with The Deeds of the Emperor,163 by don Luis de Ávila, went to the flames without being seen nor heard, because these books doubtless must have been among those that were left. Perhaps the priest wouldn’t have passed such a rigorous sentence on them if he’d seen them.

When they got to don Quixote, he was out of bed, and kept on both with his shouting and with his absurdities, thrusting his sword everywhere, and wide-awake as if he’d never been asleep. They grappled with him and forced him  back into bed; and after he calmed down a bit, he began to speak with the priest and said: “It’s certainly a great discredit, señor Archbishop Turpin, to those of us who call ourselves the Twelve Peers, to let the courtly knights be victorious in this tournament, just like that, since we knights-errant won the prize the first three days.”

“Hush, your grace, señor compadre,” said the priest, “because God will change your luck, and ‘what is lost today is won tomorrow.’ Take care of your health for now, your grace, because it seems to me you’re exhausted, if not badly wounded.”

“Wounded, no,” said don Quixote, “but there’s no doubt that I’m pummeled and bruised, because that bastard don Roland pounded me with the trunk of an oak tree, and all out of envy, because he realizes that I alone rival him in his achievements. But they wouldn’t call me Reinaldos de Montalbán if, when I get out of this bed, I didn’t pay him back in the same coin, in spite of his enchantments. So, for the moment, bring me something to eat, because I know that’s what will do me the most good. Leave it to me to avenge myself.”

They fed him, and he went back to sleep, and his lunacy astounded them.

That night the housekeeper burned all the books that were in the corral and in the whole house, and some must have burned that deserved to be kept in permanent archives. But their luck, and the sloth of the inquisitor, didn’t allow it, and so the old saying came true that “the pious sometimes suffer for the sinners.”

One of the remedies the priest and barber thought of to try to cure the illness of their friend was to wall up the library, so that when he got up he wouldn’t find any books—perhaps by taking away the cause, the effect would cease. They’d say that an enchanter had taken away both the books and the room. And they had it done with great haste.

Two days later, don Quixote got up, and the first thing he did was to go looking for his books, and when he couldn’t find the room where he’d left it, he tried to find it everywhere. He went to where the door used to be and probed the area with his hands, and looked all around without saying a word. But after a while, he asked the housekeeper the whereabouts of his library.

The housekeeper, who was well instructed in what she was supposed to say, told him: “What room, or what nothing is your grace looking for? There’s no room or books anymore because the devil himself took them away.”

“It wasn’t the devil,” replied the niece, “but rather an enchanter who came on a cloud one night after your grace left. He got off a serpent he was riding and went into the room. I don’t know what he did there, but after a while he flew out through the roof, leaving the house filled with smoke, and when we went to see what he’d done, neither the books nor the room were anywhere to be seen. The housekeeper and I know only that when that evil old man left, he shouted that, because of a secret hatred he bore the owner of those books and that room, he’d done something to the room that would be seen later. He also said that he was called the sage Muñatón.”

“ ‘Frestón’164 he must have said,” said don Quixote.

“I don’t know,” responded the housekeeper, “if his name was Frestón or Fritón; I only know that his name ended in -tón.”

“That’s it,” said don Quixote. “That fellow is a wise enchanter, a great enemy of mine who bears me ill will because he knows through his cunning and learning in the course of time I’ll come to fight a singular battle with a knight he favors, and I’ll conquer that knight without his being able to prevent it. For that reason, he does his best to give me all the misery he can. But I assure him he can’t oppose nor prevent what heaven has ordained.”

“No doubt about it,” said the niece. “But who is it who gets you into these quarrels? Wouldn’t it be best to stay quietly at home and not roam about the world seeking impossible adventures, without considering that ‘many go out for wool and come back shorn’?”

“Niece of mine!” responded don Quixote. “How little you understand of any of this! Before they shear me, I’ll have plucked out the beards of anybody who imagined he could touch a single hair of mine.”

The two didn’t want to argue with him anymore, because they saw that his anger was rising. He stayed at home in   peace and quiet for two weeks, without giving any indication that he would continue his mad pursuits. In those days he had delightful conversations with his two compadres, the priest and the barber, in which he said that what the world most needed was knights-errant, and that through him knight-errantry would be reborn. Sometimes the priest disagreed with him and sometimes he agreed, because if he didn’t use this ploy, there was no way to reason with him. During this period, don Quixote made overtures to a neighbor of his, a peasant and an honest man—if that can be said about one who is poor165—but not very smart. In short, he said so much to him, persuaded and promised him so much that the poor rustic decided to go with him and be his squire.

Don Quixote said to him, among other things, that he should get ready to go with him gladly, because at any time, in the twinkling of an eye, an adventure might arise during which he’d win some ínsula—some ISLAND—and leave him behind to be its governor. With these and other promises, Sancho Panza—for that was the peasant’s name—left his wife and children and became his neighbor’s squire. Don Quixote then set about to raise money, and by selling one thing and pawning another, and making a bad deal every time, he accrued a reasonable amount. He also acquired a small iron shield that he borrowed from a friend, and, repairing his old helmet as best he could, told his squire Sancho the day and time he planned to start out, so that Sancho could supply himself with what he thought he most needed. Above all, he ordered him to take saddlebags, and Sancho said he would take them without fail, and also he planned to take a very fine donkey that he had, because he was not accustomed to walking very much.

Don Quixote considered the matter of the donkey for a bit, trying to think if he could remember whether any knight-errant had taken a squire on donkey-back, but none came to mind. Even so, don Quixote thought it was all right for him to take it, since he planned to get him a more honorable mount by appropriating the horse of the first discourteous knight he should run across.

He supplied himself with shirts and all the other things  he could think of, in accordance with the advice the innkeeper had given him. Everything having been done, and without Panza bidding farewell to his children and wife, nor don Quixote to his housekeeper and niece, they left the village one night without anyone seeing them. They went so far that night that by daybreak they were sure they couldn’t be found, even if people went searching for them.

Sancho Panza rode his donkey like a patriarch with his saddlebags and wineskin, very eager to see himself already a governor of the ínsula his master had promised him. Don Quixote happened to take the same path that he’d taken during his first foray, which was through the plains of Montiel, and it was much less unpleasant than the previous time because, since it was morning and the rays of the sun shone on them from a low angle, neither one was affected by the heat.

Just then Sancho Panza said to his master: “Look, your grace, señor knight-errant, don’t forget about the ínsula you promised me. I’ll be able to govern it no matter how big it is.”

To which don Quixote answered: “I want you to know, Sancho Panza, my friend, that it was a very common custom for the knights-errant of old to make their squires governors of ínsulas or kingdoms they won, and I’ve decided to keep that pleasing custom; and I even plan to do better, because many times, and possibly even most of the time, they waited until their squires were old, and after serving them so many years of bad days and worse nights, they gave them the title of count, or at most of marquis of some valley or province of little importance. But if you live and if I live, it may well be that before six days go by I’ll win a kingdom that has others dependent on it, and it will be perfect to crown you king of one of them. And don’t consider it to be much, because things like this happen to those knights by such unheard-of means, that it may easily be that I can give you even more than I’ve promised.”

“So,” responded Sancho Panza, “if I became king by one of those miracles your grace has mentioned, Juana Gutiérrez, my wife, would be no less than a queen and my children princes.”

“Who doubts it?” responded don Quixote.

“I do,” replied Sancho Panza, “because I think that, even if God rained kingdoms onto the earth, none would fit on  the head of Mari Gutiérrez. Look, señor, she’s not worth two maravedís as a queen—countess would suit her better, and even then, God help her.”

“Leave everything in God’s hands, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “for He’ll do what’s best. But don’t underestimate yourself to the point that you’ll be content with anything less than being a provincial governor.”

“I won’t do that, señor mío,” responded Sancho, “especially since I have such an important master as your grace, who’ll be able to give me everything that’s good for me, and that I can manage.”




 Chapter VIII. Of the excellent outcome that the brave don Quixote had in the frightening and neverimagined adventure of the windmills, with other events worthy of happy memory.

JUST THEN, they discovered thirty or forty windmills that were in that plain. And as soon as don Quixote saw them, he said to his squire: “Fortune is guiding our affairs better than we could have ever hoped. Look over there, Sancho Panza, my friend, where there are thirty or more monstrous giants with whom I plan to do battle and take all their lives, and with their spoils we’ll start to get rich. This is righteous warfare, and it’s a great service to God to rid the earth of such a wicked seed.”

“What giants?” said Sancho Panza.

“Those that you see over there,” responded his master, “with the long arms—some of them almost two leagues long.”166

“Look, your grace,” responded Sancho, “those things that you see over there aren’t giants—they’re windmills; and what seems to be arms are the sails that rotate the millstone when they’re turned by the wind.”

“It seems to me,” responded don Quixote, “that you aren’t well versed in adventures—they are giants; and if you’re afraid, get away from here and start praying while I go into fierce and unequal battle with them.”

And saying this, he spurred his horse Rocinante without heeding what his squire Sancho was shouting to him, that what he was attacking were windmills and not giants. But he was so certain they were giants that he paid no attention to his squire Sancho’s shouts, nor did he see what they were, even though he was very close. Rather, he went on shouting: “Do not flee, cowards and vile creatures, for it’s just one knight attacking you!”

At this point, the wind increased a bit and the large sails began to move, which don Quixote observed and said: “Even though you wave more arms than Briaræus,167 you’ll have to answer to me!”

When he said this—and commending himself with all his heart to his lady Dulcinea, asking her to aid him in that peril, well covered by his shield, with his lance on the lance rest168—he attacked at Rocinante’s full gallop and assailed the first windmill he came to. He gave a thrust into the sail with his lance just as a rush of air accelerated it with such fury that it broke the lance to bits, taking the horse and knight with it, and tossed him rolling onto the ground, very battered.

Sancho went as fast as his donkey would take him to help his master, and when he got there, he saw that don Quixote couldn’t stir—such was the result of Rocinante’s landing on top of him.

“God help us,” said Sancho. “Didn’t I tell you to watch what you were doing, that they were just windmills, and that only a person who had windmills in his head could fail to realize it?”

“Keep still, Sancho, my friend,” responded don Quixote. “Things associated with war, more than others, are subject to continual change. Moreover, I believe—and it’s true—that the sage Frestón—he who robbed me of my library—has changed these giants into windmills to take away the glory of my having conquered them, such is the enmity he bears me. But in the long run, his evil cunning will have little power over the might of my sword.”

“God’s will be done,” responded Sancho Panza.

Sancho helped don Quixote get back onto Rocinante, who was half-dislocated himself, and while they talked about the adventure just finished, they continued toward Puerto Lápice, because don Quixote said that it was impossible to fail to find many different adventures there, since it was a place frequented by travelers; but he was also very sad for having lost his lance, and he said to his squire: “I remember having read once that a Spanish knight named Diego Pérez de Vargas,169 when he broke his lance in a battle, tore a heavy branch from an oak tree and with it performed many feats that day, and pounded so many Moors, that he took the surname ‘Machuca,’170 and so he and his descendants called themselves Vargas y Machuca from that day on. I’ve told you this because I plan to rip another such branch from the very first oak we come across, as good as the one I just mentioned, and I plan to do such deeds with it that you’ll consider yourself fortunate to have been worthy to see them and to be an eyewitness to things that can hardly be believed.”

“Be that as God wills,” said Sancho. “I believe everything your grace says. But straighten yourself up a bit. It looks like you’re listing, doubtless because of the injuries from your fall.”

“That’s true,” responded don Quixote, “and if I don’t fuss about the pain it’s because knights-errant aren’t allowed to complain of any wound, even though their intestines are oozing from it.”

“If that’s the way it is, I have nothing to say,” responded Sancho, “but God knows I’d be glad if your grace complained when something hurts you. As far as I’m concerned, I can safely say that I’ll complain about the least little pain I have, unless this business of not complaining also applies to squires of knights-errant.”

Don Quixote couldn’t help but laugh at the simplicity of his squire, and so he said that he could complain however and whenever he wanted, as often as he liked. He hadn’t   ever read anything to the contrary in the laws of chivalry. Sancho said that he thought that it was now time to eat. His master responded that he didn’t need to eat right then, but that Sancho could eat whenever he felt like it.

With this permission, Sancho made himself as comfortable as he could on his donkey, and, taking from the saddlebags what he’d put in, he ambled along, eating comfortably behind his master, and once in a while he raised his wineskin with such pleasure that the keeper of the most well-stocked tavern in Málaga might have envied him. And as he went along, taking swallow after swallow, he forgot completely about the promises his master had made him, nor did he consider going around looking for adventures as toil, but rather as great recreation, no matter how dangerous they might be.

In short, they spent that night among some trees, and from one of them don Quixote tore off a dead branch to serve him as a lance, and he put the lance head on it that he’d taken from the one that had broken. That whole night don Quixote never slept, thinking about his lady Dulcinea, in order to conform with what he’d read in his books about the many sleepless nights knights spent in the forest and wilderness, sustained by memories of their ladies.

Sancho didn’t spend it that way. Since his stomach was full, and not of chicory water, he slept the whole night through, and if his master hadn’t called him, neither the rays of the sun on his face nor the song of the many birds who rejoiced for the coming of the day would have woken him. When he got up, he took a swig from the wineskin and found it somewhat flatter than the night before, and he was grieved in his heart because it seemed to him that there wasn’t going to be a remedy for it anytime soon. Don Quixote didn’t want to break his fast because he could sustain himself with pleasant memories.

They took the route to Puerto Lápice that they had already begun, and at about three in the afternoon they saw the village.

“Here,” said don Quixote when he saw it, “we can put our arms up to our elbows into what they call adventures. But let me remind you that even if you see me in great danger, you must not take your sword to defend me unless you see that those attacking me are common rabble—if they  are, then you can help me. But if they’re knights, the laws of chivalry forbid you to aid me in any way, until you’re dubbed a knight yourself.”

“There’s no question, señor,” responded Sancho, “that you’ll be obeyed in this, especially since I’m peaceable by nature and an enemy of getting mixed up in other people’s disputes. It’s true that insofar as defending myself is concerned, I won’t pay much attention to those laws, since laws both human and divine allow each person to defend himself from anyone who wants to harm him.”

“And I don’t say any less,” responded don Quixote, “but where helping me against knights is concerned, you have to contain your natural impulses.”

“I pledge I’ll do it,” responded Sancho, “and I’ll observe this precept as well as I observe the Sabbath.”

While they were having this conversation, two friars of the Benedictine order appeared along the road on two dromedaries, because the mules on which they were traveling were no smaller than that. They were wearing traveling masks, and were holding parasols. Behind them was a coach accompanied by four or five men on horseback, and two servants on foot. Inside the coach, as was later found out, there was a Basque lady who was going to Seville, where her husband was waiting to go to the New World to take a prestigious position. The friars were not in her party, although they were on the same road. But as soon as don Quixote saw them, he said to his squire: “Either I’m mistaken, or this will be the most famous adventure ever seen, because those dark shapes over there must be, and doubtless are, enchanters who have kidnapped a princess in that coach. I have to right this wrong with all my might.”

“This will be worse than the windmills,” said Sancho. “Look, señor, those men are Benedictine friars, and the coach is probably just carrying a couple of passengers. Consider what you’re doing—don’t let the devil deceive you.”

“I’ve already told you, Sancho,” replied don Quixote, “that you know little about the subject of adventures. What I’ve told you is the truth, as you’ll soon see.”

And saying this, he went forward and placed himself in the middle of the road where the friars were coming, and when they got close enough where it seemed to him he could be heard, he said in a loud voice: “Diabolical and  monstrous people! Release immediately the highborn princesses that you’re holding against their will. If you don’t, prepare yourselves to receive a swift death as a just punishment for your evil deeds!”

The friars pulled in their reins, and were startled at the figure of don Quixote, as well as at his words, to which they responded: “Señor knight, we’re neither diabolical nor monstrous, but rather two friars of St. Benedict minding our own business, and we don’t know if there are kidnapped princesses in that coach or not.”

“For me there are no feeble excuses—I know who you are, you lying rabble,” said don Quixote.

And not waiting for an answer, he spurred Rocinante, and with his lance lowered, he attacked the first friar with such fury and daring that, if the friar hadn’t dropped down from his mule, don Quixote would have made him fall to the ground much against his wishes, perhaps badly wounded, and possibly lifeless.

The second friar, who saw the way his companion was being treated, put his heels to his large mule, and began to race across the countryside, swifter than the wind itself.

When Sancho saw the downed friar, he nimbly got off his donkey and rushed over to him and began removing his habit. The two servants of the friars went over and asked why he was doing that. Sancho said that it was his legitimate right since it was among the spoils that his master don Quixote had won in battle. The servants, knowing nothing about spoils nor battles, and seeing that don Quixote wasn’t looking—since he was talking with the women in the coach—wrestled Sancho to the ground, and leaving his beard without a hair, they kicked him senseless, knocked the wind out of him, and left him stretched out on the ground. Then, without waiting a second, the fearful, intimidated, and pale friar leapt back onto his mule and spurred on toward his companion, who was waiting for him a good distance away to see where that frightening encounter was leading, and without waiting for its end, they continued on their way, crossing themselves more times than if they had the devil chasing them.

Don Quixote was, as has been said, talking with the lady of the coach, saying to her: “You are free to go about your business, beauteous lady, because your arrogant kidnappers  are lying in the dust, overwhelmed by my strong arm. And so that you won’t be tormented trying to discover the name of your liberator, I want you to know that I’m called don Quixote de La Mancha, knight-errant and adventurer, and captive of the beautiful Dulcinea del Toboso. All I ask for the favor you received from me is for you to go to El Toboso and present yourself before this lady, and tell her what I did to set you free.”

Everything that don Quixote said was overheard by a Basque squire accompanying the coach, and when he heard that don Quixote didn’t want the coach to proceed, but rather said that it had to turn back to El Toboso, he went to don Quixote and, grabbing his lance, said to him in bad Spanish and worse Basque: “Go on, knight, who acts badly. By the God who created me, that, if you not leave coach alone, you kill yourself as I am Basque.”

Don Quixote understood him very well, and with great calm said to him: “If you were a knight, as I see you’re not, I would have already punished your folly and insolence, you wretched creature.”

To which the Basque answered: “I not knight?171 I swear to God as you lie, as a Christian. If you throw lance and take sword, to the water you’ll see how fast you take the cat. Basque on land, hidalgo on sea, hidalgo by the devil, and you lie, and watch out if you say anything else.”172

“ ‘Now you’ll see!’ said Agrajes,”173 responded don Quixote. And throwing his lance to the ground, he drew his sword, clasped his shield, and attacked the Basque, determined to take his life.

When the Basque saw don Quixote coming toward him, he tried to get off the mule, since it was a bad rented one and couldn’t be counted on, but he could do nothing except  draw his own sword. He was lucky to be next to the coach, from which he could take a cushion to be his shield, and then the battle really began, as if they were two mortal enemies. The rest of the people tried to get them to stop, but they couldn’t, because the Basque said in his badly put-together words that if they didn’t let them finish their battle, he himself would kill his mistress and anyone else who opposed him.

The woman in the coach, dumbfounded and alarmed by what she was seeing, had the driver move some distance away and from there she saw the mighty struggle, in the course of which the Basque gave don Quixote a blow directly onto his shield, which was protecting his shoulder. If it had landed on him instead of the shield it would have split him down to his waist. Don Quixote felt the force of that massive blow and cried loudly: “Oh, señora of my soul, Dulcinea, flower of beauty, succor your knight in this severe peril for the sake of your great goodness!”

At the same instant he said this, he grasped his sword, covered himself with his shield, and attacked the Basque, determined to venture everything on a single blow. The Basque, when he saw himself being assaulted, quickly understood don Quixote’s anger through his daring, and resolved to do the same as don Quixote. So the Basque waited for his opponent, well covered by his cushion, without being able to move his mule one way or the other, because the poor thing—from pure exhaustion, and not used to childish nonsense—couldn’t take a step.

Don Quixote began his attack, as has been said, against the cautious Basque with his sword held high, bent on splitting him in two; the Basque waited for him as well, protected by his cushion and with his sword raised. All those present were apprehensive and in suspense about the result of the enormous blows with which they threatened each other. The lady of the coach and her other maids were saying a thousand prayers and supplications to all the holy images and shrines in all of Spain so that God would save their squire, as well as themselves, from the great danger in which they found themselves.

But the dreadful thing is that, at this point, the author of this history leaves the battle pending, apologizing that he couldn’t find anything else written about the deeds of don Quixote other than what he’s already related. It is true that the second author of this work refused to believe that such a curious history would be relegated to oblivion, or that the good minds of La Mancha would be so uninquisitive that they wouldn’t have in their archives or in their desk drawers some documents

 that dealt with this famous knight. Thus, with this 
thought in mind, he didn’t despair of finding 
the end of this pleasant story, which, 
since heaven was kind to him, 
he found in the way that 
will be related in 
the Second 
Part.
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