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Prologue to the Reader
God help me, how anxiously you must be waiting for this prologue, illustrious or plebeian reader, expecting me to avenge myself, denounce, and reproach the author of the second Quixote. I mean the fellow they say was conceived in Tordesillas and was born in Tarragona.
 But in truth I can’t give you this satisfaction, for although injustice typically awakens wrath in the meekest of hearts, my case will be the exception to this rule. You would have me call him an ass, an idiot, or an insolent person, but I’m far from doing that—let his sin punish him, «let him eat it on his bread»,
 and let’s say no more.

What offended me the most was his saying that I’m old and maimed,
 as if I had it in my power to stop time, and as though my maimed arm was a result of some tavern brawl rather than from the noblest battle any age ever witnessed, or that current and future ages will ever witness.
 If my wounds don’t seem resplendent in the eyes of the man on the street, they’re revered at least by those who know where they came from, since the soldier looks better dead in battle than free in flight. I’m so convinced of this that if this impossible situation were offered to me right now—that I could be free from my wounds by not having participated in that battle—I would refuse. Wounds that a soldier has on his face or his chest are stars that guide others to the heaven of honor and to the thirst for earned praise. Also bear in mind that you don’t write with grey hairs, but rather with your intellect, which only gets better with the passage of time.

I also take offense that he calls me envious, and that he goes on to explain to me, as if I were stupid, what envy is. Of the two kinds of envy,
 I know only the one that’s holy, noble, and pure. And that being so—as it is—I’m not of a mind to attack any priest, especially if he’s a member of the Holy Office. And if he said that for the benefit of whom I think he said it,
 he made an enormous mistake, since I worship his genius, I admire his works, and his ever virtuous way of life.
 But I’m indeed grateful to this author when he says that my Novellas are more satirical than exemplary, but good withal—which they wouldn’t be if they didn’t have both qualities.

It seems to me that you must be saying that I’m showing great restraint and I’m containing myself within the bounds of modesty, knowing that one shouldn’t add more misery to the person who is suffering; and the suffering of this man must be great since he doesn’t dare appear in an open field under the clear sky, but rather conceals his name and disguises his hometown, as if he has committed high treason. If by chance you happen to run into him, tell him for me that I don’t consider myself insulted; that I know very well what temptations of the devil are, and one of the greatest ones is to make a man think that he can write and publish a book to become as famous as he is rich, and as rich as he is famous. To confirm this I want you to tell him this witty and charming story:

In Seville there dwelled a madman who came up with the most amusing nonsense and hobby that any madman ever dreamed up. And it was that he fashioned a tube with a sharp end, and would catch a dog in the street, or anywhere else, and with his foot he would hold down one of the dog’s back legs, and he would lift the other leg with his hand, and would fit the tube as well as he could into the place where, when he blew into it, he made the dog as round as a ball. Keeping it in this position, he would give it a couple of little slaps on its belly and would let it go, saying to the bystanders—and there were always a lot of them: “Do your graces think that it’s not much work to inflate a dog?” Does your grace think now that it’s not much work to make a book? And if this story doesn’t seem quite right, you’ll tell him, dear reader, this one, which is also about a madman and a dog:

There was in Cordova another madman who used to balance a piece of marble or other such stone—and not a light one either—on his head, and when he came across an unsuspecting dog, he went up to it and let the stone fall straight down onto it. The dog would be inordinately vexed and would go barking and yelping for three blocks.

It happened that among the dogs onto which he discharged his load was one belonging to a hatmaker, whose owner loved him very much. He dropped his stone, it hit the dog’s head, the dog raised a fuss, the owner saw and heard what was going on, took a yardstick and ran out to the madman and didn’t leave a whole bone in his body. With every thwack he said: “You dog of a thief! My pointer? Didn’t you see, you cruel creature, that my dog is a pointer?”

And he repeated the word pointer many times, and sent the madman away beaten up. The madman learned a lesson from this, and he didn’t go to the plaza for more than a month, but finally returned with his usual game and with a heavier weight. He would go up to a dog, and after examining it carefully, he wouldn’t let the stone fall, saying: “This is a pointer, watch out!” So, every dog he saw, whether they were Great Danes or lapdogs, he said they were pointers, and never let the stone fall again.

Perhaps in this way it will happen to this story-teller, that he won’t dare to release the weight of his wit in books that, being bad, are harder than rocks.

Tell him as well, regarding the threat he made that he’ll take away my earnings with his book, I couldn’t care less, and I answer, adapting that famous comic skit named La Peredenga:
 “I still have my patron, and peace be unto you.” Long live the Count of Lemos,
 whose charity and well-known liberality support me, and long live the great charity of His Eminence of Toledo, don Bernardo de Sandoval y Rojas,
 even though there are many more printing presses in the world, and even though they may print more books against me than there are letters in the Couplets of Mingo Revulgo.
 These two princes, without receiving praise or any other kind of flattery from me, have of their own goodness done me a service by which I consider myself more fortunate and richer than if Fortune itself had taken me to its summit. Honor is possible for the poor person, but not for the wicked—being poor can cloud nobility, but not obscure it completely. Virtue emanates light, even though it might be through straits and cracks of poverty, which comes to be valued by high and noble spirits, and consequently favored by them.

And don’t tell him anything else, nor do I want to tell you anything else, except to advise you that you should consider this Second Part of don Quixote that I present to you as cut by the same creator and from the same material as the first, and in it I give you don Quixote at greater length and finally dead and buried, so that no one else can dare relate new stories about him since those already told are enough. And it’s enough that an honorable man has related the stories of these witty follies without going into the matter again, 

for too much of a good thing makes one not value it as much and a

scarcity—even of bad things—earns some esteem. 

I forgot to tell you to expect the Persiles soon

and that I’m finishing the 

second part of Galatea.

FIRST CHAPTER
About the conversation the priest

and barber had with don

Quixote concerning

his illness.

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, so as not to remind him about and bring to his memory things from the past. But that doesn’t mean they didn’t visit the niece and housekeeper, urging them to pamper him and give him things to eat to fortify him, and that were also right for his heart and brain, from where issued—so it seemed—all of his bad fortune. They told him they were doing just that, and would continue to do so with good will and care, because they saw that their master at times seemed to be completely sane, which made the two men very happy, causing them to feel they were right to bring him home enchanted in the oxcart, as was related in the last chapter of the first part of this great and factual history.

So they finally decided to visit him and judge his recovery for themselves. They thought it was almost impossible that he would have gotten better, thus they agreed not to touch on anything related to knight-errantry, so as not to put him in danger of pulling out the stitches of his wounds, which were very precarious.

They visited him and found him seated on his bed, dressed in a green flannel jacket, and with a red Toledan night-cap. He was so dry that he looked like he was a mummy. They were well received by him, and they asked about his health. He told them very rationally and with elegant words how he was doing and the state of his health. During their conversation they happened to talk about politics and goings on in government, amending this abuse and condemning that one, reforming one custom and getting rid of another, each one of the three of them being transformed into a new legislator, a modern Lycurgus or a brand-new Solon.
 And they so refashioned the republic that it seemed that they had put one into a forge and taken out quite another. And don Quixote spoke so sensibly about everything that the two examiners believed without a doubt that he was completely cured and quite sane.

The niece and housekeeper were present during this conversation and they couldn’t thank God enough when they saw their master with such good sense. But the priest, changing his mind about not talking about matters of chivalry, wanted to try an experiment to see if don Quixote’s recovery was in appearance only, or if it was genuine. So he began to relate some news that had come from the capital, where it was thought to be certain that the Turkish army was approaching with a powerful armada, and they didn’t know what the Turks’ plan was, or where their storm would burst. Almost every year this fear sounded the alarm, and all of Christendom was constantly on the alert, and His Majesty had provided for the defense of Naples, Sicily, and the Island of Malta.

To this responded don Quixote: “His Majesty has acted like a very prudent warrior in protecting his dominions in advance so the enemy won’t find him unprepared, but if he’d take my advice, I’d tell him to try something that must be very far from his thoughts.” 

Hardly had the priest heard this when he said to himself: “May God protect you, poor don Quixote, for it seems that you’re flinging yourself down from the height of your madness into the abyss of your simplicity.”

But the barber, who had realized what the priest’s thought was, asked don Quixote what the measure was that he thought would be so useful—it might be put onto the list of irrelevant suggestions that are typically made to princes.

“Mine, señor shaver, wouldn’t be irrelevant, but quite to the point.”

“I don’t mean it that way,” said the barber, “only that experience has shown that all or most advice given to His Majesty is either impossible or foolish, or is damaging to the king or to the kingdom.”

“But mine,” responded don Quixote, “is neither impossible nor foolish, but rather the easiest, most just, and most feasible and direct that any advisor could formulate.”

“Your grace seems to be delaying in telling us what it is, señor don Quixote.”

“I wouldn’t want,” said don Quixote, “to tell you this here and now, and tomorrow morning have it in the ears of the king’s advisors, for which someone else would get the thanks and credit for my labor.”

“As for me,” said the barber, “I pledge my word in the presence of God, not to reveal to king or rook, or any other living man what your grace may say—an oath that I learned from the “Ballad of the Priest,” wherein during the introit to the mass the priest was able to reveal to the king about how a thief stole a hundred doubloons and his swift mule from him.”

“I don’t know those stories,” said don Quixote, “but I do know that your oath is good because I know that the señor barber is an honorable man.”

“And if he weren’t,” said the priest, “I’ll vouch for him, and he will say no more about the matter than a person who lacks the ability to speak, or he’ll have to pay any judgment against him.”

“And your grace, who will vouch for you?” said don Quixote.

“My profession,” responded the priest, “which is to keep secrets.”

“By God,” said don Quixote, “what else should His Majesty do but have a public crier summon all the knights errant roaming all over Spain to meet in the capital on a certain day? And even though only half a dozen of them come, there might be one of them who would be able to destroy the power of the Turk single-handedly. Listen carefully and follow along. By chance is it unheard of for a single knight errant to destroy an army of two-hundred-thousand men, as if they all had one single throat or if they were made of almond paste? Tell me, how many histories are filled with these wonders? It would be to my misfortune and no one else’s if the famous don Belianís de Grecia, or any other of the countless men from Amadís de Gaula’s innumerable lineage were living today! For if any one of these came and confronted the Turk, I swear I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes. But God will look out for his people and will send one who, if not as fierce as the previous knights, at least won’t be inferior in his courage. God understands me and I say no more!”

“Ay!” said the niece at this point. “May they kill me if my master doesn’t want to be a knight errant once again!”

To which don Quixote said: “A knight errant I’ll die! Let the Turk come or go whenever he wants, and with whatever strength he can muster—once again I say that God understands me.”

At this point the barber said: “I beg your grace to permit me to tell a little story about something that happened in Seville, which I’d like to tell you because it seems most pertinent to this case.”

Don Quixote gave him permission, and the priest and the others lent an ear, and he began in this way: “In the nuthouse of Seville there was a man whose relatives had put him there because he was crazy. He was a graduate in canon law from the University of Osuna,
 but even if he’d been graduated by Salamanca, in the opinion of many, he still would have been crazy. This graduate, after some years in confinement, let it be known that he was sane and in his right mind, and with this thought he wrote to the archbishop, begging him earnestly, with well-chosen words, to be taken out of the misery in which he was living, since by the compassion of God he’d recovered his lost sanity; but his relatives, in order to hold onto and keep using his income, insisted that he stay there, and in spite of the truth, wanted him to stay crazy until he died.

“The archbishop, persuaded by the many coherent and sensible letters, sent one of his chaplains to find out from the superintendent of the crazy house if it was true what the licenciado had written, and also to speak with the crazy man. If it seemed to him he was sane, he could take him out and set him free. The chaplain went, and the superintendent maintained that he was still crazy. Although much of the time he spoke like a person with great intelligence, he finally would hurl a lot of nonsense that rivaled his previous good sense both in quality and quantity, as the chaplain could find out for himself by speaking with him. The chaplain wanted to, and the superintendent took him to the crazy man. The chaplain spoke with him for an hour or more, and in all that time the crazy man didn’t utter an odd or foolish word, but rather spoke so intelligently that the chaplain was forced to believe the crazy man was sane. Among other things the crazy man said to him was that the superintendent bore him a grudge so that he wouldn’t lose the gifts the crazy man’s relatives gave him, and that’s why he would keep on saying that he was crazy but with lucid intervals; and the biggest obstacle he had was his great income, since his enemies—in order to spend it—willfully misrepresented him and denied the favor that Our Lord had done by turning him from a beast back into a man. 

“Finally, he spoke in such a way the chaplain began to wonder about the intentions of the superintendent. The crazy man made his relatives look covetous and soulless, and himself look so sensible that the chaplain decided to take him away, and let the archbishop himself determine the truth of the matter.

“In good faith, then, the chaplain asked the superintendent to have the clothing in which he’d entered the asylum returned to the licenciado. The superintendent once again said that he should be careful, because without any doubt the licenciado was still crazy, but despite his precautions and warnings, the chaplain still insisted on taking him away. The superintendent obeyed, seeing it was an order from the archbishop. They dressed the licenciado in his old clothing, which was new and decent, and when he saw himself dressed as a sane man and divested of his craziness, he asked the superintendent if he might bid farewell to his friends, the other crazy men. The chaplain said that he wanted to go along and see the crazy men who were in that asylum, so they and the others in their company went upstairs, and when the licenciado came to a cell of a raving crazy man, although at the moment he was calm and quiet, he said to him: ‘My brother, tell me if there’s anything I can do for you, because I’m going home. God, through His infinite goodness and mercy has been pleased, without my deserving it, to restore my sanity. I’m healthy and sane again, because where the power of God is concerned, nothing is impossible. Maintain your hope and confidence in Him, because if He returned me to the way I was, He can do the same for you, if you trust in Him. I’ll make sure to send you some good things to eat. Make sure you eat them, because I think—since I’ve been through all this—that much of our madness comes from having our stomachs empty and our minds filled with air. Take courage, take courage, I say, because despondency in misfortunes saps one’s health and leads to death.’

“Another crazy man who was in the cell across from the raving lunatic heard all these words said by the licenciado, and getting up off an old mat where he lay naked, asked in a loud voice who it was that was healthy and sane.

“The licenciado responded: ‘I’m the one, brother, who is going away. I don’t need to be here anymore, for which I give infinite thanks to heaven that has favored me so.’

“ ‘Watch what you’re saying, licenciado, don’t let the devil deceive you,’ replied the crazy man. ‘Don’t be so anxious to leave—stay here at your ease and you’ll save yourself a trip back.’

“ ‘I know I’m cured,’ replied the licenciado, ‘and there’ll be no reason to come back.’

“ ‘You, cured?’ said the crazy man. ‘All right, we’ll see about that—go with God, but I swear to Jupiter,
 whose majesty I represent on earth, that for just this one sin Seville is committing today by releasing you from this asylum and in saying that you’re sane, I’ll punish the city so harshly that its memory will last for all time, amen. Don’t you know, you miserable little licenciado, that I can do it, since, as I say, I am the thundering Jupiter, and I have in my hands burning lightning bolts with which I can threaten and even destroy the world? But I’ll use just one punishment to chastise these ignorant people, and that is that I’ll withhold rain from the city and the whole area for three whole years, and this will start as soon as I pronounce this threat. You free, healthy, and sane?—and I crazy, sick, and bound up? I’ll feel like raining about as much as I’d consider hanging myself.’

“All those present were listening attentively to the shouts of the crazy man, but our licenciado, turning to face the chaplain and taking him by the hands, said: ‘Don’t worry, your grace, or pay attention to what that crazy man has said. For if he’s Jupiter and refuses to rain, I am Neptune, the father and god of the waters, and I’ll rain whenever I feel like it and wherever it’s needed.’

“To which the chaplain responded: ‘For all that, señor Neptune, it will not be a good idea to anger señor Jupiter. Stay here, your grace, in your house. On another day, when the time is right, we’ll come back for you.’

“The superintendent and all the others who were present laughed, and their laughter embarrassed the chaplain. They undressed the licenciado, and he remained in the asylum, and that’s the end of the story.”

“So, that’s your story, señor barber?” said don Quixote. “This is the one that was so much to the point that you just had to tell it? Ah, señor shaver, señor shaver, how blind can anyone be who can’t see through cheesecloth! Is it possible that your grace doesn’t know that comparisons that are made between one talent and another, one brave warrior and another, one beauty and another, or one family and another, are always odious and ill-received? I, señor, am not Neptune, the god of the waters, nor do I try to make others think I’m sane when I’m not. I only get tired of trying to convince the world of its error in not reviving the happy time when the order of knights errant flourished. Our depraved age is not worthy of enjoying the good fortune of those days when knights errant undertook squarely on their shoulders the defense of kingdoms, the protection of maidens, the rescuing of orphans, the punishment of the arrogant, and the reward of the humble. Nowadays, knights dress in damasks, brocades, and other rich fabrics instead of coats of mail. Nowadays there’s no knight who sleeps in the fields, exposed to the rigors of the elements, in armor from head to foot. Nowadays there’s no one who, without taking his feet from his stirrups, leans against his lance to get a bit of sleep, as the knights errant did. Nowadays no one leaves the forest and wanders through the mountains, and from there goes down to walk along a sterile and deserted beach by the tempestuous and angry sea, and finds at the shore a little vessel without oars, sail, mast, or rigging of any kind, and with an intrepid heart jumps headlong into it, at the mercy of the relentless waves of the deep sea, which throws him as high as the sky one minute and sinks him into the abyss the next, and he, heading into the invincible storm, when least he expects it, finds himself three thousand and more leagues distant from the place where he got on the boat. And going ashore in some remote and unknown territory, things happen to him that are worthy of being written, not on parchments, but etched in bronze.

“Nowadays sloth triumphs over industry, idleness over labor, vice over virtue, arrogance over valor, military theory over the practice of arms, which lived and shone only in the Golden Age of knights errant. Tell me, who was more chaste and braver than Amadís de Gaula? Who more discreet than Palmerín de Inglaterra? Who more easily pleased and milder than Tirante el Blanco? Who more gallant than Lisuarte de Grecia? Who slashed and got slashed more than don Belianís? Who more intrepid than Perión de Gaula?
 Who took on more dangers than Felixmarte de Hyrcania? Who was more sincere than Esplandián? Who bolder than Ceriongilio de Tracia?
 Who fiercer than Rodamonte?
 Who more prudent than King Sobrino? Who more daring than Reinaldos?
 Who more invincible than Roland? And who more gallant and courteous than Ruggiero, from whom the Dukes of Ferrara of today descend
 according to Turpin in his Cosmog​raphy?

“All these knights, and many others whom I could mention, señor priest, were knights errant, the light and glory of chivalry. I would want these, or men like them, to be on my side, because if they were, his Majesty would be well served and would spare an enormous expense, and the Turk would be tearing his beard out. So, I don’t want to remain at home, since there’s no chaplain to rescue me, and if Jupiter—as the barber has said—won’t rain, here I am, and I’ll rain whenever I feel like it. I say this so that señor basin will see that I understand him.”

“In truth, señor don Quixote,” said the barber, “I didn’t mean it that way; and so help me God, my intention was good, and your grace shouldn’t be offended.”

“If I’m offended or not,” responded don Quixote, “I’m the one to judge.”

To this the priest said: “Even though I’ve hardly uttered a word until now, I don’t want to be left with a slight reservation that has been gnawing at me, born of what señor don Quixote has said.”

“For this and other things,” responded don Quixote, “the señor priest is permitted to vent his reservations, because it’s not good to be troubled by doubts.” 

“With this consent,” responded the priest, “my reservation is that I cannot persuade myself at all that the whole multitude of knights errant your grace, señor don Quixote, has mentioned, were really men of flesh and blood in the world. Rather I imagine that it’s all fiction, fable, falsehoods, and dreams related by men who are wide-awake, or better said, half-asleep.”

“This is another mistake,” responded don Quixote, “that many who believe these knights never existed in the world have fallen into, and I have tried many times, with different people and on different occasions, to make them see the truth of this common error. Sometimes I haven’t succeeded and sometimes I have, supporting what I’ve said on the shoulders of Truth; and this Truth is so certain that I can almost say I’ve seen Amadís de Gaula with my own eyes—he was a tall fellow, light complected, with a nice beard, although black, neither stern nor gentle in his bearing, a man of few words, slow to anger, and quickly appeased. And the way I’ve pictured Amadís, I could, I think, describe all the knights errant in the world told about in the histories. Given my understanding of them through their histories, and by their deeds and characteristics, one can postulate, through sound reasoning, what their facial features, complexion, and stature were.” 

“How tall does your grace, my señor don Quixote, think the giant Morgante
 was?” said the barber.

“In the matter of giants,” responded don Quixote, “there are different opinions as to whether or not they existed in the world. But Holy Scripture, which cannot stray an atom from the truth, tells us the history of that big Philistine Goliath, who was seven and a half cubits tall,
 which is an inordinate size. Also in the Island of Sicily they’ve found some shinbones and shoulder blades so big that it proves their owners were gigantic,
 as tall as towers—geometry takes away all doubt from this truth. But I can’t determine with certainty just how big Morgante was, although I have to conclude he wasn’t very tall. I give this opinion because in the history that makes particular mention of his deeds, it says he frequently slept under a roof, and if he could find a house to contain him, it’s clear he can’t have been inordinately large.”

“That’s right,” said the priest, who was enjoying hearing him say such foolish things that he asked him if he could describe the faces of Reinaldos de Montal​bán and of don Roland, and the other Peers of France, since all of them had been knights errant.

“About Reinaldos,” responded don Quixote, “I venture to say that he had a wide, ruddy face, with twinkling—and rather protruding—eyes, excessively suspicious and wrathful, a friend of thieves and lost souls. Of Roland, or Rotolando or Orlando—for by these three names he was known in the histories—I’m of the opinion, in fact, I affirm that he was of medium height, wide in the shoulders, a bit bowlegged, dark-complected and with a red beard, his body hairy, and with a menacing appearance, of few words, but very courteous and well-behaved.”

“If Roland was no more handsome than your grace has stated,” replied the priest, “it’s no wonder that señora Angélica the Beautiful scorned him for the elegance, dash, and wit that the little soft-bearded Moor to whom she gave herself, must have had, and that she was wise in choosing to adore Medoro’s
 softness over the harshness of Roland.”

“That Angélica,” responded don Quixote, “señor priest, was a licentious gadabout, and somewhat capricious, and left the world filled as much with her indiscretions as with the fame of her beauty. She disdained a thousand lords, a thousand warriors, and a thousand discerning men, and satisfied herself with that little dandy with no income or any reputation except what he got through loyalty to his friend.
 The great singer of her beauty, the famous Ariosto, not daring or not caring to sing about what happened after her vile surrender—and it couldn’t have been anything overly wholesome—bade her farewell with these lines:

How she received the scepter of Cathay,

another, with better plectrum, will sing someday.

“And this without a doubt was like a prophecy, especially since poets are also known as vates, or fortunetellers. One sees this evident truth because since then a famous Andalusian poet wept and sang of her tears, and another famous and unique Castilian poet praised her beauty.”

“Tell me, señor don Quixote,” said the barber, “hasn’t there been—among those who have praised her—some poet who has written a satire about that señora Angélica?”

“Maybe,” responded don Quixote, “for if Sacripante
 or Roland had been poets, they would have satirized the maiden, because it’s proper and natural for poets who are disdained and turned down by their ladies (imaginary or not), by those that they chose to be the mistresses of their hearts, to avenge themselves with satires and lampoons, a vengeance certainly unworthy of generous hearts. But up to now no discrediting verse has come to my notice against señora Angélica, who turned the world topsy-turvy.”

“That’s a miracle,” said the priest.

And just then they heard the housekeeper and niece who had left during the conversation—shouting in the patio, and they all went to see what it was.

Chapter II. Which deals with the notable struggle that Sancho Panza had with don Quixote’s niece and housekeeper, with other amusing matters.

The history relates that the shouts don Quixote, the priest, and the barber heard were from the niece and housekeeper, who were yelling at Sancho and barring his way at the door, while he was struggling to get inside to see don Quixote.

“What does this lowlife want in this house? Go home, brother! It’s you and no one else who delude and entice my master to go away, and take him down those by-roads.”

To which Sancho responded: “Satan’s housekeeper! The enticed and the deluded one is me, and not your master. He took me off through the world. You’re badly mistaken; he enticed me away from my home with deceptions, promising me an ínsula I’m still waiting for.”

“May you choke on bad ínsulas,” responded the niece. “Damn you, Sancho, and what are ínsulas, anyway? Are they something to eat, you glutton?”

“You don’t eat them,” replied Sancho, “you govern and rule them, and they’re better than four cities and four judgeships.”

“All the same,” said the housekeeper, “you’ll not come in here, you bag of misdeeds and sack of wickedness. Go govern your house and work your fields, and stop looking for ínsulas or ínsulos.

The priest and barber were delighted to hear the conversation of the three of them, but don Quixote—fearing that Sancho would open up and spew out a pile of mischievous gaffes, and would touch on things not to his master’s credit—called him and told the two women to be quiet and let him come in. Sancho went in, and the priest and barber took leave of don Quixote, despairing about his recovery, seeing how set he was in his extravagant thoughts and how immersed he was in the simplicity of his ill-errant chivalry, and so the priest said to the barber: “You’ll see, my friend, how when least we expect it, our hidalgo will be off on another expedition.”

“I don’t doubt that,” said the barber, “but I’m not so much amazed at the madness of the knight as I am at the simplicity of the squire, who is so confident about that ínsula business. No matter how we try to enlighten him, it won’t be enough to get it out of his head.”

“May God help the both of them,” said the priest, “and let’s keep on the lookout. We’ll see what becomes of these absurdities of the knight and squire. It looks like the two were cast from the same mold and that the master’s lunacy wouldn’t be worth an ardite without the servant’s foolishness.”

“That’s right,” responded the barber, “and I’d really like to find out what the two are talking about.”

“I’m sure,” responded the priest, “the niece and housekeeper will tell us afterwards, because they’re certainly going to listen in.”

Meanwhile, don Quixote shut himself up in his room with Sancho, and when they were alone, he said: “It distresses me quite a bit, Sancho, that you’ve said I was the one who took you from your cottage, even though you knew that I didn’t stay at home either. Together we set out, together we went off, and together we roamed—a common fortune and a common fate has befallen both of us. If they blanketed you once, they beat me up a hundred times, and this is where I’ve come out ahead of you.”

“That seems reasonable,” responded Sancho, “because, as your grace says, misfortunes are more suited to knights errant than they are to their squires.”

“You’re mistaken, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “according to that old saying: quando caput dolet, &c.”

“I don’t understand any other language but my own,” responded Sancho.

“What I mean,” said don Quixote, “is that when your head hurts, the rest of your body hurts along with it, and since I’m your master and lord, I’m your head and you’re a part of me, since you’re my servant; for this reason any suffering that may come to me has to affect you, and vice-versa.”

“That’s the way it should have been,” said Sancho, “but when they were blanketing me, as a part of your body, there was my head on the other side of the fence, watching me fly through the air, without feeling any pain at all. Since the parts of the body are supposed to feel the pain in the head, the head should feel their pain, too.”

“Do you mean to say, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “that I didn’t suffer when they were blanketing you? If you do say it, stop! Don’t even think it, since I felt more pain in my soul than you did in your body. But let’s let this go for the moment—there’ll be time to consider this and settle the matter. So, tell me, Sancho, what are they saying about me in town? What do the common folk say about me? What do the hidalgos and knights say? What do they say about my bravery, about my deeds, and about my courtesy? What is being said about my having resuscitated and brought back to the world the now forgotten order of chivalry? Finally, I want you, Sancho, to tell me exactly what has come to your ears, and you have to tell me without adding anything to the good or taking away anything from the bad, for faithful vassals are supposed to tell the truth to their masters as it really is, without exaggerating the good things nor diminishing the bad out of respect. And I want you to know, Sancho, that if the naked truth reached the ears of important people, without being dressed in flattery, things would be quite different, and other eras would be held more as Iron Ages, more so than ours, which I consider to be the Golden Age.”
 

“I’ll do that with pleasure,” responded Sancho, “on the condition that your grace won’t be angry about what I say, since you want me to repeat it stark naked without putting more clothes on it than the way it came to me.”

 “In no way will I get angry,” responded don Quixote. “You can speak freely without beating around the bush, Sancho.”

“Well, the first thing I can say,” he said, “is that the common people think you’re very crazy and that I’m no less a dullard. The hidalgos say that you’re not satisfied just being a member of their class, but have insisted on adding a don to your name
 and have dared to call yourself a knight with just four grapevines and two yokes of land,
 wearing a shirt that’s nothing but tatters. The knights say that they don’t want hidalgos trying to rival them, especially the squirely ones who polish their shoes with soot and darn their black socks with green thread.”

“That,” said don Quixote, “has nothing to do with me since I’m always well dressed and never wear mended clothing
—threadbare, maybe, but most of that damage is due to the wear and tear caused by my armor and not by its wearing out through time.”

“Insofar as your grace’s bravery, courtesy, deeds, and endeavors are concerned,” Sancho went on, “there are differing opinions: some say ‘crazy but amusing,’ others say ‘valiant but unfortunate,’ still others, ‘courteous but ill-advised.’ There are so many things being said about us that they haven’t left either of us with a sound bone in our bodies.”

“Look, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “wherever there’s a high level of virtue, it’s pursued. Few or none of the famous men who passed this way have not been slandered with malice. Julius Cæsar, a very spirited, very prudent, and very brave captain, was regarded as ambitious and thought to be not very clean, either in his clothing or in his customs. Alexander, whose deeds earned him fame as being Great, is said to have been a bit of a drunk. About Hercules—the one of the many labors—they say that he was lascivious and effeminate. Of don Galaor, the brother of Amadís de Gaula, it’s murmured that he was more than somewhat lustful, and of his brother, they say he was a sniveler. So, Sancho, amidst so much slander lashed out at these good men, what has been said about me is insignificant.”

“There’s the rub, on my father’s grave,” replied Sancho.

“You mean, there’s more?” asked don Quixote.

“«The tail has yet to be skinned»,” said Sancho, “you haven’t heard anything yet, but if your grace wants to find out everything about the slanders they’re laying on you, I’ll bring over someone right now who can tell you about them all, without omitting anything. Last night Bartolomé Carrasco’s son came back home—he was studying at Salamanca and is now a bachelor—and when I went to greet him, he told me that the history of your grace is circulating in books with the title Ingenious Hidalgo don Quixote de La Mancha. And he says that they mention me in it with my real name, Sancho Panza, and señora Dulcinea del Toboso, too, and other things that happened to us when were alone. It made me cross myself in amazement how the historian who wrote it could have known about everything.”

“I assure you, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “that some wise enchanter must be the author of our history, since nothing of what they want to write about is hidden from them.”

“But how,” said Sancho, “can he be wise and an enchanter—ac​cording to the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, because that’s the name of the fellow I mentioned—if the author is named Cide Hamete Berenjena!”

“That’s a Moorish name,” responded don Quixote.

“That’s right,” responded Sancho, “because I’ve heard that the Moors are fond of berenjenas.”

“You must, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “be mistaken about the last name of that Cide, which in Arabic means señor.”

“That may be,” replied Sancho, “but if your grace wants me to have him come over here, I can go get him in a hurry.

“It will please me quite a bit, my friend,” said don Quixote, “for what you told me has me very anxious, and I won’t eat anything that tastes good until I’ve learned everything.”

“All right, I’m going to get him,” responded Sancho.

And leaving his master, he went to fetch the bachelor, and came back with him in a short while, and among the three of them there ensued a very amusing conversation.

Chapter III. About the laughable conversation that took place between don Quixote, Sancho Panza, and the bachelor, Sansón Carrasco.

Don Quixote was quite absorbed while waiting for the bachelor Carrasco, from whom he hoped to hear what it was they said about him in a book, as Sancho had reported, but he couldn’t persuade himself that such a history could exist since the blood on the blade of his sword from the enemies he’d slain wasn’t dry, and yet they were telling him that his high chivalric deeds were already circulating in print. With all this he imagined that some enchanter, either a friend or an enemy, through the art of enchantment, must have published them—if a friend, to magnify and exalt them over the most outstanding feats of knight errantry; if an enemy, to humble them and place them beneath the most despicable acts that had ever been written about a pathetic squire, although—he said to himself—deeds of squires were never written about. And yet if it was true there was really such a history, since it was about a knight errant, it had to be grandiloquent, noble, distinguished, magnificent, and true.

With this in mind, he was somewhat consoled, but it unsettled him to think that its author was a Moor, since his name was preceded by Cide, and from the Moors you couldn’t expect anything true at all, because they’re all deceivers, liars, and troublemakers. He feared that the matter of his love might have been handled indecently, resulting in discredit to and detriment of señora Dulcinea del Toboso’s chastity. He hoped that the author would have declared the faithfulness and respect that he always kept for her, scorning queens, empresses, and maidens of every rank, and holding in check the impulses of his natural inclinations. And so, immersed and wrapped up in these and other thoughts, Sancho and Carrasco found him, and don Quixote received the latter with great courtesy.

The bachelor, who, although he was named Sansón,
 was not very big, although he was a great jokester, and his complexion a bit pallid, but he had a keen intelligence. He was about twenty-four years old, round-faced, snub-nosed, and with a large mouth, all of these features being signs of a mischievous personality and with a liking for jokes and jests, as he showed when he met don Quixote, kneeling in front of him and saying: “Give me your hands, your greatness, señor don Quixote de La Mancha. By the habit of Saint Peter I’m wearing, although I only have the first four orders, I swear your grace is one of the most famous knights errant there ever have been, or will ever be on the face of the earth. Blessed be Cide Hamete Benengeli who wrote the history of your great deeds, and blessed once more the curious fellow who took the care to have them translated from Arabic into our common Castilian for the universal enjoyment of all.”

Don Quixote made him stand up, and said: “So, it’s true that there’s a history about me and that it’s a Moor and a sage who wrote it?”

“It’s so true, señor,” said Sansón, “that I’m convinced that as of now there are more than twelve thousand copies of that history in print. And if you don’t believe it, just ask around in Portugal, Barcelona, and Valencia, where they were printed. There’s even a rumor that it’s being printed in Antwerp,
 and it seems to me that there will be no nation or language that will not have its own translation.”

“One of the things,” said don Quixote, “that must please a virtuous and eminent man the most is to see himself, while still living, spoken about with a good name by the tongues of men. I said with a good name because if it were the opposite, no death would be its equal.”

“If it’s a question of good reputation and renown,” said the bachelor, “your grace takes the palm over all other knights errant, because the Moor in his language and the Christian in his, were careful to depict in a very lively way your gallantry, your courage in facing danger, your patience in adversity, and your sufferance in misfortunes and wounds, the chastity and restraint in your so Platonic love for your, and my lady doña Dulcinea del Toboso.”

“I’ve never,” said Sancho, “heard my lady Dulcinea referred to as doña, only just the lady Dulcinea del Toboso, and in this the story has made a mistake.”

“That’s not a bad mistake,” responded Carrasco.

“Certainly not,” responded don Quixote. “But tell me, your grace, señor bachelor, what deeds of mine are most praised in this history?”

“Well,” responded the bachelor, “there are different opinions, as there are different tastes—some say the adventure of the windmills, which to your grace appeared Briaræuses and giants; others say it was the one of the fulling mills; this one, the description of the two armies, which appeared afterwards to be two flocks of sheep; that one extols the adventure of the dead body they were taking to Segovia to be buried; one says that the best one of all was the releasing of the galley-slaves; another says that than none equals the one about the two giant Benedictine monks, together with the battle with the brave Basque.”

“Tell me, señor bachelor,” said Sancho, “do they include the adventure of the Yangüesans, when our good Rocinante felt like asking for impossible things?”

“The enchanter left nothing in the inkwell,” responded Sansón, “He says and notes everything, even the capers that the good Sancho cut in the blanket.”

“I cut no capers in the blanket,” said Sancho. “In the air, yes, and even more than I would have liked.”

“The way I imagine it,” said don Quixote, “there’s no history in the world that doesn’t have its ups and downs, especially those that deal with chivalry, which are never filled only with favorable outcomes.”

“Yet some readers,” responded the bachelor, “who have read the history say that they’d have preferred it if the author had left out some of the infinite thwacks that señor don Quixote received on several occasions.”

“There’s where the truth of the story comes in,” said Sancho.

“Out of fairness, they didn’t need to mention them all,” said don Quixote, “since there’s no reason to write about actions that don’t alter the truth of the history, if they’re likely to redound to the derision of the hero. I mean, Æneas wasn’t as pious as Virgil describes him, and Ulysses wasn’t as judicious as Homer portrays him.”

“That’s right,” replied Sansón, “but it’s one thing to write as a poet and another thing as a historian. The poet can relate or sing things not as they were but as they should have been, but the historian must write things not as they should have been but rather as they were, without adding or taking away anything at all.”

“Well, if this Moor is supposed to tell the truth,” said Sancho, “it must be that among the thwacks given to my master, mine doubtless are mentioned there as well, because they never measured his grace’s shoulders without measuring my whole body. But there’s no reason for me to marvel at that since, as my master says, the rest of the body has to feel the pain in the head.”

“You’re a jokester, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “I swear your memory doesn’t fail you when you want to remember something.”

“Even if I wanted to forget those thwacks with a club they gave me,” said Sancho, “the welts, which are still fresh on my ribs, won’t let me.”

“Hush, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “and don’t interrupt the señor bachelor, whom I ask to continue telling me what the history tells about me.”

“And about me,” said Sancho, “for they say I’m one of the main parsonages in it.”

“Personages, not parsonages, friend Sancho,” said Sansón.

“Here’s another critic of words,” said Sancho, “and if that keeps up we won’t finish in my lifetime.”

 “By golly, Sancho,” responded the bachelor, “if you aren’t the second most important person in the history, and there are people who prefer to hear you talk over the best of them, but there are others who say you were too gullible in believing it was true that you’d get the government of the ínsula promised by señor don Quixote.”

“There’s still time,” said don Quixote, “and as Sancho gets older, with the experience afforded by his years, he’ll be more suited and able to be a governor, more so than now.”

“By God, señor,” said Sancho, “if I can’t govern the ínsula now at my age, I won’t be able to govern it when I’m as old as Methuselah.
 The trouble is that the ínsula in question is out there somewhere—I don’t know where—and not that I don’t have the brains to govern it.”

“Put it in God’s hands,” said don Quixote. “Everything will turn out fine, and perhaps better than you think—for the leaves on the trees don’t stir unless God so wills it.”

“That’s the truth,” said Sansón. “If God pleases, Sancho won’t lack a thousand islands
 to govern, not to mention just one.”

“I’ve seen governors,” replied Sancho, “who, in my opinion, don’t reach the sole of my shoe, and even so they’re called lordship, and they’re served on silver plates.”

“Those aren’t governors of ínsulas,” replied Sansón, “but rather of other more manageable governments—governors of ínsulas at least need to know grammar.”

“I know something about grams, said Sancho, “but I don’t have any idea about myrrh, because I don’t know what it is. But leaving the matter of the government in the hands of God, who can send me wherever he pleases. I say, señor bachelor Sansón Carrasco, it pleases me infinitely that the author of the history has spoken about me in a way that what is told about me offends no one. I swear as a good squire that if he’d said things unbefitting the Old Christian that I am, the deaf would have heard about it.”

“That would be working miracles,” responded Sansón.

“Miracles or not,” said Sancho, “everyone should be careful with what they say or write about people, and not say willy-nilly the first thing that comes to mind.”

“One of the blemishes say the story has,” said the bachelor, “is that its author included a novella called «The Ill-Advised Curiosity». Not that it’s bad or poorly written, but because it’s out of place and doesn’t have anything to do with the history of señor don Quixote.”

“I’ll bet,” replied Sancho, “that the son of a dog has mixed everything up.”

“I think,” said don Quixote, “that the author of my history wasn’t an enchanter but some ignorant chatterbox who just began writing at random and without any plan, no matter how it would turn out, like Orbaneja,
 the painter from Úbeda,
 who, when they asked him what he was painting, would say: ‘Whatever turns out.’ Perhaps he’d paint a rooster in such a way and so badly that he’d have to print next to it in Gothic letters:
 «This is a rooster». That’s what my history must be like—it’ll need commentary to understand it.”

“No, not that,” responded Sansón, “because it’s so clear that there isn’t anything difficult in it. Children rummage through it, young people read it, adults understand it, and old people praise it. Finally it’s so well-worn, so widely read, and so well-known by all types of people, that hardly will they see some skinny nag when they’ll say: ‘There goes Rocinante,’ and those who have read it the most are the pages. There’s no antechamber of a lord where a Don Quixote isn’t found. Some take it when others leave it; these seize it and those ask for it. Finally, that history is among the most pleasurable and least harmful entertainment that has ever been seen, because in the whole thing you won’t find even a hint of an unchaste word or a thought that isn’t Catholic.”

“Writing any other way,” said don Quixote, “wouldn’t be writing truths, but lies—and historians who use lies, should be burned like counterfeiters. I don’t know what moved the author to use irrelevant novellas and stories when he had so much to write just about me. He doubtless was thinking of the proverb «whether with straw or with hay, &c.»
 In truth, just to record my thoughts, my sighs, my tears, my good intentions, and my undertakings, it would take a volume of work larger than, or at least as big as the works of El Tostado.
 Indeed, what I think, señor bachelor, is that it requires fine judgment and a mature understanding to write histories and books of any kind—and to write with grace and wit requires great talent. The shrewdest character in a play is the fool, because the person who wants to be taken for a fool must not be one himself. History is like a sacred thing, because it has to be true, and where truth is, God is as well, insofar as the truth goes. Aside from this, there are some who write books and crank them out like doughnuts.”

“There’s no book so bad,” said the bachelor, “that it doesn’t have something good in it.”

“There’s no doubt about that,” replied don Quixote. “But frequently it happens that authors who have deservedly won and attained great reputation through their manuscripts, when they have them published, they lose their reputation, or at least damage it somewhat.”

“The reason for this,” said Sansón, “is that since printed works can be read slowly, it’s easy to see their defects. And the more famous the author is, the more his works are scrutinized. People who are famous through their talent—great poets, illustrious historians—always, or most of the time, are envied by those who get both pleasure and entertainment from critiquing the writings of others, without having brought any of their own to the light of day.”

“This is not surprising,” said don Quixote, “because there are many theologians who are not good in the pulpit, but are very good at seeing the defects or excesses of those who do preach.”

“All that is correct, señor don Quixote,” said Carrasco, “but I’d like for censors to be more merciful and less hypercritical, without stressing the spots on the brilliant sun they’re criticizing, because if aliquando dormitat Homerus,
 they should consider how much time he spent awake to give light to his work with as little shadow as he could, and perhaps it might be that what seems bad to them could be moles that at times increase the beauty of the face that has them. And I say therefore that the person who decides to publish a book puts himself at great risk, since it’s impossible to write one in such a way that will satisfy and please everyone who reads it.” 

“The book about me,” said don Quixote, “must have pleased few.”

“On the contrary, since Stultorum infinitus est numerus,
 there’s an infinite number who like that history. 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. Then a while later we see Sancho riding on his donkey’s back, before it was returned. They also say that the author failed to set down what Sancho did with those hundred escudos he found in the Sierra Morena, because he never mentions it, and many want to know what he did with them, or what he spent them on, and that’s one of the serious omissions in the work.”

Sancho replied: “I, señor Sansón, am not about to get into accountings or explanations. My stomach is growling, and if I don’t take care of it with a couple of swallows of wine, I’ll get punctured by St. Lucy’s thorn.
 I have some at home, my wife is waiting for me, and after I eat I’ll come back and will answer all your questions about the loss of the donkey as well as what I spent the hundred escudos on.”

And without waiting for a response or saying another word, he went home. Don Quixote asked and even begged the bachelor to stay and take pot luck with him. The bachelor accepted the invitation and stayed. A couple of pigeons were added to the usual lunch. They spoke about chivalry over the meal, Carrasco went along with his state of mind, they slept the siesta, Sancho came back, and the previous conversation continued. 

Chapter IIII. Where Sancho Panza satisfies the bachelor Sansón Carrasco’s doubts and questions, with other events worthy of being known and told.

Sancho returned to don Quixote’s house, and going back to the conversation they were having, he said: “To answer what señor Sansón said he wanted to know about who, or how, or when my donkey was stolen. In response I’ll say that the same night we were fleeing from the Holy Brotherhood, we went into the Sierra Morena; after the unfortunate adventure of the galley slaves and of the dead body that was being taken to Segovia, my master and I went into a dense forest where my master, leaning against his lance and I on my donkey, beaten up and weary from the recent frays, went to sleep as if we were on four feather mattresses. I especially slept with such a deep sleep that whoever he was found it possible to come and prop me up on four stakes that he put under the four corners of the packsaddle, in such a way that he left me propped up in the saddle and was able to slip the donkey out from under me without my noticing it.”

“That’s something easy and it’s nothing new.
 The same thing happened to Sacripante, when, he was at the siege of Albraca, the famous thief Brunelo was able to take his horse from under him using this same device.”

“At dawn,” Sancho went on, “hardly had I stretched when the stakes gave way and I fell to the ground. I looked for the donkey and when I didn’t see him, tears came to my eyes and I made such a lamentation that if the author of our history didn’t include it, he left out something good, you can depend on that. I don’t know how many days later, when I was going along with the Princess Micomicona, I recognized my donkey, and saw riding it that trickster and rogue that my master and I set free from his chains, Ginés de Pasamonte, dressed as a gypsy.”

“That’s not the mistake,” replied Sansón, “ but rather that before the donkey came back, the author says that Sancho was riding it.”

“I don’t know how to respond to that,” said Sancho, “except that maybe the historian made a mistake or the printer was careless.”

“That must be it,” said Sansón, “but what happened to the hundred escudos? Did they disappear?”

Sancho responded: “I spent them for the benefit of myself and my wife and my children,
 and they’re the reason that my wife is patient while I travel the highways and byways serving my master, señor don Quixote. If I’d come home after so much time without a blanca and without my donkey, it would have been rough going. And if you want to find out anything else, here I am, and I’ll answer to the king himself in person, though it’s nobody’s business if I brought or didn’t bring, if I spent or didn’t spend. If the thwacks they gave me in these trips were to be paid in money, even if they were paid at the rate of four maravedís each, another hundred escudos wouldn’t even pay the half. Let each one put his hand over his heart, and not try to say that «white is black and black is white», for «everyone is as God made him, and even worse at times».”

“I’ll make sure,” said Carrasco, “to tell the author if he prints it again, not to forget what good Sancho has said, and the book will be enhanced by a great deal over what it is.”

“Is there anything else to fix in the text, señor bachelor?” asked don Quixote.

“There must be,” he answered, “but none is as important as what was already mentioned.”

“And, by chance,” said don Quixote, “does the author promise a second part?”

“Yes, he does,” responded Sansón, “but he says that he hasn’t found it nor does he know who has it, and so we’re in doubt as to if it will come out or not. So, for that reason, and also because, as some say: «Second parts were never good» and others say: «What has been written about don Quixote is enough», so it’s doubtful that there will be a second part, although some, more jovial than saturnine,
 say: «Let’s have more quixoteries, let don Quixote charge and let Sancho Panza talk, and whatever comes of it, we’ll be content.»”

“And, what is the author waiting for?”

“He’s waiting,” responded Sansón, “to find the story he’s looking for with such diligence, and when he finds it he’ll take it to the printer right away, moved more by the profit he’ll make than from any praise that might come.”

To which Sancho said: “The author is just looking for profit and income? It’ll be a wonder if he can succeed, because he’ll just work fast like the tailor the night before Easter, and work you do in a hurry is never done with the perfection that it requires. Let this señor Moor, or whatever he is, take his time, and be careful about what he’s doing, and me and my master will give him such an abundance of adventures and different incidents that he’ll be able to write not only a second part, but a hundred of them. The good fellow must doubtless be thinking that we’re just loafing—well, just «let him hold up our hooves to be shod and he’ll see which one we limp on».
 What I know is that if my master would take my advice we should be out in the open right now redressing grievances and righting wrongs, as is the custom with knights errant.”

Sancho had barely said these words when the neighs of Rocinante reached their ears. Don Quixote took them as a very good omen, and he resolved to initiate another expedition in three or four days. Declaring his intention to the bachelor, he asked his advice where he should begin his journey. The bachelor answered that he thought he should go to the kingdom of Aragón and to the city of Zaragoza, where a few days hence they were going to hold some very solemn jousts for the festival of Saint George
 in which he could gain renown over all the Aragonese knights, which would be like gaining it over all the knights in the world. He praised don Quixote’s very honorable and very valiant resolve, and told him to be careful when he engaged in dangerous undertakings since his life was not his own, but rather belonged to those who needed him so he could protect and rescue them in their misfortunes.
“That’s what I’m complaining about, señor Sansón,” Sancho said at this point, “for my master will attack a hundred men in armor just like a sweet-toothed boy will attack half a dozen watermelons. By golly, señor bachelor, there are times to attack and times to withdraw. And not everything has to be «Saint James, and close in, Spain!»
 And there’s more, for I’ve heard tell, and I believe it was my master who said it, if I’m not mistaken, that between the extremes of cowardice and recklessness is the middle ground of valor, and if this is so, he shouldn’t attack when the odds are against him. But above all if my master wants me to go with him, it has to be on the condition that he has to do all the fighting, and that I’m obliged only to look after his person in matters of cleanliness and comfort, and in this I’ll see that his desires are taken care of. But to think that I’ll put my hand on my sword, even against rustic brigands with hatchets and wearing leather helmets, is to think the unthinkable. I, señor Sansón, don’t plan to get famous as a brave person, but rather as the best and most loyal squire that ever served a knight errant. And if my master don Quixote, obliged by my many and good services, should want to give me an ínsula from the many he said he’s bound to come across out there, I’ll get great pleasure in it. And if he doesn’t give me one, I’m alive, and a man shouldn’t live under another’s protection, only God’s; and what’s more, my bread will taste as good, if not better, without a government than if I’m a governor. And do I know, by chance, if the devil hasn’t planted some stumbling block where I’ll trip and fall and break my teeth? I was born Sancho and Sancho I plan to die—but with all this, suddenly, without a lot of bother and risk, if heaven should present me with some ínsula or something like it, I’m not so stupid that I wouldn’t accept it. They also say: «when they give you the heifer, go fetch the halter» and «when good luck comes, take it home».”

“You, Sancho,” said Carrasco, “have spoken like a professor, but still, trust in God and in señor don Quixote, who will give you a kingdom, not just an ínsula.”

“It’s all the same to me,” responded Sancho, “although I can tell señor Carrasco that my master won’t be putting the kingdom that he might give me into a bag with a hole in the bottom. I’ve taken my pulse and I find that I’m healthy enough to govern kingdoms and ínsulas, and I’ve told this to my master on other occasions.”

“Look Sancho,” said Sansón, “professions change one’s customs, and it might be that when you see yourself a governor, you would even shun the mother who bore you.”

“That may be true,” responded Sancho, “with those of low birth, but not with those who have three inches of Old Christian fat on their souls, as I do. Look at me—would I be ungrateful to anyone?”

“Let’s put it in God’s hands,” said don Quixote. “We’ll see when the government comes—I can practically see it now right in front of my eyes.”

After he said this, he asked the bachelor, if he was a poet, to do him the favor of writing some farewell verses he hoped to deliver to his lady Dulcinea del Toboso, and told him that each verse should begin with a letter from her name, so that, when it was all written the first letters would spell out Dulcinea del Toboso. 

The bachelor answered that although he was not one of the famous poets in Spain—for there were only three and a half such—that he wouldn’t fail to write those verses; although there was one difficulty about its composi​tion, and that was that there were seventeen letters in her name,
 and if he made four stanzas of four lines each, it would be one letter short, and if they were of five lines, such as décimas or redondillas,
 there would be three letters left over. But even so he promised to try to suppress a letter somewhere so that four four-line stanzas would work out for the name Dulcinea del Toboso. 

“That has to be done in any case,” said don Quixote, “because if the name isn’t obvious and clear, there’s no woman who would believe those verses were written for her.”

They settled on this and agreed that the departure would be a week hence. Don Quixote charged the bachelor to keep it a secret, especially from the priest and maese Nicolás, and from his niece and the housekeeper, so they wouldn’t thwart his honorable and brave resolve. Carrasco so promised and took his leave, requesting that don Quixote keep him apprised of his good or bad fortunes when he could, and so they all said good bye, and Sancho went to get things in order for their journey.

Chapter V. About the wise and amusing conversation between Sancho Panza and his wife Teresa Panza, and other events worthy of happy remembrance.

When the translator of this history begins to write this fifth chapter, he says that he thinks it’s apocryphal, because in it Sancho Panza speaks in a way quite different from what could be expected from his limited intelligence, and he says such subtle things that the translator thinks it’s impossible that he could know them. But he didn’t want to refuse to translate it, to comply with the obligations of his profession, and so he continued, saying: 

Sancho went home so joyful and jubilant that his wife could see how happy he was from a crossbow shot away, so much so that she felt she should ask: “What’s happened, Sancho my friend, that makes you so happy?”

To which he answered: “Wife, if God so wished, I would be pleased not to be as happy as I seem.”

“I don’t understand you, husband,” she replied, “and I don’t know what you mean when you say you would be pleased, if God wished, if you weren’t so happy, because, even though I’m not very smart, I don’t know who it pleases not to be happy.”

“Look, Teresa,” responded Sancho, “I’m joyful because I’ve decided to serve my master once again. He wants to go out on a third expedition to seek adventures, and I’m going with him because I really want to go and I hope I’ll find another hundred escudos like the ones already spent, although I’m sad to have to leave you and my children. And if God wanted to supply me with food in the comfort of my home, without having to trudge along rough trails and pass through crossroads—and he could do it easily, just by willing it—it’s obvious that my joy would be more lasting and certain, since it’s mixed with the sadness of having to leave you. Thus I said well that I would be pleased, if God so wished, for me not to be so happy.”

“Look, Sancho,” replied Teresa, “since you’ve been a part of a knight errant, you speak in such a roundabout way no one can understand you.”

“It’s enough for God to understand me, wife,” responded Sancho. “He understands all things, and that’s it. Be advised, sister, it’s your job to look after the donkey these next three days so he’ll be ready to carry arms. Double his feed, prepare the packsaddle and the other gear, because we’re not going to a wedding, but rather to roam the world and to have it out with giants, dragons, and horrible monsters, and to hear whistles, roars, bellowing, and shouts. All this would be trivial if we didn’t have to deal with Yangüe​sans and enchanted Moors.”

“I believe, husband,” replied Teresa, “that squires errant earn the bread they eat, and so I’ll stay here praying to Our Lord to deliver you from such misadventures.”

“I tell you, wife,” responded Sancho, “that if I didn’t think I’d be a governor of an ínsula before long, I’d keel over.”

“Not that, husband,” said Teresa. “«Let the chicken live even with the pip».
 Live on, I say, and let the devil haul off all the governments in the world. Without a government you came from your mother’s womb, and you’ve lived without a government until now, and without a government you’ll go—or they’ll carry you—to your grave, when God pleases. How many are there in the world who live without a government, yet don’t cease to exist or be counted among the living? «The best gravy in the world is hunger», and since hunger is never lacking among the poor, they always eat with pleasure. But look, Sancho, if you by chance come into a government, don’t forget me and your children. You know that Sanchico is already fifteen years old and it’s only right that he should start going to school, if his uncle the abbot will let him go into the Church. And look, Mari Sancha, your daughter, wouldn’t die if we married her off—she gives me hints that she’d like to have a husband, just like you want that government, and when all is said and done, «a daughter with a bad marriage is better than one in happy concubinage».”

“By my faith,” responded Sancho, “if God should give me something of a government, my wife, I’ll marry Mari Sancha so high that she’ll have to be called ladyship.”

“Not that, Sancho;” responded Teresa, “marry her to her equal, which is the best thing. If you take her out of her clogs and put her in fine shoes, and from her grey flannel into hoop skirts made of silk, and from Marica and a simple you to DOÑA and Lady So-and-So, the poor girl won’t know where she is, and will commit a hundred gaffes at every step, showing the thread of the coarse cloth she’s cut from.”

“Hush, ninny,” said Sancho, “she’ll only have to practice it for two or three years, and after that her rank and dignity will fit her like a glove, and if not, what’s the difference? It’s going to be ladyship, and that’s final!”

“Measure yourself, Sancho, against your equals,” responded Teresa. “Don’t try to raise your social level, and remember the saying that says: «clean off the nose of your neighbor’s child and take him to your house». How nice it would be to marry our María to a big old count or to a high-falutin’ knight who would put her in her place whenever he felt like it by calling her a country girl, daughter of a clodhopper, and a thread spinner. Not while I’m alive, husband! I certainly didn’t raise her for this! You bring home some money, and as for marrying her off, leave it to me. There’s Lope Tocho, the son of Juan Tocho, a plump and healthy lad, and we know him, and I know that he has given her some interested glances, and with him, who’s our equal, she’d be well married, and we’d always have them nearby, and we’ll be a big family, parents and children, grandchildren and children-in-law, and the peace of God and His blessing would be among us. I won’t have you marrying her off in those courts and in those big palaces where they won’t understand her and where she won’t fit.”

“Tell me, you fool and Barabbas’s wife,” replied Sancho, ”why do you want—for no reason—to prevent me from marrying my daughter to someone who will give me grandchildren who’ll be known as your lordship? Look, Teresa, I’ve always heard my elders say that anyone who doesn’t catch hold of Opportunity when it comes his way shouldn’t complain when it passes him by. It wouldn’t be good, now that it’s knocking at our door, to slam the door in its face. Let’s let ourselves be carried by this favorable wind at our backs.” [Because of this way of talking and because of what Sancho says below, the translator of this history said that he thought this chapter was apocryphal.]

“Doesn’t it seem to you, creature,” Sancho went on, “that it’ll be good for me to get myself into some profitable governorship that’ll take our feet out of the mud? Let Mari Sancha marry whoever I want and you’ll see that they’ll call you doña Teresa Panza, and in church you’ll sit on a pew cushion nestled in pillows and brocades, despite all the highborn ladies in the village. No, you just want to stay as you are, without growing larger or smaller—just like a tapestry figure! We won’t talk of this again, because Sanchica will be a countess no matter what you say.”

“Do you know what you’re saying, husband?” responded Teresa. “With all this, I think that my daughter’s county will be her ruination. Do what you want—make her a duchess or princess! But I can tell you that it will be against my will and without my consent. I always favored equality, brother, and I don’t like to see people putting on airs for no reason. They called me Teresa at my baptism, a plain and simple name, without additions or trimmings, and without the adornment of doña. Casacajo was my father’s name, and they call me—being your wife—Tere​sa Panza, but by rights they should call me Teresa Cascajo. But «kings go where laws want»,
 and with this name I’m satisfied without their putting a don on top of it that will weigh so much you can hardly carry it. I don’t want to give anyone the occasion to say, when they see me walking down the street dressed like a countess or a governor’s wife: ‘Look how conceited that repulsive woman is! Only yesterday she was spinning flax and went to mass with her head covered by the tail of her skirt instead of a shawl, and today she goes with a hoopskirt and brooches, and haughty as well, as if we didn’t know her.’ If God lets me keep my seven or five senses, or however many I’ve got, I never plan to let myself get into such an awkward situation. You, brother, go and get to be governor or ínsulo, and be as conceited as you like, and my daughter and I won’t move a step from our village, not on the life of my mother. «The reputable woman has a broken leg and stays at home», and «the virtuous girl’s recreation is keeping busy.»
 Go with your don Quixote and with your adventures and leave us to our misfortune, for God will help us if we’re good… And I don’t know who gave him the right to use don since his parents and his grandparents didn’t use that title.”

“I say now,” replied Sancho, “that you have a devil inside your body! God help you, woman, how many things have you been stringing together without head or tail! What do gravel,
 brooches, sayings, and haughtiness have to do with what I’ve been saying? Come, now, you ignorant blockhead—for that’s what I should call you, since you don’t understand my words and you seem to be fleeing from happiness—if I told my daughter to leap from a tower, or to roam the world like the princess doña Urraca
 wanted to, you’d be right in not yielding to my wishes. But, if in an instant and in the twinkling of an eye I give her a don and a ladyship, taking her out of the fields and putting her under a canopy and on a dais in a drawing room with more velvet cushions than the Moors have in their lineage of Almoha​das
 in Morocco, why do you refuse to consent and not want what I also want?”

“Do you know why, husband,” responded Teresa, “because of the proverb that says: «he that covers you, discovers you». All eyes pass the poor man by, but they stop on the rich man, and if that rich man was once poor, the gossiping and the cursing starts. There’s no stopping those backbiters, because there are lots of them in the streets, like swarms of bees.”

“Look, Teresa,” responded Sancho, “and listen to what I’m going to tell you, something you may have never heard in all the days of your life, and I’m not talking about me this time. All I’m going to say are maxims from the priest who was preaching last Lent in this town, and he said, if I remember correctly, that all things our eyes see as they are now remain in our memory much more than things we saw in the past do.”

[All these words that Sancho is saying are the second reason that the translator holds this chapter to be apocryphal, for they exceed the mental capacity of Sancho, who went on saying:]

“So when we see a person decked out in rich clothing and with a show of servants, it seems that we’re forc​ed, we’re moved, and invited to have respect for him, even though at that moment we recall a time when we saw him in a low state. That low condition—maybe due to poverty or lineage—since it’s in the past, doesn’t exist anymore, and there’s only what we see right now. And if this person who Fortune raised from his low level—these were the priest’s very words—to the heights of prosperity, assuming he’s well-mannered, liberal, and courteous with everyone, and doesn’t try to vie with those who are noble by birth, be certain, Teresa, that no one will remember the way he was but will respect the way he is, if they aren’t envious, from which no good fortune is safe.”

“I don’t understand you, husband,” replied Teresa, “but do whatever you want and don’t break my head with your harangues and rhetoric. And if you’re revolved to doing what you say…”

“Resolved, you mean to say, wife,” said Sancho, “and not revolved.”

“Don’t begin arguing with me, husband,” said Teresa. “I speak the way God pleases and I don’t beat around the bush. I say if you’re fiercely determined to have that government, take your son Sancho with you and teach him right now how to govern, for it’s a good thing for children to inherit and learn their professions from their parents.”

“When I have my government,” said Sancho, “I’ll send for him right away, and I’ll send you money—which I won’t lack—since governors always have people to lend them money when they’re short, and dress them in a way that hides what they are and makes them look like what they’re going to be.”

“You send the money,” said Teresa, “and I’ll put lots of clothing on him.”

“So, we’re agreed,” said Sancho, “that our daughter will be a countess?”

“The day I see her a countess,” responded Teresa, “I’ll think I’m burying her. But once again I tell you to do whatever you want, because we women are born with this burden of being obedient to our husbands, even though they’re blockheads.”

And with this she began to cry with so much emotion that it was as if her daughter had died and was buried. Sancho consoled her telling her that though he was bound to make her a countess, he’d postpone it as long as he could. With this their conversation ended, and Sancho went back to see don Quixote to arrange for their departure.

Chapter VI. About what happened to don Quixote with his niece and his housekeeper—one of the most important chapters in the entire history.

While Sancho Panza and his wife were having that irrelevant conversation, don Quixote’s niece and housekeeper weren’t idle, for by a thousand signs they began to suspect that their uncle and master wanted to escape for a third time and return to the profession of his—for them—ill-errant chivalry. They tried every way they could think of to try to dissuade him from such a bad plan, but it was all preaching in the wilderness and pounding on cold iron. With all this, among other things, the housekeeper told him: “In truth, señor mío, if your grace doesn’t behave and stay quietly at home, and if you go wandering about mountains and valleys, like a soul in torment, seeking what they say are called adventures—which I call misadventures—I’ll complain loudly to God and the king so they can send some help.”

To which don Quixote responded: “Housekeeper, I don’t know how God will respond to your complaints, nor his majesty either, and I only know that if I were the king, I would avoid responding to such an infinity of inconsequential petitions they give him every day—for one of the annoyances that kings have to put up with is hearing and responding to every one of them, and I don’t want my affairs added to his burden.”

To which the housekeeper said: “Tell us, señor, are there knights in his majesty’s court?”

“Yes,” responded don Quixote. “There are many of them, and it’s proper for there to be, as an adornment to the greatness of princes, and for glory of royal majesty.”

“So, shouldn’t your grace,” she replied, “be one of those who, without moving a step, serves the king in his court?”

“Look, my friend,” responded don Quixote, “not all knights can be courtly nor can—or should—the courtly knights be errant. In the world there must be both kinds, and although we’re all knights, there’s a lot of difference between the one and the other, because the courtly ones, without leaving their rooms or stepping over the threshold of the court, travel the world by looking at a map, without it costing them a blanca, or suffering cold, hunger, or thirst. But we true knights errant—in the sun, in the cold, in the inclemencies of the skies, by night or by day, on foot or on horseback—measure the earth with our own feet. And we don’t know our enemies just through paintings, but in the flesh, and in every battle we attack them, without minding trifles or laws of the duel—checking to make sure both have swords or lances of equal length, to see if one is wearing holy relics for good luck or is concealing some ploy, or to verify that the sun affects both combatants equally, and other formalities of that kind used in du​els—something you don’t know about, but I do.

“And here’s something else for you to know; the good knight errant, even though he sees ten giants whose heads not only touch, but pierce the clouds, and each one of whom has enormous towers for legs, and whose arms look like immense masts taken from huge and powerful ships, and every eye like a huge millstone, and burning hotter than a glass furnace—these giants must not frighten him; rather, with an easy bearing and intrepid heart he has to attack, and if possible, vanquish and rout them in an instant, even though their armor is made of scales of a certain fish they say are harder than diamonds, and in place of swords they bring sharp Damascus knives or clubs studded with sharp steel protrusions, which I’ve seen more than twice. I’ve said all this, my housekeeper, so that you could see the difference there is between some knights and others, and it would be good if princes esteemed this second kind of knights, or maybe I should have said first kind of knights, which are the knights errant—some of which, according to their histories, have been the salvation not only of one kingdom but of many.”

“Ay, señor mío,” the niece interrupted, “don’t you know that everything you’ve said about knights errant is fiction and lies, and their histories—those that aren’t burned—deserve at least to have a sambenito
 put on them, or some other marking, which clearly shows that they’re infamous and corruptors of good customs.”

“By the God who sustains me,” said don Quixote, “if you weren’t my own niece, the daughter of my sister, I’d have to punish you for the blasphemy you’ve uttered in such a way that it would echo through the whole world. How can it be that a girl who can hardly manage twelve lace bobbins can open her mouth to disapprove of the histories of knights errant? What would señor Amadís say if he heard you say that? But he surely would have pardoned you because he was the most humble and courteous knight of his time, and besides, he was a great protector of damsels; but there are some who could have heard what you said and it wouldn’t have sat so well with them. Not all of them were courteous and well-mannered—some were rude and insolent. Not all those who call themselves knights are gentlemen—some are of gold, others of fool’s gold—yet all of them look like knights, but not all of them can withstand the touchstone.
 There are base fellows who pride themselves on looking like knights, and there are high-born knights who, it seems, are dying to appear to be common folk. The former rise either through ambition or virtue, and the latter sink through sloth or vice, and you have to use knowledge and discretion to distinguish between the two types, so similar in name but so different in actions.”

“God help me,” said the niece, “you know so many things, señor, that if it were necessary, you could climb up into a pulpit and start preaching through the streets, and yet with all this, you fall into a blindness so enormous and into an absurdity so obvious, that you believe that you’re courageous when you’re old; strong when you’re sick; that you redress wrongs when you’re bent over with age; and above all, that you’re a knight when you’re not one, because although hidalgos can be knights, the poor ones can’t be.”

“You’re quite correct, niece, in what you say,” responded don Quixote, “and I could tell you things about lineages that would amaze you—but so as not to mix the divine with the human, I won’t. Look, my friends, and listen carefully—you can reduce all the families in the world into four types, which are these: some had humble beginnings and gradually extended and expanded until they achieved the height of greatness; others had high beginnings and have preserved and maintained the greatness that they began with; still others, although they had great beginnings, wound up like the point of a pyramid, having diminished from what they originally were until they came to an end with nothing, which, when compared to its base is insignificant; and those—and these are the most common—which never had either a fine beginning, nor a reasonable middle, and that’s the way they’ll end up, nameless, like the plebeian and ordinary class.

“Of the first type, which had humble origins and rose to greatness and still exist, the Ottoman House will serve as an example, for from a humble and low shepherd who initiated it, it’s in its present glory.
 As an example of the second type of family, which started out in greatness and continue that way, would be the princes who, having inherited titles, preserve their greatness as they were, content to live within their borders peacefully. Of those who began great and wound up as nothing, there are thousands of examples, because the pharaohs
 and Ptolomeys of Egypt,
 the Cæsars
 of Rome, and all the multitude—if you can use that term with them—of infinite princes, monarchs, lords, Medes, Assyrians, Persians, Greeks, and barbar​ians
—all these lineages and dominions have ended in nothing, themselves and their founders as well, since none of their descendants can be found anywhere, and even if we did find some, they would be in a low and humble circumstance. Of the plebeian lineage I’ve nothing to say except that it serves to increase the number of people who are living, and their importance deserves no other fame or praise.

“From all that I’ve said, I want you to deduce, my silly ones, that there’s great confusion among the various lineages, and that only those that are truly great and illustrious are so because of the goodness, bounty, and liberality of their members. I said ‘goodness, bounty, and liberality’ because a grandee who is depraved will be a depraved grandee, the rich man who is not liberal will be a miserly beggar—for the pleasure in possessing is not in hoarding one’s riches, but rather in sharing them, and not spending them in just any old way, but knowing how to spend them well. The poor knight has no way of showing that he’s a knight except by virtue, being affable, well-mannered, courteous, considerate, and obliging; not proud, not arrogant, not backbiting. Above all he must be charitable, since two maravedís gladly given to the poor will make him seem as liberal as the man who gives out alms accompanied by the clanging of bells. No one who sees him—not even persons who don’t know him—adorned with these virtues, will not consider him as of good descent. And it would be a miracle otherwise, since praise has always been a reward for virtue, virtuous people will always be praised.

“There are two roads, daughters, for men to become rich and honored. One is through letters and the other is through arms. I was born under the influence of the planet Mars,
 so I’m inclined to the latter. I’m bound to stick to that road, in spite of the whole world, and it would be fruitless for you to wear yourselves out trying to persuade me to do what I don’t want to, what heaven wants me to, what Fortune orders, and what reason demands, and especially what my will desires. Knowing as I do the innumerable travails associated with knight errantry, I also know the multitude of blessings that go along with it. And I know that the path of virtue is very narrow, and the road of vice is broad and ample. And I know that the goals of both are different, for the goal of vice, though wide and easy, is death; and the goal of virtue, narrow and laborious though it is, leads to life, and not in life that ends, but rather the one that has no end. And I know, as our great Castilian poet says: 

 It is by rugged paths like these they go 

 That scale the heights of immortality, 

 Unreached by those that falter here below.”9
“Ay, woe is me,” said the niece. “My uncle is a poet as well. He knows everything, he understands everything. I’ll bet that if he wanted to be a bricklayer, he’d know how to make a house as easily as he could a cage.”

“I promise you, niece,” responded don Quixote, “that if these thoughts of chivalry didn’t consume all my faculties, there would be nothing I couldn’t do, nor craft I couldn’t learn, especially birdcages and toothpicks.”10
At this point there were knocks at the door, and when they asked who was there, Sancho said it was him. The moment the housekeeper recognized him, she ran to hide, so much did she despise him. The niece opened the door for him, and his master don Quixote went to receive him with open arms. They went together into his room where they had a conversation that the previous one couldn’t match.

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

As soon as the housekeeper saw that Sancho Panza was closed up with his master, she figured out what they were talking about, and concluded that the conversation would result in their third expedition. Taking her shawl, and filled with anguish and grief, she went to look for the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, thinking that since he was so well-spoken and a new friend of her master, he could persuade him to abandon such a ludicrous proposition.

She found him pacing in the patio of his house, and when she saw him, she fell at his feet, sweating and distressed. When Carrasco saw her looking so doleful and terrified, he said to her: “What’s this, señora housekeeper? What has happened—it looks like you’re about to give up the ghost.”

“It’s nothing, señor Sansón, except my master is breaking out, he’s surely breaking out.”

“Where’s he breaking out, señora?” asked Sansón. “Has he eaten something that has caused him to break out?”

“He’s breaking out,” she responded, “through the door of his madness. I mean, my dear señor bachelor, that he’s about to make another expedition—and this will be the third time—to roam the world to seek what he calls adventures. I don’t understand how he can give them that name. The first time they brought him back stretched across a donkey, beaten to bits. The second time he came in an oxcart, shut up in a cage, where he said he was enchanted. He was so pathetic, the mother who bore him wouldn’t have recognized him—gaunt, yellow, his eyes sunken into the deepest recesses of his brain. And to help him get restored it took more than six hundred eggs, as God and everyone knows, and my chickens won’t let me lie.”

“I can well believe it,” responded the bachelor, “they’re so good and well-trained that they won’t say one thing for another even though they might burst. So then, señora housekeeper, there’s nothing else—no other misfortune has happened—except that you fear what señor don Quixote will do.”

“No, señor,” she responded.

“Then don’t worry,” responded the bachelor, “and go back home, fix me something hot to eat for lunch, and along the way say the prayer to Saint Apolonia,
 if you know it. I’ll come over right away and you’ll witness miracles.”

“Woe is me,” replied the housekeeper, “you say I should say the prayer to Saint Apolonia—this would be if my master had a toothache, but where he aches is in his brain.”

“I know what I’m talking about, señora housekeeper—go on and don’t argue with me since you know I’m a Bachelor of Arts from Salamanca, and there’s no better bachelor than that.”

And with this, the housekeeper went away, and the bachelor immediately went to look for the priest to tell him what will be said in due time.

While don Quixote and Sancho were shut up, this is the conversation they had, as recorded accurately in the true account of the history:

Sancho said to his master: “Señor, I’ve dissuaded my wife to let me go with your grace wherever you want to lead me.”

“Persuaded you should say, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “and not dissuaded.

“Once or twice,” responded Sancho, “if I remember correctly, I’ve asked your grace not to fix my words if you understand what I mean, but when you don’t understand, just say ‘Sancho, I don’t understand you,’ and if I’m not yet clear, I’m fossil enough to let you correct me.”

“I don’t understand you, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “since I don’t know what ‘fossil enough’ means.”

“‘Fossil enough means, responded Sancho, “I’m sufficiently that way.”

“I understand that even less,” replied don Quixote.

“Well, if your grace doesn’t understand me,” responded Sancho, “I don’t know how else to say it. I don’t know anything else, and may God be with me.”

“Now I catch on,” responded don Quixote. “You mean that you’re so docile—accommodating and meek—that you will go along with what I tell you to do, and you’ll do what I instruct you to do.”

“I bet,” said Sancho, “that since I began, your grace understood me, but you just wanted to embarrass me to hear me say another two hundred stupid things.”

“That may be,” replied don Quixote, “but indeed, tell me—what does Teresa say?”

“Teresa says,” said Sancho, “that I should «tie a string around my finger»” with your grace,
 and that «documents speak, not beards»,
 because «he who cuts doesn’t shuffle» and «a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush». And I say that «the advice of a woman is not worth very much and he who doesn’t heed it is crazy».”

“I agree, too,” responded don Quixote. “Tell me, Sancho, move along, for you’re saying real gems.”

“It happens,” replied Sancho, “as you know better than I do, we’re all subject to death, and «here today and gone tomorrow», and «the lamb goes to the slaughter just as the sheep does», and «no one can have more time in this world than God wants to give him» because «death is deaf», and when he comes to knock on the door of our life, he’s always in a hurry and won’t stop for entreaties, nor resistance, nor scepters, nor miters.
 This is all common knowledge and we also hear it preached from the pulpits.”

“All that is true,” said don Quixote, “but I don’t know where it’s all leading.”

“It’s leading,” said Sancho, “to asking you to tell me what salary you intend to pay me every month of the time that I serve you, and that the salary be paid from your income. I don’t want to be dependent on favors, which come late or never—may God help me with what I hope to earn. In a word, I want to know what I am to earn—as little or as much as it may be, because «the hen will sit on only one egg», and «many littles make a big», and «if you’re earning something you’re not losing anything». The truth is, if it should happen—and I don’t think it will nor are my hopes up—that you give me the ínsula you promised me, I’m not so ungrateful, nor do I take things to such extremes, that I won’t want the income that would come from the ínsula to be appraised and discounted from my salary, procreated.”

“Sancho, my friend,” responded don Quixote, “sometimes it’s better to rate something instead of creating it.”

“I see,” said Sancho, “I’ll bet I was supposed to say prorate and not procreate. But this isn’t important at all since you understood me.”

“And so well,” responded don Quixote, “that I’ve penetrated to the very bottom of your thoughts, and I know what the target of the innumerable arrows of your proverbs is. Look, Sancho, I would fix a wage if I had found in any one of the histories of knights errant an example that would show a glimmering of what squires would earn every month or every year. But I’ve read all or most of their histories, and I cannot recall that a single knight errant had given a fixed salary to his squire. I only know that they all served in expectation of favors, and when least they expected it, if their masters had been lucky, they found themselves regaled with an ínsula, or something similar, and in any case they were given a title or made a lord. If with these hopes and inducements you, Sancho, want to serve me again, well and good—because to consider that I would knock the ancient custom of knight errantry off its hinges is to think the unthinkable. So, Sancho mío, go back home and declare my intent to your Teresa, and if she wants, and you want to be dependent on my favors, bene quidem,
 and if not, we’ll be friends as always—for «if the pigeon house doesn’t lack grain, it won’t lack pigeons either». And again, my son, «a favorable hope is better than a bad possession» and «a good claim is better than bad pay». I’m speaking this way, Sancho, to make you see that I, like you, know how to hurl proverbs as if they were rain. Finally, I want to say, and I will say, that if you don’t want to work for favors and take the same risks I take, may God stay with you and make you a saint—for I won’t lack squires more obedient and more diligent, and are not so awkward and loquacious as you.”

When Sancho heard his master’s firm resolution, his sky clouded over and the wings of his heart drooped, because he’d believed his master wouldn’t go without him for all the money in the world, and while he was crestfallen and pensive, Sansón Carrasco came in with the niece, the latter wanting to hear what Sansón would say to her master to prevent him from going out to seek more adventures. Sansón—the famous jokester—went up to him and embraced him as before, and with a raised voice said: “Oh, flower of knight errantry! Oh, shining light of arms. Oh, honor and mirror of the Spanish nation! May it please God Almighty to grant that any person or persons who try to hinder your third expedition be mired in the labyrinth of their desires, and may their wicked design never be realized!”

And turning to the housekeeper, he said: “You needn’t recite the prayer to Saint Apolonia any longer, for I know that heaven has clearly ordained that señor don Quixote should go out to put his high-minded and new intent into effect. I would wrong the dictates of my conscience if I didn’t suggest and even urge this knight to let the strength of his arm and the virtue of his very brave spirit be confined and detained any longer, because through his delay he neglects the righting of wrongs, the protection of orphans, the honor of maidens, the favoring of widows, the support of married women, and other similar endeavors, all of which deal with, pertain to, depend on, and are associated with knight errantry. Come, don Quixote mío, handsome and fierce, right this moment rather than tomorrow let your grace and greatness get on the road, and if you need anything to help your endeavor, here I am to supply with my person and financial support; and if you need me, I’ll even be your squire, and I’ll consider it to be very good fortune.”

Don Quixote then said, turning to Sancho: “Didn’t I tell you, Sancho, there would be an abundance of squires? Look who has offered to be mine—none but the phenomenal bachelor Sansón Carrasco, perpetual joker and merrymaker of the patios of the schools of Salamanca, sound of body, fleet of foot, endurer of both heat and cold, and hunger and thirst, with all the requisite qualities to be a squire of a knight errant… But heaven forbid that I should shatter this column of letters and vessel of knowledge, or fell the lofty palm of good and liberal arts. Let the new Samson remain at home, and by honoring it he’ll bring honor to the white hair of his agèd parents, for I’ll be content with any squire since Sancho doesn’t care to come with me.”

“Yes, I do care,” responded Sancho, deeply moved and with eyes filled with tears, and he went on: “Let it not be said of me, señor mío, «the bread partaken the company forsaken». I don’t come from an ungrateful stock—everybody knows, especially in my town, who the Panzas were who I come from. Moreover, I know and understand through your good deeds and kind words that your grace wants to show me favor, and if I’ve fussed a bit about my salary, it was to humor my wife, because when she has a mind to press a point, there’s no mallet that drives the hoops of a barrel the way she drives you to do what she wants. But, let’s face it, a man has to be a man, and a woman, a woman; and since I’m a man wherever I please, which I can’t deny, I’ll be one in my own house, no matter what. And there’s nothing left to do except for your grace to add a codicil to your will that cannot be provoked, and let’s get on the road right away, so that the soul of señor Sansón won’t suffer since he says that his conscience dictates him to persuade your grace to go out a third time through the world. And I once again offer myself to serve your grace faithfully, and as well as, or better than, all the squires who ever served knights errant in past and present times.”

The bachelor was amazed to hear Sancho Panza’s way of talking, and, although he’d read the first part of the history of his master, he never believed that Sancho was as amusing as they describe him; but hearing him say just now “codicil to your will that cannot be provoked,” and instead of “codicil to your will that cannot be revoked,” he came to believe everything that he’d read about him, and he deemed him one of the most celebrated idiots of our times, and he said to himself that two such crazy men as this master and servant had never been seen before in the world.

Finally, don Quixote and Sancho embraced and made up once again, and on the advice and with the blessing of the great Carrasco, who was at that point their oracle, it was ordered that three days hence they would leave, during which time they had to prepare for the journey and to find a covered helmet, which don Quixote said he needed to have. Sansón offered this to him because he had a friend who had one and wouldn’t refuse his request, although it was rusty and moldy rather than clean and brightly polished steel.

The curses that both the housekeeper and niece heaped upon the bachelor had no end; they pulled out their hair, they scratched their faces, and they raised a lamentation about the departure the same way hired mourners do, as if their master were dead. The plan that Sansón drew up to persuade him to go out a third time will be revealed later in the story, all of which was approved by the priest and barber, with whom he’d discussed it beforehand.

In short, in those three days they gathered what they thought they’d need, and Sancho, having appeased his wife, and don Quixote, having done the same with his niece and housekeeper, at dusk, without anyone seeing them except the bachelor, who wanted to go with them out of town for half a league, got on the road toward El Toboso—Don Quixote on his good Rocinante and Sancho on his regular donkey, the saddlebags filled with food and their purse with money, which don Quixote gave Sancho for whatever might come up. Sansón embraced him and begged him to write of his good or bad fortune, to sadden him with the former, or gladden him with the latter, as the laws of friendship demanded. Don Quixote promised him he’d do it, Sansón went back to their village, and the two got on the road toward the great city of El Toboso.

Chapter VIII. Where what happened to don Quixote on the way to see his lady, Dulcinea del Toboso, is recounted.

“Blessed be the powerful Allah!” says Cide Hamete Benengeli at the beginning of this eighth chapter, “Blessed be Allah” he repeats three times and says that he offers this thanksgiving because he sees don Quixote and Sancho on the road, and that the readers of this pleasant history can rest assured that at this point the deeds and drolleries of don Quixote and his squire will begin. He urges his readers to forget the ingenious hidalgo’s past acts of chivalry and to turn their eyes toward those that are to come, since they’re beginning now, on the road to El Toboso, on the Plains of Montiel; and it’s not much to ask, considering what he promises. He begins this way, saying:

Don Quixote and Sancho were alone, and hardly had Sansón gone back when Rocinante began to neigh and the donkey to break wind,
 and all this was held as a very fine sign and a good omen by knight and squire, although if the truth be told, the donkey broke more wind and brayed more than the nag neighed, from which Sancho deduced that his good fortune would surpass that of his master, based on I don’t know what astrological prediction he knew, but the history doesn’t clarify. He was only heard to say that when he tripped or fell,
 he would prefer not to have left home, because all he got from tripping or falling was a ripped shoe or broken ribs, and even though he was unlettered, on this point he wasn’t far off the mark.

Don Quixote said to him: “Sancho, my friend, night is falling fast and it’s getting darker than we want if we are to reach El Toboso by morning; and I’m determined to go there to get the blessing and gracious leave of the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso before starting any adventure. With that license I plan to—in fact I’m certain I will—take on and emerge victorious from every dangerous adventure, because nothing in this life makes knights errant more valiant than to see themselves favored by their ladies.”

“I believe that, too,” responded Sancho, “but I think it will be hard for your grace to speak with her, or see her alone, at least in a place where you can get her blessing, unless she tosses it to you over the walls of the corral where I saw her the first time, when I took her the letter that had the news of the follies and crazy acts you were doing in the heart of the Sierra Morena.”

“You thought those were the walls of a corral, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “where you saw that never-sufficiently-praised gentle breeding and beauty? Weren’t they galleries, corridors, or porticoes—or whatever they’re called—of a rich and royal palace?”

“Anything is possible,” responded Sancho, “but they looked like corral walls to me, if memory serves.”

“In any case, let’s go there, Sancho,” replied don Quixote, “as long as I see her, it’s all the same to me if it’s over walls or through windows, or even through chinks or garden grates—any ray of the sun of her beauty that comes to my eyes will enlighten my understanding and fortify my heart so that I’ll be unique and without equal in sagacity and in valor.”

“But in truth, señor,” responded Sancho, “when I saw this sun of Dulcinea del Toboso, it wasn’t bright enough to emit rays at all, and it must have been because her grace was winnowing the wheat I mentioned, and the wheat dust that was flying around gathered like a cloud around her face and obscured it.”

“You still insist, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “in saying, thinking, and arguing that my lady Dulcinea was winnowing wheat, when that’s a task at variance with what persons of quality are supposed to do, born and bred as they are for other activities and pastimes that show their high birth from a crossbow shot away? Did you forget, Sancho, those verses by our poet
 where he describes the handwork that four nymphs were doing in their crystal houses? They rose from their beloved Tajo River,
 and in the green meadow they embroidered that rich material our ingenious poet describes for us, everything made of gold, silk, and pearls, all woven together. And this is what my lady must have been doing when you saw her, but the envy some evil enchanter harbors toward me corrupts everything that would give me pleasure and changes its appearance, and that’s why I fear in that history they say is circulating about my deeds, if by chance the author was an enchanter who is my enemy, he may have written one thing for another, mixing one truth with a thousand lies, and amusing himself by telling idle tales that are not related to the truth of the history. Oh, envy, root of infinite wickedness and destroyer of virtue! All vices, Sancho, take along with them a bit of pleasure, but envy brings only disgust, animosity, and rage.”

“That’s what I say, too,” responded Sancho, “and I think that this legend or history that the bachelor Sansón Carrasco has seen, must have dragged my honor through the dirt, like they say, from pillar to post, here and there, sweeping the streets with it. But on the faith of an honest person, I’ve said nothing ill about any enchanter, nor do I have so much wealth that they can envy me for. It’s true that I’m a bit mischievous and that I have traces of rascally qualities, but it’s all concealed under the cape of my simplicity, always natural and never affected. If for nothing else other than I believe, firmly and truly, in God, and in everything that the Holy Roman Catholic Church holds and teaches, and that I’m a mortal enemy of the Jews, the historian should have shown mercy on me and treated me well in his writings. But say what they will, «naked I was born and I’m still naked—I neither lose nor gain». But since I see myself in books and traveling throughout the world from hand to hand, I couldn’t care less—let ’em say what they want about me.”

“That reminds me, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “of what happened to a famous poet of these times who, having written a malicious satire about all the courtesans
 of the court except one, since he didn’t know if she was one or not. And she, when she saw that she wasn’t on the list with the others, complained to the poet, asking him what he’d seen in her that caused him not to include her among the others, and that he should add to his satire and put her in the appendix. If not, he should beware of the consequences. The poet did as she asked, and described her in a way that even a duenna wouldn’t repeat, and she was quite satisfied to see herself famous, even though she was now infamous. And this brings to mind what they say about the shepherd who set fire to and burned down the famous temple of Diana, hailed as one of the seven wonders of the world, only because he wanted his name to stay alive in future centuries. And although it was ordered that no one should utter or write his name, so that he wouldn’t get the fame he wanted, it was still known that he was called Herostratus.

“This reminds me, too, of what happened to the great Emperor Carlos V
 with a gentleman in Rome. The emperor wanted to see the famous Temple of the Rotunda,
 which in ancient times was known as the Pantheon, and nowadays, with a Catholic name, as All Saints. It’s the best-preserved building erected by the pagans in Rome, and the one that conserves best the grandeur and magnificence of its founders. It has the shape of half an orange and is extremely large and well-lit, its only illumination coming from a window, or better said, a round skylight in the top, from which the emperor was looking down into the building, and at his side was a Roman gentleman who was telling him about the fine points and subtleties of that great building and its memorable architecture. Once they had left the skylight, the man said to the emperor: ‘Holy Majesty, I was tempted a thousand times to hold on to you and hurl myself through that skylight to achieve eternal fame throughout the world.’

“ ‘I thank you,’ responded the emperor, ‘for not having succumbed to such a wicked impulse, and from now on I won’t give you the opportunity to put your loyalty to the test, and so I forbid you to speak to me or appear in my presence ever again,’ and after he said that, he gave him a nice gift.

“I mean, Sancho, that the desire to be famous is a powerful incentive: what was it that made Horatius
 throw himself from the bridge, in full armor, into the depths of the Tiber?
 What is it that caused Mucius to burn his arm and hand?
 What was it that caused Curtius
 to throw himself in the deep burning pit that appeared in the middle of Rome? What was it that, contrary to all the omens shown to him, made Cæsar cross the Rubicon?
 And with some modern examples, what was it that caused the very courteous Cortés
 to scuttle his ships and strand and isolate his brave Spaniards in the New World? All these and other great and different deeds are, were, and will be monuments that mortal men desire as a reward and part of the immortality that their actions merit, although Christians, Catholics, and knights errant should rather aim for future glory in heaven than to the vanity of fame attained in this transitory life—this fame, no matter how long it lasts, will come to an end when the world ends at its appointed time. So, Sancho, our deeds will not pass beyond the limit imposed by the Christian religion we profess. We will kill pride when we slay giants; envy, through generosity and goodness of heart; anger, through a calm and quiet mind; gluttony and drowsiness, by eating little and through long vigils; lust
 and lasciviousness, through faithfulness to those we have made mistresses of our thoughts; sloth, by wandering through all parts of the world seeking opportunities that will make us, in addition to being Christians, into famous knights.
 Can you see, Sancho, that these are the means by which we can win the highest praise that fame will allow?

“Everything your grace has said up to now,” said Sancho, “I’ve understood very well, but even so, I would like you to revolve a doubt that has come to mind just now.”

“Resolve, you mean, Sancho,” said don Quixote. “Tell me, and I’ll respond as well as I know how.”

“Tell me, señor,” Sancho went on, “those Julys or Augusts, and all those industrious knights that you’ve mentioned who are now dead, where are they now?”

“The pagans,” responded don Quixote, “are doubtless in hell. The Christians, if they were good ones, are either in purgatory or in heaven.”

“That’s fine,” said Sancho, “but let’s see now—those sepulchers where those bigshots lie, do they have silver lamps in front of them, or are the walls of their chapels decorated with crutches, shrouds, locks of hair, or legs and eyes made of wax? And if this isn’t so, what are they decorated with?”

To which don Quixote responded: “The sepulchers of gentiles were usually sumptuous temples. The ashes from the body of Julius Cæsar were put in a pyramid of stone of inordinate size in Rome, which they call St. Peter’s Needle.
 A castle as large as a small town, which they called Moles Hadriani, served as the sepulcher for the Emperor Hadrian, and is now called Castel Sant’Angelo in Rome.
 Queen Artemesia
 entombed her husband Mausolus in a sepulcher that was one of the seven wonders of the world—but none of these sepulchers, nor any other of the many used by pagans, was decorated with shrouds or other offerings and tokens to show that those buried there are saints.”

“I’m coming to that,” replied Sancho, “tell me now which is greater, to bring a dead person back to life or to kill a giant?”

“The answer is obvious,” responded don Quixote, “it’s greater to bring a dead person back to life.”

“I’ve got you there,” said Sancho, “so the fame of the person who brings the dead back to life, gives sight to the blind, makes the cripple whole, and restores health to the sick, and in front of whose sepulchers lamps burn, and their chapels are full of devout people who adore their relics on their knees—their fame will be better both for this world and the next than what was achieved by all the pagan emperors and knights errant who have ever lived.”

“I confess that’s the truth as well,” responded don Quixote. 

“So, this fame, these favors, these prerogatives, or whatever you call them,” responded Sancho, “pertain to the bodies and relics of the saints, which, with the approval of the Holy Mother Church, have lamps, candles, shrouds, crutches, paintings, locks of hair, eyes, and legs, which increase their devotion and enhance their Christian fame. Kings carry the bodies of saints or their relics on their shoulders, they kiss fragments of their bones, they adorn and enrich their oratories and most prized altars…”

“And what should I be getting out of all you’ve said?” said don Quixote.

“What I’m getting at,” said Sancho, “is that we should try to become saints and we’ll get the fame we’re after much sooner. Did your grace know, señor, that just yesterday or the day before—it was such a short time ago it seems like yesterday—they canonized or beatified two barefoot friars, and now it’s considered great good luck just to be able to kiss or touch the chains of iron with which they had been bound and tortured, and those chains are more venerated, the way I said, than Roland’s sword in the armory of the king our lord, who may God protect? So, señor, it’s better to be a humble friar of any order whatsoever, than to be a valiant knight errant. Two dozen whiplashes go further with God than two thousand lance thrusts, whether to giants or monsters or dragons.”

“All that is so,” responded don Quixote, “but not everybody can be a friar, and there are many roads by which God leads his own to heaven. Chivalry is a religion, and there are knightly saints in heaven.”

“Yes,” responded Sancho, “but I’ve heard that there are more friars in heaven than knights errant.”

“That’s right,” responded don Quixote, “because there’s a greater number of those of the religious vocation than there is of knights.”

“There are many adventurers,” said Sancho.

“Many,” responded don Quixote, “but few are those who deserve to be called knights.”

In these and other similar conversations they spent the whole night and the following day, without anything worthy of being reported happening to them, which disturbed don Quixote not a little. Finally, the next day at nightfall, they saw the great city of El Toboso,
 which gladdened the spirits of don Quixote and saddened Sancho, because he didn’t know where Dulcinea’s house was, nor had he ever seen it in his whole life, and neither had his master. Both were excited, the one because he was eager to see her and the other because he’d never seen her, and Sancho had no idea what he was going to do when his master sent him into El Toboso. Finally, don Quixote said they would enter the town at nightfall, and during that time, they waited among some oak trees near El Toboso. And at the proper time they entered the city, where important things happened to them.

Chapter IX. Where is told what will be seen.

It was exactly midnight,
 a little more or less, when don Quixote and Sancho left the forest and went into El Toboso. The town was very still because everyone was sleeping and stretched out, as they say. The night was fairly bright, although Sancho preferred for it to be completely dark so the darkness might give them an excuse for their folly. In the whole town the only sounds were the barking of dogs that deafened the ears of don Quixote and upset Sancho’s heart. Once in a while a donkey brayed, the pigs grunted, the cats meowed—the different animal noises being intensified by the stillness of the night, all of which seemed to be a bad omen to the enamored knight, but even so he said to Sancho: “Sancho, my son, lead me to Dulcinea’s palace. Perhaps we’ll find her awake.”

“What palace am I to lead you to, by golly,” responded Sancho, “because the one in which I saw her greatness was nothing more than a very small house.”

“She must have withdrawn,” responded don Quixote, “to a small apartment in her palace, taking her ease with her maidens, as such noble ladies and princesses are wont to do.”

“Señor,” said Sancho, “since your grace insists, in spite of me, that Dulcinea’s house is a palace, do you suppose we’ll find an open door at this hour? And will it be good to start knocking loudly so that they’ll hear us and open the doors to us, upsetting everyone? Are we going, perhaps, to knock on the door of our mistresses, as lovers do, who knock and go in at any hour, no matter how late?”

“In any case, Sancho, let’s find the palace,” replied don Quixote, “and then I’ll tell you what would be appropriate for us to do. And, look, Sancho, either my eyes are deceiving me, or that large shadowy mass over there must be Dulcinea’s palace.”

“All right, you lead me, then,” responded Sancho. “Maybe it is. Even if I were to see it with my eyes and touch it with my hands, I’d believe it as I believe that it’s day right now.”

Don Quixote went ahead, and having gone two-hundred paces, he came to the shape that caused the silhouette, and saw a great tower, and recognized right away that it wasn’t the palace, but the main church in town, and he said: “We’ve come across the church, Sancho.”

“I see it,” responded Sancho, “and may it please God that we don’t find our graves as well—because it’s not good to rummage about cemeteries at such hours, and the more so since I told your grace, if I remember correctly, that the house of this lady was on a dead end.”

“May God curse you, you fool!” said don Quixote. “Where did you learn that royal palaces are built on dead ends?

“Señor,” responded Sancho, “every region has its own customs. Maybe in El Toboso they build palaces and large buildings on dead ends. I would ask your grace to let me search these streets to see what I can find. It may be that in some corner I’ll find this palace; and may I see it eaten by dogs for having put us on this wild-goose chase.”

“Speak with respect, Sancho, about things pertaining to my lady,” said don Quixote, “and let’s not argue or «throw the rope in after the bucket».”

“I won’t say anything more,” responded Sancho, “but how am I going to be patient if your grace expects me to remember where our lady’s house is—I saw it only once—and find it at midnight, when you can’t even locate it, and you must have seen it thousands of times?”

“You’re making me despair, Sancho,” said don Quixote. “Listen, you heretic, haven’t I told you a thousand times that I haven’t seen the peerless Dulcinea in all the days of my life, nor have I once crossed the threshold of her palace, and that I’m in love with her only by hearsay, owing to her fame as a beauty and woman of discretion.”

“I hear you,” responded Sancho, “and I’ll tell your grace that since you haven’t seen her, neither have I.”

“That can’t be,” replied don Quixote, “because you told me that you saw her winnowing wheat when you brought me the response to the letter I sent with you.”

“Don’t believe that, señor,” responded Sancho, “because I can tell your grace that my visit was also by hearsay, as was the response I brought you. I know who the señora Dulcinea is about as well as I can punch the sky.”

“Sancho, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “there are times to joke around, and times when jokes are not appropriate. Just because I said I haven’t seen or spoken to the lady of my soul doesn’t mean that you, too, haven’t spoken to or seen her either, when the opposite is true, as you know.”

While they were conversing thus, they saw a man with two mules approaching, and by the noise of the plow being dragged on the ground, they figured it must be a peasant who had gotten up before sunup to go do his farming, and it was the truth. The peasant came singing that ballad that says:

You fared ill, men of France,

in what happened at Roncesvalles

“May I die, Sancho,” said don Quixote when he heard this, “if anything good happens to us tonight. Don’t you hear what this rustic is singing?”

“Yes, I hear it,” responded Sancho, “but what does the hunt at Roncesvalles
 have to do with our business at hand? He might as well be singing the «Ballad of Calaínos»,
 which would make no difference as far as we’re concerned.”

At this moment the farmhand arrived, and don Quixote asked him: “Can you tell me, my good friend, and may God give you good luck, where the palaces of the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso are.”

“Señor,” responded the young man, “I’m not from around here, and I’ve only been here a few days working for a rich farmer in his fields. The priest and sexton of this village live in this house right in front of us. Both of them, or either one, can tell your grace about this princess because they have the list of all the people who live in El Toboso. I think, though, that there’s no princess at all living here—but there are many important women, and each one can be a princess in her own home.”

“The one I’m asking you about,” said don Quixote, “must be among those.”

“It might be,” responded the young man, “and good bye, for the sun is coming up.”

And putting the whip to his mules, he didn’t wait for any more questions.

Sancho, who saw that his master was perplexed and quite ill at ease, said to him: “Señor, I know that it’ll soon be day, and it won’t be right to have the sun find us in the street. It’ll be better for us to leave town and for you to hide in a nearby thicket, and I’ll come back when it’s daytime, and I’ll leave no stone unturned in the whole town looking for the house, castle, or palace of my lady. And I’ll be pretty upset if I can’t find it; and when I do find it I’ll speak with her grace and will tell her where you are and how you’re hoping she’ll tell you how to visit her without damaging her honor and reputation.”

“You’ve said, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “a thousand wise thoughts within those few words. I enthusiastically accept the advice you’ve just given me. Come, my son, let’s look for a place among the trees where I can hide. You’ll come back, as you say, to see and speak with my lady, from whose discretion and courtesy I expect more than miraculous favors.”

Sancho was desperately eager to take his master out of the town so that he wouldn’t discover the lie about Dulcinea’s response that he’d taken to him in the Sierra Morena, and he made sure they left in a hurry. Two miles from town they found a thicket or forest where don Quixote hid while Sancho returned to the city to speak with Dulcinea, and on this errand things befell him that require both the reader’s attention and suspension of disbelief.

Chapter X. Where the deception Sancho used to enchant the lady Dulcinea is revealed, as are other events as ridiculous as they are true.

When the author comes to relate what happens in this chapter, he says he wanted to pass over it in silence, fearful that he wouldn’t be believed, because the madness of don Quixote not only reaches the limits of the most extreme case that can be imagined, but goes two crossbow shots beyond. Nevertheless, although with fear and trepidation, he wrote about don Quixote’s crazy acts exactly as they were performed, without adding or taking away an atom of the truth, not caring at all that people might call him a liar. And he was right, because truth may stretch but it will not break, and it always floats over lies, like oil on water. Continuing with his story, he says that as soon as don Quixote was hidden in the forest, wood, or grove near the great city of El Toboso, he told Sancho to return to the city, and not to come back until he’d spoken on his behalf to his lady, asking her if she would receive her captive knight, and deign to bestow her blessing on him, so that he could expect happy outcomes in all his endeavors and difficult undertakings. Sancho said he would do just as he’d been told, and to take back as good a response to him as he did the first time.

“Go, my son,” replied don Quixote, “and don’t be blinded by the light of the sun of beauty that you’re seeking. You’re more fortunate than all other squires in the world. Remember how she receives you and let nothing escape your notice—if she blushes while you’re giving her my message; if she’s unsettled and confused when she hears my name; if she can hardly sit still on her cushion if you find her in her drawing room; and if she’s standing, watch carefully to see if she first stands on one foot, then the other; if she repeats the answer she gives you two or three times; if she changes from soft to harsh, or from harsh to amorous; if she raises her hand to primp her hair, even though she’s perfectly coiffed; finally, my son, take note of all her actions and movements, because if you can relate to me what they were like, I can tell what she has hidden in the depths of her heart regarding my love for her. You should know, Sancho, if you don’t already, that between two lovers, the actions and physical movements they show are certain indicators that tell about what is going on inside their hearts. Go, my friend, and may better fortune than mine guide you, and may it bring you a better outcome than the one I’m fearing or hoping for in this bitter solitude in which you’re leaving me.”

“I’ll go and come back quickly,” said Sancho, “and cheer your heart, señor mío, for it must be no larger than a hazel nut. Consider what they say, «a stout heart breaks bad luck» and «where there’s no bacon there are no stakes».
 And also they say «when you least expect it, up pops the hare». I say this because if last night we didn’t find the palaces of my lady, now that the sun is out, I think I’ll find them when least I expect it, and once I find them, just let me at her!”

“Sancho,” said don Quixote, “your proverbs always are so pertinent to the situation at hand—I hope God will give me better luck in what I wish.”

Having said this, Sancho turned to go and whipped his donkey, and don Quixote stayed behind, resting on his stirrups and leaning on his lance, filled with sad and confused thoughts. Here we will leave him in order to follow Sancho Panza, who was no less confused and pensive than his master. He’d hardly gone out of the forest when, first having turned around to see if don Quixote was in sight, he got off his donkey, and sitting down at the foot of a tree, began to talk to himself saying: “  ‘Let’s see now, brother Sancho, where are you going? Is your grace going to look for a donkey that got lost?’   ‘No, not that.’  ‘Well, what are you looking for?’  ‘I’m looking for a princess, that’s all, and she’s the sun of beauty and heaven combined.’ ‘And where do you plan to find what you’re looking for, Sancho?’  ‘In the great city of El Toboso.’  ‘All right, and on whose behalf are you looking for her?’ ‘On behalf of the knight don Quixote de La Mancha, who rights wrongs and feeds those who are thirsty, and gives something to eat to those who are thirsty.’  ‘All this is very good. And do you know where her house is, Sancho?’  ‘My master says it has to be a royal palace or splendid castle.’  ‘And did you see her one day by chance?’  ‘Neither I nor my master have ever seen her.’  ‘And do you think it’d be wise if the people of El Toboso knew you’re going there intending to entice away their princesses and disturb their ladies, and won’t they come after you and pound your ribs until you don’t have a sound bone left in your body?’  ‘In truth they would be right unless they realized that I’m only the messenger, and that

Friend, as a messenger you came,

and therefore shall not meet with blame.’

‘Don’t put any trust in that, Sancho, because the people from La Mancha can be as angry as they are honorable and won’t put up with anything from anybody, and if they suspect anything, I promise you’ll have bad luck.’ Get out of here! «Let the lightning bolt hit someone else!» «I’m not going to look for three legs on the cat». Furthermore, looking for Dulcinea in El Toboso is like looking for Marica in Ravenna
 or a bachelor in Salamanca. The devil, the devil himself has gotten me into this and no one else.”

Sancho said this soliloquy to himself, and the upshot of it was that he continued saying: “All right, everything can be fixed except death, under whose yoke everyone must pass when our life ends, even though we don’t like it. Now, this master of mine from all appearances I’ve seen is as mad as a hatter, and I’m not far behind because I’m more of an idiot than he is since I follow and serve him, and the saying is true that says: «Tell me the company you keep, and I’ll tell you who you are», and the other one that says: «Not with whom you’re bred but with whom you’re fed». Being crazy as he is, and his madness being of the kind where he takes one thing for another, and says that white is black and black is white, such as when it seemed to him that the windmills were giants, and the mules of the friars dromedaries, and the flocks of sheep enemy armies, and many other things of that sort, it wouldn’t be hard to make him believe that a peasant girl—the first one that happens along—is the lady Dulcinea, and if he doesn’t believe it, I’ll swear it’s her; and if he swears, I’ll swear even more; and if he argues, I’ll argue more, and in this way I’ll always come out on top, no matter what. Maybe through my stubbornness I can put an end to his sending me on other such errands, seeing the bad news I bring back; or perhaps he’ll think—as I believe he will—that some evil enchanter of those who he says have it in for him, will have changed the looks of this woman to do him a wrong turn and cause him grief.”

With what Sancho Panza dreamed up, his spirit became more relaxed, and he considered the job as good as done. He waited there until the afternoon to allow sufficient time for don Quixote to think he’d been away long enough to go and come back from El Toboso. But things happened better than he expected, because, when he got up to mount his donkey, he saw coming toward him from El Toboso 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, since those are what village girls typically ride). But, since this isn’t very important, there’s no reason to stop to try to verify the truth of the matter.

 
So, as soon as Sancho saw the three peasant girls, he raced back to fetch his master don Quixote, whom he found sighing and saying a thousand love lamentations. As soon as don Quixote saw him, he said: “What’s going on, my friend? Should I mark this day with a white stone or a black one?”

“It would be better,” responded Sancho, “for your grace to mark it with red paint like they do to show professorships
 so that everyone will be able to see it.”

“So,” replied don Quixote, “you have good news.”

“So good,” responded Sancho, “that all your grace has to do is spur Rocinante and ride into the open to see the lady Dulcinea del Toboso, who is coming with two of her maidens to see you.”

“Holy God, what are you saying, Sancho my friend?” said don Quixote. “I hope you aren’t deceiving me, nor trying to ease my true sorrow with false joy.”

“What good would it do me to deceive you,” responded Sancho, “especially since you’re so near to finding out my truth. Spur on, señor, and come along, and you’ll see the princess, our mistress, coming, all dressed up and covered with jewels, like the lady she is. Her maidens and she are a glowing ember of gold. They look like clusters of pearls and diamonds, rubies, brocades more than ten layers thick.
 Their hair hangs loose on their shoulders, like so many rays of the sun playing in the wind, and above all they’re mounted on three spotted weldings, a sight to see.”

“You mean geldings, Sancho.”

“There’s not much difference between weldings and geldings—but no matter what they’re riding, they’re the handsomest women you could ever want to see, especially the princess Dulcinea, my lady, who stuns the senses.”

“Let’s go, Sancho, my son,” responded don Quixote, “and as a reward for such news, as unexpected as it is good, I’ll give you the best spoils that I win in my first encounter; and if this doesn’t please you, I’ll give you the colts that my three mares will bear me this year, and you know that they’re about ready to foal in the common meadow of our town.”

“I’ll take the colts,” responded Sancho, “because I’m not sure that the spoils of the first encounter will be good.”

At this point they left the forest and saw the three village girls were approaching. Don Quixote surveyed the road leading from El Toboso, and since he could see only the three peasant girls, he became quite flustered, and asked Sancho if he’d left them just outside the city.

“What do you mean, ‘just outside the city,’ ” he responded, “by chance are your eyes in the back of your head? Don’t you see that they’re these three women, as resplendent as the sun itself at midday?”

“I only see, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “three peasant girls on three donkeys.”

“May God save me from the devil,” responded Sancho. “Is it possible that three geldings—or whatever they’re called—as white as fallen snow, appear to you to be donkeys? As God lives, may they pluck out my beard if that’s true.”

“Well, I tell you, Sancho my friend,” said don Quixote, “that it’s so true they’re donkeys as I am don Quixote de La Mancha and you are Sancho Panza. At least that’s what it looks like to me.”

“Hush, señor,” said Sancho, “and don’t say such things. Open your eyes and come and make obeisance to the lady of your thoughts, who is drawing near.”

Having said this, he went to receive the three village girls, and getting off his donkey, he took the halter of the donkey of one of the three peasants, and went down on both knees, saying: “Queen and princess and duchess of beauty, may your highness and greatness be pleased to receive in your grace and good will your captive knight, who stands in your presence as if made of stone, disturbed, and without a pulse, to find himself before your magnificent presence. I’m Sancho Panza, his squire, and he’s the overwrought knight don Quixote de La Mancha, also known as the Woebegone Knight.”

By this time, don Quixote had gotten down on his knees next to Sancho, and looked with wild and bewildered eyes at the person Sancho called «queen» and «lady», and since he could only see a village girl, and not a very good-looking one, because she was round-faced and flat-nosed, he was confused and amazed, and he didn’t dare say a word. The peasant girls were equally startled, seeing those two men so different from each other and both kneeling before them, and who wouldn’t let their companion get by. This girl, who was surly and annoyed, broke the silence saying: “Get the devil out of the way and let us move on. We’re in a hurry.”

To which Sancho responded: “Oh, princess and universal lady of El Toboso! How is it that your magnanimous heart doesn’t become tender seeing kneeling before your sublime presence the pillar and support of knight errantry?”

When one of the two others heard this, she said: “Whoa, look how these two little men come to make fun of us country girls, as if we don’t know how to joke around just like they do. Go on your way and let us move on, and you’ll be better off.”

“Stand up, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “I see that Fortune, which is not sated with my sorrows,
 has blocked all roads that might comfort this wretched soul that I bear in my flesh. And you, summit of all perfection that could be desired, limit of all human refinement, the only relief for this afflicted heart that adores you; since the wicked enchanter who pursues me has placed clouds and cataracts over my eyes, and has changed your peerless beauty and features into those of a poor peasant for my eyes only, unless he has changed me into some horrible monster to make me hateful in your eyes, don’t refuse to look at me tenderly and lovingly, witnessing in my submission on bended knees, which I’m making before your deformed beauty, the humility with which my soul adores you.”

“Get out of here!” said the village girl, “I’m not one to listen to this flattery nonsense! Move away and let us go by, and we’ll be obliged to you.”

Sancho moved away and let her pass by, very pleased with the way his deception was working out.

As soon as the village girl who had played the part of Dulcinea found herself free, she spurred her «welding» with her pointed stick and started to race across the meadow. And since the donkey felt the prick much more than usual, it began to buck in such a way that it threw the lady Dulcinea to the ground, and when don Quixote saw what happened, he went over to help her get up, and Sancho went to tighten the packsaddle that had slipped beneath the animal’s stomach. He adjusted the packsaddle, and as don Quixote went to lift his enchanted lady onto the donkey, she relieved him of that chore by getting up by herself, and taking a couple of steps back, took a little run, slapped both hands on the rear of the donkey, and vaulted astride onto the packsaddle like a man, as light as a falcon. Sancho exclaimed: “As Roque lives, that lady, our mistress, is as light as a hawk, and can show the most skillful Cordovan or Mexican a thing or two about mounting a horse. She went over the back of the saddle in a single leap, and without spurs she makes a welding run like a zebra, and her maidens are not far behind, for they’re all running like the wind.”

And it was true, because as soon as Dulcinea got mounted, they all pricked their donkeys and shot off running, without looking back for half a league. Don Quixote followed them with his eyes, and after they disappeared, he turned to Sancho and said: “Sancho, what do you think of those enchanters who despise me so? Look to what point their evil and dislike extends, since they wanted to deprive me of the joy I could have had seeing my lady in her proper form. Truly, I was born to be an example of the unfortunate—to be the bull’s eye where the arrows of bad luck are aimed and shot. And you must also be aware, Sancho, that these traitors were not content just with having changed and transformed my Dulcinea, but rather having changed and transformed her into a figure so low and ugly as that of a village girl, and what’s more they took from her something that ladies of rank have, which is a pleasant aroma, since they’re always scented by perfume and flowers. I’ll have you know, Sancho, that when I went to help Dulcinea get onto her gelding, as you call it, which seemed to be a donkey to me, she smelled of raw garlic, which made me retch and poisoned my soul.”

“Oh, the vile creatures!” Sancho shouted, “Oh, ill-fated and evil-minded enchanters, if only I could see you all strung up by your gills like sardines on a stick! You know much, you are empowered to do much, yet you do even more. It should have been enough, you rascals, to have changed the pearly eyes of my lady into cork tree gall
 and her hair of purest gold into the reddish hair of an ox tail, and finally, all of her features from good to bad, not to mention her smell, because by it alone we would see what was hidden by that ugly bark. Although, to tell the truth, I never saw her ugliness, only her beauty, which was enhanced by a mole she had above her lip on the right side, kind of like a mustache, with seven or eight red hairs longer than a span growing out like golden locks.”

“According to the way bodily moles correspond,” replied don Quixote, “she must have another one on the side of her thigh on the side where she has the one on her face. But hairs of the length you describe are very long for moles of the size you’ve mentioned.”

“Well, I can tell your grace,” responded Sancho, “that they were there as plain as day.”

“I believe it, my friend,” responded don Quixote, “because nature didn’t put anything on Dulcinea that was not perfect, and so, if she had a hundred moles as you describe, on her they wouldn’t be moles, but shining moons and stars. But tell me, Sancho, that thing that seemed to me to be a packsaddle that you adjusted, was it a plain saddle or a side saddle?”

“It was neither—,” responded Sancho, “it was one with high pommels and short stirrups, with a decorated saddle blanket worth half a kingdom, so rich did it seem.”

“And I didn’t see any of it, Sancho!” said don Quixote. “I say once again and I’ll say a thousand more times that I’m the most unfortunate of men.”

The jokester Sancho had a hard time concealing his laughter, hearing the foolishness of his master, so exquisitely deceived was he. Finally, after further conversation between them, they got back on their mounts and headed again toward Zaragoza, where they planned to arrive in time for the solemn jousts that take place in that illustrious city. But before they arrived, certain things happened to them, and because they were so many, so important, and so unusual, they deserve to be written down and read, as will be seen.

Chapter XI. About the strange adventure that happened to don Quixote with the wagon or cart of The Parliament of Death.

Don Quixote was lost in thought as he rode along the road, considering the mischievous turn the enchanters had done him, changing his lady Dulcinea into the lowly village girl, and he couldn’t figure out a way to change her back. These thoughts upset him so, that without being aware of it, he let his reins drop, and Rocinante—realizing he could amble freely—stopped to graze on the green grass, which was abundant in those fields. Sancho Panza roused him from his reverie, telling him: “Señor, sadness was not made for beasts, rather for men, but if men dwell on it too much they become beasts. Perk up, your grace, and be yourself once again and pick up Rocinante’s reins. Take heart, wake up, and show that gallantry knights errant possess. What the devil is this? Why are you in such low spirits? «Are we here or in France?» Let the devil carry off as many Dulcineas as there are in the world, because the well-being of a single knight errant is worth more than all the enchantments and transformations on earth.”

“Hush, Sancho,” responded don Quixote with a voice not too faint, “hush, I say, and say no blasphemies against that enchanted lady—for I alone am responsible for her misfortune. Her ill luck is born of the envy that the wicked bear me.”

“That’s what I say,” responded Sancho. “«He who saw her then and sees her now, what heart wouldn’t weep?»”
 

“You can say that, Sancho,” replied don Quixote, “since you saw her in the wholeness of her beauty. The enchantment didn’t extend to the point of changing your sight or disguising her beauty. Their venom is aimed against me and my eyes alone. But I realize even so, Sancho, that in one detail you described her beauty poorly, because—if I’m not remembe​ring incorrectly—you said that she has pearly eyes. Eyes that look like pearls belong rather to a fish than to a lady, and the way I see it, the eyes of Dulcinea must be almond-shaped green emeralds, with two heavenly rainbows that serve as eyebrows. Take these pearls away and give them to her teeth. Doubtless you were mixed up and took her eyes for her teeth.”

“Anything is possible,” responded Sancho, “because I was as much dazed by her beauty as you were vexed by her ugliness. But let’s commend it all to God, for He’s the knower of all things that will happen in this vale of tears, in this evil world we live in, where you can hardly find anything not tainted by iniquity, tricks, and mischief. One thing distresses me, señor mío, more than all the others, and that is thinking about what will happen when your grace conquers a giant or another knight and sends them to present themselves before the beauty of the lady Dulcinea—where will the poor giant or the poor, miserable defeated knight go to find her? I can imagine them wandering around El Toboso like idiots looking for my lady Dulcinea, and although they might see her in the middle of the street they won’t recognize her more than they would my father.”

“Perhaps, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “the enchantment will not prevent the conquered people and the giants and knights that I send from recognizing Dulcinea. We’ll try an experiment with one or two of the first people I conquer and send to her—if they see her, I’ll command them to come back and tell me exactly what they saw.”

“I say, señor,” replied Sancho, “what you’ve said seems good to me, and with this ploy we’ll find out what we want to know, and if it turns out that her beauty is hidden only from you, the misfortune will be more yours than hers. But since Dulcinea will be healthy and happy, we can adapt and make the best of it, and we’ll continue looking for adventures, letting time run its course, because time is the best doctor for these and other greater maladies.”

Don Quixote wanted to answer Sancho Panza, but a cart that was crossing the road prevented him. It was carrying the most diverse and strange personages and figures that one could imagine. The person driving the cart and serving as carter was an ugly demon. The cart itself was open, without a canopy. The first figure who presented himself to don Quixote’s eyes was that of Death, with a human face; next to him was an Angel with some large painted wings. To his side was an Emperor with a crown, seemingly of gold, on his head. At the feet of Death was the god they call Cupid, without a blindfold over his eyes, but with his bow, quiver, and arrows. There was also a Knight in armor from head to foot, without a closed helmet, but wearing a plumed hat of several colors. With these came other persons of different dress and makeup. All this, seen so suddenly, startled don Quixote, and instilled fear in the heart of Sancho. But soon don Quixote became happy again, believing that he was being handed a new and dangerous adventure, and with this thought in mind, and with a heart resolved to meet any danger, he placed himself in front of the cart and, with a loud and menacing voice, said: “Carter, driver, devil, or whatever you are, tell me right now who you are, where you’re coming from, and who the people are that you’re taking on your wagon, for this appears more like Charon’s boat
 than a cart that’s used nowadays.”

To which the devil on the cart responded meekly: “Señor, we’re actors of the company belonging to Angulo el Malo.
 This morning, since it’s the Sunday following Corpus Christi,
 we performed a play called The Parliament of Death in a village on the other side of that hill, and we have to perform it again in that village you can see over yonder, and since the distance is so short, we’re going in costume so we won’t have to undress and dress up again. That young fellow is dressed as Death, the other as an Angel. That woman, who is the manager’s wife, is the Queen, the other fellow is a Soldier, that one an Emperor, and I’m the Devil, one of the main characters in the play, because I always play the important roles in this company. And if you want to know anything else, just ask me, and I’ll be able to answer in detail—since I’m the devil I know everything.”

“On the faith of a knight errant,” responded don Quixote, “when I saw this cart, I thought that some great adventure was awaiting me, and now I say that you have to touch appearances with your hand to let the truth come through. Go with God, good people, prepare your performance. And see if there’s anything I can help you with, and I’ll do it with pleasure and good will, because since I was a boy I’ve been a fan of the theater, and in my youth I thought I would become an actor.”

While this conversation was going on, as luck would have it, another member of the company arrived dressed as a jester, with many jingle bells, and at the end of a stick he had three cow bladders inflated with air. This young fellow, when he approached don Quixote, began to brandish his stick and beat the ground with the bladders and leapt in the air making the bells ring. Rocinante was so startled at this sight that, without don Quixote being able to stop him, taking the bit between his teeth, he began to race across the countryside with greater speed than one would have thought the bones of his body would allow. Sancho, who thought that his master was in danger of being thrown off, jumped down from his donkey and, and ran at full speed to rescue him. But when he got to him, he was already on the ground with Rocinante next to him, for he’d fallen along with his master. This was the usual outcome of the horse’s sprightliness and his master’s daring acts.

But hardly had Sancho left his mount to tend to don Quixote when the demon dancer with the bladders jumped onto the donkey and began beating him with the bladders. The donkey, more from fear and the noise than from the pain caused by the blows, flew along the countryside toward where they were going to perform. Sancho saw the racing donkey and the fall of his master and didn’t know which of the two situations to take care of first. But as a good squire and a good servant, the love of his master was stronger than the care of his donkey, although every time he saw the bladders rise in the air and fall upon the haunches of his donkey, they were for him anguish and fright of death, and he would have preferred that those blows had fallen on his own eyes than on the least hair of the donkey’s tail. With this perplexing tribulation he got to where don Quixote was, more beaten up than he would have liked, and, helping him back onto Rocinante, said to him: “Señor, the Devil has taken the donkey.”

“What devil?” asked don Quixote.

“The one with the bladders.”

“Well, I’ll get the donkey back,” replied don Quixote, “even if that fellow should lock himself up with the donkey in the deepest dungeon of hell. Follow me, Sancho, for the cart is going slowly, and with one of its mules I’ll make up for the loss of your mount.”

“There’s no need to take those steps, señor,” responded Sancho. “Calm down, because it looks like the Devil has left the donkey, and he’s coming back.”

And it was true, because the Devil had fallen from the donkey to imitate don Quixote and Rocinante. The Devil then went on foot and the donkey returned to his master.

“Even so,” said don Quixote, “it’s a good idea to punish someone on the cart for the rudeness of that devil, even though it’s the Emperor himself.”

“Don’t consider doing that, your grace,” replied Sancho, “and take my advice—never take actors on since they’re a privileged group. I’ve seen an actor arrested for two murders and be set free. Your grace should know that they’re merry people and give pleasure, and everyone is on their side, everyone protects, helps, and treasures them, and all the more since that troupe is among those that have official charters from the crown, and all or most of them in their costumes and demeanor seem like princes.”

“No matter,” responded don Quixote, “the devil actor is not going to get away boasting, even though the whole human race is on his side.”

And saying this, he went over to the cart that was on its way to the town. He rode along shouting: “Stop, wait, you merry and festive mob, for I want to make you see how you should treat donkeys and other animals that serve as mounts to knights and squires of knights errant!”

Don Quixote’s shouts were so loud that the people in the cart heard and understood them, and, judging the intention of the person shouting by his words, Death leapt down from the cart in an instant, and after him the Emperor, the Devil cart driver and the Angel, joined by the Queen and Cupid. All of them picked up stones and waited in a line, expecting to receive don Quixote with the sharp edges of their stones. Don Quixote, who saw them form a lively squadron with their arms raised showing their intention to throw the stones, pulled back on Rocinante’s reins, and began to consider how he could attack with the least danger to himself. Sancho arrived, and seeing him ready to attack the well-formed squadron, said: “It would be foolhardy to try to take on such a venture, for there’s no defensive armor in the world to keep your hat on amidst flying stones, unless you hide under a bronze bell. You have to consider as well that it’s more recklessness than bravery for a single man to attack an army led by Death, where emperors fight in person, and where good and bad angels lend assistance. And if this consideration doesn’t make you pause, you should realize that among all those there you see kings, princes, and emperors, but there’s no knight errant.”

“Now,” said don Quixote, “you’ve hit upon the point that can and should make me change my mind. I can’t nor should I unsheathe my sword, as I’ve told you many times, against anyone who has not been dubbed a knight. It’s up to you, Sancho, to avenge the offense they did to your donkey, and I’ll lend support from here with shouts to offer sound advice.”

There’s no need, señor,” responded Sancho, “to take vengeance on anyone, since good Christians shouldn’t avenge offenses. Furthermore I’ll arrange with my donkey to submit his offense to my own will, which is to live peacefully all the days of life that heaven has allocated me.”

“If that’s your decision,” replied don Quixote, “good Sancho, discreet Sancho, Christian Sancho, sincere Sancho, let’s abandon these phantoms and seek better and worthier adventures. I believe that this area won’t fail to offer us many and very miraculous ones.”

He turned his reins, and Sancho went to get his donkey. Death and all of his renegade squadron went to their cart and continued their journey, and this was the happy ending of the fearful adventure of the Cart of Death, and may thanks be given to the upright counsel given by Sancho Panza to his master, to whom the next day an adventure befell with another enamored and errant knight, with no less suspense than the preceding one.

Chapter XII. About the strange adventure that happened to the brave knight don Quixote with the brave Knight of the Mirrors.

Don Quixote and his squire spent the night that followed the day of the encounter with Death under some tall, shady trees, and Sancho persuaded don Quixote to eat some of what was in the donkey’s saddlebags. During dinner, Sancho said to his master: “Señor, I would have been a fool to have chosen the spoils of the first adventure that your grace had instead of the colts of the three mares. It’s really true that a «bird in the hand is worth two in the bush».”

“Still,” responded don Quixote, “if you, Sancho, had let me attack as I wanted to, you would have at least gotten the empress’s crown of gold, and Cupid’s painted wings, which I would have taken against their will and placed into your hands.”

“Crowns and scepters of actors,” responded Sancho Panza, “never were of real gold but rather of foil and tin.”

“That’s true,” replied don Quixote, “because paraphernalia of plays shouldn’t be real, but pretend and make-believe, just like the play itself, toward which I would like you, Sancho, to be well disposed; and by the same token toward those who perform and write them, because all of them are instruments of great good to the republic, placing a mirror before us at every step, where we see a live representation of human life, and there’s nothing that portrays so vividly what we are and what we should strive to be than plays and their actors do. Tell me, haven’t you been at plays where you see kings, emperors, and popes; knights, ladies, and other diverse characters? One plays the ruffian, another the trickster, this one the merchant, that one the soldier, and another the discreet fool, and another the enamored fool. And when the play is over and the actors take off their costumes, they’re all equal.”

“Yes, I’ve seen them,” said Sancho.

“Well, the same thing,” said don Quixote, “that happens in plays happens in life—some are emperors, others popes, and all the characters that there are in a play. But when the end comes, which is when life ends, Death takes away all the clothing that differentiates them and they become equal in the grave.”

“A fine comparison,” said Sancho, “although not so new that I haven’t heard it many, many times, like the business of the game of chess—while it’s being played, each piece has its particular function, and when the game is over, they’re all mixed up and jumbled together, and they’re put into a bag, which is like finishing one’s life in the grave.”

“Every day, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “you’re becoming wiser and less of a dolt.”

‘Yes, for something of your grace’s wisdom has rubbed off,” responded Sancho. “Land is barren and dry by itself, but by spreading manure on it and cultivating it, it gives good fruit. I mean that my conversations with you have been the manure that has fallen on the dry soil of my barren intellect. The cultivation of this land is the time that I’ve been serving and talking with you, and I hope all this will bear fruit that will not be unworthy and will not slip off the path of good breeding on which your grace has been guiding my infertile understanding.”

Don Quixote laughed when he heard Sancho’s affected words, but what he said about his improvement seemed true enough because once in a while Sancho spoke in a way that amazed him, although most of the time when Sancho wanted to talk in a learnèd or in a courtly way, his speech wound up by tumbling from the mountain of his simplicity to the abyss of his ignorance. Where he was most elegant and retentive was in bringing in proverbs, whether or not they were to the point, as will have been seen and noticed throughout the course of this history.

In these and other conversations they spent most of the night, and Sancho felt like closing the floodgates of his eyes, as he used to say when he wanted to go to sleep. After he took the packsaddle off the donkey, he let him graze freely on the abundant pasture. He didn’t take the saddle off Rocinante since he was expressly told by his master not to remove it when they were roaming the countryside or not sleeping under a roof—an ancient custom established and kept by knights errant. It was all right to take the bridle and hang it from the pommel, but take the horse’s saddle off—never! And that’s what Sancho did, and gave him the same freedom as the donkey, whose friendship with Rocinante was so unique and strong that tradition from father to son says that the author of this true history devoted particular chapters to it, but that, in order to maintain the dignity and decorum such a heroic history deserves, he didn’t include them, although once in a while he strayed from this resolve, and writes when the two animals were together they scratched one another, and after they were finished scratching each other and were satisfied, Rocinante would cross his neck half a yard beyond the neck of the donkey, and the two of them would look attentively at the ground, and would stay that way for three days, at least, except when hunger made them look for something to eat.

I say that they say that the author had written that he’d compared them with the friendship between Nisus and Euryalus, and Pylades and Orestes,
 and if this is true, one can notice—for universal wonder—how solid the friendship of these two peaceful animals was, to the shame of men who know so little about keeping friends. For this reason, it has been said:

 For friend no longer is there friend; 

 The practice lances become real lances
 

And someone else has sung:

 Friend to friend, the bug, &c.

And don’t think that the author went far astray in comparing the friendship of these animals with that of men, because from the beasts men have gotten many lessons and have learned several important things, as, for example: from storks the enema;
 from dogs, vomiting and gratitude; from cranes, vigilance; from ants, foresight; from elephants, chastity; and loyalty from the horse. Finally, Sancho went to sleep at the foot of a cork tree and don Quixote dozed next to a robust oak.

But little time had gone by when he was wakened by a noise he heard behind him. He got up with a start and began to look and listen in the direction of where the noise came from, and saw there were two men on horseback. One of them, as he got off his horse, said to the other: “Dismount, my friend, and take the bridles from the horses, for I think this site abounds in grass for them; and in silence and solitude, which my amorous thoughts require.”

He said this at the same time he stretched out on the ground, and when he lay down, his armor clanked, a sure sign that revealed to don Quixote that he must be a knight errant. He approached Sancho, who was sleeping, took his arm, and with no little struggle roused him, and with a quiet voice said: “Brother Sancho, we’ve got an adventure.”

“May God grant that it be a good one,” responded Sancho, “and where is, señor mío, her grace, this señora adventure?”

“Where, Sancho?” replied don Quixote. “Turn your eyes and look over there, and you’ll see a knight errant stretched out. The way it looks to me, he must not be too happy because I saw him slide off his horse and stretch out on the ground with some show of despair, and when he went to the ground, his armor clanked.”

“So, how can your grace tell,” said Sancho, “this is an adventure?”

“I don’t mean it’s an adventure at all, but the beginning of one—all adventures begin this way. But listen—it looks like he’s tuning a lute or a vihuela,
 and the way he’s spitting and clearing his throat, he must be getting ready to sing something.”

“I’ll bet that’s what he’s going to do, all right,” responded Sancho, “and he must be a knight in love.”

“There are no knights who aren’t in love,” said don Quixote. “Let’s listen to him, because if he sings, we’ll get a clue to his thoughts, for the tongue speaks from the outpouring of the heart.”

Sancho was of a mind to reply, but the voice of the Knight of the Forest, which was neither good nor bad, prevented him, and the two of them were astonished as they heard him sing this sonnet:

Sonnet 
Your pleasure, please, lady mine, unfold; 

Declare the terms that I am to obey; 

My will to yours submissively I mold, 

And from your law my feet shall never stray. 

Would you I die, to silent grief a prey? 

Then count me even now as dead and cold; 

Would you I tell my woes in some new way? 

Then shall my tale by Love itself be told. 

The unison of opposites to prove, 

Of the soft wax and diamond hard am I; 

But still, obedient to the laws of love, 

Here, hard or soft, I offer you my breast, 

Whatever you grave or stamp thereon shall rest 

Indelible for all eternity.

With an ay! yanked, seemingly, from the deepest part of his heart, the Knight of the Forest finished his song, and a moment later, with a doleful and lamenting voice, said: “Oh, you most beautiful and ungrateful woman in the world! How can it be, most serene Casildea de Vandalia,
 that you allow your captive knight to be consumed, and persist in continual wanderings and in harsh and difficult travails? Isn’t it enough that I’ve made all of the knights of Navarre, all the Leonese, all the Tartessian,
 all the Castilian, and finally, all the Manchegan knights confess that you’re the most beautiful woman in the world?”

“That can’t be,” said don Quixote. “I’m from La Mancha and I never confessed anything like that, nor could nor should I confess something so prejudicial to the beauty of my lady. That knight is talking nonsense, as you see, Sancho. But let’s listen—maybe he’ll say something else.”

But that didn’t happen because the Knight of the Forest, having overheard them, without continuing his lamentation, stood up and said in a loud but courteous voice: “Who goes there? Is it perhaps one of the happy or one of the distressed?”

“One of the distressed,” responded don Quixote. 

“Well, come here,” responded he of the Forest, “but understand that you’re approaching sadness and distress personified.”

Don Quixote, who saw that he was answered so kindly and courteously, drew near, as did Sancho as well. The mournful knight took don Quixote by the arm, saying: “Sit here, señor knight, it’s enough for me to have found you in this desolate place, with only the solitude and night breeze to keep you company, to prove to me that you’re among the distressed and among those who profess knight errantry.”

To which don Quixote responded: “A knight I am, and of the profession you mention, but even though sadness and misfortune properly dwell in my soul, the compassion I have for other people’s misfortunes has not been banished from it. From what you sang a moment ago I gather that your misfortune derives from love; I mean, the love of that beautiful ingrate you mentioned in your lamentations.”

And while the two were talking, they were sitting next to each other on the hard ground in good peace and fellowship, and not at all as if when day broke, they weren’t going to have to crack each other’s heads open.

“By chance, señor knight,” asked he of the Forest to don Quixote, “are you in love?”

“By misfortune I am,” responded don Quixote, “although loss that’s born of good intentions should rather be held as favors rather than misfortunes.”

“That’s the truth,” replied he of the Forest, “if disdain didn’t upset our reason and understanding; but too much disdain smacks of vengeance.”

“I was never disdained by my lady,” responded don Quixote.

“No, certainly not,” said Sancho, who was sitting nearby, “because she’s like a tame lamb, and is softer than butter.” 

“Is this your squire?” asked he of the Forest.

“Yes, he is,” responded don Quixote.

“I’ve never seen a squire,” replied he of the Forest, “who dares to speak when his master is talking. At least, there’s mine, and he’s as tall as his father, yet no one can prove that he has ever opened his mouth when I’m speaking.”

“Well, I swear,” said Sancho, “that I’ve spoken and can speak before another such… and let it drop, because it’ll be worse to stir it up.”

The Squire of the Forest took Sancho by the arm, saying to him: “Let’s go the two of us where we can speak as squires as much as we want, and let’s leave these two masters of ours to quarrel about the stories of their loves. I’m pretty sure they won’t have finished by sunup.”

“All right,” said Sancho, “and I’ll tell your grace who I am so that you’ll see if I can join the most talkative squires.”

With this, they went away, and had as amusing a conversation as the one their masters had was serious.

Chapter XIII. Where the adventure of the Knight of the Forest is continued, with the discreet, novel, and delicious conversation that took place between the two squires.

The knights and squires were now separated, the former telling about their loves and the latter about their lives. But the history first tells of the conversation between the servants and then moves on to that of the masters, and so it says that, separating themselves a bit from their masters, the one of the Forest said to Sancho: “It’s a difficult life we lead and live, señor mío, those of us who are squires of knights errant. In truth we eat bread by the sweat of our brows,
 which is one of the curses God laid on our original parents.”

“You can also say,” added Sancho, “that we eat it in the chill of our bodies, because who suffers more heat and more cold than those wretched squires of knight errantry? And it wouldn’t be as bad if we ate well, since «sorrows grow less when accompanied by food». As it stands, we sometimes go a day or two without eating anything, unless it’s the wind that blows.”

“All that can be put up with,” said the one of the Forest, “in the expectation we have of getting the reward, because if the knight errant who the squire serves is not too unfortunate, at least, after a while, he will be rewarded with a nice government of an ínsula, or with a pretty good county.”

“I,” replied Sancho, “have already told my master that I’ll be happy with the government of an ínsula, and he’s so noble and liberal that he has promised it to me many times.”

“I,” said he of the Forest, “I will be satisfied with a canonry in exchange for my services, and my master has already promised it to me, and such a one it is, too!”

“It must be,” said Sancho, “that your grace’s master is an ecclesiastical knight and can offer these favors to his good squire, but mine is just a lay knight, although I remember when certain wise—but I thought ill-intentioned—people wanted to advise him to try to be an archbishop. He only wanted to be an emperor, but it made me nervous at the time, because if he felt like going into the Church, I wasn’t up to having an ecclesiastical job. I’ll tell your grace that although I look like a man, I’m a beast as far as a job in the Church is concerned.”

“But in truth your grace is mistaken,” said the one of the Forest, “because insular governments aren’t all they’re touted to be. Some of them are corrupt, some poor, some bittersweet, and finally, the proudest and healthiest one carries with it the ponderous weight of woes and lack of comfort, which the unfortunate person to whose lot it falls must bear on his shoulders. Much better would be for those of us who profess this cursed servitude to go to our homes and there tend to lighter duties, such as hunting or fishing. I mean, what squire in the world is so poor that he doesn’t have a horse, a couple of greyhounds, and a fishing pole to pass the time of day in his town?”

“As for me, I lack none of those items,” responded Sancho. “The truth is I don’t have a horse, but I have a donkey worth twice as much as my master’s horse. And I’ll tell you the truth—I’d never switch my mount for his, even if they gave me six bushels of wheat to boot. Your grace may think that the value I place on my silver-grey—that’s his color—is a joke. As for greyhounds, they abound in my town. And what’s more, hunting is more fun when it’s done at someone else’s expense.”

“Really and truly,” responded the one of the Forest, “señor squire, I’m determined to leave the absurdities of these knights and retire to my home to raise my little children—I have three and they’re just like oriental pearls.”

“Two is how many I have,” said Sancho, “and they can be presented to the Pope in person, especially the girl, who I’m training to be a countess, if God is so pleased, in spite of her mother.”

“And how old is this lady being trained to be a countess?” asked he of the Forest.

 “Fifteen, two more or less,” responded Sancho, “but she’s as tall as a lance, and fresh as an April morn, and she’s as strong as a porter.”

“Those are qualities,” responded he of the Forest, “that not only can make her a countess but the nymph of the green forest. What a whore daughter of a whore, how strong that one must be!”

To which Sancho responded, somewhat annoyed: “She’s no whore, nor was her mother before her, and neither ever will be, God willing, while I’m alive. Speak more courteously. Since your grace was trained by knights errant—who are courtesy personified—your words don’t seem very well chosen.”

“Oh, how little your grace understands,” replied he of the Forest, “about the nature of praise, señor squire! How is it you don’t know that when a knight gives a good thrust with his lance in the bullring, or when someone does something really good, the common folk typically say: ‘Son of a bitch! How well he did that!’ and what might at first seem to be a rebuke in that circumstance turns out to be particular praise? You should disown, señor, any children who don’t do deeds that deserve that kind of praise from their parents.”

“Yes, I’ll disown them,” responded Sancho, “and in that way for that same reason, your grace can heap upon me, my children, and my wife any of those indecent expressions, because everything they do and say are worth such praise in the extreme. And so I can return home to see them again, I pray to God to save me from mortal sin,
 which is just the same as saving me from this profession, into which I’ve fallen a second time, baited and enticed by a purse with a hundred ducados I found one day in the heart of the Sierra Morena. The devil puts a sack of doubloons
 before my eyes, here, there, everywhere—not quite within reach, but way over there, and it seems that I can touch it with my hand and embrace it at every step, and hug it and take it home, and invest it, set up an income and live like a prince. And while I’m thinking about this, it makes tolerable all the travails that I endure with this imbecile master of mine—who I know is more of a crazy man than a knight.”

“That’s why they say,” responded he of the Forest, “«greed bursts the bag», but if you’re talking about crazy men, there’s no greater one in the world than my master​​​—​​​he’s of those about whom it’s said: «other people’s cares killed the donkey»,
 because so that another person might recover his lost sanity, he himself has turned into a crazy man and he’s seeking something that, when he finds it, is liable to blow up in his face.”

“And is he in love by chance?”

“Yes,” said he of the Forest, “with a certain Casildea de Vandalia, the rawest and the most roasted woman
 that can be found in the whole world. But her cruelty is not bothering him right now—he’s got other schemes growling inside him as will be seen in a few hours.”

“«There’s no road so flat,” replied Sancho, “that it doesn’t have bumps and obstacles». «In other houses they boil beans, but in mine they boil by the cauldronful».
 Craziness doubtless has more followers and servants than wisdom. But if it’s true what they commonly say, that «it brings relief to share your troubles», with your grace I can be consoled, since you serve a master as crazy as mine.”

“Crazy, but brave,” responded he of the Forest, “and more of a scallywag than crazy and brave.”

“Mine’s not that way,” responded Sancho. “I mean, there’s nothing of the rogue about him. He’s as kind as can be. He doesn’t know how to harm anybody, but does good to all. A child can make him believe that it’s night at noontime, and because of this simplicity I love him with all my heart and I can’t leave him, no matter how many foolish things he does.”

“But, brother and señor,” said he of the Forest, «if the blind lead the blind, both run the risk of falling into the pit.» It’s better for us to return soon to our homes, for those who seek adventures don’t always find good ones.”

Sancho was spitting frequently with a type of viscous and somewhat dry saliva, which was seen and noted by the charitable squire of the forest, who said: “It seems to me that we have spoken so much, our tongues are sticking to the roofs of our mouths. But I have an unsticker hanging from the pommel of my horse, and it’s really good.”

He got up and came back a moment later with a large wineskin and a meat pie half a yard wide (and this is no exaggeration, because there was a white rabbit inside that Sancho, when he felt it, thought was a goat, and not just a kid), and when he saw it he said: “Is this the kind of thing your grace takes along, señor?”

“What do you think?” said the other. “Am I by chance one of those poor-relative squires? I have better provisions on the haunches of my horse than a general takes with him when he goes on a campaign.”

Sancho ate without any urging and he drank wine in the darkness in large gulps, and said: “Your grace is certainly a faithful, loyal, and perfect, magnificent, and great squire, as can be seen by this banquet, which if it didn’t come here by enchantment, at least it seems like it. And unlike me, wretched and unfortunate that I am—all I have is some cheese hard enough to brain a giant, together with four dozen carob beans and as many hazelnuts and walnuts, thanks to the stinginess of my master. It’s his opinion, and the rule he keeps, that knights errant have to feed and sustain themselves only with nuts and herbs from the fields.”

“On my faith, brother,” replied the one of the Forest, “my stomach wasn’t made for thistles or wild pears, nor for roots from the forest. Let our masters keep their rules and laws of chivalry, and eat whatever they want. I have lunch baskets and this wineskin hanging from the pommel of my saddle, just in case. I’m so devoted to it, and I love it so much that few moments pass without my giving it a thousand kisses and hugs.”

And saying this, he put it in the hands of Sancho, who, raising it to his mouth, sat there looking at the stars for a quarter of an hour, and when he finished drinking, he cocked his head to one side and gave a great sigh, and said: “Oh, the son-of-a-bitch rascal, how good it is.”

“You see,” said he of the Forest when he heard Sancho say son of a bitch, “how you’ve praised that wine by calling it a son of a bitch.”

“I confess,” responded Sancho, “that I realize that it’s not an insult to call anyone a son of a bitch when it’s intended to praise him. But tell me, señor, on your mother’s life, isn’t this wine from Ciudad Real?”

“What a winetaster!” responded he of the Forest. “In truth it’s from nowhere else, and it has been aging a few years.”

“No need to tell me,” said Sancho. “Don’t think that it’s beyond me to recognize that wine. It’s not odd, señor squire, that I have such a good and natural instinct in matters of knowing wines, because just by the bouquet I can tell you the origin, type, flavor, vintage, and how it was decanted, with all of the other circumstances of the wine. But it’s no wonder since I had on my father’s side of the family two of the best winetasters La Mancha has had in a long time. To prove it, here’s something that happened to them one day. They gave both of them some wine to taste from a barrel, asking their opinion of the condition, characteristics, and goodness or badness of the wine. One of them put a drop of it on the tip of his tongue, and the other did no more than smell it. The first one said that it tasted of iron and the second said that it tasted more of Cordovan leather. The master said that the barrel was clean and that the wine had no added flavor at all that would have given it the flavor of iron or of leather. Even so, the two famous winetasters maintained what they had said. As time went by, the wine was sold, and when the barrel was cleaned they found a small key attached to a strap of leather inside. And that’ll show your grace if someone from that lineage can give his opinion about such things.”

“That’s why I say,” said he of the Forest, “we should stop wandering about seeking adventures. «We have loaves, let’s not look for cake». Let’s go home, and that’s where God will find us, if He wants.”

“I’ll serve my master until he goes to Zaragoza, then we’ll see.”

Finally, the two squires spoke and drank so much that sleep had to come to tie their tongues and moderate their thirst—eliminating it would have been impossible. And the two of them, still holding on to the almost empty wineskin, with partially chewed food still in their mouths, went to sleep, and that’s how we’ll leave them for the time being so we can relate what the Knight of the Forest said to don Quixote.

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

Among the conversations held between don Quixote and the Knight of the Forest, the history states that he of the Forest said to don Quixote: “So, señor knight, I would like you to know that my destiny, or, better said, my choice, led me to fall in love with the peerless Casildea de Vandalia. I say that she’s peerless because she has no equal either in the size of her body or in the degree of her rank or beauty. This Casildea de Vandalia that I’m talking about rewarded my pure thoughts and gallant desires by making me, as Hercules’ step-mother did, engage in many diverse and dangerous labors,
 prom​ising me after each one was finished that I would get what I hoped for at the conclusion of the following one. So one labor led to the next and I don’t know how many have been done nor which will be the last one​​​—the beginning of the fulfillment of my pure desires. Once, she made me challenge that famous giantess in Seville called La Giralda.
 She’s so robust and strong, as if she were made of bronze, and, without moving from where she stands, is the most changeable and fickle woman in the world. I went, I saw her, I conquered her, and I made her stay still because for more than a week only north winds blew.
 There was another time when she made me go to weigh the ancient stones of the massive Bulls of Guisando,
 an undertaking more suited to porters than to knights. Once she made me plunge into the pit of Cabra,
 an unheard of and fearful danger, telling me that I should bring her a description of what is enclosed in those dark depths. I stopped the movement of La Giralda, I weighed the Bulls of Guisando, I plunged into the pit and brought to light what was hidden in its abyss, and my hopes are still as dead as can be, and her orders more alive than ever.

“To conclude, she recently commanded me to roam through all the provinces in Spain and make all knights errant wandering through them confess that she alone is superior in beauty to any others living today, and that I’m the bravest and most enamored knight in the world. In pursuit of this quest I’ve combed most of Spain, and have vanquished many knights who have dared to contradict me. But the one that I’m proudest to have vanquished in a singular battle is that so-famous knight don Quixote de La Mancha, and I made him confess that my Casildea is more beautiful than his Dulcinea, and by this victory alone I consider that I’ve vanquished all the knights in the world because this don Quixote that I mention has conquered them all, and having defeated him, his glory, fame, and honor have been transfered to me:

The more the vanquished boast of fame,

so much the more the victors claim.

“So, all of his innumerable deeds of this already-mentioned don Quixote belong to me.”

Don Quixote was amazed when he heard what the Knight of the Forest had to say, a thousand times he was about to tell him that he was lying, and the denial was on the tip of his tongue, but he refrained from doing so in order to make him confess his lie from his own mouth: “That your grace, señor knight, has conquered most of the knights errant in Spain, I cannot comment about, but that you conquered don Quixote de La Mancha, I doubt it very much—per​haps it was another one who looked like him, although few do.”

“What do you mean?” said he of the Forest. “By the sky that covers us, I fought with don Quixote and conquered and overcame him—he’s a tall man with a withered face, his limbs are lanky and tanned, hair turning grey, an aquiline nose with a bit of a hook, and with a long drooping black mustache. He battles under the name of the Woebegone Knight​, and has as his squire a peasant named Sancho Panza. He mounts and holds the reins of a famous horse named Rocinante, and finally he has as the mistress of his will a certain Dulcinea del Toboso, called Aldonza Lorenzo, as mine, who, since she’s named Casilda and being from Andalusia, I call her Casildea de Vandalia. If all these features don’t suffice to establish the truth, here’s my sword, that will make incredulity itself believe it.”

“Calm down, señor knight,” said don Quixote, “and listen to what I want to tell you. I want you to know that this don Quixote that you’ve mentioned is my best friend in the whole world, so much so that I can say that I respect him as much as I do myself, and by the features that you’ve described to me, so accurate and solid, I have to believe that he was the same one that you’ve vanquished. On the other hand, what I see with my eyes and touch with my hands is that it cannot be true, unless it’s that since he has many enemy enchan​ters—especially one who pursues him regularly—one of them may have taken on his appearance and let himself be vanquished so as to defraud him of the fame that his chivalric deeds have won and earned for him throughout the known world. And to confirm this, I want you also to know that the enchanters, his enemies, transformed the figure and person of Dulcinea del Toboso into a coarse and low village girl, and in this same way they must have changed don Quixote. And if this doesn’t suffice to convince you, here’s don Quixote himself who will maintain it with weapons, on foot or on horseback, or in whatever way pleases you.”

As he said this, he stood up and took his sword in hand, waiting to find out what decision would be taken by the Knight of the Forest, who, with a calm voice, responded and said: “«Leaving a pledge doesn’t bother a good payer». He who once, señor don Quixote, could vanquish you in a transformed state, can certainly expect to conquer you in your original state. But since it isn’t a good idea to take up arms in the dark, like highwaymen and thugs, let’s wait for the day to arrive so the sun can witness our combat. And the condition of our battle must be that the conquered one must submit to the will of the victor and do whatever he’s told, provided that what is commanded be is proper for a knight to obey.”

“I’m more than happy with this agreement on terms,” responded don Quixote. 

Once they had said this, they went over to where their squires were, and they found them snoring and in the same position they were when sleep overtook them. They awakened them and told them to prepare their horses, because when day broke, the two of them were going to have a bloody, singular, and arduous battle, at which news Sancho became astonished and stunned, fearful for the well-being of his master because of the brave acts of the Knight of the Forest he’d heard his squire relate. But, without saying a word, the two squires went to fetch their mounts, for by this time the three horses and the donkey had smelled one another and were close together.

On the way over the Squire of the Forest said to Sancho: “I want you to know, brother, that there’s a custom in Andalusian duels—when the principals are fighting, their seconds don’t just stand around with their arms folded. I mention this because while our masters are fighting, we also have to fight and smash each other to bits.”

“That custom, señor squire,” responded Sancho, “may be true among ruffians and the combatants that you mention, but among squires of knights errant it’s quite unheard of. At least, I’ve never heard my master mention such a custom, and he knows all the rules and regulations of knight errantry. Even if I recognize that it’s true and a legitimate regulation that squires are supposed to fight while their masters do, I won’t to go along with it, but rather I’ll pay the fine imposed on all the peaceful squires. I’m pretty sure it won’t be more that two pounds of wax,
 and I’d rather pay those couple of pounds because I know that it’d cost me more in bandages to mend my head, for I can see it now split in half. Moreover, having no sword makes it impossible for me to fight since I never put one on in my whole life.”

“I have a good solution for that” said he of the Forest. “I have two linen sacks of the same size—you’ll take one and I’ll take the other, and we’ll fight with those equal weapons.”

“In that case, it’s all right,” responded Sancho, “because that kind of fight will dust us off more than it will wound us.”

“It won’t be that way,” said the other, “because we’ll put half a dozen nice smooth rocks that all weigh the same into those bags—to weigh them down—and in that way we can whack each other without harm.”

“Look,” responded Sancho, “put sable fur or cotton balls into the sacks so that our brains won’t get beaten out of us, or pulverize our bones! But even though they were filled with silkworm cocoons, señor mío, I won’t fight. Let our masters fight and have it out, and let’s drink and live, because time will finish us off without us looking around for reasons to end our lives before their time, when they’ll fall like ripe fruit.”

“Even so,” said he of the Forest, “we must fight, even if it’s only for half an hour.”

“No we won’t,” responded Sancho. “I won’t be so discourteous or so ungrateful that I’d pick even a small fight with someone with whom I’ve eaten and drunk. And what’s more, not being angry, who the devil would start a fight just like that?”

“For that,” said he of the Forest, “I’ll give sufficient reason, and that is before we begin to fight, I’ll walk up to your grace as nice as can be and give you three or four punches that will make you crumble at my feet, and with them I’ll arouse your anger, even though it’s as groggy as a dormouse.”

“I know another plan to counter that one,” responded Sancho, “which is just as good. I’ll take a club and before your grace can come to arouse my anger I’ll make your anger go to sleep with thwacks of my club in such a way that it won’t be awakened unless it’s in the other world, where it’s known that I don’t let my face be touched by anyone. «Let everyone look out for himself», for «no one knows the soul of another», and sometimes «you go out for wool and come back shorn», and «God blessed peace and cursed dissension», because «if a cat is shut up and cornered it turns into a lion», God knows what I can turn into being a man, so I’ll tell your grace, señor squire, all the harm and damage that comes from our fight will be on your shoulders.”

“All right,” said he of the Forest, “«God will send the new day and we’ll prosper».”

Just then a thousand kinds of multi-colored birds began to chirp in the trees and through their diverse and happy songs it seemed as if they were welcoming and greeting the fresh Aurora, who was beginning to show her beautiful face through the doors of the Orient, shaking from her hair an infinite number of liquid pearls. Grass was bathed in this gentle liquor and from it rained tiny pearls. Willows distilled delicious manna,
 fountains laughed, streams murmured, the forest rejoiced, and the meadows gloried in her coming. But hardly had the new light made it possible to see things, when the first thing that Sancho Panza saw was the nose of the Squire of the Forest, which was so big that it almost cast a shadow over his whole body. It’s said, in effect, that it was enormously large, hooked in the middle, and all covered with purple warts, like an eggplant. It extended the width of two fingers beneath his mouth, and when Sancho saw it, his feet and hands began to tremble like a child with epilepsy. He resolved in his heart to take two-hundred punches before he would let his wrath be aroused to fight this monster.

Don Quixote looked at his adversary, and found that he’d already put his helmet on and closed it so that he couldn’t see his face, but he saw that the man was burly and not very tall. Over his armor he had a tunic or coat made of a material that shone like very fine gold, and attached to it there were many little moons cut from shining mirrors that made him look very handsome. Fluttering on top of his helmet was a great number of green, yellow, and white feathers. The lance that was leaning against the tree was very long and stout, with a steel tip more than a span wide.

Don Quixote looked at and noted all this, and he judged from what he saw that the knight must be very strong. Not for this was he afraid like Sancho Panza—rather with calm courage he said to the Knight of the Mirrors: “If your eagerness to fight, señor knight, hasn’t taken away your courtesy, to it I appeal that you raise your visor a bit so that I can see if the gallantry of your face corresponds with that of your constitution.”

“Whether you come out of this undertaking vanquished or victor, señor knight,” said the Knight of the Mirrors, “you’ll have plenty of time and opportunity to see me, and if I don’t satisfy your curiosity now, it’s because it seems to me that I’m doing a notable disservice to the beautiful Casildea de Vandalia in wasting the time it would take to raise my visor before I made you confess what you know to be my affirmation.

“But while we’re mounting our horses,” said don Quixote, “you’ll surely be able to tell me if I’m that don Quixote you said you vanquished.”

“I’ll respond to that,” said he of the Mirrors. “You look like the knight I conquered like one egg looks like another. But the way you say you’re persecuted by enchanters, I won’t dare affirm that you’re that same one or not.”

“That’s enough,” responded don Quixote, “to convince me of your mistake. However, to rid you completely of your error, let our horses be brought. In less time that it would take you to raise your visor, if God, my lady, and my arm prevail, I’ll see your face, and you’ll see that I’m not the conquered don Quixote that you think.”

With this, they cut off their conversation, got on their horses, and don Quixote turned Rocinante around so he could pace off what he needed of the field in order to come back to attack his adversary, and he of the Mirrors did the same. But don Quixote had not gone twenty paces when he heard him of the Mirrors call him, and as they turned to face each other he of the Mirrors said: “Don’t forget, señor knight, that the condition of our battle is that the vanquished one, as I’ve said before, will be at the disposal of the conqueror.”

“I’m aware of that,” responded don Quixote, “provided what is imposed on the conquered one must be things that are within the bounds of chivalry.”

“Understood,” said he of the Mirrors.

Don Quixote then saw the strange nose of the squire, and he was no less astonished than Sancho, so much so that he thought he was some monster, or some new kind of man not from this world. Sancho, who saw his master readying to begin his run didn’t want to be alone with that big-nosed fellow, fearing that with just one slap of that nose on his own, his battle would be over, and from that one blow, or just from fright, he would be knocked to the ground. He ran after his master, grabbing onto one stirrup strap, and when he thought it was time for him to turn around, said: “I beg your grace, señor mío, before you go into battle, help me to climb into that cork tree from where I can see the gallant combat that your grace will have with this knight more comfortably and better than from on the ground.”

“I rather think,” said don Quixote, “that you want to climb to a higher place «to see the bulls without danger».”

“If I have to tell the truth,” responded Sancho, “the enormous nose of that squire has me astonished and filled with fear, and I don’t dare stay near him.”

“It’s such,” said don Quixote, “that if I weren’t who I am, it would terrify me as well, so come, and I’ll help you to climb where you want.”

While don Quixote delayed in order to help Sancho go up into the tree, he of the Mirrors was pacing off what he thought he needed of the field, and thinking don Quixote had done the same, without waiting for the blare of a trumpet or any other sound to advise them, he wheeled his horse around—and he was no swifter or better looking than Rocinante—and at the horse’s full speed (which was nothing more than a half trot), went to attack his enemy. But seeing him busy helping Sancho, he pulled back on the reins and stopped in the middle of his course, for which the horse was extremely thankful, since he could no longer budge. But it seemed to don Quixote that his enemy was flying toward him, and he kicked his spurs into the skinny flanks of Rocinante and made him race in such a way that this history says that this was the only time that he was known to run a bit—for all the other times he just trotted—and with this unheard-of fury he ran toward where he of the Mirrors was digging into his horse up to the buttons,
 without being able to move him an inch from where he’d stopped his course. 

At this opportune moment don Quixote found his contrary encumbered with his horse and fiddling with his lance, which he never, or couldn’t, or didn’t, have time to put in the lance rest. Don Quixote, who wasn’t paying attention to these hindrances, without risk and without any danger whatsoever, attacked him of the Mirrors with so much force that, much against his opponent’s will, he toppled him to the ground over the haunches of his horse. From the fall he could move neither hand nor foot, and gave the impression that he was dead.
As soon as Sancho saw that he’d fallen, he slipped down from the cork tree and went to where his master was. Don Quixote got off Rocinante and placed himself over him of the Mirrors, and unlaced the helmet to see if he was dead, or to give him air, if he happened to still be alive, and he saw… who can say what he saw without causing astonishment, wonder and awe in those who hear it? He saw, so says the history, the face, the figure, the aspect, and the effigy of the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, and as soon as he saw him, he shouted: “Come, Sancho, and look at what you will see but not believe. Hurry, my son, and see what magic can do; what sorcerers and enchanters can do.”

Sancho got there and when he saw the face of the bachelor Carrasco, he began to cross himself a thousand times at this totally unexpected sight. All the while, the flattened knight gave no sign of life, and Sancho said to don Quixote: “I’m of the opinion in any case, señor mío, that your grace should get down on one knee and plunge your sword into the mouth of this fellow who looks like the bachelor Sansón Carrasco. Maybe you’ll kill some of your enemies, the enchanters.”

“Not a bad idea,” said don Quixote, “because the fewer enemies, the better.”

Taking out his sword to put Sancho’s advice into effect, the squire of him of the Mirrors, now without the nose that had made him look so ugly, shouted loudly: “Watch what you’re doing señor don Quixote, because that fellow at your feet is the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, your friend, and I’m his squire.”

When Sancho saw him without that which caused his ugliness, said: “And what happened to your nose?”

To which he answered: “Here it is, in my pocket.”

And putting his hand into his right-hand pocket, he took out a nose made of pasteboard and varnish in the shape that has been described, and after Sancho had looked at him very carefully, he said in a very surprised voice: “Holy Mary help me! If it isn’t Tomé Cecial, my neighbor and pal.”

“Of course I am!” responded the un-nosed squire. “Tomé Cecial I am, friend and pal of Sancho Panza, and I’ll tell you right now the secrets, tricks, and scheming that brought me here. Meanwhile, ask and beg your master not to touch, abuse, wound, or kill the Knight of the Mirrors who he has at his feet, because without any doubt he is the daring and ill-advised bachelor Sansón Carrasco, our fellow townsman.”

Just then, he of the Mirrors came to, and when don Quixote saw it, he placed the point of the sword above his face and said: “You’re dead, knight, unless you confess that the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso is more beautiful than your Casildea de Vandalia. And in addition to this, you must promise to go to the city of El Toboso and appear before her on my behalf so that she can do with you whatever she pleases. And if she lets you go free you must come looking for me—for the trail of my deeds will guide you—and tell me what transpired with her. These conditions, in accordance with what we agreed to before our combat, are within the bounds of the rules of chivalry.”

“I confess,” said the fallen knight, “that the tattered and dirty shoe of the lady Dulcinea del Toboso is more worthy than the unkempt but clean beard of Casildea, and I promise to go and come back from her presence to yours and relate in minute detail what you’re asking of me.”

“You must also confess and believe,” added don Quixote, “that the knight you conquered was not, and could not have been don Quixote de La Mancha, but someone who looked like him, just as I confess and believe that you, although you look like the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, you’re not him, but rather another who looks like him, and that my enemies have given you his features to restrain and moderate the intensity of my wrath, so that I wouldn’t use the glory of my conquest to its fullest extent.”

“I confess, judge, and feel everything that you believe, judge and feel,” responded the battered knight. “Allow me to stand up, I beg you, if the pain of my fall will let me, because I’m pretty bad off.”

Don Quixote helped him get up, as did Tomé Cecial, his squire, whom Sancho looked at fixedly, asking him things the answers to which proved that he was really the Tomé Cecial he said he was. But the apprehension caused by what his master had said—that enchanters had changed the features of the Knight of the Mirrors to make him look like the bachelor Carrasco—prevented him from believing what his eyes were seeing. Finally, the master and servant remained deceived, and he of the Mirrors and his squire, angry and in bad shape, left don Quixote and Sancho with the intention of finding a village where they could get plasters applied to his ribs. Don Quixote and Sancho continued on their way to Zaragoza, where the history leaves them in order to explain who the Knight of the Mirrors and his nosed squire were.

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

Don Quixote was extremely happy, proud, and swelled-up for having achieved a victory over such a brave knight as he thought him of the Mirrors to be, from whose chivalric promise he hoped to find out if the enchantment of his lady persisted, since the vanquished knight was obliged to return and relate what had transpired between the two of them, otherwise he’d be stripped of his knighthood. But don Quixote was thinking one thing, and he of the Mirrors was thinking something else entirely, since his only thought was to find someplace to have plasters applied, as has been said.

The history says that when the bachelor Sansón Carrasco advised don Quixote to return to his curtailed chivalry, it was only after he’d had a secret meeting with the priest and barber about how they could make sure don Quixote would stay calmly at home and not be moved to go out on further ill-advised adventures. What was determined by common vote of all, and particularly the persuasion of Carrasco, was that they should encourage don Quixote to go out again, because stopping him seemed impossible, and that Sansón would follow him disguised as a knight errant. He would then do battle with him, since a pretext would be easy to find, and vanquish him—thinking it would be very easy—and they would have made a pact and agreement that the conquered one would be at the mercy of the victor; thus with don Quixote defeated, the bachelor knight would command him to go to his town and home and not leave for two years, or until he was told otherwise. It was very clear that the conquered don Quixote would do what he was commanded without question, so as not to contravene and break the laws of chivalry, and it might be that during the time of his forced retirement, he would forget his foolishness, or there would be an opportunity to find a reasonable cure for his madness.

Carrasco accepted the idea, and Tomé Cecial, friend and neighbor of Sancho Panza, and a jovial and lively fellow, volunteered to be his squire. Sansón put on the armor already described and Tomé Cecial put the false nose over his own, as already mentioned, so he wouldn’t be recognized by his friend when they saw each other, and they followed the same trail as don Quixote and almost found themselves involved in the adventure of the Cart of Death. They finally met them in the forest where everything happened that the careful reader has learned, and if it weren’t for don Quixote’s outlandis​h thoughts, where he was deluded into believing that the bachelor was not the bachelor, the señor bachelor would have forever been prevented from being graduated as a licenciado, «not finding nests where he expected to find birds».

Tomé Cecial, who saw how badly their plan had turned out, and the sorry ending to their journey, said to the bachelor: “Surely, señor Sansón Carrasco, we got what was coming to us. It’s easy enough to plan and take on an undertaking, but most of the time it’s hard to succeed in it. Don Quixote is crazy and we’re sane, yet he’s on the road sound and laughing, and your grace is beaten up and sad. Let’s ponder this—who is crazier: the person who can’t help it or the person who goes crazy of his free will?”

To which Sansón answered: “The difference between these two crazy people is that he who is crazy by nature will always be that way, and he who has chosen to be can stop being so whenever he wants.”

“That being so,” said Tomé Cecial, “I was crazy of my free will when I agreed to be your grace’s squire, and with that same free will I want to stop being one and go home.”

“Do what you want,” responded Sansón, “but if you think I’ll go home before I’ve thrashed don Quixote you’re very wrong. And it’s not my vow anymore to try to find him so that he’ll recover his sanity, but rather for revenge. The great pain in my ribs won’t allow me to have a more charitable thought.”

They talked about this until they got to a town where by chance there was a bonesetter who mended the unfortunate Sansón. Tomé Cecial turned back and left him, and Sansón stayed behind to plan his vengeance. The history will speak of him again at the right time, but for the time being it must share don Quixote’s joy.

Chapter XVI. About what happened to don Quixote with a discreet gentleman of La Mancha.
With joy, happiness, and vanity that have been mentioned, don Quixote continued his journey, thinking his recent victory was over the most valiant knight errant the world had at that time. He considered all the adventures that might befall him from then on as happily concluded. He cared little about enchantments or enchanters, and he forgot the infinite thwacks laid on him during the course of his chivalric career, as well as the hailstorm of stones that knocked out half his teeth, and the ungratefulness of the galley slaves, and even the Yangüesans and their shower of stakes. Finally, he said to himself that if he could find a method, way, or means to disenchant Dulcinea, he wouldn’t envy the greatest adventure that the bravest knight errant of ancient times ever performed.

He was engrossed in these thoughts when Sancho said to him: “Isn’t it something, señor—I still can see before my eyes the enormous and strange nose of my pal Tomé Cecial?”

“And do you think, Sancho, by chance, that the Knight of the Mirrors was the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, and his squire Tomé Cecial, your friend?”

“I don’t know what to say about that,” responded Sancho, “I only know that what he told me about his house, wife, and children, no one else could have told me except him, and his face, once his nose was taken off, was the same as Tomé Cecial’s, just like I frequently saw it in my town, since he lives next door to my own house; and the tone of his voice was the same.”

“Let’s be logical,” replied don Quixote. “How can it be that the bachelor Sansón Carrasco would come dressed as a knight errant with offensive and defensive arms, to fight me? Have I been his enemy by chance? Have I ever given him rise to bear me a grudge? Am I his rival, or has he taken up arms out of envy of the fame that I’ve won through my own arms?”

“What can we say, señor,” responded Sancho, “about the appearance of that knight, whoever he was, which jibed perfectly with that of the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, and that of his squire, my pal Tomé Cecial? And if its enchantment at work, as your grace has said, weren’t there two others in the world they might look like?”

“It’s all artifice and tricks,” responded don Quixote, “of the perverse magicians that pursue me. Foreseeing that I would be victorious in the fray, they arranged for the vanquished knight to have the face of my friend the bachelor, so that the friendship I have for him would get between the point of my sword and the severity of my arm, and moderate the righteous ire in my heart, and in this way I spared the life of him who wanted to take mine through deceit and fraud. For proof of all this, Sancho, you know by experience that will not allow you to lie or deceive, how easy it is for enchanters to change faces of others, turning a beautiful one into an ugly one, since just two days ago you saw with your own eyes the beauty and fine appearance of Dulcinea in their entire and natural form, and I saw only an ugly, low, and coarse peasant girl, with cataracts over her eyes, and with a bad smell in her mouth. So, if there’s an enchanter so perverse as to perform such a bad transformation, it’s no wonder that he has produced those with Sansón Carrasco and your friend in order to snatch the glory of the victory from my hands. But there’s consolation in any case, because no matter what form he was in, I still vanquished my foe.”

“God knows the truth about everything,” responded Sancho.


Since the transformation of Dulcinea had been his own trick and deception the wild ideas of his master didn’t convince him. But he couldn’t answer back, so his hoax wouldn’t be discovered.

They were in the midst of this conversation when a man who was behind them on the same road passed by riding a grey mare, dressed in an overcoat made of fine green material, with appliqués of tan triangles made of velvet, and with a cap of the same velvet. The trappings of the mare were for country riding, with a short-stirruped saddle, likewise of purple and green. He wore a short curved Moorish sword suspended from a wide green and gold strap. His spurs were not golden, but coated with a green lacquer, so shiny and burnished, that when they were taken with his outfit as a whole, they seemed better than if they had been made of purest gold. When the traveler drew up to them, he greeted them courteously, and spurring his mare on, passed them by. But don Quixote called to him: “Señor, if it happens that you’re taking the same road we are, and you’re not in a hurry, I would be pleased if we could travel together.”

“In truth,” responded he of the mare, “I wouldn’t have sped by if I weren’t afraid that the company of my mare would excite your horse.”

“You can,” responded Sancho, “rein in your mare, señor, because our horse is the most chaste and best behaved one in the world. On similar occasions he has never done any vile deed, and the one time he behaved badly, my master and I paid sevenfold for it. I say once again that you can join us, if you want, for even if your mare were given to him on a silver platter, he wouldn’t look at her.”

The traveler pulled on his reins, astonished at the appearance and face of don Quixote, who was traveling without a helmet, since Sancho had placed it over the pommel of his donkey’s packsaddle, and if the man in green studied don Quixote, much more did don Quixote study the man in green, seeming to him to be a man of good sense. He looked about fifty years old, with few grey hairs and an aquiline face, his expression somewhere between merry and grave. Finally, in his dress and appearance he gave the impression of being a man of worth.

What the man in green thought about don Quixote of La Mancha was that he’d never before seen a man of that type and appearance. He marveled at the length of his horse, the size of his body, the leanness and sallow aspect of his face, his armor, his gestures and demeanor—a person whose appearance hadn’t been seen in that area for a very long time. Don Quixote noticed the way the traveler was inspecting him, and since he could tell what he wanted to know by means of the man’s astonishment, and since he was so courteous and fond of pleasing everyone, before the man asked him anything, he anticipated it by saying: “I don’t wonder that you’re surprised at the way I look since my appearance is so different from what one ordinarily sees. But you won’t be surprised any longer when I tell you, as I’m doing now, that I’m a knight 
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who go off to adventures

“I departed from my house, pawned my estate, left the comforts of home, and turned myself over to the arms of Fortune so they could take me wherever they pleased. I tried to resuscitate the now dead order of knight errantry, and for many days now, stumbling here, tripping there, falling headlong over here, but getting up over there, I’ve fulfilled most of my wishes, rescuing widows, protecting maidens, and sheltering married women and orphans—which is the natural occupation of knights errant. Owing to my brave, numerous, and Christian deeds I’ve been rewarded by being in print in almost all or most of the nations of the world. Thirty thousand copies have been printed of my history, and thirty thousand times a thousand more are on their way to being printed, if heaven doesn’t put a stop to it. To summarize it in a few words, or in just one, I say that I’m don Quixote de La Mancha, also called the Woebegone Knight. Although «he who praises himself spatters himself» I’m forced to do it at times, such as when no one else is present who can do it for me. So, señor, neither this horse, this lance, nor this shield, nor squire, nor all of my armor, nor the sallowness of my face, nor my lean figure need surprise you anymore, having learned who I am and the profession I follow.”

Don Quixote remained silent after he said this, and the man in green, since he took so long in answering, seemed unable to respond. But after a while he said: “You were exactly right in figuring out by my astonishment what I wanted to know. But you haven’t been able to mitigate the wonder caused in me just by seeing you. Since, as you say, señor, by finding out who you are should have eradicated my wonder, it hasn’t been that way at all, since now that I know who you are, my fascination and amazement are only increased. How is it possible that there are knights errant in the world today, and that there are histories published about real chivalric deeds? I cannot persuade myself that there are people today who help widows, protect maidens, honor married women, or rescue orphans, and I wouldn’t have believed it until I saw it with my own eyes. Thank heaven, because with this history your grace says has been published dealing with your high and true chivalric deeds, the innumerable ones about fictional knights errant—which the world was filled with and which have so corrupted good manners and have so deprecated the true histories—can now be cast into oblivion.”

“There’s much to be said,” responded don Quixote, “as to whether or not the histories of knights errant are fictional or not.”

“Well, is there anybody who doubts” said the Green one, “that those histories are not false?”

“I doubt it,” responded don Quixote, “and let’s leave it at that for the moment. If our journey lasts, I hope to make your grace see that you haven’t done well in going along with the stream of those who maintain they’re not true.”

From this last remark by don Quixote the traveler began to suspect that don Quixote must be some half-wit, and he expected other remarks to confirm it. But before they engaged in other conversations, don Quixote begged him to say who he was, since he himself had already revealed who he was and told something of his own life. To which he of the Green Coat responded: “I, señor Woebegone Knight, am an hidalgo from a village where we will eat lunch today, if God is pleased. I’m more than moderately rich and my name is don Diego de Miranda. I live with my wife and my children. My pastimes are those of hunting and fishing. I don’t have either a hawk or any greyhounds, but rather a tame partridge
 and a daring ferret. I have as many as six dozen books, some in Spanish and some in Latin, mostly dealing with history, but some are devotional. Those about chivalry have not come over the threshold of my door. I turn pages more in the secular books than the devout ones, as long as they’re appropriate entertainment, which delight with their language and their invention maintains one’s interest, although of these there are very few in Spain. I eat sometimes with my neighbors and friends, and I frequently invite them to dine. My banquets are neat and well-stocked, I don’t like to gossip, nor do I allow anyone to gossip in front of me. I don’t meddle in the lives of others, nor do I spy on other men’s actions. I go to mass daily and share my wealth with the poor, without making too much of my charitable works, so as not to allow hypocrisy or boastfulness to enter my heart, for they are enemies that can subtly take possession of the most modest heart. I try to reconcile those who are at odds with each other. I’m a devotee of Our Lady and trust in the infinite mercy of Our Lord.”

Sancho was listening very carefully to the life and pastimes of the hidalgo, and they seemed to him good and holy, and that whoever lived such a life must be able to work miracles, so he threw himself from his donkey with great speed and went to grasp his right stirrup and with a devout heart and almost in tears he kissed his feet again and again. When the hidalgo saw what was going on, he asked Sancho: “What are you doing, brother? Why all those kisses?”

“Let me keep kissing,” responded Sancho, “because it seems to me that your grace is the first saint on horseback that I’ve seen in all the days of my life.”

“I’m not a saint,” responded the hidalgo, “but a great sinner. You certainly, brother, must be good, as your simplicity demonstrates.”

Sancho went back to his mount, having brought out a laugh from the profound melancholy of his master, and caused fresh astonishment in don Diego.

Don Quixote asked him how many children he had, and went on to say that one of the things that the philosophers of old—who lacked the true knowledge of God—considered very important was in the area of possessing the gifts of nature, in those of Fortune, in having many good friends, and in having many and good children.

“I, señor don Quixote,” responded the hidalgo, “have one son, and if I didn’t have him, I might consider myself more fortunate than I am, and not because he’s bad, but because he isn’t turning out quite as good as I had wished. He’s about eighteen years old, and for six has been in Salaman​ca, learning the Greek and Latin languages, and when I wanted him to go on to study other sciences, I found that he was so engrossed in poetry—if you can call that a science—it wasn’t possible to persuade him to take up the study of law, or the queen of them all, theology. I would like him to be an honor to his family, since we’re living at a time when the crown prizes a good and virtuous education—because an education without virtue is pearls on a dung heap. He spends all day trying to find out if Homer succeeded or not in a certain verse of the Iliad, if Martial
 was indecent or not in a particular epigram, or how you have to understand certain verses of Virgil. In short, his life is devoted to the books of those poets I mentioned, and those of Horace,
 Persius,
 Juvenal,
 and Tibullus.
 He holds the people who write in Spanish in little esteem, and even though he seems to dislike poetry in Spanish, he’s now wracking his brain trying to gloss four verses they sent him from Sala​manca
—I think it’s some kind of literary joust.”

To all this don Quixote responded: “Children señor, are part and parcel of the bowels of their parents, thus they are to be loved, no matter how good or bad they are, as much as we love our life-giving souls. The job of parents is to guide them from when they’re small, along the path of virtue, good upbringing, and good Christian customs, so that when they grow up, they can be a comfort to the old age of their parents and a glory to their descendants. And insofar as forcing them to study this or that science, I don’t believe it’s a good idea, although trying to persuade them seems harmless enough. And if they don’t study with an aim to pane lucrando,
 when the student is lucky enough for heaven to have given him parents who will permit it, I’d be of the opinion that they should allow him to study anything that they see he’s most inclined to, and although poetry is less useful than pleasure-giving, it isn’t among those pursuits that will dishonor the person who possesses them.

“Poetry, señor hidalgo, in my opinion, is like a tender young maiden who is beautiful beyond all measure, and whom other maidens are trying to enrich, polish, and beautify. These maidens are the other sciences, and she’s served by them all and they all find their worth through her. But this maiden doesn’t want to be handled or dragged through the streets, nor paraded about in the corners of the plaza or into the corners of palaces. She’s made of the alchemy of strength that he who knows how to do it can turn her into purest gold of inestimable price. But he who possesses her must keep her within bounds, not allowing her to get into clumsy satires or in soulless sonnets. Nor should she be sold, unless it’s in heroic poems, in moving tragedies, or in merry, well-crafted plays. She shouldn’t be allowed to fall into the hands of buffoons or the ignorant masses, who are not capable of understanding or appreciating the treasures she encompasses. And don’t think, señor, that I mean that only the masses are ignorant—for anyone who is ignorant, even though he be a lord or a prince, can and should be counted among them. So, if the poet possesses requirements that I’ve mentioned, he’ll be famous and appreciated in all civilized nations of the world.

“Insofar as what you say, señor, about your son not appreciating poetry written in Spanish, I don’t think he’s right, and this is the reason: the great Homer didn’t write in Latin because he was Greek, nor did Virgil write in Greek because he was a Roman. So, all the ancient poets wrote in the language they were born into, and they didn’t seek foreign languages in which to declare their lofty conceits. And this being so, it’s reasonable that all nations should rightly follow this custom; the German poet should not be thought less of because he writes in his own language, nor the Castilian, nor even the Basque who writes in his.

“But your son, señor, the way I see it, isn’t so much at odds with Spanish verse as he is with poets who just know Spanish, without knowing other languages or other branches of knowledge to embellish, awaken, and nurture their natural inspiration. Even in this he may be wrong, because—if it’s true as they say—«the poet is born».
 That is, the natural poet is born a poet out of his mother’s womb. And with this propensity that heaven gave him, without further study or discipline, he writes things that prove what the man said: Est deus in nobis, &c.”
 I also say that the natural poet who makes use of art will be better than and will surpass the poet who strives to be one through art alone. The reason is that art doesn’t surpass nature, it just perfects it, and when nature is combined with art, and art with nature, they will bring out the most perfect poet.

“Let this be the conclusion of my speech, señor—your grace should allow your son to travel the road on which his star leads him, and since he’s as good a student as he should be, and having risen happily to the first step of the essential disciplines, which is that of languages, with them he shall rise to the height of humane letters, which greatly complement a secular knight, and adorn, honor, and extol him, as miters do bishops, or as robes do learned judges. Scold your son if he writes satires that damage other people’s honor—punish him and tear them up. But if he writes discourses in the style of Horace, where he reprehends vices in general, which Horace did so well, praise him, because the poet is allowed to write against envy and to speak ill of the envious in his verses, and the same with the other vices, provided that he not single out any individual. But there are poets who risk—just to say one spiteful thing—being exiled to the islands of Pontus.
 If a poet is virtuous in his way of life, he also will be in his verses. The pen is the tongue of the soul—and if his conceits are engendered with virtue in his soul, his writings will reflect that virtue. And when kings and princes discover the miraculous art of poetry in wise, earnest, and good citizens, they will honor, appreciate, and make them rich, and will crown them with leaves of the tree that lightning never strikes,
 as if to show that people with such crowns adorning their heads are to be respected.”

The Man in the Green Coat was amazed at the discourse of don Quixote—so much so that he was losing the opinion that he formed that the other was a half-wit. But in the middle of this speech, Sancho—since he found it a bit tedious—had gotten off the road to get a little milk from some shepherds who were milking sheep nearby. Just as the hidalgo was getting ready to continue the conversation, extremely satisfied with don Quixote’s intelligence and reasoning, don Quixote looked up and saw coming along the road toward them, a cart flying royal pennants. And thinking that it must be some new adventure, he shouted to Sancho to come and give him his helmet. Sancho, hearing himself being called, left the shepherds, and as quickly as he could, returned to his master, to whom a frightening and reckless adventure happened.

Chapter XVII. Wherein is declared the height and extreme to which the unheard-of bravery of don Quixote reached or could ever reach, with the very fortunate conclusion of the Adventure of the Lions.

The history relates that when don Quixote was calling to Sancho to take him his helmet, he was purchasing some cottage cheese the shepherds were selling him, and pressed by the haste of his master, didn’t know what to do with it, nor how he could carry it back. So as not to waste it, since he’d already paid for it, he thought he would put it in his master’s helmet, and with these good provisions, he returned to his master to see what he wanted: “My friend, give me my helmet—for either I know little about adventures, or I can see one over there that will and does need me to take up arms.”

He of the Green Coat heard this and looked everywhere and found nothing other than a cart coming toward them with two or three small pennants, which were intended to show that the cart was carrying currency belonging to his majesty, and that’s exactly what he told don Quixote.

But don Quixote didn’t believe it, firmly convinced that everything that happened to him had to be adventures and more adventures, so he replied to the hidalgo: “«Forewarned is forearmed». Nothing is lost by my being prepared. I know from experience that I have visible and invisible enemies, and I don’t know when, where, at what moment, nor in what shape they will attack me.”

And turning to Sancho, he asked for his helmet, and since Sancho hadn’t had time to take the cottage cheese out, he had to hand it over as it was. Don Quixote took it, without noticing what was in it, and quickly put it onto this head. Since the cottage cheese was squeezed, the whey began to trickle down all over don Quixote’s face and beard, which startled him so much that he said to Sancho: “What can this be, Sancho? You’d think my brain was softening or I’m sweating from head to foot. And if it’s sweat, in truth it’s not from fear. Doubtless this is a terrible adventure that is about to happen to me. Give me, if you have anything, something to wipe my face with, for the copious sweat is blinding my eyes.”

Sancho said nothing and handed him a piece of cloth, and gave with it thanks to God that his master hadn’t discovered the truth of the matter. Don Quixote cleaned off his face and took off the helmet to see what it was that, in his opinion, was cooling off his head, and when he saw that white mush inside his helmet, he brought it to his nose, and when he’d smelled it he said: “On the life of my lady Dulcinea del Toboso, this is cottage cheese that you put in my helmet, you traitor, scoundrel and ill-bred squire!”

To which with great calm and dissimulation Sancho responded: “If it’s cottage cheese, give it to me, your grace, and I’ll eat it. But let the devil eat it since he must have put it there. Would I dare dirty your grace’s helmet? Do you think I’m to blame? On my faith, señor, God makes me think that I also must have enchanters who pursue me, as a part of your grace, and they must have put that slop there to change your patience to anger and to cause my ribs to be pummeled as usual. But in truth they’re off the mark this time. I trust in the good sense of my master who will have considered that I don’t have any cottage cheese, nor milk, nor anything of the kind, and if I had any, I’d put it in my stomach rather than in the helmet.”

“Anything is possible,” said don Quixote.

The hidalgo saw everything and everything left him amazed, especially when, after don Quixote cleaned off his head, face, beard, and helmet, he put it back on his head and making himself fast in his stirrups, girding his sword and grasping his lance, he said: “Now, come what may, for I have enough courage to take on Satan himself.”

At that moment the cart with the pennants drew near, on which there were no people other than the carter on one of the mules and another man sitting on the front of the cart. Don Quixote placed himself in front of the cart and said: “Where are you going, brothers? Whose cart is this? What are you transporting in it and whose pennants are those?”

To which the carter responded: “The cart is my own; what I’m transporting is two fierce lions in cages, which the General of Orán is sending to the Court as presents for his majesty; the pennants are his majesty’s own, to show that this is something of his.”

“And are the lions big?” asked don Quixote.

“So big,” responded the man who was on his way back to the door of the cage, “that larger ones, nor even as large, have never been transported before between Africa and Spain. I’m the lion keeper and I’ve brought others over but none like these. They’re a female and a male. The male is in this first cage, the female in the one behind. They’re hungry because they haven’t eaten today. So, your grace, get out of the way because I have to find a place soon where I can feed them.”

To which don Quixote said with a half smile: “Little lions for me? For me, little lions, and at this time of day? Well, by God, those men who sent them to me will see if I’m a man to be frightened by lions or not. Get down, my good man, and since you’re the lion keeper, open those cages and send those beasts out—for in the middle of this field I’ll show them who don Quixote de La Mancha is, in spite of all the enchanters who have sent them to me.”

“Aha,” the hidalgo said to himself at this point. “At last, this good knight has shown who he is. The cottage cheese has doubtless softened his brain.”

At his point, Sancho went to the hidalgo and said: “Señor, for God’s sake, your grace, see that my master doesn’t take on these lions, for if he does, they’ll tear us all to bits.”

“Is your master so crazy,” responded the hidalgo, “that you fear and believe he’ll take on such fierce animals?”

“He’s not crazy,” responded Sancho, “just daring.”

“I’ll see that he doesn’t do it,” replied the hidalgo.

And approaching don Quixote, who was pressing the lion keeper to open the cages, said: “Señor knight, knights errant should undertake adventures that promise a favorable outcome, and not engage in those that cannot. Courage that invades the territory of recklessness smacks more of foolhardiness than bravery. Moreover, these lions are not here to do battle with you, nor are they even dreaming about it. They’re presents for his majesty and it’s not a good idea to stop them nor hinder their progress.”

“Get out of the way, your grace, señor hidalgo,” responded don Quixote, “and tend to your tame partridge and your daring ferret, and leave everyone to his own business. This is mine, and I know if these señores lions are really meant for me or not.”

And turning to the lion keeper, he said: “I swear, you knave, if you don’t open the cages right now, I’ll pin you to this cart with my lance!”

The carter saw the resolve of that phantom in armor and said: “Señor mío, if your grace pleases, out of charity, let me unyoke the mules and put them and myself where we’ll be safe before the lions are released, because if they kill my mules, I’ll be ruined for the rest of my life—I have no property other than this cart and these mules.”

“Oh, man of little faith!”
 responded don Quixote, “Get down and unyoke the mules and do whatever you want. Soon you’ll see that your trouble was in vain and that you didn’t have to take that precaution.”

The carter got down and unyoked the mules in great haste, and the lion keeper cried out: “All those who are here, be my witnesses that against my will and having been forced, I’m opening the cages and releasing the lions, and that I’m warning this man that all the harm and damage they may do are his responsibility, including my wages and fees. Your graces, señores, take cover before I open the cages. I’m sure they won’t harm me.”

Once again the hidalgo tried to persuade him not to do that mad act, because taking on such a foolish thing was tempting God. To which don Quixote responded that he knew what he was doing. The hidalgo told him to consider it carefully, and that he was convinced he was mistaken.

“Now, señor,” replied don Quixote, “if your grace doesn’t want to witness this act you think will be a tragedy, spur your gray mare and go where it’s safe.”

When Sancho heard this, with tears in his eyes he begged him to stop that perilous undertaking, in comparison to which the windmills, the fearful adventure of the fulling mills, and all the other deeds he’d attempted in his entire life, had been cakes and cookies. “Look, señor,” said Sancho, “there’s no enchantment here nor anything of the kind. I saw the real claw of a lion between the bars of the cage, and I judge by the size of the claw that the lion itself must be bigger than a mountain.”

“Fear, at least,” responded don Quixote, “will have made it seem larger than half the world. Stand back, Sancho, and leave me alone, and if I should die here, you know our longstanding agreement—you’ll go to Dulcinea… and I’ll say no more.”

He added further comments that made Sancho realize that he was not about to give up his foolish intent. The man in the Green Coat would have tried to thwart him, but he was not nearly as well armed, and he realized that it was not prudent to take on a crazy man—for that’s exactly what don Quixote appeared to be. The knight again pressed the lion keeper and renewed his threats, all of which inspired the hidalgo to spur his mare, Sancho his donkey, and the carter his mules, all of them trying to get as far away from the cart as they could before the lions were released.

Sancho was weeping over the impending death of his master, for that time he believed without any doubt he was going directly into the claws of the lion. He cursed his luck and thought it was a very ill-fated moment when he got the idea to serve him again. But even though he was crying and lamenting, he still didn’t fail to whip his donkey to get away from the cart. The lion keeper, seeing that those who were fleeing were a good distance away, tried again to dissuade and warn don Quixote the same way he’d tried to already. He responded that he had heard him and didn’t care to hear any more dissuasions or warnings, for they would all have little effect, and also the lion keep​er shouldn’t waste any more time. During the time the lion keeper took to open the first cage, don Quixote considered if it would be better to do the battle on foot rather than on horseback, and finally decided to do it on foot, fearing that Rocinante would be spooked when he saw the lions. For this reason, he jumped off the horse, threw down his lance, clasped his shield, and, unsheathing his sword, step by step, with marvelous courage and with a brave heart, placed himself in front of the cart, commending himself to God with all his heart, and then to his lady Dulcinea.

And it should be said that when the author got to this point in this true history, he exclaims: “Oh, strong and beyond all exaggeration dauntless don Quixote de La Mancha, mirror in which all of the valiant men in the world may see themselves, a second and new Manuel de León,
 who was the glory and honor of Spanish knights! What words can I use to describe this so frightening deed, or with what words can I make future ages believe it, or what praise is there that will not be fitting, no matter how much exaggeration is used? You on foot, alone, intrepid, heroic, with a single sword—and not one of those really sharp ones from Toledo—with a none too shiny or clean steel shield, are waiting for the two fiercest lions that were ever born in the African jungles. Let your own deeds serve as praise, you brave Manchegan—for here I’ll leave your deeds at their height, lacking the words to describe them.”

Here the exclamation of the author ends and he continued, getting back to the thread of his story saying:

Now that the lion keeper saw that don Quixote was ready, and that he couldn’t avoid releasing the male lion—fearing the enmity of the indignant and daring knight—opened wide the door of the first cage where the lion, as has been said, was. This lion seemed inordinately large and had a fearful and ugly face. The first thing the lion did was to turn around in the cage, where he’d been lying, extend his claws, and stretch all over. He opened his mouth wide and yawned very slowly, and with a tongue almost a foot long, he licked the dust from his eyes and washed his face. Then he stuck his head out of the cage and looked everywhere with eyes that looked like ret-hot coals, with a look and an attitude that would instill fright in fear itself. But don Quixote watched him fixedly, wanting him to jump out of his cage and to attack, planning to tear the poor creature to shreds.

His unheard-of madness reached this height. But the generous lion, more courteous than arrogant, indifferent to all this childishness and bravado, after having looked all around, as has been said, turned back, showing his rear end to don Quixote, and with great apathy and sluggish​ness, returned to lie down in his cage.
 When don Quixote saw this, he commanded the lion keeper to give him a few whacks and provoke him so he’d come out.

“I’ll not do that,” responded the lion keeper, “because if I do, the first one he’ll claw to pieces will be me. Be content, your grace, señor knight, with what you’ve done, since nothing more can be said of your bravery. Don’t tempt Fortune a second time. The lion has his door open before him. Let him decide if he wants to come out or not. But since he hasn’t come out yet, he won’t come out all day. The greatness of your bravery has been well proven. No courageous fighter, the way I understand it, is obliged to do any more than challenge his enemy and wait for him in the field of battle, and if his contrary doesn’t show up, in him lies the infamy, and the person who waits ready to fight wins the crown of victory.”

“That’s true,” responded don Quixote, “so close the door, my friend, and write me an affidavit in as good a form as you can, about what you saw me do—to wit: you opened the door of the lion’s cage; I waited for him; he didn’t come out; I kept waiting; he remained in the cage and went back to lie down. There’s nothing more I can do, and there’s no enchantment. And may God let reason, truth, and true chivalry prosper. So close the cage while I signal those who fled so they can find out from your own mouth what transpired here.”

The lion keeper did what he was asked, and don Quixote attached to the point of his lance the cloth he’d used to wipe the trickles of cottage cheese from his face, and began to call those who were still fleeing while still looking back at every step, with the hidalgo in green bringing up the rear. But when Sancho saw the signal with the white cloth, he said: “May they kill me if my master didn’t vanquish the fierce beasts—he’s summoning us.”

The others reined in and realized that the person who was waving the cloth was don Quixote, and with their fear partially relieved, they cautiously returned to where they could hear don Quixote calling them. Finally, they returned to the cart, and when they got there, don Quixote said to the carter: “You can yoke up your mules and go your way, and you, Sancho, give two escudos in gold to him and the lion keeper in recompense for the delay I’ve caused them.”

“I’ll give them with great pleasure,” responded Sancho, “but what happened to the lions? Are they dead or alive?”

Then the lion keeper related in great detail the course of the combat, exaggerating the bravery of don Quixote as well as he could and knew how—how the lion was unnerved at the sight of don Quixote and refused to leave his cage, although the cage was left open more than enough time. He also said that he’d told that knight that it was tempting God to irritate the lion in order to force him out against the lion’s wishes, and that don Quixote, contrary to his own will, had permitted him to close the cage.

“What do you think of that, Sancho?” said don Quixote. “Are there enchantments that can have any effect against true bravery? Enchanters may well be able to rob my good fortune—but my resolve and courage, never!”

Sancho gave them the escudos, the carter yoked up his mules, the lion keeper kissed don Quixote’s hand for the favor received, and promised to tell the king himself about the brave deed when he saw him in court.

“If his majesty should ask who did that deed, you will tell him it was the Knight of the Lions, for that’s what I want my old name, the Woebegone Knight, to be changed to, altered, transformed, and made over into from now on, and in this I’m following the ancient custom of knights errant, who changed their names whenever they wanted, or whenever it seemed appropriate.”

The cart went on its way, and don Quixote, Sancho, and the man in the Green Coat went theirs. In all this time don Diego de Miranda had not said a word, being absorbed in looking at and noting the deeds and words of don Quixote, for it seemed to him that he was a sane crazy man and a crazy man who was leaning toward being sane. The first part of his history had not yet come to his notice. If he’d read it, his wonder would have disappeared since he would have known what kind of madness he suffered from. But since he didn’t know, sometimes he took him for sane and other times for crazy, because what he said was well put together, elegant, and well stated, and what he did was foolish, reckless, and stupid. He said to himself: “What can be crazier than to put on a helmet filled with cottage cheese and believe that enchanters were softening his brains, and what greater recklessness and foolishness can there be than to want to fight lions?”

Don Quixote roused him from these thoughts and this soliloquy, when he said: “Who doubts, señor Diego de Miranda, that your grace must hold me as a fool and a crazy man? And it wouldn’t be too far off the mark since my deeds seem to point to nothing else. But withal, I want your grace to be aware that I’m not as crazy and diminished as I must have appeared. A gallant knight who gives a fortunate lance stroke to a fierce bull in the middle of the plaza must look good in the eyes of the king. A knight dressed in shining armor who competes in animated jousts must look good to the ladies. And all those knights who engage in military exercises, or exercises that look military in nature, entertain and gladden people, and, if I may say so, honor the court of their princes. But above all of these, a knight errant seems to be the best, for he wanders through deserts, wilderness, crossroads, forests, and mountains, seeking dangerous adventures with the intention of bringing them to a happy conclusion, for the sole purpose of achieving glorious and lasting fame. A knight errant rescuing a widow in some barren place, I say, seems better than a courtly knight wooing a damsel in the city. Every knight has his particular function: let the courtly knight serve the ladies, glorify his king at court with his handsome uniforms, feed the poor knights with splendid food at his table, arrange jousts, take part in tournaments, and show himself to be liberal and magnificent, and above all a good Christian—in this way he’ll fulfill his precise obligations.

“But let the knight errant scour the corners of the earth, penetrate into the most intricate labyrinths, attack impossible things every step of the way, resist the burning rays of the desert sun in the middle of summer, and in winter, the cruel bitterness of the winds and snows. He won’t let lions terrify, nor monsters frighten, nor dragons daunt him, for seeking these, attacking those, and vanquishing all of them are his main and true exercise. I, then, since it was my fate to be among the knights errant, can’t help but take on everything that seems to me to fall under the purview of my profession; so attacking lions, which I just did, was something I had to do, even though it seemed to be foolhardy recklessness. I well know what bravery is—it’s a virtue somewhere between the two vices of cowardice and foolhardiness. But it will be better for the brave man to rise to the point of recklessness rather than to lower to the point of cowardice. So just as it’s easier for the generous person to be more liberal than the miser, it’s easier for the reckless man to be truly brave than for the coward. Insofar as taking on adventures is concerned, believe me, señor don Diego, it’s better to lose by a card too many than one too few, because it sounds better in the ears of those who hear ‘that knight is reckless and daring’ than ‘that knight is timid and cowardly.’ ”

“I say, señor don Quixote,” responded don Diego, “that everything you’ve said is proven by reason itself, and I can see that if the rules and laws of knight errantry were lost, they could be found in your grace’s heart as they would be in their own storehouse and archive. And let’s hurry because it’s getting late. We’ll go to my village and house where your grace can rest from your travails, which—if these weren’t of the body, they certainly were of the spirit—frequently results in fatigue of the body.”

“I accept your offer as a great favor and kindness, señor don Diego,” responded don Quixote.

And spurring their horses more than they had before, it was probably about two in the afternoon when they arrived at the village and house of don Diego, whom don Quixote called the Knight of the Green Coat.
Chapter XVIII. About what happened to don Quixote in the castle of the Knight of the Green Coat, with other extravagant things.

Don Quixote found the house of don Diego to be as expansive as a village. But the coat of arms—carved in soft stone, above the door leading to the street, the wine-cellar in the patio, and the underground food-storage area at the gate, and many clay vats all around (since they were made in El Toboso), renewed his memory of the enchanted and transformed Dulcinea. And, giving a sigh, without realizing what he was saying, nor in whose presence he was, he said:

Oh, you sweet treasures, to my sorrow found! 

 Once sweet and welcome when it was heaven’s good‑will.

“Oh, you Tobosan vats, who have brought to mind the sweet treasure of my greatest bitterness!”

The student-poet, son of don Diego, who had come out with his mother, heard him say this as they went out to receive him, and both the mother and son were amazed to see the strange figure of don Quixote, who, when he got down from Rocinante, went over to take the lady’s hand and kiss it. Don Diego said: “Señora, receive with your accustomed affability señor don Quixote de La Mancha, who is the person before you, a knight errant, and the bravest and shrewdest one in the world.”

The lady, who was named doña Cristina, received him with great affection and courtesy, and don Quixote offered his services courteously and politely. He used almost the same polite expressions with the student, who, when he heard don Quixote talk, considered him to be sharp and keen-witted.

Here the author describes all the details of don Diego’s house, depicting everything that a house belonging to a rich country gentleman contains. But the translator of this history thought he would pass over these and similar details in silence, because they didn’t fit in with the main purpose of the history, which derives its strength from the truth rather than from boring digressions.

They ushered don Quixote into a room where Sancho took his armor off, leaving him in his Walloon pants and chamois doublet, all stained with the rust of armor. The collar was of the unadorned flat kind, like students wear, without starch or lace; his leggings were date-colored, and his shoes were waxed. His worthy sword hung from a sealskin strap, for it’s held that he’d suffered from a kidney infection for many years.
 He also put a cape of good grey material on. First of all, he washed his head and face with five—or maybe six (because there’s a difference of opinion about the number)—buckets of water, and even with that, the water was still the color of whey, thanks to the gluttony of Sancho and the purchase of his black
 cottage cheese that made his master so white.

With the attire as described and with a gentle and gallant appearance, don Quixote went out into another room, where the student was waiting to occupy him while the tables were being set. Since such a noble guest had arrived, doña Cristina wanted to show she knew how to entertain people who might come to her house.

While don Quixote was removing his armor, don Lorenzo (for that was the name of don Diego’s son) had the opportunity to say to his father: “Who in the world is this knight that you have brought home? His name, looks, and having said that he’s a knight errant have astonished my mother and me.”

“I don’t know what to tell you, son,” said don Diego, “I only will say that I’ve seen him do things that only the craziest man in the world would do, and I’ve heard him say things that were so keen they overshadow and efface his deeds. Go speak to him and take the pulse of his knowledge, and, since you’re sharp, you can judge for yourself what seems most reasonable regarding his sagacity or foolishness, although, to tell the truth, I judge him to be crazy rather than sane.”

With this, don Lorenzo went to entertain don Quixote, as has been said, and among the conversations they had, don Quixote said to don Lorenzo: “Señor Diego de Miranda, your grace’s father, has told me of the rare skill and subtle genius you possess, and especially that you’re a great poet.”

“«Poet», possibly,” responded don Lorenzo, “but «great», certainly not. It’s true that I’m a bit fond of poetry and of reading good poets, but in no way do I deserve my father calling me «great».”

“This humility doesn’t seem bad to me,” responded don Quixote, “because there’s no poet who isn’t arrogant and doesn’t think he’s the best one in the world.”

“«There’s no rule without an exception»,” responded don Lorenzo, “and there must be some who are fine poets but don’t think so.”

“Very few;” responded don Quixote, “but tell me your grace, what verses are you working on now? Your señor father has told me that you have a project that is making you nervous and pensive. And if it’s a gloss, I know something about the subject of glosses, and I’d like to find out about it. And if it’s a literary joust, try to take second prize, because the first prize is won as a favor to a person of rank, and the second is awarded on the basis of merit alone, and by this reasoning the third becomes the second, and the first prize becomes the third, just like degrees that they give at universi​ties. But even so, it’s great to be first.”

“Up to now,” said don Lorenzo under his breath, “I can’t say that you’re crazy—but let’s move on.” and he said aloud: “It seems to me that you’ve studied at the university. What was your major?”

“It was knight errantry,” responded don Quixote, “which is as good as poetry, and even a bit better.”

“I don’t know what that branch of knowledge is,” replied don Lorenzo, “and until this moment I’ve never heard of it.”

“It’s an area,” replied don Quixote, “that encompasses all or most of the sciences in the world, because he who professes it must be expert in legal matters and know laws of distributive and commutative justice, so as to give every person what he’s due and what is fitting. He has to be a theologian so he can communicate clearly and distinctly the Christian faith that he professes whenever he’s asked. He has to be a doctor, mainly an herbalist, so that he can recognize—in unpopulated areas and the wilderness—which herbs have the property to heal wounds, since knights errant cannot go looking for someone to treat him at every step of the way. He has to be an astronomer to be able to tell by looking at the stars how many hours have gone by at night, and to tell what part of the world he is in. He has to know math because he’ll need it all the time, not to mention that he should be endowed with all of the virtues, theological and cardinal.
 Coming down to lesser details, he has to be able to swim as they say the merman Nicolás or Nicolao did.
 He has to know how to shoe a horse and repair a saddle and a bridle. And coming back to more important matters, he has to be faithful to God, and to his lady. He has to be chaste in his thoughts, pure in his words, liberal with others, valiant in his deeds, patient in his travails, charitable with the needy, and finally, keeper of the truth, even though it may cost him his life to defend it. Of all these great and small parts is made the good knight errant. Now your grace can judge for yourself, señor don Lorenzo, if what the knight studies and professes is a puerile field, or if it can equal the most elevated ones that schools teach.”

“If that’s what it is,” replied don Lorenzo, “I say it exceeds all others.”

“What do you mean, ‘if that’s what it is’?” responded don Quixote.

“What I mean,” said don Lorenzo, “is that I doubt that there ever were nor are there now knights errant endowed with so many virtues.”

“I’ve said many times what I’ll repeat now,” responded don Quixote, “that most people think that there were and are no knights errant in the world, and since it seems to me that if heaven cannot miraculously make them understand the truth that there were and are such people, no matter what is done, it will be in vain, as experience has shown me many times; so I don’t want to take the time to correct your error, which you share with many others. What I plan to do is pray that heaven will correct this mistake, and make you understand how beneficial and how necessary knights errant of past centuries were, and how useful they’d be in the present one, if they were in fashion. But nowadays—because of man’s sins—sloth, laziness, idleness, gluttony, and lust triumph.”

“Our guest has escaped,” don Lorenzo said to himself, “but he’s an elegant madman withal, and I’d be an idiot if I didn’t believe it.”

Here their conversation ended because they were called to eat lunch. Don Diego asked his son what he’d learned about the wits of their guest, to which he responded: “All the doctors and scribes in the world won’t be able to fix the first draft of his craziness. He’s a crazy man with periods of lucidity.”

They went to eat, and the lunch was just like don Diego had described while they were on the road—clean, abundant, and delicious. But what delighted don Quixote the most was the marvelous silence that reigned in the whole house, which seemed like a Carthusian monastery. Once the table was cleared, thanks to God was given, and hands were washed, don Quixote begged don Lorenzo to recite the verses of the literary joust. To which he responded that he didn’t want to be like those poets who, when you ask them to recite their verses, they refuse, and when you don’t ask them they vomit them out. “I’ll recite my gloss, from which I expect no prize at all—I did it only for the intellectual exercise.”

“A learned friend of mine,” responded don Quixote, “thought that no one should bother glossing verses, and the reason, he said, was that the gloss could never be as good as the original text, and that most or much of the time, the gloss strayed from the intention and scope of what was being glossed, and further, that the rules of the gloss were too stringent—barring questions, expressions such as ‘he said’ and ‘I’ll say’, making verbs of nouns, or changing meaning, along with other restrictions and constraints that bind and hamper those who gloss, as your grace must know.”

“Truly, señor don Quixote,” said don Lorenzo, “I’d like to catch you in some error but I can’t, because you slip through my hands like an eel.”

“I don’t understand,” responded don Quixote, “what you mean about my slipping through your hands.”

“I’ll tell you later,” responded don Lorenzo, “but now let your grace listen attentively to the verses to be glossed, which I’ll recite now:”

If my ‘was’ should be turned to ‘is’ 

Without the hope of what shall be, 

Or that the time should come again 

Of what hereafter is to be.

The Gloss
As all things fade and pass away,

So Fortune’s favors will not stay;

And though once she gave me all,

Now she will not heed my call.

For ages at your feet I’ve lain,

Stern Fortune, hoping, but in vain;

What happiness for me, what bliss

If my ‘was’ should be turned to ‘is’.
I wish no other prize or glory, 

No other victory or palm, 

But to regain once more the calm 

Where lack disturbs my memory; 

If you will give me back your boon, 

My restless craving will be spent, 

The more, if you will give it soon, 

For then I’ll rest and be content 

Without the hope of what shall be.
Like a fool I call upon the past, 

And beg it to return in vain: 

No power on earth can call back Time,

For it will never come again. 

It races on with nimble wing; 

And he is wrong who hopes to bring 

By his cries all the past again, 

Or that the time should return again.
To live in such perplexity, 

Forever poised between hope and fear, 

Is not life; better death in verity; 

If by this way I could get clear 

Of all my woes, then this were bliss; 

But reason whispers in my ear 

Of what hereafter is to be.
When don Lorenzo finished reciting his gloss, don Quixote stood up and in a very loud voice—almost a shout—he went to clasp don Loren​zo’s right hand and said: “By the highest heaven, noble young man, you’re the best poet on earth, and you deserve do be crowned with laurel not by Cyprus or Gaeta, as a poet said (and may God pardon him for it), but rather by the Academies of Athens,
 if they were still flourishing, and by those that are in Paris, Bologna, and Salamanca today. If the judges refuse you first place may Phœbus shoot them with arrows,
 and the Muses never pass over the thresholds of their houses.
 Recite for me, señor, if you will, some longer verses
 for I want to take the pulse of every aspect of your admirable genius.”

Is it necessary to say that don Lorenzo was pleased to hear himself praised by don Quixote, even though he considered him crazy? Oh, power of flattery! How wide you cast your net and how vast are the boundaries of your satisfying dominion! Don Lorenzo confirmed this truth because he agreed to don Quixote’s request and desire, reciting to him this sonnet about the fable of Pyramus and Thisbe:

Sonnet
The fair maiden the cruel wall does break

That had been cleft by Pyramus’ manly heart.

Straightway from his Cyprian home does Cupid start

To see the prodigious rift that love did make.

There no voice enters, only silence spake,

For souls though dumb may not be kept apart,

Perforce they’ll speak, and Love has still the art 

A crafty enemy to subjugate. 

But the rash maiden’s passion goes awry, 

And haste makes her woo death instead of love. 

The hapless pair together: tragic story! 

Are both united in their common doom: 

One sword, one sepulcher, one memory 

Slays, covers, crowns with immortality.

“Blessed be God!” said don Quixote, having heard don Lorenzo’s sonnet, “among the infinite number of consumed poets, I’ve seen a consummate poet,
 and that’s you, señor mío, for your sonnet has convinced me of it.”

Don Quixote was well-entertained for four days in don Diego’s house, at the end of which he begged permission to leave, saying that he thanked them for the kindness and attention he’d received in their home, but since it didn’t seem right for knights errant to spend too much time at leisure and in comfort, he wanted to discharge the duties of his profession by seeking adventures, which he’d been informed abounded in that region, and where he expected to spend time until the day came of the jousts in Zaragoza, for that was his destination. But first he wanted to go into the Cave of Montesinos about which were told so many and such wondrous things throughout that area, trying to find out and investigate the origin and true source of the seven Lagunas de Ruidera, as they’re known.

Don Diego and his son praised his honorable resolve and told him that he should take anything he wanted from their home and estate, and that they would help him in any way they could, because his valor and honored profession obliged them to do so.

Finally the day of his departure arrived, as happy a one for don Quixote as is was sad for Sancho Panza, who was very content with the abundance in don Diego’s house, and was loath to going back to the hunger that’s so common in the woods and wilderness, and the skimpiness of their badly provisioned saddlebags. But he stuffed them with what seemed to him to be most necessary. And when he bade farewell, don Quixote said to don Lorenzo: “I don’t know if I already said this to you or not, and if I did, I’ll repeat it—if your grace wants to cut short the paths and travails to get to the height of the temple of fame, all you have to do is leave the path of poetry, which is a bit narrow in itself, and take the even narrower one of knight errantry, which will suffice to make you an emperor in the twinkling of an eye.

With these words don Quixote proved his madness beyond a reasonable doubt, and gave further proof when he said: “God knows I’d like to take señor don Lorenzo with me to teach him how to spare the humble and subdue and trample on those who are arrogant—these being functions of my profession. But because your tender age will not allow it, and your praiseworthy endeavors will not consent to it, I’ll content myself by telling your grace that by being a poet you can come to be famous, if you’re guided more by the opinion of others than your own, since no child seems ugly in the eyes of his parents, and this deception is even more prevalent when it comes to children of one’s intellect.”

Once again father and son marveled at don Quixote’s words, some​times wise, sometimes foolish, and with his passion and resolve to go back headlong into his questionable quests, the target of his desires, the promise of services and courtesies were reiterated, and with the final permission of the lady of the castle, don Quixote and Sancho left, one on Rocinante and the other on the donkey.

Chapter XIX. Where the adventure of the enamored shepherd is recounted, together with, in truth, other amusing events.
Don Quixote had traveled just a short distance from don Diego’s village when he met with what seemed to be two priests or students
 along with two peasants, riding on four donkeys. One of the students was carrying something like a traveling bag made out of a piece of green buckram containing some white linen and two pairs of ribbed stockings. The other one had nothing but two new fencing foils with buttons on the tips. The peasants were carrying other things that indicated that they were coming from a large town where they had made their purchases and were taking them back to their village. Both the students and peasants were as astonished as everyone was who saw don Quixote for the first time, and they were all dying to find out who that man was who looked so different from other men.

Don Quixote greeted them courteously, and after finding out what road they were taking, which was the same as his, he offered to keep them company, and asked them to slow down a bit because their young donkeys were going faster than his horse. To convince them to do so, he told them in a few words who he was, and that his profession was that of a knight errant, and that he traveled the world looking for adventures. He said that his true name was don Quixote de La Mancha, but that he was known as the Knight of the Lions. To the peasants this all was as if he were talking Greek or gibberish, but not so for the students, who recognized the weakness in don Quixote’s brain right away. But even so they looked at him with wonder and respect, and one of them said to him: “If your grace, señor knight, is not taking any particular road, as is the custom with those who seek adventures, you should come with us and you’ll witness one of the best and richest weddings ever celebrated in La Mancha, or for many leagues around.”

Don Quixote asked him if it was the marriage of some prince that they were praising in that way. “No,” the student responded, “but of a peasant lad and a peasant girl—he’s the richest man in this whole area and she’s the most beautiful woman anyone has ever seen. The festivities that accompany the marriage will be extraordinary and un-heard of, because they’ll take place in a meadow near the town of the bride, whom they call, because of her traits, Quiteria the Beautiful, and him they call Camacho the Rich. She’s eighteen years old and the bridegroom is twenty two, and they’re a well-matched couple, although some meddlesome people, who know everyone’s genealogy by heart, say that the beautiful Quiteria’s surpasses Camacho’s.
 But this isn’t important, since «wealth can solder many cracks». This Camacho is generous and he got the idea to screen the whole field with branches overhead in such a way that the sun will have a hard time of it if it wants to shine on the green grass covering the meadow. He has also arranged for dancers—both with swords and those who ring jingle bells as they dance—for in his village there are those who can ring them to perfection. Of the zapateadores,
 I won’t say anything, because he’ll have a multitude of them. But none of the things I’ve mentioned, nor many others that I haven’t, will make the wedding more memorable than what the despairing Basilio will do there.

“This Basilio is from the same village as Quiteria—he’s her next-door neighbor—and Cupid had a chance to renew in the world the now forgotten love of Pyramus and Thisbe, because Basilio fell in love with Quiteria when he was a tender child, and she corresponded with a thousand innocent signs of affection, so much so that the whole town, for pleasure, talked about the love of the two children, Basilio and Quiteria. As they grew older, Quiteria’s father decided to bar Basilio from his house—Basilio used to come and go as he pleased—so that he wouldn’t be fearful or suspicious. He ordered his daughter to marry the rich Camacho. It didn’t seem a good idea to marry her to Basilio, who is less endowed with material wealth than by nature, for if the truth be known, and without envy, he’s the most nimble fellow we know—a great hurler of the bar,
 an incomparably good wrestler, and a great ball player. He runs like a deer, jumps better than a goat, and is a magician at nine-pins. He sings like a lark and when he plays the guitar, it’s like he’s making it speak, and above all he wields the sword like the best of them.”

“On the basis of this skill alone,” said don Quixote, “this fellow deserves not only to marry the beautiful Quiteria, but Queen Guinevere herself if she were alive today, in spite of Lancelot and everyone else who might try to prevent it.”

“Tell that to my wife,” said Sancho Panza, who until then hadn’t said anything, but was still listening. “She wants everyone to marry his equal, sticking to the saying «every ewe to its mate». What I’d like is for this Basilio—and I’m beginning to like him already—to marry this lady Quiteria, and may those who prevent those who love each other from getting married have a good life and good death (I really mean the opposite).”

“If all those who were in love should get married,” said don Quixote, “parents would lose their option to choose to whom and when their children marry, and if left to the will of the daughters to choose their husbands, one would choose to marry her father’s servant, another would pick someone she saw walking down the street who seemed elegant and haughty even though he might be a degenerate bully. Love and fondness easily blind the eyes of one’s understanding, which is so necessary to choose a mate, and it’s very easy to make a mistake in this area. One needs to exercise great prudence, and get help from heaven to do it right. When one wants to make a long voyage, if he’s prudent, before starting out, he’ll choose a faithful and pleasant companion. So, why shouldn’t the person who has to travel his whole life until the destination of death is reached, do the same thing, especially when the companion is with him in bed, at the table, and everywhere else, as a wife is with her husband? The company of one’s wife is not like merchandise that, after you buy something, you can return, because it’s an unbreakable bond that lasts one’s whole life. It’s a noose that, once it’s around your neck, is like the Gordian knot,
 which, unless it’s cut by the scythe of death, is not untieable. I could say many other things on this subject, but I won’t since I want to find out if there’s anything more the señor licenciado has to say about Basilio.”

To which the bachelor, or licenciado, as don Quixote called him replied: “The only thing that I have left to say is that since Basilio found out that the beautiful Quiteria was getting married to Camacho the Rich, he’s never been seen to laugh, nor said anything that made sense, and he always walks around pensive and sad, muttering to himself, which gives clear and unmistakable signs than he’s gone crazy. He eats and sleeps very little. What he does eat it’s only fruits, and when he sleeps, it’s in the countryside on the hard ground like a wild animal. Once in a while he looks at the sky, and at other times he stares at the ground in such a reverie that he seems to be a statue dressed in clothing that the wind flutters. So, he appears so heart-stricken that all of us who know him fear that when Quiteria says i do tomorrow, that will be his death sentence.”

“God will do better than that,” said Sancho, “for «if God gives the wound he’ll provide the remedy». «No one knows what is to come», and «from now until tomorrow there are many hours», and «in one of them—or even in a moment—a house can tumble down». «I’ve seen it rain and be sunny at the same time». «A man goes to sleep sound as an apple and can’t get out of bed in the morning». And tell me, «is there anyone who can boast that he put a nail into the wheel of Fortune?» No, certainly not, and «between a woman’s yes or no I wouldn’t try to put the point of a pin» because it wouldn’t fit. Tell me that Quiteria loves Basilio with all her heart and will, and I’ll give him a sackful of good luck. «Love—as I’ve heard tell—looks through glasses that make copper look like gold; poverty, wealth; and the sleep from one’s eye, pearls».”

“When are you going to stop, Sancho, damn you?” said don Quixote. “When you begin to string proverbs and anecdotes together, no one can put up with you but Judas,
 and may he haul you away. Tell me, creature, what do you know about nails, or wheels, or anything else?”

“Oh, well, if you don’t understand me,” responded Sancho, “it’s no wonder that you consider my maxims nonsense—but no matter, I understand myself and I know that I haven’t said much foolishness, but your grace, señor mío, is always the cricket of my sayings and also my deeds.”

“You mean critic,” said don Quixote, “and not cricket, you prevaricator of good language, and may God confound you!”

“Don’t get angry with me, your grace,” responded Sancho, “since you know I wasn’t raised at court, nor have I studied at Salamanca, so that I’d know if my words have an extra letter or not. God help me, there’s no way you can ask a Sayagués to talk like a someone from Toledo,
 and maybe there are some Toledans who aren’t so skilled in their language.”

“That’s right,” said the licenciado, “because those who were bred in the tanneries and in the Plaza de Zocodover can’t talk as well as those who spend almost all day long in the cloister of the cathedral, yet they’re all Toledans. Pure and proper, elegant and clear language belong to the enlightened courtiers, even if they’re born in Majalahonda.
 I said enlightened because many of them aren’t, and enlightenment is the grammar of good language that comes from practice, I, señores, for my sins, have studied Canon Law at Salamanca, and I pride myself a bit on having my say using clear, plain, and meaningful words.”

“If you didn’t pride yourself more in wielding the foils you have with you than your language,” said the other student, “you would have been first in your class instead of last.”

“Look, bachelor,” responded the licenciado, “you hold the most mistaken opinion in the world about skill with swords when you say that they’re of no use.”

“As far as I’m concerned, it’s not an opinion, but rather a well-established fact,” replied Corchuelo, “and if you want me to prove it to you, you’ve got the swords, we’ve got the opportunity, I’ve got steady hands and am strong, and fortified by my heart, which is not small, and I’ll make you confess that I’m not mistaken. Dismount, position your feet, calculate your circles and angles, and use your knowledge, and I’ll try to make you see stars at noon with my modern and coarse skills in which I put my trust. After God, the man has yet to be born who will make me turn my back, and there’s no one in the world whom I cannot make give ground.”

“In this matter of turning your back or not, I’m not concerned,” replied the swordsman, “although the spot where you begin this sword fight will be where they dig your grave. I mean that there you will be killed by the skill you hold in such low esteem.”

“We’ll see,” responded Corchuelo. And getting off his donkey, he furiously snatched one of the swords that the licenciado’s donkey was carrying.

“It must not be that way,” said don Quixote instantly. “I want to be the referee of this fencing bout and judge of this often disputed matter.”

And getting off Rocinante and taking his lance, he placed himself in the middle of the road just when the licenciado, with a graceful gait moved toward Corchuelo, who was coming at him shooting, as they say, flames from his eyes. The two peasants who were accompanying them didn’t dismount, but remained as spectators at this mortal tragedy. The sideways slashes, straight thrusts, downward thrusts, diagonal slashes from the left, and two-handed slashes that Corchuelo dealt were infinite, like falling hail. He attacked like a provoked lion, but he was met with a little hit on his mouth by the button of the licenciado’s foil, which checked his fury and made him kiss it as if it were a relic (but not with the same devotion that relics should be and are customarily kissed).

Finally, the licenciado wound up by cutting off all the buttons on the cassock he was wearing and systematically tore the bottom of it into strips, making it look like the tentacles of an octopus. He knocked his hat off twice and tired him so much that, in dismay, anger, and rage, Corchuelo took his sword by the hilt and threw it into the air with so much force that one of the peasants in attendance, who was a scribe, went to fetch it, and later made a deposition stating that he had thrown it almost three-quarters of a league, and this affidavit serves and served to prove that beyond a doubt force is conquered by skill.

The exhausted Corchuelo sat down and Sancho went over to him and said: “On my faith, señor bachelor, if you’d take my advice, from now on, you shouldn’t challenge anyone to a fencing duel, but rather to wrestle or hurl the bar since you’re both strong and old enough for that. Those people that are called fencing masters can put the point of their sword through the eye of a needle.”

“I’m satisfied,” responded Corchuelo, “to have seen the error of my ways and that experience has shown me the truth that was so elusive to me.”

And getting up he embraced the licenciado, and they became better friends than before. They didn’t want to wait for the scribe to return with the sword, figuring it would delay them too much, so they decided to continue on in order to arrive early at Quiteria’s village where they all were from.

For the remainder of the journey, the licenciado elaborated on the wonders of swordsmanship, together with so many conclusive arguments, and with so many figures and mathematical demonstrations, that everyone was convinced of the worth of the science, and Corchuelo was cured of his obstinacy.

It was now nightfall, but before they arrived, it seemed to everyone that on their side of the village the sky was filled with innumerable shining stars. They heard the soft sound of many instruments such as flutes, drums, psalteries, cymbals, tambourines, and small drums all mingled together, and when they went over they saw a bower of trees at the entrance to the village that was filled with lanterns that were not affected by the breeze that didn’t even stir the leaves of the trees. The musicians were the merrymakers of the wedding, and in different groups in that pleasant site were wandering, some dancing, some singing, and others playing the various instruments already mentioned. Indeed, it seemed that throughout the whole meadow mirth and revelry leapt in frolic and joy.

Many others were busy in erecting platforms from where people could see the performances and dances that were going to be put on in that place the following day to celebrate the wedding of the rich Camacho, and the funeral rites of Basilio. Don Quixote refused to go into the town even though both the peasant and the bachelor asked him to. He gave as an excuse one that seemed sufficient to him, and that was that it was the custom of knights errant to sleep in the fields and forests rather than in towns, even though it might be under golden roofs; and with this he turned off the road, much against Sancho’s will, remembering well the good lodging he had in the castle or house of don Diego.

Chapter XX. Where the wedding of Camacho the Rich is recounted together with what happened to poor Basilio.

Hardly had the fair Aurora given sufficient time for the shining Phœbus to dry the liquid pearls from her hair with his warming rays
 when don Quixote, shaking off the stiffness from his limbs, stood up and called his squire Sancho, who was still snoring. When don Quixote saw him that way, before waking him up, he said: “Oh, most fortunate of all who live on the face of the earth, since without envying or being envied, you sleep with a calm spirit, and enchanters don’t pursue you, nor do enchantments overwhelm you! Sleep on, I say once again, and I’ll say it a hundred more times, without the jealousy of your lady keeping you constantly watchful, nor thoughts of debts to keep you awake, nor how you have to provide for your small and needy family tomorrow, nor does ambition disturb you, nor the pomp of the world bother you, since the limits of your desires go no further than feeding your donkey; and you have put on my shoulders the responsibility of providing for you, a weight and a charge that nature and custom have imposed on masters. The servant sleeps while the master stays awake, thinking how he has to sustain, better, and give him favors. The distress in seeing that the sky darkens and keeps needed dew from the earth doesn’t bother the servant, but rather the master, who has to support, in barren times and famine, the servant who served him in times of fertility and abundance.”

If Sancho answered nothing to all it was because he was sleeping, and he wouldn’t have woken up any time soon if don Quixote hadn’t roused him with the point of his lance. He finally woke up, sleepy and lethargic, and looking all around, said: “From that bower, if I’m not mistaken, is coming the aroma and smell more of roasted bacon than of rushes and thyme. Weddings that begin with such smells, by the sign of the cross, must be abundant and generous.”

“Stop, you glutton,” said don Quixote. “Come, let’s go see this marriage to find out what the disdained Basilio will do.”

“Let him do whatever he wants,” responded Sancho, “He can’t be poor and marry Quiteria. Imagine not having two bits and wanting to marry in the clouds. By my faith, señor, I’m of the opinion that the poor fellow ought to content himself with whatever he can find, and not «go around asking for delicacies in the middle of the sea». I’ll bet an arm that Camacho can smother Basilio with reales, and this being so, Quiteria would be foolish to throw away the jewels that Camacho has given her, and can keep on giving her, for all of Basilio’s hurling the bar and fencing. You can’t get a pint of wine in a tavern for a good throw of the bar or a subtle feint with the sword. Let Conde Dirlos
 have such skills and dexterity. But when such dexterity falls to a person who has lots of money, let my life be like his. «On a solid foundation you can erect a good building», and «the best foundation in the world is money».”

“In the name of God, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “finish your speech. I think that if you were allowed to keep on talking, you’d have no time left to eat or sleep, because you’d spend all your time talking.”

“If your grace has a good memory,” replied Sancho, “you would remember the provisions of our agreement before we left home the last time. One of them was that you had to let me say anything I wanted, provided it wasn’t to the detriment of anyone or your authority, and up to now I don’t think I’ve overstepped this provision.”

“I remember no such provision, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “and even though there may be such a one, I want you to stop talking and come, for the instruments we heard last night are making the valleys rejoice, and doubtless the nuptials will take place in the cool of the morning and not in the heat of the afternoon.”

Sancho did what his master bid, and putting the saddle on Rocinante and the packsaddle on the donkey, the two mounted, and one step at a time they entered into the bower. The first thing that Sancho caught sight of was a whole young bull on a spit made of an elm tree, and on the fire where it was going to be roasted there burned a good sized mountain of firewood, while six pots surrounding the fire were not ordinary ones, since they were the size of wine vats, and each one contained a veritable slaughterhouse of meat, and they swallowed up whole sheep as if they were young pigeons. The skinned rabbits and plucked chickens hanging in the trees to be submerged into the pots were without number. Game birds of different types were infinite, hanging from trees so the air would cool them. Sancho counted more than sixty wineskins of more than six gallons apiece and all of them full, as it later appeared, of full-bodied wines. There were great piles of whitest bread, like mounds of wheat on the threshing room floor. Wheels of cheese, positioned in stacks like bricks, formed a wall, and two oil-filled cauldrons, larger than those in a dyer’s shop, served to fry the pastries. With two large shovels they took out the fried items and plunged them into another vat of prepared honey nearby. The cooks—both male and female—numbered more than fifty, all of them clean, all of them busy, and all of them happy. In the distended stomach of a bullock there were twelve tender and small suckling pigs sewn inside to give it flavor and make it tender. Spices of many kinds seemed to have been bought not by the pound, but by the bushel, and they were all on display in a large chest. Finally, the preparations for the wedding were rustic, but in such abundance that they could have fed an army.

Sancho saw it all and contemplated it all, and took a liking to it all. He was initially captivated by the stew pots, from which he would have willingly taken an average sized one. Then the wineskins started to appeal to him, and finally the contents of the frying pans, if that’s the right term for those cauldrons. And so, without being able to stand it any further, and not being able to help himself, he approached one of the diligent cooks, and with courteous and hungry words he begged him to be allowed to dip a crust of bread into one of those pots. To which the cook responded: “Brother, this is not one of those days when hunger rules, thanks to the rich Camacho. Dismount and see if there’s a ladle, and skim off a chicken or two, and bon appétit.”

“I don’t see any ladle,” responded Sancho.

“Wait,” said the cook. “Sinner than I am! How helpless you must be!” And saying this, he grabbed a pot, immersed it into one of the cauldrons, and scooped out three chickens and two geese, and said to Sancho: “Eat, my friend, and break your fast with these skimmings while you wait for dinner.”

“I don’t have anything to put it in,” responded Sancho.

“Well then, take everything,” said the cook, “the ladle and all, for the wealth and generosity of Camacho supplies everything.”

While this was going on with Sancho, don Quixote was watching twelve peasants on twelve beautiful mares in another part of the bower, with rich and flamboyant country trappings and with many jingle bells on their front straps, and all of them festively dressed. They ran in an orderly rush not once but many times through the meadow, and with an elated uproar shouted: “Long live Camacho and Quiteria. He’s as rich as she is beautiful, and she’s the most beautiful woman in the world!”

When don Quixote heard this he said to himself: “It’s clear that these fellows haven’t seen my Dulcinea del Toboso, for if they had, they would have been more moderate in their praise of this Quiteria.”

Right then, from several places in the bower there entered many different dancers, among which were about twenty-four sword dancers, young handsome men, all of them dressed in fine white linen, with their head-dresses embroidered with silk thread of different colors. One of the mare riders asked the leader of the sword dancers, a nimble lad, if any of the dancers ever got hurt.

“Up to now, thanks be to God, no one has been wounded—we’re all unhurt.” And then he joined his companions and they made so many turns with such skill that, although don Quixote was accustomed to seeing similar dances, none seemed to him as good as that one. Another dance appeared to be good to him, this one done by twelve very beautiful maidens—none was younger than fourteen nor older than eighteen—dressed in a fancy green material, with their hair partly in braids, and partly flowing, and all of them so blonde that they rivaled the rays of the sun. On their hair they were wearing garlands woven of jasmine, roses, amaranth, and honeysuckle. They were led by a venerable old man and an old matron, but stronger on their feet and more agile than their years would lead one to believe. They danced to the music of a Zamoran gaita,
 and with modesty in face and eyes, and nimbleness of feet, revealed themselves to be the best dancers in the world.

After this dance, another one—an artistic one they call a “spoken dance”—began. It was made up of eight nymphs in two rows. The first row was led by the god Cupid and the second by Wealth; the former was adorned with wings, quiver, and arrows, and the latter dressed in different colors of gold and silk. The nymphs lined up behind Love had their names written on their backs, on white parchment: Poetry was the title of the first one, the second was Intelligence, on the third Good Lineage, and the fourth Valor. The same method was used with those following Wealth: it said Generosity on the first one, Bounty on the second, Treasure on the third, and on the fourth, Peaceful Possession. In front of them was a castle made of wood pulled by four wild men, all of them dressed in ivy and burlap dyed green, looking so natural that Sancho was almost startled. In front of the castle and each of its four sides was written The Castle of Modesty. Music was being made by four players of drum and flute. Cupid’s dance began with two figures, then he raised his eyes and aimed his arrow at a maiden who was between two battlements of the castle, to whom he recited this:

I am the mighty god whose sway 

Is potent over land and sea. 

The heavens above us own me; nay, 

The shades below acknowledge me. 

I know not fear, I have my will, 

Whatever my whim or fancy be; 

For me there’s no impossible, 

I order, bind, forbid, set free.

The little poem ended and he shot an arrow above the castle and went back to his place. Then Wealth came out and did his two figures. The drums ceased and he said:

But mightier than Love am I, 

Though Love it be that leads me on, 

Than mine no lineage is more high, 

Or older, underneath the sun. 

To use me rightly few know how, 

To act without me fewer still, 

For I am Wealth, and I vow 

For evermore to do your will.

Wealth retired, and Poetry came forward, and when she’d gone through her figures like the others, fixing her eyes on the maiden of the castle, she said: 

With many a fanciful conceit, 

Fair Lady, winsome Poetry 

Her soul, an offering at your feet, 

Presents in sonnets unto thee. 

If you my homage will not scorn, 

Your fortune, watched by envious eyes, 

On wings of poetry upborne 

Shall be exalted to the skies.

Poetry withdrew, and from the side of Wealth, Generosity came forth, and after having gone through her figures, said:

 To give, while shunning each extreme, 

 The sparing hand, the over‑free, 

 Therein consists, so wise men deem, 

 The virtue Generosity. 

 But you, fair lady, to enrich, 

 Myself a prodigal I’ll prove, 

 A vice not wholly shameful, which 

 May find its fair excuse in love. 

In this way all of the dancers of the two sides came out and withdrew, and each one did her figures and recited her verses—some of the elegant and some ridiculous—but don Quixote only remembered those already mentioned, even though his memory was very good. And then they all came together, weaving in and out with grace and ease, and when Love passed in front of the castle he shot his arrows on high, but Wealth smashed clay spheres painted gold and filled with coins against it.

Finally, after he danced for quite a while, Wealth took out a large purse made of the skin of a large striped cat that seemed to be filled with coins, and threw it at the castle, and with the impact, the boards loosened and fell off, leaving the maiden inside exposed and helpless. Wealth approached her along with his companions and threw a golden chain around her neck, and they pretended to take, subdue, and capture her. When Love and his companions saw this, they went over to try to take her back, and everything they did was accompanied by the rhythm of drums and dancing in harmony. The wild men made peace, and then put the castle back together, and the maiden went back in, and with this the dance was over, to the enormous pleasure of those who witnessed it.

Don Quixote asked one of the nymphs who had composed and put that show together. She answered that it was a priest in that town who was gifted in that type of production.

“I’ll bet,” said don Quixote, “that the bachelor or priest is more Camacho’s friend than Basilio’s and that he’s better at satire than saying vespers—juxtaposed well the skills of Basilio and the wealth of Cama​cho in his dance.” 

Sancho Panza, who was listening to all of this, said: “«The king is my rooster»
 and I’ll stick to Camacho.”

“Indeed,” said don Quixote, “it looks like you’re one of those rustics who say «long live the winner».”

“I don’t know which group I favor,” responded Sancho, “but I know that from Basilio’s pots I’ll never get as elegant skimmings as these that I got from Camacho’s.”

And he showed him the pot filled with geese and chickens, and taking a chicken he began to eat with great spirit and zest, and said: “I could care less about Basilio’s skills. «You’re worth as much as you have», and «you have as much as you’re worth». «There are two lineages in the world», a grandmother of mine used to say: «the Haves and the Have-nots», and she always stuck with the Haves. And today, señor mío don Quixote, they’d rather take the pulse of owning rather than knowing. «A donkey covered with gold seems better than a horse with a packsaddle». So, I say again, I’ll stick to Camacho, from whose pots we have skimmings that include geese and chickens, hares and rabbits, and those of Basilio will be, if it ever comes to hand, or even if it only comes to foot, dishwater.”

“Have you finished your speech, Sancho?” said don Quixote.

“I must have finished it,” responded Sancho, “since I see your grace is annoyed by it. If you hadn’t stopped me I’d have gone on for three days.”

“May it please God, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “that I’ll see you speechless before I die.”

“The way we’re going,” responded Sancho, “before you die I’ll already be eating mud, and then I’ll be so speechless that I won’t say a word until the end of the world, or at least until Judgment Day.”

“Even if that happens, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “your silence will never match how much you’ve spoken, speak, and will speak during your lifetime, and moreover, it’s very reasonable that the day of my death will precede yours, and thus I’ll never see you not talking, not even when you’re drinking or sleeping, which is the most I can say.”

“In truth, señor,” responded Sancho, “you don’t have to depend on the fleshless one, I mean Death, who eats lambs as well as sheep, and I’ve heard our priest say that she treads with equal foot in the high towers of kings as she does the humble huts of the poor.
 This lady has more of power than reluctance, and she’s not at all squeamish. She eats everything and fills her saddlebags with people of all ages and rank. She’s not a reaper who sleeps the siestas, because she reaps all the time, and she cuts dry grass as well as green, and it seems that she doesn’t chew, but just gorges and swallows everything placed before her, because she has the hunger of a dog, and they never stop eating. And though she has no stomach, she still swells up, and thirsts for the lives of all living creatures, just like a person would drink a jug of cold water.”

“No more, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “stand pat and don’t risk falling down, for in truth what you’ve said about death in your rustic terms is what a good preacher could have said. I tell you Sancho, that since you have a natural wit and discretion, you could take a pulpit in your hand and wander about the world preaching beautiful things.”

“«He who lives well, preaches well»,” responded Sancho, “and I know no other theology.”

“Nor do you need to,” said don Quixote, “but what I can’t fathom nor understand is that since the fear of God is the beginning of wisdom, you—who are more afraid of a lizard than of Him—know so much.”

“Just judge your chivalry señor,” responded Sancho, “and don’t get involved in judging other people’s fears or bravery. I’m as fearful of God as the next fellow. Let me eat up these skimmings, because everything else that we’re liable to account for in the other world is idle banter.”

And saying this, he began to assault his pot once again with such energy that he inspired the same in don Quixote, who would have joined him if he hadn’t been prevented by what will be told later.

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

While don Quixote and Sancho were in the midst of the conversation reported in the previous chapter, loud voices and a deafening clamor was heard made by the people riding the mares, who, at a gallop and with loud cries raced to receive the couple. The two were surrounded by a thousand kinds of instruments and people carrying festive placards. They were accompanied by the priest and the relatives of both, and the most distinguished people from neighboring towns, all in gala attire. As soon as Sancho saw the bride he said: “I swear she’s dressed not like a peasant but rather like an elegant lady from the court. Golly, the way it looks, the necklace she’s wearing is made of fine coral and the green Cuenca cloth is made of velvet that’s thirty piles high.
 And look at the trimming of white cloth, which I declare must be of satin. Just look at her hands decorated with bracelets made of jet. May I never prosper if those aren’t rings made of gold—and pure gold—set with pearls as white as cottage cheese, and each one must be worth an eye. And, son of a bitch, what hair—if it’s not a wig, I’ve never seen longer and blonder hair in my whole life. And try to find something the matter with her dash and the way she carries herself. Wouldn’t you compare her to the swaying of a palm tree laden with dates—that’s what the trinkets hanging from her hair and throat look like. I swear she’s a spirited girl who can pass through the banks of Flanders.”
 

Don Quixote laughed at the rustic praise of Sancho Panza. It seemed to him that, except for Dulcinea del Toboso, he’d never seen a more beautiful woman. The beautiful Quiteria was a bit pale, and must have had the bad night that brides always have getting ready for the next day when they’ll get married. They went to a platform at the side of a meadow, decorated with carpets and branches, where the wedding ceremony was to take place, and from where they were to see the dances and placards. And just when they got to that place, they heard loud shouts behind them, one of which was: “Wait up, inconsiderate and hasty people!”

At these shouts and words everyone looked back and they saw a man dressed in a black robe with crimson patches in the shape of flames. As was seen immediately afterwards, he was wearing a crown of funereal cypress on his head, and in his hand he held a large staff. As he approached everyone recognized that it was the spirited Basilio, and everyone was in suspense, waiting to see where his words were leading, and fearing some kind of trouble from his arrival at such a time.

He finally arrived, tired and out of breath, and stuck his staff into the ground—for it had a point of steel. He turned pale and looked into Quiteria’s eyes, and with a trembling and hoarse voice said these words: “You know, ungrateful Quiteria, that by the holy law that we profess, while I’m alive you cannot take a husband. And you know as well that while I was waiting for time and my diligence to improve my finances, I never failed to maintain the respect due your honor. But you, turning your back on what my love deserves, want to give what is mine to another, whose wealth not only serves him as material fortune but also makes him fortunate. And so that his happiness will be fulfilled—not that I think he deserves it, but because it’s heaven’s will—I, with my own hands, will rid the obstacle in his way, taking myself from between you. Long live, long live the rich Camacho with the ungrateful Quiteria, long and happy ages, and die, die poor Basilio, whose poverty clipped the wings of his happiness and placed him in his tomb!”

And saying this, he seized his staff that was stuck in the ground, and pulled off the top half, which served as a sheath for a half rapier that had been hidden inside. With what might be called a hilt stuck in the ground, with ease and a resolved determination, he leaped onto it, and instantly the bloody point and half the steel edge appeared at his back, and the sad fellow was bathed in blood and stretched out, pierced by his own weapon.

His friends ran over to help him, overcome by his wretched and piteous misfortune, and don Quixote dismounted from Rocinante, went over to him, took him in his arms, and saw that he’d not yet expired. They wanted to take the rapier out, but the priest, who was present, said that they shouldn’t do it until he’d confessed, because he would die as soon as it was removed. Basilio began to come to a bit, and with a sorrowful and faint voice said: “If you would, cruel Quiteria, give me your hand as my wife in this last mortal moment, I would think that my rashness would be forgiven, since through it I’d have the incredible happiness of being yours.”

The priest, hearing this, said that he should attend to the care of his soul rather than the pleasures of his body, and he should fervently ask pardon of God for his sins and his desperate act. Basilio responded that he wouldn’t confess unless Quiteria first gave him her hand to be his wife. That joy would restore his will and would give him the strength to confess.

When don Quixote heard the request of the injured one, he exclaimed that Basilio was asking for a righteous and very reasonable thing, and besides, it was very easy to accomplish, and that señor Camacho should be quite honored to receive señora Quiteria as the widow of the brave Basilio, as if he received her from her father: “Here there will be no more and than an i do, which consists only of saying the words, since the nuptial bed of this wedding will be the grave.”

Camacho heard all of this and was left hesitant and confused, and he didn’t know what to do or say. But the outcries of Basilio’s friends were so profuse, asking him to allow Quiteria to offer her hand in marriage so that he wouldn’t lose his soul, leaving this life in such despair, that they moved, and even forced him to say that if Quiteria wanted to do it, it was all right with him since it was just putting off fulfilling his own desires for a moment.

Then they all went over to Quiteria, and some of them with entreaties, others with tears, and still others with powerful words, persuaded her to give her hand to poor Basilio, and she—harder than marble and more unmovable than a statue—showed that she didn’t know what to say, nor could she say or did she want to say anything. And she wouldn’t have said anything if the priest hadn’t told her to decide what to do in a hurry because Basilio’s soul was already at his teeth and this was no time for indecisiveness.

The beautiful Quiteria then, without saying anything, notably disturbed, and seemingly sad and filled with grief, went to Basilio, whose eyes were already upturned, was short of breath, and breathing with difficulty, murmuring Quiteria’s name under his breath, dying almost like a heathen and not like a Christian. Quiteria approached and went on her knees and by signs and not with words asked for his hand. Basilio opened his eyes and looked at her fixedly and said: “Oh, Quiteria, you’ve become merciful at a time when your mercy will be the knife that takes away my life since I no longer have the strength to enjoy the glory you’ve given me in choosing me to be yours, nor to stop the pain that is so quickly covering my eyes with the frightening shadow of death! The only thing I ask you, my fatal star, is that the hand you ask of me and the one you want to give me will not be just out of courtesy, nor to deceive me once again, but rather that you confess and say that, without forcing your free will, you’re giving me your hand as you would to your legitimate husband, since it’s not reasonable that you should deceive me in such a desperate crisis as this, nor use deception with a person who always dealt truthfully with you.”

While he said these words he fainted periodically and all those present thought that each fainting spell would take his soul along with it.

Quiteria, upright and quite shy, taking Basilio’s hand in her right hand, said to him: “No force can bend my free will, so with my freest possible will I give you my hand as your legitimate wife and I receive yours, if you give it of your free will, without the tragedy into which you’ve plunged yourself clouding or confusing your judgment.”

“Yes, I give it to you,” responded Basilio, “neither clouded nor confused, but rather with clear understanding with which heaven saw fit to endow me, and I thus give myself to you as your husband.”

“And I as your wife,” responded Quiteria, “whether you live many years or whether they take you from my arms to your grave.”

“For being in such bad shape,” said Sancho Panza, “this fellow talks a lot. They should make him stop all this courting and tend to his soul. It seems to me it’s more on his tongue than between his teeth.”

While Basilio and Quiteria were still clasping each other’s hand, the priest, tender and in tears, blessed them and asked heaven to grant sweet repose to the soul of the bridegroom, who, as soon as he received the blessing, with incredible nimbleness, leapt to his feet, and with unheard of boldness removed the rapier for which his body had been the sheath.

All those present were dumbfounded, and some who were more credulous than in the know, began to shout: “It’s a miracle! A miracle!”

But Basilio responded: “No, not a miracle; it’s just a trick, a neat trick!”

The priest, who was disturbed and astonished, ran over to feel the wound with both hands, and discovered that the point had passed, not through Basilio’s flesh and ribs, but rather through a tube that had been fitted in place, and had been filled with blood that had been treated so that it wouldn’t coagulate (as later was found out).

Finally, the priest and Camacho, with most of those present, realized that they had been tricked and deceived. The bride gave no indication that the trick displeased her, but rather, when she heard that the marriage, being fraudulent, was not binding, she said that she confirmed it again. From this they all figured that the whole thing had been planned beforehand with consent and knowledge of both parties. Camacho and his companions were very embarrassed and they sent their vengeance to their hands, unsheathing many swords and went to attack Basilio, who was instantly helped by just as many others. Don Quixote, taking the lead on horseback, with his lance couched and shield in place, made them all give way. Sancho, who never liked such mischief, went over to the stewpots where he’d gotten those agreeable skimmings, since that place seemed sacred to him and would be held inviolable.

Don Quixote shouted: “Stop, señores! It’s not right to avenge the offenses that love causes. Consider that love and war are the same thing; and just as in war it’s lawful and even customary to use ruses and stratagems to conquer the enemy, it’s the same thing in battles and competitions dealing with love. Tricks and intrigues that are used to obtain the desired goal are considered legitimate, as long as they don’t result in discredit and dishonor to the person loved. Quiteria belonged to Basilio, and Basilio to Quiteria through the just and favorable will of heaven. Camacho is rich and can buy whatever he wants, whenever, and however he wants. Basilio has only this lamb, and no one can take her away, no matter how strong he is. Those whom God has joined together cannot be separated by man, and anyone who tries to do it, will have to pass through the point of this lance first.”

And he brandished it so deftly and decisively, that he caused fear in all those who didn’t know him. And Quiteria’s rejection made such an intense impression on Camacho’s mind, that he erased her from his memory in an instant, and the persuasions of the priest, who was a prudent and well-intentioned man, were such that Camacho and his group calmed down, which they showed by sheathing their swords, and blaming Quiteria’s ready compliance more than Basilio’s cleverness, and Camacho reasoned that if Quiteria loved Basilio while unmarried, she would also love him after she was married, and that he should give thanks to heaven for having taken her away from him, rather than for allowing her to be given to him.

Once Camacho and his followers were consoled, Basilio’s followers also calmed down, and the rich Camacho, to show that he didn’t resent the trick, insisted that the festivities continue, as if he’d really married her himself. But Basilio and his wife and their followers, declined to stay, and so they went to Basilio’s village, and from this it can be seen that poor people who are virtuous and discreet have those who follow, honor, and aid them, just as the rich have those who flatter and accompany them. They took don Quixote with them, considering him to be a man of worth and with hair on his chest. It was only Sancho whose soul was darkened, since it was now impossible for him to enjoy Camacho’s splendid food and festivities, which lasted until nightfall. And so, overwrought and sad, he followed his master, who was going with the Basilio’s retinue, and thus he left the fleshpots of Egypt, although he carried them in his soul. The almost consumed skimmings from the kettle represented the glory and abundance he was losing, and so, with an aching heart, although not at all hungry, without getting off his donkey, he followed Rocinante’s hoof prints.

Chapter XXII. Wherein is related the great adventure of the Cave of Montesinos, which is in the heart of La Mancha, which the brave don Quixote de La Mancha brought to a happy conclusion.
The bridal couple treated don Quixote most warmly, obliged by his defense of their cause. On a par with his bravery they valued his wisdom, holding him for a Cid in arms and for a Cicero
 in eloquence. Good Sancho enjoyed three days at the expense of the newlyweds, who revealed that the deception of the false wound hadn’t been communicated to Quiteria, but rather it was Basilio’s cleverness alone, and he hoped it would have the effect we have seen. It’s quite true that he’d told his plan to some of his friends so that they could further his purpose at the right moment and support his deception.

“You cannot and should not call deceptions those that lead to honorable ends,” said don Quixote, and he went on to say that the marriage of those who love each other was the most excellent end, pointing out that the greatest enemy that love has is hunger and continual need, because love is all happiness, joy, and contentment, especially when the lover is in possession of the person he loves, against whom need and poverty are determined enemies. And he said all this to show Basilio that he should stop practicing the talents he has, which, although they give him fame, they don’t bring in money, and that he should try to earn a living by legal and industrious means, which the prudent and diligent never lack.

“The poor but honorable man—if a poor person can be honorable—has a jewel when he has a beautiful wife, and when she’s taken away, his honor is also taken away and obliterated. The beautiful and honorable woman whose husband is poor, deserves to be crowned with laurel and palm branches of victory and triumph. Beauty alone attracts desires in all beholders, just as a tasty morsel causes royal eagles and other high-flying birds to swoop down to it, but if this beauty is mingled with need and poverty, crows and kites and other birds of prey will attack it, and the woman who remains firm amidst all this can be called the crown of her husband.

“Look here, discreet Basilio,” added don Quixote, “I don’t know which philosopher held that there was just one good woman in the world, and he advised every man to think and believe that it was his own wife, and thus he would live content. I’m not married and up to now I’ve never planned to get married, yet I would be so bold as to advise anyone who asked, the way one should look for a woman whom he would like to marry. First, I’d advise him to look more into her reputation than her income, because the good woman doesn’t attain a good reputation just by being good, but rather by appearing to be so. Wanton acts and scandals done in public are much more damaging than misdeeds done in secret. If you take a good woman to your house, it will be easy to keep her and better her in that virtue. But if you bring a bad one, it will be difficult to correct her because it isn’t very easy to go from one extreme to the other. I don’t mean it’s impossible, I just mean it’s difficult.”

Sancho heard all this and said to himself: “This master of mine, when I say things of pith and substance usually says that I could take a pulpit in my hands and wander about the world preaching beautiful things; and I say about him that when he begins to link maxims together and give advice, not only could he take a pulpit in his hands, but two on each finger and roam through the plazas and be treated royally. May the devil take you, you knight errant—you know so much! I thought in my soul that he only knew about things relating to knight errantry, but there’s nothing he doesn’t nibble on and he puts his spoon into everything.

Sancho murmured this and his master overheard him and asked: “What are you muttering about, Sancho?” 

“I’m not saying or muttering anything,” responded Sancho, “I was just saying to myself that I would have liked to have heard what your grace has said here before I got married, and maybe I’d be saying now: «The untethered ox licks himself well».”

“Is your Teresa that bad?” said don Quixote.

“She’s not bad,” responded Sancho, “but she’s not very good either, at least she’s not as good as I’d like.”

“You do wrong, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “in saying bad things about your wife. She is, after all, the mother of your children.”

“We don’t owe each other anything,” responded Sancho, “because she also says bad things about me whenever she feels like it, especially when she’s jealous. Then, even the devil can’t put up with her.”

So, they spent three days with the newlyweds, where they were entertained and served like royalty. Don Quixote asked the fencing licenciado if he’d provide a guide to lead him to the Cave of Montesinos, because he was quite eager to descend into it and see with his own eyes if the wonders they tell about it throughout the region were true. The licenciado told him he’d ask his cousin, a famous student and very keen about reading books of chivalry, who would be very willing to put him in the mouth of the cave itself and would show him the Lagunas de Ruidera, famous throughout La Mancha and even all of Spain; and he told him that he would find him quite entertaining, because the fellow knew how to write books and dedicate them to princes. The cousin came riding a she-ass in foal, whose packsaddle was placed over a rug or saddle-cloth of many colors. Sancho saddled Rocinante and got his donkey ready, put their provisions as well as the cousin’s in his saddlebags, and they all commended themselves to God, and bidding farewell to everyone, they got on their way, taking the road toward the famous Cave of Montesinos.

On the road, don Quixote asked the cousin what his pastimes, profession, and studies were. To which he responded that he was by profession a humanist, and his pursuits and studies were writing books to be published, all of them of enormous benefit to and no less entertaining for the republic. One of them was called The Book of Liveries
 where he describes seven-hundred- three uniforms with their colors, mottos, and emblems, where courtly knights can pick and choose those that they want for times of holidays, without asking others or wracking their brains, as they say, to find the ones suited to their tastes and desires.

“I offer the jealous, the disdained, the forgotten, and the absent, garb that’s appropriate and fits them to a tee. Another book I have, which I’ll call Metamorphoseos, or the Spanish Ovid,
 also a new and clever creation, because in it I imitate Ovid in a burlesque way, and I describe who Giralda of Seville and the Angel of Magdalena
 were; I state who the sewer called «Vecinguerra» in Cordova was named after;
 I say who or what the Bulls of Guisando were; the Sierra Morena; the fountains of Leganitos and Lavapiés in Madrid, not forgetting the ones called «Piojo», the «Caño Dorado», and the «Priora»
—all this, with their allegories, metaphors, and transformations, in such a way that they will delight, amaze, and edify all at the same time. Another book I have I call The Supplement to Polydore Vergil,
 which deals with the invention of things, and shows great erudition and study, because I elucidate and explain in an elegant style of the significant things Polydore failed to say. Vergil forgot to declare who the first person who had a cold was, and the first one to use ointments to cure the French pox
 and I clarify all this, using more than twenty-five authorities, so your grace can see that I’ve worked assiduously and that the book will be useful to everyone.”

Sancho had listened attentively to what the cousin had said, and replied: “Tell me, señor—and may God give you good fortune in publishing your books—who was the first person to scratch his head? I think it must have been our father, Adam.”

“Yes, it must have been,” responded the cousin, “because there’s no doubt that Adam had a head and hair, and this being so, since he was the first man in the world, sometime or other he must have scratched it.”

“That’s what I think,” responded Sancho, “but tell me now, who was the first acrobat in the world?”

“In truth, brother,” responded the cousin, “I won’t be able to answer that until I study the matter, which I’ll do when I get back to where my books are, and I’ll give you a report when I see you again since this won’t be the last time we’ll meet.”

“Well, look, señor,” responded Sancho, “you don’t need to go to that trouble, because I’ve just hit on the answer. The first acrobat in the world must have been Lucifer,
 when they threw him out of heaven and he went tumbling into the abyss.”

“You’re right, my friend,” said the cousin.

And don Quixote said: “This question and answer aren’t yours, Sancho. You must have heard someone else say them.”

“Hush, señor,” replied Sancho, “if I start asking and answering questions like that, I won’t finish in a week—as if I need help from my neighbors in asking foolish things and answering with nonsense.”

“Sancho, you’ve said more than you know,” said don Quixote, “for there are some people who tire themselves trying to figure things out that, once they’re learned and proven, turn out to be worthless knowledge.”

They spent the day in these and other pleasurable conversations, and that night they lodged in a small village where the cousin said to don Quixote that the Cave of Montesinos was no more than two leagues away, and if he decided to go into it, they should provide themselves with rope so that he could tie it to himself and be lowered into its depths.

Don Quixote said that even though the cave reached the abyss, he had to see how deep it was, and so he bought six hundred feet of rope, and the next day at two in the afternoon, they arrived at the cave, whose mouth is spacious and wide, but filled with thorny bushes, wild fig trees, brambles and briars, and so thickly overgrown that they obscure and conceal the cave. When they saw it, the cousin dismounted first, then Sancho, and then don Quixote, whom they tied firmly with the rope. While they were making him fast, Sancho said to him: “Be careful your grace, señor mío, and don’t bury yourself alive, nor get yourself in a position where you’re like a bottle they hang in a well to get cold. It’s none of your grace’s affair to investigate into what must be worse than a dungeon.”

“Just keep tying and stop talking,” responded don Quixote, “because such an undertaking as this, Sancho my friend, is reserved for me.”

The guide then said: “I beg your grace, señor don Quixote, to look carefully and examine with a hundred eyes what there is inside. Perhaps there’ll be things that I can put in my book of transformations.”

“«The tambourine is in the hands of him who knows how to play it well»,” responded Sancho Panza.

This having been said, when they finished tying don Quixote, not over the armor, but rather over the doublet, he said: “We should have also gotten a little cowbell that could be tied next to me on this very rope, by the ringing of which you could tell if I still was being lowered and was still alive. But this isn’t possible now, so it’s in God’s hands, and may He guide me.”

And then he got onto his knees and offered a prayer quietly to heaven, asking God to help him and give him a happy outcome of this seemingly dangerous and novel adventure, and in a low voice he said: “Oh, señora of my actions and movements, bright and peerless Dulcinea del Toboso! If the prayers and entreaties of this, your fortunate lover, reach your ears, by your unparalleled beauty I beg you to hear them. They are only to beg you not to deny me your favor and protection now when I need them the most. I’m going to plunge, engulf, and sink myself into the abyss I have in front of me, only so that the world might know that if you favor me, there’s no impossible feat that I cannot take on and accomplish.”

Once he’d said this, he approached the pit, and saw that it wasn’t possible to let himself down nor find a way to enter, except by hacking a passage away by force of arms, so he took his sword and began to chop away and cut the brambles at the mouth of the cave, the noise and commotion from which caused a multitude of crows to fly out; so thick and so fast did they do it that they knocked don Quixote to the ground. And if he’d been as superstitious as he was a Catholic Christian, he would have taken it to be a bad omen and wouldn’t have entered such a place. Finally, he got up, and seeing that there were no further crows or other night birds such as bats (which also flew out with the crows), he gave the rope to the cousin and Sancho, and let himself be lowered into the depths of the fearful cavern. As he went down, Sancho offered a blessing accompanied by a thousand signs of the cross, and said: “May God, and the Peña de Francia,
 together with the Trinity of Gaeta
 guide you, flower and cream of knights errant! There you go, the bravest man in the world, heart of steel, arms of bronze! God guide you, once again, and may He bring you back safe, sound, and unscathed, to the light of this life that you’re leaving in order to bury yourself in the darkness you seek!”

The cousin made almost the same prayers and petitions.

Don Quixote shouted to them to give him more and more rope and they gave it to him a bit at a time, and when the shouts coming up the cave, as if through a pipe were no longer audible and they had let down the six-hundred feet of rope, they felt they should bring don Quixote back up since they couldn’t give him more rope. Even so, they waited about half an hour, at the end of which they pulled the rope up and it was very light and there was no tension, seemingly indicating that don Quixote was left inside, and when Sancho realized that, he began to cry bitterly and pulled even faster to find out the truth. But when they had pulled up, in their opinion, a bit less than five-hundred feet, they felt some weight and they rejoiced heartily. At sixty feet they saw don Quixote distinctly, and Sancho shouted to him, saying: “Welcome back, your grace, señor mío. We thought you were going to stay there for a generation.”

But don Quixote said nothing in response, and when they had taken him completely out, they saw that his eyes were closed, revealing that he was asleep. They stretched him out on the ground and untied him, yet with all this
he didn’t wake up. But they turned him from side to side and shook him for a good while until he came to, stretching as if he’d been woken out of a very deep and heavy slumber. Looking all around as if he were distressed, he said: “May God forgive you, my friends, for you’ve plucked me from the most delicious and agreeable life and spectacle that any human being has ever seen or lived. Now I finally understand that all of the joys of this life are just shadows and dreams, or wither like a wildflower. Oh, unfortunate Montesinos! Oh, badly wounded Durandarte!
 Oh, unfortunate Belerma! Oh, tearful Guadiana and you unfortunate daughters of Ruidera,
 whose waters are the tears that your beautiful eyes cried!”

The cousin and Sancho listened to don Quixote’s words, which he imparted as if he’d pulled them from his entrails with enormous pain. They begged him to help them understand what he was saying, and tell him what he’d seen in that hell.

“ ‘Hell’ you call it?” said don Quixote. “Don’t call it that because it doesn’t deserve it, as you’ll see soon enough.”

He asked them to give him something to eat, for he was ravenous. They spread the cousin’s pack-cloth on the green grass and went to the saddlebags for provisions, and once the three of them were seated in good fellowship and company, they ate lunch and dinner all at the same time. Once the cloth was removed, don Quixote de La Mancha said: “Nobody rise, and listen carefully, my sons.”

Chapter XXIII. About the marvelous things that the incompar​able don Quixote said he had seen in the deep Cave of Montesi​nos, the impossibility and magnitude of which have led to this adventure being held apocryphal.
It was about four in the afternoon when the sun was partially covered by clouds, and with diminished and mild rays, it allowed don Quixote to relate to his illustrious listeners, without heat or discomfort, what he’d seen in the Cave of Montesinos, and he began like this: “At about twelve or fourteen times a man’s height down this pit, on the right-hand side there’s a recess and ledge large enough to put a cart with its mules. A bit of light trickles in through some fissures or holes far above on the surface. I saw this recess and ledge at a moment when I was dangling on the rope, tired of descending through that dark region without any specific destination, so I decided to stop there and rest a while. I shouted to you saying you shouldn’t let down any more rope until I told you to, but you must not have heard me. I pulled in the rope you were lowering and made a coil of it and sat on top, deep in thought, considering what I needed to do to get to the bottom, since there was now no one to suspend me.

“And while in these thoughts and confusion, suddenly, and without wanting to, I was overcome by a deep sleep, and when least I expected it, not knowing how, I woke up and found myself in the middle of the most beautiful, pleasant, and delightful meadow that Nature could have created, nor could the most ingenious human imagination dream up. I opened my eyes and rubbed them and saw that I was not dreaming, but was wide awake. Even so, I felt my head and chest to assure myself it was really me who was there, and not some kind of body-less and false phantom. But my sense of touch, my feeling, the well-ordered reasoning I did with myself, convinced me I was there as I’m now here.

“Then I saw a sumptuous royal palace or castle, whose ramparts and walls seemed to be transparent and made of clear glass, and when its great doors opened, I saw coming out toward me a venerable old man, dressed in a cloak made of purple flannel that dragged behind him. On his shoulders and chest was a scholar’s hood of green satin, and on his head he was wearing a black Milanese cap, and his very-white beard extended below his waist. He was unarmed except for a rosary in his hand whose small beads were the size of  walnuts and the large ones
 the size of an average ostrich egg.
 His demeanor, mien, and the dignity of his stately presence, severally and together, amazed me and filled me with wonder. He approached me and the first thing he did was to embrace me tightly, and then said: ‘It’s been a long time, brave knight don Quixote de La Mancha, that those in this lonely place have been waiting to see you so that you can tell the world what is in this deep cave—called the Cave of Montesinos—that you’ve entered, and it’s a deed that has been reserved for your invincible heart and your stupendous courage only. Come with me, most illustrious señor, for I want to show you the wonders this transparent palace hides, of which I’m the governor and perpetual chief guardian, because I’m Montesinos himself, from whom the cave takes its name.’

“Scarcely had I heard him say that he was Montesinos when I asked him if it was true what they told about him in the world above, that he’d removed his great friend Durandarte’s heart with a small dagger from the middle of his chest and taken it to the señora Belerma, as he’d requested just before he died.

“He told me they said was the absolute truth, except for the dagger business, because it was neither a dagger nor was it small, but rather a sharp poniard with a point like an awl.”

“That poniard must have been made by Ramón de Hoces in Seville,”
 said Sancho.“

“I don’t know” don Quixote went on, “but it can’t have been made by this poniard-maker, since Ramón de Hoces was yesterday, and what happened in Roncesvalles—where this misfortune occurred—was many years ago,
 and this is of no importance, nor does it affect or alter the truth or context of the story.”

“That’s the truth,” responded the cousin. “Go on with your story, señor don Quixote, for I’m listening with the greatest pleasure in the world.”

“And I’m telling it with no less pleasure,” responded don Quixote. “I was saying that the venerable Montesinos took me into the crystal palace, where, in an excessively cool room on the ground floor, there was an exquisitely made marble sepulcher constructed of alabaster, on top of which was a knight stretched out full length, not made of bronze, marble, or jasper, but of pure flesh and blood. His right hand—which seemed to me to be a bit hairy and sinewy, proof that its owner was very strong—was placed over his heart. And before I could ask Montesinos anything, seeing me amazed looking at the man on the sepulcher, he said: ‘This is my friend Durandarte, flower and mirror of the enamored and brave knights of his time. That French enchanter that they say is the child of the devil, Merlin, has him held enchanted here, as he has me and many others. And I’d say he’s not the child of the devil, but rather he knows a bit more than the devil. How, and for what reason, he has us enchanted, no one knows, but it will be revealed in time, and I imagine that time is not far off. What most has me in wonder is that I know, just as it’s day right now, that Durandarte finished his life in my arms, and after his death I removed his heart with my own hands. In truth it must have weighed two pounds,
 and according to the natural philosophers, the man who has a large heart is endowed with a greater courage than him who has a small one. This being so, and since this knight really died, how is it he’s able to lament and sigh from time to time, as if he were alive?’

“After this had been said, the poor Durandarte, in a very loud voice, said:

Oh, cousin Montesinos! 

’T was my last request of you, 

When my soul had left my body, 

And that lying dead I be, 

Whether with thy poniard or thy dagger 

Cut the heart from out my breast, 

And bear it to Belerma. 

This was my last request.

“When the venerable Montesinos heard that, he got on his knees before the doleful knight, and with tears in his eyes, he said: ‘Señor Durandarte, dear cousin of mine, I did what you commanded me to do on that fatal day of our loss.
 I removed your heart as well as I could and didn’t leave the least bit of it in your chest. I cleaned it with a handkerchief trimmed with lace, and I raced off to France with it, having first put you in the bosom of the earth, with so many tears that they sufficed to wash my hands and cleanse away the blood from having opened you up. Then, cousin of my soul, in the first village I came to when I left Roncesvalles, I put a pinch of salt on your heart so it wouldn’t smell bad, and so it would be, if not fresh, at least cured when in the presence of señora Belerma, who, together with you and me and Guadiana, your squire, and with the duenna Ruidera and her seven daughters and two nieces, and many other friends and acquaintances, are held enchanted here by the sage Merlin these many years, and although more than five-hundred have gone by,
 not one of us has died. Only Ruidera and her daughters and nieces are no longer here. Out of the compassion Merlin must have had for their tears, he changed them into as many lakes, which in the world of the living and in the province of La Mancha are known as the Lagunas de Ruidera. The seven belong to the monarchs of Spain, and the two nieces to the very holy order of San Juan.
 Guadiana, your squire, who bewailed your fate as well, was changed into a river bearing his same name, and when he got to the surface of the earth and saw the sun of another sky, his grief was so great when he realized that he was leaving you, he submerged into the bowels of the earth.
 But since it isn’t possible for him to curb his natural flow, from time to time he comes out and shows himself where the sun and people can see him. The lagunas already mentioned supply him with their water with which, along with many other sources, he enters into Portugal, magnificently, and very wide.
 But even so, wherever he goes, he shows his sadness and melancholy and doesn’t care to raise in his waters good-tasting and worthy fish, but rather coarse and bad-tasting ones, quite unlike the fish from the golden Tajo River. And what I’m telling you now, my cousin, I’ve told you many times, and since you don’t answer me, I deduce that either you don’t believe me, or you don’t hear me, and the grief all this gives me only God knows.

“ ‘I want to give you some news that, although it may not relieve your pain, at least won’t increase it in any way. I want you to know that you have in your presence—open your eyes and you’ll see him—that great knight don Quixote de La Mancha, who has revived anew and with greater success than in former ages the now forgotten order of knight errantry, and by whose means and favor we may get to be disenchanted—for great deeds are reserved for great men.’

“ ‘And if it doesn’t come to pass,’ responded the doleful Durandarte, with a faint and low voice, ‘if it doesn’t come to pass, my cousin, I say, «Patience and shuffle the cards».’ And turning on his side, he went back to his accustomed silence without saying another word.

“Just then I heard loud howls and lamentations, accompanied by profound sighs and pathetic sobs. I turned my head and saw through the walls of glass that a procession consisting of two rows of very beautiful maidens, all of them dressed in mourning, with white turbans in the Turkish fashion on their heads. At the end of the two rows came a lady, for in her dignity she appeared to be one, also dressed in black, with a white veil so long that it kissed the ground. Her turban was twice the size of the biggest one worn by the others. She had eyebrows that grew into each other, and her nose was a bit flat, but her lips were red. Her teeth, when she showed them, had gaps, and were not very straight, although they were as white as peeled almonds. In her hands she was carrying a piece of linen and in it I could see a mummified heart, so dry it was. Montesinos told me that all those people in that procession were servants of Durandarte and Belerma who were enchanted along with their master and mistress, and the last person, who was carrying the heart wrapped in linen, was señora Belerma herself, who, with her maidens, made that procession four times a week, and sang—or rather cried—dirges over the body and the piteous heart of her cousin. And if she seemed a bit ugly to me, or at least not as beautiful as her fame would lead you to believe, it was because of the bad nights and worse days she spent in that enchantment, as you could see in the bags under her eyes and in her yellow coloring.

“ ‘And don’t think that her yellow complexion and the bags under her eyes are due the monthly ailment common to women—because it has been many months and even years since she has had it, nor has it even appeared at her gates—but rather because of the pain she feels in her heart for the one she always has in her hands, which reminds her and brings to her memory the misfortune of her unlucky lover. If it weren’t for this, the great Dulcinea del Toboso, so celebrated in these parts and even throughout the world, wouldn’t equal her beauty, grace, and dash.’

“ ‘Careful,’ I said, ‘señor don Montesinos. Tell your story as you should, since you know that all comparisons are odious, and that’s why there’s no reason to compare anyone with anyone else. The beautiful Dulcinea del Toboso is who she is, and señora doña Belerma is who she is and has been, and let’s leave it at that.’

“To which he responded to me: ‘Señor don Quixote, forgive me, your grace. I confess I was wrong and incorrect when I said that señora Dulcinea would hardly equal Belerma since it was enough for me to have understood through I don’t know what kind of hunch that your grace is her knight, for which I’d bite my tongue rather than compare her to anything but heaven itself.’

“With this apology that the great Montesinos gave me, my heart calmed down from the distress I got when I heard that my lady was being compared with Belerma.”

“And I’m astonished,” said Sancho, “that your grace didn’t jump on that old guy and kick his bones to bits and yank his beard clean off his face.”

“No, Sancho my friend,” responded don Quixote. “It wouldn’t have been right for me to do that, because we’re all supposed to show respect for old people even if they aren’t knights, but mainly to those who are knights and are enchanted. I know very well neither of us owed each other anything after the many questions and answers that passed between us.”

At this point, the cousin said: “I don’t know, señor don Quixote how your grace in the short time you were down there saw so many things and conversed and reacted to so much.”

“How long ago did I go down?” asked don Quixote.

“A little more than an hour ago,” responded Sancho.

“That cannot be,” replied don Quixote, “because night came upon me, then morning arrived, then night and morning came again three times. So by my count I’ve been in that remote area, hidden from our sight, for three days.”

“My master must be telling the truth,” said Sancho, “since everything that happens to him is by enchantment, maybe what to us seems to be an hour must seem to be three days and nights down there.”

“That’s what it must be,” responded don Quixote.

“And did your grace eat during all that time, señor mío?” asked the cousin.

“I didn’t eat a bite,” responded don Quixote, “nor was I hungry—I didn’t even think about it.”

“And do enchanted people eat?”

“They don’t eat,” responded don Quixote, “nor do they have bowel movements, although it’s thought that their fingernails, beards, and hair do grow.”

“And do the enchanted people sleep, señor?” asked Sancho.

“Certainly not,” responded don Quixote, “at least in these three days that I was with them, none of them closed an eye, and neither did I.”

“Here’s where that proverb fits in well,” said Sancho, “that says: «tell me the company you keep and I’ll tell you who you are». Your grace joins enchanted people who are fasting and always awake, and you see how easy it is for you not to eat or sleep while you’re with them. But excuse me your grace, señor mío, if I tell you that of everything you’ve said here, may God carry me off—I was going to say the devil—if I believe a single thing.”

“How not?” said the cousin. “Is señor don Quixote going to lie, and even if he wanted to, there hasn’t been enough time to invent and dream up so many millions of lies?”

“I don’t believe that my master is lying,” responded Sancho.

“If not, what do you believe?” asked don Quixote.

“I believe,” responded Sancho, “that Merlin, or those who enchanted the crowd of people that your grace says you saw and spoke with down there, put into your head or memory all that rubbish that you’ve told us, and everything that remains to be told.”

“That might be the case, Sancho,” replied don Quixote, “but it really isn’t, because what I told you, I saw with my own eyes and touched with my own hands. What will you say when I tell you right now that among an infinite number of other things that Montesinos showed me—which at our leisure and at appropriate moments I’ll tell you during the course of our travels, since they would be out of place here—he pointed out to me three peasant girls in those fields who went frisking and flitting about like goats, and hardly had I seen them when I recognized that one of them was the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso, and the other two were those same peasant girls accompanying her, with whom we spoke outside of El Toboso. I asked Montesinos if he knew them. He told me that he didn’t, but he thought they must be some enchanted upper-class ladies, and for me not to be surprised, because there were many other ladies from past and present times, enchanted in different and strange figures, among whom he knew Queen Guinevere and her duenna Quintañona, pouring wine for Lancelot «when from Britain he came».”

When Sancho Panza heard his master say this, he thought he would lose his mind or die of laughter. Since he knew the truth of the faked enchantment of Dulcinea, of whom he’d been the enchanter and the inventor of the whole thing, he realized that his master was undoubtedly out of his mind and totally crazy, and so he said: “It was a bad moment and a worse time, and on an ill-fated day that your grace, my dear master, went down into the nether world, and at an unfortunate moment that you came into contact with señor Montesi​nos, who sent you back to us in such a state. You were better off here when you were fully sane, just as God made you, saying maxims and giving advice at every turn, and not as you are now, telling the greatest absurdities that can be imagined.”

“Since I know you, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “I know not to pay heed what you say.”

“And I won’t heed what your grace says either,” replied Sancho, “not even if you hit or even kill me for what I’ve said or plan to say, unless you correct and emend what you said. But tell me, your grace, now that we have made up, how was it that you recognized the lady our mistress? And if you spoke with her, what did she say back?”

“I recognized her,” responded don Quixote, “because she was wearing the same outfit as when you first pointed her out to me. I spoke to her, but she didn’t answer a word, but rather turned her back on me and went off at full speed, so that even a dart wouldn’t have caught her. I tried to follow her, and would have, if Montesinos hadn’t advised not to bother because it would be futile, especially since the time was approaching for me to leave the cave. He told me also that the time would come when he would tell me how he and Belerma and Duran​darte, and all the others who were there, could be disenchanted. But what most distressed me of everything I saw there was that while Montesinos was saying those words, one of the companions of the unfortunate Dulcinea came up to me without my noticing her, and with her eyes filled with tears, and with a troubled and muted voice, told me: ‘My lady Dulcinea del Toboso kisses your grace’s hands and begs you to tell her how you are; and that, since she’s in great need, she begs you, as earnestly as she can, please to lend her, against this new cotton shawl I have with me, a half dozen reales, or whatever your grace might have. She promises to pay it back to you very soon.’

“That request shocked and stunned me, and I turned to señor Monte​sinos and asked him: ‘Is it possible, señor Montesinos, that these enchanted upper-class people suffer from need?’ To which he responded: ‘Believe me, your grace, señor don Quixote de La Mancha, this thing they call need is found anywhere and everywhere and affects everyone, and even the enchanted are not spared from it. And since señora Dulcinea del Toboso has sent someone to request those six reales and the security is good, it would seem that there’s nothing to do but lend them to her. She must be in a real bind.’ ‘I won’t take any security,’ I responded, ‘nor can I give her what she requests because I have only four reales.’ I gave them to her, and they were the ones that you, Sancho, gave me the other day to give as alms to poor people we might meet along the road—and I said to the girl: ‘Tell your mistress, my friend, that her travails grieve me in my soul, and I wish I were a Fugger
 so I could alleviate them. And I want her to know that I can’t, nor should I enjoy good health while I’m lacking her company and conversation, and I beg her grace as earnestly as I can to allow her humble servant and overwrought knight to see and talk with her. You will also tell her that when least she expects it, she’ll hear that I’ve made an oath and a vow, in the style of the one that the Marqués de Mantua made to avenge his nephew Valdovinos when he found him on the point of dying on the mountain, which was that he wouldn’t eat bread off a tablecloth, and other trifles
 that he added, until he avenged him. So I’ll not rest, but will roam the seven parts of the world even more diligently than don Pedro de Portugal,
 until I disenchant her.’ ‘All this and more your grace owes my mistress,’ responded the maiden. And taking the four reales, instead of bowing to me, she cut a caper two full yards in the air.”

“Oh, Holy God!” Sancho shouted at that point, “is it possible that enchanters and enchantments have so much power that they have made my sane master crazy? Señor, señor, for God’s sake, your grace should look out for yourself and consider your honor, and don’t believe this nonsense that has impaired you and taken away your wits.”

“Since you love me, Sancho, you’re talking this way,” said don Quixote, “and since you’re not experienced in things of the world, all things that are a bit difficult seem impossible to you. But the time will come, as I’ve told you before, when I’ll tell you about the things that I’ve seen down there, and they’ll make you believe the things I’ve just told you, the truth of which doesn’t allow an objection or dispute.”

Chapter XXIIII. Where a thousand trifles, as irrelevant as they are necessary to the true understanding of this great history, are recounted.

The person who translated this great history from the original that its first author, Cide Hamete Benengeli, wrote, says that when he got to the chapter about the adventure of the Cave of Montesinos, he found in the margin and in Hamete’s own handwriting, these words:

I cannot convince or persuade myself that what the previous chapter relates about what happened to the brave don Quixote really happened exactly as written. The reason is that all the other adventures met with so far have been possible and credible; but I can find no way I can accept this one about the cave as true because it’s so far beyond the bounds of reason. But to think that don Quixote would lie, being the most truthful hidalgo and the noblest knight of his time, is not possible, even if they were shooting him with arrows. On the other hand, I consider that having related and told it with all those details, he couldn’t make such a mass of nonsense up in so short a time. If this adventure seems apocryphal, I’m not to blame, so I write it without confirming it as either true or false. You, reader, since you’re discerning, can judge for yourself, for I shouldn’t try to and can’t do more, although it’s held as certain that at the time of his end and death, they say that he retracted it and said that he’d invented it all since it seemed to him that it was appropriate and fit in well with the adventures that he’d read in his histories.

And he goes on saying:

The cousin was amazed both at Sancho’s boldness and with the forbearance of his master, and he judged that his contentment at seeing his lady Dulcinea del Toboso, although she was enchanted, was responsible for his good temper that he displayed then, otherwise the words that Sancho said would have earned him a beating, because it really seemed to him that Sancho had been quite impudent with his master, and the cousin said to him: “I, señor don Quixote de La Mancha, consider the trip I’ve made with your grace as time well spent, for I’ve gained four things. The first is that I’ve met your grace, which makes me very happy. The second is having learned what is in the Cave of Montesi​nos, with the transformations of Guadiana and the Lagunas de Ruidera, which will be useful for my Spanish Ovid that I’m working on now. The third is having learned how old playing cards are since they were already used in the times of Charlemagne in France, from what one can deduce from the words that you relate that Durandarte said, when at the end of Montesinos’ long speech, he awakened and said: ‘Patience and shuffle the cards,’ and he couldn’t have learned this expression while he was enchanted, but rather when he wasn’t, during the time of the already-mentioned Charlemagne, and this discovery goes perfectly into the other book I’m writing, which is the Supplement to Polidore Vergil, on the Invention of Antiquities. and I believe in his own book he didn’t remember to put in anything about playing cards, as I’ll now do, and it’ll be of considerable importance, especially since I can quote an authority as serious and truthful as is señor Durandarte. The fourth is having learned with certainty where the Guadiana River originates, something people have not known until now.”

“Your grace is right,” said don Quixote, “but I’d like to know, if God grants that they allow you to print those books of yours—which I doubt—to whom will you dedicate them?”

“There are lords and grandees in Spain to whom they can be dedicated,” said the cousin.

“Not many,” responded don Quixote, “not because they don’t deserve the renown, but rather because they don’t want to be bound by the debt of gratitude due the author so that they won’t not be obliged to reward him for his labors and courtesy. I know a prince
 who can make up for the lack of the others in such good measure that if I dare say what they are, it would awaken envy in more than four generous hearts. But let’s put this off for a better time, and let’s look for a place where we can spend the night.”

“Not far from here,” responded the cousin, “is a hermitage where a hermit makes his abode, and they say he was a soldier and is held to be a good Christian, and is very shrewd and charitable besides. Next to the hermitage, he has a little house that he built at his own expense, and that, although it’s small, can still lodge guests.”

“Does this hermit have chickens?” asked Sancho.

“Few hermits are without them,” re​sponded don Quixote, “because the ones nowadays are not like the ones from the deserts of Egypt, who dressed in palm leaves and ate roots from the ground. And don’t think that because I speak well of the latter, I disparage the former, but rather I mean that the penance endured by the modern hermits does not come close to the severity and poverty suffered by those of Egypt. But not on this account do they all cease to be good men—at least, I judge them to be good—and if worse comes to worst, the hypocrite who pretends to be good does less harm than the shameless sinner.”

While they were saying these things, they saw a man on foot coming toward them, walking quickly and whipping a mule carrying lances and halberds. When he reached them, he greeted them and kept going. Don Quixote said to him: “Good fellow, slow down! It looks like you’re going faster than that mule can stand.”

“I can’t stop now, senor,” responded the man, “because the weapons that I have must be used tomorrow, so it’s imperative for me not to stop. Good-bye. But if you want to know why I have them, the inn that’s a bit beyond the little hermitage is where I plan to spend the night, and if you’re going along this same road, you’ll find me there, where I’ll tell you amazing things, and good-bye again.”

He pricked his mule, and so don Quixote had no chance to ask him what the amazing things were that he was going to tell them, and since he was somewhat curious and always eager to learn new things, he had his party leave and go to spend the night at the inn, without stopping at the hermitage where the cousin had wanted to spend the night.

So they all mounted and went along the quickest road to the inn where they arrived a little before nightfall. The cousin said to don Quixote that they should go there to drink a swallow of wine. As soon as Sancho heard this, he turned his donkey toward the hermitage, 
 and don Quixote and the cousin did the same. But to Sancho’s bad luck it seems that the hermit was not at home, as the female sub-hermit that they found at the hermitage told them. They asked her for some good wine, and she responded that her master had none, but if they wanted some cheap water, she would be happy to provide some.

“If I wanted to drink water,” responded Sancho, “there are wells along the way where I could have quenched my thirst. Ah, Camacho’s wedding and the abundance at don Diego’s house, how often I miss you!”

So they left the hermitage and spurred on to the inn, and after a while they came across a young ma​n who was walking rather slowly in front of them and so they overtook him. He was carrying on his shoulder a sword from which was dangling a bundle, seemingly containing his clothing, which must have been some pants or breeches, a cape, and a shirt. He was wearing a jacket made of velvet with worn areas that made them look like satin, and his shirt was untucked; his stockings were of silk and his shoes square-toed like they wear at Court. He must have been eighteen or nineteen years old, with a pleasant face, and was light on his feet. He was singing a seguidillas to pass the tedium of the journey. When they got to him he’d just finished singing one that the cousin memorized, and they say it said:

For want of cloth and bread

To the wars I must go;

If I were rich instead,

This would never be so.

The first to speak to him was don Quixote who said: “Your grace is traveling very lightly, young man. Where are you going? We’d like to know, if you would be willing to tell us.”

To which the young man responded: “Traveling lightly is due to the heat and poverty, and where I’m going is off to war.”

“How due to poverty?” asked don Quixote. “The heat is easy to understand.”

“Señor,” replied the young man, “I’m carrying in this bundle some pants made of velvet that go with this doublet. If I wear them on the road, I won’t be able to wear them in the city, and I have nothing to buy other ones with. So, as if to air myself, I’m traveling this way until I get to some infantry companies that are not quite twelve leagues from here, where I’ll begin my military service, and there’ll be no lack of pack-horses to take me from there to the port, which they say should be Cartagena. I’d prefer to have the king as my master and serve him in the war rather than some worthless person at court.”

“And does your grace have some bonus pay for entering the service, by chance?” asked the cousin.

“If I had served some grandee of Spain or some titled person,” responded the young man, “I certainly would have that bonus, for that comes from serving good people, because that’s how lieutenants and captains, or people rise from servants’ tables to have a good pension. But I, unfortunately, always served worthless people and upstarts of such miserable and lean income, that when they paid for their collar to be starched, it used up half their income, and it would be a miracle if a page-adventurer could ever come by reasonably good luck from that.”

“And tell me on your life, friend,” asked don Quixote, “is it possible that in the years you served you never wore a livery?”

“I had two,” said the page, “but just like when you leave a religious order before being ordained, they take away your habit and return your old clothes, my masters returned mine to me, when, having finished their business at court, they returned home and took back the liveries, which they used only for show.”

“A notable spilorceria,
 as they say in Italian,” said don Quixote, “but even so, you should consider it good luck that you left court with such a worthy quest, because there’s nothing on earth of greater honor or of greater value that to serve God first, and next to serve your king and natural lord, especially in the profession of arms, by means of which you acquire, if not riches, at least greater honor than you would have through letters, as I’ve said many times. Although letters have created more great lineages than arms, still, the lineages created by arms have a certain edge over those created by letters since they have a special splendor with which nothing else compares.

“And what I want to tell you now, learn it well, for it will be of great use and comfort to you in your travails, and it is that you should put out of your mind the adversities that may befall you. The worst of these is death, and if it’s a good one, it’s the luckiest of all. They asked Julius Cæsar, that brave Roman emperor, what the best death was, and he answered that it was the unexpected one, one that came suddenly and not foreseen, and although he answered like a pagan and without knowledge of the true God, he spoke well, as far as sparing human suffering goes. Though they may kill you in the first battle and fray, or with an artillery shot, or if you’re blown up by a mine, what difference does it make? It’s all dying, and it’s over and done with. And according to Terence, a soldier seems better dead in battle than alive and safe in flight.
 The good soldier achieves fame insofar as he’s obedient to his captains and those who can give him orders. And be aware, my son, that it’s better to smell of gunpowder than civet, and if old age finds you in this honorable profession, even though you may have many wounds and you’re crippled or lame, at least it won’t find you without honor that poverty will not be able to diminish. Right now thy’re making laws that old and crippled soldiers be given care and relief,
 because it’s not good that they be treated like slaves, who are freed when they’re old and can no longer work, and they’re released and are told they’re free, making them slaves to hunger, from which only death will liberate them. For the moment I have nothing more to tell you except I’d like you to ride on the crupper of my horse as far as the inn, and there you will dine with me. Tomorrow you’ll continue your journey, and may God make it as successful as your worthy desires deserve.”

The page didn’t accept the invitation to ride, but he did agree to eat dinner at the inn, and they say Sancho said to himself right then: “May God bless you as a master! And is it possible that a man who can say so many and such good things as he has said, should also say that he has seen the foolish and impossible things that he related about the Cave of Montesinos? Well then, time will tell…”

At this point they arrived at the inn, just when night was falling, and not without Sancho’s pleasure since he saw that his master judged it to be a real inn and not a castle, as was his custom. They had just entered when don Quixote asked the innkeeper about the man with the lances and halberds, and he responded that he was in the stable attending to his mule. The nephew
 and Sancho also went to the stable, giving Rocinante the best manger and the best stall.

Chapter XXV. Where the adventure of the braying is set down along with the amusing one about the puppeteer and the prophesies of the divining ape.
Don Quixote’s bread wouldn’t bake, as the saying goes, until he heard about and learned of the marvels promised by the man carrying the weapons. He went to look for him where the innkeeper said he was, and when he found him, he told him to relate immediately what he’d planned to tell him later, about what he’d asked him along the road. The man responded: “The story of my wonders has to be told more at leisure and not standing up. Your grace, good señor, let me finish feeding my mule, and I’ll tell you things that will astound you.”

“Don’t let that stop you,” responded don Quixote, “because I’ll help you.”

And that’s what he did, giving him the barley and cleaning out the manger—humility that compelled the man to tell him amenably what was asked of him—and sitting down on a bench with don Quixote next to him, having for his audience the cousin, the page, Sancho Panza, and the innkeeper, he began his story as follows: “In a village four and a half leagues from this inn, it happened that an alderman from the town, through the deception and deceit of one of his servant girls—and this is too long to tell about—lost one of his donkeys, and although he did everything possible to find it, he couldn’t. About two weeks went by, it’s said, after the donkey went missing, and the alderman who had lost the donkey was in the plaza when another alderman of the same town told him: ‘Good news, compadre. Your donkey has turned up.’ ‘That is good news, compadre,’ responded the other, ‘but tell me where did he show up.’ ‘In the forest,’ responded the finder. ‘I saw him this morning without a packsaddle and without any other trappings, and so thin that it made me sad just to look at him. I wanted to catch him and take him to you, but he’s so wild and skittish that when I approached him, he ran away into the deepest part of the forest. If you want, we both can go back and look for him. Let me put this she-ass in the stable and I’ll be right back.’ ‘It will give me great pleasure,’ said the one with the lost donkey, ‘and I’ll try to pay you back in the same coin.’

“Everyone privy to the truth of this matter tells this story with these same particulars and in the same way that I’m telling it. So, the two aldermen, on foot and hand in hand, went to the forest, and when they got to where they thought they’d find the donkey, he wasn’t there, and they couldn’t find him in the area, no matter how much they looked. Seeing, then, that he wasn’t there, the alderman who had seen the donkey said to the other: ‘Look, compadre, I’ve just thought of a plan we can use to find this animal even though he’s buried in the bowels of the earth, not to mention the forest, and it’s this: I know how to bray wonderfully, and if you know how to bray a bit as well, we can consider the business concluded.’ ‘A bit, you say, compadre,’ said the other. ‘By God, no one can surpass me, not even the donkeys themselves.’ ‘We’ll see,’ responded the other, ‘because my plan is for you to go around one side of the forest, and I’ll go around the other, so that we’ll walk completely around it, and once in a while you’ll bray and I’ll bray, and it’ll be that the donkey is sure to hear us and will bray back, if he’s in the forest.’ To which the owner of the donkey responded: ‘I say, compadre, that the idea is excellent and worthy of your great intellect.’

“So they divided the way they agreed, and it happened that they brayed at almost the same time, and each one, deceived by the braying of the other, went looking, thinking that it was the donkey. And when they saw each other, the alderman-loser said: ‘Is it possible, compadre, that it wasn’t my donkey who brayed?’ ‘It was just me,’ responded the other. ‘I’ll say,’ said the owner, ‘that there’s no difference at all between you and a donkey where braying is concerned, because in my entire life I’ve never seen nor heard anything more natural.’ ‘This praise and exaltation’ responded the fellow who had devised the plan, ‘are better used for you than for me, compadre, because by the God who created me, you can give a handicap of two brays to the greatest and best brayer in the world—your tone is loud, your voice is sustained both in meter and rhythm, and your cadences are many and rapid. In short, I give up and I yield the palm, and give you the banner for this rare skill.’ ‘Now I can say,’ responded the owner, ‘that I’ll think better of myself from now on and will consider that I can do something worthwhile, since I have this talent. Although I always thought I brayed well, I never considered that I was as good as you say.’ ‘I’ll tell you now as well,’ responded the second man, ‘that there are rare gifts that are lost in the world and many are wasted on those who don’t know how to use them.’ ‘Ours,’ responded the owner, ‘is not likely to be of use except on occasions such as this, but still, may it please God, I hope it’ll be useful.’

“Having said this, they split up again and went back to their braying, and at every step they fooled each other and came together, until they decided to use a device—to bray twice in succession—so they would know it was the other one braying and not the donkey. With this double-braying, they went around the forest again but the lost donkey didn’t respond once, not even by signs. But how could the poor ill-fated animal respond since they found him in the deepest part of the forest, eaten by wolves? And when they saw him, the owner said: ‘It’s no wonder he didn’t respond, because if he hadn’t been dead, he would have responded if he’d heard us, or he wouldn’t have been a donkey. But by reason of having heard you bray with such grace, I consider the effort I used to find him well spent, even though I found him dead.’ ‘I toast you, my friend,’ responded the other, ‘«if the abbot sings well, the acolyte can’t be far behind».’

“So, disconsolate and hoarse, they returned to their village, where they told their friends, neighbors, and acquaintances what had happened to them while searching for the donkey, each one exaggerating the talent of the other. All of this was made known in neighboring villages, and the devil, who never sleeps, since he delights in sowing quarrels and discord wherever he can, swirling gossip in the wind and making great confusion out of nothing, arranged and fixed it so that people from other villages, when they saw people from ours, would bray, as if to slap their faces with the braying of our aldermen. Finally the boys started up with it, which was the same thing as putting it in the hands and mouths of all the demons of hell, and the braying spread from one village to another, so that natives of the braying village are known and differentiated as blacks are from whites, and the disgrace of this prank has reached the point where those mocked have gone out armed in squadrons against the jokesters to do battle. I think that tomorrow or the next day those of my village, which is the braying town, are going to battle with another town two leagues from ours, and is one of the ones that taunts us the most. In order to be well prepared, I’ve bought these lances and halberds that you’ve seen. These are the wonders I said I would tell you about, and if they didn’t seem that way to you, I don’t know any others.”

And with this, the good fellow ended his speech, and at the same moment a man came in through the gate of the inn dressed in chamois skin, stockings, breeches and doublet, and in a loud voice said: “Señor innkeeper, is there any room? The divining ape and the puppet show about the rescue of Melisendra are coming.”

“By my faith,” said the innkeeper, “here’s señor maese Pedro. We’ve got a fine night ahead of us!”

I forgot to say that this maese Pedro had his left eye and almost half his cheek covered with a patch of green taffeta, an indication that something was the matter with that side of his face. And the innkeeper went on saying: “Welcome your grace, señor maese Pedro. Where’s the ape and the puppet theater? I don’t see them.”

“They’re coming,” responded the fellow dressed in chamois.”I came ahead to find out if there was room.”

“I’d throw the Duque de Alba
 out to make room for señor maese Pedro,” responded the innkeeper. “Let the ape and the puppet theater come, for there are people here who will pay to see the show and the talents of the ape.”

“Good,” responded the man with the patch. “I’ll lower my price and if I get back my expenses I’ll consider myself well paid. I’ll go get the cart with the ape and the show.” And then he went out of the inn.

Don Quixote asked the innkeeper who maese Pedro was, and what ape and what puppet theater he was bringing.

To which the innkeeper responded: “This fellow is a famous puppeteer who has been wandering through this Mancha de Aragón
 putting on performances about the Rescue of Melisendra by the famous don Gaiferos, one of the best shows—and best performed, too—to be been seen in this area of the kingdom for many years. He also has an ape with him with the strangest talent ever seen among apes, or even among men for that matter, because, if you ask him something, he listens carefully, then he jumps on his master’s shoulder and whispers in his ear the answer to what has been asked, and maese Pedro then repeats it. He can say more about things that have already happened than about things yet to come. He doesn’t get it right every time, but most of the time he doesn’t make a mistake, and it makes us think that he has the devil inside him. Maese Pedro charges two reales for each question, if the ape answers—I mean, if his master answers for him after having heard the response in his ear. It’s believed that this maese Pedro is very rich, and he’s a uomo galante, as they say in Italy, and buon compagno,
 and he enjoys the best life in the world. He talks more than six men and drinks more than twelve—and all this is paid for by his tongue, his ape, and his puppet show.”

Just then, maese Pedro came back, and the puppet show followed in a cart, and the ape—a big tail-less one with a calloused rear end—but his face was pleasant enough. And as soon as don Quixote saw him, he asked: “Tell me your grace, señor diviner, che pesce pigliamo?
 What’s to become of us? and here are my two reales.”

And he told Sancho to give them to maese Pedro, who answered for the ape, saying: “Señor, this animal doesn’t foretell things that have yet to happen. Of the past he knows certain things, and of the present a bit.”

“I swear,” said Sancho, “I won’t give an ardite for anyone to tell me what happened to me because who can know it better than me? And paying to find out what I already know would be really foolish, but since he knows things that are going on, here are my two reales. Have the señor ape tell me what my wife Teresa is doing right now.”

Maese Pedro refused payment, saying: “I don’t want to take money in advance without first having rendered service.”

And giving his left shoulder a couple of pats, the ape leapt up to it in one bound, and putting his mouth to his master’s ear, he chattered rapidly, for about the time it would take to say a credo, and then jumped back to the floor. And at that same instant, with great speed, maese Pedro raced over to kneel before don Quixote, clutched his legs and said: “I embrace these legs as if I were embracing the Pillars of Hercules,
 illustrious reviver of the forgotten profession of knight errantry, never-sufficiently-praised knight don Quixote de La Mancha, restorer of the faint, prop to those who are about to fall, helping hand for those who have fallen, support and counsel of all unfortunate people!”

Don Quixote was dumbfounded, Sancho amazed, the cousin astounded, the page stupefied, the person from the braying village spellbound, the innkeeper perplexed, and, finally, everyone flabbergasted at the words of the puppeteer, who went on to say: “And you, good Sancho Panza! the best squire of the best knight in the world! Be happy, for your wife Teresa is fine, and right now she’s combing a pound of flax, and it looks like there’s a cracked pitcher at her side that has a good bit of wine which she takes a nip from once in a while as she works.”

“I can believe that very well,” responded Sancho, “because she’s very fortunate, and if she weren’t jealous, I wouldn’t trade her for the giant Andando​na,
 who, according to my master, was a very clever and worthy woman, and my Teresa is one of those who don’t let themselves be deprived of anything, even at the expense of her heirs.”

“Now I say,” said don Quixote, just then, “that the person who reads and travels a lot comes to see and know many things. I say this because what could have made me believe that there are apes in the world who can divine, as I’ve seen here with my own eyes? I’m the same don Quixote de La Mancha that this animal has named—although he has gone too far in my praise—but whatever kind of person I might be, I thank heaven, which endowed me with a gentle and compassionate nature, disposed to do good to all and ill to none.”

“If I had any money,” said the page, “I’d ask señor ape what will happen to me in the pilgrimage I’m on.”

To which maese Pedro, who was no longer kneeling at don Quixote’s feet, responded: “I’ve already said that this little creature doesn’t predict what will happen—if he did, having money wouldn’t matter—but to be of service to don Quixote, here present, I’ll forego all the earnings in the world, and now because I owe him something and want to please him, I’ll set up my puppet theater and entertain all those in the inn at no charge.”

When the innkeeper heard this, he was overjoyed and showed him where the theater could be set up, and this was done in an instant. Don Quixote wasn’t very happy with the foretellings of the ape, since it seemed to him that it wasn’t appropriate for an ape to divine either future things or past things, and so, while maese Pedro set up the puppet theater, don Quixote withdrew with Sancho to a corner of the stable where, without being heard by anyone, he told him: “Look Sancho, I’ve been thinking about the extraordinary ability of this ape, and I have to conclude that this maese Pedro without a doubt has made a pact, tacit or expressed, with the devil.”

“If the pack is sent express and by the devil, I’m not going to open it. But what good are these packs to maese Pedro?”

“You don’t understand me, Sancho. I only want to say that he must have made some deal with the devil, who has given the ape this ability so he can earn a living, and when he gets rich, he’ll give his soul to the devil, which is what humankind’s universal enemy wants. And what makes me believe this is that the ape can tell only past or present things, and the knowledge of the devil doesn’t go beyond that, since he doesn’t know the future except by conjecture, and doesn’t hit the mark every time. To know what is going on at every moment is reserved only for God, and for Him there’s no past or future—everything is in the present, and that being so, as it is, it’s evident that this ape speaks the way the devil might. I’m shocked he hasn’t been denounced yet to the Inquisition and scrutinized by them to find out through whose power the ape is able to divine. Because it’s certain that this ape is not an astrologer, nor can his master cast those figures that they call a horoscope, which is so common in Spain nowadays that there’s no serving girl, page, or cobbler who doesn’t pride himself on being able to make one up, as easily as picking up the jack of spades from the floor, bringing the wondrous truth of science to ruin through their lies and ignorance. I know of one woman who asked one of these astrologers if her little lapdog would get pregnant and give birth, and how many puppies and of what color they would be. To which the astrologer, after casting the horoscope, responded that the dog would get pregnant and would deliver three puppies—one green, one red, and one of mixed color, provided that the dog mated between eleven and twelve o’clock of the day or night, on Monday or Saturday. And what happened was that the dog died two days later of overeating, and the astrologer was confirmed as being very astute, as happens to all or most of them.”

“Even so, I’d like,” said Sancho, “your grace to tell maese Pedro to ask his ape if what happened to you in the Cave of Montesinos is true. As for me, begging your pardon, I think it was all deceit and lies, or at best something dreamed up.”

“Anything is possible,” responded don Quixote, “but I’ll do what you advise even though I have some qualms about it.”

As they were finishing this conversation, maese Pedro came over to get don Quixote and tell him that the theater was prepared, and that he should go over to see the show because it was worthwhile. Don Quixote communicated his thought and begged him to ask the ape right then if certain things that happened to him in the Cave of Montesinos were dreamed up or true, because it seemed to him they could go either way. To which maese Pedro, without saying a word, brought back the ape, and in front of don Quixote and Sancho said: “Look, señor ape, this knight wants to know if certain things that happened to him in a cave called «of Montesi​nos» were false or true.”

And giving the usual sign, the ape jumped on his left shoulder, and seemingly spoke into his ear, and then maese Pedro said: “The ape says that some of the things that happened to your grace in that cave were imagined, and some plausible, and that’s all he knows, and nothing else, insofar as that question goes. And if your grace wants to know more, next Friday he’ll answer anything asked him, because for the time being his powers have left him and they won’t return until Friday, as he has said.”

“Didn’t I say,” said Sancho, “that I couldn’t believe that everything your grace, señor mío, has said about the events of the cave were true, not even half of them?”

“Events will show, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “for time, the revealer of all things, leaves nothing that’s not brought to the light of day, even if it hides in the bosom of the earth; and for the moment we’ll let it go at that, and let’s go see the puppet show of the good maese Pedro, because I believe it’ll reveal something novel.”

“How something?” responded maese Pedro. “This show of mine has sixty thousand new things in it. I tell you, my señor don Quixote, that it’s one of the best things to see in the world today, so operibus credite & non verbis.7 And let’s get to it, for it’s getting late, and we have lots to do, say, and show.”

Don Quixote and Sancho obeyed, and went to where the show was going to be, and the theater was set up and ready, lighted on every side by little candles, which made it fine looking and bright. When maese Pedro got there, he went behind it since he was going to work the puppets, and outside the puppet theater there was a boy, maese Pedro’s servant, who was going to narrate the mysteries of the show. He had a little wand in his hand to point out the various characters as they came out. Everyone who was at the inn, some standing, some sitting, and all in front of the theater, with don Quixote, Sancho, the page, and the cousin settled in the best seats, the narrator began to say what will be heard and seen by whoever hears or reads the next chapter.

Chapter XXVI. Where the delightful adventure of the puppeteer is continued, together with other things that are in truth quite good.

A sudden silence fell on them all,
 I mean, all those who were watching the show were hanging on the words of the narrator about its wonders, when they heard the sound of drums and trumpets and the noise of artillery emerge from the theater, the thunder of which soon faded away, and then the boy raised his voice and said: “This true history being performed for your graces is taken word for word from French chronicles and from Spanish ballads. It depicts the rescue by señor don Gaiferos of his wife Melisendra,
 who was being held captive in Spain, in the city of Sansueña, which it was called in those days and we call Zaragoza today. And look your graces how don Gaiferos is playing backgammon, as is sung:

Gaiferos is playing backgammon

and his Melisendra is forgotten

and that character just coming out now with the crown on his head and the scepter in his hands, is the emperor Charlemagne, the supposed father of Melisendra, who, annoyed with the idleness and neglect of his son-in-law, comes over to scold him. And look with what vehemence and insistence he reprimands him, and it even looks like he would like to knock him on the head a half-dozen times with his scepter, and some authorities say that he did, and well-deserved they were, too. And after having said many things about the risk to his honor for not trying to rescue his wife, they say that he said: 

See to it—I have said it too many times.

“Look your graces also how the emperor turns his back and leaves don Gaiferos despairing, whom you can now see, impatient with anger, casting the board and the pieces away from him, and quickly asks for his weapons, and how he asks don Roland, his cousin, if he can borrow his sword Durendal, and how don Roland refuses to lend it to him, offering him his own services for this difficult undertaking before him. But the brave angered man refuses to accept, and says that he alone will suffice to bring back his wife, even if she were hidden in the center of the earth. And with this, he goes in for his armor so he can get on the road.

“Now your graces turn your attention to that tower over there, which we suppose is one of the towers of the castle of Zaragoza that is known today as the Aljafería, and that lady on that balcony, dressed in the Moorish fashion, is the peerless Melisen​dra, who goes there frequently looking toward the road to France, and by thinking about Paris and her husband, she’s able to console herself during her confinement. Look at something else that’s happening now, perhaps never before seen. Don’t you see that Moor who, keeping very quiet, on tiptoe, with a finger to his lips, comes behind Melisen​dra? Well, look how he gives her a kiss right on her lips, and how she makes haste to spit and clean her mouth off with the white sleeve of her smock, and how she begins to lament, and pulls out her hair in grief, as if it were to blame for the insult. Look also at that stately Moor in the corridor, who is King Marsilio of Sansueña, who—having seen the insolence of the other Moor, even though he was a relative of his and a favorite—has him arrested right away and they sentence him to two-hundred lashes, and to be taken through the streets of the city,

with town criers in front

and constables behind

and see here, where they’re about to give him his punishment, though the crime has just been committed, because there are no indictments or remands as there are with us.”

“Child, child,” shouted don Quixote at this moment, “follow your story in a straight line and don’t lead us down curves or side streets. To establish a truth clearly, many proofs are necessary.”

Also maese Pedro said from within: “Boy, stay on track, do what that man says, and that’ll be the best thing. Keep to your plain song and don’t use any counterpoint since it tends to break down from being too subtle.”

“I’ll do it,” responded the boy, and he went on saying: “This figure coming out on horseback, wearing a hooded cape, is don Gaiferos himself. Here his wife, now avenged for the daring of the enamored Moor, and more at her ease, is now among the battlements of the castle, and she begins to speak with her husband, thinking he’s just some traveler, and she uses the words from that ballad that begins this way:

Horseman, if you are going to France,

Ask about don Gaiferos,

and I won’t repeat any more of it since verbosity begets boredom. It’s enough to see how don Gaiferos makes himself known, and by the joyous gestures of Melisendra, we see that she has recognized him, and now we see her climbing over the balcony so she can jump onto the haunches of her husband’s horse.

“But, alas! the poor thing gets her skirt caught on one of the points on the railing, and she’s left hanging in the air, without being able to get down. But now look how pious heaven aids us in the greatest need, for don Gaiferos, without caring if he tears her rich skirt, grabs onto her, and by force brings her to the ground, and in one heave, he puts her astride, like a man, on the haun​ches of his horse and he tells her to hold onto him tight by putting her arms around him so she won’t fall since señora Melisen​dra is not used to such horseback riding. Look also how the neighs of the horse show how happy he is to be carrying his brave and beautiful master and mistress. Look how they turn their backs and are off, and happily and joyfully they take the road toward Paris.

“May you leave in peace, peerless pair of true lovers! May you arrive safely in your beloved fatherland, unimpeded by bad luck along your happy journey! May the eyes of your friends and relatives see you enjoy the days that remain of your lives—and may they be as long as Nestor’s.”
 

Here maese Pedro’s voice rose again and said: “Be plain, boy, and don’t be bombastic, because all affectation is bad!”

The narrator didn’t respond to this, but continued, saying: “There was no lack of idle eyes—those that notice everything. They saw Melisendra slide down and get on the horse, and they ran to tell King Marsilio, who then ordered the alarm to sound, and see with what speed! Now the city is deluged with the sound of bells that ring in all the towers of the mos​ques.”

“That can’t be,” said don Quixote. “In the business of bells maese Pedro is not correct because among the Moors bells aren’t used, but rather drums and dulzainas,
 like our chiri​mías.
 To have bells in Sansueña is a great absurdity.”

When maese Pedro heard this, the playing stopped, and he said: “Don’t bother about trifles, señor don Quixote, nor look for perfection where none is possible. Don’t they put on a thousand plays every day with a thousand inaccuracies and idiocies, and still those plays have a complete run, and the people who attend them not only applaud but also admire them? So, go on, boy, and let them say whatever they want. As long as I fill my purse, let there be as many improprieties are there rays of the sun.”

“You’re right,” said don Quixote.

And the boy went on: “Look at how many magnificent horsemen race from town pursuing the two Catholic lovers; how many trumpets sound, how many dulzainas are being played and drums resound. I’m greatly afraid that they will catch them and take them back tied to the tail of their own horses, and what a horrendous spectacle that would be.”

When don Quixote saw such a multitude of Moors and heard all that noise, it seemed to him that he should render assistance to the fleeing couple, and, standing up, with a loud voice he said: “I’ll not allow, while I’m alive and present, for such soperchieria
 to be done to such a famous knight and daring lover as is don Gaiferos. Stop, you ill-bred rabble. Stay and pursue no more! If you do, you’re in battle with me!”

As soonas he said that he went into action, and taking out his sword, in one leap he was in front of the puppet theater and with incredible speed and fury he began raining slashes onto the Moorish horsemen knocking some over, demolishing others, decapitating still others, mutilating this one, smashing that one, and gave such a downward thrust amidst many of them that, if maese Pedro hadn’t lowered himself, hunched up, and ducked, don Quixote would have chopped off his head more easily than if he were made of almond paste.

Maese Pedro shouted from inside, saying: “Stop, your grace don Quixote—these things you’re knocking over, smashing, and killing, aren’t real Moors, but rather little figurines made of pasteboard. Look, sinner that I am, you’re wrecking my entire livelihood!”

But don Quixote didn’t stop raining his thrusts, back-hands, slashes, and lunges on this account. Finally, in less than the time then it takes to say the credo twice, he destroyed the whole puppet theater, cutting to bits all the equipment and figures, leaving King Marsilio badly wounded, and the Emperor Charlemagne with his crown and head split in two. The whole audience was in an uproar, the ape fled over the roof of the inn, the cousin was afraid, the page cowered down, and even Sancho Panza himself was very fearful, because, as he swore after the storm was over, that he’d never seen his master so recklessly angry. 

With the general destruction of the theater, now that don Quixote was settled down a bit, he said: “I’d like to have before me right now all those who don’t, and even refuse to believe how useful it is to have knights errant in the world. Consider what would have happened to the good don Gaiferos and the beautiful Melisendra if I hadn’t been here. I’ll bet that those dogs would have caught them by now and would have done something dreadful to them. So, long live knight errantry over all other things on the earth!”

“Long may it live and good luck to it!” said maese Pedro with a very debilitated voice, “and may I die since I’m so unfortunate that I can say what don Rodrigo said: 

Yesterday I ruled over Spain.

and today I don’t have a single fort

that I can say belongs to me.

“It hasn’t yet been a half hour, nor even half a moment, when I was the master of kings and emperors, my stables and chests and sacks filled with an infinite number of horses, and liveries without number. Now I’m devastated and disheartened, poor, and a beggar, and especially without my ape, because I swear that before he comes back to me my teeth will have to sweat,
 and all of it because of the ill-considered fury of this señor knight, of whom it’s said that he rescues orphans and rights wrongs, and does other charitable things; in my case alone his generous intention failed—may heaven be blessed and praised, where the highest thrones are found. I guess it had to be the Woebegone Knight who put my puppets in a woeful situation.”

Sancho Panza was moved to compassion with maese Pedro’s lament, and said to him: “Don’t cry, maese Pedro, and don’t grieve anymore because you’re breaking my heart. I’ll have you know that my master don Quixote is so Catholic, and such a staunch Christian, that if he realizes that he has done you ill, he’ll insist on paying for it and making it up to you.”

“If señor don Quixote would pay me back for some part of the figures that he has broken, I’d be content, and his grace would have a clear conscience, because «he cannot be saved who has things belonging to someone else against the will of the owner and refuses to give it back».”

“That’s right,” said don Quixote, “but as of now I have no idea that I have anything of yours, maese Pedro.”

“What do mean you ‘have no idea’?” responded maese Pedro. “And these remains on the hard and sterile floor? Who scattered and annihilated them if not the invincible power of that mighty arm? And whose bodies were they except mine? And how will I earn a living without them?”

“Now I’m convinced,” said don Quixote, “what I’ve believed on many other occasions—that these enchanters who pursue me do it only to place people as they really are in front of my eyes, and then change them and turn them into whatever they want. Really and truly I tell all who are listening to me that it appeared to me that everything that happened here was really going on exactly as it seemed—that Melisendra was Melisendra; don Gaiferos, don Gaiferos; Marsilio, Marsilio; Charlemagne, Charlemagne. For this reason, I became angry, and to comply with my profession of knight errantry, I had to give aid to those who were fleeing, and with this upright goal in mind I did what you saw me do. If it has turned out differently, I’m not to blame—the evil people who pursue me are. Nevertheless, for this mistake, although there was absence of malice, I want to sentence myself to pay. Let maese Pedro tell me what he wants for the broken figures, and I’ll pay for them immediately, in good and valid Castilian currency.”

Maese Pedro bowed acknowledgment, and said: “I expected no less from the unheard-of Christianity of the valorous don Quixote de La Mancha, the true helper and protector of all those in need and of needy vagabonds. The innkeeper and the great Sancho Panza will be mediators and assessors between your grace and myself concerning what each of the broken figures is or may be worth.”

The innkeeper and Sancho said that they would do it, and then maese Pedro picked King Marsilio of Zaragoza up from the floor, with the head missing, and said: “You can see how impossible it will be to restore this king to his original state, so it seems to me, barring better judgment, that I’m owed four reales and a half for his death, end, and destruction.”

“Move on,” said don Quixote.

“Well, for this one, which is split down the middle,” said maese Pedro, taking in his hands the cleft Emperor Charlemagne, “it wouldn’t be unreasonable to ask five reales and a quarter,”

“That’s not little,” said Sancho,

“Nor much,” said the innkeeper. “Let’s split the difference and say five reales.”

“Let him be given the full five and a quarter,” said don Quixote, “this notable misfortune is not worth quibbling over a quarter more or less, and let’s finish quickly, maese Pedro—dinnertime is approaching and I’m getting hungry.”

“For this figure,” said maese Pedro, “whose nose has been chopped off and who has an eye poked out, which is the beautiful Melisendra, and I think this figure is appropriate, two reales and twelve maravedís.”

“How can that be?” said don Quixote, “because Melisendra must already be with her husband, at least as far as the French border, since her horse, it seemed to me, was flying more than running, and so don’t try to pull the wool over my eyes by trying to make me think this is Melisendra without a nose, when the real one is relaxing in France with her husband. May God help everyone, señor maese Pedro, and let’s play fair and square and move on.”

Maese Pedro could see that don Quixote was beginning to talk nonsense and was going back to his old ways, which he didn’t want to happen, so he said to him: “Right, this can’t be Melisendra—it has to be one of the maidens who served her—with sixty maravedís I’ll be content and well paid.”

In this same way he went along pricing many other destroyed figures, which the arbitrating judges adjusted, to the satisfaction of both sides, to forty reales and three quarters, and in addition to this—which Sancho paid him immediately—maese Pedro asked for an additional two reales for catching the ape.

“Give them to him,” said don Quixote, “not for the ape, but rather for the she-ape,
 and I’d reward two hundred more to the person who could tell me with certainty the good news that señora doña Melisendra and señor Gaiferos were back in France with their families.”

“No one can tell you that better than my ape,” said maese Pedro, “but now there’s no devil that can catch him. Although I imagine that his affection for me and hunger will force him to look for me tonight, and «tomorrow is another day, and we’ll see.»”

So, the storm of the puppet theater blew over, and everyone ate dinner in peace and good fellowship at don Quixote’s expense, because he was generous in the extreme. Before sunup the fellow with the lances and halberds left, and just after dawn the cousin and page came to say good-bye to don Quixote, one to return home, and the other to continue his journey, and don Quixote helped him on his trip by giving him a dozen reales. Maese Pedro didn’t want to have any more disputes with don Quixote, whom he knew very well, and so he got up early before the sun came up, and, taking the remnants of his puppets and his ape, also went away in search of adventures. The innkeeper, who didn’t know don Quixote, was as much in wonder at his crazy acts as he was at his generosity. Sancho paid him well on orders of his master, and bidding him farewell, at about eight o’clock in the morning they left the inn, where we will let them go on by them​selves so that we can have the time to relate things dealing with the telling of this famous history.

Chapter XXVII. Where it is revealed who maese Pedro and his ape were, together with the unfortunate outcome don Quixote had in the Adventure of the Braying, which didn’t turn out as he wanted and planned.

Cide Hamete Benengeli, chronicler of this great history begins this chapter with the words: “I swear as a Catholic Christian,” which his translator says that when Cide Hamete swears «as a Catholic Christian», since he’s a Moor, as he doubtless was, he only wanted to say that when a Catholic Christian swears, he swears, or ought to swear the truth and speak the truth in whatever he says, and so he said that he was telling the truth as a Catholic Christian might when he wrote about don Quixote, especially when he said who maese Pedro and his divining ape—who caused people so much wonder with his miraculous guesses—were.

He says, then, that the person who read the First Part of this history will remember that a certain Ginés de Pasamonte, whom don Quixote liberated along with the other galley slaves, in the Sierra Morena—a reward that was ill-thanked and less repaid by those ungrateful and ill-mannered people. This Ginés de Pasamonte, whom don Quixote called Ginesillo de Parapilla, was the fellow who stole Sancho Panza’s donkey, which, since it wasn’t explained in the First Part—a printer’s error—has baffled many readers, who attributed it to the author’s bad memory rather than the mistake of the print shop. So, Ginés stole it when Sancho Panza was sleeping on the saddle, with the trick that Brunelo used at the siege of Albraca, when he removed Sacripante’s horse from between his legs. Later, Sancho recovered his donkey as has been described. This Ginés, then, fearful he would be discovered by the law that was looking for him to punish him for his infinite number of tricks and crimes—which were so many and so bad that he himself wrote a large volume about them—resolved to go the Kingdom of Aragón and cover his left eye, and became a puppeteer. He knew how to do this and also perform sleight-of-hand extremely well.

It happened, then, that he bought the ape from a recently-freed Christian, coming from the Barbary Coast, and he taught the ape to come up on his shoulder when he made a certain signal, and to murmur—or at least pretend to murmur—into his ear. Once the ape knew how to do this, before he would go into a village where he was going with his puppet theater and ape, he’d find out in the nearest village, or from an appropriate individual, what things had happened in that village and to which persons. He would keep all these things in his memory, and the first thing he’d do was put on his show, sometimes using one story, sometimes another, but all of them light‑hearted, cheerful, and well-known. When the show was over, he would mention the skill of his ape, telling the people that he could divine the past and the present, but couldn’t tell the future. For every correct answer he would get two reales. Sometimes he would discount his price, depending on what he felt about the people asking questions. Once in a while he was in the house of people whose doings he knew, and although they didn’t ask anything so as not to have to pay him, he gave the ape the signal, and then he would say that the ape had told him such-and-such things, which jibed perfectly with what had happened. With this he got incredible credit and everyone flocked to him. Other times, since he was so clever, he would make his answers fit the questions very well, and since no one investigated or pressed him to say how his ape divined, he made monkeys out of them all and filled his purse.

The instant he went into the inn, he recognized don Quixote and Sancho, and since he knew them, it was easy to amaze them and all those who were there. But it would have cost him dearly if don Quixote had lowered his hand a little more when he cut off King Marsilio’s head and destroyed his cavalry, as has been said in the previous chapter.

This is what there is to say about maese Pedro and his ape. And going back to don Quixote de La Mancha, I’ll say that after he left the inn, he resolved to see the shores of the Ebro River
 and that whole area before he went into the city of Zaragoza, since there was quite a bit of time before the jousts were to begin. With this intention he went along his way and for two days nothing happened to him worthy of setting down in writing, until the third day, when he was going up a hill, he heard a great din of drums, trumpets, and muskets.

At first, he thought some regiment of soldiers was moving through that area, and to see them better, he spurred Rocinante and went higher on the hill, and when he was at its highest point, he saw at the foot of the hill what seemed to him to be more than two hundred men armed in different ways—with lances, crossbows, large and small halberds, pikes,
 and some muskets, and many round shields. He went down the slope, approached the squadron and could easily see their banners, distinguish their colors, and note their devices. There was a banner or pennant in particular made of white satin on which a very lifelike small donkey was painted, his head in the air, his mouth open and tongue sticking out, in the act and posture of braying. Surrounding it were written these verses in large letters:

They didn’t bray in vain,

the one and the other magistrate.

By this, don Quixote gathered that those persons must be from the braying village and that’s what he told Sancho, repeating to him what was written on the banner. He told him also that the person who had told them the story was mistaken when he referred to the two aldermen who had brayed since according to the verses on the banner they were magistrates.

To which Sancho Panza responded: “Señor, that doesn’t matter, because the two aldermen who brayed then with time might have become magistrates of their town, and thus they can be called both ways, but in any case it makes no difference to the truth of the story whether or not the brayers were aldermen or magistrates, since they did bray, and it’s just as likely for a magistrate to bray as it is for an alderman.”

They soon figured out that the ridiculed town was going out to fight with another village that had offended them more than was called for, and more than neighborly decency should allow. Don Quixote went over to them, not without some distress on Sancho’s part, since he never liked to be in such situations. The men of the squadron surrounded him, thinking he must be a person favoring their cause. Don Quixote lifted his visor, and with a certain dash and demeanor went to the banner with the donkey, and the leaders of the army gathered around to see him, astonished in the same way all who see him for the first time are.

Don Quixote, who saw them looking at him so attentively, none of them saying a word, wanted to take advantage of that silence, and breaking his own, raised his voice and said: “Good men, I earnestly ask you not to interrupt a speech I want to deliver to you until you see that it bores or annoys you. If this is the case, at the least sign you give me, I’ll seal my lips and will put a gag on my tongue.”

They all told him to say what he wanted, and they would be happy to hear what he had to say. With this license, don Quixote continued, saying: “I, señores míos, am a knight errant, whose profession is that of arms, and whose occupation is to help the needy and to relieve the oppressed. Some days ago I learned of your misfortune and the reason that you’ve taken up arms on occasion to take vengeance on your enemies. And having mulled over your situation once and even many times in my mind, I find that—according to the laws of the duel—you’re mistaken in considering yourselves insulted, because no individual can insult a whole population, unless it is to call the whole population traitorous because he doesn’t know the individual who committed the treason. An example of this we have in don Diego de Ordóñez de Lara who challenged the whole city of Zamora because he didn’t know that only Vellido Dolfos had committed the treason of killing the king,
 so he challenged everyone, and everyone had to deal with vengeance and with answering him. Although it’s true that señor don Diego went a bit far and even exceeded the limits of the challenge, since he had no reason to challenge the dead, nor the water, nor the bread,
 nor those who were still unborn, nor other trivialities that are mentioned there. But, hey! when anger overflows its banks, it’s almost impossible to stop it. This being the case, since a single person cannot offend a kingdom, province, city, republic, nor an entire population, it follows that there’s no reason to go to war to avenge such an insult, because there was no insult to begin with. It would really be unfortunate if the town known as the Clockers went around killing those who called the town that, and the same with the Casserolers, Eggplanters, Whalers, Soapers,
 or any of those other names that circulate in mouths of boys and the rabble in general. Wouldn’t it be lovely, certainly, if all these notable cities were offended and wanted to take vengeance, and always went around taking their swords out over every little quarrel! No, no, God won’t allow it, nor does He want it.

“Men of discretion and well-ordered republics should take up arms and unsheathe their swords and put themselves, their lives, and their estates at risk for four reasons: first, to defend the Catholic faith; second, to defend themselves, and this obeys laws both natural and divine; third, in defense of their honor, their family, and their estate; and fourth, in service of their king in a just war; and if we want to add a fifth one, which fits into the second, it is in defense of their country. To these five causes, as the main ones, you might add a few other reasonable ones that might make you take up arms, but to take them up on account of trifles, and because of things that are more laughable and amusing than offensive, it seems that anyone who would take up arms in those situations lacks logic—more so since there can be no just vengeance that is unjust—and goes directly against the holy law that we profess, which requires us to do good to our enemies and to love those who hate us, a commandment that, although seems difficult to comply with, is only so for those having less of God than the world, and more of flesh than spirit. Jesus Christ—God, and true man, who never lied, nor could he lie—since he was our Lawgiver, said that his yoke was easy and his burden was light,
 and so he wouldn’t command us to do anything that was impossible to obey. So, señores míos, your graces are obliged by divine and human laws to go in peace.”

“May the devil carry me off,” said Sancho, to himself, “if this master of mine isn’t a thologian, and if he isn’t, he seems like it, «as one egg is like the next one».”

Don Quixote took a breath, and seeing that they were still quiet, tried to go on in his talk, and would have if the astute Sancho hadn’t seen that he’d stopped, and took the floor, saying: “My master don Quixote de La Mancha, who was known as the Woebegone Knig​ht for a while and now is known as the Knight of the Lions, is an hidalgo of great intelligence, who knows Latin and Spanish like a bachelor, and everything he talks about and advises comes from his being a good soldier, and he has all the laws and ordinances at his fingertips, so there’s nothing to do but take his advice, and you can blame me if it’s bad advice. More so because it’s foolishness to be offended because of hearing a single bray.

“I remember, when I was a boy, I brayed whenever I felt like it, without anybody stopping me, and with such grace and propriety that when I brayed, all the donkeys of the village brayed too, and yet for this I didn’t stop being the son of my parents, who were very honorable people. And even if I was envied for this skill by more than four snooty boys from my town, I couldn’t have cared less. And so you’ll see that I’m telling the truth, wait a second and listen. This is just like swimming—once you learn it, you never forget it.”

And then he put his hand to his nose and began to bray so loudly that all the nearby valleys resounded. One of the fellows next to him, thinking he was making fun of them, raised the staff he held in his hand and gave Sancho such a thwack that he could’t help but fall to the ground. Don Quixote, who saw Sancho in such bad shape, attacked the person who had hit Sancho with his lance. But so many people intervened that he couldn’t avenge his squire. Seeing the shower of stones raining down on him and that a thousand crossbows were aimed at him and no fewer muskets, he turned Rocinante around, and at the fastest gallop he could muster, shot away, commending himself to God with all his heart to free him from that danger, fearing at every step that a bullet would go in through his back and come out his chest, and he constantly drew breath to make sure he could still breathe.

But the squadron was content for him to flee without shooting at him. They put Sancho—who was barely conscious, and couldn’t yet ride properly—across his donkey, and let him follow his master. The donkey followed the trail of Rocinante, from whom he was never separated.

After don Quixote had traveled a good distance, he turned his head back and saw that Sancho was coming along, and waited for him, seeing that no one else was following. The people of the squadron waited until nightfall, and since their adversaries didn’t show up, they returned to their town joyful and happy, and if they had known the ancient Greek custom, they would have erected a monument in that field.

Chapter XXVIII. About things that Benengeli says that whoever reads them will learn, if he reads attentively.

If the brave man flees, foul play is at its root, and prudent men save themselves for future battles. This truth was manifested in don Quixote, who, giving time for the fury of the braying town and the bad intentions of that indignant squadron to settle down, made haste to get away, without thinking about Sancho or of the danger in which he left him, went far enough away so he would be safe. Sancho followed him, slung across the donkey’s back, as has been mentioned, now having come to more or less, and when he got to his master, he let himself slide off the donkey at Rocinante’s feet, in anguish, battered, and beaten up.

Don Quixote got off Rocinante to examine his wounds, but as he found him sound from head to foot, with some anger said to him: “It was most unfortunate when you learned how to bray, Sancho! Where did you get the idea that it was a good idea to «mention rope in the house of the hanged man»? And to the music of braying, what counterpoint could there be but that of a beating. Give thanks to God, Sancho, that they crossed your back with a stake and that they didn’t make the per signum crucis
 with a scimitar.”

“I’m in no condition to an​swer,” responded Sancho, “because I feel like I’m talking through my back. Let’s mount our animals and get out of here, and I won’t bray again, but I won’t keep silent about knights errant who flee and leave their good squires ground up like a sack of wheat, in the hands of his enemies.”

“«He that retires doesn’t flee»,” responded don Quixote, “because you should know, Sancho, that courage that’s not based on prudence is called recklessness, and the deeds of the reckless person can more be attributed to good luck than to bravery. So, I confess that I retired but not that I fled, and in this I’ve imitated many brave men who have saved themselves for better occasions, and the histories are full of this. I won’t tell you what histories I’m referring to now since it won’t do you any good and it won’t give me any pleasure.”

By this time, Sancho was sitting on his donkey, having been helped up by don Quixote, who then got on Rocinante all by himself, and they headed off slowly toward a poplar grove a quarter of a league away. Once in a while Sancho gave deep sighs and painful groans. Don Quixote asked him what was causing him such bitter distress, and he responded that from the base of his spine to the nape of his neck it was so painful he thought it would drive him crazy.

“The cause must be, doubtless,” said don Quixote, “that since the stake they were pounding you with was long and straight, and they hit you all over your back, that’s the area where you hurt. And if they hit you elsewhere, it’d hurt you there, too.”

“By God,” said Sancho, “your grace has cleared up a great doubt I had and you’ve revealed the truth to me in brilliant terms. I swear, was the cause of my pain so hidden that you had to tell me that the areas that hurt me are where I was pummeled with the stake? If my ankles hurt me it’d be worthwhile to try to find out why they hurt. But to tell me that it hurts me where they pounded me is no great feat to guess. On my faith, señor our master, «other people’s grief doesn’t affect us», and every day I’m finding out how little I can expect from keeping company with you, because if this time you let me get beaten up, another and a hundred more times we’ll go back to the blanketings and other pranks of bygone days, and if it’s my back that pays the price this time, next time it may be my eyes. I’d do a lot better—but I’m a barbarian and I’ll never do anything good in my whole life—I’d do a lot better, I repeat, to go home to my wife and children, supporting her and raising them with what God was pleased to give me, and not go running around following you along non-existent roads and paths that aren’t there, drinking poorly and eating worse. And as for sleeping, ‘Measure off six feet of ground, brother, and if you need more, take double that amount, for you can take as much as you like, and stretch out as much as you want,’ and may I see the first person who started knight errantry, burned up and made into dust; or at least the first person who wanted to be a squire to those dimwits, as all the ancient knights errant must have been. About the contemporary knights, I say nothing because, since your grace is one of them, I respect them, and since I know that your grace knows a bit more than the devil when you talk and think.”

“I bet, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “that now that you’re talking without anyone stopping you, your body doesn’t hurt anywhere. Keep on talking, my son, and say anything that comes to your mind or your mouth, because in exchange for relieving you of your pains, I’ll consider the vexation that your impudence causes me to be a pleasure, and if you want to go back home so much to be with your wife and children, may God not prevent me from stopping you. You have my money—figure out how long we’ve been on this third quest since we left our town, and calculate how much you can and should earn every month, and pay yourself with your own hand.”

“When I worked for Tomé Carrasco,” responded Sancho, “the bachelor Sansón’s father, who your grace knows well, I earned two ducados every month, in addition to lunch. With your grace I can’t figure out how much I should earn since I know it’s more work to be a squire to a knight errant than it is to work for a farmer. So, in sum, those of us who work for farmers, no matter how much we work by day, no matter what happens, at night we eat stew and sleep at home. I haven’t slept in a bed since I started working for your grace, except the short time we were in Diego de Miranda’s house, during the banquet I had with the skimmings that I got from Camacho’s stew pots, and what I ate and drank in Basilio’s house. The rest of the time I’ve slept on the hard ground in the open air, subject to what they call inclemencies of the heavens, feeding myself on pieces of cheese and crumbs of bread, and drinking water from streams or fountains that we come across along the by-roads of our travels.”

“I concede,” said don Quixote, “that everything you’ve said may be true. How much more should I give you than what Tomé Carrasco gave you?”

“In my view,” said Sancho, “if your grace adds two reales more per month, I’ll consider myself well paid. This is insofar as the salary for my labor goes. But as for your promise that your grace made to give me the government of an ínsula it would be proper to add six more reales, and that would bring the total to thirty.”

“That’s fine,” replied don Quixote, “and in accordance with the salary that you’ve calculated, it’s been 25 days since we left our town. Figure out how much I owe you pro-rated and pay yourself, as I’ve said, with your own hand.”

“Oh, good God!” said Sancho, “you’re very mistaken in your numbers, because insofar as the promise of the ínsula goes, you have to count from the day you promised it to me up to the present moment.”

“So, how long has it been since I promised it to you?” said don Quixote.

“If I remember correctly,” responded Sancho, “it must have been more than 20 years—three days more or less.”

Don Quixote gave himself a slap on the forehead and began to laugh heartily and said: “But I didn’t go to the Sierra Morena—indeed I didn’t begin any of my adventures at all—until just two months ago. And you say, Sancho, that I promised the ínsula to you 20 years ago? I say that you want to take all my money that you have, and if that’s so and that’s your pleasure, I give it all to you right now—and may it do you good—because in exchange for seeing myself without such a bad squire, I’ll be pleased to become poor and without a blanca. But tell me, you corruptor of all squirely laws of knight errantry, where have you ever seen or read that any squire of a knight errant has bargained with his master for ‘You’ll give me so much every month so that I’ll serve you’? Go, go, you brigand, you rogue, you monster—for you seem to be all three—set sail, I say, into the mare magnum
 of their histories, and if you find that some squire has said or thought what you’ve said, I’d like you to nail it to my forehead, and in addition you can give me four slaps on the face. Turn your reins or halter on the donkey, and go back home, because you won’t go one step further with me. Oh, ungrateful person! Oh, promises ill-placed! Oh, man more beast than human! You’re leaving just when I was getting ready to set you up, and in such a way that in spite of your wife they would call you lordship? You’re quitting now, when I had the firm and worthy intention of making you the lord of the best ínsula in the world? As you’ve said many times, «Honey wasn’t meant, &c.».
 A donkey you are and a donkey you’ll remain, and a donkey you’ll be when the course of your life ends, since I maintain that it’ll come to an end before you realize that you’re a beast.”

Sancho looked at don Quixote fixedly while he was saying those reproaches. And he was pierced with remorse and tears came to his eyes and with a doleful and feeble voice he said: “Señor mío, I confess that the only thing I lack to turn me into a donkey is a tail. If your grace wants to put one on me, I’ll accept it and will serve you as a beast of burden for the remaining days of my life. Pardon me, and take pity on my inexperience, and be aware that I don’t know very much, and if I talk a lot, it comes more from weakness than from malice. But «he who errs and mends, to God himself commends».”

“I would be surprised, Sancho, if you didn’t mix a proverb into your speech. All right, I forgive you provided that you do mend your ways and from now on show yourself less interested in money, and that you try to open your heart a bit and take hope in waiting for my promise to be fulfilled, for even though it may be late, it isn’t impossible.”

Sancho responded that he would, although he’d have to draw strength from weakness. With this, they went into the poplar grove, and don Quixote made himself comfortable at the foot of an elm tree and Sancho at a beech, for these and similar trees always have feet but not hands. Sancho spent the night in pain because the effects of the beating were more acute in the night air. Don Quixote spent the night with a succession of memories, but even so did finally sleep, and at dawn they continued their journey looking for the banks of the famous Ebro, where what happened to them will be told in the next chapter.

Chapter XXIX. About the famous adventure of the En​chanted Boat.

Two days after leaving the poplar grove, don Quixote and Sancho came upon the Ebro river, and seeing it gave great pleasure to don Quixote, because he could see in it the pleasantness of its banks, the clarity of its waters, the calmness of its current, and the abundance of its liquid crystal. This refreshing sight caused a thousand amorous thoughts to cour​se through his memory. He especially thought about what he’d seen in the Cave of Montesinos, and although maese Pedro’s ape had told him that some of the things was fact and part fiction, he thought more of them were true than false, quite the reverse of what Sancho thought, for he held that everything was lies, and nothing but.

As they continued along in this way, a small boat without oars or any other rigging, and tied to the trunk of a tree near the bank, came into view. Don Quixote looked all around and saw no one, and then just like that, he got off Rocinante and told Sancho to get off the donkey as well, and secure both animals to a poplar or a willow that was nearby. Sancho asked the reason for dismounting and having the animals tied up so suddenly. 

Don Quixote responded: “I want you to know, Sancho, that this boat you see right here is enchanted—it can’t be anything else—and is beckoning and inviting me to board it and rescue some knight or some other noble person who must be in great danger, because this is what happens in books that deal with histories of knights and of enchanters who act and perform their dark arts. When some knight is in great difficulty, and he cannot be helped except by another certain knight, even though they’re separated by two or three thousand leagues, or even farther, either the knight is carried off on a cloud, or is given a boat to get into, and in the twinkling of an eye he’s taken—either through the air or on the sea—wherever his help is needed. So, Sancho, this boat has been put here for the same effect, and this is as true as it’s day right now, and before this day is over, tie the donkey and Rocinante together, and let the hand of God guide us, for I must sail away, even though barefoot friars ask me not to.”

“All right,” responded Sancho, “and since your grace wants to give in to these things, which I don’t know if I should call nonsense, I guess I just have to obey and lower my head, heeding the saying that says: «do what your master tells you to and sit with him at his table». But even so, so I can unburden my conscience, I want to tell your grace that to me, it doesn’t look like this boat is enchanted, but rather belongs to some fishermen who work this river because in it you catch the best shad in the world.”

Sancho said this while he tethered the animals, leaving them to the protection of the enchanters, with a great grief in his soul. Don Quixote told him not to worry about abandoning the animals, because the one who would take them to such longicuous regions would make sure they were taken care of as well.

“I don’t understand this business of logicual,” said Sancho, “and I’ve never heard that word in all my life.”

“Longicuous,” responded don Quixote, “means remote, and I’m not surprised you don’t understand it because you aren’t supposed to know Latin, as some who think they do, but don’t.”

“Well, they’re tied up,” replied Sancho. “What do we have to do now?”

“What do we have to do?” responded don Quixote, “just cross ourselves and weigh anchor—I mean, get on board and cut the rope that’s securing this boat.”

And jumping into it, followed by Sancho, don Quixote cut the line and the boat began to drift away slowly from the bank, and when Sancho saw that the boat had gone about six feet into the river, he began to tremble, fearing for his life. But nothing gave him more grief than to hear his donkey bray and to see Rocinante struggling to get loose, and he said to his master: “The donkey is braying, grieving over our absence, and Rocinante is trying to get free to jump in after us. Dear friends, stay there in peace, and may the madness that takes us away from you change to sanity and allow us to return to your presence.”

And then he began to cry so bitterly that don Quixote, anoyed and angry, said to him: “What are you afraid of, cowardly creature? What are you crying about, heart of butter? Who is pursuing or harassing you, you who have the courage of a mouse? Or what do you lack—you think you’re needy while you’re amidst abundance? By chance are you shoeless and on foot in the Rhiphæian Mountains,
 and not sitting on a bench like an archduke, floating along the silent current of this delightful river, where in a short time we’ll flow into the vast sea? But by now we must have gone out into it and traveled at least seven or eight hundred leagues; and if I had an astrolabe
 with which to tell the longitude, I would tell you how far we’ve traveled, al​though, either I know little, or we have crossed or are about to cross the equator that divides the two opposite poles into equal halves.”
“And when we arrive at the quaker your grace has mentioned,” asked Sancho, “how far will we have gone?”

“Quite a distance,” replied don Quixote, “because of the three hundred sixty degrees that the globe of water and earth encompasses, according to the computation of Ptolemy,
 who was the best cosmog​rapher ever known, we will have traveled half of it when we arrive at the line I mentioned.”

“God help us,” said Sancho, “your grace has brought in an odd witness to what you’re saying, what with the amputation of Tully-Mee who was a good cause-monger. What does that mean?”

Don Quixote laughed heartily at the way Sancho interpreted computa​tion, Ptolemy and cosmographer, and said to him: “You know, Sancho, that when Spaniards embark for the East Indies from Cádiz,
 one of the ways they can tell that they have passed the equator that I’ve told you about, is that all the lice on the sailors die, without a single one surviving, and you can’t find a one of them on board, even though they’d pay for them in gold. So, Sancho, you can slide your hand over your thigh, and if you find any living thing, we’ll have no further doubt, and in that case, we’ll have passed the equator.”

“I don’t believe any of that,” responded Sancho, “but I’ll do what your grace asks me to do, although I don’t know why we need to do those experiments since I can see with my eyes that we’re not yet fifteen feet from the bank, nor have we gone too far from the animals, because there are Rocinante and the donkey in the same place we left them, and looking around me, I swear that we’re not moving faster than an ant.”

“Do the demonstration I told you to do and don’t worry about anything else, because you don’t know what colu​res, lines, parallels, zodiac signs, ecliptics, poles, solstices, equinoxes, pla​nets, astrological sig​ns, points of the compass, and measurements are, of which the celestial sphere and the terrestrial sphere are composed.
 If you knew all these things, or even some of them, you would see clearly which parallels we have crossed, or which signs of the Zodiac we’ve left behind, and which we’re crossing right now. So, I say once again that you should do that search. As for me, I’m convinced that you’re cleaner than a smooth sheet of white paper.”

Sancho slid his hand neatly toward his left knee, then raised his head and looked at his master and said: “Either the test doesn’t work, or we haven’t gotten to the place your grace has mentioned, not by a longshot.”

“So, what?” asked don Quixote, “have you come across something?”

“Even somethings,” responded Sancho.

And shaking his fingers, he rinsed his whole hand in the river, along which the boat was gently drifting in the middle of the stream, and it wasn’t some unknown power or some hidden enchanter guiding it, but rather the current of the water, which was still calm and smooth.

 Just then they saw some large water-mills in the middle of the river, and as soon as don Quixote saw them, he shouted to Sancho: “Don’t you see over there, my friend, a city, castle, or fort where there must be some oppressed knight or some queen or wronged princess, for whose assistance I’ve been summoned?”

“What the devil kind of city, fort, or castle are you talking about, señor?” said Sancho. “Can’t you see that they’re water-mills in the river, where flour is milled?”

“Hush, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “although they appear to be water-mills, they are not, and I’ve told you that enchantments change things from their natural state. I don’t mean that the enchanters really change the form of things, but rather it just looks that way, as experience has shown in the transformation of Dulcinea, the sole refuge of my hope.”

At this point the boat, having gone into the middle of the river’s current, began to travel not as slowly as it had to that point. Many millers in the water-mills who saw the boat coming toward them down the river, realized that it was going to enter into the millrace leading to the waterwheels, jumped out with long sticks to prevent it, and since their faces and clothing were covered with flour, they were a menacing sight. They shouted loudly saying: “You devils! Where are you going? Are you depressed and want to kill yourselves and be crushed to pieces by these water wheels?”

“Didn’t I tell you, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “that we have come to a place where I must show the strength of my arm? Look at how those brigands and rogues have come to attack us. Look how many monsters are against me. Look at the ugly grimaces they’re making at us. Well, now you’ll see, you scoundrels!”
He stood up in the boat and with a very loud voice began to threaten the millers, saying: “Evil and ill-advised rabble, set the oppressed person free that you’re keeping in this fort or prison, whether he be noble or plebeian, of whatever condition or station in life. I’m don Quixote de La Mancha, also called the Knight of the Lions, for whom the happy conclusion of this adventure is reserved.”

And saying this, he clapped his hand on his sword and began to brandish it in the air toward the millers, who, hearing, but not understanding his foolish banter, tended to the business of stopping the boat, which was going into the torrent of the channel leading to the mill-wheels, with their poles. Sancho got on his knees and was praying devoutly to heaven to free him from such imminent danger. The millers, with great skill and speed pushed against the boat with their poles and stopped it, but not without turning it over and causing don Quixote and Sancho to be thrown overboard into the water. It came out all right for don Quixote, who knew how to swim like a gander, although the weight of the armor he was wearing took him to the bottom twice, and if it weren’t for the millers, who plunged in after them and took them out as dead weight, it would have been another Troy
 for the two of them.

When they were on shore, more drenched than dying of thirst, Sancho, once again on his knees and his hands joined in prayer, asked God, through a long and devout supplication, to free him starting right then from the daring plans and assaults of his master. At this point the fisherman, owners of the boat that the water wheels had smashed to bits, arrived, and when they saw it in pieces, they attacked Sancho so they could strip him, and demand payment from don Quixote, who, with great calmness, as if nothing had happened to him, told the millers and fisherman that he would pay for the boat very willingly, provided that they set the person or persons who were languishing ​in that castle free and uninjured.

“What person or castle are you talking about,” replied one of the millers, “you crazy man? Do you want to carry off the people who bring wheat to grind in these mills?”

“That’s enough,” said don Quixote to himself. “It would be like preaching in the wilderness to persuade this rabble to do anything good. In this adventure there must have been two fierce enchanters—one of them prevents what the other attempts. One of them presented me with the boat and the other threw me overboard. May God provide the remedy, for the world is filled with plots and tricks, all contrary to each other. I can’t do any more.”

And raising his voice, he proceeded, looking toward the mills: “Friends, whoever you may be who remain locked up in that prison, pardon me, for by my misfortune and yours, I cannot remove you from your afflictions. This adventure is doubtless reserved for some other knight.”

After he said this, the fishermen and he came to an agreement on the price, and don Quixote paid 50 reales for the boat, which Sancho disbursed much against his will, saying: “Two more boat trips like this one, and all our wealth will have sunk to the bottom.”

The fisherman and millers were amazed, seeing those two figures, so uncommon and different from other men. They never did understand where don Quixote’s words and questions were leading, and considering the two of them to be crazy, they left them; the millers went back to their mills and the fishermen to their huts. Don Quixote and Sancho returned to their animals, and this was the end of the adventure of the enchanted boat.

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

The knight and his squire were of downcast spirits when they got to their mounts especially Sancho, who, when something touched his money, it also touched his soul, since it seemed to him that everything taken from his supply of money was the same as taking away his very eyes. So, without saying a word, they mounted their animals and went away from the famous river, don Quixote being buried in thoughts of love, and Sancho in his advancement, which just then seemed far from attainable, because, although he was unlettered, he realized that all or most of the actions of his master were foolhardy, and he was hoping to find an occasion whereby, without explanations or farewells to his master, he might one day escape and go home. But Fortune ordered it so things turned out quite the reverse of what he feared.

It happened, then, the next day at sunset, when they were emerging from a forest, don Quixote looked out onto a green meadow, and at the far side of it he saw some people, and as he approached he realized that they were hunting with falcons. As he drew even closer, he saw among them a handsome woman riding a snow-white palfrey or hackney, caparisoned with green decorations and a sidesaddle made of silver. The woman was also dressed in green, and so elegantly and richly, that elegance itself was personified in her. On her left hand she held a falcon, which meant to don Quixote that she must be a great lady, and the mistress of all the hunters (as was the truth), and so he said to Sancho: “Go, my son, and tell that lady with the falcon on the palfrey that I, the Knight of the Lions, kiss her grace’s hands and that if her highness grants me permission I’ll kiss them in person and will serve her to the best of my ability, and for as long as she commands me to do so. Watch, Sancho, how you speak, and be careful not to insert any of your proverbs in your message.”

“Would I go inserting proverbs?” responded Sancho. “Honestly! As if this were the first time I’ve taken messages to noble and important ladies in this life.”

“Except for the one you took to señora Dulcinea,” replied don Quixote, “I’m not aware that you’ve taken another, at least while you’ve been working for me.”

“That’s the truth,” responded Sancho, “but «a trustworthy payer doesn’t mind leaving security» and «in a well-provisioned house, dinner is soon served». What I mean is that you don’t have to tell me anything or give me admonitions. I know a bit about everything and am ready for whatever happens.”

“And I believe it, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “so go, good luck, and may God guide you.”

Sancho rode away at top speed, going faster then usual on his donkey, and went to where the beautiful huntress was. He got off his donkey and knelt before her and said: “Beautiful lady, that knight over there, called the Knight of the Lions, is my master, and I’m a squire of his, who they call Sancho Panza at home. This Knight of the Lions, who not long ago was called the Woebegone Knight, sends me to ask your highness to be pleased to give him your consent, permission, and blessing, to put his desire into effect, which is none other—the way he says and I think—than to serve your lofty highness and beauty. With this permission you will be doing something that will redound to your benefit, and he’ll consider it a great favor and a source of great satisfaction.”

“Good squire,” responded the lady, “you’ve certainly given your message with all the details required for such missions. Get up from the ground, for a squire of such a great knight as is the Woebegone Knight, about whom we have heard quite a bit, shouldn’t be on his knees. Arise, my friend, and tell your master to come and be the guest of myself and of the duke, my husband, in a country home we have nearby.”

Sancho got up, astonished by the beauty, courtesy, and quality of the woman, and more so by what she said about having heard of his master, the Woebegone Knight; and if she didn’t call him the Knight of the Lions, it must be because it was such a newly acquired name. The duchess—whose domain was never learned—asked him: “Tell me, brother squire, this master of yours, isn’t he the one circulating in a history called The Ingenious Hidalgo don Quixote de La Mancha, who has for his lady a certain Dulcinea del Toboso?”

“The very same, señora, and that squire of his who appears, or should appear in the same history, who they call Sancho Panza, is me, unless they changed me in the cradle, I mean, unless they changed me in the print ​shop.”

“I’m very pleased about all of this,” said the duchess. “Go, brother Panza, and tell your master that he’s welcome at my estate, and that nothing would make me happier.”

Sancho, with this most gratifying response, and with greatest pleasure, went back to his master, to whom he told what the great lady had said to him, praising to the skies in his rustic terms her great beauty, charm, and courtesy. Don Quixote straightened up in his saddle. He firmed himself in his stirrups, adjusted his visor, put the spurs to Rocinante, and with a gallant mien went to kiss the hands of the duchess, who, having sent for the duke, her husband, told him while don Quixote was approaching, all about his message, and the two of them—since they had read the first part of his history and through it knew about don Quixote’s absurd behavior—with greatest pleasure, and eager to meet him, waited for him, having decided to humor him and go along with whatever he might say, treating him like a knight errant during the days he might stay with them, with all the usual ceremonies that they had read about in the books of chivalry, of which they were still quite fond.

Don Quixote arrived just then with his visor raised, and intended to dismount. Sancho was about to go over and hold his stirrup, but his luck was so bad that when he went to get off his donkey, his foot got caught in a rope of the packsaddle in such a way that he couldn’t get it free, and found himself hanging with his chest and face on the ground. Don Quixote, who was not accustomed to dismounting without his stirrup being held, and thinking that Sancho had come over to hold it for him, got off all at once, and took Rocinante’s saddle (which must have been loose) with him, and both he and the saddle fell to the ground, with no little embarrassment on his part, and many curses directed under his breath to Sancho, whose foot was still trapped.

The duke told his hunters to help the knight and his squire. They picked up the bruised don Quixote from his fall, and he went limping over as well as he could and knelt before the two people. But the duke wouldn’t allow it. Rather, getting off his horse, he went over to embrace don Quixote, saying to him: “I’m sorry, señor Woebegone Knight, that the first thing that happened to you on my estate has turned out as unfortunately as this. But carelessness on the part of squires sometimes results in even worse things happening.”

“My luck in meeting you, worthy prince,” responded don Quixote, “cannot be bad, even though my fall had taken me to the depths of the abyss, since the glory of having seen you would have lifted me up and taken me out. My squire—may God damn him!—is much better at loosening his tongue to say mischievous things than tying and cinching a saddle so it’ll stay up. But no matter how I find myself, fallen or standing up, on foot or on horseback, I’ll always be at your service, and that of my lady, your worthy companion, mistress of beauty, and universal princess of courtesy.”

“Careful, señor don Quixote de La Mancha,” said the duke, “for where my lady Dulcinea del Toboso is, it’s not right to praise other beauties.”

By this time, Sancho Panza was free from the rope, and since he was nearby, before his master could respond, he said: “You cannot deny, but rather confirm, that my lady Dulcinea del Toboso is very pretty. But «when least you expect it the hare leaps up» and I’ve heard that this thing they call nature is like a potter who makes vessels from clay, and if she can make one, she can make two, three, and a hundred. I say it because I swear my lady the duchess isn’t at all behind my lady Dulcinea del Toboso.”

Don Quixote turned toward the duchess and said: “Your highness should imagine that no knight errant in the world has ever had such a talkative nor a more amusing squire as the one I have, and he’ll prove me right if your great loftiness would accept my service for a few days.”

To which the duchess responded: “Because the good Sancho is amusing, I hold him in higher esteem, since that means he’s quick-witted. Wit, señor don Quixote, as you know, isn’t found in dunces, and since he’s witty, from now on I’ll hold him as quick-witted.”

“And talkative,” added don Quixote. “So much the better,” said the duke, “because many clever things cannot be said with few words, and let’s not waste time with words, so let the great Woebegone Knight come along with us.”

“«Of the Lions» your highness should say,” said Sancho, “for there’s no more «Woebegone», just «He of the Lions».” 

The duke went on: “So I say, let the Knight of the Lions come to a castle of mine near here, where he’ll be received as the noble person he is, and in the same way the duchess and I typically receive all knights errant who go there.”

By this time Sancho had adjusted and tightened the saddle well on Rocinante, and once don Quixote had mounted him, and the duke his own beautiful steed, they placed the duchess between them and rode toward the castle. The duchess had Sancho ride next to her because she enjoyed his witticisms immensely. Sancho needed no further urging, and inserted himself among the three, and the four of them engaged in conversation, to the great pleasure of the duchess and duke, who considered themselves very lucky to receive in their castle such a knight and such a squire.

Chapter XXXI. Which deals with many and great things.

Sancho was extremely happy seeing himself seemingly in the duchess’s favor, because it appeared to him that he would find in her castle what he’d found in the houses of don Diego and Basilio, ever a friend of the good life, and so he took Opportunity by the forelock
 whenever good hospitality was offered.

The history relates, then, that before they arrived at the country house or castle, the duke went on ahead and told all his servants how they were to treat don Quixote, who, as soon as he arrived with the duchess to the portals of the castle, two grooms or stableboys, dressed from head to foot in what they call house robes, made of exquisite crimson satin, went over and took don Quixote’s arm, and quietly said to him: “Your greatness, go over and help my lady the duchess dismount.”

Don Quixote went over, and there was a long exchange of polite remarks between them about what should be done, but the duchess prevailed, and refused to get off her palfrey, except in the arms of the duke, saying that such a useless weight was not worthy of such a great knight. The duke then came over to help her down, and when they went into a large patio, two beautiful maidens came and placed a cloak of very fine scarlet cloth over don Quixote’s shoulders, and instantly the galleries of the patio were crowded with servants of the duke and duchess, both male and female, shouting: “Hail to the flower and cream of knights errant!”

And almost everyone began sprinkling sweet smelling water from vials onto don Quixote and the duke and duchess, which amazed don Quixote. That was the first day that he thought and believed himself to be a true knight errant and not a make-believe one, seeing himself being treated in the same way he’d read that knights errant were treated in earlier ages.

Sancho, having left his donkey outside, had latched onto the duchess and went into the castle, but since his conscience caused him some remorse because he’d left the donkey all alone, he approached a reverent duenna, and said to her very quietly: “Señora González, or whatever your grace’s name is…”

“Doña Rodríguez de Grijalba
 is my name,” responded the duenna, “what do you want, brother?”

To which Sancho responded: “I would like your grace to do me the favor of going out of the gates of the castle where you’ll find a grey donkey of mine. Would your grace please have him put, or put him yourself, in the stable, because the poor thing is a bit timid, and he can’t stand being left alone.”

“If the master is as sharp as the servant,” responded the duenna, “we’re in trouble. You go yourself, brother, and bad luck not only to you but also to the man who brought you here—take care of your donkey yourself, because duennas in this house don’t do those things.”

“In truth,” responded Sancho, “I’ve heard my master, who is quite knowledgeable about history, tell about Lancelot:

When from Britain he came

ladies took care of him

and duennas took care of his horse,

and as for my donkey, I wouldn’t trade him even for señor Lancelot’s horse.”

“Brother, if you’re a troubadour,” replied the duenna, “keep your songs for when they’re appropriate and you’ll get paid for them, because from me you’ll only get a fig.”

“It would be a ripe one,” responded Sancho, “and where years count, you won’t lose the game by a point too few.”

“Whoreson!” said the duenna, burning with rage, “If I’m old or not, I’ll give an accounting only to God, and not to you, you garlic-stuffed knave.”

And she shouted this so loudly that the duchess heard her, and turning around to see the duenna so worked up and with her eyes flashing, asked why she was quarreling.

“I’m quarreling,” responded the duenna, “with this good fellow who has so courteously asked me to put a donkey of his at the gate of the castle into the stable, giving as an example some ladies from I-don’t-know-where took care of a certain Lancelot, and duennas looked after his horse—and he wound up by calling me old.”

“I’d be more insulted by that,” said the duchess, “than anything else that could be said to me.”

And turning to Sancho she said: “You should be aware, Sancho my friend, that doña Rodríguez is quite young, and she wears that hood more to show her position, and more because it’s a custom, than because of her age.”

“May the remaining years of my life be bad,” responded Sancho, “if I meant it as an insult. I only said it because of the great affection I have for my donkey, and it seemed to me that I could do no better than to put him in the charge of a person as charitable as doña Rodríguez.”

Don Quixote heard everything and said to him: “Is this type of conversation appropriate for a place such as this?”

“Señor,” responded Sancho, “everybody has to talk of his needs wherever he happens to be. I remembered the donkey right here, and right here I spoke about him. If I had remembered in the stable, I would have spoken about him there.”

To which the duke answered: “Sancho is very right and we can’t fault him for anything. We’ll give the donkey all the feed he wants, and Sancho need not worry, for we’ll treat the donkey as well as we’ll treat him.”

With these words, savored by all except don Quixote, they arrived at the top of the stairs, and escorted don Quixote into a room lined with rich brocaded material with gold strands. Six maidens removed his armor and served him as pages, all of them instructed and forewarned by the duke and duchess about what they had to do and how they were to treat don Quixote, so he might think and see they were treating him like a knight errant. After they had removed his armor, don Quixote was dressed in his tight breeches and chamois doublet; withered, lank, and long, with cheeks that kissed each other on the inside, a figure at which—if the maidens hadn’t known they should restrain their laughter (which was one of the strict orders their masters had given them), they would have burst out laughing.

They asked him if he would let them undress him so he could put on a shirt, but he wouldn’t consent, saying that modesty became knights errant as much as courage.

So, he asked them to give the shirt to Sancho, and shutting himself up in a room where there was a richly decorated bed, he stripped and put on the shirt, and seeing himself alone with Sancho, said to him: “Tell me, you modern scoundrel and old-fashioned blockhead, did it seem like a good thing to you to offend such a venerable duenna so worthy of respect as that one is? Was it the right moment to remember your donkey? Or are these people who will let an animal be mistreated when they entertain their owners so elegantly? In the name of God, Sancho, restrain yourself, and don’t show your true character so they’ll see that you’re woven of coarse country stuff. Look, you sinner, a master is held in greater respect the more he has honored and well-mannered servants, and one of the advantages that princes have over other men is that they have servants who are as good as they are. Don’t you know—you who are as wretched as I am unfortunate—if they see that you’re a coarse bumpkin or an amusing idiot, they’ll think that I’m some charlatan or some fraudulent knight? No, no, Sancho, my friend. Flee, flee from these obstacles, for once you stumble into being a chatterbox and a jester, when you trip the first time, you’ll turn into a most unfortunate buffoon. Bridle your tongue, and consider and meditate on each word that leaves your mouth, and be aware that we’re now in a place where, with the help of God and by the strength of my arm, we will leave greatly enriched in fame and fortune.”

Sancho promised him most earnestly that he would stitch his mouth closed or bite his tongue before he’d say a word that wasn’t pertinent and well thought-out, as he was commanded, and that don Quixote shouldn’t worry about it any further. Through his behavior it would never be known who they were.

Don Quixote got dressed and put on his sword, threw the scarlet cloak on his back and put a cap of green satin—which the maidens had given him—on his head, and in this outfit he went into the great hall, where he found the maidens arranged in two equal outstretched lines, all with vessels with which to wash his hands, which they did with proper respect and ceremony. Then came twelve pages with the steward, to escort him to dine, for his hosts were waiting for him. They put him in the middle, and with full pomp and majesty took him into the next room where there was a rich table set only for four. The duchess and duke went to the door to receive him, and with them there was a solemn ecclesiastic of the kind that rules the houses of princes—of those who, since they weren’t born princes, don’t succeed in instructing those who are how to behave; of those who want the greatness of the great to be measured against the pettiness of their spirits; of those who, trying to teach those they govern how to be thrifty, succeed only in making them miser​able; of those, I say, that the solemn ecclesiastic who went with the duke and duchess to receive don Quixote must have been. They said a thousand courteous things and finally, surrounding don Quixote, they went in to sit at the table.

The duke invited don Quixote to sit at the head of the table, and although he refused, the insistent requests by the duke were so many that he finally sat there. The ecclesiastic sat opposite him, and the duke and duchess were at either side. Sancho witnessed all this and was amazed and dumbfounded seeing the honor those noble people had shown his master and noting the great respect shown and entreaties that passed between the duke and don Quixote to invite him to sit at the head of the table, said: “If your graces will allow me, I’ll tell a little story about something that happened in my village, about the matter of seating.”

Scarcely had Sancho said this when don Quixote began to tremble, believing without any doubt, that he was about to say something foolish. Sancho looked at him and understood what he was thinking, and said: “Don’t worry, your grace, señor mío, that I’ll behave poorly or that I’ll say something that isn’t pertinent. I haven’t forgotten the advice your grace gave me a little while ago about speaking a lot or a little, or well or badly.”

“I don’t remember anything of the kind, Sancho,” responded don Quixote. “Say whatever you want, as long as you don’t take too long.”

“Well, what I have to say,” said Sancho, “is so true that my master don Quixote, who is present, won’t let me lie.”

“As far as I’m concerned,” replied don Quixote, “you can lie, Sancho, as much as you want and I won’t stop you. But be careful in what you say.”

 “I’ll be really careful, and «he who sounds the alarm is safe», as you’ll soon see.”

“It’d be a good idea,” said don Quixote, “for your highnesses to have this idiot ejected from here because he’s going to say a thousand stupid things.”

“On the life of the duke,” said the duchess, “Sancho won’t leave my side one single bit. I like him very much because I know he’s wise.”

“May your holiness live wise days,” said Sancho, “for the confidence you have in me, even though I don’t deserve it. And the story that I want to tell you goes like this: an hidalgo in my town, and he was very rich and from the upper class since he came from the Álamos of Medina del Campo,
 who married doña Mancía de Quiñones, the daughter of Alonso de Marañón, a knight of the Order of Santiago who drowned in the battle of Herradura,
 about whom there was that dispute in our town years ago, which, I understand, my master don Quixote had something to do with, and from which that mischievous Tomasillo, the son of Balbastro the blacksmith, wound up wounded… Isn’t all of this true, señor master? Say it’s so, as you live, so that these people won’t take me for a talkative liar.”

“Up to now,” said the ecclesiastic, “I think you’re more talkative than a liar, but from now on I don’t know what I’ll think of you.”

“You’ve cited so many witnesses, Sancho, and given so much proof, that I have to agree you must be telling the truth. Go on, and shorten your story, because you’re carrying on so much, you won’t finish in two days.”

“He is not to shorten it,” said the duchess, “to please me. Rather he should tell it the way he knows it even though it takes him six days to finish. If it takes that long, those will be the best days of my life.”

“So, I say, señores míos,” Sancho went on, “that this hidalgo, who I know like the back of my hand, because his house isn’t a bowshot from mine, invited a poor but honorable peasant…”

“Move along, brother,” said the religious man at that point, “because the way you’re going, you won’t finish until we get to the other world.”

“I’ll stop less than half way there, if it pleases God,” responded Sancho, “and, I say, when the peasant got to the house of the hidalgo I mentioned who invited him, and may his soul rest in peace because he’s dead now, and the way they tell it, he had the death of an angel. I wasn’t there since I had to do some harvesting at Tembleque…”

“For the love of Mike, son, come back soon from Tembleque, and without burying the hidalgo, if you don’t want to bore us to death, and finish your story.”

“So, what happened,” replied Sancho, “is that just as the two of them were getting ready to sit down—and it’s as if I can see them now…”

The duke and duchess were really amused at the religious man’s vexation over the length of and pauses in Sancho’s story, and don Quixote was quite consumed with anger and rage.

“So, as I was saying,” said Sancho, “when the two of them were about to sit down, the peasant begged the hidalgo to sit at the head of the table and the hidalgo begged the peasant to sit at the head of the table, because in his house you were supposed to do what he asked. But the peasant, who considered himself very courteous and well-bred, refused until the hidalgo, who was quite annoyed, putting his hands on the other’s shoulders, forced him to sit, saying: ‘Sit down, you stupid bore, for wherever I sit, it will be the head of the table.’ And that’s the story, and in truth I think that it’s quite pertinent.”

Don Quixote turned a thousand colors, and on his tanned skin one could see a marbled effect. The duke and duchess concealed their laughter so that don Quixote wouldn’t be totally abashed, since they understood Sancho’s mischievousness; so to change the subject and prevent Sancho from continuing his foolishness, the duchess asked don Quixote what news he had of señora Dulcinea, and if he’d sent her presents of giants or brigands in recent days, since he must have conquered many of them.

To which don Quixote responded: “Señora mía, my misfortunes, although they had a beginning, will never have an end. I’ve vanquished giants and I’ve sent her rogues and brigands. But where will they find her since she has been enchanted and turned into the ugliest peasant girl you can imagine?”

“I don’t know,” said Sancho, “because to me she appeared to be the most beautiful creature in the world. At least, in her lightness of foot and in frisking about, a tumbler couldn’t surpass her. I swear, señora duchess, she jumps onto a she-ass as if she were a cat.”

“And have you seen her in her enchanted form, Sancho?” asked the duke.

“What do you mean ‘have I seen her?’ ” responded Sancho, “Who the devil was it, if not me, who first thought of this enchantment business? She’s as enchanted as my father is.”

The ecclesiastic who heard all this about giants, rogues, and enchantments, realized that this must be don Quixote de La Mancha, from whose history the duke frequently read, and he’d reprehended him many times for it, saying that it was foolish to read such nonsense. When he was sure that what he suspected was true, he spoke to the duke and with great anger said: “Your excellency, señor mío, will have to account to our Lord about what this good fellow is doing. This don Quixote, or don Stupid, or whatever he’s called, I imagine must not be as idiotic as your excellency thinks, since you’re encouraging him to carry out his follies and nonsense.” And turning his attention to don Quixote, he said: “And you, you numbskull, who put it in your brain that you’re a knight errant and that you conquer giants and take on brigands? Be on your way, and let me tell you: go home and raise your children if you have any, and take care of your estate, and stop wandering through the world wasting time and being the laughingstock of all those who meet you and even those who don’t. Where in heaven’s name have you heard that there were or are now knights errant? Where are there giants in Spain or brigands in La Mancha, or enchanted Dulcineas, or anything else from the pack of nonsense that they report about you?”

Don Quixote was quite attentive to the words of that venerable man, and seeing that he was now silent, without respecting the presence of the duke and duchess, with a furious expression of indignation on his face, he stood up and said… But his answer deserves a chapter to itself.

Chapter XXXII. About the response don Quixote gave his reprimander, with other grave and amusing events.

Don Quixote stood up, trembling from head to foot, and with a rapid-fire and irritated voice, said: “The place where I stand, in whose presence I find myself, and the respect I’ve always had and continue to have for your grace’s profession, hold and tie the hands of my just anger. So, because of what I’ve said, and since everyone knows that the weapons of gown wearers
 are the same as those of a woman, which is the tongue, that’s what I’ll use to enter into fair battle with your grace, from whom I should have expected good counsel instead of vile reproaches. Pious and good-intentioned reprimands require diferent circumstances and demand grounds other than these. The least thing I can say is that, having been reprehended in public, and so harshly, has gone beyond all limits of fair reprimand, since initial reproofs should be based on gentleness rather than on harshness, and it’s certainly not a good idea for you, if you don’t know what the sin in question is, to call the sinner an idiot and a fool.

“So, tell me, your grace, which idiotic acts have you seen me perform for which you condemn and censure me, and thus command me to return home and take care of it, and of my wife and children, without knowing if I have a wife or children? Is it that all you have to do is enter willy-nilly into someone else’s house and govern its masters; and after having been raised in the spartan fare of a university boarding house, without having seen more of the world than what is found within twenty or thirty leagues of the area, you would rashly dare to give laws to knighthood and judge knights errant? By chance is it a waste of time to wander through the world, not seeking its comfort, but rather the austerity through which good people rise to the seat of immortality?

“If knights, grandees, nobles, or honorable, magnanimous people, thought I was a moron, it would be an irreparable affront. But if students who never entered into or traveled along the paths of knighthood think that I’m foolish, I couldn’t care less. I’m a knight and I’ll die a knight, if it pleases God.

“Some travel the broad field of arrogant ambition, others use base and groveling adulation, still others use deceitful hypocrisy, and others use the path of true religion. But I, led by my star, have taken the narrow path of knighthood, and in doing so I scorn wealth, but not honor. I’ve satisfied grievances, righted wrongs, punished impudence, conquered giants, and trampled monsters. I’m in love, only because it’s required for knights errant to be in love; and although I’m in love, I’m not one of those depraved lovers, but rather of the Platonic kind. My intentions are always directed toward meritorious ends, to do good to all and ill to none. If the person who understands this in this way and labors toward these goals, if the person who does this deserves to be called a fool, let your highnesses, the duke and duchess, declare me to be one.”

“Good, by God,” said Sancho, “say no more in your behalf your grace, señor and master of mine, because there’s nothing more to say, to think about, or insist on. And what’s more, since this man denies that there ever were and that there are now knights errant, I’ll bet he doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

“By chance, brother” said the ecclesiastic, “are you that Sancho Panza they talk about, to whom your master has promised an ínsula?”

“Yes, I am,” responded Sancho, “and I deserve it as much as the next fellow. I’m one who says «stay near the good folk and you’ll be one of them» and of those who say «not with whom you’re bred but with whom you’re fed» and of those that say «he who leans against a good tree is protected by good shade», I’ve been leaning against my master, and it’s been many months since I’ve been in his company, and I’m going to be just like him, God willing. And if he lives and if I live, there won’t fail to be empires for him to rule, nor ínsulas for me to govern.”

“Certainly not, Sancho my friend,” interrupted the duke, “because I, in the name of don Quixote, grant you the government of one I happen to ​have, and that’s not of poor quality.”

“Kneel down, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “and kiss his excellency’s feet for the favor he has done you.”

Sancho obeyed, but the ecclesiastic, stood up from the table inordinately angry, saying: “By the habit I wear, I’m about to say that your excellency is as foolish as these sinners. No wonder they’re crazy if the sane bolster their insanity. Your excellency can stay with them, and while they’re in this house I’ll be in mine, and I’ll reprehend no further something I cannot remedy.”

And without saying another word, or eating anything else, he went out, despite the entreaties of the duke and duchess, although the duke couldn’t say much since he was prevented by the laughter that the cleric’s obnoxious anger had caused him. He finished laughing and said to don Quixote: “Señor Knight of the Lions has defended himself so well that there’s nothing else to say, for although it appears to be an insult, it really isn’t, because just as women cannot insult anyone, ecclesiastics cannot either, as your grace well knows.”

“That’s true,” responded don Quixote, “and the reason is that he who cannot be insulted, cannot insult anyone else. Women, children, and ecclesiastics, since they cannot defend themselves, even though they may be offended, can’t be insulted, because between an offense and an insult there’s this difference, as your excellency knows. An insult comes from someone who can give it, and when he gives it he can maintain it. An offense can come from anywhere without any insult. Here’s an example—a man is in the street minding his own business, and ten armed men come and beat him up. He grabs his sword and does what he has to. But his many opponents prevent him and he can’t do what he intends, which is to avenge himself. This man is offended but not insulted, and the same thing will be confirmed by another example. A man has his back turned and another one comes up and gives him a punch then runs away and doesn’t wait, and the other runs after him but can’t catch him. This man who was punched receives an offense but not an insult, because an insult has to be maintained. If the man who punched him, even if it was on the sly, should put his hand on his sword and stay there, the one punched would be offended as well as in​​​​​​​​​sulted—offended because he was punched treacherously, and insulted because his attacker maintained it and didn’t run away. So, according to the laws of the cursed duel, I consider myself offended but not insulted, because just as children don’t feel offended, and women cannot either flee or stand their ground, the same thing with those ordained to our holy religion, because these three types of people lack offensive and defensive weapons, and so, although they’re obliged by nature to defend themselves, they cannot insult anyone. A moment ago I said I could be offended—now I say not, in no way, because he who cannot receive any offense cannot give one. And for these reasons I shouldn’t, and don’t resent what this good fellow has said. I only wish he’d stayed a bit longer so that I could make him see the error he committed in thinking and saying that there have never been knights errant in the world. Why, if Amadís were to hear that, or any one of the infinite men of his lineage, I know it wouldn’t go well with his grace.”

“I can vouch for that,” said Sancho. “They would have given him a slash that would have opened him up from top to bottom like a pomegranate or a very ripe cantaloupe. They wouldn’t stand for nonsense like that! By my faith, I’m positive that if Reinaldos de Montalbán had heard these words from this little fellow, he would have given him such a punch in the mouth that he wouldn’t have been able to speak for three years. Let him take them on and he’ll see he won’t escape from their hands!”

The duchess was dying of laughter hearing Sancho speak, and in her opinion she thought he was more amusing and crazier than his master, and many at that time were of the same opinion. Finally, don Quixote calmed down and they finished their dinner, and the tablecloth was taken away. Then four maidens came, one of them with a silver basin, and the other with a pitcher of water, the next one with two very white, thick towels on her shoulder, and the fourth had her arms bared to her elbows, and in her white hands—because certainly they were white—a round cake of Neapolitan soap.
 The one carrying the basin approached, and with gentle grace and brazen self-confidence placed the basin beneath don Quixote’s beard, who, without saying anything, and astonished at such a ceremony, believed it to be a custom in those parts to wash the beard instead of the hands. So he extended his beard as far forward as he could, and at the same moment the girl began to pour from the pitcher and the one with the soap scrubbed his beard very vigorously, creating snowflakes (because the lather was no less white) not only on his beard but all over the obedient knight’s face and eyes, so that he was forced to close his eyes tight.

The duke and duchess hadn’t been privy to any of this and were waiting to see how this extraordinary washing ceremony would end. The maiden in charge of the beard, when she had his face covered with a very thick lather, pretended that her water had run out and told the girl with the pitcher to fetch some more. While she was doing that, don Quixote sat there, the strangest and most laughable sight anyone could imagine. All those present, and there were many, when they saw his stretched-out and tanned neck, more than half a yard long, his eyes closed and his beard covered with soap, it was very hard, and required immense self-control, to hide their laughter. The girls who organized the prank kept their eyes turned down and didn’t dare look at their masters. The latter thought they should be angry and at the same time had to repress their laughter, and they didn’t know what to do—to punish the boldness of the girls or reward them for the pleasure they got seeing don Quixote in that state.

Finally, the maiden with the pitcher came back and they finished washing don Quixote’s beard, then the one with the towels wiped and dried him carefully, and then the four of them curtsied in an aristocratic way all together and were on their way out, when the duke—so don Quixote wouldn’t realize that it had been a jest—called the maiden with the basin and said to her: “Come here and wash my beard, too, and make sure you don’t run out of water.”

The girl, who was quick-witted and knew what to do, went over and put the basin under his beard as they had done with don Quixote, and the four of them washed and lathered him quickly, and leaving him clean and dried off, and curtsying once again, they went away. Afterwards it was learned that the duke had sworn that if they hadn’t washed him as they had done with don Quixote, he would have punished their brazenness, which they discreetely avoided by washing his beard.

Sancho was a witness to this washing ritual and said to himself: “By God, I wonder if it’s customary in this region to wash the beards of the squires of knights errant, because God knows, and I know in my heart that I have great need of it myself, and even if they shaved it completely off, I would like it better.”

“What are you saying, Sancho?” asked the duchess.

“I’m saying, señora,” he responded, “that in the courts of other princes I’ve always heard that when the tablecloths were taken away, water was brought out to wash one’s hands, and not soap for one’s beard. And for that reason, it’s nice to live a long time to see many things, although they also say that «the person who lives a long life undergoes much suffering», but having one’s beard washed seems more like a pleasure than pain.”

“Don’t worry, friend Sancho,” said the duchess, “I’ll have the maidens wash your beard, and even put you in the wash, if need be.”

“The beard will be enough,” responded Sancho, “for now, at least, and with the passage of time, God has ordained what will take place.”

“See to it, steward,” said the duchess, “and do what the good Sancho asks to the letter.”

The steward answered that señor Sancho would be attended to in everything, and with this he went off to eat and took Sancho with him, leaving the duke, duchess, and don Quixote at the table, talking about many different things, but all dealing with the practice of arms and of knight errantry. The duchess begged don Quixote to outline and describe—since he seemed to have happy memories—the beauty and features of the lady Dulcinea del Toboso, who, according to the fame circulating about her beauty, must be the most beautiful creature in the world, and even in all of La Mancha.

Don Quixote sighed hearing what the duchess asked him to do and said: “If I could only pluck my heart out and place it here on a plate on this table in front of your greatness, it would spare my tongue the travail of having to say what can hardly be imagined, because your excellency would be able to see her in all of her beauty. But, why should I try to outline and describe her beauty feature by feature and part by part, since it would be a task worthy of shoulders other than my own, work that should be done by the brushes of Parahassius, Timanthes, Apelles and the chisels of Lysippus,
 to paint and carve her on tablets, marble, and bronze, and Ciceronian and Demos​thenian
 rhetoric to praise her.”

“What does Demosthenian refer to, señor don Quixote?” asked the duchess. “It’s a word that I’ve never heard in all my life.”

Demosthenian rhetoric,” responded don Quixote, “is the same as saying the rhetoric of Desmothenes, as Ciceronian is of Cicero, and they were the two best rhetoricians in the world.”

“That’s right,” said the duke, “and you’ve shown your ignorance through such a question. But even so, it would give us great pleasure if señor don Quixote would describe her for us. I’ll bet that even if it’s just a rough sketch and an outline, she’ll be such that the most beautiful women will envy her.”

“I would willingly do it,” responded don Quixote, “if the recent misfortune that happened to her hadn’t erased her from my mind, I’m more ready to cry over her than describe her, because I want you both to know that a few days ago when I was on the road to kiss her hands and receive her blessing, approval, and permission to do this third expedition, I found her quite different from the way I expected. I found her enchanted and changed from a princess into a peasant, from a beautiful woman to an ugly one, from an angel to a devil, from sweet-smelling to noxious, from well-spoken to a rustic, from a woman of peaceful leisu​re to one who goes leaping about, from light to darkness, and finally, from Dulcinea del Toboso to a country girl from Sayago.”

“God help me,” interrupted the duke with a shout. “Who could have done such a bad thing to the world? Who has snatched from it the beauty that gave it joy, the grace that soothed it, the virtue that was a credit to it.”

“Who?” responded don Quixote. “Who else can it be other than one of the wicked enchanters who persecute me? This cursed race, born in the world to obscure and spoil the deeds of good people and to bring forth and heighten the deeds of the bad. Enchanters have persecuted me, enchanters still persecute me, and enchanters will persecute me until they finally sink me and my high chivalric deeds into the abyss of oblivion. And they do me the most harm and wound me where they see I’ll feel it the most, because to take his lady away from a knight errant is to take the eyes away with which he sees, the sun that gives him light, and the nutrition that sustains him. I’ve said this many other times, and I’ll repeat it now, that a knight without a lady is like a tree without leaves, a building without a foundation, and a shadow without the body that casts it.”

“There’s nothing more to be said,” said the duchess, “but if we’re to believe the history about señor don Quixote that came out a few days ago, meeting with general applause by everyone, one deduces from it, if I’m not mistaken, that your grace has never seen the lady Dulcinea, and that this lady really doesn’t exist in the world, but is rather an invented lady that you engendered in your imagination and described her with all the charms and perfections you wanted.”

“There’s much to be said about this,” responded don Quixote. “God knows if there’s a Dulcinea in the world or not, or if she’s imagined or not. And this is not the type of thing that can be fully verified. I neither engendered nor gave birth to my lady, although I contemplate her as a lady who has all those qualities that can make her famous throughout the world, which are: beauty without blemish, being distinguished but without pride, loving yet modest, gracious through courtesy, courteous through good breeding, and finally, noble of lineage, since beauty shines and flourishes most perfectly because of good breeding than beauty that’s humbly born.”

“That’s right,” said the duke, “but señor don Quixote must allow me to say what the history of your deeds that I read forces me to suggest, and that is that one infers, although one concedes that there’s a Dulcinea in El Toboso (or outside of that town), and that her beauty is at the high level that your grace has described, insofar as her lineage goes, it doesn’t compare with that of the Orianas, the Alastrajareas, and the Madásimas,
 nor with others like them with which abound in the histories that your grace knows about.”

“To this I can say,” responded don Quixote, “that Dulcinea is the daughter of her works, and that virtue makes up for blood, and that a humble but virtuous person is more to be esteemed than a depraved noble person. What’s more, Dulcinea has within her a quality that can make her a queen with a crown and scepter, since the worth of a beautiful and virtuous woman allows her to work great miracles, and she has the potential within herself for greater fortune.”

“I’ll say, señor don Quixote,” said the duchess, “that in everything your grace says he’s very circumspect, and as they say, prudent, and that I, from now on, will believe and will tell everyone else in this household to believe, and even the duke, my lord, if it were to be necessary, that there is a Dulcinea del Toboso and that she lives today, and she is beautiful and well-born and deserving a knight such as señor don Quixote serve her, which is the greatest thing I can say of her. But I can’t help forming a qualm and a grudge against Sancho Panza. The qualm is that the history says that Sancho Panza found Dulcinea, when he was sent to her by your grace with a letter, winnowing a sack of wheat, and seemingly it was red wheat, which makes me doubt the nobility of her lineage.”

To which he responded: “Señora mía, you must know that everything, or most everything that happens to me, falls beyond the usual experience of other knights errant, being so directed by the inscrutable will of the fates or by the malice of some envious enchanter, and since it’s a proven fact that all or most famous knights errant have particular powers—one of them cannot be enchanted, another has impenetrable skin that will prevent his being wounded—such as the famous Roland, one of the Twelve Peers of France, of whom it was said he couldn’t be wounded except through the sole of his left foot,
 and this had to be only with a large straight pin and not with any other weapon. So when Bernardo del Carpio killed him at Roncesvalles, seeing that he couldn’t injure him with a weapon, he took him up between his arms and throttled him, remembering the death that Hercules gave Antæus, that ferocious giant who is the son of the Earth.

“I want to infer by what I said that it might be that I had one of the powers that I mentioned, but it can’t be the one of being invulnerable to wounds because experience has shown me many times that my flesh is soft and not at all impenetrable, nor that of not being susceptible to enchantment, for I’ve seen myself put in a cage, where—if I hadn’t been enchanted—there would be no force on earth capable of locking me up otherwise. But since I freed myself from that enchantment, I’d like to think that no other one can stop me, so I see that these enchanters who can’t use their power against me anymore are taking their vengeance on what I love the most, and they try to take away my life by mistreating Dulcinea, for whom I live. And so, I believe that when my squire took her my message, they changed her into a country girl busying herself with so low an activity as winnowing wheat. But I’ve already said that that wheat wasn’t red or even wheat at all, but rather grains of oriental pearls. And to prove this truth I want to say to your excellencies that as we were going a while ago to El Toboso, I couldn’t find Dulcinea’s palaces. And the next day, after Sancho, my squire, saw her the way she really looks, which is the most beautiful woman in the world, she seemed to me to be an ill-bred peasant, ugly, and not at all well-spoken, whereas she’s really the most circumspect person in the world. And since I’m not enchanted, nor can I be, the way it looks, she’s the enchanted, the offended, and the transformed one—transformed and changed again—and on her my enemies have avenged themselves, and for her I’ll live in perpetual tears until I see her in her pristine state again.

“I’ve said all this so that no one will take seriously what Sancho said about Dulcinea’s sifting and winnowing. Since they changed her on me, it’s no wonder that they would change her on him as well. Dulcinea is noble and well-born and is among the lineages of the hidalgos that there are in El Toboso, and they are many, ancient, and very fine,
 but certainly none can compare with the peerless Dulcinea, for whom her village will be famous and celebrated in future centuries, as Troy has been for Helen, and Spain for La Cava,
 although her rank and fame will be greater. On the other hand, I want you to understand that Sancho Panza is one of the most amusing squires that ever served a knight errant. At times his naïveté is so sharp that it’s curious to wonder if he’s a simpleton or keen-witted. He does mischievous things that condemn him as a rascal, and has an absentmindedness that confirms him as a fool. He doubts everything and he believes everything.

“Just when I think he’s going to topple into something foolish, he comes up with something wise that raises him to the heavens. Finally, I wouldn’t trade him for any other squire, even though they might throw in a city to boot. So, I wonder if it would be a good idea to send him to the government that your grace has awarded him, although I see in him a certain aptitude for the business of governing, and if you smooth out his intellect a bit, he’ll do as well in any government as the king does with managing his taxes. And we know through long experience that one doesn’t need much ability or education to be a governor, because there are a hundred out there who can hardly read, and they govern very well, indeed.

“The important thing is that they have good intentions and want to succeed in everything; and there will never be a lack of people to advise him and put him on the right track, just like other uneducated men who pass judgment with the help of a legal adviser. I would counsel him not to take bribes, or surrender the law, and other little things lying in my stomach; I’ll bring these things to light at the right moment for Sancho’s use and for the benefit of the ínsula he’ll govern.”

At this point in the conversation among the duke, duchess and don Quixote, they heard shouts and voices of the palace help, and all of a sudden Sancho came dashing into the room, looking quite apprehensive, with a heavy cloth as a bib, and behind him many young men—or better said, kitchen boys and other riffraff. One of them came with a basin of water, which—through its color and unclean look—appeared to be dishwater. The fellow with the basin pursued him, and was trying to put it under his beard and another boy was trying to wash it.

“What is going on, brothers?” asked the duchess. “What is this? What are you doing to this man? Don’t you know he has been chosen to be a governor?”

To which one of the kitchen boys answered: “This fellow won’t let us wash his beard as is the custom, and as was done with the duke, my master, and with his master.”

“Yes, I do want it,” responded Sancho angrily, “but I would like for it to be done with cleaner towels, clearer soapy water, and with hands that are not so dirty. There’s not so much difference between my master and myself so that they wash him with perfumed water and me with the devil’s dishwater. Customs of countries and palaces are only good if they aren’t unpleasant. But the washing custom that’s practiced here is worse than whipping penitents. My beard is clean enough, and I don’t need such grooming, and if anyone comes over to wash or even touch a hair on my head, I mean, on my beard—speaking with due respect—I’ll punch him so hard that I’ll leave my fist inside his head. Such cirimonies and soapings seem more to be practical jokes than graceful reception of guests.”

The duchess was dying of laughter seeing Sancho’s anger and hearing his words. But it didn’t please don Quixote very much to see him in the stained towel and surrounded by so many pranksters from the kitchen, and, giving a deep bow to the duke and duchess, with a calm voice he said to the rabble: “Hey! señores knights! Your graces should release this young man and go back where you came from, or anywhere else you please. My squire is as clean as the next man, and those basins are nothing more than a practical joke to him. Take my advice and let him go, because neither he nor I put up with jokes.”

Sancho saw where don Quixote was going and he continued, saying: “Just let’em try to put one over on this unsuspecting fellow, and I’ll put up with it as much as it’s night right now. Bring a comb or whatever you want, and curry my beard, and if you find anything that appears unclean, let ’em shear the whole thing off.”

Without stopping her laughter, the duchess then said: “Sancho Panza is perfectly right in everything he has said, and he always will be in whatever he says. He’s clean, and as he says, he has no need to wash his beard, and if our custom offends him, let him do what he wants, especially since you, ministers of cleanliness, have been too remiss and careless, not to mention impudent, to bring to such a personage with such a beard—instead of basins and pitchers of pure gold and imported towels—basins and troughs made of wood and dishrags. You are bad and low-born, and you cannot help—like the brigands you are—showing the grudge you hold against squires of knights errant.”

The mischievous servants, and even the steward who came with them, thought that the duchess was speaking in earnest, and so they removed the cloth from Sancho’s chest, and quite perplexed and almost ashamed, they went away and left him. Sancho, seeing himself liberated from that great danger, went over to kneel before the duchess, and said: “From great women great favors are expected. The one your grace has done me today cannot be repaid except with the desire to see myself dubbed a knight errant so I can spend all my days in serving such a noble lady. But I’m a peasant, I’m called Sancho Panza, I’m married, have children, and serve as a squire. If I can serve your greatness in any of these capacities, I’ll obey quicker than you can command.”

“It’s quite obvious,” responded the duchess, “that you’ve learned to be courteous in the school of courtesy itself. It’s quite evident, I mean, that you’ve been nurtured at the side of don Quixote, who doubtless is the cream of politeness and the flower of ceremonies, or «cirimonies» as you say. Blessings on such a master and such a servant—the one, because he’s the pole-star of knight errantry, and the other, because he’s the star of squirely faithfulness. Stand up, Sancho, my friend, in return for your courtesy, I’ll make sure that the duke, my lord, bestows the favor of a government on you as soon as he can.”

With this, the conversation ended, and don Quixote retired for his siesta, and the duchess asked Sancho, if he didn’t feel very much like sleeping, to come to spend the afternoon with her and with her maidens in a very cool room. Sancho responded that, although it was true that he customarily had a siesta of four or five hours during the summer, to serve her goodness, he would try with all his might to do without any, that he would be obedient to her command, and he went along with her. The duke gave new orders as to how don Quixote should be treated as a knight errant, without straying from the way it’s said that they treated knights errant of old.

Chapter XXXIII. About the delicious conversation that the duchess and her maidens had with Sancho Panza, worthy of being read and noted.

The history states, then, that Sancho didn’t have that siesta, but rather, in order to keep his word, after eating, he went to visit the duchess, who, given the pleasure she got by listening to him, had him sit next to her in a low chair, although Sancho, being such a good servant, didn’t want to sit. But the duchess told him to sit down as a governor and speak as a squire, and that he deserved the very same bench that belonged to the Cid, Ruy Díaz, the Warrior.

Sancho shrugged his shoulders, obeyed, and sat down, and all the duchess’s maidens and duennas surrounded him and were quite attentive, and were absolutely still so they could hear what he would say.

The duchess was the one who spoke first, saying: “Now that we’re alone and no one can hear us, I would like the señor governor to resolve a few doubts I have, born of the history that has been printed about the great don Quixote. One of these is that since the good Sancho never saw señora Dulcinea, I mean, señora Dulcinea del Toboso, nor did he take don Quixote’s letter, because it stayed behind in the diary in the Sierra Morena, how was it that he dared to fabricate an answer and say that he found her winnowing wheat when it was all a trick and a lie, to the detriment of the reputation of the peerless Dulcinea, and quite out of keeping with the character and loyalty of good squires.”

At these words, without giving any answer, Sancho stood up from his chair, and with quiet steps, his body hunched over, and his finger placed on his lips, walked all around the room, lifting the curtains, and then, having done this, went back and sat down again and said: “Now, señora mía, that I’ve seen that no one is listening to us on the sly, outside of those present, I’ll answer what has been asked and everything else that may be asked me without fear or distress. And first I want to say that I’m convinced that my master don Quixote is completely mad, although sometimes he says things that, in my opinion and even of those who listen to him, are so wise and on the right track that Satan himself couldn’t say them any better. But even so, truly and without any doubt, it strikes me that he’s a half-wit.

“So, with this in mind, I dare to make him believe things that have no head nor foot, as was the case with the response to that letter, and that business of maybe six or eight days ago, which isn’t yet in the history—I’m talking about the enchantment of my lady Dulcinea. I’ve led him to believe that she’s enchanted, although she’s no more so than «the hills of Úbeda».”
 

The duchess begged him to tell her about that enchantment or ruse, and Sancho told it exactly as it had happened, from which his listeners derived no little pleasure.

And continuing Sancho’s thought, the duchess said: “What the good Sancho has told me causes a little qualm to flit about in my soul, and there’s a whisper in my ear, saying: if don Quixote de La Mancha is crazy, witless, and an idiot, and Sancho Panza, his squire, knows it, and even so serves and follows him, and believes in his vain promises, he doubtless must be crazier than his master. And if this is so, as it is, it’ll be bad for you, señora duchess, if you give an ínsula to this Sancho Panza to govern, for if he cannot govern himself, how can he govern others?”

“Before God, señora,” said Sancho, “this qualm is well founded. But you can tell it that it doesn’t need to whisper because I know that what it says is true. If I were wise, I should have left my master days ago. But this was my luck and misfortune. I can’t help it—I have to follow him. We’re from the same town, I’ve eaten at his table, I like him a lot, he’s grateful, he gave me his donkey colts, and above all, I’m faithful. So it’s impossible for us to be separated, except by the one who has the pick and shovel. If your highness doesn’t wish to give me the promised government, God made me for less, and it might be that not giving it to me would be better for my conscience, for although I’m dull, I understand the proverb that says: «to its detriment the ant grew wings».
 

“And it may even be that Sancho the squire will enter heaven before Sancho the governor. «They make as good bread here as they do in France» and «at night all cats are black». «Unlucky is the man who hasn’t broken fast by two in the afternoon». «There’s no stomach that’s half a foot bigger than another», and «it can get full, as they say, with straw or hay»,
 and «the little birds of the field have God as their provider». And «four yards of Cuenca flannel warms better than four yards of fine silk from Segovia». And «when we leave this world and get put into the ground, the prince has to travel a path as narrow as the day-laborer», and «the body of the pope takes up no more feet of earth than the sexton», even though one may be taller than the other, because when we enter the grave we all have to adjust and scrunch up, or rather they make us adjust and scrunch up, even though we may not like it, and good night. And I say again that if your ladyship doesn’t want to give me the ínsula because I’m dull, I’m smart enough not to let it bother me. And I’ve heard it said that «behind the cross lurks the devil», and «not all’s gold that glitters» and that they took the farmer Wamba from between two oxen, plows, and yokes, and made him king of Spain, and that from his brocades, pastimes, and riches they took King Rodrigo to be eaten by snakes, if the old ballads don’t lie.”

“How can they lie?” interrupted doña Rodríguez, the duenna, who was one of the listeners. “There’s a ballad that says that they put King Rodrigo alive, I mean alive, in a tomb filled with toads, snakes, and lizards, and two days later the king said from inside the tomb, with a pitiful voice:

They’re eating me, they’re eating me
where I sinned the most.

And according to this, this fellow is very correct in saying that he prefers to be a peasant than a king, if vermin are going to eat him.”

The duchess couldn’t contain her laughter hearing the simplicity of her duenna, nor could she cease to wonder at the words and wisdom of Sancho, to whom she said: “The good Sancho knows that once a knight makes a promise, he endeavors to keep it, even though it might cost him his life. The duke, my lord and husband, although he’s not among the errants, he’s still a knight, and he’ll keep his word about the promised ínsula, in spite of all the envy and malice of the world. Let Sancho be of good cheer, and when least he’s thinking about it he’ll see himself sitting on the throne of his domain, and will grasp his government, which he can trade in for a brocade of three layers.
 What I charge him to do is take care how he governs his vassals, remembering that they’re all well-born and loyal.”

“Regarding the matter of governing well,” responded Sancho, “there’s no need to charge me with anything because I’m charitable by nature and I have compassion for the poor and «don’t steal bread from the person who kneads and bakes». And by the Holy Cross, «they won’t throw loaded dice on me». «I’m an old dog and I understand ‘come here, boy!’», and I know how to wake up at the right time, and no cobwebs will be spun over my eyes, because «I know where my shoe pinches». I say this because with me the good people will have help and flavor—I mean, favor—and the bad people won’t even be able to put their foot in the door. And it seems to me that in this business of governments «a good beginning is everything», and it may be that after two weeks I’ll really like the office and I’ll know more about governing than the way I was raised to till the soil.”

“You’re quite right,” said the duchess, “because «no one is born educated» and «bishops come from men, not from rocks». But going back to the conversation we were having about the enchantment of the lady Dulcinea, I happen to know for certain and from a reliable source that what Sancho thought was a joke on his master—making him think that the peasant girl was Dulcinea, and that the reason his master didn’t recognize her was because she was enchanted, and it was the work of one of the enchanters who persecute him—well, I know for certain that the peasant girl who leapt onto the she-ass was and really is Dulcinea del Toboso, and that Sancho, thinking he was the deceiver turns out to be the deceived one, and there’s no reason to doubt this any more than to doubt other things that we have never seen.
 Also, Sancho should know that we also have enchanters who favor us and tell us what is happening in the world, purely and simply, and without circumlocutions and deceptions. And may Sancho believe me when I say that the leaping peasant girl was and is Dulcinea del Toboso, and she’s about as enchanted as the mother who bore her. And when least we suspect it, we’ll see her in her real form, and then Sancho will be rid of the delusion under which he lives.”

“All this may easily be,” said Sancho Panza, “and now I want to believe what my master tells me about what he saw in the Cave of Montesinos, where he says he saw lady Dulcinea del Toboso in the same outfit and habit that I said I had seen her in when I enchanted her for my own pleasure. Everything must be the reverse, as your grace, señora mía, says, because with my limited intelligence one cannot expect me to make up in an instant such a clever trick, nor do I believe that my master is so crazy that with my weak and feeble persuasion he would believe something that’s so unlikely. But, señora, I hope you won’t think I’m mischievous because of this, because a blockhead such as myself, is not supposed to penetrate the thoughts and evil acts of bad enchanters. I made that up to escape my master’s scolding and with no intention of doing him harm. And if it turned out the opposite way, «God is in His heaven and He judges our hearts».”

“That’s the truth,” said the duchess, “but tell me now, Sancho, what’s this business about the Cave of Montesinos. I’d like to find out about it.”

So Sancho told her, point by point, what has been said about that adventure. When she heard it, the duchess said: “From this, one can infer that since the great don Quixote says he saw the same peasant girl there that Sancho had seen leaving El Toboso, she’s doubtless Dulcinea, and it appears we have some clever and quite curious enchanters around here.”

“That’s what I say,” said Sancho Panza, “and if my lady Dulcinea del Toboso is enchanted, too bad for her, though I shouldn’t take on my master’s enemies, who must be many and evil. The truth of the matter is that the person I saw was a peasant girl, and if that was Dulcinea, it’s not my fault, and they can’t blame me. Let them not come at me every step of the way saying: ‘You tell me and I’ll tell you; Sancho said it, Sancho did it, Sancho went and Sancho came back,’ as if I were a nobody, and not the same Sancho Panza who circulates in books through​out the world, according to what Sansón Carrasco told me, and he has, at least, been bachelored by Salamanca. And graduates from there cannot lie, except when they feel like it, or it suits their purpose. So there’s no reason for anyone to pick a fight with me, and the way I heard my master say it, «a good name is worth more than great wealth», so let them put this government on me and they’ll see miracles. For whoever has been a good squire will be a good governor.”

“Everything that the good Sancho has said here,” said the duchess, “is Catonian maxims,
 or at least taken from the very soul of Micael Verino, florentibus occidit annis.
 Indeed, indeed, speaking the way he does,
 «under a bad cloak you can find a good drinker». 

“In truth, señora,” responded Sancho, “I’ve never in my life used drinking as a vice. When I’m thirsty, maybe, because there’s nothing of the hypocrite about me. I drink when I feel like it, and when I don’t, and when it’s offered to me (so as not to appear prudish or ill-bred). When it comes to toasting a friend, what heart can be so hard as not to raise a glass? But although «I do wear shoes, I don’t get mud on them». And what’s more, squires of knights errant usually just drink water because they’re always running around forests, fields, mountains, and cliffs, without finding a drop of wine, even if they were willing to trade an eye for some.”

“That’s what I think, too,” responded the duchess, “and in the meantime, let Sancho go rest, and afterwards we’ll speak further and we’ll see how we’ll ‘put this government on him,’ to use his expression.”

Sancho kissed the duchess’s hands again, and begged her to do him the favor of taking good care of his grey, because he was the light of his eyes.

“What grey is this?” asked the duchess.

“My donkey,” responded Sancho. “Since I don’t want to refer to him just as a donkey, I often call him the grey, and I begged this duenna when I came into this castle, to take care of him, and she got quite upset, as if I had said she was ugly or old, but duennas are better suited to feed donkeys than swagger about halls. I swear to God, a man from my village really had it in for these ladies!”

“He must really have been a lowlife,” said doña Rodríguez. “If he were an hidalgo and well-born, he would have praised them to high heavens.”

“All right,” said the duchess, “no more of this. Let doña Rodríguez keep still and señor Panza calm down and leave the comfort of the donkey in my care, because since he belongs to Sancho, I’ll consider him the light of my own eyes.”

“It’s enough for him to be put in the stable,” responded Sancho, “because neither he nor I are worthy of being the light of the eyes of your highness. And I would no more consent to it than I would to stab myself a couple of times, although my master says that where courtesy is concerned, «it’s better to lose by a card too many than one too few», in matters of donkeys, one should be prudent and take the middle road.”

“Let Sancho take him,” said the duchess, “to his government, and there he can pamper him as much as he wants, and even put him out to pasture.”

“Your grace, señora duchess, shouldn’t think she has exaggerated,” said Sancho. “I’ve seen more than two jackasses go to governments, and taking mine with me wouldn’t be anything new.”

Sancho’s words renewed the duchess’s laughter and delight, and after she sent him off to rest, she went to tell the duke what had transpired between them. And the two of them made a plan to play a joke on don Quixote that would be in the chivalresque style, and they later played many more on him, so inventive and ingenious, that they’re the best adventures in this great history.

Chapter XXXIIII. Which tells how the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso was to be disenchanted, which is one of the most famous adventures in this history. 
Great was the pleasure the duke and duchess got from the conversation with don Quixote and from the one with Sancho Panza, and they were eager to carry out pranks that would give the appearance and semblance of adventures, and they chose as a theme what don Quixote had told them about the descent into the Cave of Montesinos, thinking it would make a good jest. But what the duchess marveled at most was that Sancho was so gullible that he’d come to believe it was true that Dulcinea del Toboso was enchanted, when he was the enchanter and the trickster of the affair himself. So, having told heir servants what they had to do, six days later they took don Quixote on a hunting expedition, with an array of hunters and beaters worthy of a crowned king.

They gave don Quixote a hunting outfit and another one to Sancho, green in color and made of very fine cloth. But don Quixote didn’t want to wear his, saying that one day he’d have to return to the rigorous profession of arms and he couldn’t take a wardrobe or luggage with him. Sancho, on the other hand, took the one they gave him, with the intention of selling it as soon as he could.

When the designated day came, don Quixote put on his armor, Sancho got dressed, and, riding his donkey—for he refused to leave him behind, even though they offered him a horse— joined the company of hunters. The duchess came out dressed very elegantly, and don Quixote, showing great courtesy, led her palfrey by the reins, although the duke tried to demur, and finally they arrived at a forest between two high mountains, and once the sites, blinds, and paths were assigned, and people were stationed at different spots, the hunt began with a lot of noise, shouts, and yelling so loud they couldn’t hear one another speak, all this amidst the barking of dogs and the sounding of huntsmen’s horns. The duchess dismounted, and with a sharp spear in her hands, placed herself where she knew that wild boars usually came through. The duke and don Quixote also dismounted and placed themselves at her sides. Sancho got behind everyone else, without getting off his donkey, which he didn’t dare leave alone so that he wouldn’t be harmed in any way.

And no sooner had they settled and fanned out with many of their servants, when a huge wild boar ran out, pursued by dogs and hunters, gnashing his teeth and tusks, and foam streaming from his mouth. When don Quixote saw him, clutching his shield and clasping his sword, he started to go out to receive him. The duke did the same with his spear. But the duchess would have gotten in front of everyone if the duke hadn’t prevented her. Only Sancho, seeing the fierce animal, abandoned his donkey and started to run as fast as he could. He found it impossible to climb all the way up a tall oak, but when he was half way up, holding onto a branch, trying to get to the top, owing to his bad luck and misfortune, the branch broke off, and he got caught on a snag before he reached the ground. Seeing himself in that plight, and also realizing that the suit was tearing—it seemed to him that if the animal attacked him, he was hanging low enough for the animal to reach—he began to shout so loudly and yell for help with such insistence that everyone who heard him thought he was already in the jaws of some wild beast.

Finally the tusked boar was pierced by the several pointed spears that he faced. Don Quixote turned his head toward Sancho’s shouts—for he recognized whose they were—and saw him dangling from the oak, head hanging down, and the donkey, who wouldn’t abandon his master in his misfortune, standing next to him. And Cide Hamete says that he rarely saw Sancho Panza without also seeing the donkey, nor the donkey without seeing Sancho, such was the friendship and loyalty the one had for the other. Don Quixote went over and helped Sancho down, who looked at his torn hunting outfit once he was free and on the ground, and it grieved him in his heart, because he felt that the garment was worth a fortune.

Then they placed the powerful boar on a pack mule, and, covering it with sprigs of rosemary and myrtle branches, they took it as the spoil of victory to some large field tents erected in the middle of the forest, where they found the tables set and a meal already prepared, which was so sumptuous and enormous that it was easy to see the greatness and magnificence of those who offered it.

Sancho, showing the rents of his torn outfit to the duchess, said: “If this hunt had been for rabbits or little birds, my suit would have never ended up in this state. I don’t know what pleasure anyone can get waiting for an animal who can snatch away your life if he gets you with one of his tusks. I remember hearing an ancient ballad sung, which goes like this: 

The bears may gulp you down
Like Favila of renown.

“He was a Gothic king,” said don Quixote, “who, when he went off to hunt, was eaten by a bear,”

“That’s what I say,” responded Sancho, “for I think it’s wrong for princes and kings to run such a risk just for a little pleasure, which seems like it’s no pleasure at all since in involves killing an animal who has committed no crime.”

“You’re quite mistaken,” responded the duke, “because the hunt is the best and most necessary activity for kings and princes. It is the image of war. In it there are stratagems, skills, and snares to conquer safely one’s enemy. During the hunt one endures bitter cold and insufferable heat; laziness and listlessness are cast aside; and finally, it’s an activity that can be done with no injury to anyone, and gives pleasure to many. And the best thing about it is that this kind of hunting is not for everyone, as are other types of hunting, except falconing, which is also reserved for kings and great lords. So, Sancho, change your opinion, and when you’re governor, engage in the hunt and you will benefit from it.”

“I don’t think so,” responded Sancho, “because the good governor should have «a broken leg and stay at home». A pretty predicament if people with business came to see him all tired out and he’s off in the forest hunting. So, the government would go to pot. On my faith, señor, hunting and pastimes should be reserved for lazy people and not for governors. What I think I’ll do for entertainment is to play cards on religious holidays and ninepins on Sundays and holidays. Hunting doesn’t jibe with my temperament or agree with my conscience.”

“May it please God that’s the way it’ll be, because «there’s a big difference between saying and doing».”

“No matter,” replied Sancho, “because «the person who pays on time doesn’t worry about leaving security» and «him who God helps is better off than he who gets up early» and «it’s the stomach that carries the feet and not the feet that carry the stomach». I mean that if God helps me, and I do what I should with a good purpose I’ll doubtless govern perfectly. «Let them put their finger in my mouth and see if I bite».”

“May God and all his saints confound you, cursèd Sancho!” said don Quixote, “And when will the day come, as I’ve said on many other occasions, when I’ll see you say a whole speech, well put together and coherent, without proverbs? Your highnesses should pay no attention to this idiot, señores míos, because he’ll grind up your souls, not just between two, but amidst two thousand proverbs, which he drags in, and if they’re ever to the point and timely, may God give him salvation, and to me as well, if I ever should listen to them.”

“The proverbs of Sancho Panza,” said the duchess, “although he knows more of them than the Greek Commander,
 are to be prized for the brevity of the maxims. For myself I can say they give me more pleasure than others that are more to the point and more aptly introduced.”

With these and other entertaining conversations they left the tent and went into the forest, where they visited some hunting blinds, and soon the day was over and night overtook them, which was not as clear or as calm as might have been expected, since it was the middle of summer. But a certain chiaroscuro that it brought with it helped the duke and duchess’s plan. So, when night began to fall, just before dusk, suddenly it appeared as if the whole forest was aflame everywhere. And then an infinite number of bugles and other musical instruments of war were heard here and there in all four directions, as if many mounted troops were coming. The blaze of the fire and the blare of military horns almost blinded the eyes and numbed the ears of all those present and even of all those who were in the forest.

Then an infinite number of war cries were heard, in the style of those when Moors enter into battle.
 Trumpets and bugles blared, kettle-drums resounded, fifes whistled, all almost at the same time, continuously, and without ceasing, and anyone who was sane would lose his sanity on hearing so many instruments. The duke was stunned; the duchess amazed; don Quixote stood in wonderment; Sancho Panza trembled; and finally, even those privy to what was happening were astonished. Fear reduced them to silence, and a messenger dressed as the devil on horseback rode past playing, not a bugle, but a long, hollow ox horn that emitted a hoarse, frightful sound.

“Ho, brother courier,” said the duke, “who are you, where are you going, and what warriors are these who are marching through the forest?”

To which the messenger replied in a terrifying voice: “I’m the devil. I’m looking for don Quixote de La Mancha. The people who are coming along are six groups of enchanters, who are bringing on a triumphal carriage the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso. She’s enchanted along with the gallant Frenchman Montesinos who is to instruct don Quixote how that lady is to be disenchanted.”

“If you were the devil, as you say and as your appearance reveals, you should have already recognized that knight don Quixote de La Mancha, since here he is right in front of you.”

“Before God and my conscience,” responded the devil, “I wasn’t paying attention—I have so many different things to think about that the reason I came slipped my mind.”

“Doubtless,” said Sancho, “this demon must be a good man and a good Christian, because if he wasn’t, he wouldn’t have sworn «before God and my conscience». Now I believe that in hell itself there must be good people.”

Then the devil, without dismounting, looking over to don Quixote, said: “The unfortunate but brave knight Montesinos has sent me to you, Knight of the Lions—and may I see you between their claws—to tell you to wait for him in whatever place I should find you, because he’s bringing the one they call Dulcinea del Toboso with him, to instruct you how to disenchant her. Since this is all I came for, I won’t stay any longer. May demons such as I remain with you and good angels with these others.”

And when he said this, he sounded his huge horn, and turned around and left without waiting for anyone’s response.

Wonder once again fell on everyone, especially Sancho and don Quixote. Upon Sancho because he saw that, in spite of the truth, they would have it that Dulcinea was enchanted; upon don Quixote because he couldn’t be sure that if what had happened to him in the Cave of Montesinos was true or not. And while he was absorbed in these thoughts, the duke asked him: “Does your grace plan to wait, señor don Quixote?”

“Most certainly,” he responded. “I’ll wait here dauntless and strong, even if all hell comes to attack me.”

“But if I see another devil and hear another horn like that one, I’ll as soon wait here as in Flanders,” said Sancho.

By this time, it was getting very dark, and many lights began to flicker in the forest, just as dry exhalations from the earth dart across the sky, which seem like shooting stars in the sky to us.
 At the same moment a terrifying sound was heard, like the noise made by the solid wheels of an oxcart, whose harsh and continual creaking cause wolves and bears to flee, it is said, if there are any around. Adding to this flurry, another storm of noise arose that gave the impression that from the four corners of the forest there were four battles going on, because over there was the din of frightening artillery; in another corner they were firing infinite muskets; nearby you could hear the shouts of the combatants; and far away there were more Muslim war cries.

Finally, the cornets, the ox-horns, the huntsman’s horns, the bugles, the trumpets, the drums, the artillery, the muskets, and especially the frightful sound of the carts, all together made such a cacophonous and horrendous noise that don Quixote had to pluck up all his courage to be able to withstand it. But Sancho’s heart fell to earth and sent him half-fainting to the skirts of the duchess, who received him and had water brought right away to throw in his face. It was done and he came to just as a cart with creaking wheels was arriving. It was pulled by four sluggish oxen, all covered with black caparisons, and each one had a blazing wax torch tied to each horn. On top of the cart there was a high seat on which was seated a venerable old man with a beard that was whiter than fallen snow itself, and so long that it extended beneath his waist. He was clad in a long black robe of buckram. Since the cart was coming with a great many torches it was easy to perceive and discern everything that was on it. It was driven by two ugly demons dressed in the same fine buckram, and their faces were so ugly that Sancho, as soon as he saw them, closed his eyes so he wouldn’t have to see them again. When the cart came up to them, the venerable old man stood up from his seat, and said in a loud voice: “I’m the wizard Lirgandeo.” The cart continued along, and nothing more was said.

After this one, another similar one came, with another old man enthroned on top, who, making the cart stop, with a voice that was no less grave than the other, and said: “I’m the wizard Alquife, the great friend of Urganda the Unknown,”
 and he went by as well.

Then, in the same way, another cart arrived. But the person who was seated on the throne was not an old man like the others, but a big robust man with an evil eye, and he, when he came, stood up as the others did, and said with an even more hoarse and even more devilish voice: “I’m Arcaláus, the enchanter, the mortal enemy of Amadís de Gaula and all his kinfolk.” And he passed by.

These three carts moved to one side and the distressing noise made by their wheels ceased. Then what was heard wasn’t a noise, but rather the sound of sweet and harmonious music that made Sancho glad, and he took it as a good omen. And so he said to the duchess, from whom he dared not move an inch: “Señora, where there’s music, there can’t be anything bad.”

“Nor where there’s light and brightness,” responded the duchess.

To which Sancho replied: “The fire gives light and the bonfire gives brightness, as we can see in those that surround us, but they may scorch us. But music always indicates joy and festivity.”

“We’ll see soon enough,” said don Quixote, who was listening to it all, and he was correct, as the next chapter will show.

Chapter XXXV. Where the information that don Quixote received about Dulcinea’s disenchantment was continued, together with other astonishing events.

Following the rhythm of the pleasing music, they saw coming toward them a cart of the kind they call «triumphant», pulled by six grey mules draped in white linen, and on each one there was a «penitent of light», also dressed in white, with a burning wax torch in his hand. This cart was two or even three times the size of the other ones, and on its sides and on top there were twelve more penitents dressed in robes as white as snow, all of them with burning torches—a sight that caused wonder and fear at the same time.

On a raised throne a nymph clad in a thousand layers of silvery gauze-like material on which shone an infinite number of gold sequins, which made her look, if not richly, at least splendidly dressed. Her face was covered by a transparent and delicate silk veil through which a beautiful maiden’s face could be seen. And the many lights permitted one to distinguish her beauty and her age, which was not more than twenty but not less than seventeen years. Next to her was a figure in a flowing robe that went to his feet, and his head was covered with a black veil. At the instant that the cart arrived in front of the duke and duchess and don Quixote, the music made by the chirimías stopped, and then music of harps and lutes that were being played on the cart also stopped. The figure stood up and opened his robe and removed his veil, revealing clearly the fleshless and ugly face of Death, which made don Quixote feel apprehensive, Sancho felt fear, and the duke and duchess were also a bit afraid. This living Death, with a listless voice that appeared sleepy and with a tongue not quite awake, begin to speak in this way:

I am that Merlin who the legends say 

The devil had for father, and the lie 

Hath gathered credence with the lapse of time. 

Of magic prince, of Zoroastric lore 

Monarch and treasurer, with jealous eye 

I view the efforts of the age to hide 

The gallant deeds of doughty errant knights, 

Who are, and ever have been, dear to me. 

Enchanters and magicians and their kind 

Are mostly hard of heart; not so am I; 

For mine is tender, soft, compassionate, 

And its delight is doing good to all. 

In the dim caverns of the gloomy Dis,
 

Where, tracing mystic lines and characters,

My soul abides now, there came to me 

The sorrow‑laden plaint of her, the fair, 

The peerless Dulcinea del Toboso. 

I knew of her enchantment and her fate, 

From high‑born dame to peasant wench transformed 

And touched with pity, first I turned the leaves 

Of countless volumes of my devilish craft, 

And then, in this grim grisly skeleton 

Myself encasing, hither have I come 

To show where lies the fitting remedy 

To give relief in such a piteous case. 

Oh thou, the pride and pink of all that wear 

The adamantine steel! Oh shining light, 

Oh beacon, north star, path and guide of all 

Who, scorning slumber and the lazy down, 

Adopt the toilsome life of bloodstained arms! 

To you, great hero who all praise transcends, 

La Mancha’s luster and Iberia’s star, 

Don Quixote, wise as brave, to thee I say— 

For peerless Dulcinea del Toboso 

Her pristine form and beauty to regain, 

’T is needful that thy squire Sancho shall, 

On his own sturdy buttocks bared to heaven, 

Three thousand and three hundred lashes lay, 

And that they smart and sting and hurt him well. 

Thus have the authors of her woe resolved. 

And this is, gentle people, why I have come. 

“Oh, no!” said Sancho instantly. “Not to mention the three-thousand lashes, I’ll as much give myself three as I’d stab myself three times. What the devil kind of disenchantment is this? I don’t see what my rear end has to do with enchantments. By God, if señor Merlin can’t find another way to disenchant Dulcinea del Toboso, she’ll have to go to her grave enchanted.”

“I’ll take you myself,” said don Quixote, “you garlic stuffed hayseed, and I’ll tie you to a tree, naked as when your mother bore you, and I don’t say three thousand three hundred, but rather I’ll give you six thousand six hundred lashes, and so well laid on you won’t be able to pull them off with three thousand three hundred tugs.
 And don’t say a word or I’ll tear your soul out.” 

When Merlin heard this, he said: “It cannot be that way because the lashes that the good Sancho is to receive have to be voluntary and not by force, and in the period of time that he chooses. There’s no time limit imposed. But if he wants to cut his whipping in half he can let another’s hand administer them, even though they might be a bit weightier than he’d like.”

“Neither another’s hand nor my own, nor weighty, nor to be weighed,” replied Sancho, “no hand at all will touch me. Did I give birth to señora Dulcinea del Toboso so that my rear end should pay for the sins of her eyes?
 My master, yes, for she’s a part of him since he’s always calling her «my life, my soul», his mainstay and support—he’s the one who can and should whip himself for her and do everything necessary for her disenchantment. But as for my whipping myself, abernuncio.”

Hardly had Sancho said this when the silvery nymph who was next to Merlin stood up, and taking away the light veil from her face she revealed a face that seemed exceedingly beautiful to everyone, and with masculine confidence and a not-very-feminine voice, speaking directly to Sancho Panza, said: “Oh, contemptible squire, you fool, heart of a cork tree, guts as hard as rocks! If they commanded you, you thief and shameless fellow, to leap from a high tower to the ground; if they asked you, you enemy of the human race, to eat half a dozen toads, two lizards and three snakes; if they persuaded you to kill your wife and children with a huge, trenchant sword, it wouldn’t be a wonder that you would be squeamish and reticent. But to make a big deal over three thousand three hundred lashes—there’s no orphan, no matter how puny he may be, who doesn’t get that many every month—it would amaze, stun, and astonish all those pious souls who learn of it and those who will eventually learn of it with the passage of time.

“Cast, you wretched and hardened animal, cast, I say, your skittish mule eyes on these eyes of mine, which you can compare to shining stars, and you’ll see them cry thread by thread and skein by skein, making furrows, roads, and paths along the beautiful fields of my cheeks. I hope you will be moved, you rogue and evil-intentioned monster, by my flowering youth—still in its teens, for I’m nineteen and not yet twenty—which is fading and withering under the crust of a rustic peasant. And if I don’t appear that way right now, it’s because of a special favor by señor Merlin, here present, only so that my beauty can move you. May the tears of a distressed beauty turn stones into cotton and tigers into sheep.

“Smack, smack those hams of yours, you untamed brute, and cast away that sluggishness caused by your nature that makes you inclined only to gorge yourself and eat some more. Free the smoothness of my flesh, the gentleness of my nature, and the beauty of my face. And if you don’t want to relent for my sake, nor adhere to some reasonable time limit, do it for this poor knight standing next to you, for your master, I mean, whose soul, I can plainly see, is stuck in his throat, just a few inches from his lips, and he waits only for your harsh or mild answer, either to emerge from his mouth or return to his stomach.”

When don Quixote heard this, he felt his throat and said, facing the duke: “By God, Dulcinea has spoken the truth, for here’s my soul lodged in my throat like the nut
 of a crossbow.”

“How are you going to respond to this, Sancho?” asked the duchess.

“I’ll answer, señora,” responded San​cho, “what I’ve already said—that where the lashes are concerned, abernuncio.”

“Abrenuncio, you should say, Sancho, and not as you’ve said,” said the duke.

“Leave me alone, your highness,” responded Sancho, “for I’m not going to look for subtleties nor one letter more or less, because these lashes that are supposed to be given to me or I’m supposed to give myself have so upset me that I don’t know what I’m doing or saying. But I would like to find out from the lady, my senora Dulcinea del Toboso, where she learned this way of seeking favors. She comes to ask me to open my flesh with lashes, then calls me a fool, and an untamed beast, with a series of bad names that the devil can take. Is my flesh made of bronze by any chance? Or do I care if she’s disenchanted or not? What basket of clothes, shirts, handkerchiefs, socks (although I don’t wear them) does she send ahead to soften me up—she brings reproaches instead, knowing the proverb that they say around here that «a donkey loaded with gold goes up a mountain easily» and «gifts break stones», «pray devoutly and hammer stoutly», and «one take is better than two I’ll give yous»?

“Then there’s my master who should have taken me by the hand and treated me tenderly to gain my favor, and he says that he’ll tie me naked to a tree, and will double the ante. And these sad people should consider that not only are they asking a squire to whip himself, but a governor as well. Like they say, they’re «piling one good thing on top of another». Let them learn, let them learn how to seek favors, to ask politely, and behave themselves. Everything has its proper time and men aren’t always in a good humor. Right now I’m about to burst with grief over my torn green outfit, and they come and ask me to whip myself of my free will, which I’m as far from doing as I am turning into an Indian chief.”

“Well, in truth, my friend Sancho,” said the duke, “if you don’t soften yourself more than a ripe fig, you’ll not get your hands on the government. A fine thing it would be if I sent a cruel, hard-hearted governor to my islanders, one who doesn’t acquiesce to the tears of distressed maidens or to the requests of wise, powerful, and aged enchanters and wizards. So, Sancho, either you whip yourself, or you get whipped, or you cannot be a governor.”

“Señor,” responded Sancho, “won’t you give me two days to make up my mind about what is best for me?”

“No, in no way,” said Merlin, “right now, at this instant and in this place, decide how this business will turn out—either Dulcinea will return to the Cave of Montesinos and to her former state as a peasant, or taken away as she is to the Elysian Fields, where she’ll be waiting for the number of whiplashes to be completed.”

“Come, good Sancho,” said the duchess, “chin up, and show yourself grateful for the bread you’ve received from señor don Quixote, whom we all are obliged to serve and please owing to his noble character and his worthy chivalry. Say yes to this whipping, and let the devil go to hell, and leave fear to the wretched. «A stout heart breaks bad luck», as you well know.”

To these words, Sancho responded with these foolish ones of his own, and he asked Merlin: “Tell me, your grace, señor Merlin—when the devil courier came and gave my master a message from señor Montesinos, he commanded him to stay because he was coming with instructions how to disenchant the lady Dulcinea del Toboso. Well, up to now we haven’t seen Montesinos or the likes of him.” 

To which Merlin responded: “The devil, friend Sancho, is an ignoramus and a great rogue. I sent him to look for your master, but not with a message from Montesinos, but rather from me, because Montesinos is in his cave, waiting, or rather, hoping for his disenchantment, and on that matter the «tail has yet to be skinned». If he owes you anything, or if you have anything to negotiate with him, I’ll fetch him and put him down wherever you want. For now, just say yes, and believe me, it will be to the advantage of your soul as well as to your body—to your soul, through the love by which you’ll do it, and for your body, because I know you’re of a sturdy constitution, and losing a little blood won’t do you any harm.”

“There are so many doctors in the world, even enchanters are doctors,” replied Sancho, “ but since everyone tells me to, although I don’t quite understand why, I agree to give myself the three thousand three hundred lashes, on the condition that I’ll give them whenever I choose, without any limit on the time. I’ll try to get out of debt as quickly as I can so that the world can enjoy the beauty of the lady doña Dulcinea del Toboso, since the way it appears, quite different from what I thought, she is beautiful. Another condition is that I’m not obliged to draw blood with the whip, and if some of the lashes are only hard enough to whisk flies away, they’re to be counted. Moreover, if I make a mistake in my count, señor Merlin, since he knows everything, will have to tell me how many are left or how many I’m ahead.”

“As for your being ahead of the count, I won’t have to tell you,” responded Merlin, “because the instant you get to the correct number, lady Dulcinea will be disenchanted at that very moment and will come, gratefully, to the good Sancho to thank him and even reward him for his good works. So there’s no reason to have any reservations about the excess or shortage, nor will heaven permit me to deceive anyone, even though it’s just by a single hair on one’s head.”

“All right then, it’s in God’s hands now,” said Sancho. “I consent to my bad luck—that is, I accept the penitence with the conditions duly noted.”

Hardly had Sancho said these words when the music of the chirimías began once again and an infinite number of muskets were fired, and don Quixote threw himself around Sancho’s neck, giving him a thousand kisses on his forehead and cheeks. The duchess and the duke, and everyone else appeared to be very happy, and the cart began to move, and when it went by Dulcinea bowed slightly to the duke and duchess and gave a deep bow to Sancho.

And right then the happy and smiling sunrise was fast approaching. The little flowers in the fields stood up and the liquid crystal of the streams, murmuring among the brown and white pebbles, ran to pay tribute to the expectant rivers. The happy earth, the clear sky, the clean air, the serene light, each on its own and all together gave unmistakable signs that the day, which was treading on the skirts of the dawn was going to be fine and clear. And the duke and duchess, satisfied with their hunt and with having succeeded in their plan so cleverly and happily, returned to their castle with the object of following up their pranks that gave them more delight than anything else.

​Chapter XXXVI. Where is narrated the extraordinary and never-before-imagined adventure of the Distressed Duenna, otherwise known as the Countess Trifaldi, together with a letter that Sancho Panza wrote to his wife, Teresa Panza.
The duke had a steward who had a very jovial and carefree wit who played the part of Merlin—he arranged everything for the last adventure, wrote the verses, and had a page play Dulcinea. And then, with the collaboration of the duke and duchess, prepared another one, of the rarest and most amusing kind imaginable.

The duchess asked Sancho the next day if he’d begun the labor of the penance he had to perform to disenchant Dulcinea. He said that he had, and that the previous night he’d given himself five lashes. The duchess asked with what he’d given himself those lashes. He answered that he’d used his hand.

“That,” replied the duchess, “is more like giving yourself slaps than lashes. I’m convinced that the wizard Merlin will not be satisfied with such gentleness. The good San​cho will have to make some kind of whip with metal thorns or a cat-o’-nine-tails, which can be felt. «Misfortunes make us wise»,
 and the liberty of such a great lady as is Dulcinea cannot be achieved at such a small price. Sancho should know that works of charity that are done tepidly and half-heartedly have no merit and are worthless.”

To which Sancho responded: “Your ladyship, give me an appropriate scourge or rope, and I’ll whip myself with it, as long as it doesn’t hurt me too much. I’ll have your grace know that, although I’m a peasant, my flesh is more cotton than hemp, and it wouldn’t be good for me to do myself damage for someone else’s gain.”

“All right,” said the duchess, “tomorrow I’ll give you a scourge that will be just right and will suit the tenderness of your flesh, as if your flesh were your own sister.”

To which Sancho said: “I want you to know, señora mía of my soul, that I’ve written a letter to my wife Teresa Panza, telling her everything that has happened to me since I left her. I have it here inside my shirt, and all it needs is to be addressed. I would like you to read it because is seems to me to be in line with a governor, I mean, in the style of what governors ought to write.” 

“And who wrote it?” asked the duchess.

“Who would write it if not me, sinner than I am?” responded Sancho.

“And did you write it down?”

“Not in a million years,” responded Sancho, “because I don’t know how to read or write, although I can sign my name.”

“Let’s see it,” said the duchess, “because it must be that you show the quality and capacity of your wit in it.”

Sancho took out the letter from his shirt and when the duchess took it, she saw that it read this way:

   Letter from Sancho Panza to Teresa Panza, his wife
«If they gave me solid lashes, at least I had a fine mount»;
 if I got a good government, it’s costing me stout lashes. You won’t understand this, Teresa, for now—you’ll find out about it soon. You should know, Teresa, that I’ve determined that you’ll ride in a coach, for that’s the appropriate thing to do, for anything else would be like crawling on all fours. You are a wife of a governor, so see if they’ll talk about you behind your back now. I’m sending you a green hunting outfit that my lady the duchess gave me. Turn it into a skirt and bodice for our daughter. Don Quixote, my master, the way I heard it said in this region, is a crazy sane man and an amusing idiot, and that I’m not too far behind him. We have been in the Cave of Montesinos, and the wizard Merlin has selected me for the disenchantment of Dulcinea del Toboso, known as Aldon​za Lorenzo in those parts, and with three thousand three hundred lashes that I have to give to myself, less five, she’ll be as disenchanted as the mother who bore her. Don’t tell any of this to anyone because «if you take a piece of business to the town council, some will call it white, others black».

In a few days I’ll leave for the government where I’m going with a great desire to make some money, because they’ve told me that all novice governors go with that same desire. I’ll take the pulse of the place and I’ll tell you if you have to come to be with me or not. The donkey is fine, and he sends you his greetings, and I won’t leave him behind, even if they make me the Grand Turk.
 My lady, the duchess, kisses your hands a thousand times. Send her back two thousand, for there’s nothing that costs less or comes cheaper, according to my master, than good manners. God hasn’t been pleased to offer me another valise with another hundred escudos like the last time. But don’t worry, Teresa dear, for «the one who sounds the alarm is safe», and «everything will come out in the wash» with this government. One thing that bothers me is that they told me that once I taste the government, I’ll eat my hands after it, and if this is true, it’ll cost me dearly, although those who are maimed or one-armed have benefits in the alms they beg for. So, one way or another, you’re to be rich and will have good fortune. May God give it to you as well as He can, and may He keep me healthy to serve you. From this castle, on the twentieth of July, 1614.

Your husband the Governor
Sancho Panza 
Once the duchess finished reading the letter, she said to Sancho: “The good governor is a bit off the track in two places—the first is when he says or gives her to understand that this government is being given to him in exchange for the lashes he is to give himself. When he knows full well, and cannot deny, that when the duke, my lord, promised it to him, no one in the world had yet dreamed of any lashes. The second thing is he shows himself to be very greedy in the letter, and I wouldn’t want him to look like a seeker of gold, because «greed bursts the bag» and a greedy governor makes for ungoverned justice.”

“I didn’t mean it that way, señora,” responded Sancho, “and if your grace thinks that the letter shouldn’t be sent as it is, we can just tear it up and start again, and it might prove to be a worse one if it’s just left up to me.”

“No, no,” replied the duchess, “this one is fine, and I want the duke to see it.”

With this they went into a garden where they were to have lunch that day. The duchess showed Sancho’s letter to the duke, from which he derived great pleasure. They ate, and after the cloths were removed and they had enjoyed a delicious conversation with Sancho for a while, suddenly they heard the sad notes of a fife and the hoarse beating of an unharmonious drum. They all seemed to be agitated because of the confused, military, and sad harmony, especially don Quixote, who was so excited he could hardly stay seated. As for Sancho—no need to mention it—his fear took him to his accustomed refuge, which was next to or behind the skirts of the duchess, because really and truly the sounds they were hearing were very sad and melancholic. And when they were all in such suspense, they saw two men enter the garden dressed in mourning that trailed on the ground. They were playing two large drums, also draped in black. To their side came the fife player, clad in black as the others were. Following these three came a person of gigantic proportions, draped rather then dressed in a very black long robe, whose train likewise was enormously large. Over the gown was a wide strap, also black, on which hung an inordinately large scimitar set with stones in a black scabbard. His face was covered with a transparent black veil through which one could glimpse a very long beard that was as white as snow. With great gravity and composure he moved in time with the drums. His immense size, his affected gait, his blackness, and his retinue could and did amaze everyone who looked at him and who were unaware of who he was.

He went with the already-mentioned slowness and pomposity to kneel before the duke, who, with the others, awaited him standing, and wouldn’t allow him to speak until he stood up. The frightening and monstrous apparition did so, and once he was standing, he removed the veil from this face, revealing the most horrendous, longest, whitest, and fullest beard that human eyes had ever seen up to that point, and then, fixing his gaze on the duke, he drew from his wide and expanded chest a grave and sonorous voice, and said: “Very high and powerful lord, I’m known as Trifaldín of the White Beard. I’m the squire of the Countess Trifaldi, also known as the Distressed Duenna, on whose behalf I’m bringing to your greatness a message, and it’s that your magnificence be pleased to authorize her to enter and tell you of her affliction, which is among the most unusual and astonishing ones that the most anguished imagination in the world could dream up, but first, she wants to know if the brave and never-conquered don Quixote de La Mancha is present, whom she has come on foot to seek, without eating, from the Kingdom of Candaya
 to your estate, something that should be held as a miracle, or as the result of enchantment. She’s at the gate of this castle or country estate, and is waiting only for your blessing to enter. I have spoken.”

And then he coughed, smoothed his beard from top to bottom with both hands, and with great calm waited for the answer from the duke, which was: “Yes, good squire Trifaldín of the White Beard, we have known of the misfortune of my lady the Countess Trifaldi, whom the enchanters have named the Distressed Duenna, for some days. You can well tell her to come in, stupendous squire, where she’ll find the brave don Quixote de La Mancha, whose generous qualities will surely provide all protection and assistance, and you can also tell her that if she needs my help, it won’t be lacking, since I’m obliged to give it to her, being a knight, whose duty it is to help all kinds of women, especially widowed, injured, and distressed duennas, as your mistress must be.”

When Trifaldín heard this, he knelt on one knee and signaled to the fife and drum players to begin playing, and with the same music and tempo in which he’d entered, he went out of the garden, leaving everyone astonished by his appearance and demeanor. 

And the duke, turning toward don Quixote, said: “So, famous knight, neither the darkness of wickedness, nor ignorance can conceal and dim the light of courage and of virtue. I say this because it has been just six days since your goodness has been in this castle when sad and distressed people come here looking for you—not in coaches or on dromedaries—but on foot and fasting, confident that they will find in this very strong arm the remedy for their afflictions and travails, thanks to your great deeds, which are celebrated far and wide over the known world.”

“I would like, señor duke,” responded don Quixote, “for that holy ecclesiastic, who showed such prejudice and ill-will toward knights errant at dinner the other night, to be here now to see with his own eyes if knights are necessary in the world. He could actually touch with his own hands those people who are extraordinarily distressed and who, when they’re in dire straits and in enormous misfortune, don’t go looking for relief from the houses of men of letters, nor of village sextons, nor from the knight who has never left the borders of his town, nor from the lazy courtly knight, who goes looking for news to tell others rather than trying to do works and deeds for others to tell and write about. Relief from distress, rescue from need, protection of maidens, solace of widows, can be sought in no better type of person than knights errant, and because I’m one of them, I give infinite thanks to heaven, and I consider any misfortune and labor that I may undergo along the way well worth it in this so honorable profession. Let this duenna come and ask whatever she wants, and I’ll find relief for her through the might of my arm and in the intrepid resolve of my dauntless will.”

Chapter 37.
 Where the famous adventure of the Distressed Duenna is continued.

The duke and duchess were extremely delighted to see how well don Quixote was responding to their plan, and just then Sanc​ho said: “I wouldn’t want this señora duenna to put some stumbling block in the way of my promised government, because I heard an apothecary from Toledo—and he spoke as beautifully as a goldfinch sings—say that when duennas interfere, nothing good can come out of it. So help me God! How that apothecary bore a grudge against duennas, and since they all are vexatious and troublesome, no matter what their rank and disposition is, I have to wonder how the distressed one, as they’ve said this Countess Three Skirts
 or Three Trains is, because in my region skirts and trains, trains and skirts, it’s all the same.”

“Hush, Sancho my friend,” said don Quixote. “Since this señora duenna has come from such a long way to seek me, she must not be one of the ones that the apothecary was thinking of. Moreover this one is a countess, and when countesses serve as duennas, it must be like they’re serving queens and empresses, for countesses are great ladies who are waited upon by other duennas.”

To this doña Rodríguez responded: “My lady the duchess has duennas in her service who could have been countesses if Fortune had favored them. But «laws go as kings will» and no one should speak ill of duennas, especially of the old maids, who, although I’m not one of them myself, I can understand and appreciate the advantage that a maiden duenna has over a widowed one, and «he who sheared us still has the shears in his hand».”

“Even so,” replied Sancho, “there’s so much to shear in duennas, according to my barber, that «it would be better not to stir the rice, even though it sticks».”

“Squires always,” responded doña Rodríguez, “are our enemies, since they’re elves of antechambers, and they see us all the time, the times that they’re not praying—and there are many such—they spend gossiping about us, digging up our bones,
 and burying our good name. Well, I’d like to send them to the galleys, because, even though they don’t like the idea, we too have to live in the world and in noble houses, although we may die of hunger and we may cover our delicate, or not-so-delicate flesh with nun’s habits, as one covers a dung-heap with a tapestry on the day of the procession. I swear that if I were allowed and the occasion demanded, I would make not only those present but everyone understand that there’s no virtue that duennas don’t possess.”

“I believe,” said the duchess, “that my good doña Rodríguez is right, very right, but she must wait for some other time to defend herself and the other duennas, to refute the bad opinion of that apothecary, and take away the one that the great Sancho Panza holds in his heart.”

To which Sancho responded: “Since I’ve tasted a bit what it’s like to be a governor I’ve lost something of the pettiness of being a squire and I don’t care a wild fig for all the duennas in the world.”

The conversation about duennas would have continued if the music of the fife and drums hadn’t started up again, from which they understood that the Distressed Duenna was coming. The duchess asked the duke if it would be good to go out to welcome her since she was a countess and a noble person.

“For what she has of a countess,” responded Sancho before the duke could say anything, “I agree we should go out to welcome her, but for what she has of a duenna, I’m of the opinion that we shouldn’t move a muscle.”

“Who brought you into this, Sancho?” said don Quixote.

“Who, señor?” responded Sancho. “I brought myself, and I can, too, as a squire who has learned courtesy in your grace’s school, since you’re the most courteous and best-mannered knight in the realm of courtesy, and in these matters, according to what I’ve heard your grace say, «you can lose as much by a card too many as by a card too few» and «a word to the wise is sufficient».”

“It’s as Sancho says,” said the duke. “We’ll see first what the countess is like and then we can gauge the courtesy due her.”

The fife and drums players appeared again as they had the first time.

And here the author ended this short chapter and began the next one dealing with the same adventure, which is one of the most notable ones in the history.

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

Following the sad musicians, as many as twelve duennas entered the garden in a double file, all dressed in roomy nuns’ habits made, seemingly of fine lightweight wool, with white headdresses made of fine muslin. These were so long that only the hems of the habits were visible. Following them came the Countess Trifaldi, whom Trifaldín of the White Beard was leading by the hand. She was dressed in a high-quality and very dark un-napped flannel (for if it had been napped, each tuft would have been the size of a chickpea from Martos
). The tail or skirt, or whatever you might want to call it, ended in three trains, each of which was being held in the hands of three pages, also dressed in mourning, making a handsome and mathematical figure with those three acute angles formed by the three trains, and all of them realized when they saw that the three-pointed dress, that was why she was called the Countess Trifaldi, as if we were saying the Countess of the three skirts. And Benengeli says that it was true and that her real name was Countess Lobuna because many wolves were bred in her county, and, if instead of wolves they were foxes, they would have called her the Countess Zorruna,
 because it’s the custom in those parts for the people to take the names of things that abound on their estates. However this countess, to favor the novelty of her skirt, dropped Lobuna and took up Trifaldi.

The twelve duennas and the lady came in slowly, their faces covered with black veils, and not of the kind you could see through, like the squire’s, but so dense that nothing could be seen behind them.

As soon as the squadron of duennas appeared, the duke, the duchess, don Quixote, and everyone else who was looking at that slow procession, stood up. The twelve duennas stopped and made a passage through the middle of which the Distressed Duenna came forward, without releasing Trifaldín’s hand, and when the duke, the duchess, and don Quixote saw them, they strode out a dozen paces to welcome her.

She, kneeling on the ground, with a voice that was more coarse and rasping than soft and delicate, said: “May it please your greatnesses not to show so much courtesy to this your man-servant, I mean, to this your maid-servant—since I’m so distressed, I can’t say what I should, since my strange and never-before-seen misfortune has carried away my senses. I don’t know where they are, and they must be a long way away, for the more I search for them, the less I find of them.”

“Without senses would be the person,” responded the duke, “señora Countess, who couldn’t see how worthy you are and that you’re deserving of the cream of courtesy and the flower of politest ceremonies.”

And taking her by the hand, he led her to sit next to the duchess who received her with great courtesy as well.

Don Quixote said nothing and Sancho was dying to see Trifaldi’s face and also the faces of some of her many duennas, but it was not possible until they revealed them of their pleasure and free will.

Once they all settled down and were quiet, everyone was waiting to see who would break the silence, and it was the Distressed Duenna, with these words: “I’m confident, most powerful lord, most beautiful lady, and very discreet company, that my great affliction will find in your worthy hearts a no less attentive than generous and sympathetic reception. This affliction is such that it can make marble tender, soften diamonds, and mollify the steel of the hardest hearts in the world. But before I announce it to your sense of hearing, not to mention your ears, I would like you to make known to me if in this fellowship, group, and company, is to be found the very unblemished don Quixote de La Manchísima, and his squirísimo
 Panza.”

“The Panza,” Sancho said, before anyone else could respond, “is here, and don Quixotísimo as well. So you can, needy duennísima, say what you would likísimo. We’re all ready and preparedísimo to be your servantí­simos.”

At this, don Quixote stood, and directing his words to the Distressed One, said: “If your afflictions, needy señora, can promise some hope of relief by the bravery or strength of some knight errant, here are mine, which, although feeble and limited, can be used in your service. I’m don Quixote de La Mancha, whose business is to help all kinds of people in need, and that being so, as it is, you need not, señora, beg for favors nor use preambles, but in plain terms and without beating around the bush, state what your afflictions are. Listeners will hear you, and if they can’t help you, at least they will commiserate with you.”

When she heard this, the distressed duenna gave every indication that she would throw herself at the feet of don Quixote, and in fact she did so, and struggling to embrace them, she said: “Before these feet and legs I throw myself, unconquered knight, since they’re the pedestals and columns of knight errantry. I want to kiss these feet, on whose footsteps hangs the entirety of my relief, brave errant, whose deeds leave behind and dim the fabled ones of the Amadises, Esplandianes, and Belianises!”

And turning away from don Quixote, she faced Sancho Panza, and grasping him by the hands, said to him: “Oh, you, the most loyal squire that ever served a knight errant in modern or in ancient times, whose goodness is more expansive than the beard of Trifaldín, my companion here present! You can well pride yourself that in serving the great don Quixote you’re serving in effect the whole multitude of knights who have ever borne arms in the world. I beg you, by what you owe to your most loyal goodness, to be a just intercessor for me with your master, so that he’ll aid this most humble and most unfortunate countess.”

To which Sancho responded: “That my goodness, señora mía, is as long and large as the beard of your squire doesn’t matter very much to me. As long as my soul has a beard and a mustache when I leave this life is what is important. I care little or not at all about beards here on earth. But without these schemes or supplications, I’ll beg my master—who I know loves me, and more so now that he needs me for a certain favor—to help you insofar as he can. Disclose your affliction and tell it to us, and leave it to us, for we’ll all understand.”
The duke and duchess were bursting with laughter at these things, as the others were who had taken the pulse of that adventure, and they praised among themselves the shrewdness and ingenuity of Trifaldi, who sat down and said: “Queen Maguncia,
 widow of King Archipiela,
 her lord and husband, from whose marriage was born the princess Antonomasia,
 heiress of the realm, reigned over the famous kingdom of Candaya, which lies between Trapobana and the Southern Sea, two leagues away from Cape Comorín.
 Antonomasia was raised and grew up under my protection and instruction, since I was the most important duenna, and the one of longest service to her mother. It happened, then, as days came and went, the girl Antonomasia came to be fourteen years old and with such a perfection of beauty that Nature couldn’t improve on it. And should we say that she had the mind of a child? Her mind was as great as her beauty, and she was the most beautiful girl in the world, and still would be, if the envious fates and the Three Sisters
 haven’t cut the yarn of her life. But they haven’t yet, for heaven will not allow such a bad thing to happen on earth. It would be like plucking a bunch of premature grapes from the best grapevine.

“An infinite number of princes, both foreign and domestic, fell in love with this beauty whom I hardly have the words to describe—among whom a certain knight at court dared to raise his eyes to the heaven of so much beauty, trusting in his youth, elegance, and in his many skills, gallantry, accomplishments, and charm. I’ll have you know, if it won’t bore you, that he played the guitar and could almost make it speak, and what’s more he was a poet and a great dancer, and he could make birdcages, and if he made only them, he could have earned a living, if he should find himself in great need. All of these skills and graces are sufficient to demolish a mountain, not to mention to move a delicate maiden. But all his elegance and charms, and all his skills and abilities were of little, or even no use to subdue the fortress of my girl, if that shameless thief hadn’t gotten to me first. At the outset, the brigand and soulless vagabond made sure to win my will over and overcome it, so that I, a bad governess, would give him the keys to the fortress I was supposed to be guarding.

“Finally, he flattered my senses and overcame my will with I don’t know what trinkets and headdress pins. But what most humbled me and brought my downfall were the verses that I heard him sing one night from the grating that looked out onto a narrow street where he was, and if I don’t remember badly, they were these:

 From that sweet enemy of mine 

 My bleeding heart hath had its wound; 

 And to increase the pain I’m bound 

 To suffer and to make no sign.

“The verses seemed like pearls to me, and his voice sweet as syrup; and afterwards, ever since then, looking at the misfortune into which I’ve fallen, I’ve thought that poets, as Plato admonished,
 should be banished from all well‑ordered states—at least the lascivious ones, for they write verses, not like those dealing with the Marqués de Mantua, that entertain and draw tears from women and children, but subtleties of the kind that pierce your heart like soft thorns, and like the lightning bolts that strike you there, without tearing your dress. And he sang another one:

 Come Death, so subtly veiled that I 

 Thy coming know not, how or when, 

 Lest it should give me life again 

 To find how sweet it is to die.

“And other little verses in this same style, and refrains when sung were enchanting and when written would amaze. Well, what happens when they humble themselves to write a type of verse common in Candaya, and which was called seguidillas? There’s where souls would dance about, laughter would ring out, and bodies would become restless, and finally agitate all the senses. And so I say, señores, that they should rightly exile troubadours to the Islands of Lizards. But they’re really not to blame—those who praise them and the foolish women who believe them are. And if I’d been as good a duenna as I should have been, his stale conceits wouldn’t have moved me, nor should I have thought his statement to be true to the effect: ‘I live dying, I burn up in the ice, I shiver in the fire, I hope without hope, I leave and I stay’ along with other impossible things of that kind which his writings were full of. What should I do when they promise the Phœnix of Arabia,
 the Crown of Aridiana,
 the horses of the Sun,
 pearls from the Southern Sea, the gold of Tíbar,
 the balm of Pancaya
? In these promises they let their pens run free since it costs them little to promise what they have no intention of delivering, nor could they deliver. But I wander. Woe is me, unfortunate one! What crazy act or what folly leads me to tell of the defects of others when I have so much to say about my own. Woe is me, once again, luckless person that I am! The verses didn’t overcome me—my foolishness did. The music didn’t make me soft—my frivolity did. My great ignorance and my lack of caution opened the way and cleared the path for the footsteps of don Clavijo, for this is the name of the knight I mentioned. And with me as the go-between, he found his way many times in the bed chambers of that deceived—not by him but by me—Anto​nomasia, under the title of her lawful husband, because, although I’m a sinner, I wouldn’t consent—unless he was her husband—to his getting even as far as the welt of the sole of her slippers. No, no, not that! Marriage has to precede any affair like this that I have anything to do with! But there was a flaw in this business, and it was that there was no equality, since don Clavijo was an ordinary knight and Antonomasia was a princess, heiress, as I said, to the kingdom.

“This intrigue continued, concealed and hidden by the cleverness of my prudence, until I noticed a certain swelling growing swiftly in the tummy of Antonomasia, the fear of which made the three of us go into a secret meeting and the result was that before this bad news was made public, don Clavijo would ask to marry Antonomasia before the vicar to fulfill a contract that the princess had made agreeing to be his wife, and was written at my insistence in such a binding way that even Samson’s strength couldn’t break it. The preparations were made, the vicar saw the contract and he heard the confession of the lady. She confessed openly, and he placed her in the custody of a very honorable bailiff…”

Just then Sancho interrupted, saying: “So, there are bailiffs, poets, and seguidillas in Candaya, too. It seems to me that the world is the same everywhere. But hurry up a bit your grace, señora Trifaldi, because it’s getting late and I’m dying to find out the end of this long history.”

“All right,” responded the countess.

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

The duchess got as much pleasure from anything Sancho said, as don Quixote despaired at what he said, and after he told him to be quiet, the Distressed One continued, saying: “So, after many questions and answers, since the princess persisted in not varying her original answer, the vicar found in favor of don Clavijo and gave her to him as his legitimate wife, which so upset the queen, doña Maguncia, that within three days we buried her.”

“Without a doubt, she must have died, ” said Sancho. 

“Evidently,” responded Trifaldín. “In Candaya living people aren’t buried—only dead ones.”

“It’s a known fact, señor squire,” replied Sancho, “that people who have just fainted have been buried, having been thought to have died, and it seems to me that Queen Maguncia would have fainted instead of died. «Where there’s life, there’s hope», and the princess’s foolishness was not so great as to be felt so deeply. If this woman had gotten married to some page or some servant from the house, as many others have done, according to what I hear, it would have been past remedy. But having married a knight who was such a gentleman, and one so accomplished as this one has been described, in truth, in truth, although it was foolish, it was not as bad as you might think, because according to the precepts of my master, who is here and won’t let me lie, just as educated men can become bishops, knights—and especially errant ones—can become kings and emperors.”

“You’re quite right, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “because a knight errant, if he has just a bit of luck, is always at the threshold of being the greatest lord in the world. But let señora Distressed go on with her story. It seems to me that what remains to be told is the bitter part, which has been up to now a sweet tale.”

“The bitter part indeed remains to be told,” responded the countess, “and so bitter is it that in comparison with it, bitter apples
 are sweet, and oleander
 is tasty. Now that the queen was dead, and not just in a faint, we buried her, and we had hardly covered her with dirt and said our last farewell when quis talia fando temperet a lachrymis?
 who should appear on the grave of the queen, riding a wooden horse, but the giant Malambruno, Maguncia’s first cousin, who, aside from being cruel was also an enchanter, and who, with his magic, to avenge the death of his cousin, and to punish the daring of don Clavijo, as well as the excesses of Antonomasia, left them enchanted on top of the grave itself. She has been changed into an ape made of bronze and he into a crocodile of some unknown metal, and between them is a column, also made of metal, on which is written in the Syriac language
 some letters that, having been translated into Candayan, and now into Spanish, read as follows:

These two daring lovers will not return to their original form until the worthy Manchegan does singular battle with me. For his valor alone the fates have reserved this unparalleled adventure.

“Once this was done, he took from its sheath a wide and very large cutlass, and, taking me by the hair, he threatened to slit my throat, and cut off my head. I became alarmed and my voice stuck in my throat and I was mortified in the extreme. But with a trembling and mournful voice, I told him so many things that I forced him to put off the execution of his severe sentence. Finally, he had all the duennas of the palace brought before him—and they were these present—and after having exaggerated our guilt and condemned the character of duennas in general, and their bad customs and worse tricks, and heaping the guilt onto all of them that I alone had, he said that he didn’t want to impose the death penalty on us but rather other prolonged sentences that would give us a cruel and continuous death, and at the very instant when he pronounced that, we all felt the pores of our faces opening up and it felt like our faces were being pricked with needles. We raised our hands to our faces, and we found them to be the way you’ll now see.”

And then the Distressed One and the others removed the veils they had been wearing, and revealed their faces populated with beards, some of them red, others black, some white, and some brown, at which sight the duke and duchess were astonished, don Quixote and Sancho were stunned, and all the others astounded. Trifaldi continued: “In this way that rogue and bad-intentioned Malambruno, covered the softness and smoothness of our faces with the roughness of these hog’s bristles. It’s too bad heaven didn’t ordain him to chop off our heads with his great cutlass rather than darken the light of our faces with this fur that covers them. If we consider it, señores míos—and what I’m about to say should be said with eyes turned into fountains, but the thought of our misfortune, and the seas of tears that have already rained down, has them without fluid, and dry as chaff, so I’ll say it without tears… So, as I was saying, where can a duenna who has a beard go? What father or mother will have compassion for her? Who will help her? Even when she has a smooth complexion and her face is tortured with a thousand kinds of cosmetics and makeup, she can hardly find anyone to like her, what will she do when she shows a face that looks like a forest? Oh, duennas and my companions, we were born at a bad time, and at a cursed instant our parents begat us!”

And saying this it looked like she were about to faint.

Chapter XL. About things that pertain to this adventure and to this memorable story.

Really and truly all those who take pleasure in histories such as this one should be grateful to Cide Hamete, its first author, because of the care he took in telling us the least details of it without omitting anything–no matter how small—that he didn’t bring to the light of day. He imparts thoughts, reveals intentions, answers unasked questions, clarifies doubts, and resolves arguments. Finally, he satisfies and explains the tiniest details that the most curious mind might desire to know. Oh, most celebrated author! Oh, fortunate don Quixote! Oh, famous Dulcinea! Oh, amusing Sancho Panza! May they all together and each one individually live infinite centuries for the pleasure and universal pastime of all those alive.

So, the history says that as soon as Sancho saw the Distressed One in a faint, he said: “I swear on the faith of a good man and by the life of all of my Panza ancestors that I’ve never heard of nor seen, nor has my master told me anything about, nor even in his mind has he ever considered an adventure such as this one. Malambruno, may a thousand devils haul you away—not just curse you, since you’re both an enchanter and a giant! Couldn’t you have found another way of punishing these sinners other than putting beards on them? Wouldn’t it have been better for them, and more appropriate, if you had just cut off half their noses, even if they started speaking with a twang, rather than giving them beards? I’ll wager they don’t have enough income to pay someone to shave them off.”

“That’s the truth, señor,” said one of the twelve, “we don’t have the income to have ourselves shaved, and so some of us have been saving money by using sticky patches or plasters and applying them to our faces and yanking them off, and then we’re as smooth as the bottom of a mortar made of stone.
 Although there are in Candaya women who go from house to house to remove hair and pluck eyebrows and provide cosmetics for women, we duennas of my lady always refused to let them in because most of them smack of go-betweens, no longer being prime prostitutes. And if señor don Quixote doesn’t help us, they’ll take us bearded to our graves.”

“I would shave off my own,” said don Quixote, “in Moorish lands, if I couldn’t relieve you of yours.”

At this point, Trifaldi came out of her faint and said: “The resonance of this promise, brave knight, in the middle of my fainting spell, came to my ears and has brought me back to my senses, and so once again I ask, illustrious knight and unconquerable señor, if you’ll turn your promise into action.”

“There will be no delay because of me,” responded don Quixote. “Tell me, señoras, what I should do. My courage is ready to serve you.”

“The thing is,” responded the Distressed One, “from here to the Kingdom of Candaya, if you go on foot, is five thousand leagues, but if you go by air in a direct line, it’s three thousand two hundred twenty-seven. You should know that Malambruno told me that when fate should locate the knight, our liberator, he would send a mount that is a lot better and with less defects than those you rent, because it’s a horse made of wood, the same one on which Pierres carried off the abducted Magalona.
 This horse is guided by a peg in its forehead, which serves as a bridle, and it flies through the air so swiftly that it seems like the devils themselves are carrying it. This horse, according to ancient tradition, was made by the wizard Merlin. He lent it to Pierres, who was his friend, and with it he took great voyages and kidnaped, as has been said, the pretty Magalona, carrying her on the horse’s crupper through the air, leaving all those on the ground who saw them dumbfounded. And he never lent it to anyone except those he liked or who paid him well. Since the great Pierres until now, we know that no one else has ridden him. But by magic, Malambru​no has gotten possession of him and uses him for his voyages he makes once in a while to different parts of the world—today he’s here, and tomorrow he’s in France, and the next day in Potosí;
 and the good part is that the animal neither eats nor sleeps nor uses horseshoes, and without wings zips through the air, and he who rides him can have a cup of water in his hand and not a drop will spill over, such is the smoothness of his gait, and that’s why Maga​lona liked to ride him so much.”

To this Sancho said: “For a smooth ride, there’s my donkey, although he doesn’t fly. But on the ground, I’ll match him against any beasts of burden in the world.”

Everyone laughed, and the Distressed One continued: “And this horse, if Malambruno wants to bring our misfortune to an end, before the night is half an hour old, will be in front of us. Because he told me that the signal that he would give me, by which I would be able to tell that I had found the knight, would be that he’d send me the horse wherever I might be, opportunely, and with dispatch.”

“And how many people fit on this horse?” asked Sancho.

The Distressed One responded: “Two people—one in the saddle, and one on the crupper—and these people are mostly a knight and his squire, when there’s no kidnaped maiden.”

“I would like to know,” said Sancho, “señora Distressed, what the name of this horse is.”

“His name,” re​sponded the Distressed One, “is not like Bellerophon’s,
 called Pegasus; nor like Alexander the Great’s Buce​phalus; nor like Brilladoro belonging to Ro​land;
 nor Bayar​te that belonged to Reinal​dos de Montal​bán; nor Frontino like the one of Rug​giero; nor Boötes, nor Peritoa, that they say belonged to the Sun,
 nor is he called Orelia, on which the unfortunate Rodrigo, the last Gothic king, entered into battle and lost his life.”

“I’ll bet,” said Sancho, “that since they haven’t given him any of the names of these famous horses of such well-known knights, they probably haven’t given him the name of my master’s horse, Rocinante, because it’s such a fitting one, and exceeds all the other names given so far.”

“That’s true,” said the bearded countess,”but his fits him well since he’s named Clavileño the Swift, whose name jibes with his being made of wood and from the peg—the clavija—on his forehead,
 and with the speed with which he travels. Thus, insofar as the name goes, he can compete with the famous Rocinante.”

“The name doesn’t displease me,” replied Sancho, “but by what kind of bridle or halter is he guided?”

“I already said,” responded Trifaldi. “With the peg that the rider moves from side to side to make him go high in the air or almost skim the ground, or between the two, which is the mean one seeks in all well ordered actions.”

“I would like to see it,” responded Sancho, “but to think that I’ll get up onto him, either on the saddle or on the crupper, is to try «to get blood from a turnip». Why, I can hardly hold myself straight on my own donkey, on a packsaddle softer than silk itself, and now they want me to stay on the crupper made of wood without a even a cushion or a pillow! By golly, I’m not going to let myself get battered in order to remove beards from anyone! Let them shave themselves as well as they can because I don’t plan to go with my master on such a long voyage, especially since I’m not as important for the shaving off of these beards as I am for the disenchantment of Dulcinea.”

”Yes, you are,” said the Distressed One, “and so much so that without your presence I’ve been led to believe that nothing will happen.”

“Help in the name of the king!” said Sancho. “What do squires have to do with the adventures of their masters? Are they supposed to get all the fame for the adventures they do while we do all the work? I swear, if historians would only say: ‘Such-and-such a knight did such-and-such an adventure, but only with the help of his squire, without whom it would have been impossible to complete it.’ But what they really write is just this: ‘Don Parlimpómenon of the Three Stars completed the adventure of the six monsters,’ without mentioning the person of his squire who witnessed it all, as if he didn’t exist in the world! Now, señores, I say again that if my master can go alone, good luck in whatever he does. I’ll stay here in the company of the duchess my lady, and it may be that when he comes back he’ll find Dulcinea’s cause greatly improved, because in slack times I plan to give myself a bunch of lashes so severe that my hair won’t grow back.”

“Even so, you must go with him if it’s necessary, good Sancho, because important people beg you to. It would be a terrible thing if the faces of these women remained populated because of your pathetic fear.”

“Help in the name of the king once again!” replied Sancho. “If this kindness were done for some modest maidens or for some orphans, a man could risk himself in any travail. But that I should do this to take the beards off of duennas, nothing doing—even though I should see all of them with beards, from the oldest to the youngest, and from the most priggish one to the most affected one.”

“You really have it in for the duennas, Sancho my friend,” said the duchess. “You seem to share the opinion of the Toldean apothecary, but I’m convinced you’re not right. There are duennas in this house who can serve as models for the rest. And here’s doña Rodríguez who won’t let me say otherwise.”

“Your excellency has spoken well,” said Rodríguez, “and God knows the truth about everything, and no matter how good or bad, bearded or smooth-skinned we duennas may be, our mothers bore us like all other women, and since God put us on the earth, He knows for what reason, and I cling to His grace, and not to the beards of anyone else.”

“All right, señora Rodríguez,” said don Quixote, “and señora Trifaldi and company, I hope that heaven will look with kind eyes on your afflictions. Sancho will do whatever I command, both when Clavileño comes and when I find myself before Malambruno. I know that no razor will shave your graces as easily as my sword will chop the head from Malambruno’s shoulders. God will permit evil ones to exist, but not forever.”

“Oh!” said the Distressed One right then, “may all the stars in all the regions of the sky look upon your greatness, brave knight, with favorable eyes, and may they infuse your spirit with all prosperity and courage so you can be the shield and protection for the downtrodden and disheartened race of duennas, maligned by apothecaries, gossiped about by squires, and tricked by pages. Woe to the wretched girl who, in the flower of her youth, doesn’t become a nun rather than a duenna! How unfortunate we duennas are, for although we may come in a direct male line from Hector the Trojan
 himself, our mistresses still speak to us as inferiors, and that makes them feel like they’re queens. Oh, Giant Malambruno, although you’re an enchanter, you’re upright in your promises! Send us right now the peerless Calvileño, so that our misfortune can come to an end. If it gets hot and we still have these beards, alas! we’ll be most unlucky.”

Trifaldi said this with such feeling that it caused all the onlookers to start to cry, and even Sancho’s eyes welled with tears, and he resolved in his heart to go with his master to the ends of the earth, if that would help remove the wool from those venerable faces.

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

Night fell and with it the time when the famous horse Clavileño should come, and whose tardiness bothered don Quixote, since it seemed to him that if Malambruno was delaying in sending it to him that either he wasn’t the knight for whom this adventure was reserved, or Malambruno was afraid to engage in singular battle with him. But all of a sudden four wild men dressed in green ivy entered the garden and on their shoulders they were bearing a large horse made of wood.

They placed him on his feet and one of the wild men said: “May the person brave enough get up onto this horse.”

“Not me,” said Sancho, “I’m not getting up because I’m not brave enough nor am I a knight.”

And the wild man went on: “And may the squire, if there is any, sit on the crupper, and count on the gallant Malambruno, because if it’s not by Malambru​no’s sword, the squire cannot be hurt by anyone else’s malice. And you only have to turn the peg that has been placed on his neck, and he’ll take you through the air to where Malambruno is waiting. But so that the altitude and loftiness of the way won’t make you dizzy, you have to blindfold your eyes until the horse neighs, and that will be the sign that your voyage is over.”

Having said this, they left Clavileño, and went back to where they had come from with a gentle demeanor. The Distressed One, as soon as she saw the horse, almost with tears in her eyes, said to don Quixote: “Brave knight, the promises of Malambruno have been fulfilled, the horse has arrived, our beards are growing, and each one of us, with every hair of our beards, beg you to shave and shear us since all you have to do is get on the horse to give a happy beginning to your novel voyage.”

“I’ll do it, señora Countess Trifaldi, very willingly, without taking time to find a cushion nor put spurs on so as not to delay, so eager am I to see you, señora, and all these duennas smooth and plain.”

“I’ll not do it,” said Sancho, “either willingly or not, in no way. And if this shaving cannot be done unless I get on the crupper of this horse, my master can find another squire to go with him, and these women can find another way to smooth their faces. I’m not a wizard who likes to fly through the air. And what will my islanders think when they find out their governor goes around flying along with the wind? And here’s something else—since it’s more than three thousand leagues from here to Candaya, and if the horse gets tired or the giant gets vexed, it’ll take us half a dozen years to go there and come back, and there won’t be either an ínsula or islanders in the world who’ll know who I am. And since it’s commonly said that «danger lurks in delay» and «when they give you a heifer, run and fetch a halter», let the beards of these women excuse me, for «Saint Peter is at home in Rome». I mean I’m all right in this house, where so much kindness is shown me, and from whose owner I am to receive so great a boon as to see myself a governor.”

To which the duke responded, “Sancho, my friend, the ínsula that I’ve promised you will stay put and will not wander away. It has roots that reach into the bowels of the earth and they cannot be yanked out of where they are, even if you try three times to do it. And since you know there’s no kind of office of importance that’s not won without some kind of bribery, large or small, the bribe I want in exchange for this government is for you to go with your master don Quixote to bring about a happy conclusion to this memorable adventure. Whether you come back on Clavileño with the speed his swiftness promises, or if bad luck brings you back and you have to come back on foot as a pilgrim, from hostelry to hostelry, and from inn to inn, whenever you return, you’ll find your ínsula where you left it, and your islanders with the same desire they always have had to receive you, and my resolve will always be the same; and don’t doubt this truth, señor Sancho, for otherwise it would be quite an insult to the desire I have to serve you.”

“Say no more,” said Sancho. “I’m a poor squire and I don’t know how to respond to so much courtesy. Let my master mount and cover my eyes, and commend me to God, and tell me if I can commend my own self to our Lord while we’re flying, or invoke the angels who look over me.”

To which Trifaldi responded: “Sancho, you can commend yourself to God, or to whomever you wish. Malambruno, although he’s an enchanter, is a Christian, and performs his enchantments very wisely, and with consideration, meddling with no one.”

“All right then,” said Sancho, “may God and the Holy Trinity of Gaeta help me.”

“Since the memorable adventure of the fulling mills,” said don Quixote, “I’ve never seen Sancho as afraid as he is now, and if I were as superstitious as some are, his cowardice might make my courage waver. But come here, Sancho. If we can be excused for a moment from this company, I’d like to have a couple of words with you.”

And drawing away among some trees in the garden, and taking Sancho by both his hands, he said to him: “Now you see, Sancho brother, the long voyage that lies ahead of us, and God only knows when we’ll be back, and whether or not the business at hand will allow us some respite or opportunity for other activities. So, I would like it if you would withdraw into your room, as if you were going to look for something you need for the voyage, and right there give yourself a good portion of the three thousand three hundred lashes you’re obliged to, even if it’s just five hundred, then that part will be over, because «to have begun something is like having it half-done.”

“By God!” said Sancho, “your grace must be impaired! This is like what they say: «you see me pregnant and you want me to be a virgin?» I have to sit on a wooden plank and your worship wants me to make my rear end sore? In truth, in truth, your grace, you’re not right. Let’s shave these duennas now. When we get back I promise you on the faith of who I am, to speedily pay my debt so that you’ll be satisfied, and I say no more.”

And don Quixote responded: “Well, with that promise, good Sancho, I’m relieved and I believe you’ll fulfill it, because, in effect, although you’re unlettered, you’re a veracious man.”

“Voracious, no, even though I do get hungry once in a while,” said Sancho, “but even if I were voracious, I’d keep this promise.”

So they went back to climb onto Clavileño, and when he mounted, don Quixote said: “Blindfold yourself, Sancho, and climb up. He who sends for us from such a long way away didn’t do it to trick us for the sake of the little glory he’d get by misleading those who trusted in him, and although everything can turn out differently from what I imagine, no malice can dim the glory of having undertaken this deed.”

“Let’s go, señor,” said Sancho, “because I have the beards of these ladies nailed to my heart, and I won’t eat a bite that tastes good to me until I see their faces smooth. Climb up first, your grace, and cover your eyes. Since I have to get up on the haunches, it’s obvious that the one who sits in the saddle has to go first.”

“That’s true,” replied don Quixote.

And taking a handkerchief out of his pocket, he asked the Distressed One to cover his eyes, and once they were covered, he took the blindfold off and said: “If I remember correctly, I’ve read in Virgil that business of the Palladium of Troy,
 a horse made of wood that the Greeks gave to the goddess Pallas, and it was filled with armed soldiers, and turned out to be the total ruin of Troy. So I’d like to see what Clavileño has inside before we go.” 

“There’s no need,” replied the Distressed One, “for I’ll vouch for the horse, and I know that Malambruno is neither mischievous nor traitorous. Your grace, señor don Quixote, can mount without fear, and I’ll be to blame if something goes awry.”

It seemed to don Quixote that anything he might say about his own safety would be to the detriment of his fame of being brave, and so without further debate, he mounted Clavileño, and tried the peg, which turned easily, and since there were no stirrups and his legs hung down, he looked just like a figure on a Flemish tapestry, painted or woven, in a scene of some Roman victory.
 Much against his will, Sancho slowly approached to mount, and settling himself as well as he could on the haunches, he found them to be a bit hard and not at all soft, and he asked the duke, if it was possible, to give him a cushion or pillow, even if it was from his lady the duchess’s drawing room or from the cot of some page, because the haunches of that horse seemed to be made more of marble than wood.”

To this Trifaldi replied that Clavileño couldn’t stand any kind of trapping or adornment. What he could do is sit side-saddle, and that way he wouldn’t feel the hardness so much. That’s what Sancho did, and saying good-bye, he let himself be blindfolded, and after his eyes were covered, he removed the blindfold and, looking tenderly at everyone with tears in his eyes, asked them to help him in his ordeal by each one saying one Our Father and one Hail Mary apiece so that God might provide them with people to say praye​rs for them if they found themselves in similar straits.

To which don Quixote said: “You thief! By chance are you on the gallows, or in the throes of death, to use such supplications? Aren’t you, you soulless and cowardly creature, sitting where the beautiful Magalona sat, and when she got down, it wasn’t to lower herself into her grave, but rather to become the queen of France, if the histories don’t lie? And I—who am at your side—I’ll be just like the valiant Pierres who sat in this same place that I now sit in. Blindfold yourself, I say, you spiritless animal, and don’t let another word about your fears come from your mouth, at least in my presence.”

“Blindfold me,” responded Sancho, “and since they don’t want me to commend myself, nor for me to be commended to God, is it any wonder that I’m afraid that some legion of devils might be lurking around that will snatch us away to Peralvillo?”

They blindfolded themselves again, and when don Quixote felt he was ready, he turned the peg a bit and hardly had he placed his finger on it when all the duennas and everyone present raised their voices and said: “May God guide you, brave knight! God be with you, intrepid squire! Now, right now, you’re flying through the air ripping through it faster than an arrow! You’re amazing and causing wonder in all those who are looking at you! Hold on, brave Sancho, for you’re tottering a bit. Be careful not to fall! Your fall would be worse than the one the daring lad had who tried to drive the chariot belonging to the Sun, his father.”

Sancho heard the shouts, and clutching his master tightly with both arms, said to him: “Señor, how is it that they can say that we’re so high in the air if their voices reach us, and it seems as if they’re right here, next to us?”

“Pay no attention to that, Sancho. Since these flights are so out of the ordinary, you can see and hear anything you like from a thousand leagues away. And don’t squeeze me so hard because you’ll make me fall. In truth I don’t know what is upsetting you or what you’re afraid of. I’ll swear that in all the days of my life I’ve never gotten on a horse that’s so smooth. It’s as if we haven’t moved a step. Banish your fear, my friend, for everything is turning out fine, and the wind is at our back.”

“That’s the truth,” responded Sancho, “because from this side I feel such a strong wind that seems like a thousand bellows are blowing at me.”

And that was really so because some large bellows were blowing toward him. The adventure was so well planned by the duke and duchess and their steward that nothing was lacking to make it perfect.

When don Quixote felt the air, he said: “Without a doubt, Sancho, we must be in the second region of air, where hail and snow come from. Thunder and lightning are engendered in the third region, and if we keep going up in this way, soon we’ll be in the region of fire, and I don’t know how to turn this peg so that we won’t rise to where we’ll get burned.”

At this point, with some tow, which is easy to light and extinguish, from a distance away and suspended from sticks they warmed their faces. Sancho felt the heat and said: “May they strike me down if we aren’t in the region of fire or very near, because a large part of my beard has been singed and I’m about, señor, to take off my blindfold to see where we are.”

“You’ll do nothing of the kind,” responded don Quixote. “Remember the true story of the licenciado Torralba,
 whom the devils took flying through the air, riding on a pole, with his eyes closed, and in twelve hours he arrived in Rome, where he got off at the Torre di Nona,
 which is a street in the city, and he saw the defeat, assault and death of Bourbon,
 and by the next morning he was back in Madrid, where he told everything he’d seen, and he also said that when he was flying through the air the devil told him to open his eyes, and he opened them, and he saw so close to himself the body of the moon that he could have grabbed it with his hand, and that he dared not look at the earth for fear of fainting. So, Sancho, there’s no reason to take our blindfolds off. He who has sent for us will take care of us. And perhaps we’re going higher so that we can fall onto the kingdom of Candaya like falcons do when they descend to catch a heron, no matter how high it’s flying. And although it seems to us that it hasn’t been half an hour since we left the garden, believe me, we must have traveled a long distance.”

“I can’t tell,” responded Sancho Panza, “all I know is that if the lady Magallanes
 or Magalona liked this seat, she must not have had very tender flesh.”

The duke and duchess were hearing all these conversations, and were extraordinarily entertained by them. And wanting to bring the strange and invented adventure to a close, they used some lighted tow to set fire to Clavileño’s tail and immediately—because the horse was filled with thundering firecrackers—it blew up with a strange noise and threw don Quixote and Sancho Panza to the ground, half singed.

By this time, the whole bearded squadron of duennas had disappeared from the garden, Trifaldi, and all, and those who were in the garden were acting as if they had fainted, stretched out on the ground. Don Quixote and Sancho got up badly bruised, and looking around in all directions, they were astonished to see that they were in the garden from where they had left, and to see a great number of people stretched out on the ground. And their astonishment grew when at one side of the garden they saw a large lance stuck in the ground, and hanging from it there were two silk cords on which was a smooth white parchment where was written what follows in large golden letters:

The illustrious knight don Quixote de La Mancha finished and completed the adventure of the Countess Trifaldi, also known as the Distressed Duenna, and her company, just by attempting it.

Malambruno is completely pleased and satisfied, and the chins of the duennas are smooth and plain, and the King don Clavijo and Queen Antonomasia are restored to their original state. And when the squirely whipping is finished, the white dove will be freed from the foul falcons that pursue her and will be in the arms of her beloved flatterer. For this is thus ordered by the wizard Merlin, protoen​chanter of the enchanters.
Once don Quixote had read the words of the parchment, he understood clearly that it was speaking of the disenchantment of Dulcinea, and giving many thanks to heaven for having completed such a great deed with so little danger, returning to their former complexion the faces of those venerable ladies who were no longer there, he went over to where the duke and duchess were, as they hadn’t come to yet, and grasping the duke by his hand, he said to him: “So, good señor, take courage, take courage—it’s all over. The adventure is finished with no danger to anyone, as is clearly shown by the banner hanging on that column.”

The duke, little by little, and like someone waking from a deep sleep, was coming to, and the duchess was doing the same, as was everyone else who was stretched out in the garden, all showing such wonder and surprise, that it almost looked like they had truly undergone what they had been able to simulate so well. The duke read the sign with half-closed eyes, and then, with open arms went over to embrace don Quixote, telling him that he was the best knight ever seen in any age.

Sancho was looking around for the Distressed One, to see what her face looked like without a beard, and if she was as beautiful without it as her gallant appearance promised. But they told him that as soon as Clavileño dropped burning from the skies and fell to the ground, the whole squadron of duennas along with Trifaldi had disappeared, and they were shaven and without stubble.

The duchess asked Sancho how things had gone in that long voyage. To which Sancho responded: “I, señora, felt that we were flying, as my master said, through the region of fire, and I wanted to take a peek under my blindfold. But my master, who I asked if I could take my blindfold off, didn’t consent. But I have some kind of spark of curiosity in me, and of wanting to know everything that’s put in my way or is forbidden me, I neatly, and without anyone seeing, right at my nose, lifted the blindfold that was covering my eyes ever so slightly, and through that opening I looked at the earth, which was no larger than a mustard seed, and the people were just a bit larger than hazelnuts,
 so you can see how high we were then.”

To this the duchess said: “Sancho, my friend, do you realize what you’re saying? Because it looks like you didn’t see the earth but rather only the people walking on it. And this is obvious because if the earth seemed to be the size of a mustard seed, and every person like a hazelnut, a single person would hide the entire earth.”

“That’s true,” responded Sancho, “but I was looking through a little slit and saw the whole thing.”

“Look, Sancho,” said the duchess, “when you look through a slit, you can’t see the whole thing you’re looking at.”

“I don’t know about these ways of looking,” replied Sancho, “I only know you should realize that since we were flying by enchantment, by enchantment I could see the whole earth and all the people wherever I looked. And if I’m not believed so far, neither will your grace believe that when I took a peek just above my eyebrows I was so close to the sky that I wasn’t more than a palm and a half from it, and I can attest that it’s very large, señora mía. And it happened that as we passed by the place where the seven little goats
 are, since I was a goatherd when I was a boy, before God and on my soul, as soon as I saw them, I felt like frisking with them for a while, and if I didn’t do it, I thought I’d burst. So here I am and what do I do? Without saying anything to anyone, I got off Clavileño neatly and quietly and I frolicked with the goats—and they’re like little flowers—for almost three quarters of an hour and Clavileño didn’t budge a step from where he was.”

“And while the good Sancho was frolicking with the goats,” asked the duke, “what was señor don Quixote doing?”

To which don Quixote responded: “Since all these things and all these events don’t happen in the normal way, it’s easy to believe that Sancho says what he does. As for me, I can say I didn’t remove my blindfold either on the way up or on the way down, nor on the ground, nor did I see the heavens, nor the earth, nor the sea, nor the shore. It’s true that I felt that I was going through the region of air, and that I was near the region of fire, but I can’t believe that we went past that area because since the region of fire is between the atmosphere of the moon and the highest region of air, we couldn’t have gotten to where the seven goats are without getting burned. And since we weren’t consumed by fire, either Sancho is lying or he was dreaming.”

“I’m neither lying nor dreaming,” responded Sancho. “You can even ask me what the seven goats looked like, and you’ll see if I’m telling the truth or not.”

“Describe them, then, Sancho,” said the duchess.

“Two of them are green,” responded Sancho, “two of them are red, two are blue, and one is a mixture of all three.”

“That’s a new breed of goat,” said the duke. “In our region of the earth we don’t see such colors. I mean, goats aren’t those colors.”

“Of course not,” said Sancho. “Certainly there are differences between the goats in the heavens and those on earth.”

“Tell me, Sancho,” asked the duke, “did you see any billy goat among those goats?”

“No, señor,” responded Sancho, “but I heard it said that none got by the horns of the moon.”

They didn’t want to ask him any more about his trip because it seemed to them that Sancho was ready to wander through the whole sky, and describe everything that happened, when in reality he hadn’t left the garden. So, this was the end of the adventure of the Distressed Duenna, which amused the duke and duchess, not only then, but for the rest of their lives, and it gave Sancho something to talk about for centuries, if he lived that long.

Don Quixote went over to Sancho and whispered in his ear: “Sancho, if you expect me to believe what happened to you in the heavens, I want you to believe what I saw in the Cave of Montesinos, and I say no more.”

Chapter XLII. About the advice that don Quixote gave Sancho before he went to govern the ínsula, with other well-thought-out matters.
After the happy and amusing outcome of the adventure of the Distressed One, the duke and duchess were so pleased they decided to keep on playing tricks, seeing that they had a perfect subject who would consider their jokes to be real. So, having instructed their servants and vassals how to behave with Sancho in his government of the promised ínsula, the day following the flight of Clavileño, the duke told Sancho to prepare himself and get ready to go to be a governor, for his islanders were waiting for him like the showers in May.

Sancho bowed and told him: “Since I came back down from the sky, and saw the earth so small from that high place, my desire to be a governor has diminished somewhat, because what greatness is it to be in control of a mustard seed, or what dignity or power is there in governing half a dozen men—that’s how many there appeared to me to be—no bigger than hazel nuts? If your lordship were able to give me a piece of heaven, even though it would be no bigger than half a league, I would prize it more than the best ínsula in the world.”

“Look, Sancho, my friend,” responded the duke, “I can’t give a piece of heaven to anybody, even if it’s no bigger than a fingernail. These favors and privileges are reserved exclusively to God. What I can give you I am giving you—a real and true ínsula; a round and well-proportioned one, bounteously and abundantly fertile, where, if you’re clever enough, through the riches of the earth you can gain the riches of heaven.”

“All right, then,” responded Sancho, “let the ínsula come. I’ll try to be such a governor who, in spite of all the rascals, will go to heaven. It’s not from greed that I want to go where I don’t belong nor try to make myself greater than others, but rather because I want to see what it’s like to be a governor.”

“If you try it once, Sancho,” said the duke, “you’ll eat your hands off after it, because it’s so sweet to be in command and to be obeyed. Certainly when your master gets to be an emperor—which he surely will be, the way things have been going his way—it won’t be easy to take it away from him, and he’ll lament in his soul all the time he wasn’t one.”

“Señor,” replied Sancho, “I imagine it’s nice to be in command, even if it’s only over a herd of cattle.”

“May they bury me next to you, Sancho, for you know everything,” responded the duke, “and I hope that you’ll be as good a governor as your good judgment promises. And let it rest there. I want you to know that tomorrow morning you’ll leave for the government of the ínsula, and this afternoon they’ll fit you for the proper suit to wear, and furnish all the things you’ll need for when you leave.”

“Dress me,” said Sancho, “however you want. No matter how I’m dressed I’ll still be Sancho Panza.”

“That’s the truth,” said the duke, “but clothing has to fit the office or title you’re practicing. It wouldn’t be right for a professor of law to dress like a soldier, or a soldier like a priest. You, Sancho, will be dressed partly as a man of letters and partly as a captain, because in the ínsula that I’m giving you, arms are as necessary as letters, and letters are as necessary as arms.”

“Of letters,” responded Sancho, “I have few, because I still don’t know the abcs, but it’s enough for me to have the Christus
 in my memory to be a good governor. Of arms, I’ll use whatever they give me until I fall, with the help of God.”

“With such a good memory,” said the duke, “Sancho won’t err in anything.”

Just then don Quixote arrived, knowing what was going on, and the swiftness with which Sancho was to leave for his government, with the permission of the duke, he took him by the hand, and went with him to his room with the intention of advising him how he needed to comport himself in his office.

Once they were in the room, then, he closed the door after them and practically forced Sancho to sit next to him, and with a calm voice, said: “I give infinite thanks to heaven, Sancho, my friend, because before I found good luck myself, it has come to find you. I had thought that my good fortune would pay you for your services, but I still see myself at the door of advancement, whereas you, before it’s time, and contrary to all the laws of reason, have found yourself rewarded with what I wanted for you. Others bribe, beg, request, get up early, plead, importune, and they never get what they hope to. And another one comes along, and without knowing why, finds himself with the position that many others wanted. And here’s where the saying fits very well that says: «merit can accomplish much, but good luck can accomplish more». You, who, as far as I’m concerned, are a blockhead—without getting up early or burning the midnight oil, and without making any preparations, only with the breath of knight errantry—find yourself a governor of an ínsula, just like that. I say all this, Sancho, so you won’t attribute the favor received to what you deserve, but rather that you should give thanks to heaven, which quietly takes care of things; and after that give thanks to the greatness the profession of knight errantry encompasses. Now that your heart is ready to believe what I’ve told you, be attentive, my son, to your Cato, who wants to be your advisor, north star, and guide, who will place you on the road leading to a safe harbor in this tempestuous sea that could otherwise engulf you. Offices and great responsibilities are nothing other than a deep sea of confusion.

“First, my son, you must fear God, because in fearing Him lies wisdom, and if you’re wise you will err in nothing.”

“Second, you must realize who you are, trying to get to know yourself, which is the most difficult knowledge that can be imagined. When you know yourself, you will not get all puffed up like the frog who wanted to make himself as big as an ox.
 If you do this, when you consider that you had been a swineherd back home it will be the ugly feet of the train of your folly.”
 

“That’s true,” responded Sancho, “but I was a lad then. Afterwards, as a young man, it was geese that I kept and not pigs. But this doesn’t seem to me to be pertinent. Not everyone who governs comes from royal stock.”

“That’s true too,” replied don Quixote, “and for that reason, those not of noble descent must moderate the serious nature of their office with leniency, which, when tempered with wisdom, will save them from the malicious gossip from which no realm is free.” 

“Be proud, Sancho, of the humbleness of your lineage, and don’t be loath to say that your lineage comes from peasants. Because when they see that you’re not ashamed, no one will try to shame you; and take pride in being more humble and virtuous than an arrogant sinner. Innumerable are those who come from a low lineage and have risen to pontifical or imperial dignity, and I could bring so many examples of this truth to mind it would tire you out.

“Take care, Sancho, to guide your life on the path of virtue, and if you take pride in doing virtuous acts, there’s no reason to be envious of princes and lords. Because blood is inherited and virtue is acquired. Virtue is precious in itself, and blood in itself is worth nothing.

“This being as it is, if one of your relatives should come to visit you on your ínsula, don’t scorn or offend him, rather you must receive, honor, and entertain him, and with this you will satisfy heaven, because it will please God, who doesn’t want anyone to spurn what He has made, and you will comply with what you owe to the well-ordered plan of Nature.

“If you take your wife with you—because it isn’t good for those who have to attend to governments to be without their womenfolk—teach her, instruct her, and trim away her natural rough edges, because what a prudent governor attains can be ruined by a rustic and slow-witted wife.

“If you should become a widower—this can happen—and because of your position you get a better wife, don’t use her as a hook and a fishing pole, and as one who says: ‘I won’t take a bribe—put the money in my hood instead.’ Because in truth I tell you that everything the wife of a judge receives, her husband has to account for on Judgment Day, where he’ll pay fourfold in death for the things he refused responsibility for in life.

“Never let yourself be guided by arbitrary law, which is so favored by the ignorant who think they’re so clever.

“Let the tears of the poor find in you more compassion, but no more justice, than the testimony of the rich.

“Try to discover the truth among the promises and gifts of the rich, as well as among the sobs and pleadings of the poor.

“When equity can and should find favor, don’t put the whole weight of the law on the delinquent, because the fame of the severe judge is no more than that of the compassionate one.

“If you should bend the rod of justice, let it not be because of the weight of a gift, but rather because of mercy.

“If it happens you’re judging the case of some enemy of yours, don’t consider previous injuries, and concentrate on the truth of the case.

“Don’t let your passion blind you on someone else’s behalf. Errors that you make that way are often not fixable, and if they’re discovered, they may be to your discredit and may even affect your position.

“If some beautiful woman comes to ask justice of you, pay no attention to her tears and her sighs and consider carefully the substance of what she’s asking, if you don’t want to drown your judgment in her weeping and your virtue in her sighs.

“If you have to punish someone, don’t humiliate him as well, because the pain of punishment is sufficient without abusive words.

“Consider the guilty person who comes under your jurisdiction as a poor wretch, subject to the frailty of our depraved nature, and insofar as you can, without doing harm to the prosecution, show yourself to be pious and clement, because, although the attributes of God are equal, mercy flourishes and is more resplendent than justice.

“If you keep these precepts and heed these rules, Sancho, your days will be many, your fame eternal, your rewards bounteous, your happiness inexpressible; you’ll marry your children however you want; they and your grandchildren will have titles, you’ll live in peace and with the approval of the people, and in the last moments of your life, death will find you at a sweet and ripe old age, and tender and delicate hands of your great-grandchildren will close your eyes. 

“Up to now, I’ve given you instructions as to how to adorn your soul. Listen now to what you should do to adorn your body.”

Chapter XLIII. About the second set of advice that don Quixote gave to Sancho Panza.
Who could have listened to the speech just made by don Quixote and not considered him to be a person of sound judgment and sounder intellect? But as has been set down many times in the course of this great history, he only spoke nonsense in matters of chivalry, but in other areas he had clear and confident understanding, so that at every step along the way his works contradicted his words and his words his works. But in the matter of the second set of advice that he gave to Sancho, he showed great acuity of mind and intelligence, and you could see both his wisdom and his madness at very high levels.

Sancho listened most attentively to him, and tried to store all his advice in his memory, planning to keep it, and by use of it to bring the pregnancy of his government to a happy birth.

So don Quixote went on and said: “Insofar as how to govern yourself and your household, the first thing that I charge you to do is to be clean, and cut your fingernails without letting them grow, as some do, who through their ignorance consider that long nails beautify their hands, thinking that uncut growth was fingernails, but they’re really claws of a lizard-catching hawk—a foul and unnatural abuse.

“Don’t go about, Sancho, without a belt, wearing loose-fitting clothing, because slovenly attire seems to indicate a careless spirit, unless shabby appearance and negligence was intentional, as was supposedly the case of Julius Cæsar.

“Take the pulse wisely of what your office can afford. If it will allow, give uniforms—more in good taste and useful than showy and flashy—to your servants, and divide them between your servants and the poor. I mean, if you want to give uniforms to six pages, dress just three of them and then dress three poor people. In that way, you’ll have pages in heaven and on earth. This novel way of giving uniforms is not known to the arrogant.

“Don’t eat garlic or onions, so people won’t be able to tell your low birth by the way you smell. Walk slowly and speak with deliberation, but in such a way so that it won’t appear that you’re listening to yourself, because all affectation is bad.

“Eat little at lunch and at eat even less dinner because the health of the body is forged in the workshop of the stomach.

“Be restrained in your drinking, considering that too much wine keeps neither secrets nor its word.

“Be careful not to eat with food in both cheeks, nor to eruct in front of anyone.”

“I don’t understand this eruct business,” said Sancho.

And don Quixote said to him: “To eruct means to belch. This is one of the crudest words in the Spanish language, although it’s quite charged with meaning, so diligent people have gone to Latin, and instead of saying belch they say eruct,
 and instead of saying belches they say eructations. If some people don’t understand these terms, it matters little, because in time they will, when usage will accustom them. This will enrich the language, that custom and the common man control.”

“In truth, señor,” said Sancho, “one of the pieces of advice that I plan to keep in my memory will be that business of belching because I do it frequently.”

“Eructing, Sancho, and not belching,” said don Quixote.

“Yes, eructing is what I’ll say from now on,” responded Sancho, “and I swear I won’t forget.”

“Also, Sancho, you must not mix the multitude of proverbs that you know into your conversation as you always do. Although proverbs distill the wisdom of the ages, you often drag them in by their hair and they seem more like foolishness than maxims.”

“God will have to provide a remedy for this,” responded Sancho, “because I know more proverbs than are in a book and they come to my mouth so jumbled together when I speak they fight with each other to get out. But my tongue throws out the first one it finds, even though it may not fit the situation exactly. I’ll be careful from now on to say only those that conform to the gravity of my office, because «in a full house supper is soon cooked» and «the one who shuffles doesn’t cut» and «the man who sounds the alarm is safe» and «to give and to retain requires a good brain».”

“That’s exactly what I mean,” said don Quixote, “you insert, string together, and pile up proverbs. No one can stop you! «My mother punishes me and I make fun of her!» I’m trying to tell you to stop using proverbs and in an instant you’ve tossed out a long list of them that fit into what we’re talking about as well as «over the hills of Úbeda».
 Look, Sancho, I’m not saying that an appropriate proverb isn’t a good thing. But to heap and string proverbs together willy-nilly makes for a dull and coarse conversation.

“When you get on horseback, don’t sit way back in the saddle, nor with your legs stiff and sticking out, away from the body of the horse, nor slouch the way you do on the donkey. Riding horses makes some look like horsemen and others like stable boys.

“Be moderate in your sleep, for «he who doesn’t wake up with the sun doesn’t enjoy the day». And be aware, Sancho, that «industry is the mother of good luck» and its contrary, laziness, never accomplishes what good desires demand.

“This last bit of advice I want to give you now—although it doesn’t deal with the adornment of your body—I want you to keep it lodged in your memory, and I think it’ll be no less useful than those that I’ve given you up to now, and it’s this: never get involved with questioning lineages; at least comparing them, since invariably one will turn out better, and you’ll be hated by the person you put down, and you’ll never be rewarded by the one you praised.

“You should wear long pants and a jacket, and a cape that is a bit longer. As for those loose-fitting pants, don’t even consider it! They’re not good either for knights or for governors.

“This is all I have to advise you about for the moment, Sancho. With the passage of time, and depending on the circumstances, if you tell me how things are going, I’ll be giving you more instructions.”

“Señor,” responded Sancho, “I see that everything you’ve told me is good, virtuous, and beneficial. But what good will it do me if I can’t remember a single thing. It’s true I won’t forget the business of not letting my fingernails grow, and of getting married again if the occasion arises. But all that other tangled misch-masch of things I can’t remember, nor will I remember any more of them than I would the snows of yesteryear, so you’ll have to give them to me in written form. Because although I can’t read or write, I’ll give them to my confessor so that he can pass them on to me and remind me as needed.”

“Ah, sinner that I am,” responded don Quixote, “how bad it seems when governors can’t read or write! You should know, Sancho, that not being able to read or being left-handed indicates one of two things—eith​er he was a child of parents who were too humble or he was so mischievous and bad that he couldn’t be taught good customs or what he needed to know. It’s a grave defect that you have, and I’d like you at least to learn to sign your name.”

“I can sign my name,” responded Sancho, “because when I was a steward in my town, I learred to make some letters like they use to mark on bales, and they said that it was my name. Besides, I can pretend that my right hand is maimed and I can have someone else sign for me. «There’s a remedy for everything except death», and «holding the power and the staff, I’ll do whatever I want». And what’s more, «he who has a bailiff for a father…»
 And since I’ll be governor, which is higher than bailiff, come on and we’ll see what happens! Let them scorn and slander me! «They’ll come for wool and go back shorn» and «the lucky man has nothing to worry about». And «the foolish remarks of the rich man pass for wisdom in the world». And being governor and liberal at the same time, as I plan to be, they’ll think I’m flawless. «Make yourself into honey and the flies will eat you up». As my grandmother used to say: «you’re worth as much as you have». And «you can’t take vengeance on the landed gentry».”

“May God curse you, Sancho!” said don Quixote. “May sixty thousand devils haul you and your proverbs off! It’s been an hour since you started stringing them together and torturing me with each one. I can assure you that these proverbs will lead you to the gallows one day. Because of them your vassals will take away your government, or it will cause them to revolt against you. Tell me, you ignoramus, where do you find them? or how to you apply them, you idiot? For me to say a single one and apply it well, I sweat and work as if I were digging a ditch.”

“Before God, señor our master,” replied Sancho, “you’re complaining about very little. Why the devil do you get angry because I’m using my heritage, since it’s all I have? My only wealth is proverbs and more proverbs. And right now four of them come to mind that fit the situation exactly, «like peaches in a basket». But I won’t say them, because «good silence is called Sancho».

“That’s not you,” said don Quixote, “because not only are you not ‘good silence,’ you’re ‘bad speech’ and obstinate as well. But even so, I’d like to find out which four proverbs just came to you that fit the situation so well. I’ve been ransacking my brain, and I can’t think of a single one that’s à propos.”

“What better ones are there than «never put your thumbs between your wisdom teeth», and «to ‘leave my home’ and ‘what do you want with my wife?’ there’s nothing to answer», and «if the pitcher hits the stone or the stone hits the pitcher, it’s bad for the pitcher»? All of them fit perfectly. No one should take on their governor, nor anyone who’s in charge, because he’ll come out hurt, just like someone who puts his finger between his wisdom teeth, and even if they’re not the wisdom teeth, as long as they’re molars it doesn’t make any difference. And no matter what the governor asks, there’s nothing to say, just like «‘leave my house’ and ‘what do you want with my wife’?» And the one about the pitcher and the rock, a blind man can see it. So, «why do you look at the speck in your brother’s eye with never a thought for the plank in your own»,
 lest it be said of him: «the dead woman was frightened to see another with a slit throat». And your grace already knows the one about «the fool knows more in his own house than the wise man in someone else’s».”

“Not so, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “for the fool in his own house or in anyone else’s doesn’t know anything because on the foundation of foolishness you can’t build the edifice of intelligence. And let’s let it go here, Sancho, because if you govern badly, «yours will be the blame and mine will be the shame». But I can console myself in that I’ve done what I should by advising you with truths and with whatever discretion I could. With that I’m discharged from my obligation and promise. May God guide you, Sancho, and may He govern you in your government, and take from me the misgiving that I have that you might wind up with the ínsula flat on its back, something that I could prevent by revealing to the duke who you are, telling him that the little fat person that you are is nothing more than a sack filled with proverbs and mischief.”

“Señor,” replied Sancho, “if your grace thinks that I’m not right for this government, I’ll give it up right now. I love the tiniest part of my soul more than my whole body, and I’ll survive simply as Sancho with bread and onions than a governor with partridges and capons. And what’s more, «when they’re asleep, everyone is the same—the grandees and the little folk, the rich and the poor», and if you think about it, you’ll see that you alone made me start to think about being a governor. I don’t know any more about governing ínsulas than a vulture does, and if you think that if I become a governor the devil will carry off my soul, I’d prefer to go to heaven as Sancho than to hell as a governor.”

“By God, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “with just these last words you’ve said, I judge that you deserve to be governor of a thousand ínsulas. You have a good instinct, without which knowledge is worthless. Commend yourself to God, and try not to err in your main purpose. I mean that you should always keep a firm intent and purpose to do right in all things because «heaven supports worthy aims». Let’s go eat now, because these people are waiting for us.” 

Chapter XLIIII. How Sancho Panza was taken to his government, and the strange adventure that befell don Quixote in the castle.
They say that in the original account of this history one reads that when Cide Hamete comes to write this chapter, his translator didn’t render it as he’d written it, for he criticizes himself for having taken on a history that was so dry and so limited as this one about don Quixote is, because it seemed to him that he always had to talk about don Quixote and Sancho, without daring to include other digressions and more serious and more entertaining episodes, and he said that having to dedicate all his intellect, and use his hand and pen exclusively to write about a single subject, and speak through the mouths of so few personages, was an unbearable labor whose fruit yielded little in return to its author. Because of this drawback, he resorted to using the device of interspersed novellas, such as the one about the «Ill-Advised Curiosity» and the one about the «Captive Captain», which are not part of the main story, although everything else that happened in that part deal with don Quixote, and had to be recorded. Also, he thought, as he says, that many people who were very interested in the deeds of don Quixote, wouldn’t pay much attention to the novellas, and would skip over them in haste or hostility, without noticing their grace and craft, which would be quite apparent if they were published by themselves, without depending on the crazy acts of don Quixote or the follies of Sancho. And so, in this second part he didn’t introduce novellas, whether separate from the action or woven into it, but just some episodes that might seem to be novellas that derive from the episodes themselves, and even these are very limited and use only enough words to be related. And since he contains and confines himself within the narrow limits of the narration, even though he has sufficient ability, faculties, and intellect to embark on the whole universe, he begs no one to scorn his work, and to praise him not for what he has written but rather for what he has chosen not to write.

And then he continues his history saying that as soon as don Quixote finished eating, the day he gave advice to Sancho, that afternoon he gave it to Sancho in written form so he could find someone to read it to him. But hardly had he given it to Sancho when he dropped it and it came into the hands of the duke who showed it to the duchess and the two marveled at both don Quixote’s madness and intellect. And so, to continue with their jests, that afternoon they sent Sancho with large retinue to a village that was to be the ínsula.

It happened that the person who was in charge was a steward of the duke who was very sharp and witty—because there’s no wit without intelligence—who had played the role of the Countess Trifaldi with the charm that has been described, and with this, and the instructions he got from his master and mistress about how he had to act with Sancho, he carried out their scheme marvelously well.

I say, then, that it happened that as soon as Sancho saw that steward, he thought that his face seemed to be just like Trifaldi’s, and turning toward his master, he said: “Señor, either the devil hauls me off from here right now, or your grace has to confess that the face of this steward of the duke, here present, is the same as the Distressed One’s.”

Don Quixote looked attentively at the steward and after having examined him carefully, he said to Sancho: “There’s no reason for the devil to haul you off immediately, Sancho. The face of the Distressed One looks like the steward’s, but that doesn’t mean that the steward is the Distressed One, because if he were, it would imply an enormous contradiction. This isn’t the right time to go about looking for proofs because it would mean going into an intricate labyrinth. Believe me, my friend, what we have to do is pray to Our Lord very earnestly to free us from evil sorcerers and enchanters.”

“This is no joke, señor,” replied Sancho, “for I heard him speak a while ago and it seemed just like the voice of Trifaldi was resonating in my ears. All right, I’ll keep quiet, but I’ll still continue to be on the alert from now on to see if I discover any other sign that confirms or denies my suspicions.”

“That’s what you should do, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “and you’ll tell me everything you find out about this, and everything that happens to you in your government.”

Sancho finally left, accompanied by many people, dressed as a man of letters, and wearing a tan cloak with a matching cap, and riding a mule with short stirrups. Behind him, on orders of the duke, came his donkey, with trappings and magnificent ornaments made of silk. Sancho turned around once in a while to look at his donkey, and so pleased with his company, he wouldn’t have switched places with the Emperor of Germany.

When he bade farewell to the duke and duchess, he kissed their hands, and received a blessing from his master, who bestowed it with tears, and Sancho received it with blubbering.

Let’s let Sancho go away in peace, dear reader, and wait for two bushels of laughter when you find out how he behaved in his new position, and meanwhile, let’s tend to what happened to his master that night. And if you don’t laugh, at least you’ll spread your lips in a monkey grin, because whatever befalls don Quixote either has to be greeted with wonder or laughter.

It’s told, then, that hardly had Sancho left when don Quixote began to miss him, and if it had been possible to revoke the commission and take away his government, he would have done it. The duchess saw his melancholy, and asked him why he was so sad. If it was because of Sancho’s absence, they had squires, duennas, and maidens in their house who could serve him perfectly.

“It’s true, señora mía,” responded don Quixote, “that I lament Sancho’s absence, but that’s not the main reason for my seeming so sad; and of the many offers your grace has made me, I’ll accept only the spirit in which they were offered. And as for the rest, I beg you to consent and permit me to wait upon myself inside my room.”

“In truth,” said the duchess, “señor don Quixote, this must not be. Four of my maidens will serve you, and they’re as pretty as flowers.”

“For me,” responded don Quixote, “they won’t be like flowers, but rather like thorns that pierce my soul. They’ll as soon come into my room, or get anywhere near it, as they would fly. If you want to continue to do me favors—which I don’t deserve—allow me to have my way so that I can erect a wall to guard my passions and my chastity. I won’t forsake this precept of mine for all the liberality your highness wants to bestow on me. In other words, I’d rather sleep fully dressed than to consent to having anyone else undress me.”

“That’s enough, that’s enough, señor don Quixote,” replied the duchess. “I’ll give an order so that not even a fly should enter your room, not to mention a maiden. I’m not a person who would impeach señor don Quixote’s sense of propriety. What comes through to me is that the most eminent of your virtues is that of chastity. You may undress and get dressed alone and in your own way, however and whenever you wish. No one will prevent it since inside your room you’ll find the vessels necessary for the needs of those who sleep behind a locked door, so no call of nature should oblige you to open it. May the great Dulcinea del Toboso live a thousand centuries and may her name be known over the face of the earth since she deserved to be loved by such a valiant and chaste knight, and may the benign heavens instill in the heart of Sancho Panza, our governor, a desire to finish his penance very soon, so the world can enjoy the beauty of such a great lady once again.”

To which don Quixote responded: “Your highness has spoken like the person she is, for worthy ladies don’t speak ill of any other woman. And Dulcinea will be better known throughout the world for having been praised by your greatness than by all other praises that could be given to her by the most eloquent people on earth.”

“Now then, señor don Quixote” replied the duchess, “dinnertime is approaching and the duke must be waiting. Let your grace come and let’s eat, then you can go to bed early, for the voyage yesterday to Candaya was not so short that it won’t have fatigued you.”

“I’m not tired, señora,” responded don Quixote, “because I’ll swear to your excellency that I’ve never in my life ridden a calmer more even-paced animal than Clavileño, and I don’t know what could have caused Malam​bruno to get rid of such an easy and gentle mount, and blow him up just like that.”

“One can only imagine,” responded the duchess, “that when he repented from the bad thing done to Trifaldi, her company, and from other bad things he must have done to others as a sorcerer and enchanter, he wanted to have done with the implements of his craft; and since Clavileño was the primary tool that took him wandering from country to country, he burned him up. Through those ashes and the monumental scroll, the bravery of don Quixote de La Mancha will be eternal.”

Once again don Quixote gave thanks to the duchess, and after he ate, he returned to his room all alone, without allowing anyone else to go in with him to serve him, so much did he fear finding reasons that might cause or force him to lose the chastity he was keeping for Dulcinea, always thinking of the virtue of Amadís, flower and mirror of knights errant. He locked his door after him, and by the light of two candles he got undressed, and when he was taking off his shoes—oh, calamity unworthy of such a person!—there burst, not sighs, or anything that might discredit the purity of his thoughts, but rather about two dozen stitches from one of his stockings, turning it into lattice-work. The good man grieved greatly and would have given an ounce of silver for a bit of green thread. I say «green thread» because his stockings were green.

Here Benengeli exclaims and writes: “Oh, poverty, poverty! I don’t know what moved the great Cordovan poet to call you an ‘unappreciated holy gift’!
 I, although I’m a Moor, know very well through my speaking with Christians, that holiness consists of charity, humility, faith, obedience, and poverty. But, with all this, I say that the person who can be content being poor must have much of God in him, unless it’s the same kind of poverty about which one of the greatest saints said: ‘Possess all things as if you possessed them not.’
 This is what they call poverty of the spirit. But you, second poverty,
 are the one I’m talking about. Why do you insist on victimizing hidalgos and the well-born, more than other people? Why do you oblige them to apply soot to their shoes, and make them use some buttons of silk, others of horsehair, others of glass on their coats? Why must their collars be pleated and not starched?” (And by this you can see that using starch for collars is a very ancient custom, indeed.) And he went on saying: “Ah, the wretched well-born, who nourish their honor while eating poorly and behind closed doors, making their toothpicks into hypocrites, as they go out after not having eaten, and pick their teeth. Ah, the wretch, I say, who has skittish honor and thinks that people will see the patch on his shoe, the sweat stain on his hat, his threadbare cape, and the hunger in his stomach from a league away!”

All of this was brought home to don Quixote by the run in his stocking. But he consoled himself seeing that Sancho had left him some traveling boots he would put on in the morning.

Finally, he went to bed, pensive and sorrowful, as much by missing Sancho, as by the irreparable misfortune of his stockings, which he would have darned even with thread of another color—one of the surest signs of wretchedness that can betray an hidalgo in the course of his lengthy poverty. He extinguished the candles. It was a hot night and he couldn’t sleep, so he got out of bed and opened the window that looked out onto a beautiful garden, and when it was open, he heard people walking about and talking in the garden. He began to listen attentively.

The voices below got louder so that he could hear these words: “Don’t beg me to sing, Emerencia, since you know as soon as the stranger came into this castle, and my eyes saw him, I can’t sing anymore—I can only cry. And what’s more, my mistress sleeps more lightly than heavily, and I wouldn’t want her to find us here for all the wealth in the world. And even if she didn’t wake up, my song would be in vain if he’s sleeping and won’t be awake to hear it, this new Æneas,
 who has come here to leave me scorned.”

“Don’t consider that, Altisidora my friend,” she responded, “because without a doubt the duchess and everyone else in this house is sleeping except the lord of your heart and the awakener of your soul because I just heard the window to his room open, and he doubtless must be awake. Sing, my afflicted one, softly and smoothly, accompanied by your harp, and if the duchess hears us, we’ll just blame it on the heat of the night.”

“That’s not the point, Emerencia,” responded the one named Altisidora, “but rather I wouldn’t want my song to reveal what’s in my heart, and be judged by those who don’t know about the powerful forces of love, as a capricious and frivolous maiden. But come what may, «better shame on the face than sore in the heart».”

And right then he heard the harp start playing very softly, and he was astonished because at that instant, an infinite number of adventures similar to that one—of windows, grates and gardens, music, love plaints, and faintings, which he’d read about in his vacuous books of chivalry—came back to him. Then he imagined that some maiden of the duchess was in love with him, and that her modesty forced her to keep her love a secret. He feared he might be tempted, but resolved in his heart not to give in. And commending himself with all his heart and will to his lady Dulcinea del Toboso, he resolved to listen to the music, and so they would know that he was listening, he feigned a sneeze, which pleased the maidens no little, for they wanted nothing more than for don Quixote to hear them. Running her fingers over the strings and tuning the harp, Altisidora began her ballad:

Oh, you who are above in bed,

Between the Holland sheets,

Lying there from night till morn,

With outstretched legs asleep;

Oh, you, most valiant knight of all

The famed Manchegan breed,

Of purity and virtue more

Than gold of Arabia;

Give ear unto a suffering maid,

Well‑grown but evil‑starred,

For those two suns of yours have lit

A fire within her heart.

Adventures seeking you do rove,

To others bringing woe;

You scatter wounds, but, ah, the balm

To heal them do withhold!

Say, valiant youth, and so may God

your enterprises speed,

Did you the light mid Libya’s sands

Or Jaca’s rocks first see?

Did scaly serpents give you suck?

Who nursed you when a babe?

Were you cradled in the forest rude,

Or gloomy mountain cave?

Oh, Dulcinea may be proud,

That plump and lusty maid;

For she alone hath had the power

A tiger fierce to tame.

And she for this shall famous be

From Tajo to Jarama,

From Manzanares to Genil,

From Duero to Arlanza.

Fain would I change with her, and give

A petticoat to boot,

The best and bravest that I have,

All trimmed with gold galloon.

Oh, for to be the happy fair

Your mighty arms enfold,

Or even sit beside your bed

And scratch your dusty poll!

I rave,— to favors such as these

Unworthy to aspire;

Your feet to tickle were enough

For one so mean as I.

What caps, what slippers sil​ver‑laced,

Would I on you bestow!

What damask breeches make for you;

What fine long Holland cloaks!

And I would give you pearls that should

As big as oak‑galls show;

So matchless big that each might well

Be called the great “Alone.”

Manchegan Nero, look not down

From your Tarpeian Rock

Upon this burning heart, nor add

The fuel of your wrath.

A virgin soft and young am I,

Not yet fifteen years old;

(I’m only three months past fourteen,

I swear upon my soul).

I hobble not nor do I limp,

All blemish I’m, without,

And as I walk my lily locks

Are trailing on the ground.

And though my nose is rather flat,

And though my mouth is wide,

My teeth like topazes exalt

My beauty to the sky.

You know that my voice is sweet,

That is if you do hear;

And I am molded in a form

Somewhat below the mean.

These charms, and many more, are yours,

Spoils to your spear and bow all;

A damsel of this house am I,

By name Altisidora.

Here the badly stricken Altisidora ended her song and the dread of the wooed don Quixote began. He heaved a great sigh and said to himself: “Why am I such an unfortunate errant, for there’s no girl who looks at me but what she doesn’t fall in love with me? Why is Dulcinea so unlucky that they won’t leave her alone to enjoy my incomparable fidelity? What do you queens want of Dulcinea? For what reason do you empresses persecute her? Why do you maidens of fourteen or fifteen years of age hate her? Please let the poor girl triumph, and rejoice and boast of the good fortune that Love gave her by offering her my heart and handing her my soul. Take notice, you lovesick crew, that I’m dough and almond paste only for Dulcinea, and for everyone else I’m made of flint. For her I’m honey, and for you I’m bitterness. For me alone Dulcinea is beautiful, discreet, chaste, charming, and well born, and the rest are ugly, foolish, frivolous, and base born. To be hers alone, and not for anyone else, nature placed me on earth. Let Altisidora cry or sing, and let the lady for whom they mauled me in the castle of the enchanted Moor despair, for I belong to Dulcinea, boiled or roasted, clean, courteous, and chaste in spite of all the powerful witchcraft in the world.”

And with this he slammed the window shut, and despairing and sorrowful as if some great disgrace had befallen him, he lay down on his bed, where we’ll leave him for the moment, because the great Sancho Panza is beckoning to us, and is about to assume the reins of his government.

Chapter XLV. How the great Sancho Panza took possession of his ínsula and how he began to govern.

Oh, perpetual discoverer of the antipodes,
 light of the world, eye of heaven, sweet shaker of wine vessels!
 Thymbræus here, Phœbus there, now archer, now doctor, father of poetry, inventor of music, you, who always come out but—though you seem to—never set! To you I say, oh, sun! with whose help man engenders man…
 To you, I say that you should favor and illuminate the darkness of my intellect so that I can faithfully report, point by point, the narration of what went on in the government of the great Sancho Panza, for without you, I feel tepid, dejected, and confused.

I say, then, with all his retinue, Sancho Panza arrived at a village of about a thousand inhabitants, which was one of the best ones that the duke possessed. They led him to believe that it was called the ínsula Bara​taria, either because the village was called Baratario, or because of the barato—the deception—by means of which he’d been given the government. When he arrived at the gates of the town, which was walled, the municipal council came out to receive him. The bells rang and all the inhabitants showed signs of general festivity and with great pomp they led him to the main church to give thanks to God, and then with ridiculous ceremonies, they handed him the keys of the town, and declared him to be the perpetual governor of the Ínsula Barataria.

The dress, beard, plumpness, and shortness of the new governor, amazed everyone who was not in on the secret, and even those who were (and they were many). Finally, when they took him from the church, they led him to the judge’s seat and placed him on it, and the steward said: “It’s an ancient custom on this ínsula, señor governor, that the person who comes to take possession of this famous ínsula is obliged to answer a question that’s asked him. It’s a bit knotty and difficult, and by his answer the people take the pulse of the cleverness of the new governor, and they either will be cheerful or sorrowful about his arrival.”

While the steward was saying this to Sancho, he was looking at many large letters written on the wall in front of his chair, and since he didn’t know how to read, he asked what those painted marks on the wall were. He was answered: “Señor, the date on which your lordship took possession is written and noted there, and the inscription says that Today, at such-and-so of such a month and such a year, señor don Sancho Panza, took possession of this ínsula, and may he keep it many years.”

“And who are they calling don Sancho Panza?”asked Sancho.

“Your grace,” responded the steward, “for on this ínsula there’s no other Panza except the one sitting in that chair.” 

“Then observe, brother,” said Sancho. “I have no don, nor in all my lineage was there ever any. Just plain Sancho Panza is my name, and my father’s name was Sancho, and Sancho my grandfather, and they were all Panzas without adding any dons or donas.
 And I imagine that in this ínsula there must be more dons than rocks. But that’s enough. God understands me, and it may be that if this government lasts me four days, I’ll weed out these dons, who must be as bothersome as mosquitos because there are so many of them.”

At that instant, two men came into the courtroom, one of them dressed as a peasant and another as a tailor (because he was carrying scissors in his hand). The tailor said: “Señor governor, this peasant and I come before your grace because this good man came to my shop yesterday—begging your pardon, I’m a licensed tailor, God be praised—and putting a piece of material in my hands, asked me: ‘Señor, is there enough material here to make me one cap?’ I examined the piece and answered that there was. He must have thought—the way I see it, and rightly—that I doubtless wanted to steal some of the material, founding his belief on his own wickedness and his bad opinion of tailors. He then asked if I could make two caps. I guessed what he was thinking, and said yes. And he, riding along on his cursed initial thought, kept on adding caps, and I kept on saying yes, until we got to five caps, and just now he has come to pick them up. I hand them over and he doesn’t want to pay for my labor. Instead, he asks me to pay him or return the material.”

“Is all this true, brother?” asked Sancho.

“Yes, señor,” responded the man, “but have him show you the five caps that he made for me.”

“Very willingly,” said the tailor.

And immediately taking his hand out from under this cape, he displayed the five caps on the tips of his fingers and said: “Here are the five caps that this good man asks me for, and, by God and by my conscience nothing was left over, and I’ll turn over my work to be inspected by the inspectors of the guild.”

All those present laughed about the number of caps and the novelty of the case. Sancho sat there considering a bit and then said: “It seems to me that this case doesn’t merit long delays, since a common sense judgment can be given right away. So, the sentence is that the tailor loses his labor and the peasant his cloth, and the caps should be taken to the prisoners in jail, and that’s all there is to it.”

If the previous sentence of the cattleman’s purse
 moved the onlookers to wonder, this one caused laughter. But in the end what the governor commanded was done. Then two old men came in before the governor, one of them with a tall staff, and the one without a cane said: “Señor, I lent this good man 10 escudos in gold some days ago as a favor to him and to do a good deed, on the condition that he give them back whenever I asked for them. Many days went by without my asking for them back since I didn’t want to cause him greater distress in giving them back than when he asked for them. But since it seemed to me that he’d forgotten to pay me back, I asked him for them, not once but many times, and not only has he not given them back, but he denies everything, and said that I never lent him those 10 escudos in the first place, and if I really lent them, he returned them to me already. I have no witnesses either to the loan, or the payment for that matter, since he hasn’t paid them back. I would like your grace to take a sworn statement from him, and if he swears that he has given them back to me, I’ll forgive the debt here and before God.”

“What do you have to say, good old man with a cane?” said Sancho.

“I, señor, confess that he lent them to me. Lower your rod, your grace, since he leaves it to my oath, and I’ll swear that I gave them back and paid him really and truly.”

The governor lowered his rod, and meanwhile the old man with the cane gave it to the other old man to hold while he was giving his oath, as if it were in his way, then he put his hand on the cross of the rod, saying that it was true, that he’d been lent the ten escudos that were being asked of him, but that he’d given them back from his hand to the other man’s hand, and that he must have forgotten, because he was asking for them back again.

When the great governor saw this, he asked the creditor what he had to say to his adversary. And he said that without a doubt his debtor must be speaking the truth because he held him to be a good man and a good Christian, and that he must have forgotten how and when they had been returned, and that from then on he would never ask for them again. The debtor took his cane back, and bowing, left the courtroom. When Sancho saw this, and that he left without delay, and seeing also the resignation of the plaintiff, he bowed his head onto his chest, and putting his right index finger between his eyebrows, appeared pensive for a while, then he raised his head and had the old man with the cane summoned, for he’d already left. They brought him back, and when Sancho saw him he said to him: “Give me your cane, my good man, for I have need of it.”

“Very well,” responded the old man, “here it is, señor.” And he put it in his hand.

Sancho took it and gave it to the other man and said to him: “Go with God, for you’re now paid back.”

“I am, señor?” responded the old man. “Is this cane worth 10 escudos in gold?”

“Yes it is,” said the governor, “or if it isn’t, I’m the greatest blockhead in the world, and now it’ll be seen if I’m smart enough to govern an entire realm.”

And he had the cane broken open in front of everyone. It was done, and in its center they found 10 escudos in gold. Everyone marveled, and they held their new governor for a new Solomon.
 They asked him how he’d figured out that the 10 escudos were in the cane, and he responded that when he saw the old man hand his cane to his adversary while he was swearing, and then he swore that he’d given them back really and truly, then when he finished swearing he took back the cane, it occurred to him that the money that was being asked for was inside. And from this it can be seen that some governors, even though they’re uneducated, sometimes are led by God in their judgments. And what’s more, he’d heard a similar case reported by the priest of his village and since he had such a great memory that—if he hadn’t forgotten everything he wanted to remember, no memory on the island would equal his. Finally, the shamed old man and the paid-back one left, and those who were present were in wonder. And the one who kept a record of the words, deeds, and movements of Sancho, couldn’t make up his mind if he’d consider him to be, and report him as,a fool or a wise man.

When this case was over, a woman came into the courtroom holding tightly onto a man who was dressed as a rich cattleman, and she was shouting loudly: “Justice, señor governor, justice, and if I can’t find it on earth I’ll seek it in heaven! Señor governor of my soul, this bad man seized me in the middle of that field and he took advantage of my body as if it were a dirty old rag—unfortunate me!—and he snatched away what I had kept for twenty-three years, defending it from Moors and Christians, fellow countrymen and foreigners. I was always as hard as a cork tree, keeping myself as pure as a salamander in a fire,
 or like wool among the brambles, and now this fellow comes along and fondles me just like that.”

“We’ll find out soon enough about that,” said Sancho.

And turning to the man, asked him what he had to say in response to the complaint of that woman. He—all flustered—responded: “Señores, I’m a poor pig farmer, and this morning as I was leaving this village to sell—par​don me for mentioning their names—four pigs, which they took from me, what with all those taxes and their cunning, for a little less what than they were worth. As I was returning to the village I ran across this good woman along the way, and the devil (who embroils and tangles everything up) caused us to lie together. I paid her enough, and she, not content, grabbed on to me and didn’t release me until we got to this place. She says that I forced her, but by the oath that I’m making, or rather plan to make, she’s lying. And this is the whole truth without leaving out the least little bit.”

The governor asked if he had any silver coins on him. He said that he had about twenty ducados inside his shirt in a leather pouch. He told him to take it out and give it to her. He did so, trembling, and the woman took it, making a thousand curtsies to everyone, and praying to God for the life and health of the señor governor, who looked out for needy orphans and maidens. And with this, she left the courtroom, clutching the purse with both hands, although she first made sure that the coins inside were of silver.

She’d hardly left when Sancho said to the cattleman, who was standing there in tears, and his eyes following his purse: “My good man, go after that woman and take away the purse and bring it back here along with her.”

He didn’t say it to a stupid or a deaf person because he shot out like a bolt of lightning as he was commanded to. Everyone present was in suspense to see how that case would turn out, and after a moment the man and the woman came back, and she was grasping him stronger than before. Her skirt was raised, enveloping the purse, and the man was struggling to get it from her but it wasn’t possible given the way the woman was protecting it, and she shouted: “Justice from God and from the law! Your grace, look, señor governor, at the little shame and little fear this soulless man has, because in the center of town—in the middle of the street—he tried to snatch away this purse you had him give me.”

“And was he able to wrest it away from you?” asked the governor.

“What do you mean «wrest away»?” responded the woman. “I’d surrender my life before I’d let anyone take this purse away from me. They’ll have to throw someone else against me and not this unfortunate and revolting fellow. Pincers, hammers, mallets, and chisels aren’t enough to take it away from my fingernails, not even the claws of lions. They’d have to rip out my soul first.”

“She’s right, said the man. “I give up—I’m powerless. I confess that I’m not strong enough to take it away, so I’ll let her be.”

Then the governor said to the women: “Let me see that purse, honorable and strong woman.”

She gave it to him right away, and the governor returned it to the man and said to the forceful but not forced woman: “My sister, if you had used the same strength that you’ve shown in defending this purse—or even half—to defend your body, the strength of Hercules couldn’t force you. Go with God, and may bad luck follow you, and don’t appear in this ínsula nor within six leagues of it, under pain of two-hundred lashes. Get out of here, I say, you charlatan and shameless deceiver!”

The woman became very frightened and left crestfallen and unhappy, and the governor said to the man: “My good man, go with God to your village and with your money, and from now on, if you don’t want to lose it, see to it that it doesn’t occur to you to lie with anybody.”

The man thanked him in a rustic way and went away and the bystanders were once again amazed with the judgments and sentences of their new governor. Everything was then written down by his chronicler and sent to the duke, who was eagerly waiting for it.

And let’s leave good Sancho here, for his master, disturbed by Altisidora’s music, is begging us to make haste.

Chapter XLVI. About the fearful feline bell fright that befell don Quixote in the course of the amours of the amorous Altisidora.
We left don Quixote wrapped up in thoughts caused by the music of the enamored maiden Altisidora. He went to bed thinking of them and, as if they were fleas, they, together with the stitches that had run in his stocking, didn’t let him sleep or even rest. But since time is swift, and there’s no obstacle that can stop it, it galloped along, and with great speed dawn came. When don Quixote saw the morning arrive, he left the soft feathers, and—not lazy in the least—dressed himself in his chamois-skin outfit and put on his boots to conceal the bitter misfortune to his stocking. He flung the scarlet cape about him and put his green velvet cap edged with silver on his head, he hung the strap with his trusty trenchant sword over his shoulder, he took a large rosary he always had with him, and with a pompous air and something of an affected gait, he went into the antechamber where the duke and duchess were already dressed and looked as if they were waiting for him. When he passed by a gallery, Altisidora and the other maiden, her friend, were waiting for him on purpose. As soon as Altisidora saw don Quixote she pretended to faint, and her friend caught her in her lap, and with great speed she began unlacing the bodice of her dress. Don Quixote saw it and approached them and said: “I know why she had this fainting spell.”

“I certainly don’t know what it’s due to,” responded the friend, “because Altisidora is the healthiest maiden in the whole house, and I’ve never heard her exclaim ay! since I’ve known her. Curses on all the knights errant in the world, if all of them are this ungrateful. Go away, your grace, señor don Quixote. This poor girl won’t come to while you’re here.”

To which he responded: “Your grace, señora, please have a lute placed in my room tonight. I’ll console this love-sick maiden as well as I can, because nipping amorous matters in the bud frequently works decisive and worthy remedies.”

And with this he went away, so that what had gone on wouldn’t be noticed by any who might see him. He hadn’t gone very far when the fainted Altisidora came to and said to her companion: “We’ll have to give him a lute. Doubtless if don Quixote wants to give us music, being his, it won’t be bad.”

They then went to tell the duke and duchess what was going on and about the lute that don Quixote had asked for, and she, excessively pleased, arranged with the duke and with her maidens to play a joke on him that would be more amusing than harmful, and with great joy they waited for the night, which came as quickly as the day had, and which they spent in delicious conversations with don Quixote. And the duchess that very day really and truly dispatched a page of hers—the one who had played the figure of the enchanted Dulcinea in the forest—to Teresa Panza. Along with the package of clothing that had been left to be sent to her, she charged him to bring back an accurate account of everything that happened with her.

Having done that, and when it was eleven o’clock at night, don Quixote found a vihuela
 in his room. He tuned it, opened the grate, and could hear that people were walking in the garden, and once he’d run his fingers over the frets, and having tuned it as well as he could, he spat and cleared his throat, and then with a bit of a hoarse voice, although in tune, he sang the following ballad he’d composed that very day:

Mighty Love the hearts of maidens

Does unsettle and perplex,

And the instrument he uses

Most of all is idleness. 

Sewing, stitching, any labor,

Having always work to do,

To the poison Love instills

Is the antidote most sure. 

And to proper‑minded maidens

Who desire the matron’s name

Modesty’s a marriage portion,

Modesty their highest praise. 

Men of prudence and discretion,

Courtiers gay and gallant knights,

With the wanton damsels dally,

But the modest take to wife. 

There are passions, transient, fleeting,

Loves in hostelries declared,

Sunrise loves, with sunset ended,

When the guest has gone his way. 

Love that springs up swift and sudden,

Here today, tomorrow flown,

Passes, leaves no trace behind it,

Leaves no image on the soul. 

Painting that is laid on painting

Makes no display or show;

Where one beauty’s in possession

There no other can take hold. 

Dulcinea del Toboso

Painted on my heart I wear;

Never from its tablets, never,

Can her image be erased. 

The quality of all in lovers

Most esteemed is constancy;

’T is by this that love works wonders,

This exalts them to the skies.

Here don Quixote arrived at the end of his song, which the duke and duchess, Altisidora, and almost everyone from the castle were listening to, when all of a sudden from a gallery above don Quixote’s grating more than a hundred cowbells all tied together on a cord were lowered straight down, and then a large sack filled with cats—each one with a smaller bell tied to its tail—was also let down. So great was the noise of the cowbells and the meowing of the cats that, although the duke and duchess had been the inventors of the joke, it gave them quite a fright, and don Quixote was stunned and frightened as well. As luck would have it two or three cats entered the room through the grating, and running from one side to the other, it seemed like a legion of devils was loose in that room. They extinguished the candles burning in the room, and they went racing about looking for a way out. The shaking of the cowbells didn’t stop. Most people in the castle, who didn’t know the truth of the matter, and they were amazed.

Don Quixote stood up and, putting his hand on his sword, began to thrust it through the grating and shout: “Out, you wicked enchanters! Out, you bewitched rabble! I’m don Quixote de La Mancha, against whom your evil intentions have no power!”

And turning toward the cats who were racing around his room, he lunged here and there. They went to the window and jumped out, although one of them, seeing himself almost slashed by don Quixote’s thrusts, jumped onto his face and clamped down onto his nose with its claws and teeth. Because of the pain, don Quixote shouted as loud as he could. When the duke and duchess heard this, figuring out what must have happened, they ran to his room and opened the door with their master key and saw the poor knight struggling with all his might to pull the cat from his face. They raced in with torches and saw the unequal battle. The duke ran over to stop the fight, and don Quixote shouted: “Nobody remove him! Let me fight hand to hand with this demon, with this wizard, with this enchanter! I’ll make him see who don Quixote de La Mancha is!”

But the cat, paying no heed to these threats, snarled and held fast. Finally the duke removed it and threw it out the window.

Don Quixote was left with a face full of holes and a nose that wasn’t very whole, and despairing that they hadn’t let him finish the pitched battle he’d had with that brigand enchanter. They had some Oil of Aparicio
 brought and Altisidora herself, with her very white hands bandaged all the wounds, and after she applied the dressings she said in a low voice: “All these misfortunes happen to you, you heard-hearted knight, because of the sin of your harshness and stubbornness. May it please God that Sancho will forget to whip himself, so that your so beloved Dulcinea will never be disenchanted, nor will you ever enjoy her, nor will you get into the marriage bed with her, at least while I—who adore you so—am still alive.”

Don Quixote responded not a word to this, except to give a deep sigh, and then he lay back on his bed, thanking the duke and duchess, not because he feared the cattish, enchanted, and bellish rabble, but rather because he recognized the good intention with which they had come to help him. The duke and duchess let him calm down and went away, sorry about the bad outcome of the trick. They hadn’t believed that adventure would prove so painful and costly for don Quixote, who spent five bed-ridden days in his room, where another adventure, more pleasing than the previous one, befell him, which his historian didn’t want to relate for the moment in order to return to Sancho Panza, who was very diligent and amusing in his government.

Chapter XLVII. How Sancho Panza’s progress in his government is continued.
The history relates that they took Sancho Panza from the courtroom to a sumptuous palace, where a regal and very clean table was set in a large room. And as soon as Sancho entered the room, the music of chirimías was heard and four pages came out with water to wash his hands, which Sancho received solemnly.

The music stopped and Sancho sat down at the head of the table because there was only that one chair and no other table setting. An individual—who later proved to be a doctor—stood at his side with a little whalebone wand in his hand. They removed a rich white cloth that was covering fruits and a great diversity of dishes of different things to eat. One person who seemed to be a student gave the blessing and a page put a lace-trimmed bib on Sancho, and another who was the chief steward placed a plate of fruit in front of him, but hardly had he eaten a mouthful when the man with the wand touched the plate with it and it was taken away with great speed. The chief steward brought another plate of something else to eat. Sancho was going to try it, but even before it was placed on the table and before Sancho could taste it, the wand had touched it and a page took it away with the same speed as the fruit plate. When Sancho saw all this, he was amazed, and asked if his dinner was going to be all sleight-of-hand.

To which the man with the wand replied: “Only the things, señor governor, that are usually eaten on ínsulas where there are governors will be eaten here. I, señor, am a doctor and I’m salaried on this ínsula to be the personal physician of its governors. I look out for their health more than my own, studying night and day, and examining their constitution so that I can cure them if they become sick. And the main thing I do is to be present at their lunches and dinners and let them eat only what I believe will do them the most good and take away what I think will do them harm and be injurious to their stomach. The reason I had the plate of fruit removed was that it was too moist, and the other plate of food was taken away because it had too many spices, which increase one’s thirst. And he who drinks much kills and consumes the radical humor
 that life consists of.”

“So, that plate of roasted partridges, in my opinion, well seasoned, won’t do me any harm.”

To which the doctor responded: “The señor governor will not eat that as long as I’m alive.”

“Well, why not?” said Sancho.

And the doctor responded: “Because our master Hippocrates, the north star and shining light of medicine, in one of his maxims says: Omnis saturatio mala, perdices autem pessima.
 It means: «Any overeating is bad; but of partridges it’s very bad».”

“If that’s so,” said Sancho, “examine all the things to eat on this table and see which one will do me the most good and the least harm, and let me eat it without snatching it away. Because, on the life of the governor—and may God allow me to enjoy being one—I’m dying of hunger, and denying me food, even though it grieves the doctor, and no matter what he tells me, is more taking life away than prolonging it.”

“Your grace is right, señor governor,” responded the doctor, “and so in my opinion, you shouldn’t eat any of those stewed rabbits because it’s a food that is from a fine-haired animal. That veal, if it weren’t marinated and roasted you could have a bit of it; but not that way.”

And Sancho said: “I think that great big steaming plate over there is stew, and given the diversity of ingredients in such stews, I can’t help but run across something that I’ll like and will do me good.”

“Absit,”
 said the doctor. “May the bad thought of it flee from us. There’s nothing in the world that nourishes worse than a stew. Let the canons, or headmasters of schools eat stew, or save it for rustic weddings, but let’s keep it away from tables of governors, where every kind of delicacy served with care should abound. And the reason is that medicine made of simple ingredients is always more prized everywhere and by everyone than compound ones, because in the simple ones you cannot err and in the compound ones you can, by varying the amounts of the things that go into them. But I know that the señor governor must eat now, and to preserve his health and fortify it I’ll give him a hundred wafers and a few thin slices of quince that will sit lightly in his stomach and be easy to digest.”

When Sancho heard this he leaned back in the chair and looked fixedly at that doctor, and with a serious tone asked him what his name was and where he’d studied.

To which he responded: “My name, señor governor, is doctor Pedro Recio de Agüero and I’m from Tirteafuera,
 between Caracuel and Almodóvar del Campo, on the right hand side,
 and I have the degree of doctor from the University of Osuna.”

To which Sancho responded, red with rage: “Well, señor doctor Pedro Recio de Mal Agüero,
 native of Tirteafuera, a village on the right hand side when you go from Caracuel to Almodóvar del Campo, graduate of Osuna, get out of here. If not, I swear to the sun that I’ll get a bludgeon and, starting with you, clobber all doctors on this ínsula, at least those that I feel are ignorant. The wise, prudent, and intelligent doctors I’ll put on my head and will honor them as I do divine persons. And I repeat that doctor Pedro Recio should go away from here. If not, I’ll take this chair that I’m sitting on, and I’ll smash it over his head, and let them call me to account when I leave office. I’ll clear myself saying that I did a great service to God in killing such a bad doctor, an executioner of the republic. Get me something to eat, or else take back your government. An office that gives its chief nothing to eat isn’t worth two beans.”

The doctor became upset at seeing the governor so angry and was about to take his leave when a post horn sounded in the street and the steward leaned out the window and came back saying: “A messenger is coming from the duke my master. He must have some important dispatch.”

The messenger came in sweating and frightened, and taking a dispatch from his shirt he put it in the hands of the governor, and Sancho put it in the those of the steward whom he asked to read the address, which said: “To don Sancho Panza, governor of the Ínsula Barataria, in his own hands or those of his secretary.”

When Sancho heard this, he said: “Who is my secretary?”

And one of those present answered: “I, señor, because I can read and write, and I’m Basque.”

“With that little addition,” said Sancho, “you can be the secretary to the emperor himself. Open this sheet and see what it says.”

The recently-born secretary opened it and when he read all of what it said, he announced it was some private business. Sancho had the room cleared and the only ones who stayed were the stewards, and the rest— including the doctor—left, then the secretary read the letter that went like this:

Notice has come to me, señor don Sancho Panza, that some enemies of mine who live on that ínsula are going to attack it furiously I don’t know what night. Beware and be alert so that they won’t take you unawares. I also know through spies that four disguised people have gone to that village to kill you because they fear your cleverness. Keep your eyes open and beware of those who come to speak to you, and don’t eat anything they give you. I’ll be sure to rescue you if you get in trouble, and please act as we expect of a person with your intellect. At this village, August 16 at 4:00 a.m.
Sancho was dumbfounded and those around him were equally so. Turning to the steward, he said: “What must be done, and done right now is to put doctor Recio in jail, because if anyone is going to kill me, it’ll be him, and it’ll be a death in small doses and terrible such as death by starvation is.”

“Also,” said the butler, “it seems to me that your grace shouldn’t eat anything in this place because it has been given by some nuns, and, as they say, «behind the cross stands the devil».”

“I don’t deny that,” responded Sancho, “and for the moment, give me a piece of bread and about four pounds of grapes because there can be no poison in them, and in effect, I can’t do without eating, and if we’re supposed to be ready for battles that threaten us, it’ll be necessary to be nourished. Because «your stomach carries your heart and not your heart your stomach». You, secretary, respond to the duke my lord, and tell him that we’ll do exactly what he commands, and kiss my lady the duchess’s hand for me, and beg her not to forget to send a messenger with my letter and package to my wife, Teresa Panza. I’ll really appreciate it, and I’ll take care to serve her with all my power, and on the way you can kiss my master don Quixote de La Mancha’s hand, so that he’ll see that I’m grateful. And you, as a good secretary and as a good Basque, can add anything you’d like and that’s to the point. Take away these cloths and give me something to eat, and once I’ve eaten, I’ll deal with as many spies and murderers and enchanters that come against me and my ínsula.”

At this point a page entered and said: “Here’s a peasant with business to discuss and he wants to talk to your lordship about a matter of great importance.”

“It’s an odd thing with these people with business to discuss,” said Sancho. “Are they so foolish that they don’t know that times like these are not appropriate to come to talk business? By chance, we who govern, we judges, are we not men of flesh and blood? We should be left alone to rest when the need requires; but instead they want us to be made of marble. By God and in my conscience, if this government lasts—and it won’t, the way it looks to me—I’ll give a whipping to more than one of these who come with business to discuss. Now, tell this good man to come in. But first make sure that he isn’t one of the spies or people who have come to kill me.”

“No, señor,” responded the page, “because he seems like a good soul, and either I know little, or he’s as good as gold.”

“There’s nothing to fear,” said the steward, “since we’re all here.”

“Might it be possible,” said Sancho, “steward, now that doctor Pedro Recio isn’t here, for me to eat something substantial, even though it’s only a piece of bread and an onion?”

“Tonight at dinner we’ll make up for the lack of food, and your lordship will be satisfied.”

“May God grant it,” responded Sancho, and just then the peasant came in. He had a nice appearance, and from a thousand leagues one could see he was good and had a good soul.

The first thing he said was: “Who is the governor here?”

“Who else can it be,” said the secretary, “but the one seated in the chair?”

“I humble myself before your presence,” said the peasant. And kneeling down, he asked for his hand to kiss it. Sancho wouldn’t hear of it and told him to stand up and state his business.

The peasant stood up and then said: “I, señor, am a peasant, born in Miguelturra, a village two leagues from Ciudad Real.”

“Here’s another Tirteafuera,” said Sancho. “I can tell you, brother, that I know Miguelturra very well and that it’s not far from my own village. Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“The thing is, señor,’ said the peasant, “I was married in the Holy Roman Catholic Church. I have two children who are students. The younger one is studying for the bachelor’s degree and the older one for the masters degree. I’m a widower because my wife died, or rather because a doctor killed her. He gave her an enema while she was with child. And had God been pleased that a boy had been born, I would have had him study to receive a doctorate so that he wouldn’t envy his brothers, the bachelor and the one with the master’s degree.”

“So,” said Sancho, “if your wife hadn’t died, or if she hadn’t been killed, you wouldn’t now be a widower?”

“No señor, in no way,” said the peasant.

“So far, so good,” said Sancho, “now get on with it. It’s time to have a nap rather than to conduct business.”

“As I was saying, then,” said the peasant, “this son of mine studying for the bachelor’s degree fell in love with a girl of our same village named Carla Perlerina, daughter of Andrés Perlerino,
 a very rich peasant. And this name of Perlerines doesn’t come from any lineage or any other family line because they’re all paralytics, and to make the name sound better, they call them Perlerines; although to tell the truth, the maiden is like an oriental pearl, and seen from the right-hand side she seems to be a flower in the field; on the left-hand side not so much so, because she lost an eye that came out after she had smallpox. And although the pockmarks of her face are many and large, people who love her say that those aren’t pockmarks at all, but rather graves where her lovers are buried. She’s so clean that, so she won’t get her face dirty, her nose is turned up, looking as though it were trying to flee from her face; Withal she’s quite good-looking because she has a large mouth, and if she weren’t lacking ten or twelve teeth, it could surpass the best-formed mouths around these parts. About her lips I can’t say anything because they’re so thin and delicate that if it were customary to wind lips, you could make a skein of them.
 But since they’re of a different color than lips typically are, they seem miraculous, because they’re mottle of blue, green, and deep purple. And may the señor pardon me if I’m describing her charms in such detail because she’ll eventually be my daughter. I love her very much and she seems just fine to me.”

“Describe her in any way you wish,” said Sancho, “for I’m enjoying the description, and if I had eaten, there wouldn’t be any better dessert than your portrait.”

“I’m about to serve the dessert,” responded the peasant, “and the time will come when we’ll get to it, if we’re not there already. And I say, señor, that if I could describe her elegance and her height, it would amaze you. But I can’t do this because she’s all bent and hunched over, and her knees are right at her mouth, and with all this, it’s easy to see that if she could stand straight, her head would touch the ceiling, and she would have already given her hand to my son the bachelor, but she can’t extend it, because it’s so withered. Still, her long and grooved fingernails show how fine and well proportioned it is.

“All right,” said Sancho, “now that you’ve described her from head to foot, tell me what you want. Come to the point without beating around the bush, without gaps, bits and pieces, or additions.”

“I would like, señor,” replied the peasant, “for you to write me a letter of recommendation to my son’s future father-in-law asking him if he would sanction this marriage since we’re not unequal in material wealth or blessings of Nature, because, to tell the truth, señor governor, my son is possessed by the devil, and no day goes by but what evil spirits torment him three or four times. And from having once fallen into a fire, his wrinkled face looks like parchment, and his eyes are quite watery and running. But he has the disposition of an angel, and if he didn’t constantly punch himself, he’d pass for a saint.”

“Would you like anything else, my good man?” replied Sancho.

“I would like something else,” said the peasant, “but I don’t dare reveal what it is; but—what the heck!—I won’t let it rot in my chest. Whether it’s appropriate or not, I say, señor, I’d like you to give me three or six hundred ducados to help with my bachelor’s portion of the dowry; that is, to help him set up his household, because, let’s face it, they have to live on their own, without the interference of their parents-in-law.”

“See if there’s anything else,” said Sancho, “and don’t hold back because of shyness or shame.”

“That’s all,” responded the peasant.

And hardly had he said this when the governor stood up and seized the chair he was sitting in and said: “I swear, don rustic and ill-bred hayseed, if you don’t get out of and hide from my presence this second, I’ll break your head open with this chair. You son-of-a-bitch rapscallion, devil’s own mischief maker, you come here right now and expect me to have six hundred ducados? And where would I get them, you foul stench? And why would I give them to you, you scoundrel and idiot? And what do I care about Miguelturra or the whole line of Perlerines? Get out, I say! If not, by the life of the duke my lord, I’ll do what I’ve stated! You must not be from Miguelturra, but rather some jokester sent to me from hell to taunt me. Tell me, you soulless person, I haven’t yet been governor for a day and a half and you think I have six-hundred ducados?”

The butler motioned to the peasant to leave, which he did with bowed head, seemingly fearful that the governor would vent his anger on him. The rascal played his role very well, but let’s leave Sancho, and may peace reign, and let’s go back to don Quixote, whom we left with his face bandaged and treated with medicine from his feline wounds, from which he healed in a week. On one of those days something happened to don Quixote that Cide Hamete promises to relate with his characteristic scrupulousness and truth, no matter how trivial it might be.

Chapter XLVIII. About what happened to don Quixote with doña Rodríguez, the duenna of the duchess, with other events worthy of being written about and deserving of eternal memory.
The badly wounded don Quixote lay suffering and dispirited, his face bandaged and injured, not by the hand of God,
 but by the claws of a cat, a misfortune associated with knight errantry. He didn’t go out into public for six days, and on one of those nights, when he was wide-awake, thinking about his misfortunes and the persecutions of Altisidora, he heard that someone was opening the door to his room with a key, and he immediately thought that the enamored maiden had come to assail his chastity, reducing him to betrayal of his fidelity to Dulcinea del Toboso.

“The greatest beauty on earth,” he said with a voice that could be heard, believing his thought to be right, “cannot extinguish the adoration that I have engraved and imprinted in the middle of my heart and in the most hidden recesses of my bowels, whether you are, señora mía, transformed into an onion-stuffed peasant, or into a nymph of the golden Tajo River,
 weaving fabric of twisted silk and gold, or in whatever form Merlin or Montesinos may have you. Wherever you are, you’re mine, and anywhere I am, I’m yours.”

The end of his speech and the opening of the door were at the same instant. He stood up on the bed, covered from top to bottom by a quilt of yellow satin, a cap on his head, and with a bandaged face and mustache—h​is face was bandaged because of the scratches, and the mustache so it wouldn’t droop and fall; and in that outfit he looked like the most extraordinary phantom that could be dreamed up. He kept his gaze on the door, and when he expected to see the surrendered and love-smitten Altisidora, he saw instead a very reverend duenna wearing a white veil that was so long it covered her from head to foot. Between two fingers of her left hand she carried a lighted candle and shielded her eyes—which were covered by a large pair of glasses—with her right hand. She was treading quietly and moved her feet softly.

Don Quixote looked at her from his vantage point and when he saw the way she was dressed and noted her silence, he thought that some witch or sorceress was coming dressed like that to do him harm, and he began to cross himself repeatedly. The vision drew near and when she arrived in the middle of the room, she raised her eyes and saw how don Quixote was crossing himself; and if he was fearful at seeing such a figure, she was just as startled to see him, because as soon as she saw him so tall and so yellow, with the quilt and bandages which altered his looks, she cried: “Jesus, what am I seeing?”

And being so distressed, the candle fell from her hands, and when she realized she was in complete darkness, she turned around to go away; and in her fear, she stumbled on her train and fell down hard. Don Quixote, who was fearful himself, began saying: “I implore you, phantom, or whatever you are, to tell me who you are and what you want of me. If you’re a soul in torment, tell me. I’ll do everything my strength will allow for you because I’m a Catholic Christian and I always do good to everyone. For this reason I took up the order of knight errantry I profess, the practice of which extends to doing good to souls in purgatory.”

The perplexed duenna, hearing herself thus beseeched, through her own fear could see don Quixote’s, and with a quiet, distressed voice responded to him: “Señor don Quixote—if your grace really is don Quixote—I’m not a phantom, nor a vision, nor a soul in purgatory, as you must have thought, but rather doña Rodríguez, the principal duenna of my lady the duchess, and I have come to your grace with a need of the kind that you customarily remedy.”

“Tell me, señora doña Rodríguez,” said don Quixote, “by chance have you come to be a go-between? Because I’ll have you know that I can’t be of use to anyone owing to the peerless beauty of my lady Dulcinea del Toboso. So I say, señora doña Rodríguez, if your grace makes no mention of love messages, you can go and relight your candle, and come back, and we’ll speak of anything you may ask, or whatever gives you pleasure, except, as I say, any amorous suggestion.”

“Me, with a message from someone?” responded the duenna. “You don’t know me very well. I’m not so old that I need to resort to such childish nonsense, since—God be praised—I’m still vigorous and full of life, I have all my teeth (except for a few I lost because of the catarrh, which is very common in this region of Aragón). But wait a moment for me. I’ll go light my candle and will return in an instant to tell of my afflictions to the one who can alleviate the grief of the world.”

And without waiting for an answer, she left the room, where don Quixote remained, waiting calmly and pensively for her return. But then a thousand thoughts about that new adventure befell him, and the idea seemed not only bad, but also poorly thought out, to put himself in danger of breaking his promised faithfulness to his lady. He said to himself: ”Who knows if the devil, who is subtle and clever, doesn’t want to deceive me now with a duenna, since he never could deceive me with empresses, queens, marquise​s, or countesses? I’ve heard many times and from many wise people that, if he can, he’ll give you a flat-nosed woman instead of one with a pretty nose.
 And who knows? Maybe this night, this solitude, this occasion, and this silence will awaken my dormant desires, and will make me fall where I never have before stumbled in all my years. And in similar cases, it’s better to flee than wait for a battle. But I must not be in my right mind to say and think such nonsense. It’s not possible that a duenna who is tall, dressed in white, and bespectacled, can arouse a lascivious thought in the most lustful heart in the world. By chance is there a duenna in the world who has a good body? By chance is there in a duenna the world who isn’t arrogant, wrinkled, and prudish? Out with you, you duennesque mob, useless for any human pleasure! How well that woman did who, they say, kept statues dressed to look like duennas at one end of her drawing-room—looking like they were making lace and wearing eyeglasses—and those statues were as good as real duennas for the dignity of the room!”

And once he’d said this, he leapt up from his bed with the intention of locking the door and not letting doña Rodríguez enter. But just as he went to lock the door, doña Rodríguez returned with a white candle that was burning, and when she saw don Quixote close-up, wrapped in the quilt, with his bandages and cap, she feared once again, backed up a few steps, and said: “Am I safe, señor knight? I don’t think it’s a very wholesome sign that you’re out of your bed.”

“I was going to ask you that, señora,” said don Quixote, “and so I’ll ask if I’m safe from being attacked and ravished.”

“Who are you asking if you’ll be safe, señor knight?” responded the duenna.

“I’m asking you,” replied don Quixote, “because I’m not made of marble nor you of bronze, nor is it ten in the morning, but rather mid​night, and even a bit later, I believe; and we’re in a room that is more closed up and secret than the cave where that traitorous and daring Æneas enjoyed the fair and pious Dido.
 But give me, señora, your hand, for I need no other greater assurance than my restraint and the modesty manifest in your reverend veil.”

And saying this, he kissed his right hand and after she did the same ceremony, he took her hand.
 Here Cide Hamete makes a parentheses and says that by Muhammad, he would have given the better of his two capes to have seen the two of them walk hand in hand from the door toward the bed. Don Quixote got back into bed, and doña Rodriguez sat in a chair a bit of a distance away, and kept her glasses on and her candle burning. Don Quixote curled up and covered himself completely except for his face and when they were both settled, the first one to break the silence was don Quixote, saying: “You can speak freely now, mi señora, and unburden yourself of what you’ve locked up in your afflicted heart and soul, for it will be heard by my chaste ears and rescued by pious works.”

“I believe you,” responded the duenna, “for from your grace’s noble and amiable presence one couldn’t expect anything except such a Christian response. Well, the thing is, señor don Quixote, that although your grace sees me seated in this chair in the heart of the kingdom of Aragón and in the habit of a humbled and downtrodden duenna, I was born in the Asturias of Oviedo
 and of a lineage shared by some of the best families in that province.

“But my bad luck, and the carelessness of my parents, led to their untimely economic downfall, and without my knowing how or why, they took me to the Court in Madrid where, for the sake of peace, and to prevent further misfortune, they got me a position as seamstress to a noble lady. And I want your grace to know that in stitching hems and doing back stitches, no one has surpassed me in all my life. My parents left me working there and went back home, and a few years later they must have gone to heaven because they were very good and were Catholic Christians. I was orphaned and dependent on the wretched salary and the dismal favors that they give to such servants in the palace. And at that time, through no fault of my own, a squire of the house, a man already on in years, bearded and good-looking, and above all an hidalgo like the king, because he was from the region around Santander,
 fell in love with me. Our affair was not so secret that my lady didn’t find out about it, and to avoid gossip, she had us get married with the blessing of the Holy Mother Roman Catholic Church, from which marriage was born a daughter that killed my luck, if I ever had any—not because I died in childbirth, which was safe and on time, but rather because my husband died soon afterwards of a certain fright he had, which if I had time to tell of it, it would amaze you.”

And then she began to cry tenderly, and said: “Pardon me, señor don Quixote. I can’t help it, because every time I think of my ill-fated husband my eyes fill with tears. So help me God, with what dignity he would take my lady on the haunches of a powerful jet-black mule! In those days they didn’t use coaches or litters as they do now, and ladies would ride on the haunches behind their squires. And there’s one incident I have to tell you because it shows the upbringing and diligence of my good husband.

“As one enters Santiago Street
 in Madrid, which is a bit narrow, a magistrate from court came out with two constables in front of him, and as soon as my good squire saw him, he turned the reins of the mule giving every indication he was going to turn and follow him.
 My lady, who was on the haunches, with a muted voice said: ‘What are you doing, you fool, don’t you see that I’m here?’ The magistrate, out of pure courtesy, pulled the reins back on his horse, and said to him: ‘Don’t change your route, señor. I should be accompanying my lady doña Casilda,’ for that was the name of my mistress. But my husband still insisted on accompanying the magistrate, cap in hand. When my lady saw this, filled with rage, she took a hatpin, or rather, I think it was an awl, from her needlecase, and stuck it into his lower back, and my husband gave a huge yelp, and twisted his body so much that he knocked his mistress to the ground.

“Two of her grooms ran over to help her up, as did the magistrate and the constables. The Guadalajara Gate
 was in an uproar—I mean, the idle people who congregate there were in an uproar. My mistress finally stood up and my husband went to the barber-surgeon’s shop saying that his bowels had been pierced all the way through. The courtesy of my husband became so well known that boys in the street ran after him, and because of it, and because he’d been a bit short-sighted, my lady the duchess
 fired him, and I’m convinced that the grief that it caused was responsible for his death.

“I was left a helpless widow with a daughter to take care of, and she grew in beauty like the foam of the sea. Finally, since I was famous as a great seamstress, my lady the duchess—who had recently married the duke my master—wanted to bring me and my daughter as well to this Kingdom of Aragón, where as days went by she grew up with all the grace in the world. She sings like a lark, does courtly dances well, and popular dances like a woman possessed, she reads and writes like a school teacher, and does math like a miser. Of her cleanliness I’ll say nothing—running water is no cleaner, and she must be now, if memory serves, sixteen years, five months, and three days old, more or less.

“So, to come to the point, the son of a rich farmer who lives in one of my master the duke’s villages not far from here, fell in love with my daughter. In short, I don’t know how, but the two of them made love, and under the promise of being her husband, he deceived my daughter and he doesn’t want to keep his word. My master the duke knows about it because I’ve complained to him, not once but many times, and I’ve asked him to make the farmer marry my daughter. He doesn’t listen, and the reason is that the father of the seducer is so rich, and lends him money, and occasionally bails him out after his mischief, and so he doesn’t want to displease him or give him any grief.

“I would like, then, señor mío, for your grace to take charge of righting this wrong either with words or with arms, since everyone says your grace was born into the world to right wrongs, rectify injuries, and help poor wretches. Consider that my daughter is an orphan, is refined, young, and has all the characteristics I said she has. I swear before God and in my conscience that of all the duennas my mistress has, none of them come up to the sole of her shoe, and the one they call Altisidora— the one they consider to be the most free-and-easy and charming—in comparison with my daughter doesn’t come within two leagues of her. I want your grace to know, señor mío, that «all that glitters isn’t gold», because this Altisidora has more vanity than beauty, and more sauciness than modesty, and addition she’s not very healthy—she has such bad breath you can’t stand to be near her for a second; and even my lady the duchess… I should hush because as they say, «walls have ears».”

“What’s the matter with my lady the duchess, on my life, señora doña Rodríguez?” asked don Quixote.

“With an entreaty like that,” responded the duenna, “I feel I must answer what was asked with the complete truth. Does your grace, señor don Quixote, see the beauty of my mistress the duchess—that complexion of her face resembles a shiny polished sword blade, those two cheeks of milk and scarlet that have the sun on one side and the moon on the other, and that gracefulness with which she walks, as if she scorns the ground, it looks like her health spills over wherever she goes. Well, I want your grace to know she can be thankful for all that first to God and then to two issues
 that she has in each leg through which are carried off all the bad humors that the doctors say she’s full of.”

“Holy Mary!” said don Quixote. “Is it possible that my lady the duchess has such drains? I wouldn’t have believed it if barefoot friars had told me. But since señora doña Rodríguez says it, it must be that way. But such issues in such places mustn’t discharge humors but rather liquid ambergris. Truly, I can now see that this matter of issues must be an important thing for one’s health.”

Hardly had don Quixote said these words when the doors of his room flew open with a great bang, and with the fright caused by the noise doña Rodríguez dropped her candle and the room turned into the «mouth of the wolf»,
 as the saying goes. Suddenly the duenna felt two hands on her throat clutching so tightly that she couldn’t scream, and she also felt someone else raising her skirt and with what seemed to be a slipper began to spank her so many times it was a pity. Although don Quixote felt compassion, he didn’t stir from his bed, and he didn’t know what was going on so he stayed there still and silent, and even fearing that the next batch of spanks would be for him. And his fear was not in vain because when the silent tyrants left the mauled duenna—who didn’t dare to open her mouth in complaint—they went to don Quixote and, unwrapping his sheet from the quilt, they pinched him so much and with such strength that he was forced to defend himself with punches; and all of this happened in an admirable silence. The battle raged for almost half an hour, then the phantoms left, doña Rodríguez straightened her skirt, and went out through the door as she moaned over her misfortune, but didn’t say a word to don Quixote, who was left alone and in pain, pinched, confused, and deep in thought, where we will leave him desirous to find out who the perverse enchanter was who had placed him in that sorry state. But that will be told in time. Sancho Panza is calling us, and the structure of the history leads us to him.

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

We left the great governor angry and annoyed with the jokester of a peasant who described those likenesses so vividly, and who—having been coached by the steward, who in turn was coached by the duke—played that joke on Sancho. But Sancho held his own with everyone, although unlettered, coarse, and pudgy, he said to those who were with him and to doctor Pedro Recio, who, since there was no longer a secret about the letter from the duke, had come back into that room: “Now I truly understand that judges and governors must be, or should be, made of bronze so they can withstand the demands of petitioners who come at all hours wanting to be heard and attended to, thinking only of their own affairs, no matter what. And if the poor judge doesn’t listen and attend to them either because he cannot, or because they don’t come at the proper time to be heard, then they slander and criticize him and gnaw his bones and even gossip about his lineage. Foolish and idiotic petitioner, don’t hurry—wait for the right time to handle your business! Don’t come at lunchtime or when it’s time to have a nap! Judges are made of flesh and blood and must give what Nature demands, except me, for I’m not allowed to eat, thanks to señor Pedro Recio de Tirteafuera, here present, who wants me to die of hunger, and affirms that this death is life. And may God do the same for him and all those of his kind—I mean, at least for bad doctors. Good doctors deserve palms and laurels.”

All those who knew Sancho Panza marveled when they heard him speak so elegantly and didn’t know what to attribute it to, except that positions of responsibility either sharpen or dull one’s intellect. Finally, doctor Pedro Recio Agüero de Tirteafuera promised to give him a dinner that evening, even though he would break all the aphorisms of Hippocrates. With this, the governor was happy and waited very anxiously for night and dinnertime to arrive, and although time, in his view, stood still and didn’t budge, the moment that he so desired finally came and they gave him beef hash with onions, and some cooked calves’ feet that were a bit stale.

But he devoured these with greater pleasure than if they had been sandgrouses from Milan, pheasants from Rome, Sorrento veal, partridges from Morón, or geese from Lavajos,
 and during the meal he turned to the doctor and said: “Look, doctor, from now on don’t give me dainty things to eat nor rich food, because they’ll knock my stomach off its hinges, since it’s used to goat, beef, bacon, jerky, turnips and onions; and if perhaps you give my stomach other food from the palace, it’ll receive them with queasiness and even with nausea. What the butler can do is bring me some stew, and the longer it’s coooked, the better it smells, and he can throw in and include anything he wants, as long as it’s something to eat, and I’ll be grateful and I’ll pay him back one day. And let no one play jokes on me because we all have to get along. Let’s live and eat in good peace and fellowship because «when God starts the day, He starts it for everyone». I’ll govern this island without usurping any right or asking for bribes, and everyone keep a watchful eye and mind his own business, because I want you to know that «the devil is in Cantillana»,
 and if you give me a chance, you’ll see marvels. «Make yourself into honey and the flies will come.»”

“Certainly, señor governor,” said the steward, “your grace is right in everything you’ve said, and I can say, in the name of all the islanders, that they’ll serve you conscientiously, with love and good will, because your easy-going way of governing in these first days won’t let them think or do anything that would be a disservice to you.”

“I believe it,” responded Sancho, “and they’d be foolish if they did or thought anything else. And I say again that care must be taken in my sustenance and my grey’s. This is the most important thing. When it’s time let’s make the rounds. It’s my intention to rid this ínsula of all kinds of filth, of idlers, and loafing bums. I want you to know, my friends, that idle and lazy people in a republic are the same as drones in a beehive who eat the honey that the worker bees make. I plan to favor the workers, keep the rights of the hidalgos, reward the virtuous, and above all respect religion and honor of the ecclesiastics. What do you think of that, my friends? Am I saying something important or am I breaking my head?”

“Your grace is saying so much, señor governor,” said the steward, “that I’m in awe in seeing that a man without education as is your grace—for I believe you have none—should say such and so many things filled with wisdom and counsel, so far beyond what was expected of your intelligence by those who sent us and those who live here. Each day one sees new things in the world, jests turn into truths, and the jesters are made fools of.”

Night came and the governor ate with permission of doctor Recio. They prepared to make the rounds and Sancho left with the steward, the secretary the butler, the chronicler (who took care to write down his acts), and constables and scribes—so many that they could form half a squadron. Sancho was in the middle with his staff of office—a sight to be seen—and after a few blocks, they heard what sounded like a sword fight. They hurried over and found that it was only two men who were fighting, and thay stopped as soon as they saw the authorities. One of them said: “Help in the name of God and the king! How is it they can rob a man right out in the open in this town and assault him in the middle of the street?”

“Calm down, my good man,” said Sancho, “and tell me what the cause of this quarrel is, for I’m the governor.”

The other fellow said: “Señor governor, I’ll tell about it with just a few words. I want your grace to know that this gentleman has just won more than a thousand reales in the casino across the street, and God knows how. I was an onlooker and I judged more than one point in his favor,
 quite against what my conscience dictated. He picked up his winnings, and I expected him to give me if only an escudo as a tip, as is customary to give important men such as myself who are present to oversee fair or foul play, and back up injustices and avoid quarrels. Well, he pocketed his money and left the place. I followed him a bit vexed, and with good and courteous words I asked him to give me at least eight reales, since he knows than I’m an honorable man and I have no job, because my parents didn’t teach me how to do anything, nor did they leave me anything. And this prankster—and Cacus is no greater thief nor is Andradilla
 more of a cheater—refused to give me more than four reales, so you can see, señor governor, how little shame and how little conscience he has. But I swear that if your grace hadn’t come, I would have made him vomit his winnings and settle accounts.”

“What do you have to say about this?” asked Sancho.

And the other responded that it was true what his adversary said, and he’d refused to give him more than four reales because he’d tipped him many times. Those who expect a tip should be polite and accept happily whatever is given them, without arguing with the winners, unless they know for certain that they’re cheaters and that their winnings are ill-gotten. And to show that he was a good man and not a thief, as the other claimed, there was no greater proof than his refusal to pay, and that cheaters always pay the onlookers who know them.

“This is true,” said the steward, “now, your grace, señor governor, say what should be done with these two men.”

“What will be done is this:” said Sancho, “you, winner, by fair, foul, or indifferent means, give a hundred reales to this quarrelsome man, and pay thirty more for the poor in jail. And you, who have no job or inheritance and are a vagrant in this ínsula, take those hundred reales, and sometime tomorrow go into exile for ten years; if you return before then, you’ll finish your sentence in the next life, for we’ll hang you from the gallows, or at least the executioner will, by my command. And neither of you reply, or you’ll feel the weight of my hand.”

The one man paid the money, the other received it; the latter then left the ínsula, the former went home, and the governor stood there and said: “Now, either I have little power, or I’ll get rid of these casinos. It seems to me that they’re very harmful.”

“This one, at least” said a scribe, “you can’t get rid of, because a very important man owns it, and he loses more in card games every year than he takes in. You can exert your authority against the smaller casinos since they do more damage and harbor the worst abuses. In the casinos that belong to noble gentlemen and lords, the swindlers don’t dare to try to cheat, and since gambling has become so popular, it’s better to gamble in legitimate casinos rather than in the house of a workman where they grab some unfortunate person and flay him alive after midnight.”

“I see now, scribe,” said Sancho, “that there’s much to say about that.”

Just then a constable arrived holding on to a young man, and said: “Señor governor, this young fellow was coming toward us, and as soon as he realized we were the authorities, he turned and began to run like a deer, a sign that he must be a delinquent. I ran after him, and if he hadn’t stumbled and fallen, I would never have caught him.”

“Why were you running, man?” asked Sancho.

To which the young man responded: “Señor, to avoid answering the many questions that the authorities ask.”

“What is you line of work?”

“I’m a weaver.”

“And what do you weave?”

“Iron tips for lances, with your grace’s kind leave.”

“An amusing fellow are you? You pride yourself as being a comic? All right. And where were you going right now?”

“Señor, to take the air.”

“And where does one take the air on this ínsula?“

“Wherever it blows.”

“Good. You’re answering very well, and you’re a witty, young man. But bear in mind that I’m the wind, and I’m blowing at your back, and I’m blowing you into jail. Grab him and haul him away, for I’ll make him sleep there tonight, without a breeze.”

“By God,” said the young man, “you can make me sleep in jail about as much as you can crown me king!”

“So, how come I can’t make you sleep in jail?” responded Sancho. “Don’t I have the power to arrest you and let you go wherever and whenever I please?”

“No matter how much power your grace may have,” said the young man, “it’s not enough to make me sleep in jail.”

“Why not?” responded Sancho. “Take him at once to where he’ll see with his own eyes how wrong he is. If the jailer should want a bribe to let you go, I’ll slap a fine of two-thousand ducados on him if he lets you take one step away from your cell.”

“All that is very laughable,” responded the young man, “the thing is, no living creature can make me sleep in jail.”

“Tell me, you little devil,” said Sancho, “do you have some angel who can take you away and remove the shackles I plan to have put on you?”

“Now,” responded the young man with great wit, “let’s think about it and get to the point. Suppose, your grace, that you have me taken to jail and that they put shackles and chains on me and that they put me in a cell, and they threaten the guard with stiff fines if he lets me go, and he does what he’s told. With all this, if I don’t want to sleep, and stay awake all night without closing an eye, will your power be enough to make me sleep if I don’t want to?”

“That’s right,” said the secretary. “The fellow has made his point.”

“So,” said Sancho, “you wouldn’t sleep only because it’s your free will not to, and not because you want to go against my will?”

“No, señor,” said the young man, “I wouldn’t even consider that.”

“Then go with God,” said Sancho. “Go sleep in your own house and may God let you sleep well. I don’t want to rob you of your sleep. But I advise you from now on not to joke with the authorities because you’ll run across someone who’ll take your joke and bash it against your head.”

The young man went away and the governor continued his rounds. In a little while two constables came, holding on to a man and they said: “Señor, this person who seems to be a man is not, but rather is a woman—and not an ugly one—dressed as a man.”

They held two or three lanterns near her and discovered the face of a woman, 16 years old or a bit older. Her hair was gathered in a hair net made of gold and green silk, and as pretty as a thousand pearls. They looked at her from head to foot, and saw that she was wearing some flesh-colored silk stockings, with garters made of white taffeta fringed with gold and seed pearls. Her trousers were green, with golden threads, and she wore a cape of the same material, unfastened, under which she was wearing a doublet of very fine gold and white fabric, and her shoes were men’s style and white in color. No sword hung at her side, only a very richly decorated dagger, and on her hands there were many fine rings. The girl seemed quite attractive to all of them, and of all who saw her, no one recognized her. The natives of the town said that they had no idea what family she belonged to. The accomplices of the tricks to be played on Sancho were the most amazed of all, because they had not planned that event, and so they were in suspense, wondering how it would turn out.

Sancho was stunned at the beauty of the girl and asked her who her family was, and what had made her dress that way. She, looking at the ground, with innocent shame, responded: “I can’t tell in public what was so important for me to keep a secret. One thing I want to be understood—I’m not a thief or a wicked person but just an unfortunate maiden who the power of jealousy caused to break the laws of propriety.”

When the steward heard this, he said to Sancho: “Ask the others to clear away, señor governor, so that this woman can state with less embarrassment whatever she wants.”

The governor asked that this be done and the crowd moved away, except for the steward, the butler, and the secretary. Seeing that they were alone, the maiden went on, saying: “I, señores, am the daughter of Pedro Pérez Mazorca, the tax collector for woolens in this village, who visits my father’s house frequently.”

“That makes no sense, señora” said the steward, “because I know Pedro Pérez very well and I know that he’s childless, having neither a son nor a daughter, and what’s more, you say that he’s your father and also that he visits your father’s house frequently.”

“I caught that, too,” said Sancho.

“Now, señores, I’m upset and I don’t know what I’m saying,” responded the maiden, “but the truth is that I’m the daughter of Diego de la Llana, whom all of your graces must know.”

“Now, that makes more sense,” responded the steward, “for I know Diego de la Llana, and I know that he’s a rich hidalgo who has a son and a daughter, and that after he was widowed, no one in this village can say that he has seen the face of his daughter. He keeps her so secluded that even the sun doesn’t even see her, and withal, rumor has it that she’s extremely beautiful.”

“That’s the truth,” said the girl, “and I’m that daughter. Whether or not the rumors lie as to my looks, you, señores, will have to judge for yourselves, since you’ve seen me.”

And then she began to weep tenderly. When the secretary saw this, he went to whisper into the butler’s ear: “Without a doubt something important must have happened to this girl, since she’s such an elegant woman, walking around so far from her home, dressed like that, and at such a late hour.”

“There’s no doubt about that,” responded the butler, “and what’s more, your suspicion is confirmed by her tears.”

Sancho consoled her with the best words he could think of, and asked her to tell him, without any fear, what had happened, and that everyone would try to help her most earnestly and in any way possible.

“The thing is, señores,” she responded, “my father has kept me in seclusion for ten years, ever since my mother’s death. Mass is said at home in a magnificent chapel, and I—in all this time—have only seen the sun by day and the moon and stars by night. I don’t even know what the streets, plaza, or churches look like, or who people are, outside of my father and brother, and Pedro Pérez, the tax collector—and since he comes to my house so often, I thought I’d say he was my father, so as not to mention who my real father is. This seclusion, and not letting me go out of the house—not even to the church—for so many days and months has made me very stricken with grief. I would like to see the world, or at least the town where I was born, since it seems to me that this wish didn’t exceed the bounds of propriety that high-born maidens ought to observe. When I heard that they fought bulls, there were mock battles, and that plays were put on, I asked my brother—who is a year younger than I am—to tell me what those things, and many others I had never seen, were. He told me as well as he could, but it only served to increase my desire to see them for myself. Finally, to make this story of my ruin short, I say that I begged and asked my brother, and, oh! I should have never asked or begged him…”

And once again she renewed her weeping. The steward said to her: “Continue, your grace, señora, and finish telling us what has happened, because your words and tears are holding us all in suspense.”

“I have just a few more words left,” responded the maiden, “although many more tears to shed, because my misdirected longings can only bring negative results.”

The beauty of the maiden settled over the heart of the butler, and he once again held his lantern close to see her, and it seemed to him that it wasn’t tears she was shedding, but rather seed pearls or dew of the meadows—he even held them in higher esteem, comparing them to oriental pearls, and he hoped that her misfortune wasn’t as great as her weeping and sighs seemed to indicate. The governor was despairing at the girl’s delay in finishing her story, and told her to stop keeping them in suspense because it was late and he still had a long way to go on his rounds. Between broken sobs and half-formed sighs, she said: “My calamity and misfortune is only that I begged my brother to dress me as a man in one of his outfits, and that he take me out one night to see the whole town while our father slept.

“He was pestered by my entreaties and agreed to go along with my wish, dressing me this way, and he dressed himself in one of my outfits that fits him like a glove, and since he doesn’t have any hint of a beard yet, he looks just like a beautiful girl. Tonight about one o’clock, more or less, we left our house, and led by our childish and ill-advised intention, we walked all around this town, and as we were getting ready to go home, we saw that large group of people coming and my brother said: ‘Sister, this must be the night patrol. Put wings on your feet and run behind me so they won’t find out who we are, for it will be bad for us if they do.’

“And saying this, he turned around and began, not to run, but to fly. I fell after six steps because of my distress, and then that minister of justice came and brought me to your graces, where I find myself humiliated and shamed in front of so many people.”

“So, señora,” said Sancho, “nothing else happened to you, and it wasn’t jealousy—as you said at first—that took you out of your house?”

“Nothing happened to me, nor did jealousy take me out of my house—just the desire to see the world, even if it was only to see the streets of this village.”

And this truth was confirmed by the constables with her brother in custody, whom one of them caught when he was fleeing. He was wearing only a fancy skirt and a shawl of blue damask with fine gold trim; his head had no hood, and was unadorned except by his curly blond hair, which looked like rings of gold.

The governor, steward, and butler took him away from his sister, so she wouldn’t hear, and asked him why he was dressed that way, and he, with no less shame and bashfulness told the same story his sister had related, which gave great pleasure to the enamored butler. But the governor told them: “It seems to me, señores, this has been nothing but a big childish prank, and in order to tell it they didn’t need so many long explanations, tears, or sighs. Just by saying: ‘We’re So-and-So and we left our parents’ house to take a walk, only out of curiosity, and with no other intention,’ we would have ended the tale, with no sighs and crying, and that’s it.”

“That’s true,” said the maiden, “but I want you to know that I was so upset I couldn’t act rationally.”

“No harm was done,” responded Sancho. “All right, we’ll go with your graces to your father’s house. Perhaps he won’t have missed you. But from now on, don’t be so childish nor so eager to see the world. Because «the honorable maiden should stay home with a broken leg» and «by wandering about, the woman and the hen are soon lost». And «the one who wants to see also wants to be seen» and I say no more.”

The young man thanked the governor for the favor he wanted to do them by escorting them home, and they went toward the house that wasn’t far off. When they arrived, the brother threw a pebble through the grate and in a moment the maid, who was expecting them, came down to let them in. They went in, leaving everyone amazed as much by their refinement and their beauty, as by their desire to see the world at night, without leaving their village, but they attributed it all to their youth.

The butler was left with an aching heart and he resolved the next morning to ask her father for permission to marry her, certain that he wouldn’t be denied since he was a servant of the duke; and even Sancho got the idea and desire to marry the young man to Sanchica, his daughter, and he resolved to arrange it in due time, feeling that no husband could be refused a governor’s daughter. With this they ended the rounds that night, and two days later the government also ended, whereby all of his designs were cut off and scattered to the wind, as will be seen further on.

Chapter L. Where it is declared who the enchanters and tormentors were who whipped the duenna and pinched and scratched don Quixote, together with what happened to the page who took the letter to Teresa Panza, wife of Sancho Panza.

Cide Hamete, the scrupulous investigator of the minutest details of this true history says that when doña Rodríguez left her room to go to don Quixote’s, another duenna who slept in the same room heard her, and since all duennas are eager to pry into things, find out what they’re about, and smell them out, she followed her so quietly that the good Rodríguez didn’t notice, and as soon as the duenna saw her go into don Quixote’s room, in order to prove that she was a gossip, like all other duennas, she went to tell the duchess that doña Rodríguez was in don Quixote’s room.

The duchess reported it all to the duke and asked his permission to go with Altisidora to see what that duenna wanted with don Quixote. The duke gave it to them, and the two of them, slowly and quietly, one step at a time, went to the door of the room and they were so close that they could hear everything that was said inside. And when the duchess heard that doña Rodríguez had made public the Aranjuez of her issues,
 she couldn’t stand it, and neither could Altisidora; and filled with anger and wanting revenge, they burst into the room, pinched don Quixote, and spanked the duenna as has been related, because an offense that goes against the beauty and pride of women awakens enormous wrath in them and sets aflame the desire to avenge themselves.

The duchess told the duke what had happened, which delighted him quite a bit. And the duchess, continuing with her plan to play tricks on and have fun with don Quixote, dispatched the page who had played the part of Dulcinea in the artifice of her disenchantment—which Sancho had completely forgotten about while he was governor—to Teresa Panza, his wife, with the letter from her husband, and another one from her, and with a long strand of elegant coral beads sent as a present.

 The history says, then, that the page was very witty and clever, and dedicated to serving his master and mistress eagerly left for Sancho’s village, and before he entered, he saw a number of women washing clothes in a stream and asked them if they might be able to tell him if a woman named Teresa Panza lived in that town, the wife of a certain Sancho Panza, squire to a knight named don Quixote de La Mancha. A young girl who was washing clothes rose after the question was asked and said: “That Teresa Panza is my mother, and that Sancho is my father, and that knight is our master.”

“Well, then, young lady,” said the page, “take me to your mother because I’m bringing her a letter and a present from your father.”

“I’ll do that with great pleasure, señor mío,” responded the young girl, who seemed to be fourteen years old, more or less. And leaving the clothes that she was washing with a friend, without covering her head or putting on her shoes, because she had nothing on her legs and her hair was uncombed, skipped in front of the page’s horse and said: “Come, your grace, for our house is right near the entrance to the town, and my mother is at home and is pretty worried since she hasn’t heard from my señor father in many days.”

“Well, I’m taking news to her,” said the page, “and such good news that she’ll give thanks to God for it.”

So, jumping, running, and skipping, the girl got to the village, and before going into her house, she cried from the door: “Come out, mother Teresa, come out, come out! A man has come bringing letters and other things from my good father.”

At these cries the mother appeared, spinning a ball of flax, and wearing a gray skirt. It seemed, because it was so short, that it had been cut in a shameful place,
 with a bodice that was grey as well, and a low-cut blouse. She wasn’t very old although she seemed to be past forty, but she was strong, hearty, vigorous, and tanned,
 and when she saw her daughter and the page on horseback, she said to her: “What’s going on, daughter? Who is this man?”

“He’s a servant of my lady doña Teresa Panza,” responded the page. And as he said that, he jumped from his horse and went over with great humility to kneel before señora Teresa Panza, and said: “Give me your hands, my lady doña Teresa Panza, since you’re the only legitimate wife of señor Sancho Panza, the rightful governor of the ínsula Barataria.”

“Ay, señor mío, stand up, don’t do that,” responded Teresa. “I’m not one of those palace women—just a poor peasant, a daughter of clodhoppers, and wife of a squire errant, and not of any governor.”

“Your grace,” responded the page, “is the very worthy wife of an archworthy governor, and to prove this truth, here’s a letter and this present.”

And he instantly took from his pocket a string of coral beads interspersed with ones of gold, and placed them around her neck, and said: “This letter is from the señor governor, and I’m bringing another from my lady the duchess who is sending it to your grace.”

Teresa was dumbfounded, and her daughter was no less so, and the girl said: “May they kill me if our master don Quixote doesn’t have something to do with this, for he must have given him the government or a countship, which he promised him so many times.”

“That’s the truth,” responded the page, “for it’s through señor don Quixote that señor Sancho is now governor of the ínsula Barataria, as will be seen in this letter.”

“Read it to me, your grace, señor gentleman,” said Teresa, “because although I can spin, I can’t read a thing.”

“I can’t either,” added Sanchica, “but wait for me here a minute. I’ll go fetch someone to read it, either the priest himself or the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, and they’ll come willingly to hear news about my father.”

“There’s no reason to call anyone, for I don’t know how to spin, but I can read, and I’ll read it.”

And so he read the whole letter as it was set down already, so it’s not repeated here, and then he took out the one from the duchess, which went this way:

My friend Teresa:

The good qualities—goodness and cleverness—of your husband moved and obliged me to ask my husband the duke to give him the government of an ínsula from the many that he possesses. I hear he’s governing perfectly, and this makes me very happy, as it does the duke, my master, for which I thank heaven I was not wrong in choosing him for that government, for I want señora Teresa to know that it’s difficult to find a good governor in the world, and may God treat me as well as Sancho governs.

I’m sending you, my dear, a string of coral and gold beads. I would be better pleased if they could be oriental pearls, but «he who gives you a bone doesn’t want to see you dead». The time will come when we’ll get to meet and talk, and God knows when that will be. Remember me to Sanchica, your daughter, and tell her to get ready, for I plan to marry her into a high station when least she suspects it. They tell me that in your village there are large acorns. Send me about two dozen, and I’ll esteem them greatly since they will have been collected by you and write me a long letter, telling me of your health and well-being; and if you need anything, you have only to open your mouth, and whatever you ask will be done. And may God keep you for me. From this village, your friend who loves you well,

The Duchess
“Ay!” said Teresa when she heard the letter, “how good and how open and how humble this lady is! May they bury me with ladies like this, and not with the hidalgas like we have in this town who think that since they’re hidalgas, not even the wind should touch them, and they go to church with such vanity as if they were queens themselves, and they consider it beneath them even to look at a peasant. And see here where the duchess calls me friend and treats me as her equal. May I see her made equal to the highest bell tower in all of La Mancha. And as for the acorns, señor mío, I’ll send her ladyship a peck of them that will astonish her when she sees them. For now, Sanchica, make sure this gentlemen is comfortable, tend to his horse, go to the stable for some eggs, cut a good portion of bacon, and let’s feed him like we would a prince. The good news he brought us and his honest face deserve no less. Meanwhile, I’ll go to tell my lady friends the news of our happiness, as well as the priest, and maese Nicolás the barber, who are, and have been such good friends of your father.”

“All right, mother,” responded Sanchica, “but don’t you think you should give me half of that necklace? I don’t think that the duchess is foolish enough that she would send it all to you.”

“It’s all for you, daughter,” responded Teresa. “But let me wear it around my neck for a few days because it truly gladdens my heart.”

“Both your hearts will be gladdened when you see what is in this valise—it’s an outfit of very fine material that the governor wore only one time while hunting, and he’s sending it to Sanchica.”

“May he live a thousand years,” responded Sanchica, “and the person bringing it, may he live no more nor less, and even two thousand years, if necessary.”

Teresa left her house with the letters and with the necklace around her neck, and was slapping the letters against her hand as if she were playing the tambourine. By chance she ran across the priest and Sansón Carrasco, and began to dance and say: “I swear there’s no poor relation now! We have a little government! Let the best of the hidalgas take me on, and I’ll show her!”

“What is this, Teresa Panza? What lunacy is this and what papers are those?”

“It’s no lunacy but rather these are letters from duchesses and governors, and these beads I have around my neck are coral for the Hail Marys and the beaten gold ones are the Our Fathers,
 and I’m a governor’s wife.”

“No one but God can understand you, Teresa, and we don’t know what you’re saying.”

“You’ll see soon enough,” responded Teresa. And she gave them the letters. The priest read them aloud for Sansón Carrasco to hear, and Sansón and the priest looked at each other astonished at what they had read. The bachelor asked who had brought the letters. Teresa responded that they should come with her to her house and they would see the messenger, who was a very charming young man, and who brought another present worth quite a bit. The priest took the corals from her neck and examined them, and examined them again, and realized that they were of fine quality, then examined them again, and said: “By the habit I’m wearing, I don’t know what to say or think about these letters and these presents. On the one hand I’m seeing and touching the quality of these corals, and on the other I’m reading that a duchess has asked for two dozen acorns.”

“What nonsense,” interrupted Carrasco. “All right, let’s go see the bearer of this letter. From him we’ll see how to solve this dilemma that’s baffling us.”

So they returned with Teresa. They found the page sifting a bit of barley for his mount, and Sanchica cutting some bacon to put in scrambled eggs for the page to eat. They were pleased to see his fine appearance, and after they greeted each other courteously, Sansón asked him to relate news about don Quixote as well as about Sancho Panza. Although they had read the letters from Sancho and the duchess, they were still confused and couldn’t fathom the business of Sancho’s government, and more so of an ínsula, since all or most islands in the Mediterranean Sea belonged to His Majesty. To which the page responded: “That señor Sancho Panza is governor, there’s no doubt. That it’s an ínsula or not where he governs, I’m in no position to have an opinion. But it’s enough that it’s a village of more than a thousand inhabitants; and as far as the acorns go, I’ll tell you that my lady the duchess is so open and humble,” he said, “that she not only asks a peasant lady to send her acorns, but also it happened that she had to borrow a comb from a neighbor of hers. I want you to know that the ladies of Aragón, even though they’re of high birth, are not affected and presumptuous like the ladies of Castile are. They treat everyone with more consideration.”

When he was in the middle of this conversation, Sanchica came in with a skirt full of eggs and asked the page: “Tell me, señor, does my señor father wear billowing short pants since he’s been a governor?”

“I haven’t noticed,” responded the page, “but I guess he does.”

“Ay! my goodness!” replied Sanchica, “my father with those pants on must be a sight to see. Isn’t it funny that since I was born I’ve always wanted to see my father in those pants.”

“And you will see those things, if your grace lives,” responded the page. “By God, he may travel with a visored hood if his governorship lasts two months.”

The priest and bachelor could see that the page was speaking with great irony. But the quality of the coral necklace and the hunting outfit Sancho had sent—for Teresa had shown the outfit to them—made them wonder, and they couldn’t help but laugh about Sanchica’s wish, and more so when Teresa said: “Señor priest, see if anyone is going to Madrid or Toledo so they can buy me a bell-shaped skirt, ready-to-wear, and of the most fashionable kind there is. In truth, in truth, I have to honor the government of my husband as much as I can; and even if it vexes me, I have to go to court and run around in a coach like the rest of them, for she who has a governor for a husband can have and maintain one.”

“And why not, mother?” said Sanchica. “May it please God that it would be today rather than tomorrow. Even though those ladies who see me riding around with my mother in that coach might say: ‘Look at Little Miss So-and-So, daughter of that garlic-stuffed fellow! Look at her sitting and stretched out in that coach as if she were a she-pope!’ But let ’em walk through the mud, and let me be in my coach with my feet off the ground. A bad year and a bad month to all those gossips in the world! I’ll travel and stay warm, and let ’em laugh at me! Am I right, mother?”

“You certainly are!” said Teresa, “My good Sancho promised me all this good fortune and even more. And you’ll see, daughter, how he won’t stop until he’s made me a countess. The key is to start with a little bit of luck, and as I’ve heard your good father say many times—just as he’s your father, he’s also the father of proverbs—«when they give you a heifer, run to fetch the halter» and when they give you a government, take it; when they give you a county, grab it; and when they offer you something nice, go get it. If not, «go to sleep, and when good luck and good times come knocking on the door of your house, don’t answer»!”

“And what do I care,” Sanchica added, “if they feel like saying , when they see me haughty and stuck-up, «the dog put on a pair of pants», and all the rest.”

When the priest heard this he said: “I have to believe that the whole lineage of Panzas was born each one with a bag of proverbs in his body. I’ve not seen any one of them that doesn’t spew them out all the time in every conversation they have.”

“That’s the truth,” said the page, “for the señor governor Sancho says one every minute. And even though many don’t hit the mark, at least they give pleasure, and mi señora the duchess and the duke really praise them.”

“So, your grace still affirms, señor mío,” said the bachelor, “that it’s true about Sancho’s government, and that there’s a duchess in the world who sends presents and writes to Teresa? Because we, although we touch the presents and have read the letters, don’t believe it and we think that this has something to do with don Quixote, our fellow townsman, who thinks that everything happens by enchantment. I’m almost about to say that I want to touch and feel you to see if you’re a phantom messenger or a man of flesh and blood.”

“Señores, all I can say for myself,” said the page, “is that I’m a real messenger and señor Sancho Panza is a permanent governor, and my masters, the duke and duchess, can give, and have given him, that government. And I’ve heard that Sancho Panza has conducted himself very worthily. If there’s any enchantment in that or not, your graces can decide between yourselves. I don’t know anything else but the oath that I swear, on the life of my parents, who are still alive, and whom I love very much.”

“That may be,” replied the bachelor, “but dubitat Augustinus.”

“Let him doubt that will,” responded the page, “the truth is what I’ve said, and truth always floats on top of lies like oil on water. And if not, operibus credite, & non verbis.
 Let either of your graces come with me, and you’ll see with your eyes what you don’t believe with your ears.”

“That’s for me,” said Sanchica, “take me, your grace, señor, on the crupper of your horse. I’ll go enthusiastically to see my father again.”

“Daughters of governors must not go alone along the roads, but rather accompanied by coaches and litters, and a great number of servants.”

“By God,” responded Sanchica, “I can travel just as well on a donkey as in a coach. Do you think I’m so fussy?”

“Hush, child,” said Teresa, “you don’t know what you’re talking about. This gentleman is right, for «as the time, so the tactics». When it’s Sancho, then Sancha; and when it’s the governor, it’s my lady, and I don’t know if I’m understood.”

“You’ve said more than you think,” said the page. “Give me something to eat and give me leave right away, for I plan to get back this afternoon.”

To which the priest said: “Your grace, come take pot luck with me. Señora Teresa has more good will than goods to serve such a fine guest.”

The page refused. But finally he saw that he should go with the priest. And the priest led him away eagerly so he’d have the time to ask him at his leisure about don Quixote and his deeds. The bachelor offered to write letters of response from Teresa, but she didn’t want the bachelor to meddle in her affairs, for she considered him to be a jester. And so she gave a bread roll and two eggs to an acolyte who could write, and he wrote two letters—one for her husband and another for the duchess, dictated out of her head, and they’re not the worst ones to be read in this great history, as will be seen later.

Chapter LI. Of the progress in the government of Sancho Panza, together with other events, such as they are.

The day dawned that followed the night of the governor’s rounds, which the butler spent without sleeping, his thoughts being dominated by the face, spirit, and beauty in the disguised maiden. The steward used what remained of the night to write to his masters what Sancho Panza did and said, amazed as much by his deeds as by what he said, because his words and actions were streaked with both wisdom and folly.

The señor governor finally got up, and on the orders of Doctor Pedro Recio they served him a bit of compote and a few sips of cold water for breakfast, which Sancho would have willingly exchanged for a piece of bread and a bunch of grapes. But when he realized he was forced to go along and had no choice in the matter, he submitted with grief in his heart and a growling stomach, since Pedro Recio had made him believe that light and delicate things to eat quickened his intellect, and that was what was best for people who have power or are in serious offices, where they need more intellectual prowess than physical strength.

With this deceitful nonsense, Sancho suffered hunger, so much so that he secretly cursed his government, and even the person who had given it to him. But with his hunger (and his compote) he began his day on the bench, and the first case before him was a stranger who asked him a question—the steward and the other assistants being present—which was: “Señor, a raging river divided two parts of the same dominion—listen carefully because the case is important and thorny.

“So, then, over this river was a bridge, and on the other side of it there was a gallows and a kind of court set up in which there were usually four judges who administer the law set down by the owner of the river, the bridge, and the dominion. That law read like this: ‘If anyone crosses this bridge from one side to the other, he must swear first where he’s going and why. And if he tells the truth, he should pass, and if he lies, he should be hanged on the gallows without possibility of appeal.’ Many people went over the bridge, and since they all knew the law, it was easy to tell that what they stated was the truth, and the judges let them pass freely.

“It happened, then, that a man swore and said as his oath that he came to die on the gallows, and for no other reason.

“The judges considered the oath and said: ‘If we let this man pass freely he’ll have told a lie in his oath, and should die. And if we hang him, he swore that he came to die on that gallows and he would have told the truth, and for that same reason should be set free.’ We ask your grace, señor governor, what the judges should do with that fellow. Even now they’re still wondering what to do and are quite puzzled. Having heard of your keen intellect, they sent me to beg you to give your opinion on this knotty and uncertain case.”

To which Sancho responded: “Those señores judges who sent you to me shouldn’t have, because I’m a man who is more ignorant than keen-witted. But, even so, explain the matter to me once again so I can understand it. Maybe I’ll be able to «hit the nail on the head».”

The petitioner repeated what he’d said, and repeated it again, then Sancho said: “In my opinion I can set this straight in an instant. Here’s the problem: the man swears he’s going to die on the gallows, and if he dies on the gallows he swore the truth, and by law he should go free, and pass over the bridge; if they don’t hang him, he swore falsely, and by that same law should be hanged.”

“It’s exactly as the señor governor stated,” said the messenger, “and insofar as the complete understanding of the case goes, there’s nothing more to ask or doubt.”

“So I say, then,” replied Sancho, “that the part of the man that spoke the truth be allowed to pass, and the part that told the lie be hanged, and in this way the law regarding passage over the bridge will be followed to the letter.”

“But, señor governor,” replied the petitioner, “to do this we’d have to cut the man into two parts, the lying part and the truthful part, and if he’s cut in half, perforce he has to die, and neither provision of this binding law will be obeyed.”

“Look señor good man,” responded Sancho, “this traveler that you’re talking about, either I’m a blockhead or he has the same reason to die as he does to live and pass over the bridge. If the truth saves him, a lie condemns him. And this being so, as it is, I’m of the opinion that you should tell these señores who sent you to me, since the reasons for condemning him and absolving him balance exactly, they should let him go free, since it’s more praiseworthy to do good rather than bad. And I would sign my name to it if I could write; and in this case I’ve not spoken my own opinion, but rather it was a precept I got, among others, from my master don Quixote the night before I came to be the governor of this island, and which was that when justice hangs in the balance, I should lean toward and favor mercy. And God has ordained that I should think of this right now since it fits the case like a glove.”

“That’s right,” responded the steward, “And I’m of the opinion that Lycurgus, who gave the laws to the Lacedæmonians,
 could have given no better judgment than the great Panza has given. With this, the morning session stands adjourned, and I’ll give the order that the señor governor should eat as much as he pleases.”

“That’s what I ask for, and with no deceptions,” said Sancho. “Give me something to eat and let them rain their cases and doubts on me. I’ll solve them instantly.”

The steward kept his word, for it bothered his conscience to starve such a wise governor to death. And what was more, he planned to finish the government that very night by playing a final jest he’d been charged to do.

It happened, then, that when he’d eaten that day, against the rules and aphorisms of doctor Tirteafuera, after they removed the tablecloth, a messenger came with a letter from don Quixote for the governor. Sancho had the secretary read it silently, and if there was nothing in it that needed to be kept secret, he should read it aloud. The secretary read it twice and said: “It can be read aloud. What señor don Quixote writes to your grace deserves to be printed in gold letters; and it says:

Letter from don Quixote de La Mancha 
to Sancho Panza, governor of the ínsula Barataria
Expecting news of your blunders and nonsensical acts, Sancho my friend, I heard rather of your wise judgments, for which I give particular thanks to heaven, which can raise the poor and stupid from the dunghill and make them wise. They tell me that you govern as a man, and that as a man it’s as if you were a dumb animal, such is the humility you show in your dealings. And I want you to know, Sancho, that it’s frequently fitting and even necessary, owing to the importance of one’s office, to go against the humbleness of one’s heart, as for example in the way one dresses, which should conform to what the office requires, rather than what one’s humble nature is inclined. Dress well since «a stick that is well clad doesn’t appear to be a stick anymore». I don’t mean you should wear jewels or a full dress uniform, or that you as a judge should dress like a soldier, but rather that you adorn yourself with what your office requires, as long as it’s clean and looks good.

To win the good will of the people that you govern, among other things, you have to do two things: the first, be a good servant to all, although I have already told you this; and the other, try to provide an abundance of things that sustain life, for there’s nothing that dampens the heart of the people more than hunger and want.

Don’t make many laws, and if you do make any, make sure that they’re good and especially that they be kept and obeyed. For laws that are not kept are the same thing as if there were no such laws. Rather they give the impression that the prince who formulated them didn’t have the wisdom and authority to make them, didn’t have the courage to make sure they were obeyed—and laws that threaten but are not obeyed are like the log, the king of the frogs,
 which at first frightened them and which in time they came to scorn and climbed on top of.

Be a father to the virtues and a step-father to the vices. Don’t always be harsh nor always mild—choose a happy medium between these two extremes. Visit the jails, the butcher shops, and the marketplaces, for the presence of the governor in those places is very important. It consoles the prisoners waiting for their coming release, it’s a fearful shock to the butchers who, at least for the moment, will weigh their goods fairly, and it’s a deterrent to the market women for the same reason. Don’t show yourself to be (even though you might be, which I don’t believe) gree​dy, a chaser of women, or a glutton, because when the people and those surrounding you learn of those inclinations, they will attack you until they knock you into the depths of ruin.

Examine and examine again, consider and consider again the advice and written documents I gave you before you left for your government, and you’ll see how, if you observe it all, you’ll have something to help you get through the travails and difficulties which beset governors at every turn. Write to your masters and show them that you’re grateful to them. Ingratitude is the child of pride, and one of the deadliest sins; and the person who is grateful to those who have done him favors shows that he’ll be grateful to God, who has blessed him and will continue to shower many blessings on him.

The señora duchess sent one of her servants with your hunting outfit and another present to your wife, Teresa Panza. We’re expecting a response at any moment.

I’ve been a bit indisposed from a cat-clawing that happened to me, and turned out to be not to the advantage of my nose; but it was really nothing. If there are enchanters who treat me ill, there are also those who defend me.

Tell me if the steward with you had anything to do with Trifaldi as you suspected; and keep me apprised of everything that happens to you, because the distance is so short and I plan to leave this life of leisure that I’m leading, since I was not born for it.

Something has come up that I fear will put me in ill grace with these people. Although I care about it, my feelings really mean nothing, since after all I have to comply with my profession rather than their pleasure, in accordance with what is said: «Amicus Plato, sed magis amica veritas».
 I say this in Latin because I suppose that since you’ve been a governor you will have learned it. Farewell, and may God keep you away from harm.

Your friend,

Don Quixote de La Mancha
Sancho listened to the letter with great attention, and it was praised and thought to be wise by all who heard it, and then Sancho got up from the table, called in his secretary, they shut themselves up in his room, and without further delay Sancho wanted to respond to his master don Quixote. He told the secretary to write exactly what he said, without adding or taking away anything from what he said. And that’s what was done. The response went like this: 

    Letter from Sancho Panza to don Quixote de La Mancha 
Because I’ve been so busy I’ve not had the time either to scratch my head or even to cut my fingernails—they have grown so long that God will have to fix them. I say this, señor mío of my soul, so that your grace won’t be surprised that I haven’t yet related my ups and downs in this government, in which I’m hungrier than when we wandered through forests and the wastelands.

My lord the duke wrote me the other day to warn me that certain spies had entered this island to kill me, and up to now I haven’t discovered any except a certain doctor who is salaried in this village to kill any governor who comes here. His name is doctor Pedro Recio, and is from of Tirteafuera, so that your grace can judge whether or not I have reason to fear dying at his hands. This doctor himself said that he doesn’t cure illnesses when one has one, but rather prevents them from coming, and the medicines he uses are diet and more diet, until he reduces the patient to gnawed bones, as though emaciation weren’t worse than a fever. So, he’s starving me to death, and I’m dying of dismay, since—whereas I thought I was coming to this government to eat hot food and drink cool refreshments, and enjoy the comfort of Holland sheets on feather mattresses—instead I have come to take pot-luck as if I were a hermit, and since I’m not doing it of my free will, I believe that in the end the devil will carry me off.
Up to now I’ve not collected a fee nor taken a bribe, and I don’t know what it all means, because they have told me here that governors who come to this ínsula, before they take office, the people in the town usually lend or give them large sums of money; and this is the usual practice for those who go to govern, and not only here.

Last night when I was making the rounds, I ran across a beautiful maiden wearing a man’s clothing and a brother of hers in a woman’s dress. The butler fell in love with the girl and has chosen her to be his wife—at least that’s what he says—and I chose the young man to be my son-in-law. Today the two of us will tell our thoughts to their father, a certain Diego de la Llana, and as good an Old Christian as you could want.

I do visit the market places as your grace advises and yesterday I found a market woman who was selling fresh hazelnuts and I discovered that she’d mixed a bushel and a half of fresh ones with a bushel and a half of old, rotten, worthless ones. I gave them all to the orphans, who can tell the good ones from the bad, and sentenced her not to come back to the market for two weeks. They told me that I did very well. All I can tell your grace is that it’s said that in this town there’s no one worse than the market women, because they’re all shameless, soulless, and bold, and I believe it because of what I’ve seen in other towns.

I’m very pleased that my lady the duchess has written my wife Teresa Panza, and sent her the present your grace mentions​, and I’ll try to show my gratitude in due course. Kiss her hands for me, your grace, telling her that I say she has not cast her bread upon the waters
 in vain, as she’ll soon see.

I wouldn’t want your grace to get into trouble with my masters, because if you have a falling out with them it will hurt me, and since I’ve been advised to be grateful, it makes no sense for your grace not to be as well to those who have done you all those favors, and for the regal way you have been treated in their castle.

I don’t understand about that cat business, but I imagine that it must be one of the misdeeds that the evil enchanters typically use against you. I’ll find out when we see each other.

I would like to send your grace something, but I don’t know what to send, unless it’s some high-quality enema kits that they make on this ínsula, although if this office lasts, I’ll look for something to send, one way or another.

If my wife Teresa Panza writes me, please pay the postage and send me the letter. I really want to find out what’s going on at home with my wife and children. And with this, may God deliver you from evil-intentioned enchanters and send me safe and sound from this government, which I doubt, because I think I’ll leave my life here, the way doctor Pedro treats me.

Servant of your grace,

Sancho Panza, the governor 

The secretary closed the letter and dispatched the courier immediately, and gathering together those who were playing these jokes on Sancho, they figured out how to dispatch him from the government. And Sancho spent that afternoon drawing up some ordinances dealing with the good government of the village he thought was an ínsula. He ordered that no one should hoard basic necessities in the republic. And that wine could be brought from anywhere they might like, with the added stipulation to state where it came from, so that it could be priced according to its appraisal, goodness, and reputation. And the person who waters wine or changes the label should lose his life for it. He lowered the price of footwear, mainly shoes, because he thought that the prices were exorbitant. He fixed the rate on salaries of servants, which had been increasing at an alarming rate. He imposed heavy fines on those who would sing lascivious and brazen songs, either by day or night. He ordered that no blind person sing about miracles unless he could produce authentic testimony that they were true, because it seemed to him that most miracles that blind people sing about are made up, in prejudice to the real ones. He created an overseer for the poor, not so that they could be persecuted, but rather to verify if their condition is real, because «in the shadow of a feigned handicap and a false wound one finds thieves and drunks». In short, he made such good ordinances that they’re in force even today and are called The Constitution of the Great Governor Sancho Panza.
Chapter LII. Where the adventure of the second Distressed (or Afflicted) Duenna, otherwise named doña Rodríguez, is related.

Cide Hamete relates that after don Quixote was healed from his scratches it seemed to him that the life he was leading in that castle went against the order of knighthood that he professed, so he decided to ask permission of the duke and duchess to leave for Zaragoza, whose festival was fast approaching, and where he planned to win the suit of armor that is contested at such festivals.

One day at the table with the duke and duchess, just when he was about to make his intention known, who should enter through the great hall door but two women, as was later proved, covered in mourning from head to foot. One of them approached don Quixote and threw herself at his feet, stretched fully out, her lips sewn to don Quixote’s feet, and emitted some sighs, so sad and profound, and so doleful that all who saw and heard her were put in a state of bewilderment. Although the duke and duchess thought that it must be some joke that their servants wanted to play on don Quixote, still, seeing with what zeal the woman was sighing, moaning, and crying, it made them wonder and kept them perplexed, until the compassionate don Quixote had her get up from the floor and asked her to say who she was, and take the veil from her tearful face.

She did it, and it turned out to be what no one would have ever expected, because she revealed the face of doña Rodríguez, the duenna of the house, and the other woman in mourning was her daughter, the one who had been taken advantage of by the rich peasant. Everyone who knew her was astonished, and the duke and duchess more than anyone else. Although they held her to be a fool, they didn’t think she would go so far as to engage in such nonsense.

So, doña Rodríguez, turning toward her master and mistress, said to them: “May it please your excellencies to grant me leave to speak with this knight, so that I can get out of a situation in which I’ve been put by the insolence of a bad-intentioned rustic.”

The duke said that he gave her permission and that she could talk with don Quixote as much as she wanted to. She, turning to face and directing her voice to don Quixote, said: “It has been many days, brave knight, since I revealed to you the injustice and treachery that an evil peasant has done to my very dear and beloved daughter, who is this unfortunate girl, here present, and you promised me to rescue her, righting the wrong done to her, and now, news has come to me that you are planning to leave this castle to search for adventures God may offer you. And I would like you, before you roam those roads, to challenge this untamed rustic and force him to marry my daughter, and fulfill the promise that he’d made to be her husband before he lay with her. To think that the duke my master will get me justice is like «trying to get blood from a turnip», for the reasons I’ve revealed to your grace in secret. And with this, may the Lord give your grace much health and may He not abandon us.”

To these words don Quixote responded with much gravity and pomposity: “Good duenna, restrain your tears, or better said, dry them and spare your sighs. I’ll take on the welfare of your daughter, who would have done better if she hadn’t been so easily swayed by a lover’s promises, which generally are easy to give and difficult to keep. So, with the permission of my lord the duke I’ll leave immediately to look for this soulless young man, and I’ll find him and I’ll challenge him, and I’ll kill him if he fails to comply with his given word. The main thrust of my calling is to pardon the humble and punish the arrogant. I mean, to help the wretched and destroy their oppressors.”

“Your grace doesn’t need,” responded the duke, “to go to the trouble of seeking the rustic about whom this good duenna is complaining, nor do you have to ask my permission to challenge him. I consider him challenged already and I take upon myself to make this challenge known to him, to force him to accept, and to come to answer for himself in this my castle, where I shall give you both a jousting field, keeping all the conditions usual to such deeds, and also ensuring fair play for both of you, as all noblemen must do who offer an open field to those who do battle within their dominion.”

“With that assurance and with your highness’ good leave,” replied don Quixote, “from this moment I renounce my title of hidalgo and I lower myself to the level of the offender, and I make myself equal with him. So even though he’s not here, I challenge him because he seduced this poor girl, who was a maiden, but is no longer one because of him. He must fulfill the promise he gave to be her legitimate husband, or die in the enterprise.”

And then, taking off a glove he threw it into the middle of the hall, and the duke picked it up, saying that, as he’d said, he would accept that challenge in the name of his vassal, and he fixed the event for six days hence, and said that the field would be the castle yard, and that the arms would be those customary to knights—lance and shield, articulated armor with all of its pieces, without deceit, fraud, or any talisman, and overseen by field judges.

“But before anything else, it’s necessary for the good duenna and this unfortunate girl to put their cause in the hands of señor don Quixote, otherwise this challenge cannot take place.”

“I so agree,” responded the duenna.

“Me too,” said the daughter, all tearful and ashamed, and in a bad state.

Now that this agreement was reached, and the duke had figured out what to do, the mourning women left, and the duchess ordered that from then on they were not to be treated as servants, but rather as ladies errant who had come to their house asking for justice. So they were given a room to themselves and were served as outsiders would be, not without astonishment on the part of the other female servants, who didn’t know where the folly and brazenness of doña Rodríguez and her ill-faring daughter would end.

At that moment, to end the dinner with rejoicing, who should enter into the hall but the page who had taken the letters and presents to Teresa Panza, the wife of the governor Sancho Panza, and whose arrival caused the duke and duchess great satisfaction, for they wanted to find out what had happened on his mission. They asked him and he answered that he couldn’t say with so many people around, nor with few words, stating that their excellencies should let it rest until they were alone, and meanwhile they could be entertained with those letters. He took two letters out and put them in the hands of the duchess. One of them was addressed thus: Letter to my lady the duchess So-and-So, of I-don’t-know-where, and the other: To my husband Sancho Panza, governor of the ínsula Barataria who may God prosper more years than myself. The duchess’s «bread wouldn’t bake», as they say, until she read her letter, and after she opened it and read it to herself, seeing that she could read it aloud for the duke and the bystanders to hear, she read it in this way:

     Letter from Teresa Panza to the Duchess
Señora mía, the letter your highness wrote me gave me great pleasure. The coral necklace is very fine, and my husband’s hunting outfit is not far behind. That your ladyship has made a governor of Sancho, my husband, has been received with great pleasure in this town, even though nobody believes it, mainly the priest and maese Nicolás, the barber, and Sansón Carrasco, the bachelor. But I couldn’t care less—since it’s a fact, as it is, let anyone say what they will, although, if the truth be known, if the coral necklace hadn’t come together with the outfit, I wouldn’t have believed it either, because in this town everyone holds my husband to be a blockhead; and unless it was to govern a herd of goats, they can’t imagine what kind of government he’d be suited for. But may God grant it, and have him see to the needs of his children.

With your grace’s leave, señora of my soul, I’ve resolved to take advantage of this situation by going to court and stretching out in a coach in order to make the eyes of the thousand people who envy me pop. So I beg your excellency to have my husband send me a bit of money, and make sure it’s quite a bit, because at court expenses are hefty: a loaf of bread costs a real, and a pound of meat costs thirty maravedís—it’s shocking. And if he doesn’t want me to come, have him tell me in time because my feet are eager to get on the road. My friends and neighbors tell me that if my daughter and I go around puffed up and pompous at court, my husband will be better known through me than I through him, since many people will have to ask: “Who are those two women in the coach?” and a servant of mine will answer: “Why, it’s the wife and daughter of Sancho Panza, the governor of the ínsula Barataria,” and in this way Sancho will get to be well-known and I’ll be admired, and the sky’s the limit!

It grieves me as much as it can that this year there was no harvest of acorns in this town. Even so, I’m sending your highness about a quarter of a peck I went into the forest to collect, and I found no larger ones than the ones I am sending. I wish they could be the size of ostrich eggs.

Don’t forget, your pomposity, to write me, and I’ll be sure to answer, telling you about my health and everything that you should know about what’s going on in this village, from where I beg God to keep your greatness, and not forget me either. Sancha, my daughter, and my son, kiss your hands.

She, who wants to see your ladyship more than to write her,

Your servant,

Teresa Panza
All those who heard Teresa Panza’s letter were very pleased, mainly the duke and duchess; and the duchess asked don Quixote if it would be all right to read the letter that came from the governor, for she thought it would be very good. Don Quixote said that he would open it to give them pleasure, and he saw that it read this way:

     Letter from Teresa Panza to Sancho Panza, her husband
I received your letter, Sancho mío of my heart, and I promise you and swear to you as a Catholic Christian that I was an inch away from going crazy with happiness. Look, brother, when I heard that you were a governor, I thought I’d drop dead out of unbridled joy. You know that they say that a sudden joy can kill just like a great sadness. Sanchica, your daughter, wet herself out of sheer happiness, without realizing it. Even with the outfit that you sent me right in front of me, the coral necklace from my lady the duchess, the letters in my hands, and the messenger who brought them, also present—with all that, I still believed and thought that everything I saw and touched was all a dream. Who could have thought that a goatherd could rise to be the governor of ínsulas? You know, my friend, that my mother always used to say that «you have to live a long time to see a lot». I say this because I plan to see more, if I live longer, because I don’t plan to stop until I see you a landlord or a tax collector, which are offices—although the devil snatches away those who abuse them—that always bring in lots of money. My lady the duchess will tell you the desire I have to go to court. Look into it, and tell me what your pleasure is, for I plan to honor you there by going around in a coach.

The priest, the barber, the bachelor, and even the sexton, can’t believe that you’re a governor, and they say it’s all a deception or something done by enchantment, as are all things that happen to your master; and Sansón says that he’s going to come to look for you and take that government out of your head, and the madness out of don Quixote’s brain, but I just stand there and laugh and look at my necklace and think about the dress I’ll make for our daughter from your outfit.

I sent some acorns to my lady the duchess. I wish they were of gold. Send me some pearl necklaces if they’re fashionable in that ínsula.

Here’s some news from around town: Berrueca married her daughter to a not-so-skilled painter who came to this town to do odd jobs. The Town Council hired him to paint the royal arms over the door of the town hall. He asked for two ducados and they paid him in advance. He worked a whole week at the end of which he hadn’t painted anything and said he couldn’t paint junk like that. He returned the money, and with all that, he got married as if he were a good artisan. It’s true that since then he’s abandoned the paintbrush and taken up the hoe, and he goes to work in the fields like a gentleman. The son of Pedro de Lobo has received the minor orders of the church and now has a tonsure, and he intends to become a priest. Minguilla, the grand-daughter of Mingo Silvato, found out and is suing him for breach of promise. Evil tongues say that she’s pregnant by him, but he denies it staunchly.

This year there’s been no olives, nor is there a drop of vinegar to be found in the whole town. A company of soldiers came through and carried off three of the village girls, but I don’t want to tell you who they are. Maybe they’ll come back and there will be no lack of young men who will take them as their wives, with their flaws—good or bad.

Sanchica is making lace and earns eight maravedís every day free and clear, and she’s saving them in a money box to help with her trousseau. But now that she’s the daughter of a governor, you will give her a dowry without her having to work for it. The fountain in the plaza dried up, a lightning bolt fell on the pillory, and I could care less.

I’ll wait for an answer to this letter, and what’s to happen about me going to court. And with this, may God keep you more years than myself, or at least as many, because I wouldn’t want to leave you without me in this world.

Your wife,

Teresa Panza
The letters were applauded, laughed over, approved, and admired, and to cap it off, the courier came with a letter Sancho was sending to don Quixote that they also read publicly, and it made them wonder if the governor was really a fool.

The duchess withdrew with the page to find out what had happened in Sancho’s village; he told her in great detail, and no aspect was left untouched. He gave her the acorns and some cheese that Teresa gave her that was better than Tronchón.
 The duchess received it with great pleasure, and we’ll leave her with that in order to relate the end of the government of the great Sancho Panza, flower and mirror of all governors of ínsulas.

Chapter LIII. About the troubled end and conclusion of Sancho Panza’s government.
“To think things in this life will endure forever in their current state is to think the unthinkable. It seems rather that life is circular, I mean, goes round and round. Spring pursues summer, summer harvest time, harvest time the fall, and fall winter, and winter spring, and time thus revolves on this ever-moving wheel. Only human life races to its end, even swifter than time itself, without any hope of renewing itself, but rather it’s in the other life where time has no limits to curb it.” This is what Cide Hamete, the Muhammadan philosopher says. Many people without the illumination of faith, and only with natural intelligence, have understood the matter of the swiftness and instability of earthly life and the duration of the eternal life that we strive for. But here our author says all this relating to how quickly Sancho’s government came to an end, crumbled, and vanished into the shadows and smoke.

On the seventh night of the days of his government, Sancho was in bed, not filled with bread and wine, but rather with judgments, legal opinions, and the making of statutes and ordinances, when sleep, in spite of his hunger, began to close his eyelids. He suddenly heard the din of bells and shouts that made it seem like the whole ínsula was sinking. He sat up in bed and listened attentively to see if he could figure out what the cause of this uproar was. Not only did he have no idea what it was, but in addition to the din of voices and bells, he heard an infinite number of trumpets and drums, and he became more bewildered and filled with fright and terror. He stood up and put his slippers on (because the floor was damp) and without putting on a robe, or anything else, he went out of his room just when he saw more than twenty people coming toward him with lighted torches in their hands and with unsheathed swords, all of them shouting: “Emergency, emergency, señor governor, emergency! An infinite number of enemies has entered the ínsula, and we’re lost unless your cleverness and courage can save us!” With this noise, fury, and uproar they went where Sancho was, dumbfounded and stunned over what he heard and saw, and when they got to him, one of them said: “Arm yourself immediately, your lordship, if you don’t want yourself and this whole ínsula to perish.”

“What reason do I have to arm myself?” responded Sancho, “I don’t know anything about arms or rescuing. This matter is better left to my master, don Quixote, who will take care of it and set it straight in a flash. I, sinner that I am, don’t understand any of these troubles.”

“Oh, señor governor!” said another. “What indifference this is! Arm yourself—we’ve brought offensive and defensive arms. Come out to the plaza and be our guide and our captain, because by all rights it’s your responsibility since you’re our governor.”

“All right, arm me,” replied Sancho. And they took out two full-length body shields they had with them and they put them over what he was wearing, without letting him change into anything else—one behind and another in front. They pulled his arms out of some previously cut armholes, then they lashed them together with some rope so that he was bound up and splinted, as straight as a spindle, without being able to bend his knees or budge a single step. They put a lance in his hand he used to help keep himself upright. When he was thus armed, they instructed him to march out and guide and encourage them all. If he were their beacon and north star, they’d come out of the battle winners.

“How am I supposed to march out, woe is me?!” responded Sancho. “I can’t even bend my knees, because these shields that seem sewn to my flesh prevent me. What you have to do is carry me and put me on the ground across a doorway, or even standing in one, and in that way I’ll guard it with my lance or my body.”

“Walk, señor governor,” said another, “for it’s more fear than the shields that are preventing you from walking. Come on, move your feet because it’s late and the enemy force is growing, and the voices are getting louder, and the danger is mounting.”

The poor governor tried to move because of these persuasions and reproaches, and the result was that he fell headlong onto the floor and thought he was broken into pieces. He was like a tortoise, enclosed and covered by his shell, or like half a side of pork curing between planks,
 or rather like a ship that has run aground on the sand. Seeing him on the floor, those mischievous people showed him no compassion at all. Instead, they extinguished their torches, and their voices grew even louder and they shouted «To arms!» once again very loudly. They stepped all over poor Sancho, giving an infinite number of sword thrusts on his shields, and if he hadn’t hunched up inside them, the poor governor would have had a bad time of it. Shrunk up in that confinement, he sweated and sweated more, and with all his heart he commended himself to God to deliver him from that danger.

Some people stumbled over him, others fell on him, and one of them even stood on top of him for a good while, and from that vantage point, as if he were on a watch tower, commanded the armies with shouts: “Come over here, for the enemy is heaviest here! Guard that gate, close that door, bar those stairs! Bring fire bombs and vats of boiling pitch. Barricade the streets with those mattresses!”

He named with great zeal all the details, instruments, and weaponry used in wars, with which one usually defends oneself in the assault of a city, and the beaten up Sancho, who heard and endured everything, said to himself: “Oh, if only the Lord were pleased to allow the ínsula to be captured, or if I could be dead or relieved from this great anguish!”

Heaven heard his prayer, and when least he expected it, he heard shouts that said: “Victory is ours! Victory! The enemy is fleeing in defeat! Señor governor, your grace, arise! Enjoy the conquest, and divide the spoils won from the enemy through the valor of this invincible arm!”

“Help me up,” said Sancho, with a doleful voice.

They helped him get up, and once he was on his feet he said: “Any enemy that I’ve vanquished, let them nail him to my forehead. I’ll not distribute any spoils, but rather ask and beg some friend, if I have any, to give me a swallow of wine because I’m wilted; and to dry my sweat because I’m really perspiring.”

They wiped him off and brought him some wine, and untied the shields, and he sat down on his bed and fainted from the shock and toil. Those who played the trick were ashamed for having made it so devastating. But when Sancho came to, it relieved the grief that his fainting spell had given them. He asked what time it was. They responded that it was dawn. He said nothing more and began to get dressed, shrouded in silence, and everyone looked at him and wondered why he was dressing so quickly. When he finished getting dressed, he went out to the stable one step at a time (since he couldn’t move very fast), and all those who were there followed him. When he came to the grey, he embraced him and gave him a kiss of friendship on his forehead, and not without tears in his eyes, said to him: “Come here my companion and friend, fellow sufferer in my travails and miseries. When I was together with you and had no thoughts other than mending your trappings or keeping your little body fed, my hours were happy, as were my days and years. But since I left you and climbed up the towers of ambition and pride, a thousand miseries, a thousand travails, and four thousand anxieties have crowded into my soul.”

While he was saying these words, he was putting the packsaddle on the donkey without anyone saying a word. Once the saddle was on the grey, with great discomfort and pain he mounted him, and began to speak to the steward, the secretary, the butler, and Pedro Recio, the doctor, who were all present: “Make way, señores míos, and let me go back to my former freedom. Let me seek my old life to bring me back from my current death. I wasn’t born to be a governor, nor to defend ínsulas from enemies that might want to attack them. I know how to plow and dig, to prune and to plant grapevines in the fields better than to make laws and defend provinces or kingdoms. «Saint Peter is well off in Rome». I mean that everyone is better off doing the job he was born for. A scythe is better for me that a governor’s scepter. I’d prefer to stuff myself with gazpacho than to be subject to the miseries of an arrogant doctor who starves me to death, and what’s more, I want to lie down in the shadow of an oak tree in the summer and dress in a sheepskin jacket—the kind with wool on the inside—in the winter, rather than to go to bed between Holland sheets and dressed in stables
 with the weight of the government on me. Stay with God, your graces, and tell the duke that «I was born naked and I’m naked now, I neither win nor lose». I mean, I came to this government without a blanca and I’m leaving without a blanca, quite the reverse of what happens with governors of other ínsulas. Make way, let me pass. I’m going to get my body plastered, for I fear all my ribs are crushed, thanks to my enemies who this night have trampled me.”

“It doesn’t need to be that way, señor governor,” said doctor Recio, “for I’ll give you a beverage against falls and beatings, which will restore you instantly to your former strength and hardiness, and as for food, I promise to mend my ways, and let you eat anything you might like abundantly.”

“It’s too late,” responded Sancho. “I’d as soon not go away as become a Turk. These are not pranks to be done twice. By God, I’d remain in this government or take on another one—even if it was given under glass—as I would fly to the sky without wings. I’m from the lineage of Panzas, and all of them are obstinate, and if once they say no, no it stands until the end of the world. Let the wings of the ant stay in this stable, those wings which took me into the skies only to be eaten by swifts and other birds, and let’s go back to walking on the ground with a sure step. If there are no fancy shoes of Cordovan leather, a person can still walk firmly with rough alparga​tas made of rope.
 «Every Jack has his Jill» and «never stret​ch your feet beyond the sheet» and let me get by, for it’s getting late.”

To which the steward said: “Señor governor, we would very willingly let your grace go, although it would grieve us much to lose you. Your cleverness and Christian behavior make us wish you would stay. But it’s well known that every governor is obliged, before he leaves office, to give an accounting. Give your accounting for the ten days you were in office, and then go with God in peace.”

“Nobody can ask me for that,” responded Sancho, “except the duke himself. I’ll be seeing him soon, and I’ll tell everything to him; what’s more, since I’m leaving naked, there’s no other proof needed to see that I’ve governed like an angel.”

“By God, the great Sancho is right,” said doctor Recio, “and I’m of the opinion that we should let him go because the duke will be very pleased to see him.”

Everyone agreed and they let him go, offering first to escort him on his way, and anything else he might need for his comfort and convenience during his trip. Sancho said that he only wanted a bit of barley for the grey, and a chunk of cheese and half a loaf of bread for himself. Since the road was so short, he didn’t need more or better provisions. They all embraced him, and he, in tears, embraced everyone, and left them amazed as much by his words as by his unshakable resolve.

Chapter LIIII. Which deals with things about this history and none other.

The duke and duchess decided that don Quixote’s challenge to his vassal regarding the case already mentioned should move forward. And since the young man was in Flanders, where he’d fled so that he wouldn’t have doña Rodríguez for his mother-in-law, they ordered a lackey from Gascony
 named Tosi​los to stand in for him, and they instructed him first, and very carefully about everything he had to do.

Two days later the duke said to don Quixote that since his opponent would arrive in four days and would present himself in the field armed as a knight, and would maintain that the maiden was lying through half her beard, and even through her whole beard, if she affirmed that he’d given his word to be her husband. Don Quixote was pleased with this news, and he promised himself that he would perform wonders; and he considered it was very good fortune that he’d been offered this occasion in which these people could see how far the might of his powerful arm extended. So, with exhilaration and contentment, he waited those four days, which seemed to him, given his desire, to be four hundred centuries.

Let’s let these days go by, as we have let other things go by, and let’s accompany Sancho, who, somewhere between happy and sad, went along on his grey to look for his master, whose company meant more to him than being the governor of all the ínsulas in the world.

It happened, then, that not too far from the ínsula where he’d governed—and he never was able to tell if what he governed was an ínsula, city, town, or village—he saw coming along the road toward him six pilgrims with their staffs. They were foreigners, of the kind that ask for alms by singing, and when they drew near to him they put themselves in a row, and began to sing in a language that Sancho didn’t understand, except for one word that they clearly said, which was alms, by which he understood that they were asking for alms, and since he, according to Cide Hamete, was quite charitable, he took from his saddlebags the half loaf of bread and chunk of cheese that he’d been provided with, and was willing to share it with them, telling them by signs that he had nothing else to give them. They received what he gave with appreciation and said: “Geld, Geld!”

“I don’t understand,” responded Sancho, “what you’re asking me for, good people.”

One of them then took a purse from inside his shirt and showed it to Sancho, by which he understood that they were asking for money, and he, putting his thumb on his throat, with his fingers extended skyward, gave them to understand that he didn’t have any money at all, and spurring on his grey, he broke through the line.

When he went through, one of them who had been looking at him closely, ran over to him and, throwing his arms around his waist, said in a very loud and very Spanish voice: “By God, what am I seeing? Is it possible that I have in my arms my dear friend, my good neighbor Sancho Panza? Yes, I do, without a doubt, because I’m not sleeping nor am I drunk.”

Sancho was amazed to hear himself called by name and to be embraced by that foreign pilgrim, and after having looked at him for some time in silence, he still couldn’t recognize him. Seeing Sancho’s hesitation, the pilgrim said to him: “Is it possible, Sancho Panza, my brother, that you don’t recognize your neighbor Ricote, the Moor, a shopkeeper from your village?”

Then Sancho examined him more attentively and began to recognize him and finally he recognized him fully, and without getting off his donkey, put his arms around the other’s neck and said: “Who the devil could recognize you, Ricote, in that vagabond outfit you’re wearing? Tell me, who made you into a foreigner, and how did you dare to come back to Spain, where—if they catch you and realize who you are—you’ll be in trouble?”

“If you don’t betray me, Sancho,” responded the pilgrim, “I’ll be safe. In this outfit no one will recognize me. Let’s get off the road into that poplar grove over there, where my companions want to eat and have a rest, and you’ll eat with them, for they’re very good folk. I’ll have time to tell you everything that’s happened to me since I left our village, in order to obey his majesty’s edict
 that so seriously threatened the unfortunates of my race, as you heard.”

Sancho agreed, and after Ricote spoke to the other pilgrims, they went off to the poplar grove nearby, a bit off the royal highway. They threw down their staffs, took off their capes, but not their jackets; all of them were young men, except Ricote, who was a man on in years. All of them had haversacks that, so it seemed, were well-stocked with things that stimulate thirst, and beckon it from two leagues off.

They all lay on the ground and made the grass into tablecloths. They placed on it bread, salt, knives, nuts, slices of cheese, gnawed ham bones—which, if couldn’t be eaten, at least they could be sucked. They also had a black food that they called caviar, made from fish eggs—a great awakener of thirst. There was no lack of olives, although they were dry and with no juices at all, but tasty and able to ward off hunger. But what most abounded in that rustic banquet were six botas
 of wine that each one took from his bag. Even the good Ricote, who had been transformed from a Moor to a German, or a tudesco,
 took out his own, which in size could compete with the other five put together. They began to eat with great pleasure and very slowly, savoring each mouthful, which they ate from the point of a knife, taking a little bit of each dish. Then all six of them at one time raised their botas into the air. With the spouts of the wineskins pointing into their mouths, their eyes aiming fixedly on the sky, as if they were aiming it, they spent a long time pouring the contents of their vessels into their stomachs, and by moving their heads from side to side, they confirmed their pleasure.

Sancho took it all in, and «nothing bothered him»,
 but rather, in order to fulfill the proverb he knew very well: «when in Rome do as the Romans», he asked Ricote for the bota, and he took aim like the others, with no less pleasure than the rest. They raised their botas four times to drink from, but the fifth time it wasn’t possible because they were drier than mat-weeds, something that dampened the happiness they had displayed until then.

Once in a while one of them took Sancho by the right hand and said: “Español y tudesqui tutto uno—bon compagno.”

And Sancho responded: “Bon compagno, giura Di”
 after which he burst forth in a laughter that lasted a whole hour, during which time he didn’t think at all about what had happened to him in his government, because while one is eating and drinking, one forgets about one’s cares. Finally, once the wine was gone, slumber descended over them, and they fell asleep on the tables and tablecloths.

Only Ricote and Sancho remained alert because they had eaten more and drunk less, and they moved away to the foot of a beech tree, leaving the pilgrims buried in sleep, and Ricote, without once stumbling into his Moorish language, in pure Spanish said the following words to Sancho: “You know very well, Sancho, my neighbor and friend, that the proclamation and edict that his majesty had published against those of my race filled us all with terror and fright. At least, I was so frightened that even before the time we were supposed to leave Spain, I felt that the sentence had been carried out on my whole family.

“I resolved, then, in my opinion as a prudent man, as well as one who knows that on a certain date they’re going to take away the house he lives in, to look for another one… I resolved, I say, to leave town alone, without my family, to look for a place to take them comfortably, and without the pressure that others who left were subjected to. Because I saw, and all our friends saw, that the proclamations weren’t idle threats, as some said, but rather were real laws that would be put into effect at the appointed time.

“And what forced me to believe this truth was that I knew what the vile and foolish intentions were that our people had, and it seemed to me it was divine inspiration that moved his majesty to put such a bold resolution into effect, not that we were all to blame, for there were some who were solid and true Christians. But there were so few that they couldn’t compare with those who weren’t, and it would have been unwise to shelter a serpent inside one’s shirt, like keeping enemies in one’s own house. So, with good reason we were punished with the sentence of banishment—which seemed soft and easy in the opinion of some, but to us it was the most terrible sentence that could be given to us. Wherever we are, we weep for Spain, where we were born, after all, and it’s our native country.

“And nowhere did we find the reception that our misfortune yearned for. Everywhere along the Barbary Coast and other places in Africa, where we expected to be welcomed, is where they hurt and mistreated us the most. «We don’t recognize good fortune until we’ve lost it». And so great is the desire we all have to go back to Spain that most of those who speak the language, as I do, return, leaving their wives and children in exile unprovided for, such is the love we have for our country. And now I recognize and know by experience what they say—that the love for the fatherland is sweet.

“I left our town, as I say, and went into France, and although they were friendly enough, I wanted to see all possibilities. So I went through Italy to Germany, and it seemed to me that we could live there with greatest freedom, because its inhabitants don’t care about the fine points, and everyone lives however he wants, because nearly everywhere there’s freedom of worship. I took a house in a town near Augsburg.
 There I met these pilgrims who go back to Spain, most of them every year, to visit the shrines, and they consider Spain to be their Indies
 and a place where they can collect some money. They wander through almost the whole country, and there’s no town where they aren’t well fed and sated, as they say, and don’t get at least a real apiece. At the end of their trip they will have earned more than a hundred escudos free and clear, which they exchange for gold, and keep either in their hollowed-out staffs, in the patches on their capes, or in whatever other way they can think of, they take it out of the kingdom and go to their homes, in spite of the guards who search them at the frontiers.

“It’s my intention, Sancho, to take away the treasure that I left buried. Since it’s outside of town I can dig it up with no danger, and I’ll write from Valencia to my wife and daughter, or go to them—I know they’re in Algiers—and make a plan to take them to some French port, and from there I’ll take them to Germany, where we’ll wait and see what God has in store for us. So, Sancho, I know for certain that Ricota, my daughter, and Francisca Ricota, my wife, are Catholic Christians, and although I’m not so much a one, still I’m more Christian than Moor, and I always pray to God to open the eyes of my understanding and make me see how I am to serve Him. What I’m amazed at is that I don’t know why my wife and daughter preferred the Barbary Coast to France, where they could live as Christians.”

To which Sancho responded: “Look, Ricote, that really wasn’t left up to them, since Juan Tiopeyo, your wife’s brother, took them—since he’s such a good Moor—to where he thought best. And I can tell you something else I believe: you’ll look in vain for what you left buried because we heard that the officials had taken a great many pearls and a lot of money in gold from your brother-in-law and wife that they were carrying when they were search​ed.”

“That may very well be,” replied Ricote, “but I know they didn’t go near my hiding place, because I never told anyone where it was since I was afraid of some misfortune. So, Sancho, if you want to come with me and help me to take it out and conceal it, I’ll give you two hundred escudos with which you can lessen your needs, because you know I know you have many.”

“I would do it,” responded Sancho, “but I’m not at all greedy, for if I had been, I left an office this morning that I held from which I could have covered the walls of my house with gold and eaten off silver plates before six months went by. For that reason, as well as that it seems to me I’d be committing treason to my king to help out his enemies, I wouldn’t go with you, even if you promised me four hundred escudos cash instead of two hundred.”

“And what office did you leave, Sancho?” asked Ricote.

“I was governor of an ínsula,” responded Sancho, “and such a one that I swear you couldn’t find a better one no matter how hard you looked.”

“And where’s this ínsula,” asked Ricote.”

“Where?” responded Sancho. “Two leagues from here, and it’s called the ínsula Barataria.”

“Come on, Sancho,” said Ricote, “ínsulas are in the middle of the sea—there aren’t any on land.”

“How so?” replied Sancho. “I tell you, Ricote, my friend, that this morning I left, and yesterday I was governing as I pleased, like a wise man. But withal, I left it because the office of governor seemed filled with peril.”

“And what did you get out this government?” asked Ricote.

“I learned,” responded Sancho, “that I’m no good for governing, unless it’s over a herd of cattle, and that any wealth that derives from those governments comes at the cost of losing rest and sleep and even nourishment. Because in ínsulas, governors should eat little, especially if they have doctors looking after their health.”

“I don’t understand you, Sancho,” said Ricote. “It seems to me that everything you’ve told me is nonsense. Who would give you ínsulas to govern? Is there such a lack of men in the world more able to govern than you are? Hush, Sancho, get a hold on yourself and see if you want to come with me, like I told you, to help me remove the treasure that I left hidden. In truth, it’s so much that it really can be called a treasure; and I’ll give you some to live on, as I told you.”

“I already said, Ricote,” replied Sancho, “that I don’t want to. Just be satisfied that I don’t turn you in. Continue your journey and good luck to you, and let me continue mine. I know that even honestly-earned gains may be lost, but ill-earned gains may also be lost and take their owner with them.”

“I don’t want to insist, Sancho,” did Ricote, “but tell me—were you in town when my wife, my daughter, and my brother-in-law left?”

“Yes, I was,” responded Sancho, “and I can tell you that when your daughter left, she was so pretty that everyone in town came out to see her go, and they said she was the most beautiful creature in the world. She cried and embraced all her girl friends and acquaintances, and everyone who went to see her, and she asked everyone to commend her to God and Our Lady, his mother. And all this with such feeling that it made me cry, and I’m not usually a cry-baby. I swear that many wanted to seize her on the road and hide her. But the fear of going against the command of the king prevented them. Don Pedro Gregorio, that rich young heir who you know, seemed most affected by her departure, and they say that he loved her very much; and after she left, he was never again seen in our village, and we all thought that he went after her to kidnap her, but up to now nothing more has been learned.”

“I always suspected,” said Ricote, “that young fellow adored my daughter. But I always had confidence in my Ricota, and it never bothered me knowing that he loved her. You’ve heard, Sancho, that Moorish women seldom or never fall in love with Old Christians, and my daughter—the way I see it—who cared more about her Christian religion than being loved, wouldn’t pay heed to the attentions of this young heir.”

“God grant it,” replied Sancho, “for it would be bad for both of them. So, let me leave now, Ricote, my friend. I want to get to where my master don Quixote is by nightfall.”

“God be with you, Sancho, my brother. My companions are stirring and it’s time for us to go as well.”

And then the two embraced, and Sancho got on his grey and Ricote took his staff and they went their different ways.

Chapter LV. About the things that happened to Sancho on the road and other things that cannot be surpassed.

Because he’d stopped to visit with Ricote, Sancho didn’t have enough time to get back to the duke’s castle that day—although he was just half a league away—when a very dark and cloudy night overtook him. But since it was summer, it didn’t bother him very much, so he veered off the road intending to wait for morning. As his ill-fated luck would have it, when he was looking for a place to get comfortable, both he and the grey fell into a deep and very dark pit among some ruined buildings, and as he fell, he commended himself to God with all his heart, fearing he wouldn’t stop until he reached the depths of the abyss; but it wasn’t to be so, because at three fathoms the donkey hit the bottom. Sancho found himself still on top and without any injury or harm. He felt his whole body and held his breath to see if he was in one piece or punctured somewhere, and, finding himself in good shape, in one piece, and with all his health, he couldn’t thank God, our Lord, sufficiently for the favor He’d done him, because he doubtless thought that he’d been smashed into a thousand pieces. He also felt the walls of the pit with his hands to see if there was a way he could get out without anyone’s help. But he found them all smooth and without any place to grab on to, and this made him very upset, especially when he heard the grey complain piteously and in such pain—and it was no exaggeration—nor did he lament without cause since in truth he wasn’t in a very good state.

“Ay!” said Sancho Panza just then, “what unexpected things happen at every step to those of us who live in this world! Who would have thought that the one who was enthroned as governor of an ínsula yesterday, giving orders to his servants and vassals, today would find himself buried in a pit, with no one—nei​ther a servant nor a vassal—to lend a hand or come to his aid? Here we will perish of hunger, my donkey and I, unless we die first—he from his bruises and I from my sorrows.

“I probably won’t be near as lucky as my master was when he went down into that enchanted Cave of Montesinos, where he found people to entertain him better than at home—like going to a freshly made bed and a table laid. There he saw beautiful and peaceful visions, and here I’ll see—or I think I’ll see—toads and snakes. Woe is me! Where have my folly and fantasy led me? They’ll take my bones from here when heaven is pleased for them to find me, gnawed, white, and scraped, and those of my good grey with them; and maybe that’s how they’ll be able to tell who we are—at least those who have heard that Sancho Panza was never separated from his donkey, nor his donkey from Sancho Panza. Once again I say, wretched us, for our ill-luck wouldn’t let us die at home, surrounded by our family, and even if no one could remedy our misfortune, at least someone would be there to mourn us, and in the last moment of our passing on, they would close our eyes!

“Oh, my companion and friend, how poorly I’ve rewarded you for your good service! Forgive me and ask Fortune the best way you know how, to deliver us from this wretched pass in which we find ourselves. And if we can get out, I promise to put a crown of laurel on your head so that you’ll appear to be a poet laureate, and I also promise to double your feed.”

In this way, Sancho Panza lamented and his donkey listened to him and didn’t say a word back, such was the bad state and anguish in which the poor creature found himself. Finally, having spent the whole night in wretched complaints and lamentations, the day came, and through its light Sancho saw that it was impossible to extricate himself from that pit without help, and he began to wail and shout in case someone might hear him. But all his cries were given in the wilderness, since in that whole area there was no one who could hear him; and then he gave himself up for dead. The grey lay on his back and Sancho Panza helped him stand up, though he could hardly stay upright. And taking out of the packsaddle—which had suffered the same misfortune of the fall—a piece of bread, he gave it to his donkey, which didn’t taste bad to him, and Sancho said to him as if he understood: “«With bread all sorrows are lessened».”

Just then, he noticed that there was a hole on one side of the pit through which a person could pass, if he bent over and hunched up. Sancho Panza went over, crouched down, and went into it, and saw that there was a spacious area on the other side. He could see this because through what might be called a ceiling, a ray of sunlight came through that illuminated the area. He could see that it extended into another large area, and when he realized that, he went back to where the donkey was, and with a stone began to dig the earth out around the hole so that in a short time he’d enlarged it so that the donkey could pass through easily; so he took the halter and began to walk through that grotto to see if there was an exit on the other side. Sometimes he walked in the dark and sometimes without light, but never without fear.

“God Almighty help me!” he said to himself. “This misadventure for me would better be an adventure for my master don Quixote. He certainly would take these depths and dungeons for flowering gardens, and for the palaces of Galiana,
 and would expect to get out from this darkness and peril to some flowering meadow. But I, unfortunate man that I am, lacking in advice and poor in spirit, at every step, I think suddenly another pit, deeper than this one, will open and swallow me up. «I welcome misfortune if it comes alone».”

In this way, and with these thoughts, it seemed him that he must have traveled more than half a league, at the end of which he saw a blurred light which seemed to be from the sun that came in from somewhere, and this seemed to indicate that what he had thought to be the road to the other life had an opening at the end.

Here Cide Hamete Benengeli leaves him and goes back to dealing with don Quixote, who was exhilarated and joyful as he waited for the battle with the thief of the honor of doña Rodríguez’s daughter, for whom he planned to redress the wrong and injury that had been done to her in such a foul way.

It happened, then, that when he was out one morning to train and practice for what he had to do in the battle he was to engage in the following day, lunging this way and attacking that way with Rocinante, he almost drove his horse into a pit that, if he hadn’t pulled up short, he would have certainly tumbled into. But he did stop his horse in time and he didn’t fall in. He went a few steps forward without dismounting and looked into the depths, and while he was looking in, he heard loud shouts coming from inside, and listening attentively, he could perceive and understand that the one who was shouting said: “Hello up there! Is there some Christian who can hear me, or some charitable knight who will take pity on a sinner buried alive, or an unfortunate unbegoverned governor?”

It seemed to don Quixote that he was hearing Sancho Panza’s voice, which left him stunned and astonished, and raising his voice as loud as he could, he said: “Who is down there? Who is wailing?”

“Who else could it be, and who else would be wailing,” the voice responded, “but the defeated Sancho Panza, governor—because of his sins and bad luck—of the ínsula Barataria, squire of the famous knight don Quixote de La Mancha?” 

When don Quixote heard this, his wonder doubled, and his astonishment grew, since he came to think that Sancho Panza must be dead, and his soul must be in purgatory. And with this in mind he said: “I beseech you by all that I can beseech you as a Catholic Christian to tell me who you are, and if you are a soul in torment, tell me what I can do for you. Since my profession is to favor and succor needy people, it extends to succoring and helping those needy people in the other world who cannot help themselves.”

“In that case,” the voice responded, “your grace who is speaking to me must be my master don Quixote de La Mancha, and even your voice belongs to none other, without a doubt.”

“I am don Quixote,” replied don Quixote, “the one whose profession it is to succor and help the living and the dead with their needs. For this reason, tell me who you are. You’ve astonished me. If you’re my squire Sancho Panza, and you’ve died, since the devils haven’t carried you off and by the grace of God you’re in purgatory, our Holy Mother the Roman Catholic Church has services to deliver you from the torment you’re in, and I’ll go to the Church and plead for you with all the resources that I have. For this reason, tell me who you are.”

“I swear,” the voices answered, “on whose ever birth you may want me to swear, señor don Quixote de La Mancha, that I’m your squire Sancho Panza, and I’ve never died in all the days of my life, but rather, having left my government for things and reasons that will require time to explain, last night I fell into this pit where I stand, the grey with me, and he won’t let me lie, because—as further proof—he’s here with me.”

And just then the donkey seemed to understand what Sancho said and instantly began to bray so loudly that the whole cave reverberated.

“Excellent witness!” said don Quixote. “I recognize the bray as if I had given birth to it, and I hear your voice, Sancho mío. Wait for me while I go to the duke’s castle nearby, and I’ll bring someone to take you out of this pit where your sins must have led you.”

“Go your grace,” said Sancho, “and come back soon, because by the only true God, I can’t stand being buried alive here, and I’m dying of fear.” 

Don Quixote left him and went to the castle to tell the duke and duchess about what happened to Sancho Panza, which astonished them no little, although they realized that he must have fallen into the far end of the cave that had been there from time immemorial. But they couldn’t figure out how he’d left his government without their having found out in advance. Finally, as they say, «they took rope and tackle», and with the effort of many people and with a lot of work they lifted the grey and Sancho Panza from that darkness into the light of day.

A student happened to see him and said: “In this way all bad governors should come out of their governments, just like this one coming out of the depths of the abyss, dying of hunger, pale, and without a blanca, the way I look at it.”

Sancho heard what had been said and replied: “Only eight or ten days ago, brother gossip, I went to govern the ínsula they gave me, during which time I never saw my stomach full even for an hour. Doctors pursued me and enemies have crunched my bones. I’ve had no time to collect bribes or fees, and since this is so, as it is, in my opinion, I didn’t deserve to leave it this way. But «man proposes and God disposes», and God knows best what is good for every man and «as the time, so the tactics», and «let no one say ‘I’ll not drink of that water’» and «where you expect bacon there aren’t any stakes» and God understands me, and that’s enough and I’ll say no more, even though I could.”

“Don’t get angry, Sancho, nor let yourself be grieved at what you hear, or there’ll be no end of it. Come with a clear conscience and let them say what they want, and it’s just as hard to tie the tongues of backbiters as it is to «put up doors in the countryside». If the governor leaves office rich they’ll say he was a thief; and if he leaves it poor, he’s a numbskull and an idiot.”

“I’ll bet,” responded Sancho, “that this time they’ll consider me more a dummy than a thief.”

While they were conversing, don Quixote and Sancho arrived at the castle—surrounded by boys and many other people—where the duke and duchess were waiting for them in a gallery. Sancho refused to go up to see them until he had first put the grey in the stable—because he said that he’d spent a bad night in that “lodging”—and then he went up to see his masters, before whom he got on his knees and said: “I, señores, because your greatnesses wanted it, and not because I deserved it, went to govern your ínsula Barataria, in which «I entered naked and naked I am, I neither lose not gain». If I governed well or poorly, there are witnesses who will say what they want. I’ve clarified doubts, judged lawsuits, always dying of hunger, since that’s what doctor Pedro Recio, native of Tirteafuera, the physician of the ínsula and specifically to the governor, wanted. Enemies attacked us by night; it was tough for a while, but the people of the ínsula say that we came out on top because of the might of my arm. May God give them as much health as they are truthful.

“In short, during this time I’ve weighed the duties and obligations that being a governor takes with it, and I’ve discovered on my own that I can’t bear the burden of them, my ribs can’t stand them, and they’re not a weight I would like to carry nor are they arrows for my quiver. And so, before the government could hit me broadside, I hit the government broadside, and yesterday morning I left the ínsula as I found it, with the same streets, houses, and roofs that it had when I went to it. I asked no one for a loan, nor did I receive any profit, and although I planned to make some useful laws, I made none at all, fearful that they wouldn’t be observed, and that’s the same thing as not making them.

“I left, as I say, the ínsula, without any retinue other than my grey. I fell into a pit and went through it until this morning, when, with the light of day, I saw a way out, but not such an easy one, and if heaven hadn’t sent me my master don Quixote, I would have stayed there until the end of the world. So, mis señores duke and duchess, here’s your governor Sancho Panza, who has learned in the ten days that he had his government that he wouldn’t give anything to be a governor not only of an ínsula, but also of the whole world. And with this idea in mind, kissing your graces’ feet and imitating the game boys play in which they say: «you leap over then give me one»,
 I give a leap over the government and I go back to serving my master, don Quixote. Because, although I eat my bread with some trepidation, at least I get full, and as far as I’m concerned, if I’m full, it’s all the same to me if it’s with carrots or partridges.”

With this Sancho ended his long speech, and don Quixote was always uneasy fearing that he would say thousands of foolish remarks, and when he saw him finish with so few, he gave thanks to heaven in his heart, and the duke embraced Sancho and told him that he was very sorry that he’d left his government so soon. But he would arrange for Sancho to be given another office on his estate with less responsibility and greater profit. The duchess embraced him as well, and ordered that he be very well treated since he looked like he was badly beaten and worse abused.

Chapter LVI. About the colossal and unheard-of battle that don Quixote had with the groom Tosilos, in defense of the daughter of the duenna doña Rodríguez.
The duke and duchess weren’t sorry about the trick they played on Sancho Panza in the government they had given him, and even less so when that same day their steward came and told them, point by point, almost all the words and actions Sancho had said and done during those days, and finally he described the assault on the ínsula, and Sancho’s fear and departure, which gave them no little pleasure.

After this, the history says the day agreed upon for the battle came, and the duke had told his groom Tosilos time and time again how he was to deal with don Quixote to conquer him without killing or even injuring him. He’d ordered that the iron tips from the lances be removed, saying to don Quixote that Christianity—which he valued so—didn’t permit that battle to be fought with so much risk and danger of losing life, and that he should be pleased that they were giving him an open field on his grounds, even though it went against the Holy Council,
 which prohibits such challenges, and he didn’t want to carry such a perilous contest to extremes.

Don Quixote said that his excellency should arrange things however he pleased and that he would obey him in everything. So, the dreaded day having arrived, the duke had a spacious platform built in the courtyard of the castle where the field judges were supposed to sit as well as the petitioners—mother and daughter. An infinite number of people from neighboring villages and towns had come to witness the novel battle since no one living in that region (and even those who had already died) had ever seen or heard of anything like it.

The first person on the field and dueling place was the master of ceremonies, who went over the field carefully, walking over the entire length to make sure there was no deceptive spot or some concealed irregularity that might cause them to trip and fall. Then the duennas entered and sat in their seats, with veils covering not only their eyes, but also cascading down to their chests, showing no little emotion. A bit after don Quixote went into the dueling area, the imposing groom Tosilos thundered into the arena from one side, heralded by many trumpets, his helmet closed, and looking serious and erect in his strong and shiny armor. The horse seemed to be a Frieslander,
 broad and grey in color. At each fetlock there seemed to be 12 kilos of wool.

The valiant combatant was well prepared by his master the duke about how he was to conduct himself with the brave don Quixote de La Mancha, having been cautioned not to kill him under any circumstances, but rather he should try to avoid hitting him in the first pass to avoid any danger of his death, which he felt was certain if he should be met head on. He pranced about the courtyard and went to where the duennas were, and for some time stood staring at the girl who sought him to be her husband. The field marshal called don Quixote—w​ho had already come into the courtyard—and together with Tosilos, he spoke to the duennas, asking them if they consented to having don Quixote de La Mancha champion their cause. They said they did, and that anything he might do for their cause they would consider well done and binding.

By this time, the duke and duchess were seated in a gallery that overlooked the dueling place, which was crowded with an infinite number of people who were waiting to see the outcome of this unheard-of battle. The condition laid down for the combatants was that if don Quixote won, his contrary would have to marry the daughter of doña Rodríguez. And if he were vanquished, his opponent would be freed from the promise asked of him and any further obligation. The master of ceremonies placed them so that the sun favored neither one and placed each one where they were supposed to wait. Drums rolled, the air was filled with the sound of trumpets, the earth trembled under foot, the hearts of the gazing crowd were tense, some of the people fearing, others longing for a happy or a fatal outcome of that contest. Finally, don Quixote, commending himself with all his heart to God our Lord and to the lady Dulcinea del Toboso, waited for the sign to begin the attack.

However, the groom had different thoughts. He was only thinking what I’ll now reveal. It seems that when he was looking at his enemy, she seemed to him to be the most beautiful creature he’d ever seen in all his life, and the little blind boy who in the streets is commonly called Love, didn’t want to lose the chance offered him to triumph over the heart of a groom, and put it on the list of his conquests, and so, he stole up as nice as could be, without anyone seeing him, and shot an arrow six feet long into the groom’s left side, and split his heart in two, and he could do so in complete safety because he’s invisible and comes and goes wherever he pleases without anybody asking him to account for his deeds.

As I was saying, then, when the signal to charge was given, our groom was carried away in other thoughts, thinking about the beauty of the one whom he’d already made the mistress of his freedom, and so he paid no heed to the sound of the trumpet, as don Quixote did, and as soon as he heard it he began his attack. At the fastest speed that Rocinante could muster, he shot off to meet his enemy. When his good squire Sancho saw him begin his run, he shouted loudly: “May God guide you, cream and flower of knights errant! May God make you victorious since right is on your side!”

And although Tosilos saw don Quixote racing toward him, he didn’t move a step from where he was. Instead, with loud shouts, he called the field marshal who came to see what he wanted. He said to him: “Señor, isn’t this battle supposed to decide if I should marry that señora or not?”

“That’s right,” he was answered.

“Well,” said the groom, “I’m fearful for my conscience and I would be placing a great burden on it if this battle were to continue, and so I say that I consider myself vanquished, and I wish to marry that señora right now.”

The field marshal was astonished when he heard Tosilos’ words, and since he was in on the trick, he couldn’t say a word in response. Don Quixote stopped in mid-career, seeing that his enemy was not attacking, The duke didn’t know what had caused the battle not to continue, but the field marshal went to tell him what Tosilos had said, which made him amazed and extremely angry.

While this was going on, Tosilos went to where doña Rodríguez was, and shouted loudly: “I, senora, want to marry your daughter, and I don’t want to gain by means of conflict and battle what I can achieve peaceably and without danger of death.”

The brave don Quixote heard this and said: “Since this is as it is, I’m freed and released from my promise. Let them marry and good luck to them. And since God, our Lord, has given her to him, may Saint Peter add his blessing.”

The duke had come down to the courtyard of the castle, and approached Tosilos, saying: “Is it true, señor, that you’ve confessed defeat, and that, inspired by your fearful conscience, you want to marry this maiden?”

“Yes, señor,” responded Tosilos.

“He’s doing very well,” said Sancho at this point, “because «what you were going to give to the mouse, give to the cat, and save yourself trouble».”

Tosilos was unlacing his helmet, and begged those around him to help him remove it quickly because he was stifling and couldn’t stand to be restricted in that cramped area. They hurriedly removed it, and the face of the groom was clearly visible. When doña Rodríguez and her daughter saw it, they shouted: “This is a trick, a trick! They put Tosilos, my master’s groom, in my true husband’s place. Justice in the name of the king for so much malice, not to mention a swindle!”

 “Don’t worry, señoras,” said don Quixote, “for this is neither malice nor deviltry, and if it is, it’s not on account of the duke, but rather because of the evil enchanters who pursue me, and since they’re jealous that I might get the glory of this conquest, they have changed the face of your husband into the face of this fellow that you say is the duke’s groom. Take my advice, and in spite of the malice of my enemies, marry him. He’s doubtless the one you want for your husband.”

The duke heard this and was on the point of venting his anger when he burst out with laughter, and said: “The things that happen to don Quixote are so extraordi​nary that I’m about to believe that this isn’t my groom. But let’s use this plan—let’s put off the wedding for two weeks, if you want, and let’s lock up this personage whose identity has us all wondering, and during that period perhaps he’ll recover his original form. The animosity that the enchanters bear don Quixote cannot last so long, especially since their deceits and transformations are of so little avail.”

“Oh, señor,” said Sancho, “it’s true that these brigands customarily change things relating to my master. Just the other day a knight that he conquered called the Knight of the Mirrors, had his face transformed into that of the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, a native of our village and a great friend of ours; and Dulcinea del Toboso was changed into a rustic peasant, so I can imagine that this groom will die and live a groom all the days of his life.”

To which the daughter of Rodríguez said: “No matter who this fellow is who wants to marry me—I’m grateful to him, for I’d prefer to be the legitimate wife of a groom than the spurned mistress of a gentleman, though the one who deceived me is no gentleman.”

So, it all ended by shutting Tosilos up until they could see where his transformations would lead. Everyone acclaimed don Quixote as the victor, but most were sad and melancholy to see that the eagerly awaited combatants hadn’t ripped each other to shreds, just as boys are sad when the criminal is not hanged, either because the accuser or justice has pardoned him. The people dispersed, the duke and duchess and don Quixote returned to the castle, they jailed Tosilos, doña Rodríguez and her daughter were very content, seeing that one way or another it would wind up in a marriage, and Tosilos expected no less.

​Chapter LVII. Which deals with how don Quixote bade farewell to the duke, and what happened with the discreet and impudent Altisidora.
It seemed to don Quixote that it was a good idea to leave the life of ease that he was leading in that castle. He imagined that he was making a great mistake in allowing himself to be cloistered in idleness among infinite distractions and delights those señores had given him because he was a knight errant, and that he would have to give a strict accounting in heaven for his easy life and shunning his responsibilities. He thus asked permission of the duke and duchess to leave. This was granted to him with a show of grief because they had to let him go.

The duchess gave the letters from his wife to Sancho Panza who wept on receiving them and said: “Who would have thought that such big hopes engendered in the heart of my wife Teresa Panza by the news of my government would end by me returning to the unpredictable adventures of my master don Quixote? Even so, I’m happy to see that my Teresa behaved like herself in sending the acorns to the duchess. For if she hadn’t sent them, I would have been sorrowful and she would have shown herself to be ungrateful. I’m consoled that this gift can’t be said to be a bribe since I already had the government when she sent it, and it’s reasonable that those who get some benefit should show they’re grateful, even if it’s only with trifles. So, I went to the government naked, and I came out of it naked. I can say with sure conscience—which is no little thing—that «naked I was born, naked I find myself; I neither lose nor gain».”

This is what Sancho said to himself on the day of the departure. And as don Quixote was getting ready to leave—for he’d bade farewell to the duke and duchess the previous evening—in the morning he presented himself in full armor in the courtyard of the castle. From the galleries all the people in the castle were looking at him, and the duke and duchess came out to see him as well. Sancho was on his grey—with his saddlebags, suitcase, and stores—and was very happy, because the steward of the duke (the one who had played the part of Trifaldi) had given him a little purse with two hundred gold duca​dos in it to help with the expenses of the journey, although don Quixote wasn’t told about it.

And while all were looking at him, suddenly, from amidst the other duennas and maidens of the duchess who were looking at him, the voice of the impudent and clever Altisidora was heard saying in a doleful tone:

Give ear, cruel knight; 

Draw rein; where’s the need 

Of spurring the flanks 

Of that ill‑broken steed? 

From what are you fleeing?

No dragon I am, 

Not even a sheep, 

But a tender young lamb. 

You have jilted a maiden 

As fair to behold 

As nymph of Diana
 

Or Venus of old. 

Vireno, Æneas,
 what worse shall I call thee? 

Barabbas go with thee! All evil befall thee! 
In your claws, ruthless robber, 

You bear away 

The heart of a meek 

Loving maid for your prey, 

Three kerchiefs you steal, 

And garters a pair, 

From legs than the whitest 

Of marble more fair; 

And the sighs that pursue thee 

Would burn to the ground 

Two thousand Troy Towns, 

If so many were found. 

Vireno, Æneas, what worse shall I call thee? 

Barabbas go with thee! All evil befall thee! 
May no bowels of mercy 

To Sancho be granted, 

And your Dulcinea 

Be left still enchanted, 

May your falsehood to me 

Find its punishment in her, 

For in my land the just 

Often pays for the sinner. 

May your grandest adventures 

Discomfitures prove, 

May your joys be all dreams, 

And forgotten your love. 

Vireno, Æneas, what worse shall I call thee? 

Barabbas go with thee! All evil befall thee! 

May your name be abhorred 

For your conduct to ladies, 

From London to England, 

From Seville to Marchena;
 

May your cards be unlucky, 

Your hands contain never a 

King, ten, or ace 

When you play cards;

When your corns are cut 

May it be to the quick; 

When your grinders are drawn 

May the roots of them stick. 

Vireno, Æneas, what worse shall I call thee? 

Barabbas go with thee! All evil befall thee! 

While the stricken maiden was thus complaining, don Quixote was looking at her fixedly, and without responding with a single word, he turned to face Sancho and said: “On the lives of your forebears, Sancho mío, I beg you to tell me the truth. Do you, by chance, have the three kerchiefs and the garters that this enamored young woman has mentioned?”

“I have the three kerchiefs,” responded Sancho, “but as for the garters, that’s a bunch of nonsense.”

The duchess was amazed at the brazenness of Altisidora, who, although held her to be daring, light‑hearted, and free-and-easy, they never thought she would dare to do such an audacious thing. And since the duchess wasn’t privy to this trick, her wonder grew.

The duke was eager to bolster the prank and said: “It doesn’t seem right to me, señor knight, since you were so well received in this my castle, for you to have dared to take the three kerchiefs, if not the garters of my maiden as well. This is a sign of ill-will and it doesn’t reflect your fame. Return the garters. If you don’t, I challenge you to a mortal battle, and you need not fear that mischievous enchanters will change my form or face, as happened with Tosilos, my groom, who entered into battle with you.”

“God forbid,” responded don Quixote, “that I should take my sword out against your illustrious person, from whom I’ve received so many favors. I can return the kerchiefs because Sancho has them. It’s impossible to give back the garters, because I never had them nor did he, and if your maiden wishes to look in her hiding places, no doubt she’ll find them. I, señor duke, have never been a thief in my entire life, as long as God holds me in his hand. As this maiden confesses, she’s speaking as a woman in love, for which I’m not to blame, and so I don’t have to beg her pardon nor yours, who I hope will have a higher opinion of me, and give me leave once again to continue my journey.”

“May God give señor don Quixote such a good journey,” said the duchess, “that we may always hear good news of your deeds. Go with God, for the longer you stay, you increase the fire that burns in the hearts of the maidens who gaze at you. And as for my maiden, I’ll punish her so that from now on she’ll not let either her eyes nor her tongue go astray.”

“I would like you to hear just one more word, brave don Quixote,” Altisidora said, “and that is that I beg your pardon for the theft of the garters because, before God and my soul, I’m wearing them, and I made the blunder of the man who, while riding his donkey, was looking for him.”

“Didn’t I say so?” said Sancho. “A fine one I am to hide thefts. If I had wanted to steal, there were plenty of occasions while I was a governor.”

Don Quixote bowed his head to the duke and duchess and to all those who were in attendance, and turning Rocinante’s reins, with Sancho following on his grey, he left the castle, on the road toward Zaragoza. 

​

Chapter LVIII. Which deals with how so many adventures rained onto don Quixote that each one had no room to move about.
When don Quixote saw himself in the open, free and unencumbered from the wooings of Altisidora, it seemed to him that he was in his element once more and that his spirits were strong enough to pursue the business of chivalry again. Turning toward Sancho he said: “Freedom, Sancho, is one of the most precious gifts that heaven ever gave to man. Neither the treasures hidden in the earth nor those the sea covers can equal it. For freedom, as well as for honor, one can and should risk one’s life. And the opposite is also true—captivi​ty is the worst evil that can befall men.

“I say this, Sancho, because you’ve witnessed the entertainment and the abundance that we had in that castle we left. Well, right in the middle of those delicious banquets and beverages made from snow, it seemed to me I’d been placed in the straits of hunger, because I couldn’t enjoy them with the same joy than if they had been my own. The sense of obligation imposed by the benefits and favors received are fetters that prevent one’s free will from flourishing. Fortunate is he whom heaven has given a piece of bread, without his having to thank anyone other than heaven itself!”

“With all that your grace has told me,” said Sancho, “it’d be good to be grateful for these two hundred gold escudos I am carrying over my heart like a plaster and tonic, for any needs that may come up. We won’t always find castles to welcome us, but sometimes we may find inns where we’ll get beaten up.”

In these and other conversations the knight and his squire went along, and after they had gone a little more than a league, they saw about a dozen men dressed as peasants eating lunch on their capes in a little green meadow. Next to them they had what looked like white sheets covering some items spread out here and there, some of which were standing up and others lying on their sides.

Don Quixote went over to those who were eating, and greeting them first of all in a courteous way, he asked them what those items were that the sheets were covering. One of them answered: “Señor, under these sheets are some sculpted statues made of wood for an altarpiece we’re making in our village. We’re carrying them covered so they won’t lose their sheen, and on our shoulders so that they won’t break.”

“If you please,” responded don Quixote, “I’d like to see them since statues that are carried with such care must be good.”

“And are they!” said another one. “If not, let their cost speak for them, for in truth none of them is worth less than fifty ducados, so you can see it’s true. Wait a moment, and you’ll see them with your own eyes.”

He stopped eating and stood up, and went over to take off the covering from the first statue, which prov​ed to be of Saint George
 on horseback, with a serpent coiled at his feet looking as fierce as one usually sees it repre​sented, and with the saint’s lance stuck in its mouth. The whole statue seemed to be made of shining gold, as they say. When don Quixote saw it, he said: “This knight was one of the best errants that the divine militia possessed. He was called Saint George, and he was, in addition, a great defender of maidens. Let’s see the next one.”

The man uncovered it, and it seemed to be Saint Martin
 on horseback who was sharing part of his cape with the poor man, and hardly had don Quixote seen it when he said: “This knight also was a Christian adventurer, and I think he was more liberal than brave, as you can see, Sancho, because he’s sharing half his cape with the poor man, and it doubtless was winter then, for if it weren’t, he would have given it all to him, so charitable he was.”

“It probably wasn’t that,” said San​cho, “but rather he must have been thinking of the proverb they say, which is «to give and to retain, one needs a good brain».”

Don Quixote laughed, and asked them to take off the next sheet, under which was seen a statue of the patron saint of Spain
 on horseback with his bloodied sword, running over Moors and trampling heads, and when he saw it he said: “This certainly is the knight of the squadrons of Christ; this one is called Saint Jam​es, Moor slay​er, one of the bravest saints and knights the world, and now heaven, ever had.”

Then they took off another sheet that seemed to have covered the fall of Saint Paul from the horse, with all the details typically found in such representations. When he saw it so lifelike, it looked like Christ was talking to him and he was responding. “This man,” said don Quixote, “was the greatest enemy of the Chur​ch of Our Lord in his time, and he was also the greatest defender that the Church ever had, a knight errant in life and a steadfast saint in death. A tireless worker in the garden of the Lord, a teacher of the gentiles whose school was heaven, and the professor and master who taught him was Jesus Christ himself.”

There were no more statues, and so don Quixote asked that they be covered again, and said to those who were transporting them: “I consider having seen what I’ve seen to be a good omen, brothers, because these saints and knights professed what I profess, which is the exercise of arms. The only difference between them and me is that they were saints and battled in a heavenly way, whereas I’m a sinner and I battle in a secular way. They conquered heaven by force of arms, because heaven suffers violence,
 and up until now I don’t know what I’m conquering by dint of my labors. But if my Dulcinea del Toboso is able to be released from her own travails, both my luck and mind will get better, and it may be that my steps will lead me to a better road than the one I’m on.”

“«May God hear it, and sin be deaf»,” said Sancho in response.

The men were amazed at the figure and words of don Quixote, without understanding half of what he meant by them. They finished their meal, packed up their statues, bade farewell to don Quixote, and continued their journey.

Sancho, once again, as if he’d never before met his master, marveled at what he knew, seeming to him that there wasn’t a story in the world, nor an event he didn’t have written on his fingernail or nailed into his memory, and he said to him: “In truth, señor master, if what has happened to us can be called an adventure, it has been among the calmest and sweetest ones in the course of our pilgrimage. We have come out with no whacks or suffering of any kind, nor have we taken up our swords, nor have our bodies been tossed to the ground, nor were we left hungry. Blessed be God for having allowed me to witness such a thing with my own eyes!”

“You’re right, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “but you must consider that all times are not one, nor do they all run the same course, and what the public commonly calls good omens, since they aren’t based on natural reason at all, should be considered as fortunate events by the wise. One of these soothsayers leaves his house in the morning, chancing to meet a friar of the blessed order of Saint Francis,
 and as if he has come up against a griffin, he turns right round and goes back home. Then again a Mendoza
 spills some salt on the table, and melancholy spills onto his heart, as if nature were obliged to give signs about up-coming misfortunes by means of things of so little importance as the ones I mentioned. The wise person and the Christian shouldn’t go trying to figure out what heaven wants to do. Scipio
 arrives on African soil, and stumbles and falls to the ground. His soldiers think it’s a bad omen, but he takes the earth in his hands and says: ‘You cannot get away from me, Africa, because I have you clutched in my arms.’ So, Sancho, having found those statues is for me a very fortunate incident.”

“I can believe it,” responded Sancho, “and I’d like your grace to explain to me for what reason Spaniards, when they’re on the point of attacking in battle, invoke that Saint James Moor-slayer by crying «Saint James and close Spain!» Is Spain by chance open, and how can he close it, or what kind of ceremony is it?”

“You’re very simple, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “and look! God has given to Spain this great knight with the red cross
 as its patron saint and protector, especially in the rigorous battles the Spaniards have had with the Moors, so they invoke him and call him to be their protector in all battles they engage in, and many times he has been visible during these battles, knocking down, trampling, destroying, and killing the Muhammadan squadrons, and one could relate many examples of this truth from true Spanish histories.”

Sancho changed the subject saying: “I’m amazed, señor about the brazenness of Altisidora, that maiden of the duchess. She must have been cruelly wounded and pierced by Cupid, whom they say is a little blind boy who is a bit bleary-eyed, or better said, completely blind, and if he takes aim on a heart, no matter how small it is, he hits it straight on and splits it in two with his arrows. I’ve heard also that timid and modest girls make the arrows of Cupid blunt. But in the case of Altisidora they seem to be sharper rather than duller.” 

“Consider, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “that Cupid knows no respect nor observes any restraints of reason in his doings, and he’s quite like Death in that he goes to castles of kings as well as the humble huts of shepherds, and when he takes entire possession of a soul, the first thing he does is to remove all timidity and shame. So that’s why Altisidora declared her wishes so shamelessly, and they engendered more confusion than compassion in my heart.”

“What shameful cruelty!” said Sancho. “What unheard-of ingratitude! On my part, I know that I’d give in and submit to hear the least mention of love. Son of a bitch! What a heart of marble, what guts of bronze, what a soul of mortar! But I can’t see what is it the maiden saw in you to yield and submit in that way. What grace was it, what dash, what wit, what handsome face—which of these things by itself or all together caused her to fall in love with you? In truth, in truth, many times I stop to look at your grace from the tips of your feet to the last hair on your head, I see more things that cause fright than inspire love. And I’ve also heard that the first and principal thing that arouses love is beauty, and since your grace has none at all, I don’t see what the poor thing fell in love with.” 

“Listen, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “there are two types of beauty—one is of the soul and the other is of the body; the beauty of the soul flourishes and is seen through one’s intellect, in one’s chastity, good behavior, liberality, and good upbringing, and all of these traits can be found in an ugly man; and when one goes to examine this beauty—and not the beauty of the body—love generally is born with great impetus and with superiority. I, Sancho, realize that I’m not handsome, but also I know that I’m not deformed, and it’s enough for a man not to be a monster to be well-loved, as long as he has the qualities of the soul that I’ve mentioned.”

With these words and conversations they began entering into a forest that was off the road, and suddenly, without realizing it, don Quixote found himself entangled in a green net stretched between some trees.

Since he couldn’t figure out what it could be, he said to Sancho: “It seems to me, Sancho, these nets must be announcing one of the rarest adventures that can be imagined. May they kill me if the enchanters who pursue me don’t want to tangle me up in them, and slow my journey, as if to avenge the harshness I showed Altisidora. Well, I guarantee them that if these nets, instead of being made of green cord, were made of hardest diamonds, or even were stronger than the material that the jealous god of blacksmiths
 used to ensnare Venus and Mars,
 I would break through them as if they were made of rushes or cotton thread.”

And as he tried to go forward and break through them all, suddenly from among some trees, two very beautiful shepherdesses came out—at least they were dressed up as shepherdesses—but their jackets and skirts were made of fine brocade, and their skirts were made of very elegant golden silk. Their hair was hung loose about their shoulders, and in their blondness could compete with the rays of the sun itself, and was crowned with interwoven garlands of green laurel and red amaranth.
 Their age appeared to be no less than fifteen nor more than eighteen. This was such a sight that it amazed Sancho, confused don Quixote, and caused the sun to stop in its orbit just to see them, and all of them stood in marvelous silence.

Finally, the first one to speak was one of the country girls who said: “Stop, señor knight, and don’t break our nets—they’re not there to endanger you, but rather are stretched out for our entertainment. And because I know you’re going to ask why we’ve put them there and who we are, I’ll tell you in a few words. In a village about two leagues from here, where there are many rich and important people and many hidalgos, some of our friends and relatives decided—with their children, wives and daughters, neighbors, friends and relatives—to come here and enjoy this site, which is one of the nicest spots in this whole area. We have made a new pastoral Arcadia—the girls dressing up as shepherdesses and the boys as shepherds. We have memorized two eclogues, one by the famous poet Garcilaso, and the other by the very excellent Camões,
 in his own Portuguese language, but we haven’t recited them yet. We’ve set up some field tents, as they’re called, under these branches, on the banks of a brimming stream that nourishes these meadows. We stretched these nets last night to deceive the simple birds who, frightened by our noise, will get caught in them. If you would like to be our guest, señor, you will be received and treated kindly, liberally, and courteously, because for the time being, no cares or melancholy will enter this place.”

She stopped and said no more. To which don Quixote responded: “Certainly, beautiful señora, Antæon
 couldn’t have been more amazed when he saw Diana bathe herself than I am astonished to see your beauty. I praise the reason for your entertainment, and am grateful for your offer, and if I can serve you, you can be assured that I’ll obey whatever you might command, because my profession is none other than to show myself grateful and to be kind to all persons, especially those of rank, which you show yourselves to be, and if these nets—instead of covering the small area that they do—covered the entire earth, I would seek new worlds to cross in order to avoid breaking them. And so that you can give some credit to my exaggeration, I want you to know that the one making this promise is none other than don Quixote de La Mancha, if that name has reached your ears.”

“Ay! friend of my soul,” said the other country girl to the first one, “what a great stroke of luck has befallen us! You see this man before us? Well, I want you to know that he’s the most valiant, the most enamored, and the most courteous man in the world, if a history circulating in printed form dealing with his deeds doesn’t lie and deceive us. And I’ll bet that this good man who accompanies him is Sancho Panza, his squire, whose repartees none can rival.”

“That’s the truth,” said Sancho, “because I’m that funny fellow and that squire that your grace has mentioned, and this man is my master, don Quixote de La Mancha himself, who is told about in histories.”

“Ay!”said the other one, “let’s beg him, my friend, to stay. Our parents, brothers, and sisters will be extremely pleased he’s here. I’ve also heard about his bravery and elegance, just as you’ve said, and especially that they say that he’s the most constant and loyal lover known, and his lady is a certain Dulcinea del Toboso, to whom all of Spain concedes the palm of beauty.”

Just then a brother of one of the two shepherdesses came over to the four of them, also dressed as a shepherd, with the richness and elegance that corresponded to the way the country girls were dressed. The girls told him the person with them was the brave don Quixote de La Mancha, and the other was the squire about whom he already knew for having read their history. The gallant shepherd offered his services and asked him to join them in their tents. Don Quixote felt he had to accept, so he went with them.

At this point the beating began in order to frighten the birds, and the nets filled with different ones flying into the danger they thought they were fleeing from, deceived by the color of the nets. More than thirty people gathered at that site, elegantly dressed as shepherds and shepherdesses, and in an instant they all learned who don Quixote and his squire were, which gave them no little pleasure because they had already known about him owing to his history. They went to the tents and found the tables set, well-stocked, and clean. They honored don Quixote by placing him at the head of the table.

Everyone looked at him and were amazed at what they saw. Finally, once the tablecloths were removed, with great calm don Quixote raised his voice and said: “Among the greatest sins that men commit, although some say it’s pride, I say that it’s ingratitude, keeping in line with the proverb: «hell is filled with ungrateful people». Insofar as it has been possible for me, I’ve fled from this sin from the moment I had use of my faculties. And if I cannot repay the kindness that you’re doing for me, I can substitute my desire to do so. And if this isn’t enough, I’ll make these desires known, because he who tells about and makes known the kindnesses he receives, would repay them in kind if he could, since those who receive are generally the inferiors of those who give. Thus God is above everyone because he’s the giver of all things, and the gifts of men are infinitely far from equaling those of God. Yet this poverty and want, in a certain way is made up for by gratitude.

“I, then, being grateful for the favor that has been thus done for me, and not being able to repay it in kind, constrained by the narrow limits of my ability, I offer what I can and what I have available to me. So, with your permission, I’ll proclaim for two whole days, in the middle of the royal highway that leads to Zaragoza, that these two country girls are the most beautiful and most courteous maidens in the world—excepting the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso, the only mistress of my thoughts.”

When Sancho heard this—he’d been listening with great attention—he raised his voice to say: “Is it possible that there are in the world people who dare to say and swear that my master is crazy? Tell me your graces, señores shepherds, is there a village priest, no matter how wise and studious he may be, who can say what my master has just said? Nor is there a knight errant, no matter how famous he is for his valor who can offer what my master has offered?”

Don Quixote turned toward Sancho, his face burning with anger, and said: “Is it possible, Sancho, that there is in the whole world anyone who wouldn’t say that you’re not an ignoramus lined with the same stuff and trimmed with I don’t know what kind of mischievousness and roguery? Who allows you to meddle in my affairs and proclaim if I’m wise or a blockhead? Hush, and don’t reply, but rather saddle Rocinante, if he’s unsaddled. Let’s go to make good my offer. With right on my side, you can consider vanquished anyone who might try to contradict me.”

And with a great fury and show of anger he got up from his chair leaving all those present dumbfounded, and making them wonder if they should take him to be crazy or sane. They tried to persuade him not to take on such a venture because they conceded that his gratitude was above reproach, and that new evidence wasn’t necessary to prove his valorous spirit, since those referred to in the history of his deeds were sufficient; but even so, don Quixote went ahead with his plan, mounted Rocinante, grasped his shield, took his lance, and placed himself in the middle of the royal highway not far from the green meadow. Sancho followed him on his donkey, along with all the people from the pastoral flock, eager to see where his haughty and unheard-of proposition would lead.

Once don Quixote placed himself in the middle of the highway, as I’ve told you, he pierced the air with words like these: “Oh, travelers and passers by, knights, squires, men on foot and on horseback who are traveling or will travel along this road for the next two days, I want you to know that don Quixote de La Mancha, a knight errant, is here to maintain that the nymphs that inhabit these meadows and forests surpass all of the beauty and courtesy in the world, setting aside the mistress of my soul, Dulcinea del Toboso. Anyone who believes differently, come forth. I’m waiting for you!”

He repeated these words twice, and twice they weren’t heard by any adventurer. But luck, which was guiding his affairs better than ever, ordered that in a little while a group of men on horseback could be seen on the highway, many of them with lances in their hands, traveling crowded together and moving very fast. As soon as those who were with don Quixote saw them, they turned around and got far from the highway, because they recognized that if they waited there, something bad might happen to them. Only don Quixote, with intrepid heart, held his ground, and Sancho Panza shielded himself behind Rocinante’s haunches.

The troop of lancers came, and one of them who led the group, began to shout to don Quixote: “Get off the road, you devil, because these bulls will tear you to pieces!”

“You rabble,” responded don Quixote, “for me bulls represent nothing, even though they’re fiercer than those raised on the banks of the Jarama!
 Confess, you brigands, on faith alone, that what I’ve declared here is the truth, or else you’re in battle with me.”

The cowherds couldn’t respond, nor could don Quixote get out of the way, even if he wanted. So the troop of fighting bulls along with the leading oxen, together with the multitude of cowherds and other people taking them to where they would fight the next day, trampled over don Quixote and Sancho Panza, Rocinante, and the grey, knocking them all to the ground, scattering them all over the place. Sancho was beaten up, don Quixote was frightened, Rocinante was pounded, and the grey wasn’t in very good shape. But everyone was finally able to get up, and don Quixote began staggering toward the herd, tripping and falling all the while, and shouting: “Stop and wait, you cursed rabble. Just one knight awaits you, and he isn’t of the kind that believes or says that «if the enemy flees, build a silver bridge for him»!”

But the hurrying crowd didn’t stop on this account, nor did they pay more attention to his threats than to the snows of yesteryear. Don Quixote was too drained to continue; and more angry than avenged, he sat in the middle of the road, waiting for Sancho, Rocinante, and the grey to go over to him. They finally arrived, and master and man mounted again, and without bidding farewell to the pretend or imitation Arcadia, and with more embarrassment than pleasure, went along their way.

Chapter LIX. Where an extraordinary incident befell don Quixote, which can be regarded as an adventure.
A clear and crystalline stream that don Quixote and Sancho found in a wooded area brought relief from the discourtesy of the bulls. The beaten master and man sat down on the banks of the stream and let Rocinante and the grey roam freely without headstall or bridle. Sancho went over to his saddlebags and took out what he commonly called «ordinary food». Don Quixote rinsed his mouth and washed his face, and the coolness restored his discouraged spirit somewhat. Don Quixote didn’t eat out of pure grief, and Sancho didn’t dare to touch the food he had in front of him out of pure courtesy, and he waited for his master to take the first bite. But seeing that his master was transported by his imagination, and was of no mind to put food into his mouth, Sancho, trampling over all table manners, began to stow away the bread and cheese that was spread out.

“Eat, Sancho, my friend,” said don Quixote, “sustain life, which means more to you than to me, and let me die by my own hands and thoughts and by the power of my misfortunes. I, Sancho, was born to live dying, and you to die eating, And so that you’ll see that I’m telling you the truth, consider that I’m printed in histories, famous in arms, courteous in my actions, respected by princes, and solicited by damsels. And just when I was expecting palms, triumphs, and crowns, earned by and deserved through my brave deeds, I find myself this very morning stepped on, trampled, and thrashed by the feet of filthy and vile animals. This thought blunts my incisors, dulls my molars, makes my hands numb, and removes completely any desire I might have to eat, so I plan to let myself die of hunger—the cruelest kind of death.”

“So,” said Sancho, without stopping his rapid chewing, “you won’t approve the proverb that says «let Martha die, but let her die full». I, at least, don’t plan to kill myself. I rather plan to do like the shoemaker, who stretches the leather with his teeth until he gets it to where he wants. I’ll pull on my life by eating until I get to the end determined by heaven, and I want you to know, señor, that there’s no greater folly than letting oneself despair, as you’re doing. Believe me, after you eat and have a nap on these mattresses made of green grass, you’ll feel a lot better when you wake up.”

Don Quixote planned to take Sancho’s advice, considering his words to be more those of a philosopher than an imbecile, and said to him: “If you, Sancho, would do for me what I’ll tell you now, my relief would be more certain and my suffering not as great, and that is while I’m sleeping—follow​ing your counsel—you should move a bit away from here and with Rocinante’s reins, raising your flesh into the air, give yourself three or four hundred lashes of the three-thousand-odd that you have to for the disenchantment of Dulcinea. It’s no little pity that the poor señora is enchanted through your carelessness and negligence.”

“There’s much to say on that subject,” said Sancho. “Let’s sleep for a while, the both of us, and afterwards God has said what will happen. I want your grace to know that this business of whipping oneself in cold blood is hard to bear, and more so on an ill-nourished and worse-fed body. When least you suspect it, you’ll see me turned into a sieve because of the lashes, and «where there’s life, there’s hope», I mean, I’m still alive, and I want to fulfill what I’ve promised.”

Don Quixote thanked him and ate a bit while Sancho ate a lot, and they both went to sleep, leaving the two friends and companions, Rocinante and the grey, to wander freely wherever they wanted on the abundant pasture that the meadow provided. They woke up a bit later, and got on their mounts and continued their journey, hurrying to get to an inn that, seemingly, was about a league away. I say that it was an inn because don Quixote called it that, different from his custom to call all inns castles.

So they arrived at the inn and asked the innkeeper if there was a place to stay. He answered that there was, and with all the comfort and opulence that could be found in Zaragoza. They dismounted, and Sancho took his larder to a room to which the innkeeper gave him a key. Sancho then took the animals to the stable and gave them feed, and then went to see what don Quixote—who was seated on a stone bench—wanted him to do, giving particular thanks to heaven that his master didn’t think that inn was a castle.

The dinner hour came, and they went to their rooms. Sancho asked the innkeeper what he had to give them for dinner. To which the innkeeper responded that he could ask for whatever he wanted—the inn was stocked with the little birds of the air, the larger birds that live on land, and fish from the sea.

“I don’t need all of that,” responded Sancho. “With a couple of chickens that you could roast for us we’ll have enough, because my master is delicate and doesn’t eat very much, and I’m not overly gluttonous.”

The innkeeper responded that he didn’t have any chickens because the kites had devastated them. 

“Well then, señor innkeeper,” said Sancho, “have a tender pullet broiled.”

“Pullet? My father!” responded the innkeeper. “I truth, in truth, I sent more than fifty to town yesterday to be sold. Outside of pullets, ask for anything your grace might want.”

“In that case,” said Sancho, “there must be veal or kid.”

“Right now” responded the innkeeper, “there isn’t any in the place because our stock is exhausted. But next week, there’ll be plenty to spare.”

“A lot of good that’ll do,” responded Sancho. “I’ll bet that these deficiencies will be made up by bacon and eggs.”

“By God,” responded the innkeeper, “my guest seems to have a short memory, since I just told him there were no pullets or chickens, and he wants there to be eggs. Consider other delicacies, if you want, and stop asking for chickens.”

“Let’s get down to business, by golly, and tell me once and for all what you have, and let’s stop these discussions, señor innkeeper.”

The innkeeper said: “What I really, truly have are two cows’ feet. They’re boiled with garbanzos, onions, and bacon, and right now are saying «Eat me, eat me!».”

“I claim them for myself this instant,” said Sancho, “and don’t let anyone else touch them. I’ll pay for them better than anyone else, because for me, I couldn’t want any thing else that would give me more pleasure, and it doesn’t make any difference if they’re feet or heels.”

“No one will touch them,” said the innkeeper, “because the other guests lodged here, being people of quality, have brought cooks, stewards, and stores with them.”

“As for people of quality,” said Sancho, “no one is more so than my master. But his profession doesn’t allow him to bring stores or provisions. There we are in the middle of a meadow, and we stuff ourselves with acorns or crab apples.”

This was the conversation that Sancho had with the innkeeper, and Sancho didn’t want to keep on answering his questions, becasuse he’d already asked Sancho what his master’s profession was.

Dinnertime came, then, and don Quixote was in his room when the innkeeper brought the stew, such as it was, and he sat down to eat it with great relish. It seems that in the room next door to don Quixote’s—there was no more than a slim partition between the two—don Quixote heard: “On your life, señor don Jeró­nimo, while they’re bringing dinner, let’s read another chapter from the Second Part of don Quixote de La Mancha.”

Hardly had don Quixote heard his name when he stood up and with a very alert ear listened to what they were saying about him, and he heard that already-mentioned don Jerónimo respond: “Why would your grace, señor don Juan, want us to read that foolishness, since anyone who’s read the first part of the history of don Quixote de La Mancha can’t get any pleasure from the second one.”

“Even so,” said don Juan, “it’ll be good to read it since there’s no book that’s so bad that it doesn’t have something good in it. What I like least about it is that it says that don Quixote is no longer in love with Dulcinea del Toboso.”

When don Quixote heard this, filled with wrath and dismay, raised his voice and said: “Whoever says that don Quixote de La Mancha has forgotten, or can forget Dulcinea del Toboso, I’ll make him understand with equal arms that he’s very far from the truth, because the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso cannot be forgotten, nor can don Quixote forget her. His glory is his constancy and his profession is keeping it with care and without any violence.”

“Who is speaking?” they said from the other room.

“Who should it be,” responded Sancho, “but don Quixote de La Mancha, who will make good on everything he has said and even on what he has yet to say, for «A good payer doesn’t worry about leaving a security pledge».”

As soon as Sancho said this, two gentlemen—for that’s what they appeared to be—came into their room, and one of them threw his arms around don Quixote’s neck and said to him: “Neither your presence can belie your name, nor can your name not confirm your presence. Without a doubt, you, señor, are the true don Quixote de La Mancha, north star of knight errantry, in spite of the one who wants to usurp your good name and negate your deeds, as the author of this book—which I have here to give you—has done.”

And putting the book that his companion had brought into don Quixote’s hands, don Quixote took it and, without saying a word, began to flip through the pages. After a while he gave it back, saying: “In the little bit I saw, I found three things worthy of reprimand. The first is some words I read in the prologue.
 The other is that the language is Aragonese because at times it’s written without articles.
 The third thing—and what confirms him as ignorant—is that he errs and goes astray from the truth in the most essential thing of the history, because he says here that the wife of Sancho Panza, my squire, is named Mari Gutiérrez, and that’s not what her name is—it’s Teresa Panza. And if he made such an enormous error in this important matter, he must also be mistaken in the other details of the history.”

To this Sancho said: “What a thing for a historian to do! Certainly he must really know our affairs well if he calls Teresa Panza, my wife, Mari Gutiérrez! Look at the book again, señor, and see if I’m mentioned there and if my name has been changed.”

“From what I’ve heard just now, my friend,” don Jerónimo said, “you doubtless must be Sancho Panza, the squire of señor don Quixote.”

“Yes, I am,” responded Sancho, “and proud of it.”

“So, it seems,” said the gentleman, “this modern author doesn’t treat you with the decency your person requires. He described you as a glutton and a fool, not at all witty, and quite different from the other Sancho described in the first part of the history of your master.”

“May God forgive him,” said Sancho. “He should have left me in my corner without remembering me at all because «he who knows how should play the song» and «Saint Peter is well off in Rome».”

The two gentlemen asked don Quixote to join them for dinner in their room because they well knew that there was nothing appropriate for him in that inn. Don Quixote, who was always courteous, accepted their invitation and ate with them. Sancho stayed back, with full power over the stew. He sat at the head of the table with the innkeeper, who was no less appreciative of cows’ feet.

During dinner don Juan asked don Quixote what news he had of señora Dulcinea del Toboso—if she’d gotten married, had given birth, or was pregnant, if her virginity was still intact, preserving her virtue and decorum—and aware of the loving thoughts of señor don Quixote. 

To which don Quixote responded: “Dulcinea is a virgin, and my thoughts are firmer than ever. Our relationship is unfruitful as always. Her beauty has been transformed into a low peasant.”

And then he began to recount, point by point, the enchantment of señora Dulcinea, and what had happened in the Cave of Montesinos, with the order that Merlin had given as to how to disenchant her, which was by means of Sancho’s lashes.

Great was the pleasure the gentlemen got from hearing don Quixote relate the strange events of his history, and they were as astonished with his nonsense as they were with the elegant way he had of expressing himself. Sometimes they thought he was clever and other times he seemed to slip into being a numbskull, and they couldn’t tell how far he went in either direction.

When Sancho finished eating, he left the innkeeper drunk and went to the room where his master was; and when he went in he said: “May they kill me, señores, if the author of that book wants to get in my good graces. Now that he’s called me a glutton I wonder if he calls me a drunk as well.”

“Yes, he does,” said don Jerónimo. “I don’t remember exactly how, although I know that the words are offensive, and besides, they’re untrue, as I can easily see on the face of the good Sancho who is here present.”

“Believe me,” said Sancho, “the Sancho and the don Quixote in that history must be different from those who appear in the one by Cide Hamete Benengeli, which is us—my master brave, shrewd, and in love; and me, simple amusing, and neither a glutton nor a drunk.”

“That’s what I think,” said don Juan, “and it if were possible, it should be ordered that no one except Cide Hamete Benengeli, its first author, should dare to write about things pertaining to don Quixote, just as Alexander the Great would have no one paint his portrait except Apelles.”
 

“Anyone can paint me who wants to,” said don Quixote, “but let him treat me right. «Patience often stumbles when they load it with too many offenses».”

“There’s no offense,” said don Juan, “done to don Quixote that he cannot avenge, unless he wards it off on the shield of his patience, which, in my opinion, is strong and great.”

In these and other conversations they spent a large part of the night, and although don Juan wanted don Quixote to read more from the book, to see where there were discrepancies, they couldn’t convince him to do it, since he said that he considered it already read and confirmed it to be all nonsense. And he didn’t want the author—in case he heard that don Quixote had held the book in his hands—to flatter himself thinking that he’d read it, since our thoughts should be protected from obscene things, and from our eyes even more so.

They asked him where he was headed. He responded that he was going to Zaragoza to participate in some jousts held there every year and whose prize was a suit of armor. Don Juan told him that the new history related that don Quixote, whoever he was, had gone to Zaragoza to pierce the ring with his lance, an episode that was lacking in invention, poor in its vocabulary, and poorer still in style, although rich in foolishness.

“For that reason,” responded don Quixote, “I’ll never set foot in Zaragoza, and in this way I’ll expose to the world the lies of this modern historian, and people will be able to see that I’m not the don Quixote mentioned there.”

“That’s a good idea,” said don Jerónimo. “There are other jousts in Barcelona where señor don Quixote can show his valor.”

“That’s what I plan to do,” said don Quixote. “Permit me, for it’s late, to go to bed, and consider me among the number of your best friends and greatest servants.”

“Me, too,” said Sancho, “maybe I’ll be good for something.”

With this they bade farewell, and don Quixote and Sancho retired to their room leaving don Juan and don Jerónimo astonished with the mixture of wisdom and nonsense they had seen in don Quixote, and they truly believed that these were the real don Quixote and Sancho, and not those described by the Aragonese author. Don Quixote got up early, and knocked on the partition of the other room to say good-bye to his friends. Sancho paid the innkeeper magnificently, and advised him either to praise his provisions less, or to be better stocked.

Chapter LX. About what befell don Quixote along the way to Barcelona.
The morning was cool, and the day promised to be as well, when don Quixote left the inn, having first found out what the shortest way to go to Barcelona was without setting foot in Zaragoza, such was his desire to prove untruthful the new historian who they said had abused him so.

It happened, then, that in more than six days nothing happened to him that’s worthy of writing about, at the end of which, 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. Master and man dismounted, and once they had gotten comfortable against trunks of trees, Sancho (who had had an afternoon snack) allowed himself to plunge headlong through the doors of sleep, but don Quixote (whose thoughts kept him awake much more than his hunger did) couldn’t close his eyes, but his thoughts wandered in all directions. Now it almost seemed to him that he was in the Cave of Montesinos, watching Dulcinea transformed into a peasant, leap onto her she-ass. Later the words of the wizard Merlin about what had to be done to disenchant Dulcinea buzzed in his ears.

He despaired seeing the sloth and lack of charity on Sancho’s part, because he understood that Sancho had given himself only five lashes—a small number, and very little in comparison with the infinite number that remained. He was so vexed and angered by this that he began this discourse: “If Alexander the Great cut the Gordian knot saying: ‘It’s the same thing to cut as it is to untie it’ and for all that didn’t fail to become the lord of all of Asia, neither more nor less can happen now with the disenchantment of Dulcinea if I whip Sancho in spite of himself. If the condition for this remedy lies in Sancho receiving three thousand or so lashes, what difference is it to me if he gives them to himself or if someone else gives them to him, since the essential thing is that he gets them, no matter from where.”

With this in mind, he went over to Sancho, having first taken Rocinante’s reins, holding them so he could begin whipping with them, and began to remove the cord—for the common opinion is that he had only one—hold​ing up Sancho’s pants.

But hardly had he begun when Sancho woke up with a start and said: “What’s going on? Who’s touching me and taking my pants off?”

“I am,” responded don Quixote, “and I’ve come to make up for your deficiencies and to bring an end to my travails. I’ve come to whip you, Sancho, and to remove in part your debt. Dulcinea is languishing, you’re living without cares. I’m dying with desire, so lower your pants of your free will, for mine is to give you at least two thousand lashes in this solitude.”

“No,” said Sancho. “Don’t move another step, your grace. If not, by the true God, the deaf will hear us. The lashes I agreed to must be voluntary, and not by force, and right now I don’t feel like whipping myself. It’s enough that I give you my promise to whip and swat myself when I feel like it.”

“There’s no leaving it up to you, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “because you’re hard-hearted, and although a rustic, you have tender flesh.”

And so he struggled to remove his belt. When Sancho realized what was going on, he stood up and tackled his master, gripping him on equal terms, tripped him, and threw him to the ground on his back. He then put his right knee in don Quixote’s chest, and grasped his hands, so don Quixote could hardly move or breathe.

Don Quixote said to him: “How can you rebel against your master and natural lord, you traitor? You dare to do this to the man who gives you your bread?”

“«I neither pull down nor raise up a king»,” responded Sancho, “«I only am defending myself, for I’m my own lord».
 Your grace must promise me that you’ll be still and won’t try to whip me for now and I’ll release you, and if not: «Here you will die, you traitor, enemy of doña Sancha.»”

Don Quixote promised him, and swore that he would never again touch a hair on Sancho’s head, and that he’d leave the matter of whipping himself whenever he pleased to his free will. Sancho got up and went over some distance to lean against a tree and felt that something was touching his head. He raised his hands and discovered two feet of a person, with shoes and stockings. He trembled in fear, and rushed over to another tree where the same thing happened. He began to shout, calling don Quixote to protect him. Don Quixote went over, asking what had happened and what he was afraid of, and Sancho responded that all those trees were filled with human legs and feet.

Don Quixote felt them and realized then what it had to be, and said to Sancho: “You don’t have to be afraid, because these feet and legs you can feel but can’t see doubtless belong to outlaws and highwaymen who have been hanged in these trees. In this area, Justice, when it catches them, hangs them by twenties or thirties, so I’m led to believe I must be near Barcelona.”

And what he imagined was true.

With the dawn of day they raised their eyes and saw that the clusters were bodies of highwaymen. With the arrival of the new day, if the dead men frightened them, they were no less distressed by the sudden appearance of more than forty living ones who surrounded them, telling them in the Catalan language to make no noise and not to move until their captain arrived.

Don Quixote was on foot, his horse without a bridle, his lance leaning against a tree, and as it turns out, was without defense of any kind, so he felt it best to cross his arms and bow his head, waiting for a better time and opportunity. The highwaymen came to scrutinize the grey, and left nothing in the saddlebag and valise. It was fortunate for Sancho that he’d put the escudos from the duke and money he’d brought with him in a belt he was wearing. Yet these good folks would have even rummaged through and looked at everything that might be hidden between his clothing and flesh, if their captain hadn’t arrived just then. He appeared to be about thirty-four years old, robust, taller than average, with a stern look, and dark-complected. He was on a powerful horse and was wearing a coat of mail, and had four pistols, which in that area are called petronels, on both sides. He saw that his squires—for that’s what the people of that profession are called—were about to strip Sancho. He told them not to do it and was instantly obeyed, and that’s how the belt escaped. He was amazed to see the lance resting against the tree, the shield on the ground, and don Quixote in his armor and pensive, with the saddest and most melancholic face that sadness itself could have fashioned.

Approaching him, he said: “Don’t be so sad, my good man, because you haven’t fallen into the hands of a cruel Osiris,
 but rather into those of Roque Guinart,
 which are more compassionate than severe.”

“I’m not sad,” responded don Quixote, “because I fell into your hands, gallant Roque, whose fame knows no bounds on this earth, but rather because I was so careless that your soldiers caught me with my horse unbridled—because I was obliged, according to the laws of knight errantry, which I profess, to live in continual alert, being my own sentinel at all times. I’ll have you know, great Roque, if they had found me on horseback with my lance and shield, it would have been difficult for them to subdue me, because I’m don Quixote de La Mancha, that same one whose deeds fill the world.”

It was then that Roque realized that don Quixote’s malady was more due to madness than daring, and although he’d heard him mentioned on some occasions, he never believed that his deeds were true, nor could he be persuaded that such a condition could take over the heart of a man; and he was very pleased to meet him, to be able to touch up close what he’d heard from far away, and so he said to him: “Brave knight, don’t despair, nor consider your situation to be a catastrophe of Fortune, because it may be that through these stumblings your luck will turn around. Heaven, through strange and unheard-of roundabout ways, undreamed-of by men, tends to lift up the fallen and enrich the poor.”

Don Quixote was just about to thank him when he heard coming behind him the pounding of horses’ hooves; but there was just a single horse, on which a young man of twenty, it seemed, was racing toward them, dressed in a loose shirt and in green damask pants trimmed with gold. He was wearing a feathered hat and his tight-fitting boots were waxed. He had a golden dagger and sword, and a small musket in his hands and two pistols at his sides.

On hearing the noise, Roque turned his head and saw this handsome person, who said to him when he arrived: “I have come searching for you, valorous Roque, to find in you, if not a remedy, at least some solace for my misfortune. And so that you won’t be in suspense any longer, since I see you haven’t recognized me, I want to tell you who I am. I’m Claudia Jerónima, the daughter of Simón Forte, your staunch friend, and professed enemy of Clauquel Torrellas, who is your enemy since he’s of a rival faction. And you know that this Torrellas has a son called don Vicente Torrellas, or at least that’s what his name was not two hours ago. This man—to make the story of my misfortune short, I’ll tell you in a few words about the grief he caused me—saw me, courted me, I listened to him, I fell in love with him without my father finding out, because there’s no woman no matter how secluded and shy she may be, who doesn’t have more than enough time to put her hastily conceived desires into effect. He promised to be my husband and I to be his wife, and nothing else happened between us. I learned yesterday that he’d forgotten what he’d promised me, and was getting married to another woman. This news upset my senses and ended my patience. And since my father wasn’t in town, I put on this outfit you see me in, and spurring this horse on, I overtook don Vicente about a league from here, and without bothering to complain to him or hear his excuses, I fired these muskets at him, and these two pistols as well, and I gather I must have lodged more than two bullets in his body, opening doors out of which my honor could escape, covered in his blood. I left him there among his servants, who didn’t dare to, nor could they do anything in his defense. I’ve come looking for you so that you can help me get to France where I have relatives with whom I can live, and also to beg you to protect my father, so that don Vicente’s many relatives won’t try to take undue vengeance on him.”

Roque, astonished at the gallantry, pluck, good looks, and initiative of the beautiful Claudia, said to her: “Come, señora, and let’s go see if your enemy is dead, then we’ll figure out what is best for you.”

Don Quixote was listening attentively to what Claudia Jerónima had said and what Roque Guinart responded, and said: “Let nobody take on the defense of this woman, for I’ll do it on my own. Give me my horse and my arms, and wait for me here. I’ll go looking for this man, and dead or alive, I’ll make him keep the promise made to such a beauty.”

“Let no one doubt this,” said Sancho, “because my master is a very good matchmaker since not many days ago he made another fellow marry a maiden to who he’d broken his promise, and if it hadn’t been for the enchanters who pursue my master and changed the fellow’s face into that of a groom, by now she would have been a maiden no more.”

Roque, who was concentrating more on the beautiful Claudia’s situation than on the words of the master or the man, didn’t hear their words, and commanded his squires to give back everything they had taken from the grey and then to go back to where they had spent the night. Then he left with Claudia at full speed to find the wounded or dead don Vicente. They went to the place where Claudia had caught up to him and all they found was recently spilled blood. They raised their eyes and looked in all directions, and saw some people on the slope, They figured—and it was true—that it must be don Vicente whom his servants were carrying, dead or alive, to treat his wounds or to bury. They sped up to overtake them, and—since the people on the hill were moving slowly—they easily did so.

They found don Vicente in the arms of his servants, whom he was asking with a fatigued and weak voice to let him die there because the pain of the wounds wouldn’t allow him to go any further. Claudia and Roque jumped off their horses and ran over to him. The servants were terrified by the presence of Roque, and Claudia seemed quite disturbed when she saw the state of don Vicente. She went to him half-pitying and half-severe, and grasping his hands, she said: “If you had given me these in accordance with our agreement you would never have seen yourself in such straits.”

The wounded man opened his almost closed eyes. He recognized Claudia and said: “I can see, beautiful and deceived señora, that you were the person who has killed me, a punishment my intentions neither deserved nor caused, for with my ambitions and deeds I’ve never tried to, nor could I offend you.”

“So, it’s not true,” said Claudia, “that you were going to marry Leonora, the daughter of the rich Balvastro this morning?”

“Certainly not,” responded don Vicente. “My bad luck must have given you this news, so that you would take my life in a jealous rage, but since I’m leaving my life while in your hands and arms, I consider my luck fortunate. And to prove this truth, take my hand and receive me as your husband, if you want. I have no better way to satisfy you for the offense that you think I did you.”

Claudia took his hand and pressed it against her heart and she fell into a faint on the bloody chest of don Vicente, and he was seized by a mortal convulsion. Roque was perplexed and didn’t know what to do. The servants went to look for water to throw into their faces, which they did. Claudia came to, but don Vicente didn’t recover from his convulsion, because his life was over. When Claudia saw this, realizing that her sweet husband was no longer living, she rent the air with her sighs, pierced the sky with her complaints, tore out her hair and threw it to the winds, scratched her face with her own hands, thus showing all the pain and feeling that can be imagined of a grieving heart.

“Oh, cruel and inconsiderate woman,” she said, “how rashly you put your wicked design into effect! Oh, raging power of jealousy, to what desperate lengths you lead those that welcome you into their hearts! Oh, my husband, whose unfortunate luck, because you were my prize, has taken you from the wedding bed to the grave!”

Claudia’s ravings were so sad they brought tears to the eyes of Roque, which were not accustomed to shedding them on any occasion. The servants all wept, Claudia fainted again and again, and the surroundings seemed like a field of sadness and a place of misfortune. Roque Guinart told don Vicente’s servants to take the body to his father’s village, which was nearby, so that he could be buried. Claudia said to Roque that she wanted to go to a convent where an aunt of hers was the abbess, and she planned to spend the rest of her life there, accompanied by a better and more eternal Husband. Roque praised her good intention, and offered to accompany her wherever she wanted to go, and to defend her father from don Vicente’s relatives and from everyone else, if they tried to harm him. Claudia refused his company and thanked him for his offer, using the best words she could muster, and bade him farewell, weeping. The servants of don Vicente carried off his body, and Roque went back to his men. And this was the end of the loves of Claudia Jerónima. But what wonder, since the intrigue of her lamentable story was woven by the invincible power of jealousy?

Roque Guinart found his squires where he’d told them to go, and don Quixote was among them on Rocinante, delivering a speech to persuade them to leave that way of life, which was as dangerous for their souls as for their bodies. But since most of them were from Gascony, rustic and lawless men, don Quixote’s speech didn’t sit well with them. When Roque arrived, he asked Sancho Panza if his men had returned his belongings and precious objects they had taken from the grey. Sancho said they had, except for the three kerchiefs, which were worth three cities.

“What do you mean by that?” asked one of those present. “I have them and they’re not worth three reales.”

“That’s true,” said don Quixote, “but I can tell by what he said that my squire prizes them because of who gave them to me.”

Roque Guinart had them given back, and called his men to form a half-circle around him, and had all the clothing, jewels, and money, and everything else brought there that they had robbed since the last distribution, and after making a rough estimate, returning what couldn’t be distributed, he calculated how much money it was worth, and divided it among all his men so equally and prudently that he didn’t defraud distributive justice in any way.

Having done this—and everyone was happy, satisfied, and gratified with it—Roque said to don Quixote: “If I weren’t so meticulous with these fellows, it would be impossible to live with them.”

To which Sancho said: “By what I’ve seen here, justice is such a good thing, you have to practice it with thieves themselves.”

One of the squires heard this, and he raised the butt of his musket with which he doubtless would have opened Sancho’s head, if Roque Guinart had not shouted to him not to. Sancho was stunned, and vowed to keep his mouth shut tight while they were with those people. At this point, one of the several squires who were positioned as sentinels along the road, to see if anyone was coming along, rushed over to tell their chief what was going on, and he said: “Señor, not far from here, on the road to Barcelona a bunch of people are coming.”

To which Roque responded: “Can you tell if they’re of the kind that are looking for us or the kind we’re looking for?”

“They’re the kind we’re looking for,” responded the squire.

“Everyone get moving,” replied Roque, “and bring them to me right away, and don’t let anyone escape!”

They all went away leaving don Quixote, Sancho, and Roque alone, waiting to see what the squires would bring, and in the meantime Roque said to don Quixote: “Our way of life—new adventures, new events, all these dangers—must seem strange to you. And I don’t wonder that it would, because I really confess that there’s no way of life more nerve-wracking or more terrifying than ours. What got me into it was the desire for revenge, which can pervert the calmest of hearts. I’m compassionate and good-intentioned by nature, but as I’ve said, the desire to avenge myself of an offense done to me has brought down all my good intentions. I persevere in this calling in spite and in defiance of my better judgment. And just as one abyss calls another, and one sin calls another, these acts of revenge have been linking one to another so that I take not only mine, but I’ve taken upon myself also those of others. But God is pleased that, although I find myself in the middle of the labyrinth of my perplexity, I haven’t lost hope of getting out of it and arriving at a safe port.”

Don Quixote was amazed to hear Roque talk so elegantly, because he thought that among those whose profession it was to rob, kill, and plunder, there could be no one who had sound judgment, and he responded: “Señor Roque, the beginning of health is to recognize the illness and for the sick person to take the medicine the doctor prescribes. Your grace is sick, you recognize your illness, and heaven—or really God, who is our Doctor—will give you medicine to cure you—a bit at a time, not quickly, or by a miracle. And what’s more, wise sinners are nearer to correcting their sins than the simpletons, and since your grace has shown your judiciousness through your words, all you have to do is have a good spirit and wait for the cure for the malady of your conscience. And if your grace wants to save time and get on the road to salvation sooner, join me. I’ll teach you to be a knight errant, where one has so many travails and misadventures, that if they’re taken as a penance, in an instant they’ll have you in heaven.”

Roque had to laugh at the advice of don Quixote, and he changed the subject and told him about the tragic event about Claudia Jerónima, which grieved Sancho tremendously. The girl’s beauty, boldness, and energy had really impressed him. At this point the squires returned with their captives, bringing with them two men on horseback and two pilgrims on foot, a coach with women and up to six servants who were accompanying them on foot and on horseback, with other mule boys the gentlemen were bringing. The squires arrived surrounding them, and all of them were very still, waiting for the great Roque to speak. He asked the men who they were and where they were going, and how much money they had with them.

One of them said: “Señor, we’re two captains in the Spanish infantry. Our companies are in Naples and we’re going to embark on one of four galleys that they say are in Barcelona, with orders to go to Sicily. We have between two and three hundred escudos, and feel we’re rich and content, since the ordinary lot of soldiers doesn’t allow greater treasures.” 

Roque asked the pilgrims the same question as the captains. He was answered that they were embarking for Rome, and that between them they had about sixty reales. He also wanted to know who was in the coach, where they were going, and how much money they had. One of the men on horseback said: “My lady doña Guiomar de Quiñones, the wife of the president of the court of justice in Naples, with a small daughter, a maid, and a duenna are those that are in the coach. We’re six servants accompanying her, and our money totals six hundred escudos.”

“So,” said Roque Guinart, “we have nine-hundred escudos and sixty reales. I must have about sixty soldiers. Let’s see how much that is for each one, for I’m bad at arithmetic.”

When the highwaymen heard this, they said in a single voice: “May Roque Guinart live many years, in spite of the lladres
 who are looking for him.”

The captains looked grieved, the president of the court of justice’s wife became sad, and the pilgrims weren’t too pleased either, seeing their wealth confiscated. Roque held them all in suspense for a while, but he didn’t want their sadness to last, for it was easy to recognize a musket-shot away; and turning to the captains, he said: “Your graces, señores captains, out of courtesy, please lend me sixty escudos, and the señora president of the court of justice’s wife, eighty to satisfy this squadron that accompanies me, because «the abbot dines on what he sings». And then you can continue traveling freely for I’ll give you a safe-conduct pass so that if you run into any other of my squadrons I’ve scattered around this area, they will do you no harm, because it’s not my intention to harm soldiers or any woman, especially those of high social status.”

The captains thanked Roque with many cordial words for being courteous and liberal, for that’s how they considered his having left them with their money. Señora Guiomar de Quiñones tried to jump out of the coach and kiss the feet and hands of the great Roque, but he wouldn’t hear of it. He rather begged their pardon for the wrong done her, since he had to comply with the obligations required by his wicked calling. The lady had a servant of hers hand over the eighty escudos that were assessed, and the captains gave their sixty.

The pilgrims were going to tender their pittance, but Roque told them to stay still, and turning toward his men, said: “Of these escudos, two will be given to each one of you, and that leaves twenty left over. Ten of them will be given to these pilgrims and the other ten will go to this good squire so that he’ll have something good to say about this adventure.”

They then brought Roque material to write with—which he always had at hand—and gave them passes addressed to the captains of his squadrons, and bade them farewell, leaving them all in admiration of his nobility, gallant demeanor, and unusual conduct, holding him to be more an Alexander the Great than a well-known thief.

One of the squires said in his Gascon/Catalan language:
 “This captain of ours is better suited to be a frade
 than a highwayman. If he wants to show how liberal he is from now on, let him do it with his own money, not ours.”

The unfortunate fellow didn’t speak so softly that Roque couldn’t hear, and he took out his sword and almost split the fellow’s head in two, saying: “This is the way I punish insolent and daring men.”

Everyone was stunned, and no one dared to say anything, such was the submission to his authority. Roque drew away and wrote a letter to a friend of his in Barcelona, advising him that the famous don Quixote de La Mancha—that knight errant about whom so many things were being said—was with him, and that he wanted him to know that he was the most amusing and the most intelligent man in the world, and that four days hence, which was the day of St. John the Baptist,
 he would lead him right to the beach of the city, in full armor, on Rocinante, his horse, and also Sancho on his donkey, and that he should let his friends the Niarros know, so that they could be entertained by them. Similarly, he didn’t want the Cadells,
 his enemies, to participate in this entertainment. He realized, though, that this would be impossible, since the crazy doings and shrewdness of don Quixote and the witticisms of Sancho Panza couldn’t fail to delight everyone. He sent this letter with one of his squires, who changed his outfit from that of a highwayman to that of a peasant, and delivered it in Barcelona to the person to whom it was addressed.

Chapter LXI. About what happened to don Quixote as he entered Barcelona, with other things that are truer than they are clever.
For three days and nights don Quixote stayed with Roque, and had he stayed three hundred years, there still would have been new things to learn and cause wonder about in his way of life. They would wake up here, they ate lunch over there, sometimes they fled not knowing from whom, and other times they waited without knowing for whom. They slept on horseback, and interrupted their sleep by moving from one place to another. Their whole life was placing spies, listening to sentinels, and blowing on the wicks of their muskets,
 but they had few of these since they all used flint-pistols. Roque spent the nights separated from his men in places where they couldn’t know where he was, because the viceroy of Barcelona had issued several edicts against his life, and he was nervous and fearful, and didn’t dare confide in anyone, afraid that even his own men would either kill him or hand him over to the authorities—a miserable and vexing way of life to be sure.

So, by lesser-used roads, short cuts, and secret paths, Roque, don Quixote, and Sancho left with six other squires for Barcelona. They arrived at the beach there the night before Saint John the Baptist’s day. Roque embraced don Quixote and Sancho (to whom he gave the ten escudos that he’d promised but hadn’t yet handed over), and they took their leave, offering a thousand services to each other.

Roque went back and don Quixote stayed there waiting for daybreak on horseback, and he didn’t have to wait long for the shining Aurora to show her face in the balconies of the East, gladdening the grass and flowers, and at that same instant, ears were gladdened by the music of chirimías and drums, the ringing of jingle bells, and the shouts of “Make way, make way,” given by runners coming from town. Aurora gave way to the sun, who, with a face larger than a shield, starting at the horizon, began to rise little by little. Don Quixote and Sancho looked all around and saw the sea, which they had never seen before; it seemed very wide and vast, and considerably larger than the Lagunas de Ruidera that they had seen in La Mancha. They saw galleys along the beach that, when they had rolled up their awnings,
 seemed covered with pennants that fluttered in the wind and even kissed and swept the surface of the water. From inside came the music of trumpets and chirimías, which from near and far filled the air with military melodies. The galleys began to move about and engage in a mock skirmish in the calm waters, and almost in imitation of them came from the city a large number of knights mounted on horses, with handsome liveries. Soldiers on the ships shot a great deal of artillery, and those along the walls and forts of the city responded, and the shot from heavy cannons broke into the wind, and the large maritime cannons aboard the galleys responded to them. The sea was merry, the earth cheerful, the air clear, but darkened at times by the smoke from the artillery; all this appeared to instill all the people with instant pleasure.

Sancho couldn’t imagine how those hulks moving around the sea could have so many feet. Just then, all those in liveries raced up to don Quixote with shouts, Arabic war cries, and uproar. He was amazed and astonished. One of them, the person Roque had written to, said in a loud voice to don Quixote: “Welcome to our city, mirror, lantern, and north star of knight errant​ry, and everything else that goes along with it. Welcome, I say, to the valiant don Quixote de La Mancha, not the false, not the fictional, not the apocryphal one written about in false histories, but rather the true, real, and faithful one described to us by Cide Hamete Benen​geli, the flower of historians.”

Don Quixote couldn’t say a thing, and the knights didn’t wait for a response, but, whirling about on their horses with those who followed, began to prance all around don Quixote, who, turning to Sancho, said: “These people have recognized us. I’ll bet they’ve read our history, and even the one recently printed by the Aragonese fellow.”

The knight who spoke first to don Quixote came back and said to him: “Your grace, señor don Quixote, come with us. We’re your servants and great friends of Roque Guinart.”

To which don Quixote responded: “If courtesy engenders courtesy, yours, señor knight, must be the child, or a close relative of that of the great Roque. Take me to wherever you want, for I’ve no will other than yours, and more so if you want to use my desire to serve you.”

With words no less courteous than these the knight answered him, and gathering him in their midst, to the music of the chirimías and the drums, they went toward the city. When they were in the city, the devil—who makes all bad things happen—and the boys, who are worse than the devil, two of them, mischievous and daring, threaded themselves through the crowd and with one of them raising the donkey’s tail and the other raising Rocinante’s, they stuck in bunches of furze.
 The poor animals immediately felt a different kind of spur, and, as they pressed their tails do​wn they increased their torment in such a way that they bucked a thousand times and threw their riders to the ground. Don Quixote was embarrassed and offended, and went to remove the plumage from the tail of his nag, and Sancho did the same for his grey. Those who were leading don Quixote wanted to punish the daring of the boys, but it wasn’t possible since they were now mixed in with a thousand people who were following. Don Quixote and Sancho mounted again and with the same applause and music they arrived at the house of their guide, which was large and princely, that is, like that of a rich gentleman, where we will leave him for the time being, for that’s what Cide Hamete wants.

Chapter LXII. Which deals with the adventure of the enchanted head, with other folderol that has to be revealed. 
Don Antonio Moreno was the name of don Quixote’s host, a rich and witty gentleman, and a lover of harmless diversions. When don Quixote was in his house, he began looking for ways to put his madness on display without harming him, because no practical joke that hurts anyone is good, nor are there any worthy pastimes that harm anyone. The first thing he did was to have his armor removed and put him on display in that tight chamois outfit of his—as we have described many times—on a balcony that overlooked one of the main streets of the city, visible to people and boys who looked at him as they would a monkey. Once again the liveried horsemen began to cavort about as if they were doing it especially for his benefit rather than to celebrate that festive day. And Sancho was extremely happy since it seemed to him that they had found—and he didn’t know how or why—another Camacho’s wedding, another house like don Diego de Miranda’s, and another castle like the duke’s.

Some of don Antonio’s friends ate lunch with him that day, all of them honoring and treating don Quixote as a knight errant, which made him act in a vain and pompous way, and he couldn’t contain his joy. Sancho’s drolleries were so many that the servants in the house, and everyone else who could hear him, hung on every word. While they were at the table, don Antonio said to Sancho: “We have heard, good Sancho, that you’re such a fan of creamed chicken and meat balls that if you have some left over, you keep them inside your shirt for the next day.”

“No, señor, that’s not true,” responded Sancho, “because I’m more of a clean person than a glutton, and my master don Quixote, here present, knows quite well that we can live off a handful of acorns or walnuts for a week. The truth is that «if they give me a heifer, I run for the halter». I mean, I eat what I’m given, and take things as they come. And whoever may have said that I’m an excessive eater and not a clean one, you can be sure he’s wrong. And I’d say they were lying if it weren’t for the respect I have for those sitting at this table.”

“Indeed,” said don Quixote, “Sancho’s moderation and cleanliness in eating can be recorded and engraved on plaques of bronze for the lasting memory for ages to come. It’s true that when he’s hungry he does seem a bit of a glutton since he eats quickly, chewing on both sides of his mouth. But his cleanliness is always as it should be; and while he was a governor he even learned to eat in a most fastidious way, eating grapes, and even seeds of a pomegranate, with a fork.”

“Do you mean,” said don Antonio, “that Sancho has been a governor?”

“Yes,” responded Sancho, “of an ínsula called Barataria. I governed it perfectly for ten days. During that time I lost tranquillity and I learned to scorn all the governments in the world. I left fleeing from it and I fell into a cave where I thought I would die, and from which I was saved by a miracle.”

Don Quixote related in detail the course of Sancho’s government that pleased the listeners greatly. Once the tablecloths were removed, don Antonio took don Quixote by the hand and led him to an out-of-the way room in which there was no furniture other than a table, seemingly made of jasper, the base of which was made of the same material, and on top of which there was a statue, done in the style of the Roman emperors, head and shoulders only—and it seemed to be made of bronze. Don Antonio walked with don Quixote around the table a number of times after which he said: “Now, señor don Quixote, that I’m confident no one is listening to us and the door is closed, I want to relate to your grace one of the rarest adventures, or better said, novelties, that can be imagined, provided that your grace will deposit it in the innermost rooms of secrecy.”

“I so swear,” responded don Quixote, “and I’ll even place a stone slab on top for greater security, because I want your grace to know, señor don Antonio”—for by then he knew his name—“that you’re speaking with someone who, although he has ears to hear, has no tongue with which to speak. So you can say whatever is in your heart to mine in complete safety, and can be sure that you’ve flung it into the abyss of silence.”

“On the faith of that promise,” responded don Antonio, “I want you to marvel at what you will see and hear, and give me some relief for the heartache that not being able to communicate my secrets has given me, for they’re not to be revealed to just anyone.”

Don Quixote was in suspense, wondering where all these precautions were leading. Don Antonio took his hand and guided it over the bronze head, over the whole table, and on the jasper base it stood on, and then said: “This head, señor don Quixote, was made by one of the greatest enchanters and sorcerers the world has ever had. I think he was Polish by birth and a disciple of the famous Escotillo,
 about whom so many marvels are told. He was here in my house, and for the price of a thousand escudos, made this head that has the properties and power to answer whatever you ask at its ear. This fellow noted the orbit of the heavenly bodies, made magic signs, observed the stars, looked at the points of the celestial sphere, and finally, made it with the perfection we’ll see tomorrow, because it doesn’t talk on Fridays. And because today is Friday, we have to wait until tomorrow. During this time you can be thinking about what you want to ask. By experience I know that he speaks the truth in whatever he says.”

Don Quixote marveled at the power and properties of the head, and almost didn’t believe don Antonio. But when he saw how little time he had to wait to find out, he decided not to say anything else except to thank him for telling him such a great secret. They left the room and don Antonio locked the door with a key and went into a room where the others were.

In the meantime Sancho had related many of the adventures and experiences that had happened to them. That afternoon they took don Quixote out for a ride, not in armor, but in street clothes, wearing a short-sleeved cape made of tawny cloth that could have made ice itself sweat. They had the servants entertain Sancho so that he wouldn’t leave the house. Don Quixote rode, not on Rocinante, but rather on a large mule with an even step, and elegantly decorated. They put the cape on his shoulders, and without him noticing it, they had attached onto it a parchment patch on which they had written in large letters: This is don Quixote de La Mancha. When they began their stroll the sign drew the eyes of all who came to see him and when they read This is don Quixote de La Mancha, don Quixote marveled that everyone who looked at him called him by name and recognized him. He turned toward don Antonio, who was at his side, and said to him: “Knight errantry embraces such privileges that it makes the man who professes it known and famous all over the earth. Just look, your grace, señor don Antonio—even the boys of this city, who have never seen me before, recognize me.

“That’s true, senor don Quixote,” responded don Antonio, “for just as a fire cannot be concealed, virtue cannot fail to be recognized, and the kind of virtue that derives from the profession of arms shines and flourishes above all others.”

It happened, then, that as don Quixote was enjoying this acclaim, a Castilian read the sign on his back, raised his voice, and said: “Don Quixote can go to hell! How did you last so long without being killed by all the maulings you had? You’re crazy, and if you were just crazy alone and by yourself, it wouldn’t be so bad. But you have the capacity to make all those who deal with and accompany you crazy as well. If you doubt it, look at these people with you. Go home, you idiot, and take care of your estate, your wife, and children, and leave this nonsense that eats away at your brain and skims off your intelligence.”

“Brother,” said don Antonio, “move on and don’t give advice where it’s not asked for. Señor don Quixote de La Mancha is quite sane and we who accompany him are not fools. Virtue is to be honored wherever it’s to be found. Go away and bad luck to you, and don’t meddle where you’re not called.”

“By golly, your grace is right,” responded the Castilian, “because to advise this good fellow is to «kick against the pricks». But even so, I think it’s a pity that this good mind, which they say this fool has, should leak out through the channel of his knight-errantry. And the bad luck your grace mentioned be upon me and all my descendants, though I live longer than Methuselah, if I offer further advice to anybody, whether they ask me for it or not.”

The «advisor» went away, and the tour continued. But the crush of people was so great because the boys and the rest of the people were reading the sign, that don Antonio was forced to take it off, pretending he was removing something else.

When night fell, they went home, and there was a dancing party with ladies. Don Antonio’s wife, who was a woman of quality, merry, beautiful, and keen-witted, invited several lady friends to come and honor their guest and enjoy his unheard-of lunacies. Some of them came, and a splendid dinner was provided. The dancing party began a little before ten o’clock in the evening. Among the ladies there were two mischievous jokesters who, although they were very virtuous, were carefree, and this made for some pranks that would be pleasurable, but wouldn’t humiliate anyone. These two were so persistent in inviting don Quixote to dance that they thoroughly exhausted him, both in body and in soul. It was something to see, that figure of don Quixote, long, lanky, thin, and yellow, in his tight-fitting suit, clumsy, and above all, not light on his feet.

The young ladies flirted with him on the sly, and he—also on the sly—scorned them, but when he saw himself beleaguered with so much coquetry, he raised his voice and said: “Fugite, partes adversæ.
 Leave me alone, you evil thoughts! Stay away, señoras, with your lustful desires, for the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso doesn’t allow any desires other than her own to subdue me and hold me subject.”

And when he said this, he sat down in the middle of the room, thoroughly thrashed and pounded from having engaged in so much dancing. Don Antonio arranged for him to be carried off to bed, and the first one to lift him was Sancho, who said: “It was a bad idea, señor master, for you to have danced! Do you think that all brave men and knights errant are dancers? I say that if you think so, you’re mistaken. Many men would prefer to kill a giant than to cut a caper. Now, if you had had to do country dancing, I could have done it for you because I can do that kind of dancing really well. But I don’t know anything about ballroom steps.”

With these and other words, Sancho made everyone at the party laugh, and he accompanied his master to his bed, covering him so that he could sweat out his lack of gracefulness in dancing,

The next day don Antonio thought it was a good idea to try out the enchanted head. So, with don Quixote, Sancho, two other friends of his, and the two ladies who had exhausted don Quixote at the dance (for they had spent the night with don Antonio’s wife), he locked them in the room where the head was. He described for them the qualities of the head and made them pledge secrecy and told them that this was the first time he was going to put the head’s powers to the test. And except for two of don Antonio’s friends who were in on the secret of the enchantment, no one else knew about it. And if don Antonio hadn’t told them about it first, they, too, would have been as astonished as the rest of them, for any other reaction was impossible, such was its appearance and the skill with which it was made.

The first one to approach the ear of the head was don Antonio himself, who asked it in a low voice—but not so low that it wasn’t heard by everyone: “Tell me, head, by the power that you have, what am I thinking right now?”

And the head answered, without moving its lips, in a clear and distinct voice, in such a way that everyone could hear, this sentence: “I can’t tell thoughts.”

Everyone was aghast when they heard this, and more so when they realized that no one else was in the room or behind the table who could have made that response.

“How many of us are there here?” asked don Antonio for his second question, and he was responded: “There are you and your wife, together with two of your friends and two friends of your wife’s, and a famous knight named don Quixote de La Mancha, and a squire whose name is Sancho Panza.”

Here certainly was a new cause for wonder; here their hair stood on end out of pure awe. Don Antonio moved back from the head and said: “This is enough to prove to me that I was not cheated by the person who sold you to me, wise head, talking head, responding head, and miraculous head. Let someone else come and ask a question.”

 And since women are usually eager to find out things, the first one who stepped up was one of the friends of don Antonio’s wife, and what she asked was: “Tell me, head, what can I do to be more beautiful?”

And she was answered: “Be very chaste.”

“That’s all I wanted to find out,” said the questioner.

Her friend went over and said: “I would like to know, head, if my husband really loves me or not.”

And it answered: “Reflect on the things he does for you and you’ll see.”

She drew away saying: “That answer didn’t need a question because, in truth, what a person does clearly shows his intentions.”

Then one of don Antonio’s friends approached and asked: “Who am I?”

And the answer was: “You know who you are.”

“I’m not asking that,” responded the gentleman, “but rather for you to tell me if you know me.”

“Yes, I know you,” he was answered, “you’re don Pedro Noriz.”

‘I don’t want to find out anything else because this makes me realize, head, that you know everything.”

And when he went away, the other friend stepped up and asked: “Tell me, head, what are the desires of my son and heir?”

“I’ve already said,” he was answered, “that I cannot tell thoughts. But even so I can tell you that your son wants to see you buried.”

“That,” said the gentleman, “is obvious, and I’ll ask nothing more.”

Don Antonio’s wife went over and said: “I don’t know what to ask you, head. I only would like to know if I’ll enjoy many years together with my good husband.”

And she was answered: “Yes, you will, because his health and his moderation in living promise many years of life, which many cut short because of abuse.”

Then don Quixote went over and said: “Tell me, you who give these answers, was it real or was it a dream what I say happened to me in the Cave of Montesinos? Will Sancho, my squire, give himself the required number of lashes? And will it release Dulcinea from her enchantment?”

“Insofar as the cave goes,” he was answered, “there’s much to say—there’s a bit of everything to it. Sancho’s lashes will proceed slowly. The disenchantment of Dulcinea will come to pass.”

“I don’t want to know anything else,” said don Quixote, “because as soon as I see Dulcinea disenchanted, I’ll see that all good fortune has come my way.”

The last one to ask a question was Sancho, and what he asked was: “By any chance, head, will I have another government? Will I be relieved of the toils of being a squire? Will I see my wife and children again?”

To which he was answered: ”You will govern in your house, and if you return to it, you’ll see your wife and children, and once you stop service, you will no longer be a squire.”

“By God,” said Sancho Panza, “I could have said that myself. The prophet Perogrullo
 couldn’t have told me more.”

“That’s enough,” said don Quixote. “What did you expect him to say? Isn’t it enough for the answers to correspond to the questions asked?”

“Yes, it is enough,” responded Sancho, “but I would have preferred that it say something more substantial and with more details.”

With this, the questions and answers came to an end, but not the wonder that remained with everyone, except the two friends of don Antonio, who were in the know.

Cide Hamete Benengeli wanted to divulge the way it worked now, so as not to keep the world in suspense any longer, in case it was thought that some sorcerer or some extraordinary mystery resided in that head, and so he says that don Antonio Moreno, imitating another head that he’d seen in Madrid, made by an engraver, had this one made in his house to amuse himself and dumbfound ​the ignorant. It was made in this way: the top of the table was of wood, painted and varnished like jasper, and the base that held it up was similarly made, with four eagle talons that stabilized the weight. The head, which was in the image of a Roman emperor and bronze in color, was completely hollow, as was the table top, on which the head fit so well that no sign of joining was noticeable.

The base was also hollow, and was located just below the bust, and this in turn communicated with the room immediately below the head. Through this hollowness in the base, and through the chest of that bust, there was a tube made of tin that couldn’t be seen by anyone. In the room just beneath awaited the person who was to give the answers, with his mouth right at the tube so that, like an ear trumpet, voices could travel up and down clearly, and in this way no one could figure out the trick. A nephew of don Antonio, a sharp and witty student, was the person giving answers; having first been told who was going to be with him in that room, it was easy to answer quickly and correctly to the first question. To the rest he answered by conjecture, and, since he was a sharp person, in a clever way.

And Cide Hamete goes on to say that this marvelous device lasted ten or twelve days. But since it was getting to be known throughout the city that don Antonio had an enchanted head in his house that answered anyone’s questions, and fearing that the news would get to the sentinels of our faith, don Antonio himself told the señores inquisitors about it, and they had him take it apart and not use it anymore so that the ignorant masses wouldn’t be duped. But in the opinion of don Quixote and Sancho Panza the head remained enchanted and able to answer questions, more to the satisfaction of don Quixote than of Sancho. 

The knights of the city, in order to please don Antonio and entertain don Quixote (and give him a cause to reveal his follies), arranged for a tilting at the ring
 to take place six days hence, but it didn’t come to pass for the reason that will be stated later. 

Don Quixote felt like strolling about the city on foot, but he feared that if he went on horseback, the boys would pursue him, and so he and Sancho, with two servants don Antonio sent with them, went out for a walk.

It happened that when they were walking down a street, don Quixote raised his eyes and saw written above a door, in very large letters, Books Printed Here, which pleased him quite a bit because until then he’d never seen a print shop and he wanted to see what one was like. He and his retinue went in, and he saw a sheet of pages being printed in one area, proofs being corrected in another, type being set over here and justified over there, and finally, all the machinery seen in large printing houses. Don Quixote went over to a typesetter and asked him what he was setting. He told him what it was, and he moved on. He went over to another one and asked what he was doing. The typesetter responded: “Señor, that gentleman over there,” and he pointed out a handsome but rather solemn fellow, “has translated a book from Italian into our Castilian language, and I’m setting the type for it.”

“What is the title of the book?” asked don Quixote.

 To which the author replied: “Señor, the book in Italian is called Le Bagatelle.”

“And what does bagatelle mean in our Castilian language?”

“Le bagatelle,” said the author, “is as if we said the toys in Castilian, and although this book has a humble title, it has in it and embraces many good and substantial things.”

“I,” said don Quixote, “know a bit of Italian, and I take pride in being able to sing some stanzas of Ariosto. But tell me, your grace, señor mío—and I’m not saying this to test you but rather only for information—have you ever come across the word pignatta?” 

“Yes, many times,” said the author.

“And how to you translate it into Castilian?” asked don Quixote.

“How else should I translate it?” replied the author, “except with the word cooking-pot?”

“Well, I’ll be!” said don Quixote, “How advanced you are in the Italian language. And I’ll bet that where it says piace you say pleases; and where it says più, you say more, and the word su you render with above and giù with below.”

“That’s what I say all right,” said the author, “because those are their correct translations.”

“I’ll dare to assert,” said don Quixote, “that your grace is not well known in the world, which is always averse to rewarding flowering talents or praiseworthy works. How many skills are lost here and about, how many talented persons are shoved into a corner, how many virtues despised! But withal it seems to me that translating from one language to another, unless it’s from the queens of the languages—Greek and Latin—is like seeing Flemish tapestries from behind. Although you can see the figures, threads confuse the images, and you can’t see with the clarity and colors of the front. And translating from easy languages doesn’t show any more ingenuity and good style than copying from one piece of paper to another. I don’t mean to infer from this that the practice of translating is not praiseworthy, because there are other worse and less useful things that a man can do. I don’t include two famous translators in this, one of them being doctor Cristóbal de Figueroa in his Pastor Fido,
 and the other, don Juan de Jáurigui, in his Aminta,
 where they make you doubt which is the translation and which is the original. But tell me your grace, this book, are you printing it at your own expense, or did you sell the rights to some bookseller?”

“At my own expense,” responded the author, “and I plan to earn a thousand ducados, at least, with this first printing, which is to be a run of two thousand copies, and will be sold for six reales apiece in the twinkling of an eye.”

“You seem to know quite a bit about all this,” responded don Quixote, “but it seems you haven’t taken into account the fraudulent accounting of the printers and the tricks they play. I assure you that when you find yourself saddled with two-thousand copies of your book, you’ll be so exhausted that it will frighten you, especially if the book is a bit perverse and not at all amusing.”

“So,” said the author, “your grace expects me to turn it over to a bookseller who will give me three maravedís in royalties and will think he’s doing me a favor in doing so? I don’t publish my books to become famous throughout the world, because I’m already well-known through my books. I’m looking for profit, because without it, being famous is not worth a cuatrín.”

“May God grant you good luck,” responded don Quixote.

He went on to the next typesetter, where he saw that they were correcting a proof of a book called The Light of the Soul,
 and when he saw it, he said: “Books like these, although there are many of them, are those that should be printed, because many sinners can profit from them, and an infinite number of lights are necessary for so many unilluminated people.”

He went on to the next station and saw that they, too, were correcting another book. He asked what the title was, and he was answered that it was called The Second Part of the Ingenious Hidalgo don Quixote de La Mancha, written by a certain fellow from Tordesillas.

“I’ve heard of this book,” said don Quixote, “and in truth and in my heart I thought it had been burned up and turned into ashes because of its impudence. But its Martinmas
 will come to it as it does to every pig. Fictional stories are good and delightful only insofar as they approach the truth, or the semblance of truth, and the true ones are better the truer they are.”

And saying this, with a bit of consternation, he left the print shop. And that same day don Antonio had him taken to the galleys at the beach, which pleased Sancho quite a bit, because he’d never seen them before in his life. Don Antonio had told the commodore of the galleys how on that afternoon he was going to take his guest there, the famous don Quixote de La Mancha, about whom the commodore and everyone in the city knew, and what happened there will be told in the next chapter.

Chapter LXIII. About Sancho Panza’s ordeal during his visit to the galleys, and the daring adventure of the beautiful Moorish woman.
Don Quixote meditated on the response of the enchanted head. None of these meditations led him to figure out the trick, but all of them centered around the promise—which he held as true—of the disenchantment of Dulcinea. He paced about and inwardly rejoiced that he would soon see it accomplished. And Sancho, although he abhorred being a governor, as has been said, still wanted to command and be obeyed—this is the curse that being in authority carries with it, even though it’s just mock authority.

So, that afternoon, don Antonio—his host—and his two friends went with don Quixote and Sancho to the galleys. The commodore, who already knew they were coming, was eager to see the famous don Quixote and Sancho. As they got to the shore, all the galleys drew their awnings back and chirimías began to play. They lowered a skiff into the water, which was adorned with ornate rugs and cushions, covered with crimson velvet, and as soon as don Quixote put his foot into the skiff, the flagship discharged its midship cannon, and the other galleys did the same, and when don Quixote began to mount the starboard ladder, the crew greeted him, as they always do when an important person arrives on deck, saying hu, hu, hu three times.

The general—for that’s what we’ll call him—who was an important Valencian knight, offered his hand, saying: “I’ll mark this day with a white stone because it’s one of the best days I think I’ll ever have in my life, having met señor don Quixote de La Mancha, in whom is invested and epitomized all the valor of knight errantry.”

With no less courteous words don Quixote responded, overjoyed beyond measure at seeing himself treated in such a lordly way. They all climbed to the poop deck at the stern that was well decorated, and sat on the guest benches. The bo’sun went amidships, and with his whistle gave the rowers the signal to remove their shirts, which they did in an instant. Sancho, when he saw so many people naked from the waist up, was dismayed, and more so when he saw them roll up the awning so quickly, because it seemed to him that all the devils were at work. But all this was nothing compared to what I’ll now relate. 

Sancho was seated on a beam next to the principal rower on the starboard side, who, having been told what he was to do, grabbed Sancho and raised him in his arms. The whole crew was now on foot and ready, and starting with the starboard side, they passed him from hand to hand, twirling him as they went with such speed that the poor Sancho couldn’t see, and doubtless thought the devils themselves were carrying him off. They didn’t stop until they had finished on the port side and placed him on the poop deck. The poor fellow was beaten up, panting, and sweating, not able to fathom what had happened to him.

Don Quixote, who saw Sancho’s wingless flight, asked the general if that was a ceremony that was done with all newcomers aboard, because if it was, he had no intention of participating in it and refused to engage in such an activity, and he swore to God that if someone came to grab him to make him do the same rounds, he would kick his soul out. And having said this, he stood up and brandished his sword.

At that instant they removed the awning, and with a huge din the lateen yard crashed down. Sancho thought that the sky was becoming unhinged and was going to fall on his head. He ducked his head between his legs in fear. Don Quixote was a bit afraid himself since he, too, hunched up his back a bit and lost the color in his face. The crew hoisted the yard with the same speed and noise they had used in lowering it, and all this in perfect silence, as if they neither had voices nor the ability to breathe. The bo’sun signaled them to weigh anchor, and swiftly moving amidships, began to sting the crew’s shoulders with a whip, and little by little the galley put out to sea.

When Sancho saw so many red feet moving about—because that’s what he thought the oars were—he said to himself: “These must truly be enchanted things, and not of the kind my master talks about. What did these unfortunates do to deserve being whipped, and how does that man who goes around whistling dare to whip so many people? This has got to be hell, or at least purgatory.”

Don Quixote saw how closely Sancho was observing what was going on and said to him: “Ah, Sancho, my friend, how quickly and with so little cost you could, if you wished, take off your shirt and sit among these men, and finish off the disenchantment of Dulcinea! Because if you share the misery and grief of so many, you wouldn’t feel yours so much. And it may be that Merlin would consider each of these lashes, since they’d be given by another’s hand, as ten of those that you have to give yourself.”

The general wanted to ask what lashes and what disenchantment he was talking about when a sailor said: “Montjuich is warning us there’s a galley on the western coast.”

When he heard this, the general went amidships and said: “Don’t let him get away, boys! The ship the watch tower has warn​ed us about must be some brigantine of Algerian pirates.

The other three galleys caught up with the flagship to get their orders. The general commanded two of them to go out to sea and that he, together with the other one would go along the coast so that the ship couldn’t escape. The crews worked the oars hard, propelling the galleys with such fury that it seemed like they were flying. The ones that went out to sea, at about two miles out, saw a ship that appeared to have fourteen or fifteen ranks of rowers on each side, and it was the truth. That ship, when it saw the galleys, started to flee, with the intention and hope of outrunning them because of its speed.

But the ship was unlucky because the flagship was one of the fleetest vessels that sailed the seas, and gained on it with such speed that those in the brigantine realized they couldn’t escape, and so the arráez—the Arabic captain—had them lift their oars and give up so as not to antagonize the captain who was directing our galleys.

But Fortune ruled otherwise, and ordained that as the flagship approached so near the other that they could hear the shouts that admonished them to give up, two drunken Toraquíes, which is the same as saying two drunken Turks, who were among the rowers, fired two muskets that killed two soldiers who were on the prow of one of our ships. When the general saw this, he swore he wouldn’t leave anyone on that ship alive, and he started to ram the ship with the greatest fury, but the enemy managed to slip away, and our ship kept moving ahead. Those on the other ship realized their bad predicament, so while ours was turning around, they put up their sails and fled using both sails and oars. But their effort helped them less than their daring harmed them, because the flagship caught them in a bit less than half a mile, and the rowers went aboard and took them all alive. 

At this point the two other galleys arrived, and all four of them with the prize returned to the beach, where a large crowd was waiting for them, eager to see what they were bringing. The general dropped anchor near land, and found out that the viceroy of the city was present. He had the skiff sent out to bring him back, and had the yard lowered so he could hang his prisoners on the spot, and the rest of the Turks that he caught as well. There were about thirty-six persons, all of them stouthearted, and most of them Turkish riflemen.

The general asked who the captain of the brigantine was, and was answered by one of the captives in the Castilian language, who later appeared to be a Spanish renegade: “This young man, señor, that you see here, is our arráez.”

And he showed him one of the handsomest and most gallant young men that human imagination could describe. His age, seemingly, not yet twenty years old. The general asked him: “Tell me, you ill-advised dog, what motivated you to kill my soldiers? Didn’t you see it was impossible to escape? Don’t you know that rashness is not the same as bravery? Faint hope should make men resolute, not rash.”

The arráez tried to respond, but the general couldn’t stay to listen because he had to go to receive the viceroy who was just then entering the galley, and with him were some of his servants and some townsfolk.

“The hunting has been good, señor general!” said the viceroy.

“So good,” responded the general, “that you’ll soon see it hanging from this yard-arm.”

“How so?” said the viceroy.

“Because they’ve killed,” responded the general, “contrary to all reason and against all rules of war, two of my best soldiers who were on these galleys, and I’ve sworn to hang all those I’ve captured, and particularly this young fellow, who is the arráez of the brigantine.”

And he pointed out to him the young man with his hands already tied together and a rope around his neck, awaiting his death.

The viceroy looked at him, and seeing that he was so handsome, so gallant, and so humble, his good looks gave him at that instant a letter of recommen​dation, and made him feel like commuting his execution, and so he asked the lad: “Tell me, arráez, were you born a Turk, a Moor, or are you a renegade?”

To which the lad responded in Castilian: “I’m neither a Turk, nor a Moor, nor a renegade.”

“Well, then, what are you?” replied the viceroy.

“A Christian woman,” responded the young person.

“A woman, and Christian, in such an outfit and in such straits? That’s more perplexing than believable.”

“Señores, put off the execution,” said the youth. “You won’t lose too much time if you delay your vengeance until you hear the story of my life.”

Who could be so hard-hearted that he wouldn’t soften at least until he heard what the sad and doleful young person wanted to say? The general told her she could say whatever she wanted, but she should not expect to be pardoned for her clear guilt.

With this permission, the youth began to speak in this way: “Of that nation that was more unfortunate than prudent, on whom a sea of misfortune has rained in recent times, I was born of Moorish parents. In the course of their misfortunes, I was taken by two uncles of mine to the Barbary Coast, without my being able to explain that I was a Christian, as, in effect, I am—and not of those feigned or make-believe ones, but of the true Catholics. Stating this truth did me no good with those who were in charge of our wretched banishment, and my uncles refused to believe it. They rather took the truth for a lie, just so that I could stay in the country where I was born, and more by force than of my free will they took me with them.

“I had a Christian mother and a wise father who was no more or no less Christian. I took in the Catholic faith with my mother’s milk and I was raised with good customs. Neither in my language nor in my customs did I ever, in my opinion, give signs of being Moorish. Along with these virtues—that’s what I think they are—my beauty grew, if it is that I have any at all. And although my modesty and seclusion were great, they must not have been sufficient to prevent a young man from seeing me whose name was Gaspar Gregorio, the heir of a gentleman who had a village next to our own. How he happened to see me, how we spoke with each other, and how he fell head over heels for me, and I quite the same for him, would be too long to tell here, much longer than I fear I have time left before the cruel rope will cut me off between my tongue and neck.

“And so I’ll only say that don Gregorio wanted to come with me in our banishment. He fit in with the Moors who were leaving from other villages since he knew the language well, and during the voyage he came to be friends with my two uncles who were escorting me, because my father, who was prudent and cautious, had left our village as soon as he heard the first proclamation of our banishment, and went to look for a new place to live in foreign kingdoms. He left buried in a place that only I know where, many pearls and precious stones of great value, with some Portuguese gold coins and doubloons of gold. He commanded me not to touch the treasure that he was leaving, in case we were banished before he came back. I obeyed him, and with my uncles, as I’ve said, and some other relatives and close friends, we went to the Barbary Coast. We settled in Algiers, and it was as if we were in hell itself.

“The king got wind of my beauty, and he also heard a rumor about my wealth, which in part was good luck for me. He called me before him and asked me where in Spain I was from and what money and jewels I had brought with me. I told him the name of the village, and that the jewels and money were buried there, and how easily they could be recovered if I myself went for them. I said all this so that he might be more blinded by his greed than my beauty. While we were talking, someone came and told him that one of the most gallant and handsome young men that could be imagined had come with me. I understood right away that they were talking about don Gaspar Gregorio, whose beauty is far greater than can be described. I was distressed, considering the risk that don Gregorio was running, because among those barbarian Turks, a lad or a young man is more prized than a woman, no matter how really beautiful she might be.

“The king commanded that he be brought so he could see him, and he asked if it was true what they were saying about him. Then, I—as if forewarned by heaven—said that it was, but I wanted him to know that he wasn’t a man, but rather a woman like me, and I begged him to allow me to dress her in her usual dress, so that her beauty could be seen and so she might appear before him with less reluctance. He told me that I could go and said that we’d speak the next day about how we could arrange for me to return to Spain to retrieve the hidden treasure.

“I spoke with don Gaspar and told him the danger he would be in if he showed that he was a man. I dressed him as a Moorish woman and that same afternoon brought him before the king, who, when he saw «her», he was dazzled and made a plan to make a present of «her» to the Grand Vizier. To escape the dangers that might befall her in the harem with his other women, and not even trusting himself, he had her placed in the house of one of the most important Moorish ladies who would protect and serve her, and she was taken there right away. What we both felt—for I can’t deny that I love him—can be left to the imagination of those who are separated and who love each other.

“The king then made a plan so I could return to Spain in this brigantine, and that I should be accompanied by two native Turks, who were those who killed your soldiers. This Spanish renegade also came with me,” pointing out the man who had spoken initially, “and I know he’s a secret Christian and who comes more desiring to stay in Spain than to return to the Barbary Coast. The rest of the crew are Moors and Turks, who serve only to man the oars. The two greedy and insolent Turks ignored the orders we had to land me and this renegade as soon as we got to the Spanish coast, dressed as Christians, using the clothing we had brought with us, and wanted first to sweep the coast for booty, fearing that if we got off first and something happened to us, we might reveal where the brigantine was; and if there were any galleys on the coast, it would be taken.

“Last night we discovered this beach, and since we didn’t notice the four galleys, we were seen, and you’ve witnessed what happened to us. So, don Gregorio remains dressed in the outfit of a woman among women, in grave danger of losing his life, and I find myself with my hands tied, expecting, or rather, fearing I’ll lose this life, which is making me weary.

“This is, señores, the end of my lamentable story, as true as it is unfortunate. What I beg of you is that you allow me to die as a Christian, since, as I’ve said, I’ve not been guilty of the error into which those of my nation have fallen.”

And then she stopped talking, her eyes brimming with tears, and many of those present joined her weeping. The viceroy, who was tender and compassion​ate, without saying a word, went over to her and untied the cord that was binding her beautiful hands.

As the Christian Moorish woman was relating her story, an old pilgrim who had gotten onto the galley when the viceroy went aboard, was staring at her, and hardly had the Moorish woman finished her narrative when the old man threw himself at her feet and clasped them in his arms, and with words interrupted by a thousand sobs and sighs, said: “Oh, Ana Félix, my unfortunate daughter! I’m your father Ricote, who has returned to look for you since I couldn’t live without you, for you’re my heart and soul.”

At these words, Sancho opened his eyes and raised his head—which he’d bowed while considering the humiliation of his recent flight—and looking at the pilgrim, he realized that it was the same Ricote he’d come across the day he’d left his government. When Ricote saw clearly that it was his daughter, who, now with her hands untied, embraced her father, mixing her tears with his, he said to the general and viceroy: “This woman, señores, is my daughter, who is more unfortunate in the things that happened to her than in her name. She’s named Ana Félix, her last name is Ricote, and she’s famous as much for her beauty as for my wealth. I left my home to look in foreign kingdoms for a country that would give us shelter and welcome us, and having found such a place in Germany, I returned in pilgrim’s clothing, in the company of three Germans, to look for my daughter and dig up the wealth I had left hidden. I didn’t find my daughter, but I found the treasure, which I have with me, and now, by a strange twist of fate that you’ve witnessed, I’ve located the treasure that makes me richest, that is my beloved daughter. I hope that our minimal guilt and our tears, through the integrity of your justice, might open the doors of forgiveness. Please forgive us, for we never had any intention of offending you, nor have we gone along with the intention of our people, who have been justly banished.”

Sancho interrupted with: “I know Ricote well, and I know that what he says about Ana Félix, his daughter, is true. Insofar as the other trifles dealing with coming and going, having good or bad intentions, I won’t get involved.”

All those present were astonished at this unusual case, and the general said: “Your tears will not allow me to impose my sentence. Live out, beautiful Ana Félix, the years that heaven has allotted you, and may the insolent and daring persons suffer the punishment for what they did.”

And he commanded that the two Turks who had killed his two soldiers, be hanged immediately from the yard-arm. But the viceroy asked him as earnestly as he could not to hang them, since it was more madness than arrogance that had caused their crime. The general did what the viceroy asked, because vengeance is not well done in cold blood.

They then sought to make a plan to remove don Gaspar Gregorio from the danger he was in. Ricote volunteered to give more than two-thousand ducados he had with him in pearls and jewels. Many ways were suggested, but none was as good as the one the Spanish renegade, already mentioned. He volunteered to go back to Algiers in a small boat with up to six banks of Christian rowers, because he knew where, how, and when, he could and should disembark. And he knew the house where don Gaspar was staying.

The general and the viceroy were reticent to trust the renegade, or to give him the Christian rowers he wanted to man the oars. Ana Félix said she would vouch for him, and Ricote, her father, said he promised to pay the ransom for the Christians, if they should be caught. With this resolve, the viceroy and don Antonio Moreno left the ship and took the Moorish woman and her father with them. The viceroy directed him to entertain them and treat them as well as he could, and that he would offer anything of his own for their comfort—such was the goodwill and charity that the beauty of Ana Félix stirred in his heart.

Chapter LXIIII. Which deals with the adventure that gave don Quixote the most sorrow of any that had happened to him.
Don Antonio’s wife–so the history states—was very happy to welcome Ana Félix into her home. She received her very graciously, and was taken as much by her beauty as by her intelligence, because the Moorish girl was equally endowed with both, and all the people in the city were drawn to her as they would be to a tolling bell.

Don Quixote said to don Antonio that their plan to regain don Gregorio’s freedom was not a good one because it was more dangerous than achievable; it would be better to put him on the Barbary Coast in his armor and on horseback, and he would rescue him in spite of all the Moors, as don Gaiferos had done with his wife Melisendra.

“Consider, your grace,” said Sancho when he heard this, “that señor don Gaiferos rescued his wife on land and took her back to France on land. But in this case, if we rescue don Gregorio, we’ll have no way of getting him back to Spain since there’s a sea in the middle.”

“«There’s a remedy for everything except death»,” responded don Quixote, “because as soon as a boat comes to the shore, we’ll hop on, even though the whole world tries to stop us.”

“Your grace describes it well and makes it look easy,” said Sancho, “but «it’s a long way between thought and deed» and I’ll put my bet on the renegade since he seems to be a good fellow with a stout heart.”

Don Antonio said that if the renegade didn’t succeed, they would send the great don Quixote over to the Barbary Coast. Two days later, the renegade left on a fleet boat with six ranks of oars, manned by a powerful crew, and two days after that, galleys left to sail east. The general asked the viceroy to keep him informed about the freedom of don Gregorio and the outcome of Ana Félix’s situation. The viceroy agreed to it, just as he was asked.

One morning when don Quixote went out for a ride along the beach, in full armor (because, as he’d said many times, «his armor was his only adornment and fighting his only rest», and he was never seen without his armor for a moment) he saw coming toward him a knight wearing white armor, and on his shield was painted a shining moon. This man, as soon as he was within earshot, directing his words to don Quixote, said: “Renowned and never-sufficiently-praised don Quixote de La Mancha, I’m the Knight of the White Moon, whose unheard-of deeds have perhaps come to your attention. I come to do battle with you and test the strength of your arms, so as to make you believe and confess that my lady—whoever she might be—is incomparably more beautiful than your Dulcinea del Toboso, and if you confess this truth right now you’ll avoid your death and will spare me the labor of giving it to you. But if you fight, and I conquer you, I want no other satisfaction than for you to lay down your arms and stop seeking adventures, and for you to retire to your village for the duration of one year, without putting a sword in your hand, in untroubled peace and profitable tranquillity, because that’s what you need to increase your income and save your soul. And if you vanquish me, my life will be at your discretion, my arms and horse will be your spoils, and the fame of my deeds will go to you. Judge what is best, and answer me right now, because I must finish this affair today.”

 Don Quixote was dumbfounded and awestruck, as much by the arrogance of the Knight of the White Moon as by the reason for this challenge. With calm restraint he responded: “Knight of the White Moon, news of whose deeds have not reached me until now, I’ll dare to swear you’ve never seen the illustrious Dulcinea, for if you had seen her, I know you wouldn’t have begun this crusade, because if you saw her, you would be convinced that there has never been, nor can there be, a beauty to compare with hers. So, not saying that you’re lying, but rather you’re misinformed in what you’ve said—with the conditions that you’ve stated, I accept your challenge, and immediately, so the day you’ve reserved for this business will not pass by. I’ll only exclude the provisions that the fame of your deeds would become mine, because I don’t know what they are and what they consist of. I’m happy with my own, such as they are. Take the side of the field you want and I’ll do the same, and «whom God shall prosper, let Saint Peter bless».”

People had seen the Knight of the White Moon in the city and had told the viceroy that the knight was talking with don Quixote de La Mancha. The viceroy, thinking that it must be a new adventure made up by don Antonio Moreno or by some other man in the city, went immediately to the beach with don Antonio and with many other men who were accompanying him, just when don Quixote was turning Rocinante about to measure the field. When he saw they were planning to face each other to attack, he went between them and asked what had moved them to such a sudden combat.

The Knight of the White Moon responded that it had to do with beauty, and in a few words he told him what he’d told don Quixote, along with the agreement of the conditions of the challenge by both parties. The viceroy asked don Antonio sotto voce if he knew who the Knight of the White Moon was, or if it was some prank they wanted to play on don Quixote. Don Antonio responded that he had no idea who the fellow was, nor if the challenge was in jest or real. This answer left the viceroy perplexed as to whether or not to allow the battle to proceed.

But since he could only persuade himself that it had to be a joke, he drew back, saying: “ Señores knights, if there’s no other recourse except to confess or die, and señor don Quixote stubbornly persists in this, and your grace, Knight of the White Moon, equally does—it’s all in God’s hands, so fall to it.”

He of the White Moon thanked the viceroy with courteous and thoughtful words for the permission that was given them, and don Quixote did the same. The latter then commended himself to heaven with all his heart and to his Dulcinea, as was his custom, wheeled around and took more room in the field, because he saw that his opponent was doing the same. And without the sound of a trumpet or of any other martial instrument to give the signal to begin their attack, both of them turned their horses around at the same moment. Since the horse of the Knight of the White Moon was swifter than don Quixote’s, he traveled two thirds of the course and there crashed into don Quixote with such a great force, without hitting him with his lance—which he raised, seemingly on purpose—that both don Quixote and Rocinante tumbled to the ground in a perilous fall.

He went at once to stand above his opponent, and placing his lance over his visor, said to him: “You’re vanquished, knight, and even dead, if you don’t confess the conditions of our dispute.”

Don Quixote, thoroughly thrashed and dazed, without raising his visor, as if he were speaking from within a tomb, with a debilitated and ailing voice said: “Dulcinea del Toboso is the most beautiful woman in the world, and I the most unfortunate knight on earth, and it’s not right that my weakness should forfeit this truth. Plunge your lance home, knight, and take my life since you’ve taken my honor.”

“I’ll certainly not do that,” said he of the White Moon. “Long live, long live in its flawlessness the beauty of señora Dulcinea del Toboso. I’ll be satisfied if the great don Quixote de La Mancha retires to his village for one year, or for the length of time that I may dictate, as we agreed before entering into this battle.”

The viceroy and don Antonio heard all of this, along with the others who were present, and they also heard don Quixote respond that since he was asking something that did not prejudice Dulcinea, he would comply with all the rest as a conscientious and truthful knight.

Once this promise was made, he of the White Moon turned his reins and, bowing his head toward the viceroy, at a half gallop, went into town. The viceroy had don Antonio follow him to find out at any cost who he was. They lifted don Quixote and uncovered his face and found him pale and sweating. Rocinante couldn’t move since he was so beaten up.

Sancho, very sad and troubled, didn’t know what to say or do. It seemed to him that the whole thing had been a dream, and that was something that happened by enchantment. He saw his master conquered a​nd forced not to take up arms for a year. He imagined the light of his glorious deeds dimmed, his hopes and new promises evaporated, like smoke in the wind. He wondered in fear if Rocinante would be permanently injured, or if his master would be dislocated,
 although it wouldn’t be bad if his craziness were knocked out of him.

Finally, the viceroy had him taken in to the city on a litter, and returned to town eager to find out who the Knight of the White Moon, who had left don Quixote in such a sorry state, was.

Chapter LXV. Where it is revealed who he of the White Moon was, together with the return to freedom of don Gregorio, and other events.
Don Antonio Moreno followed the Knight of the White Moon, and many boys also followed and even pursued him until they caught up with him at an inn inside the city. Don Antonio went in to meet him. A squire came out to receive the knight and take off his armor, and he went into one of the rooms on the ground floor. With him went don Antonio, whose «bread wouldn’t bake» until he learned who he was.

When the Knight of the White Moon saw that the man wouldn’t leave him alone, he said to him: “I know, señor, why you have come—to find out who I am. Since there’s no reason to deny you, while my servant is taking off my armor, I’ll tell you the whole truth of the matter. Señor, I’m the bachelor Sansón Carrasco. I’m from the same village as don Quixote de La Mancha, whose madness and folly has moved all of us who know him to pity, and among them I’m the one who pitied him the most. I believe that his health lies in his resting, being in his own region, and at home. I devised a plan to force him to go home. About three months ago I left home dressed as a knight errant, calling myself the Knight of the Mirrors, intending to fight with him and vanquish him without doing him any harm, demanding that the loser of our battle should do whatever the winner said. And what I was going to demand of him, since I thought he would lose, was that he should return to his village and not leave it for a year, during which time he would be cured.

“But Fate made it turn out differently because he conquered me and knocked me off my horse, so my plan didn’t work out. He went his way and I went home vanquished, embarrassed, and hurting from the fall, which was a dangerous one as well. But this didn’t dissuade me from coming back to look for him and conquer him, as has been seen today. Since he’s so conscientious in keeping the rules of knight-errantry, he will without a doubt keep his word. This is, señores, what is going on, and I don’t need to tell you anything else.

“I beg you not to reveal any of this, nor tell don Quixote who I am, so that my good plan will be complied with, and a man who has such good wits about him will recover them as soon as his folly about chivalry leaves him.”

“Oh, señor,” said don Antonio, “may God forgive the injury you’ve done to the world in wanting to restore the sanity to its most amusing crazy man. Don’t you see, señor, that the benefit of don Quixote’s sanity doesn’t approach the pleasure that his insanity gives. But I imagine that the stratagem of the señor bachelor won’t be enough to make a man who is so completely mad sane again. If it weren’t charitable, I would say that I hope don Quixote never gets better, because with his cure, not only do we lose his own pleasan​tries, but also those of Sancho Panza, his squire, for either one of them can turn melancholy itself into merriment.

“But I’ll be quiet about it and won’t say a thing, to see if I’m right in suspecting the plan concocted by señor Carrasco won’t have any effect.”

Carrasco answered that in any case the affair was having a good beginning and he expected a happy outcome. And once don Antonio offered to do anything else he was asked, Carrasco bade him farewell and had his armor tied to a pack mule. He mounted the horse he’d used for the battle right away, and left the city that very day and went home without anything happening to him that we should report in this true history.

Don Antonio told the viceroy what Carrasco had related, from which he got little delight, because in don Quixote’s retirement, all pleasure from hearing further crazy exploits vanished.

Don Quixote was in bed for six days, under the weather, sad, pensive, and with a bad disposition. Sancho tried to console him, and among other things, he said: “Señor mío, raise your head and cheer up if you can, and thank heaven, because, although you were cast to the ground, you have no broken ribs, and you know that «if you dish it out you can take it» and «there’s not always bacon where there’s stakes», and who cares about the doctor?—you don’t need one for this. Let’s go home and stop seeking adventures in regions and villages we don’t know. And if you consider it, I’m the one who loses the most, although you’re in worse shape. When I left my government, I also lost interest in being a governor again, but I still would like to be a count, and this will never happen if your grace fails to become a king, leaving your profession of knighthood, and thus seeing my hopes go up in smoke.”

“Hush, Sancho, my retirement will be no longer than a year. After that, I’ll go back to my honorable profession, and there’ll be no lack of kingdoms to win and some county to give you.”

“«May God listen,” said Sancho, “and may sin be deaf». I’ve always heard that «a good hope is better than a bad holding».

They were thus engaged when don Antonio came in saying, with a showing of great content: “Good news, señor don Quixote—don Gregorio and the renegade who went to rescue him are on the beach! What do I mean ‘on the beach’? They’re already in the house of the viceroy, and will be here in a moment.”

Don Quixote cheered up a bit and said: “In truth, I’m almost at the point of saying that I would be better pleased if it had turned out quite the opposite, because then I’d have to go to the Barbary Coast, where, with the strength of my arm I would free not only don Gregorio, but also all the captive Christians there are in Barbary. But what am I saying, wretch that I am? Am I not the vanquished one? Am I not the fallen one? Am I not the one who cannot take up arms for a year? What am I promising? What am I boasting about if I’m better suited to working a spinning wheel than taking up the sword?”

“Stop that way of talking, señor,” said Sancho. “«Let the chicken live even with the pip». «Today for you, tomorrow for me». And pay no mind about battles and knocks, for «he who falls today can get up tomorrow», unless he wants to stay in bed, I mean, and allow himself to become weak, without finding new energy to fight new battles. Get up now, your grace, to welcome don Gregorio. It sounds like the household is in an uproar so he must be here already.”

And it was true, because once don Gregorio and the renegade had told the viceroy about that trip over and back, he wanted to see Ana Félix, and he went with the renegade to don Antonio’s house. Although don Gregorio left Algiers dressed as a women, aboard the boat he changed into garb of a captive who came back with him. But no matter what he was wearing he showed himself to be a person to be prized, waited upon, and respected, because he was extremely handsome, and seventeen or eighteen years old. Ricote and his daughter went out to greet him, the father with tears, and the daughter with modesty. They didn’t embrace because where there’s love there’s not excessive demonstration. Everyone present admired what a beautiful couple don Gregorio and Ana Félix were. Silence spoke for the two lovers, and their eyes were the tongues that revealed their joyful and chaste thoughts.

The renegade recounted the clever means he’d used to rescue don Gregorio. Don Gregorio told of the dangers and close calls he’d had to deal with among the women with whom he’d stayed—not with a long-winded speech, but with a few words, in which he showed his intelligence was greater than his years. Finally, Ricote paid and satisfied the renegade and the crew who had manned the oars. The renegade reconciled and reconfirmed himself with the Church, and from a rotted member, he was cleansed and made whole by his penitence and repentance.

Two days later the viceroy and don Antonio discussed how they could arrange for Ana Félix and her father to stay in Spain, since it seemed to them that there was no real obstacle in allowing such a Christian daughter and such a seemingly good-intentioned father to stay. Don Antonio offered to go to the capital—where he had to go on business in any case—to try to negociate for it, intimating that by using favors and gifts many difficult things could be resolved.

“There’s no need,” said Ricote, who overheard that conversation, “to try to use favors and gifts, because the great don Bernardino de Velasco, Count of Salazar,
 whom his Majesty put in charge of our expulsion, will not abide pleadings, promises, gifts, or pitiful demonstrations, because although it’s true that he tempers his justice with compassion, since he sees the whole body of our race as contaminated and rotten, he cauterizes our wounds rather than using a salve to soothe them.

“So with prudence, wisdom, and diligence, and by the fear that he inspires, on his broad shoulders he has carried the weight of this great challenge to its due implementation, without our ingenuity, ploys, persistence, and frauds being able to dazzle his Argus
 eyes, which are continually on the alert, so that none of our nation remains or is hidden, because with time one might sprout and give poisonous fruit in Spain, which is now cleansed, now unfettered of the fears the masses had. What a heroic resolution the great Felipe III had and what unheard-of astuteness in placing it all in don Bernardino de Velasco’s hands!”

“In any case, while I’m there, I’ll do everything I can, and let heaven do what it wills,” said don Antonio. “Don Gregorio will go with me to console the grief that his parents must have experienced by his absence. Ana Félix will stay with my wife at home, or in a convent, and I know that the señor viceroy will be pleased to have Ricote as a house guest until it’s seen how I deal with this matter.”

The viceroy consented to everything that was proposed, but don Gregorio, knowing what was going on, said that he in no way wanted to leave Ana Félix. But since he intended to see his parents, and since he could come back for her, he finally agreed to the plan they had discussed. Ana Félix stayed with don Antonio’s wife and Ricote in the house of the viceroy.

The day came for don Antonio to leave, and don Quixote and Sancho’s departure came two days later, for his fall prevented him from leaving any earlier. There were tears, there were sighs, faintings and sobs when don Gregorio said good-bye to Ana Félix. Ricote offered don Gregorio a thousand escudos if he wanted them, but he didn’t take any except for five that don Antonio lent him, and he promised to pay them back in the capital. With this, the two of them left, and don Quixote and Sancho later, as has been said—don Quixote, not wearing his armor, but rather dressed for travel, and Sancho was on foot because the grey was carrying the arms and armor. 

Chapter LXVI. Which deals with what the person who reads it will see, or the person who listens to it will hear.
When they left Barcelona, don Quixote turned around to see where he’d fallen and said: “Here was Troy; here my misfortune—not my cowardice—snatched away all the glory I had achieved. Here’s where Fortune used its transformations and misdirections against me. Here’s where my deeds faded into darkness. Here, finally, is where my fortune fell never again to rise.”

When Sancho heard this he said: “It’s as important for brave hearts, señor mío, to bear their misfortunes as it is for them to take joy in their prosperity, and I can speak from my own experience, for if, when I was a governor I was happy, now that I’m a squire on foot, I’m not sad. I’ve heard that what they call Fate is a drunken and capricious woman, and above all, blind, and so she doesn’t see who she tears down, nor who she raises up.”

“You’re being very philosophical, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “and you’re speaking with great wisdom. I don’t know who has educated you. What I do know is that there’s no such thing as Fate in the world, and that things that happen, good or bad, don’t happen by chance, but rather by particular providence of heaven. From this comes the common saying that «every man is the architect of his own destiny». I have been of mine, but not with the necessary prudence, and so my pride has cast me down. I should have realized that Rocinante’s frailty was no match of the massive size of the horse of the Knight of the White Moon. I was daring. I did what I could, and I was knocked down. Although I lost my honor, I didn’t lose, nor can I ever lose, the virtue of keeping my word. When I was a bold and valiant knight errant, my works and hands confirmed my deeds, and now that I’m an ordinary squire I’ll confirm my promise by keeping my word. Start walking, then, my friend, and let’s have a year of penitence in our own village, and with our seclusion, let’s recover virtue anew so we can go back to my never-forgotten profession of arms.”

“Señor,” responded Sancho, “being on foot is not so enjoyable that it makes me want to have long days of travel. Let’s leave these arms and armor hanging from a tree, like those men who were hanged, and I’ll be on the back of the grey with my feet off the ground, and we’ll make our daily travels as you wish, for as long as you want. To think I’m going to travel on foot all day is to think the unthinkable.”

“Well said, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “Let my armor be hung as a trophy, and under or surrounding it, we’ll carve into the trees what was written around Roland’s armor:

These let none move 

Who dares not his might with Roland prove.

“That seems great to me,” respond​ed Sancho, “and if it weren’t that we’d miss him on our trek, I’d say we should hang Rocinante up as well.”

“Well, I don’t want to hang either the horse or my arms and armor,” replied don Quixote, “so that no one can say «to good service bad reward».”

“That’s well-stated, your grace,” responded Sancho, “because, according to the opinion of wise people, «the fault of the donkey should not be laid on the packsaddle». And since in this affair your grace is the only guilty party, you should punish yourself, and you shouldn’t vent your wrath on your broken and bloody armor, nor on the gentleness of Rocinante, nor on the softness of my feet, since you want me to walk more than is right.”

In these and other conversations they spent the whole day, and four more, without anything happening to them that might delay their travels, and on the fifth day, just as they were going into a village, they saw many people gathered in front of an inn taking their leisure, since it was a holiday.

When they drew near, a peasant raised his voice, saying: “One of these two señores approaching, and who don’t know the circumstances, can tell what should be done with our wager.”

“Certainly, I’ll be able to judge,” said don Quixote, “and with all fairness, if I can understand what the situation is.”

“It happens,” said the peasant, “good señor, that a resident of this village, who is so fat that he weighs eleven arrobas,
 challenged a neighbor of his to a race, and he weighs no more than five. The condition was that they had to run a race of a hundred meters with equal weight. When they asked the challenger how the weight was supposed to be equalized, he said that the challenged man should carry six arrobas of iron on his back, and in that way the eleven arrobas of the thin man would equal the eleven of the fat one.”

“No, no,” interrupted Sancho, before don Quixote could answer. “Just a few days ago I was a governor and a judge, as everyone knows, and had to resolve doubts and render judgments in all legal cases.”

“You answer, then,” said don Quixote, “Sancho, my friend. I’m of no use since my mind is shaken up and twisted around.”

With this permission, Sancho said to the peasants, for many had gathered around him in anxious expectation of the ruling that would come from Sancho’s mouth: “Brothers, what the fat man asks is inappropriate and shows no justice at all, because if it’s true what they say that the challenger can choose the arms, it isn’t just that he should choose such ones that would prevent the other from winning the contest. So, it’s my opinion that the challenger should prune, peel, scrape, pare, trim, and clear away six arrobas of his flesh from different parts of his body, in the best way he can think of and that suits him the best, and in this way he’ll weigh five arrobas and will be the same weight as his contrary, and in that way they can run with equal weight.”

“I swear,” said a peasant who heard Sancho’s judgment, “this man has spoken like a saint and judged like a canon. But on my faith, the fat man won’t want to take off an ounce from his flesh, not to mention six arrobas.”

“The best thing is for them not to race,” responded another, “so that the thin one won’t crumble under the extra weight, nor the fat one lose weight. Let half the wager go for wine, and let’s take these two men to the tavern with the good wine, and I assume responsibility for the decision.”

“I thank you, señores,” responded don Quixote, “but I cannot delay a single second, because my deep thoughts and certain sad events make me seem discourteous and force me to move on swiftly.”

And so, spurring Rocinante, he moved on, leaving them in wonder at having seen his strange figure as well as the wisdom of his servant, for that’s what they thought Sancho to be.

And another of the peasants said: “If the servant is so wise, what must the master be like? I’ll bet if they’re on their way to study at Salamanca, and in an instant they’ll be judges in the royal court. It’s just study, and study some more, and everything else is inconsequential. And with a few favors and a bit of luck, when a man least expects it, he finds himself with a staff in his hand and a miter on his head.”

Master and man spent that night in the open countryside, and the next day, as they continued their journey, they saw coming toward them a man with a pack on his shoulders and a short lance in his hand, and when he got close to don Quixote he quickened his step, and half-running he went over to him, and embracing him around his right thigh (for he could reach no further), he said, showing great joy: “Oh, my señor don Quixote, what pleasure it will be to my master the duke’s heart when he finds out you’re returning to his castle! He’s still there with his wife, the duchess.”

“I don’t recognize you,” responded don Quixote, “nor will I know who you are, unless you tell me.”

“I, señor don Quixote,” responded the messenger, “am Tosilos, the groom of the duke my master, the fellow who refused to fight with your grace over the marriage of doña Rodriguez’s daughter.”

“God help me!” said don Quixote, “is it possible that you’re the person that my enemies the enchanters transformed into a groom to defraud me of the honor from that battle?”

“Hush, good señor,” replied the messenger, “there was no enchantment at all. When I went into the fray, I was the same groom Tosilos as when I came out of it. I thought I could marry without fighting since the girl seemed so nice. But it came out the opposite of what I planned, because as soon as your grace left the castle, the duke my master had me lashed a hundred times for having gone against the orders he gave me before I went into the battle. The girl is now a nun, and doña Rodriguez has gone back to Castile, and I’m on my way to Barcelona to take a packet of letters to the viceroy that my master is sending him. If you would like a swallow, I have some of the good stuff in this gourd—it’s pure, although a bit warm, and I have some slices of Tronchón cheese, which can be an appetizer and an awakener of thirst, in case yours is sleeping.”

“I accept the invitation,” said Sancho. “Take out everything else you have to eat, and let the good Tosilos pour out a dram in spite of all the enchanters there are in the Indies.”

“So,” don Quixote, “you are, Sancho, the biggest glutton in the world, and the greatest fool on earth, since you’re not persuaded that this messenger is enchanted, and this Tosilos is counterfeit. You stay behind with him and I’ll go on ahead, waiting for you to come.”

The groom laughed and took out his gourd and cheese from the saddlebags, as well as some bread, and Sancho and he sat on the green grass, and in peace and good fellowship ate until they reached the bottom of the saddlebags, and with such relish, that they even licked the packet of letters since it smelled of cheese.

Tosilos said to Sancho: “Without a doubt, this master of yours, Sancho my friend, must have a screw loose.”

“What do you mean ‘a screw loose’?” responded Sancho. “Practically all his screws are loose. I know it, and I’ve told him so, but what good does it do? And even more, now that his career is ended, since he was defeated by the Knight of the White Moon.”

Tosilos asked him to explain what had happened. But Sancho responded that it was discourteous to leave his master waiting for him. On another occasion, if they should meet again, there would be time enough to tell him everything. And getting up, after having shaken off his coat and removed the crumbs from his beard, he led the donkey away, and met up with his master who was waiting for him in the shade of a tree.

Chapter LXVII. Of don Quixote’s resolve to become a shepherd​ and live in the country during the year of his vow, with other events that are truly pleasurable and good.

If many thoughts troubled don Quixote before he was knocked down, many more vexed him after his fall. He was in the shade of the tree, as has been said, and there, «like flies to honey», thoughts were attacking and stinging him. Some of these were about Dulcinea’s enchantment, and others about his forced retirement. Sancho arrived, and praised the liberal nature of the groom Tosilos.

“Is it possible,” don Quixote said to him, “that you still believe, Sancho, that he’s the real groom? It seems that you must have forgotten that you saw Dulcinea converted and transformed into a peasant, and the Knight of the Mirrors into the bachelor Carrasco, all of it the work of enchanters who pursue me. But tell me, did you ask this Tosilos, as you call him, what happened to Altisidora—if she wept because of my absence, or if she put the thoughts of love that so troubled her in my presence into the hands of oblivion?”

“My thoughts,” responded Sancho, “were not of the kind that would let me ask dumb things. On my soul, señor, are you in a position to look into other people’s thoughts, especially those dealing with love?”

“Look, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “there’s a great difference between deeds one does for love from those done out of gratitude. It may well be that a knight is unloved, but it can’t be—speaking in all strictness—that he’ll be ungrateful. Altisidora loved me, seemingly. She gave me the three kerchiefs that you know about, she wept at my departure, she cursed me, she called me names, and she shamelessly abused me in public—sure signs, all of them, that she adored me. A lover’s rage typically ends in curses. I had no hope or treasure to give her because I’ve surrendered my hopes to Dulcinea, and the reward of knights’ errant are like those of elves—illuso​ry and fanciful. I can only give her the memories I have of her, without prejudice; to those I keep of Dulcinea, whom you wrong by postponing the flaying of your flesh (and may I see it devoured by wolves), which you would prefer to keep for the worms than for the relief of that poor señora.”

“Señor,” responded Sancho, “to tell the truth, I can’t persuade myself that the lashes on my rear end have anything to do with the disenchantment of enchanted people—it’s just like saying: ‘if you have a headache, put ointment on your knees.’ At least I’ll bet that in all the histories that your grace read that deal with knight errantry, you’ve never run across a disenchantment done by means of lashes. But whether yes or no, I’ll lash myself when I feel like it and when time is right for it.”

“God grant it,” responded don Quixote, “and may heaven make you realize the debt you owe my lady—and she’s your lady too, since you belong to me.”

In conversations like this one they kept traveling when they got to the place where they were trampled by the bulls. Don Quixote recognized the spot and said to Sancho: “This is the place where we came across the elegant shepherdesses who wanted to resuscitate and imitate the pastoral Arcadia, an idea that was as novel as it was imaginative. If you think it’s a good idea, I’d like for us, Sancho, to imitate them and become shepherds, just for the period of our seclusion. I’ll buy some sheep and all the other things needed to be a shepherd, and I’ll call myself the Shepherd Quixotiz, and you will be the Shepherd Pancino, and we’ll wander about the hills, woods, and meadows, singing here, lamenting there, drinking the liquid crystal sometimes from springs sometimes from clear creeks, and sometimes from raging rivers. Oak trees will give us their sweet fruit with their generous hand; cork trees will provide a place to sit down with their hard trunks; willows will furnish shade; roses, a sweet aroma; the broad fields, carpets of a thousand harmonizing colors; the stars and moon, light, in spite of the darkness of night; song will give us pleasure; weeping, happiness; Apollo, poetry; love, conceits, with which we can become immortal and famous, not only in present times, but also in future ages.”

“By God,” said Sancho, “this type of life squares with me, and even corners me. And what’s more, as soon as bachelor Sansón Carrasco and maese Nicolas the barber see us, they’ll want to follow in our footsteps and join us as shepherds themselves, and may it please God for the priest to enter the fold as well, for he’s very merry and likes to have a good time.”

“You’ve spoken very well,” said don Quixote, “and the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, if he enters the fraternity of shepherds, as he’ll doubtless do, can be called the Shepherd Sansonino, or maybe the Shepherd Carrascón; the barber Nicolás can be named Miculoso,
 as Boscán of old called himself Nemoroso;
 I don’t know what to call the priest, unless it’s some derivative of his name, such as the Shepherd Curiambro.
 It will be as easy as picking pears to choose names for shepherdess​es we’re supposed to be in love with. My lady’s own name fits as well for a shepherdess as for a princess so there’s no need for me to trouble myself in looking for a better one. You, Sancho, can give yours whatever you want.”

“I don’t think I’ll give her any other name,” responded Sancho, “than Teresona,
 which fits in well with her stoutness and her own name, since she’s called Teresa. And what’s more, when I celebrate her in my verses, I’ll reveal my chaste desires, since «I don’t go looking for impossible things in other people’s houses». The priest maybe shouldn’t have a lady, to set a good example. And if the bachelor wants to have a lady, let him do whatever he wants.”

“By God,” said don Quixote, “what a life we’ll have, Sancho, my friend! What music of churumbelas
 will reach our ears, what hurdy-gurdies, what tabors and flutes, what rebecs!
 And albogues will keep time to all this music! You’ll see almost every kind of pastoral instrument there.

“What are albogues?” asked Sancho. “I’ve never heard of them nor have I seen them in all the days of my life.”

“Albogues are” responded don Quixote, “little brass plates that look like candle-holders,
 and when you strike the hollow parts together it makes a noise which, if neither agreeable nor harmonic, isn’t displeasing, and fits in well with the rusticity of the hurdy-gurdy and the tabor and flute. The name albogue is Moorish, as are all those that begin in Spanish with al–, such as almohaza, almorzar, alhombra, alguacil, alhucema, almacén, alcancía,
 and other similar words—there ought to be a few more.
 And there are only three Moorish words in our language that end in –í, and they are: borceguí, zaquizamí, y maravedí. Alhelí y alfaquí,
 as much for the initial al– as for the final –í, are also clearly Arabic. I’ve told you this in passing because it came to me when I mentioned albogues.

“And since I’m something of a poet, as you know, and the bachelor Sansón Carrasco is even better than I am, this seemingly will help us to perfect our new calling. About the priest I can’t say anything, but I’ll bet that he has smatterings of being a poet as well, and I don’t doubt that maese Nicolás does as well, because all or most barbers are also guitarists and ballad singers. I’ll complain of absence, you’ll praise yourself as being constant, the shepherd Carrascón of being scorned, and the priest Curiambro of whatever he pleases, and so that’s the way it’ll be, and it won’t leave anything to be desired.”

To which Sancho responded: “I am, señor, so unlucky that I fear that the day will never come when I’ll see myself in that calling. But if I do become a shepherd, what polished spoons I’ll make!
 What fried bread​crumbs I’ll cook; what whipped cream; what garlands; what pastoral trinkets I’ll put together; although they won’t earn me fame as a wise man, they will make me famous as clever fellow! Sanchica, my daughter, will bring food right to us. But watch out! She’s pretty good looking, and there are shepherds that are more mischievous than simple, and «I wouldn’t want her to go out for wool and come back shorn». Love and evil desires just as soon roam about the countryside as in the cities, and in pastoral huts as well as in royal palaces, and «if you take away the cause, you take away the sin», and «what the eyes don’t see doesn’t break the heart», and «a leap over the hedge is better than prayers of good men».”

“No more proverbs, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “since any one of them on its own is enough to make one see what your point is. I’ve advised you many times not to be excessive in your proverbs, show a little restraint in using them. But it seems to me that it’s like «preaching in the desert», and «my mother punishes me and I mock her».”

“It seems to me, señor, that your grace is like what they say: «The frying pan called the kettle black». You’re reprimanding me for using proverbs, and you go stringing them together two at a time.”

“Look, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “I bring pertinent proverbs in, and when I say them, «they fit like a ring on your finger». But you drag them in by their hair, with no direction. And if I remember correctly, on another occasion I told you that proverbs are maxims taken from the experience and contemplation of the wise ancients, and a proverb that doesn’t fit is more nonsense than a maxim. But let’s leave all this, for night is coming, and let’s get off the highway a good distance, where we can spend the night, and God knows «tomorrow will be another day».”

They got off the road, ate late and poorly, much against the will of Sancho, who considered the poverty of knight errantry seen in the forests and hills, even though abundance was manifest in castles and homes, as in the case of don Diego de Miranda, and in Camacho’s wedding, and the house of don Antonio Moreno. But he realized that «it wasn’t possible for it to be always daytime, nor always nighttime», for that matter, and so he spent that night sleeping, and his master watching. 

Chapter LXVIII. Of the bristly adventure that happened to don Quixote
It was a somewhat dark night, although the moon was in the sky, but not where it could be seen. At times señora Diana
 travels to the far ends of the earth and makes the hills black and valleys dark. Don Quixote fulfilled his obligations to nature, and he slept his first sleep, without giving any room for his second,
 quite the opposite of Sancho, who never had a second one because the first one lasted from the night to the morning, which served to show his sturdy constitution and few cares.

Don Quixote’s own cares kept him awake, and he woke Sancho and said to him: “I’m amazed at how free and easy you are. I think you must be made of marble or of hard bronze, a person in whom there’s no emotion or feeling of any kind. I stay awake while you sleep, I cry while you sing, I faint and fast while you’re lazy and sluggish because you’re so stuffed.

“Good servants share the grief of their masters and feel their emotions, if only for the sake of appearances. Look at the serenity of this night, the solitude that surrounds us, that invites us to take a break from our sleep. Stand up, by golly. Go over there, and with a good heart and grateful spirit, give yourself three or four hundred lashes toward the disenchantment of Dulcinea. I’m begging you to do it. I don’t want to have to grapple with you like the last time, because I know that you’re strong. After you’ve lashed yourself, we’ll spend the rest of the night singing—I about my absence and you about your constancy, and we’ll begin our pastoral calling right now that we’ll continue in our village.”

“Señor,” responded Sancho, “I’m not like a friar who can wake up in the middle of the night and whip himself, nor do I think that after one extreme of the pain of the lashes I can go to the other extreme of music. Let me sleep, your grace, and not rush me into whipping myself. You’ll force me to swear that I’ll never touch even a hair on my coat, not to mention my flesh.”

“Oh, you hard-hearted, pitiless squire! Oh, bread ill-bestowed and favors ill-appreciated—both those I have done and plan to do for you! Because of me you’ve been a governor. Because of me you have firm hopes of being a count or getting some other appropriate title, and the fulfillment of these hopes will be delayed only as long as this year lasts. For I, post tenebras spero lucem.”

“I don’t understand any of that,” replied Sancho. “I only understand that while I’m sleeping, I have no fear, no hopes, no work, no glory. Blessed be the person who invented sleep, the cloak that covers all human thoughts, the food that removes all hunger, water that drives away thirst, fire that warms you when you’re cold, coolness that tempers heat, and, finally, is the general currency with which all things are purchased, the scale that makes the shepherd equal to the king, and the fool to the wise man. There’s only one thing bad about sleep, the way I hear it, and that is that it resembles death, because there’s not much difference between a sleeping man and a dead one.”

“Sancho, I have never heard you speak so elegantly as now,” said don Quixote, “which makes me realize that proverb—that you frequently use—is true that says: «it’s not with whom you’re bred, but rather with whom you’re fed».”

“Ah, woe is me!” replied Sancho, “señor our master, I’m not the one who’s stringing proverbs together now, for they drip from your mouth two at a time, better than from mine. The difference between yours and mine is that yours hit the mark while mine are scattered all over the place. But, still, they’re all proverbs.”

They were discussing this when they heard a deafening thunder and a harsh dissonance resound throughout those valleys. Don Quixote got up and took out his sword, and Sancho cowered beneath the grey, putting the bundle of armor on one side and the packsaddle on the other. He was trembling out of fear as much as don Quixote was agitated. Gradually the noise increased and drew near to the two fearful men, or at least near the one fearful man, for the other’s bravery is well known.

What was going on was that some men were driving more than six-hundred pigs to market at that late hour, and the noise they made, together with the grunting and snorting, deafened the ears of don Quixote and Sancho, and they didn’t know what it could be. The grunting massive herd, without showing respect either for don Quixote’s or for Sancho’s authority, trampled both of them, destroying Sancho’s protection and not only knocking over don Quixote but also taking Rocinante with him. The herd, the grunting, the speed with which the dirty animals arrived brought chaos to and toppled the packsaddle, the armor, the grey, Rocinante, Sancho, and don Quixote. Sancho got up as well as he could and asked his master for his sword, telling him that he wanted to kill half a dozen of those rude señores pigs, for he realized what they were.

Don Quixote told him: “Let them be, my friend, for this affront is atonement for my sin, and for a conquered knight errant to be eaten by jackals, stung by wasps, and trampled by pigs is a just punishment from heaven.”

“It must also be a punishment from heaven,” responded Sancho, “for flies to bite, lice to eat, and hunger to attack squires of knights errant. If we squires were children of the knight we serve, or very close relatives, it wouldn’t be out of the ordinary if we suffered the punishment of our masters’ sins, even down to the fourth generation. But what have the Panzas to do with the Quixotes? Ah, well, let’s get comfortable again and sleep what little is left of the night. «Tomorrow is another day» and we’ll get along all right.”

“You sleep, Sancho,” responded don Quixote. “You were born to sleep. I, on the other hand, was born to keep vigil. In the time that remains until daybreak, I’ll give free rein to my thoughts, and I’ll release them in a little madrigal I composed last night in my head without your knowing about it.”

“It seems to me,” responded Sancho, “that there must not be many thoughts that can give rise to songs. Make as many verses as you want, and I’ll sleep as much as I can.”

And so, taking as much of the ground as he wanted, he curled up and slept a sound sleep, without bonds, debts, or any pain at all to prevent him from it. 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) to the accompaniment of his own sighs, sang in this way:

 When in my mind 


 I muse, oh, Love, upon thy cruelty, 


 To death I flee, 


 In hope therein the end of all to find. 

 But drawing near 

 That welcome haven in my sea of woe, 

 Such joy I know, 

 That life revives, and still I linger here. 

 Thus life doth slay, 

 And death again to life restores me; 


 Strange destiny, 

 That deals with life and death as with a play!
 

Each verse was accompanied by many sighs and not a few tears, like one whose heart was pierced with the pain of vanquishment, and with the absence of Dulcinea. At this point, day came and the rays of the sun shone on Sancho’s face, and he woke up and stretched his limbs and shook himself. He saw the damage done to his supplies by the pigs, and cursed the herd in no uncertain terms.

Finally, the two of them got back on the road, and at the end of the day they saw coming toward them as many as ten men on horseback and four or five on foot. Don Quixote’s heart quickened and Sancho’s became distressed, because the people who were approaching were bringing lances and shields and appeared ready for battle.

Don Quixote turned to Sancho and said to him: “If I were free to take up arms, Sancho, and my promise hadn’t tied my hands, this predicament that has come upon us would be cookies and cakes. But it may be something other than what we fear.”

The men on horseback arrived just then, and, brandishing their lances, they surrounded don Quixote without saying a word, and pointed their lances at his chest and back, threatening him with death. One of those on foot, with his forefinger on his lips, indicating that he should remain quiet, took Rocinante’s bridle and led him from the road, and the others who were on foot, taking Sancho and the grey, maintaining that marvelous silence, followed the steps of the man leading don Quixote, who tried two or three times to ask where he was being taken, or what they wanted. But as soon as he began to move his lips, it looked like they were going to close them with their lances. And the same thing happened to Sancho, because as soon as he started to speak, one of those on foot pricked him with a spike, and the grey as well, as if he too were about to speak.

When night closed in, they quickened their pace, and fear increased in the prisoners, and more so when they heard the others say at regular intervals: “Keep walking, you brutes! Keep quiet, you barbarians! Pay up, you cannibals! Don’t complain, you Scythians!
 Don’t even open your eyes, Polyphemi,
 killers, butchering lions!” And they added other similar names to these, with which they used to torment the ears of the wretched master and servant. Sancho went along saying to himself: “They called us barbers and cannonballs? I don’t like any of these names—«an ill wind is threshing this wheat». Bad things come to us all at once, like smacks on a dog, and I hope that the threats will result in words and not the thwacks that this misadventure is threatening us with.”

Don Quixote was stunned, without being able to figure out with all his speculations, what all those names meant, but he did surmise he couldn’t expect anything good and should fear something bad. At this point they arrived, almost at nightfall, at a castle that don Quixote recognized as being the one belonging to the duke, where he’d recently stayed.

“God help me!” he said as soon as he recognized the place, “What can this be? Truly in this house all is courtesy and civility. But for the vanquished, good things turn bad, and bad things get worse.” 

They entered into the main courtyard of the castle, and they saw it all decorated and set up in a way that increased their wonder and doubled their fear, as will be seen in the next chapter.

Chapter LXIX. About the rarest and most unusual event that happened to don Quixote in the course of this great history.

The men on horseback dismounted, and together with those on foot they took don Quixote and Sancho hurriedly from their mounts and led them into the courtyard, around which burned almost a hundred torches, placed in their sconces, and in the galleries surrounding the courtyard there were more than five-hundred lanterns, so that even though it was night, you couldn’t tell it wasn’t daylight. In the middle of the courtyard there was a catafalque about six feet above the ground, covered by a canopy made of black velvet, and on the steps leading to the catafalque, more than a hundred white candles burned in silver candlesticks. On top of it there lay a dead body of a maiden who was so exquisite, that she made death itself beautiful. Her head was on a brocaded cushion, crowned with a garland of several sweet-smelling flowers woven together, her hands crossed on her chest, and in them was a branch of yellowed conquering palm.

Along one side of the courtyard was a stage with two chairs, on which were seated two persons who, since they were wearing crowns on their heads and had scepters in their hands, it indicated they were kings, either real or feigned. Next to this stage were two more chairs, reached by some stairs, on which those who brought the prisoners seated don Quixote and Sancho, all this done in silence, and their captors made signs to the two of them that they should also be silent. But they said nothing even without those signs, because the astonishment at what they were seeing had them tongue-tied.

At that point, two notable persons, followed by a large retinue, walked up upon the stage, and don Quixote recognized them immediately as the duke and duchess, his hosts. They sat on two richly-decorated chairs, next to those who appeared to be kings. Who wouldn’t be moved to wonder at all this, especially when don Quixote recognized that the dead body lying on the tomb was that of the beautiful Altisidora?

When the duke and duchess went over to their seats, don Quixote and Sancho stood up and bowed deeply, and the duke and duchess nodded their heads slightly in return. Next, an officer went over to Sancho and placed a robe of black buckram over him. It was painted with flames. The man removed Sancho’s cap and put a penitent’s hat on his head of the kind that those condemned by the Holy Office wear, and whispered into his ear that he must not open his mouth or they’d gag or kill him. Sancho looked at himself from top to bottom and saw the flames licking up, but since they didn’t burn him, he couldn’t have cared less.

He took his hat off and saw that it was painted with devils, then put it back on and said to himself: “It’s all right, because the flames don’t burn me and the devils aren’t carrying me off.”

Don Quixote also looked at him, and although fear had numbed his senses, he couldn’t help but laugh at the figure of Sancho. And now from under the tomb, there began to be heard a soft and pleasant sound of flutes, unaccompanied by any human voice, for silence itself kept silent there. Then there suddenly arose next to the cushion under the apparent cadaver, a handsome lad dressed in a toga, who, accompanied by a harp, which he himself played, sang with a smooth and articulate voice these two stanzas:

While fair Altisidora, who the sport 

Of cold don Quixote’s cruelty hath been, 

Returns to life, and in this magic court 

The dames in sables come to grace the scene, 

And while her matrons all in seemly sort 

My lady robes in baize and bombazine, 

Her beauty and her sorrows will I sing 

With defter quill than touched the Thracian sting.



But not in life alone, I think, to me 

Belongs the office; Lady, when my tongue 

Is cold in death, believe me, unto you 

My voice shall raise its tributary song. 

My soul, from this strait prison‑house set free, 

As over the Stygian lake
 it floats along, 

Thy praises singing still shall hold its way, 

And make the waters of oblivion stay.

“No more,” said one of those men who appeared to be kings, “no more, divine singer. You would never finish if you were to recount the death and graces of the peerless Altisidora—not dead in the way the ignorant world believes, but alive in the tongues of fame, and by means of the penance that Sancho Panza, here present, must undergo to return her to her lost light. And so, oh, Rhadamanthus!
 you who judge with me in the dark caverns of Lys!
 Since you know everything the inscrutable fates have prescribed for how to make this maiden revive, say and declare what it is right now so that the happiness that will come with her return will not be delayed.”

Hardly had Minos, a judge and companion of Rhadamanthus, said this when Rhadamanthus stood up and said: “Ho, officers of this house, high and low ones, big and little ones, draw near and smack Sancho twenty-four times on his face, give him twelve pinches, and six pinpricks on his arms and back. By means of this ceremony, Altisidora will be resuscitated.”

When Sancho Panza, heard this, be broke his silence and said: “I swear, I’ll as much let my face be slapped or even touched as I would become a Moor! On my soul, what does slapping my face have to do with the resurrection of this girl? «The old lady took a fancy to beets…»
 They enchant Dulcinea and then they whip me so she can be disenchanted. Altisidora dies of an illness it pleased God to send her, and twenty-four slaps on my face, riddling my body with pinpricks, and bruising my arms with the pinches will bring her back! You can do these pranks on some other dunce. I’m an old dog, so don’t try any of that ‘Come here, doggie’ stuff with me.”

“You will die!” roared Rhadamanthus. “Relent, you tiger! Humble yourself, arrogant Nimrod,
 endure and be silent; we’re not asking impossible things of you. Don’t argue about the difficulties of this affair. You will be slapped, you will see yourself pricked, you will moan with pinches. Ho, officers, I say that you should do what I tell you. If not, you’ll find out, on the faith of an honest man, for what reason you were born.”

Right then there appeared in the courtyard as many as six duennas in a procession, one after the other, four of them wearing glasses, and all of them with their right hands raised high, with four inches of their forearms showing, to make their hands look longer, as is the custom nowadays.

As soon as Sancho saw them he began to bellow like a bull and said: “I might let anyone paw my face, but to consent for duennas to touch my face, never! Scratch my face like they did with my master in this same castle, stick pointed daggers through my body, tear at my arms with fiery pincers, and I’ll bear it all patiently in deference to the duke and duchess. But I won’t let duennas touch me, even if the devil hauls me off.”

Don Quixote, also broke his silence and said to Sancho: “Be patient, my son, and humor these people, and give thanks to heaven for having given you the power to—through martyrdom—disenchant the enchanted and raise the dead.”

The duennas were now near Sancho, when he, in a better temper and more persuaded, sat down in the chair, offered his face and beard to the first one, who gave him a well-placed slap, then bowed.

“Less courtesy and not so many cosmetics, señora duenna,” said Sancho, “because by God your hands smell of vinagrillo.”

So all the duennas smacked him, and others from the household pinched him. But he couldn’t stand the idea of pin pricks. He stood up from the chair, seemingly angry, and seizing a lighted torch next to him, and he began to pursue the duennas and all those who were tormenting him, saying: “Away with you, you infernal ministers—I’m not made of bronze so I won’t feel such extraordinary torture.”

At this point, Altisidora, who must have been tired of being on her back for so long, turned onto her side. When the onlookers saw this, they said almost in unison: “Altisidora is alive! Altisidora lives!”

Rhadamanthus told Sancho to lay aside his wrath because his task had been completed.

As soon as don Quixote saw Altisidora come to life, he got on his knees before Sancho and said: “Now is the time, child of my bowels—and not my squire—for you to give yourself some of the lashes you must give yourself to disenchant Dulcinea. Now, I say, is the time when your power is at its height, and you can do what is expected of you efficiently.”

To which Sancho responded: “That seems to me to be one bad move on top of another and not honey on top of a cake. A nice thing it is, after pinches, slaps, and pinpricks, to come back with lashes! All you have to do is take a big stone and tie it around my neck and throw me in the well if I have to be the wedding-heifer to cure other people’s problems.
 Leave me alone, because if you don’t, by God, I’ll spoil everything, come what may!

At this point, Altisidora sat up on the tomb, and at the same instant, chirimías began to play accompanied by flutes, and everyone shouted: “Long live Altisidora, long live Altisidora!”

The duke and duchess stood up, and the Kings Minos and Rhadaman​thus, and all those together with don Quixote and Sancho, went to receive Altisidora and take her down from the tomb, and she, pretending to be faint, bowed in the direction of the duke and duchess, and she, looking over at don Quixote, said to him: “May God pardon you, unloved knight, since by your cruelty I was in the other world—it seemed to me—for more than a thousand years. And you, oh, most compas​sionate squire in the world! I thank you for the life I possess. As of today, you may take six shirts of mine that I offer you so you can have them remade for yourself, and if they’re not all in good shape, at least they’re clean.”

Sancho kissed her hands with his pointed hat in his hands and his knees on the ground. The duke asked that the hat and flaming robe be taken back, and for them to return Sancho’s jacket. Sancho begged the duke to let him keep the robe and hat, saying he wanted to take them back home in memory of that unheard of event. The duchess said they would let him, because Sancho knew what a great friend of his she was. The duke had the courtyard cleared and told everyone to go to their rooms, and that don Quixote and Sancho should be taken to the rooms they had used before.

Chapter LXX. Which follows the sixty-ninth and deals with things necessary to the clear understanding of this history.
Sancho slept in a portable bed that night in the same room as don Quixote, which he would have liked to have avoided if he could have since he well knew that his master was going to keep him awake by asking him questions, and he wasn’t in the mood to talk a lot because he still was hurting from his recent martyrdom, and his pain wouldn’t let his tongue move freely. He would have preferred to sleep in a hut by himself rather than in that elegant room with someone else.

His fear turned out to be well-founded and his suspicion true, because no sooner did his master get into bed but what he said: “What do you think, Sancho, about what happened tonight? The might of a lover’s scorn is great and powerful—you’ve seen Altisidora with your own eyes, dead, and not killed by arrows, nor by a sword, nor by any other instrument of war, nor by deadly poisons, but just by her brooding on the rigor and scorn with which I’ve always treated her.”

“Let her die as much as she wants and however she wants,” responded Sancho, “and let me stay at home, because I never led her to love me, nor did I ever scorn her in my entire life. I don’t know, nor can I think, how the health of Altisidora, a girl more capricious than discreet, can have to do—as I’ve said before—with the torments of Sancho Panza. Now I can certainly understand clearly and distinctly that there are enchanters and enchantments in the world, and may God free me from them, since I cannot free myself. Even so, I beg your worship to let me sleep, and not ask me anything else unless you want me to throw myself out the window.”

“Sleep, Sancho my friend,” responded don Quixote, “if the pinpricks, pinches, and slaps that you received will allow you.”

“No pain,” replied Sancho, “comes close to the affront of the slaps, if only because they were done by duennas—may God confound them! And I ask you once again to let me sleep because sleep soothes the miseries of those who have them when awake.”

“All right,” said don Quixote, “and may God be with you.”

The two of them went to sleep, and while they slept, Cide Hamete Benengeli, the author of this great history, wanted to explain how the duke and duchess came to dream up the aforementioned scheme. He says that the bachelor Sansón Carrasco (having not forgotten when he was the Knight of the Mirrors, that he was vanquished and knocked down by don Quixote, which erased and ruined all his plans) wanted to try again, expecting a better result than the first time. And so he found out from the page who had taken the letter and present to Teresa Panza, Sancho’s wife, where don Quixote was. He found another set of armor and a new horse, and he put a white moon on his shield. He put the shield and armor on a mule guided by a peasant (not Tomé Cecial, his former squire, so he wouldn’t be recognized either by Sancho or don Quixote). 

He arrived, finally, at the castle of the duke, who informed him about the road don Quixote was taking and his plan to participate in the jousts in Zaragoza. He also told him about the pranks they had played, especially about the scheme to disenchant Dulcinea, at the expense of Sancho’s rear end. He revealed the joke Sancho had played on his master as well, making him believe that Dulcinea was enchanted and transformed into a peasant, and how the duchess, his wife, had made Sancho believe that he was the one who was deceived, because Dulcinea was really enchanted. The bachelor laughed no little about this, reflecting on the shrewdness and simplicity of Sancho, as well as the complete madness of don Quixote.

The duke asked that if he should find him, and whether or not he vanquished him, he should go back to tell him what happened. The bachelor did just that. He went off looking for him and didn’t find him in Zaragoza, so he kept on going, and what has been recounted happened. He returned by way of the duke’s castle, and told him everything that had taken place, along with the conditions of the battle, and that don Quixote was going back to keep, as a good knight errant, the word he’d given to retire for a year in his village during which time it might be—said the bachelor—he would regain his sanity. He was moved to take on that disguise because it was such a pity to see an intelligent hidalgo as don Quixote without his wits. With this he bade farewell to the duke and went back to his village, waiting for don Quixote who was following along.

The duke decided to play another trick on him, since he enjoyed so much the things that don Quixote and Sancho did. By using many of his servants on foot and on horseback, who combed the roads near and far from the castle, everywhere he thought don Quixote might be coming, so that they could bring him back either by force or by his free will to the castle, if they found him.

They found him, and sent word back to the duke, who had planned what to do, and as soon as he heard that they were about to arrive, had the torches and candles lit, and had Altisidora get up onto her catafalque, with all the other details mentioned, so well contrived and well done that there was little difference between appearance and reality.

Cide Hamete goes on to say that personally he thinks that the jokesters were as crazy as those played jokes upon, and the duke and duchess were themselves not two fingers from appearing to be fools in making fools of real ones. The two of them, one sleeping soundly, the other keeping vigil with unbridled thoughts, felt like getting up at the first rays of the sun, for staying in bed, either as victor or vanquished, never gave pleasure to don Quixote.

Altisidora, who had, in don Quixote’s opinion, returned from death to life—following the orders of her masters—crowned with the same garland that she was wearing while on her tomb, and dressed in a tunic of white taffeta, decorated with gold flowers, her hair flowing below her shoulders, and leaning on a cane made of very fine black ebony, went into don Quixote’s room. Upset and confused, he wrapped himself in his sheets and quilts from the bed, his tongue silent, without offering her any of the usual courtesies.

Altisidora sat in a chair at the head of the bed, after giving a great sigh, and with a tender and weakened voice she said: “When ladies of quality and modest maidens trample their honor, and let their tongues break through every obstruction, revealing the secrets from the depths of their hearts in public, they’re really in desperate straits. I, señor don Quixote de La Mancha, am one of those, enamored, vanquished, and in love. But, with all this, I’m patient and virtuous—so much so that my soul burst through my silence and I lost my life. I was dead for two days—at least, that’s what those who saw me thought—from dwelling on the severity with which you’ve treated me, oh, heart harder-than-marble to my laments, knight made of flint! And if it weren’t that Love, having compassion for me, found a way to save me through the torments of this good squire, I’d still be in the other world.”

“Love could have just as easily,” said Sancho, “found a way to torment my donkey instead, and I would have been grateful. But tell me, señora—and may heaven find a kinder lover for you than my master—what did you see in the other world? What is hell like? Why is it that someone who dies of despair has to wind up there?”

“To tell the truth,” responded Altisidora, “I must not have completely died because I didn’t go into hell. Once you go in, you can’t get out, even if you want to. The truth is, I got to the gate where a dozen devils were playing ball, all of them wearing pants and vests, with collars decorated with lace, and more lace at their cuffs, with four inches of their forearms showing to make their hands look longer, and in their hands they had bats made of fire. 

“And what impressed me most was that instead of balls they were using books, seemingly filled with hot air and rubbish, a marvelous and novel thing to behold. But this didn’t amaze me as much as seeing that, whereas usually winners are happy and losers are sad, down there in that game everyone grunted, everyone argued, and everyone called each other names.”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” responded Sancho, “because devils, whether they’re playing or not, can never be content, win or lose.”

“That’s what it must be,” responded Altisidora, “but there’s something else that surprises me, I mean, that surprised me then, and that was that after the first thwack, no book was whole, nor was it usable again, and the way they smashed new books and old to smithereens was a marvel to see. They whacked one of those books, brand new and well bound, which came totally apart and its pages went flying around. 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 worse one, I couldn’t do it.’ They continued their game, hitting other books, and since they mentioned don Quixote—whom I adore and love—I tried to remember that vision.”

“It doubtless had to be a vision,” said don Quixote, “because there’s no other me in the world, and that history just goes from hand to hand, and stays in none, because they all kick it away. It makes no difference to me if I’m going like a ghost into the depths of hell, or in the brightness of the earth, because I’m not the person that history deals with. If it were good, faithful, and true, it would live for centuries, but if it’s bad, it’ll be a short road from its birth to its grave.”

Altisidora was going to continue her grievances about don Quixote when don Quixote said to her: “I’ve told you many times, señora, that it distresses me that you’ve made me the object of your affection, since my own thoughts can do nothing in return except acknowledge yours. I was born to belong to Dulcinea del Toboso, and the Fates—if indeed there are any—pledged me to her. To think that another beauty would take her place in my heart is to think the impossible. I hope this will enlighten you sufficiently so that you can withdraw into the bounds of your modesty, since no one should take on something impossible.”

When Altisidora heard this, she lost her temper and got upset, and said to him: “By God, don Codfish, soul of mortar, pit of a date, you’re more stubborn than a peasant when he insists he’s right. If I attack you, I’ll scratch your eyes out! Do you think, by chance, don Vanquished and don Cudgeled, that I died for you? Everything you saw tonight was pretend! I’m not a woman who would care the slightest bit about a camel such as you, not to mention to die for you!”

“I can believe it,” said Sancho, “because dying on account of love is something laughable. They may say they will, but actually doing it, let Judas believe it!”

When they were talking about these things, the singing musician came in, the fellow who had sung the two stanzas given earlier, and bowing deeply before don Quixote, he said: “Your grace, señor knight, can count me among your most faithful servants, because I’ve been a fan of yours for many days, as much because of your fame as because of your deeds.”

Don Quixote responded: “Tell me who your grace is, so that my courtesy can respond properly.”

The young man responded that he was the musician and poet from the night before.

“Of course,” replied don Quixote. “Your grace has a wonderful voice. But what you sang didn’t seem to the point, because what do Garcilaso’s stanzas
 have to do with the death of this señora?”

“Don’t wonder about that, your grace,” said the musician.“Among novice poets of our age each one writes whatever he wants and steals from whomever he wants, whether or not it fits with what his point is, and there’s nothing they sing or write that they don’t attribute to poetic license.”

Don Quixote tried to respond but the duke and duchess were coming over to see him, and prevented him from doing so, and there was a long and pleasant conversation in which Sancho said so many amusing and astute things that the duke and duchess were amazed once again, as much by his simplicity as by his acuity. Don Quixote begged them to allow him to leave that very day, since all vanquished knights such as he should live in a pigsty rather than royal palaces. They willingly gave him permission and the duchess asked him if Altisidora was still in his good graces.

He answered: “Señora mía, you should realize that this maiden’s trouble comes from being idle, and the remedy is for her to have something useful to do to occupy her time. She told me that lace is used in hell, and since she must know how to make lace, let her keep doing it. If she makes the bobbins flit about, the image or images of what she desires won’t flit about her imagination. And this is the truth, this is my opinion, and this is my advice.”

“And mine,” added Sancho, “since I’ve never seen a lacemaker in all my life who died from love. Busy maidens think more about finishing their work than about love. At least that’s the way it is with me, because when I’m farming, I don’t think about my wife, I mean, about my Teresa Panza, whom I love more than my eyelashes.”

“You’ve spoken well, Sancho,” said the duchess, “and I’ll make sure my Altisidora keeps busy from now on doing handwork, which she knows how to do very well.”

“There’s no reason, señora,” responded Altisidora, “to use that remedy, since just thinking about the cruelty this ignorant brigand has done me will erase him from my memory without any other tactic. And with your greatness’s permission, I want to leave, so that I won’t see in front of me, not only his woebegone expression, but also his ugly and abominable appearance.”

“That seems to me,” said the duke, “like what they say: «He who offends is close to forgiving».”

Altisidora pretended to wipe tears from her face with a handkerchief, and, bowing toward her masters, left the room.

“I promise you, poor girl,” said Sancho, “that you’re bound to have bad luck, I say, since you were up against a soul of a rush and a heart of an oak tree. If you were dealing with me, another rooster would be singing to you.”

The conversation ended, don Quixote got dressed and ate with the duke and duchess, then left that afternoon.

Chapter LXXI. What happened to don Quixote with his squire Sancho on the way to their village.
Don Quixote was riding along on the one hand feeling vanquished and beaten, and on the other, he was very happy. His defeat caused his sadness, but Sancho’s powers, as revealed in the resurrection of Altisidora, revived his spirits, although he did wonder if the enamored maiden had really been dead.

 Sancho was not at all happy because Altisidora had not kept her word to give him the six shirts, and as these thoughts ran to and fro in his mind, he said to his master: “In truth, señor, I’m the most unfortunate doctor in the world, for there are physicians who, even when they kill the patient they’re treating, insist on being paid for their work, which is only to sign a prescription for some medicine, which they don’t even compound—the pharmacist does—and the poor patient is out of luck! And look at me—other people’s health costs me blood, slaps, pinches, pinpricks, and lashes, and they don’t give me an ardite for it. I swear, if they bring me another sick person, before I cure him, they’ll have to grease my palms. «Where the abbot sings, he dines» and I don’t think that heaven gave me these powers so that I can use them with other people de bóbilis, bóbilis.”

“You’re right, Sancho my friend,” responded don Quixote. “Altisidora did ill in not giving you the shirts she promised, and even though your power is gratis data,
 at least you didn’t have to study; but it’s worse than studying when you have to withstand torture on your body. For myself, I’ll say that if you wanted to receive pay for the lashes to disenchant Dulcinea, I would have already paid you well. But I don’t know if payment will affect the cure, and I wouldn’t want the fee to counteract the medicine. With all this, it seems to me that it wouldn’t hurt to try. Sancho, figure out the price you want, and start whipping yourself right now, then you can pay yourself in cash with your own hand since you have my money.” 

Sancho opened his eyes and ears wide when he heard this offer, and resolved in his heart to whip himself lustily, and he said to his master: “All right, señor, I want to please you in what you want, to my profit. The love for my children and wife makes me interested. Tell me, your grace, how much you’ll give me for each lash I give myself.”

“If I were to pay you, Sancho,” responded don Quixote, “according to the worth and quality of this remedy, the treasures of Venice and the mines of Potosí wouldn’t be enough to pay you. Estimate what money of mine you have and put a price on each lash.”

“There are,” responded Sancho, “three thousand three hundred lashes. Of those I’ve given myself as many as five. The rest are left. Let’s add back the five already given, and let’s start with three thousand three hundred at a cuartillo apiece—and I won’t take anything less even if the whole world commanded me to—it comes to three thousand three hundred cuartillos. Three thousand cuartillos are one thousand five hundred half reales, and that’s seven hundred fifty reales. And the three hundred makes a hundred fifty half reales and that comes to seventy five reales. These added together come to eight hundred twenty five reales. I will take this amount from what I have of yours and I’ll go home rich and content, although well whipped, because «you don’t catch trout…»
 and I’ll say no more.”

“Oh, blessed Sancho! Oh, amiable Sancho!” responded don Quixote, “How obliged Dulcinea and I will be to you to serve you all the days that heaven is pleased to give us! If she comes back to her lost self—and it’s not possible that she won’t—her misfortune will be turned into joy and my vanquishment will be a happy triumph. And when do you think, Sancho, you want to start this whipping, because if you do it quickly, I’ll add a hundred reales.”

“When?” replied Sancho. “I’ll begin tonight without fail. Make sure we’re in the countryside, beneath a clear sky, and I’ll open my flesh.”

The night don Quixote was waiting for finally came. It seemed to him that the wheels of Apollo’s chariot had broken, and that the day was much longer than usual, as happens with people in love, who can never adjust time to their desires. Finally, they went in among some trees that were a bit off the road, and where they left the saddle and packsaddle of Rocinante and the grey unoccupied, and they stretched out on the grass and ate a dinner from Sancho’s saddlebag. He made a flexible and strong whip from the grey’s halter and headstall, and went about twenty paces away among some beech trees.

Don Quixote, who saw him go off with such courage and dash, said to him: “Watch out, my friend, and don’t whip yourself to pieces. Make sure that you space the lashes out. Don’t hurry so much that your breath will fail you half way through. I mean, don’t whip yourself so hard that your life will be over before you get to the necessasry number. And so that you won’t lose track of how many lashes you will have given yourself, I’ll keep count over here with my rosary. May heaven favor you as much as your good purpose deserves.” 

“«Pledges never bother a good payer»,” responded Sancho. “I plan to administer them in such a way that I’ll hurt myself without killing myself. This must be the essence of this miracle.”

Sancho then took off his clothes from the waist up, and seizing the whip he began to lash himself, and don Quixote began to count. 

Sancho gave himself six or eight lashes when it seemed that the joke was a little costly and the price for them was too cheap, so he stopped for a moment and said to his master that he’d made a bad deal because each lash was worth a half real and not a cuartillo.

“Keep going, Sancho, and don’t worry,” don Quixote said to him, “because I’ll double the stake.”

“In that case,” said Sancho, “it’s in God’s hands, and let it rain lashes.”

But that jokester Sancho stopped lashing his back and started whipping the trees, giving moans once in a while that gave the impression that he was tearing out his soul with every lash. Don Quixote was tender-hearted and fearful that Sancho would end his life and therefore not achieve his desire through his own carelessness, so he said to him: “On your life, my friend, stop this business right now. This medicine seems harsh and it’d be a good idea to take it at intervals. «Rome wasn’t built in a day». You’ve given yourself more than a thousand lashes, if I counted right. That’s enough for now. «A don​key—speaking in general terms—can carry a load, but not a double load».”

“No, no, señor,” responded Sancho, “I don’t want anyone to say about me «once the money’s paid, the labor’s delayed». Stay away a bit longer, and let me give myself just another thousand lashes. With two of these series we’ll have finished the match, and there’ll be merchandise left over.”

“Since you’re so eager,” said don Quixote, “may heaven assist you. Lash yourself and I’ll go back where I was.”

Sancho went back to his task with great enthusiasm and he removed the bark from many trees, such was the rigor with which he whipped himself. Once he raised his voice and—giving an enormous lash to a beech tree—said: “«Here Samson will die, and all those with him.»”

Don Quixote went over to where the doleful voice and terrible blow came from, and seized the halter that served as a whip for Sancho, and said to him: “Don’t let Fortune, Sancho my friend, in order to please me, let you lose your life, which has to support your wife and children. Let Dulcinea wait a bit more—I’ll keep myself within the limits of my soon-to-be-realized hope, and I’ll wait for you to get back some strength so you can finish this business to the satisfaction of everyone.”

“Since your grace wants it that way, señor mío,” responded Sancho, “let it be as you say. Toss your cape over my shoulders—I’m sweating and I don’t want to catch a cold. Novice flagellants run that risk.”

Don Quixote did as he was asked, and he covered Sancho, who slept until the sun came up. They then continued their journey, which ended in a village three leagues down the road. They stopped at an inn, for that’s what don Quixote called it, and not a castle with a deep moat, iron gratings, and drawbridge. After he was vanquished his mind was more lucid, as will be seen now. He was lodged in a first-floor room where, instead of tooled leather panels, there were painted fabric hangings, commonly seen in villages. One of them showed a badly-painted scene of the kidnaping of Helen, when the daring guest took her from Menelaus,
 and in another one the story of Dido and Æneas, where she’s in a tower, waving what looked like half a sheet at the fleeing guest, who was at sea in a frigate or a brigantine.

Don Quixote could see in the hangings that Helen wasn’t exactly going against her will because she was laughing on the sly. But the beautiful Dido was crying tears the size of walnuts. When don Quixote saw them he said: “These two señoras were most unfortunate for not having been born in these times, and I, most unfortunate of all for not having been born in theirs. If I had found those two fellows, Troy wouldn’t have burned, and Carthage wouldn’t have been destroyed, because if I had just killed Paris, so many misfortunes would have been prevented.”

“I’ll bet,” said Sancho, “that before much time passes there won’t be a wine-shop, inn, or barbershop where the history of our deeds isn’t painted. But I’d prefer that a better painter do it than the one who did these.”

“You’re right, Sancho,” said don Quixote, “because this painter is like Orbaneja, a painter who was in Úbeda, who, when they asked him what he was painting, he would answer: ‘Whatever it turns out to be.’ And if by chance he was painting a rooster, he wrote beneath it: «This is a Rooster» so that they wouldn’t think it was a fox. The painter or writer (for it’s all the same) who brought to light this new don Quixote must have done the same thing—he painted or wrote whatever it turned out to be. Or maybe it was like a poet who wrote in the court years ago named Mauleón, who gave instant answers to everything he was asked, and when he was asked what «Deum de Deo» meant,
 he said ‘Dé donde diere.’
 But, leaving this aside, tell me if you plan to do more whipping tonight, Sancho, and whether or not you’ll do it inside or out.”

“By golly, señor, what I plan to do I can do either inside or out. But even so, I’d prefer that it be among the trees, because it seems to me that they help me to bear my toil marvelously well.”

“Well, it shouldn’t be that way, Sancho my friend,” responded don Quixote. “We should wait until we’re in our own village so that you can get back some strength, because we’ll arrive there the day after tomorrow at the latest.”

Sancho said that he’d go along with his master’s wishes, but he’d prefer to finish that business «while the blood was still flowing warm»
 and «while the mill was still grinding», because «danger lurks in delay» and «pray to God and wield the mallet» and «one take is worth two I’ll give yous», and «a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush».

“No more proverbs, Sancho, by the only God,” said don Quixote, “because it seems like you’re going back to sicut erat.
 Speak plainly, smoothly, and not in a roundabout way, as I’ve asked you many times, and you’ll see how «one loaf is as good as a hundred».”

“I don’t know what my problem is,” responded Sancho, “because I don’t know how to say a word without a proverb, and all of my proverbs seem to be to the point. But I’ll try to mend my ways if I can.”

And with this, their conversation ended.

Chapter LXXII. How don Quixote and Sancho arrived at their village. 
Don Quixote and Sancho spent the whole day waiting in that village and inn, one of them to finish the tally of his whipping, and the other to see the end of it, since it meant the fulfillment of his desire. In the meantime a traveler on horseback arrived at the inn with three or four servants, one of whom said to the man who appeared to be the master: “Here, your grace, señor don Álvaro Tarfe, can have a siesta. The place seems clean and cool.”

When don Quixote heard this he said to Sancho: “Look, Sancho, as I was looking through the second part of my history, it seems to me that I ran across that name in passing.”

“That may well be,” responded Sancho. “Let’s let him dismount and afterwards we can ask him.”

The horseman got down and the innkeeper’s wife gave him a room on the first floor, decorated with the fabric hangings like those in don Quixote’s room.

The newly-arrived gentlemen put on some cool clothes and went out onto the inn’s porch, which was spacious and cool, where don Quixote was strolling, and asked him: “Where is your grace headed, señor?”

And don Quixote answered: “To a village near here, where I was born—and your grace, where are you going?”

“I, señor,” replied the gentleman, “am going to Granada, my hometown.”

“And a good one it is,” replied don Quixote. “But tell me, for courtesy’s sake, what is your name, because it might be more important to know than I can rightly state.”

“My name is don Álvaro Tarfe,” responded the guest.

To which don Quixote replied: “Without any doubt, you must be that don Álvaro Tarfe who’s circulating in the Second Part of don Quixote de La Mancha that was recently published, and written by a modern author.”
“I’m one and the same,” responded the gentleman, “and that don Quixote, the main subject of that history, was a very great friend of mine. I was the one who took him away from his home, or at least inspired him to go with me to Zaragoza for some jousts, and in truth, in truth, I did many things for him as his friend, and even prevented his being whipped because he was too reckless.”

“And tell me, your grace, señor don Álvaro Tarfe, do I look like that don Quixote that you mention?”

“No, you don’t,” responded the guest, “not in the slightest.”

‘And that don Quixote,” said ours, “did he have a squire with him named Sancho Panza?”

 
“Yes, he did,” responded don Álvaro, “and although he was reputed to be amusing, I never heard him say anything remotely funny.”

“I can well believe that,” interrupted Sancho, “because not everyone can say amusing things, and that Sancho that your grace has mentioned, señor, must be some great scoundrel, dull-witted, and a thief, all rolled up into one. I’m the real Sancho Panza, and I have more witty sayings than there are drops of rain, and if you don’t believe me, try me out and follow me around for at least a year, and you’ll see that they drip off of me with every step, in such a way and so many that often without my knowing how, I make everyone who hears me laugh. And the real don Quixote de La Mancha, the famous one, the brave, the wise, the one who is in love, the righter of wrongs, the guardian of orphans, the protector of widows, the killer of maidens, he who has as the only object of his affection Dulcinea del Toboso, is this señor here present, and he’s my master. Any other don Quixote and any other Sancho Panza are just pranks, jokes, and badly-dreamed-up ones at that.”

“By God, I believe it,” responded don Álvaro, “because you’ve said more witty things, my friend, in four sentences than the other Sancho Panza did in all the times I heard him speak, and there were many of them. He was more of a glutton than well-spoken, and more stupid than witty. And it must be that the enchanters who pursue don Quixote the Good, have tried to pursue me using don Quixote the Bad. But I don’t know what to say. I swear I left him in the Asylum of the Nuncio of Toledo
 for treatment, and here’s another don Quixote, although quite different from mine.”

“I,” said don Quixote, “don’t know if I’m Good, but I do know that I’m not the Bad one, proof for which I want you to know, my señor, don Álvaro Tarfe, that I’ve never stepped in Zaragoza in all the days of my life. Rather, since I was told this trumped-up don Quixote had gone to the jousts in that city, I refused to go there to prove his lie to the world, so I went directly to Barcelona, that treasure house of courtesy, shelter for strangers, abode for the poor, hometown of the brave, avenger of the offended, welcome dwelling of firm friendships, and uniquely beautiful in its location.

“And although what happened to me there was not much to my liking, but rather has caused me a lot of sorrow, I left there with no sorrow, just because I saw that city. Finally, señor don Álvaro Tarfe, I’m don Quixote de La Mancha, the same one proclaimed by Fame, and not that luckless fellow who has attempted to usurp my name and grace himself with my thoughts. I beg you since you’re a gentleman, to make an affidavit before the mayor of this town, stating that this is the first time your worship has seen me in all the days of your life until now, and that I’m not that don Quixote written about in the second part, nor is this Sancho Panza, my squire, the one your grace knew.”

 
“I’ll be very willing to do that,” responded don Álvaro, “although it’s amazing to have seen two don Quixotes and two Sanchos at practically the same time, so alike in their names yet so different in their actions, and I’ll say once again and confirm that I didn’t see what I saw nor did I experience what I experienced.”

“Your grace,” said Sancho, “must be enchanted like my lady Dulcinea del Toboso. And may it please heaven that your disenchantment could be done by my giving myself three-thousand odd lashes like I’m doing for her, because I’d do it without any pay.”

“I don’t understand this business of lashes,” said don Álvaro.

And Sancho responded that it was a long story, but he would tell it to him if they were traveling the same road.


Lunch time came. Don Quixote and don Álvaro ate together; and by chance the mayor of the town with a scribe came into the inn. Don Quixote told him he wanted to make an affidavit, which was his legal right, that don Álvaro Tarfe, that gentleman who was there present, had not previously known don Quixote de La Mancha, who was also present, and that he was not the one who was written about in a history titled Second Part of don Quixote de La Mancha, written by a certain Avellaneda, a native of Tordesillas. The mayor made the affidavit, which was done with all the appropriate legal trimmings, which made don Quixote and Sancho very happy—as if such a deposition were important; as if their deeds and words wouldn’t clearly show the differences between the two don Quixotes and Sanchos. Many courteous words and pledges of service passed between don Álvaro and don Quixote, in which the great Manchegan showed his wisdom, which convinced don Álvaro Tarfe that he’d been deceived, and that he must have been enchanted since he’d touched two so different don Quixotes with his hand. 

When late afternoon came, they left the village, and about half a league from there they came to a fork in the road, one leading to don Quixote’s village, and the other, the one don Álvaro needed to take. In that short time, don Quixote told of the misfortune of his vanquishment and Dulcinea’s enchantment and rem​edy, all of which caused fresh wonder in don Álvaro, who, embracing don Quixote and Sancho, went on his way, as did don Quixote. They spent that night among some trees to give Sancho the chance to finish his whipping, at the expense of the bark of the beech trees, much more than his back, which he preserved so carefully that the lashes wouldn’t have scared off a fly, had one alighted there.

The deceived don Quixote didn’t lose count of a single lash, and found that together with the previous night, the total came to three thousand twenty nine. It seems that the sun came up to shed light on the sacrifice, and at that light, they continued their journey once again, speaking about don Álvaro’s deception, and how wise it was to get an affidavit from the mayor, and one with such authority.

That day and night they traveled without anything worthy of being told, except that Sancho finished his labor, which pleased don Quixote immensely, and he could hardly wait for day to come to see if they would run across the disenchanted Dulcinea, his lady. Along the road he scrutinized every woman he came across to see if she was Dulcinea del Toboso, since he held that the promises of Merlin were infallible.

With these thoughts and desires, they went up a hill from the top of which they could see their village, and when Sancho saw it, he got down on his knees and said: “Open your eyes, longed-for home, and see that Sancho Panza is returning to you, if not very rich, at least well-whipped. Open your arms and receive your son, don Quixote, who, if he’s coming back vanquished at someone else’s hand, at least he has triumphed over himself, and he says that it’s the victory most to be desired. I’m coming with money, because «if they gave me lashes, at least I had a fine mount».”4
“Stop that nonsense,” said don Quixote, “and let’s go, right foot in front,5 into our village, where we’ll give a truce to our imagination, and start planning for the pastoral life we expect to lead.”

With this they went down the slope and approached their village,

Chapter LXXIII. About the omens that don Quixote saw when he entered his village, with other events that embellish and authenti​cate this great history.
At the entrance of which, according to Cide Hamete, don Quixote saw two boys arguing on the threshing floor of the village, and one of them said to the other: “Don’t wear yourself out, Periquillo—you’ll never see her again as long as you live.”

Don Quixote heard this and said to Sancho: “Do you realize, my friend, what that boy has said: ‘You’ll never see her again as long as you live’?”

“So—what difference does it make,” responded Sancho, “that he said that?”

“What difference?” replied don Quixote. “Don’t you see that if you apply those words to my situation, it means that I won’t see Dulcinea again.”

Sancho was on the point of responding when he saw a hare being pursued by many hunters and greyhounds through the countryside. The hare ran over to take shelter, and crouched under the donkey. Sancho picked it up easily and gave it to don Quixote, who was saying: “Malum signum,
 malum signum! A hare flees, greyhounds pursue it, Dulcinea doesn’t appear.”

“Your grace is acting very strangely,” said Sancho. “Let’s suppose that this hare is Dulcinea del Toboso and these greyhounds are the foul enchanters who transformed her into a peasant. She flees, I catch her and put her in your grace’s care, and in your arms and you’re caressing her. What bad sign is this and what bad omen can be read here?”

The boys who had been arguing came over to see the hare, and Sancho asked one of them why they were arguing. He was answered by the one who had said “you’ll never see her again as long as you live” that he’d taken a cricket cage from the other boy that he didn’t plan ever to return to him as long as he lived.

Sancho took four quarter-reales from his purse and gave them to the boy for the cage and put it in don Quixote’s hands saying:” Here, señor, are your omens, broken and crushed, and they have no more to do with our affairs, the way I look at it, uneducated as I am, than the clouds of yesteryear. And if I remember correctly, I’ve heard the priest of our village say that it’s not right for wise Christian people to put any stock in such foolishness, and even your grace himself has said the same thing in recent days, giving me to understand that all those Christians who put stock in omens are stupid. There’s no need to insist on this too much. Let’s just keep going and enter our village.”

The hunters came over, asked for their hare, and don Quixote gave it to them. They moved on and at the entrance to the village they came across the priest and Sansón Carrasco, praying in a little meadow. Now, Sancho Panza had put the buckram robe covered with painted flames—which they gave him at the duke’s castle the night that Altisidora revived—over the donkey and over the bundle of arms and armor to be a kind of sumpter cloth. He’d put the penitent’s hat on the donkey’s head as well, and it was the most unusually transformed and adorned donkey in the world.

The two were immediately recognized by the priest and the bachelor, who ran to them with open arms. Don Quixote got off his horse and embraced both of them warmly. The boys, who are all-seeing lynxes, noticed the penitent’s hat on the donkey and went to see him, and yelled to the others: “Come on, boys, and you’ll see Sancho Panza’s donkey, handsomer than Mingo,
 and don Quixote’s horse thinner than ever.”

So, surrounded by boys and accompanied by the priest and the bachelor, they entered the village and went to don Quixote’s house, and found the housekeeper and the niece waiting at the door, for news had reached them about their arrival. Teresa Panza, wife of Sancho, heard neither more nor less news, and she, uncombed and without a shawl, leading Sanchica, her daughter, by the hand, went to see her husband. And seeing him not as well dressed as she thought a governor should be, said to him: “How is it, my husband, that you’re returning on foot and footsore, and you look more like a man without a government than a governor?”

“Hush, Teresa,” responded Sancho, “for many times «where there are stakes there’s no bacon». Let’s go home and there you’ll hear wonders. I’m bringing money, which is the important thing, earned by my cleverness, and without hurting anyone.”

“You bring money, my good husband,” said Teresa, “and no matter how you earned it, you won’t have invented any new ways of getting it.”

Sanchica hugged her father and asked him if he brought anything for her, for she was waiting for him like the rains of May. And holding on to his belt, and with his wife holding his other hand, the daughter leading the donkey, they all went home, leaving don Quixote in his house, in the care of his niece and housekeeper, and in the company of the priest and the bachelor.

Don Quixote, not waiting an instant, shut himself up with the bachelor and priest, and in a few words told how he was vanquished and that he was obliged not to leave his village for a year, during which time he planned to keep his promise to the letter, without violating it the least bit, for as a knight errant he was obliged by the rigorous order of knight errantry, and that he planned to be a shepherd during that year, and pass his time in the solitude of the fields where he could vent his amorous thoughts with a free rein, engaged in that pastoral and virtuous vocation, and if they were not prevented by urgent business elsewhere, they might want to be his companions. He would take care of buying enough sheep and other livestock so that they could be legitimately called shepherds, and that the most important piece of business had already been taken care of, because he’d figured out names for them that fit them to a tee.

The priest asked him to tell them what they were. Don Quixote responded that he himself would be the shepherd Quixotiz, and the bachelor, Carras​cón; and the priest, the shepherd Curambro, and Sancho Panza, the shepherd Pancino. 

They were dumbfounded to see the new madness of don Quixote. But so that he wouldn’t leave town again on his knight errantries, and hoping that in that year he would recover, they went along with his new plan, and approved it as wise, and offered to be his companions in his new vocation.

“And what’s more,” said Sansón Carrasco, “since, as everybody already knows, I’m a most celebrated poet, I’ll write pastoral or courtly verses—which​ever suits my fancy—all the time to entertain us on those by-roads on which we have to travel. And what we most need to do, señores míos, is choose names for the shepherdess that each one plans to celebrate in his verses, and that we not leave a single tree, no matter how hard its wood is, where we don’t inscribe her name, as is the custom of enamored shepherds.”

“That’s exactly right,” responded don Quixote, “although I’m free to choose a name for an imaginary shepherdess, here I already have Dulcinea del Toboso, the glory of these river-banks, the adornment of these meadows, the sustenance of beauty, the cream of wit, and finally, the subject on which all praises can repose, no matter how exaggerated they may be.”

“That’s the truth,” said the priest, “but we others will seek meeker shepherdesses, who, if they’re not perfect, at least they’ll approach perfection.”

To which Sansón Carrasco added: “And if we don’t find any, we’ll use the names of those who appear in books, of which the world is full: Fílidas, Amarilis, Dianas, Fléridas, and Belisardas. Since they’re on sale in the marketplaces, we can easily buy them and have them for our own. If my lady, or maybe I should say «my shepherdess», should be named Ana, I’ll celebrate her using the name Anarda; and if it’s Francisca, I’ll call her Francenia; if it’s Lucía, Lucinda; and that’s the way it works. And Sancho Panza, if he enters our fraternity, can celebrate his wife Teresa Panza with the name Teresaina.”

Don Quixote was amused to hear how these names were applied, and the priest praised don Quixote’s chaste and honorable resolve greatly, and offered once again to keep him company when his necessary obligations didn’t keep him away. With this, they bade him farewell, and begged and advised him to be careful with his health, and to eat only those things that were good for him.

As luck would have it, the niece and housekeeper overheard the conversation of the three of them, and as soon as they left, they both went in to don Quixote’s room and the niece said: “What’s all this, señor uncle? Now that we were thinking that your grace came back to stay at home to enjoy a quiet and honorable life, you want to start a new labyrinth, turning yourself into: “Little shepherd, you who come, / Little shepherd, you who go?”
 In truth, «the barley is too hard to make pastoral flutes with».”

To which the housekeeper added: “Can you withstand the siestas of summer, the night air of winter, the howling of wolves? Certainly not. This is a profession and calling for robust men, hardened by the weather, and raised for that job since they were in diapers. All things considered, it’s better to be a knight errant than a shepherd. Look, señor, take my advice—not given with a stomach filled with bread and wine, but fasting, and with fifty years under my belt—stay home and tend to your estate, confess frequently, help out the poor, and it’ll be on my soul if things turn out wrong.” 

“Hush, my daughters,” responded don Quixote, “I know what I need to do. Take me to bed—I don’t feel quite right—and be certain that whether I’m a knight errant or a future shepherd, I’ll not fail to tend to your needs, as you’ll see proven out.”

And the good daughters, which the niece and housekeeper were, took him to bed, where they gave him something to eat and pampered him as much as they could.

 Chapter LXXIIII. About how don Quixote fell ill, the will he dictated, and his death. 
Since no things human are eternal, but rather decline from their beginnings to their ultimate end, especially the lives of men, and since don Quixote had no privilege from heaven to stay its course, his end came when least he expected, either because of the melancholy caused by his being vanquished, or because of the will of heaven, which ordered that a fever take hold of him and put him in bed for six days, during which time he was visited many times by the priest, the bachelor, and the barber—his friends—, and Sancho never left his bedside.

These men, thinking it was the grief at seeing himself vanquished and of not seeing his desire for the freedom and disenchantment of Dulcinea fulfilled that had him in that state, through all possible means tried to raise his spirits. The bachelor told him to cheer up and get out of bed to begin their pastoral calling, for which he’d already written an eclogue, and too bad for all those Sanazzaro
 had written; and that he’d bought with his own money two fine dogs to guard the fold, one of them named Barcino and the other Butrón
 that a cattleman from El Quintanar had sold him. But not for all this did don Quixote come out of his sadness. His friends called the doctor who took his pulse and was not too pleased. He said that, just in case, they should tend to the salvation of his soul, because the health of his body was in danger.

Don Quixote heard this with great calm, but not so his housekeeper, niece, and squire, who began to weep tenderly, as if he were already dead in front of them. The doctor’s opinion was that grief and dejection were finishing him off. Don Quixote asked to be left alone so he could sleep a bit. They did that, and he slept a stretch—as they say—of more than six hours, and it was so long that the housekeeper and niece thought he would never come out of that sleep. He woke up at the end of that time, crying in a loud voice: “Blessed be the Almighty God who has done so much for me! His mercies are limitless, and they’re not reduced or restrained by the sins of men.”

The niece heard these words of her uncle and they seemed more rational than he was accustomed to saying, at least during that illness, and she asked him: “What is your grace saying, señor? Is this something new? What mercies are these, or what sins of men do you mean?”

“The mercies,” responded don Quixote, “are those God has given me this instant, and He, as I said, is not swayed by my sins. I’m sane now, free and clear-minded, without the dark shadows of ignorance the detestable books of chivalry shrouded over me, owing to my bitter and continual reading of them. I now see their foolishness and their deceits, and my only grief is that this realization has come to me so late that it doesn’t allow me time to compensate by reading other books that could be the light of my soul.

“I feel, niece, that I’m about to die. I would like to meet death in such a way that I could make people understand that my life was not so bad that I should be remembered as a crazy man. But since I was one, I wouldn’t like to confirm it in my death. Call to my bedside my good friends—the priest, the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, and maese Nicolás, the barber. I want to confess and dictate my will.”

But the niece didn’t need to fetch them, since all three happened in right then. As soon as don Quixote saw them he said: “Good news, worthy señores, for I’m no longer don Quixote de La Mancha, but rather Alonso Quixano, who, because of my good qualities, I have earned the epithet «the Good». I’m now the enemy of Amadís de Gaula, and the whole multitude of his lineage, and now the profane histories of knight-errantry are hateful to me. I realize my folly and the danger into which my having read them has placed me. Now, by the grace of God, and having learned by my own experience, I abominate them.”

When the three heard him say this, they believed that some new craziness had overcome him. And Sansón said to him: “Now that we have news that señora Dulcinea is disenchanted, señor don Quixote, you’re telling us this? Now that we’re about to become shepherds to spend our lives singing like princes, you want to become a hermit? Don’t talk like that, on your life. Collect your senses and stop this folderol.”

“What has happened up to now,” replied don Quixote, “has been truly to my detriment, but my death, with the help of heaven, will set things right. I, señores, feel that death is coming at full speed. Leave these jests aside, and find a confessor so I can confess, and bring a notary to prepare my will, for in such critical moments as this one, a man ought not to trifle with his soul. And so I beg you, while I’m confessing, to fetch the notary.”

They all looked at each other, amazed by don Quixote’s words, and although they were in some doubt, they tried to believe him, and one of the signs by which they conjectured that he was dying was that he’d gone so easily from crazy to sane, because he’d added to those words others that were so well stated, so Christian, and so sensible, that they removed all doubt and they believed he was truly sane.

The priest made everyone leave, and he stayed behind with don Quixote and confessed him. The bachelor went for the notary and came back a short while later with him and with Sancho Panza. Sancho, who had heard news about the state of his master from the bachelor, found the housekeeper and niece in tears, and he began to whimper and weep himself. The confession ended and the priest came out saying: “Truly he’s dying, and truly Alonso Quixano, the Good, is sane. We can go in now so that he can dictate his will.”

This news started a flow of tears from the eyes of the housekeeper, niece, and Sancho Panza, and they began to cry, accompanied by a thousand sobs from their hearts, because, truly, as has been said once, both while he was plain Alonso Quixano, the Good, and while he was don Quixote de La Mancha, he always had a gentle nature and a pleasant demeanor, and for this reason he was loved, not only in his household, but by everyone who knew him.

The notary came in with the others, and after don Quixote had dictated the opening of his will and put his soul in order, and tended to all the other required Christian details, when he came to the list of bequests, he said: “Article 1: It’s my will that certain money Sancho Panza, whom in my madness I made my squire, has—because there have been between him and me certain accountings and credits and debits—I want no claim to be made against him nor that he be asked for any accounting at all, and if anything is left over after he’s paid what I owe him, he can keep the rest, which will be very little, and may it do him much good. And if when I was crazy I was responsible in part for giving him the government of an ínsula, if I could now, being sane, give him a kingdom, I would, because the simplicity of his nature and the fidelity of his services make him worthy of it.”

And turning toward Sancho Panza, he said to him: “Forgive me, my friend, for having made you seem crazy like myself, making you fall into the same error into which I fell, of believing that there were and are knights errant in the world.”

“Ah,” responded Sancho in tears, “don’t die, señor mío, but take my advice and live many years, because the craziest thing a man can do is to let himself die just like that, without anyone killing him, nor any other hands finishing him off except those of melancholy. Look, don’t be lazy—get out of bed, and let’s go into the countryside dressed as shepherds, as we agreed. Maybe behind some bush we’ll find the lady Dulcinea, disenchanted as nice as can be. If you’re dying because of the grief of seeing yourself vanquished, let me take the blame, saying that because I didn’t tighten Rocinante’s saddle right you were knocked over. Moreover, your grace probably saw in your books of chivalry that knights are always overcoming others, and he who is defeated today is a victor tomorrow.”

“That’s true.” said Sansón, “the good Sancho Panza is quite right in this matter.”

“Señores,” said don Quixote, “not so fast, because «in the nests of yesteryear there are no birds this year». I was crazy, and now I’m sane, I was don Quixote de La Mancha, and now I’m Alonso Quixano, the Good. May my repentance and truth restore me to the esteem in which I used to be held. And let’s move along, señor notary.

“Article 2: I bequeath all my estate to Antonia Quixana, my niece, here present, having first taken off the top what is necessary to fulfill the bequests that I’ll have made. And the first payment I want to be made is to pay the salary I owe for the time my housekeeper has served me, plus twenty ducados for a dress. I appoint as my executors the priest and the bachelor Sansón Carrasco, here present.

“Article 3: It’s my will that if Antonia Quixana, my niece, should wish to marry, that she marry someone about whom it will have been first learned that he doesn’t know what books of chivalry are, and if it’s found out that he does know, and she should want to marry him, and she does marry him, she’ll lose what I’ve bequeathed, and my executors are free to distribute it for pious works as they see fit.

“Article 4: I ask those señores, my executors, that if good fortune leads them to meet the author who they say wrote a history that’s circulating called Second Part of the Deeds of don Quixote de La Mancha, that they beg his pardon as earnestly as they can for my having caused him to write so much and such great foolishness as he has written in it, because I leave this life with the misgiving of having given him the reason to write it.”

He closed his will, and was overcome by a fainting spell and lay stretched out on his bed, to the dismay of everyone, and everyone tended to his care. In the three days he lived after they say he made his will, he fainted frequently. The house was in an uproar, but withal, the niece ate, the housekeeper drank, and Sancho Panza was joyful, because inheriting something erases, or at least suppresses, the sense of grief in which the dead person leaves behind to the inheritor.

Finally, don Quixote’s final hour came, after he received all the sacraments, and after he cursed the books of chivalry with many powerful words. The notary was present, and he said that he’d never read in any book of chivalry that a knight errant had died in his bed so calmly, and in such a Christian way as don Quixote, who, amidst pity and tears of those surrounding him, gave up the ghost; that is, he died.

 When the priest saw it, he asked the notary to write an affidavit that Alonso Quixano, the Good, commonly called don Quixote de La Mancha, had passed away from this present life, and died of natural causes. And he asked for such an affidavit to remove the possibility that another author other than Cide Hamete Benengeli might bring him back to life falsely
 and write endless histories about his deeds.

This is the end that the ingenious hidalgo don Quixote de La Mancha had, whose village Cide Hamete Benengeli refused to declare, so that all the towns and villages of La Mancha might contend among themselves to adopt him and claim his as their own as did the seven cities of Greece for Homer.

The lamentations of Sancho, of the niece, and of the housekeeper are not included here, nor is the new epitaph for his grave, although Sansón wrote this one: 

 

A doughty gentleman lies here; 



A stranger all his life to fear; 

Nor in his death could Death prevail, 

In that last hour, to make him quail. 

He for the world but little cared; 

And at his feats the world was scared; 

A crazy man his life he passed, 

But in his senses died at last.

And the most prudent Cide Hamete said to his quill: “Here you will rest, hanging on this rack and from this wire—whether skillfully cut or not, I don’t know—where you will live long centuries, if presumptuous and rude historians don’t take you down to profane you. But before they touch you, you can warn them, saying in as good a form as you can: 

Hold off! ye weaklings; hold your hands! 



Adventure it let none, 

For this enterprise, my lord the king, 

Was meant for me alone.

“For me alone
 don Quixote was born, and I for him. He knew how to act and I how to write. Together we make a unit, in spite of the fictional and Tordesillesque writer who dared, or may dare, to write with his coarse ostrich quill, which is incapable of good writing, the deeds of my brave knight—no burden for the shoulders of, nor a subject for his ungraceful wit. And if you meet him by chance, tell him to leave the weary and rotted bones of don Quixote alone, and that he shouldn’t carry him off, against all laws of death, to Old Castile, making him leave the grave, where really and truly he lies stretched out and helpless to make a third expedition and fresh outing. To make fun of all those expeditions by so many knights errant, the two he made already suffice, to the pleasure and approval of people who heard of them, in this country and abroad. And with this you’ll fulfill your Christian calling, giving good advice to one who wishes you ill, and I’ll be satisfied
 and proud to have been the first one to have enjoyed 

the fruit of my writings as much as I could want, since my only purpose 

was to make men loathe the fictitious and foolish histories of the 

books of chivalry, which, because of this true history of 

don Quixote, are now beginning to stumble, 

and surely will fall into 

oblivion, without

any doubt.

Vale.”

Finis
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� Since you are reading the prologue, you should also read the part of the Introduction that talks about Alonso Fernández de Avellaneda, the author of the 1614 continuation of Don Quixote. The title page of Avellaneda’s book says that he is from Tordesillas, and that his book was printed in Tarragona.





� This is an old Spanish saying.





� Avellaneda says that Cervantes is as old as the “Castillo de San Cervantes” in Toledo, as it was colloquially known. It’s really the Castle of San Servando, near the Alcántara Bridge, and dating from the 9th century. Avellaneda also says that “Cervantes confesses that he has only one hand.” These references can be found in Martín de Riquer’s edition of Avellaneda’s Quixote, Clásicos Castellanos 174, pp. 10 and 8.





� This was the Battle of Lepanto. See Part I, Chapter 39, note 17.





� This first type of envy is one of the seven deadly sins, together with pride, covetousness, lust, gluttony, anger, and sloth. The second type of envy, the one Cervantes is referring to here, is what Vicente Gaos calls “noble emulation.”





� This person is Lope de Vega, the famous playwright and Cervantes’ rival.





� Cervantes knew about Lope’s scandalous private life.





� This famous La Peredenga is something of a mystery. Agustín Moreto wrote a comic skit of that name—it means prostitute—that exists in manuscript form, but Moreto was born four years after Cervantes’ death. Martín de Riquer suggests that since Moreto adapted earlier works by others, this could be a play, now lost, that Moreto reworked.





� This Count of Lemos, the seventh one, was don Pedro Fernández Ruiz de Castro y Osorio (1576-1622), viceroy of Naples from 1610 to 1622. Cervantes also dedicated his Eight Plays and Eight Skits (1615) and his Persiles and Sigismunda (1616) to this same person.





� Bernardo de Sandoval y Rojas, as archbishop of Toledo, aided Cervantes in his old age.





� The Couplets de Mingo Revulgo, written around 1470, is an anonymous satiric poem 32 9-verse stanzas long, each verse containing 8 syllables. The meaning of the phrase beginning with even though there are many more printing presses... is obscure, at least to me and other translators. It seems to say that no matter how many books are published against him, Cervantes will still be protected by these two men. If letters refers to letters of the alphabet, you’ll have to count them to see how many books Cervantes is referring to. If it means stanzas, which it can, then he is not afraid of 32 books against him.





� The Persiles was finally published posthumously in 1616. Cervantes finished it just four days before his death, and even in the prologue to that book—one day after receiving extreme unction from the Church—he said he still hoped to finish La Galatea, a pastoral novel (Part I of which was his first published fiction, 1585). Some people think that the second part of Galatea was lost. I think, given this joking reference to it, that it was never even begun.





� Lycurgus (7th century b.c.) was the lawmaker responsible for institutions in ancient Sparta, particularly the military. Solon (630-560 b.c.) was an Athenian statesman, one of the Seven Wise Men of Greece, who introduced a more humane law code and ended aristocratic control of the government.





� This “Ballad of the Priest” is discussed at length in Rodríguez Marín’s Atlas edition of the Quixote (1949), vol. IX, pp. 280-95. In this Valencian story, a priest is robbed on the road of his donkey and his money, the thief admonishing him to tell no one of the robbery. In saying mass later in front of the king, he sees the thief beneath the pulpit and is able to denounce him within the mass itself, and the king had the thief arrested. Sam Armistead says that this ballad is unknown in the modern oral tradition.





� This was a minor university like the priest’s own University of Sigüenza mentioned in Part I, Chapter 1.





� Jupiter (or Zeus in Greek) was the supreme Roman god, also the god of weather and rain, the sender of lightning.





� Perión de Gaula is Amadís’ father.





� This is the same Cirongilio de Tracia, mentioned in Part I, Chapter 32.





� Rodamonte is a character in Orlando Furioso who fought against Charlemagne and was later killed by Ruggiero, soon to be mentioned.





� This is Reinaldos de Montalbán (known as Renaut de Montauban in the French legends), mentioned in Part I, Chapter 1.





� It is Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso, Canto 3, where it says that the dukes of Ferrara descend from Ruggiero.





� Turpin never had such a work attributed to him until don Quijote’s remark.





� For Morgante, see Part I, Chapter 1, note 18.





� In I Samuel 17:4 Goliath is really only six and a half cubits tall, 9’9”.





� This refers to mastodon bones found in the Middle Ages on the slopes of Mount Etna.





� See Part I, Chapter 25, notes 4 and 5.





� This was the devotion that he had for his master, Dardinel.





� The second line of this couplet is the last line of Part I, in Italian there.





� The Andalusian poet is Barahona de Soto who wrote The Tears of Angélica (1586), a book which was in don Quijote’s library (see Part I, Chapter 6, note 37). It was Lope de Vega who wrote The Beauty of Angélica (1602).





� A character in Orlando Furioso, referred to in error in Part I, Chapter 10, note 7.





� Ínsulos is a nonsense word.





� Cuando caput dolet, cætera membra dolent “When the head hurts, the other members hurt.” Latin proverb.





� There has been lots of speculation here, since don Quixote has said that he lives in the Iron Age (Part I, Chapter 11), and that the Golden Age is long past.





� In Cervantes’ time only certain nobility had the right to precede their first name with don, equivalent to the British sir.





� A yoke of land was the area a pair of oxen could plow in one day (yoke = pair of oxen).





� It was considered bad for hidalgos to wear mended, patched clothing, although threadbare was all right. Mended clothing was for the working class.





� Berenjena means ‘eggplant’ in Spanish.





� The biblical Samson was very strong. For example, in Judges 16:3 it says: “[Samson] rose, seized hold of the doors of the city gate and the two posts, pulled them out, bar and all, hoisted them on to his shoulders and carried them to the top of the hill…”





� In real life, editions of the Quixote preceding the publication of the second part, were produced in Madrid, Lisbon, Valencia (1605); Brussels (1607); and Milan (1610). The first Barcelona edition was of both parts in 1617. The first edition in Antwerp was in 1673. Rodrí­guez Marín (Vol IV, p. 82) calculated that the first ten printings done until 1610 would have totaled, conservatively, 15,000 copies. Let’s give Sansón the benefit of the doubt for the total printed in his world.





� In this, Sansón was quite right. The Quixote has been translated into virtually every important western language, and many from elsewhere: Afrikaans, Albanian, Arabic, Armenian, Basque, Bulgarian, Catalan, Chinese, Croatian, Czech, Danish, Dutch, English, Esperanto, Finnish, Flemish, French, Gaelic, German, Hebrew, Hindustani, Indonesian, Italian, Japanese, Kashmiri, Korean, Mallorquín, Norwegian, Polish, Portuguese, Provençal, Rumanian, Russian, Sanskrit, Serbian, Slovenian, Swedish, Tagalog, Tibetan, Turkish, Ukrainian, Welsh, and Yiddish (not every one of these is complete, and several languages have multiple translations).





� In Genesis 5:27 we read that Methuselah lived 969 years.





� Whereas up to now everyone has used the old literary term for island (ínsula), here Sansón uses the standard word.





� Nothing is known about this pai�nter Orbaneja.





� Úbeda (pop. 28,000) is the commercial center for the surrounding agricultural area. It is north of Granada.





� Gothic letters here, according to Gaos, were large capital letters. These would be different from the Gothic letters mentioned in Part I, Chapter 52, note 6.





� The proverb continues: «my stomach is full either way».





� Alonso de Madrigal [El Tostado] (1400-1455) was bish�op of Ávila. His complete works total 31 volumes, 21 of which are biblical commentaries in Latin.





� This is a maxim of Pliny the Elder (a.d. 23–79) found in his Epistles, III, 5.





� Sansón misquotes Horace very slightly (Ars Poetica, 359), which has quando�que instead of aliquando. It means “Sometimes Homer dozes [= makes mistakes].” Modern scholarship holds that “Homer,” instead of being a single poet, is really a series of poets in the oral tradition, thus inconsistencies do crop up in the Iliad.





� “There is an infinite number of stupid people,” Ecclesiastes 1:15, in the Latin Vulgate Bible. Your copy of the Bible probably will not contain this phrase, which is the second half of the verse and is elimi��nated in most ver��sions.





� This is an odd expression referring to getting weak from hunger. St. Lucy (a.d. †304), patron saint of Sicily. She was martyred by being stuck in the neck with a sword—could this sword be St. Lucy’s thorn? In any case, what her life and works have to do with the meaning of the expression is obscure.





� This quote is not attributed to either don Quixote or to Sansón, so editors and translators attribute it variously to one or the other. You decide.





� This is from Stanza 84 of the 27th Canto of Orlando Furioso.





� Sancho says later, in Chapter 28 of Part II, that he earned two ducados a month when he worked for Bartolomé Carrasco, which must have been enough to support his family. The ducado and the escudo were equivalent, so you can imagine how much money these 100 escudos represented—more than what he would earn in four years toiling for Sansón’s father.





� More jovial than sad. From the astrological signs of Jove and Saturn.





� Sancho mixes two proverbs: «You didn’t hold his foot while he was being shod?» and «I know which of my feet is lame». It means something like: “Let him get to know us and he’ll see who we are.”





� Saint George is the patron saint of Zaragoza, his feast day is April 23, but the knights of Zaragoza held jousts in his honor three times a year in the bullring.





� This is the old Spanish battle cry, used in wars against the Moors. In Spanish, close in means attack.





� But note the seventeen-line sonnet at Chapter 52, note 14, of the first part. And it’s already dedicated to Dulcinea, too.





� At the time, décimas were made up of two five-line stanzas. The redondilla is typically associated today with a four-line stanza, but there were other possibilities. This is not a mistake.





� This is a proverb meaning that it is bett�er to live with a handicap than not live at all. The pip is a tumor on the tongue.





� Teresa mixes this up: Laws go where kings want.





� The first part of this saying really means that a married woman, to be honorable, shou�ld stay at home. Here Teresa uses it to mean that she should not leave her village. The second part of the saying is more usual as: “The maiden should have a broken leg and a half.” 





� Teresa’s maiden name, Cascajo, means ‘gravel’.





� This is from an old ballad that everyone knew, dealing with doña Urraca, Fernando I of Castile’s daughter, who was so upset when she learned that only her brothers would inherit from their father that she said: I’ll roam these lands / like a bad woman / and this my body I would give / to whomever I wanted—/ to Moors for money / and to Christians for free.





� Almohadas means ‘cushions’. Sancho means Almohades, who held power starting in the twelfth century in Morocco and Spain.





� This is a folk version of saco benedicto, a yellow woollen shirt with a red cross in front worn by penitents sentenced by the Inquisition.





� The touchstone was used to grade the purity of gold. Purity was judged by the nature of the streak left on it when rubbed with the gold being tested.





� Don Quixote believes that Osman, (1258-1324), Uthmān in Arabic, the founder of the empire, was a shepherd and a highwayman, but in reality he was a prince from a part of what is now Northwestern Turkey. He conquered the remainder of Northwestern Turkey. The Ottoman Empire went on to conquer most areas around the Mediterranean and Black Seas in a clockwise circle from Trieste to the Moroccan border, achieving its maximum size in 1683. The name Ottoman ultimately derives from the name Uthmān.





� The pharaohs ruled in Egypt from 1570-945 b.c.





� Ptolemy I (367-282 b.c.) became ruler of Egypt in 323 b.c. founded the Ptolemaic Dynasty, which lasted until 30 b.c. The last Ptolemy was number fifteen. Ptolemy, the astronomer and geographer (ca. 100-170), is not related to this dynasty.





� There was, with one exception, a continuum of 15 Cæsars from Julius (100 - 44 b.c.) through Antoninus Pius (that is, Cæsar Titus Ælius Hadrianus Antoninus Augustus Pius), who reigned from a.d. 138-161. Titus, who was not called Cæsar, reigned from a.d. 79-81.





� Medes were related to the Persians and settled in northeastern Iran as early as the 17th century b.c. The ancient kingdom of Assyria, which flourished in the 7th century b.c., was originally located in what is now northern Iraq, and it expanded greatly. Persians lived in what is now Iran. Barbarians generally are peoples you consider inferior: for the Greeks, non-Greeks were barbarians; for the Romans, anyone who lived outside their Empire was a barbarian.





� Mars was the Roman god of war. Thus, being under the influence of the planet Mars carries with it that don Quixote is a warrior by nature.





�9 Garcilaso de la Vega (1501?-1536), in his Eclogue I, verses 202-204.


10 These toothpicks are of the fancy kind, sculpted from ivory or fancy woods.


1 The original edition does say VI here at the beginning of Chapter VII.


� This prayer is still used for relief from toothaches.





� To be a bachelor also meant ‘to lie with aplomb’.





� That is, “I should be careful with you.”





� That is, “don’t speak when you can use documents instead.”





� Miters are liturgical headdresses worn by bishops and abbots.





� Latin: agreed.





� The primary meaning of the Spanish words used here, sospiros, is ‘sighs’. Donald McGrady, in his 1973 article, “The Sospiros of Sancho’s Donkey” [Modern Language Notes, 88 (1973), 335-337] shows clearly that this secondary meaning is correct. I thank the encyclopedic Dan Eisenberg for this reference.





� That is, when he suffered physically because of one of don Quijote’s adventures. I thank Dan, once again, for his help with this passage.





� “Our poet” again is Garcilaso, and the poem is his third Eclogue, starting at verse 53.





� This river flows through Toledo and leaves the Iberian Peninsula at Lisbon, as you know.





� This is a probable reference to Vicente Espinel’s 1578 work Satire against the Ladies of Seville. Courtesans were prostitutes with a high-class clientele.





� Herostratus was an Ephesian who set fire to the Temple of Artemis [Diana] in 356 b.c. to immortalize himself. Although the Ephesians passed a decree condemning his name to oblivion, it only increased his notoriety and helped him achieve what he wanted. The temple measured 350 by 180 feet. Of the Seven Wonders of the World, only the Pyramids of Giza still stand.





� Carlos V of the Holy Roman Empire was also Carlos I of Spain (1500-1558). He did go to Rome in 1536 and delivered an address before Pope Paul III. The anecdote that follows is reported nowhere else. Schevill thinks that Cervantes heard about it when he was in Italy.





� This is the Pantheon in Rome, which took its final shape in about a.d. 120. in the form of a dome 142 feet in diameter, rising to a height of 71 feet. The 27 foot round opening at the top is its only source of illumination. It was dedicated as a church in 609.





� This is Horatius Cocles, who is said to have held back the Etruscans from a wooden Roman bridge until it could be demolished, then he is supposed to have swum across the Tiber to safety, despite his wounds. One record states that he drowned.





� The Tiber is the river that flows through Rome.





� This was Gaius Mucius Scævola, a Roman hero in the 6th century b.c. who held his right hand in a flame to show his indifference to pain.





� Marcus Curtius was a fourth century a.d. Roman hero who, to save his country leaped, armed, and on horseback, into a chasm that suddenly opened in the Forum, after which, we’re told, it closed and all was well. That this chasm was flaming, as don Quijote says in a moment, is doubtful.





� Julius Cæsar, who, on January 10, 49 b.c., crossed the Rubicon (a river that flows into the Adriatic Sea a bit south of modern Ravenna), with very few soldiers to go against an army of 60,000, managed to win battles through cleverness.





� Hernán Cortés landed in Vera Cruz in 1519 with about 600 soldiers and sailors on eleven ships. To prevent desertion, he secretly had his ships scuttled. Later they went to Tenochtitlán, the Aztec capital, which they conquered.





� Actually, the first edition says injuria ‘injury’ instead of lujuria ‘lust’, but since lasciviousness follows, lujuria may have been what Cervantes wrote.





� Don Quixote has listed six of the seven cardinal sins. Greed is missing.





� St. Peter’s Needle in St. Peter’s Square in Rome is an obelisk, not a pyramid, brought from Egypt. It doesn’t have Caesar’s ashes inside of it either.





� When the Roman emperor Hadrian (a.d. 76-138.) died, his burial place was what is now called the Castel Sant’Angelo, the famous round fortress at the Tiber River in Rome overlooking the Ponte Sant’Angelo.





� Artemesia II (died ca. 350 b.c.) reigned in Anatolia (Asian Turkey). She built the tomb for her husband Mausolus in Halicarnassus (modern Bodrum, Turkey).





� The “great city of El Toboso” has only 2300 inhabitants today.





� These first words are from a poem that everyone would have recognized.





� The ballad goes on: “Don Carlos [Charlemagne] lost his honor / and the Twelve Peers died.”





� Very interesting phenomenon here. Ballads exist in about as many versions as there are people who sing them. The farmhand sang one version, but Sancho automatically remembers the version he knows that refers to the “hunt at Roncesva�lles,” and not “what happened at Roncesvalles.” Sancho knows a more common version of this “Ballad of Conde Guarinos.”





� When Sancho says that the farmhand could sing the “Ballad of Calaínos” (where the Moor Ca�laínos, in order to marry the daughter of the ruthless Almanzor, had to first cut off the heads of three of the Twelve Peers of France), it really means that it doesn’t make any difference what he’s singing. “Verses from Calaínos” was a proverbial reference to inconsequential statements.





� The usual form of this saying is not negative in the first phrase: “Where you think that there is bacon, there are no stakes.” You’ve seen the normal version several times.





� This is from a ballad where Bernardo del Carpio rejects a message from the king, but doesn’t blame the messenger for its contents.





� Ravenna is that city in northern Italy, near the Adriatic Sea, south of Venice and east of Bologna. Mar�ica is an affectionate diminutive for Marí­a.





� Pliny the Younger, Book VII, Chapter XL, said that the Thracians put a white stone to indicate a good day, or a black stone to indicate a bad one, in an urn. On their death, the stones would be counted and the proportion would reveal how happy their lives had been. From there came the Roman custom of saying that happy days were identified with a white stone and unhappy ones with a black one. This is Gaos’ note.





� At that time, successful candidates for professorships at universities painted their names on the university walls with red paint.





� This type of working of brocaded fabric had a maximum of three layers, not more than ten, as Sancho exaggerates.





� Starting with Fortune, this is a verse taken directly from Garcilaso’s Third Eclogue.





� Spanish uses the same word, agalla, in two meanings. It was just used to mean fish gill, and here, it is repeated in the meaning of gall, which is an abnormal growth of plant tissue owing to infection.





� Sancho adapts an old proverb here, where you is used instead of her.





� Charon was the ferryman who transported the dead across the River Styx into hell.





� There was such a theater manager, as Clemencín well explains on p. 1570 of his edition, who would have been 76 years old in 1615.





� Corpus Christi celebrates the presence of the body of Jesus in holy communion. It takes place on the Thursday following the first Sunday after Pentecost, or Whitsunday, which is itself fifty days after Easter. Typically it is in June or July. As part of the celebration, sacred plays were performed, such as this one.





� These are two pairs of male friends from mythology. Nisus and Euryalus have already been mentioned in Part I, Chapter 47, note 18. Both were companions of Æneas, and both were killed together while raiding a Latin camp. Pylades and Orestes were boyhood friends. Pylades married Electra, Orestes’ sister.





� Bowle pointed out that this came from a ballad in Civil Wars of Granada.





� ...the bug in the eye seems to reflect the same meaning as the former quote. If you want a bug in the other person’s eye, you’re not much of a friend. There are several interpretations of this line.





� All of these trai�ts about animals come from Pliny, except that the reference to the stork here is the Egyptian Ibis in Pliny (Natural History, Book 8, Chapter 27). You can read there how this auto-enema is administered. Clem�encín gives all the references on p. 1578 of his edition.





� The lute was originally a Moorish fretted stringed musical instrument. The Spanish lute has a teardrop shaped body and typically has six pairs of stri�ngs. The striking feature is that the mechanical head to which the strings are attached is bent back almost 90° owing to the pressure of the strings. The vihuela was a Hispanic instrument, usually with six strings, tuned like a lute, thus don Quijote’s confusion. There are photographs of a lute and a vihuela in Chapter 46 below.





� Matthew 12:34: “For the words that the mouth utters come from the overwhelming of the heart.”





� Ormbsy’s translation.





� Casildea is a variant of Casilda. Vandalia is Andalucía.





� Navarre was the kingdom bordering on France between Castile and Aragón. The ancient kingdom of León bordered on Castile to the west. The Tartessians were the Andalusians in Phœnician times.





� Genesis 3:19: “You shall earn your bread by the sweat of your brow.”





� That is, if it’s not clear to you, Sancho enjoys using someone else’s dogs to hunt with.





� A mortal sin is a sin of the worst kind. If a Catholic dies with a mortal sin not yet absolved, that person will go to hell.





� The doubloon was a gold coin of varying value, from two to eight escudos.





� This saying refers to meddling in other people’s business and suffering the consequences.





� There is a pun here. The Spanish word cruda means ‘cruel’, which is what we expect the woman to be, but it also means ‘raw’, thus “most roasted” makes the pun, and not a very good one, at that.





� This saying means that the speaker thinks his troubles are greater than the next person’s.





� This would be a logical guess since Ciudad Real is the nearest regional wine center.





� Juno was Hercules’ step-mother, and made him perform the famous Twelve Labors: 1) to kill a lion 2) and a nine-headed hydra; 3) to capture a stag 4) and a wild boar; 5) to clean all the cattle stables of King Augeas in one day [this king had herds of cattle, so Hercules diverted a river to wash the stables clean]; 6) to shoot man-eating birds; 7) to capture a mad bull, 8) and man-eating mares; 9) to take the girdle of Hippolyte, queen of the Amazons [after which she died of a broken heart]; 10) to seize the cattle of a three-bodied giant; 11) to bring back the golden apples found at the end of the world; and 12) to bring up from the lower world the three-headed dog Cerberus.





� The Moorish belltower beside Seville’s cathedral is known as La Giralda today (98 meters tall, built as a minaret in the late 12th century), but technically giralda refers only to the weathervane statue of a woman at its top. The statue is made of bronze, as the knight goes on to say.





� That is, because only northwinds blew, the weathervane remained still.





� The four famous “bulls” of Guisando near el Tiemblo (province of Toledo) are pre-Christian representations carved from granite of four-legged animals—they do look more like bulls than anything else. They bear Iberian and Roman inscriptions.





� The bottomless pit of Cabra is a cave about five kms. outside of Cabra (province of Cordova). Supposedly it is one of the entrances to hell.





� These two verses are adapted from The Araucana, I,2, of Alonso de Ercilla (1533-1594), the epic poem about the conquest of the Chilean Indians by the Spaniards.





� This sounds like an unusual fine to pay, but the old religious brotherhoods would demand wax to make candles with. Sancho knows what such penalties would be since he had been a summoner in a local brotherhood (Part I, Chapter 21).





� This is not the biblical manna, the food that kept the Hebrews alive during the forty years between the Exodus from Egypt and their arrival in the Promised Land, but rather a sweet liquid that’s harvested from trees and then dried. The only thing is, this manna comes from the flowering ash tree, and not from the willow.





� Old spurs were simple spikes, with knobs to prevent too much penetration.





� This saying means that things turned out the opposite of what was planned.





� These tame partridges were, and are still, used as hunters’ decoys.





� The Roman epigramist Martial was born in Bibilis, near modern Calatayud in Spain, about 75 kms. southwest of Zaragoza. He is faulted for his gushy adulation of emperors and his obscenity. Interesting for understanding don Diego de Miranda’s son are these epigrams by Martial: “Nothing is more confident than a bad poet” Book II, 63; “He does not write at all whose poems no man reads” Book III, 9.





� Horace was a famous Latin poet (65 b.c.–a.d. 8). He wrote about friendship, love, philosophy, and the art of poetry in his Epistles and Odes.





� Persius (a.d. 34�–62.) was a Latin stoic poet whose satires had a high moral tone. He was a precursor of Juvenal.





� Juvenal (55?–1�27?) was the best known of the Latin satiric poets. His sixteen Satires deal with daily life in Rome under good and bad emperors. They attack the corruption of society in Rome and the brutalities and follies of mankind.





� Tibullus (55-19 b.c.) was a Roman elegiac poet considered by Quintilian to be the best of them all. His clear and unaffected style is mark�ed by simplicity, grac�e, tenderness, and exquisiteness of feeling.





� The contest consists of taking a four-line poem and composing a new, longer poem of four stanzas, each one ending with a verse from the original, as you will soon see.





� “To earn a living” in Latin.





� The first part of a Latin adage, “Poeta nascitur, non fit,” ‘A poet is born, not made.’





� Est deus in nobis: agitante calescimus in illo “There is god in us: he stirs and we get warm,” from Ovid’s Fasti, vi, 5.





� This is Ovid (43 b.c.–a.d. 17), exiled in a.d. 9, to the shores (not islands) of Pontus Euxinus on the Black Sea, because he had written Ars Amatoria, a poem dealing with the art of love. The Emperor Augustus was particularly sore at Ovid because he [Augustus] was trying to foster moral reforms when Ovid’s masterpiece of witty impropriety was produced.





� The tree that lightning never strikes, according to an ancient superstition, is the laurel, whose lea�ves were used to make wreaths to place on the heads of heroes and poets.





� This echoes what Christ says in Matthew 14:31.





� See Part I, Chapter 49, note 2.





� Translator’s note: It took me a long time to figure out why the hungry lion didn’t leap out and rip don Quixote apart. The truth of the matter is that male lions never kill the prey they eat—it’s only the female who hunts.





� These are the first two verses of Garcilaso de la Vega’s Sonnet X. The treasures in the case of the sonnet is a lock of hair from his deceased lady, Isabel de Freyre.





� Clemencín says that sealskin was supposed to be good for kidney infections.





� Black here in Spanish means ‘cursed’. It should be kept as “black” because of the pun at the end of the sentence.





� The theological virtues are faith, hope, and charity; the cardinal virtues are prudence, justice, temperance, and fortitude.





� This was a legendary fifteenth-century Sicilian merman, the masculine version of the mermaid.





� I have used the Starkie translation for this poem and for the sonnet which follows.





� The Academy of Athens was founded in 387 b.c. by Plato and lasted until a.d. 529. It is the ancestor of Western universities.





� Phœbus is the Roman name for Apollo, who, with Artemis, killed eleven of Amphion’s children with arrows.





� The nine Muses, daughters of Zeus, provided inspiration for poetry, theater, music, and other endeavors.





� That is, the gloss was in eight-syllable lines, known as “lesser art” (arte menor). Don Quixote wants to hear some eleven-syllable verses, “greater art” (arte mayor), such as the verses of a sonnet.





� See Part I, Chapter 24, note 2.





� There is a pun here between poetas cunsumidos ‘wretched poets’, and consummate poets.





� The confusion is natural since both dressed in black garb.





� The ballets about don Quijote, both Russian, are based on this episode. The first was choreographed by the French-born Marius Petipa (1819-1910) in 1869, music by Ludwig Minkus. A modern version by Mikhail Baryshnikov, subtitled Kitri’s Wedding [“Kitri” is the Russian “Quiteria”], also using Minkus’ music, was done in 1984. Both are available on DVD. Petipa’s version was revised by Rudolf Nureyev, who also plays Basilio [the barber!] in the 1973 version. You’ll meet Basilio later, and he’s not a barber. In each one, don Quijote somehow manages to attack windmills.





� Covarrubias in his 1611 dictionary, says that these rustic dancers would slap their shoes rhythmically as they danced.





� This sport consists of throwing a metal bar as far as you can, but it has to land sticking in the ground, like a javelin.





� In 333 b.c., Alexander the Great went into Gordium, the capital of Anatolia, and was shown a chariot lashed to a pole by means of a knot with a hidden end. Only the conqueror of Asia would be able to untie it. Legend says that he just cut the knot, but early versions say that he found a way to untie it. In any case, the Gordian Knot was not supposed to be untieable, thus the allusion here.





� This Judas is not the treacherous Apostle, but rather the legendary wandering Jew who is waiting for the coming of the Messiah. Only this person would have the patience to suffer Sancho’s string of proverbs, in don Quijote’s view.





� Sayagués was the Aragonese dialect that epitomized rustic speech in the Golden Age theater. Toledan represented the cultured standard language.





� This formerly sleepy rustic town, now called Majadahonda, is about fifteen kms. northwest of Madrid.





� Liquid pearls = dew. Phœbus, recently mentioned in Chapter 18 of Part II, was the Roman name for Apollo, the god of the sun. Aurora was the Roman goddess of the dawn. This passage reflects the language don Quijote used to describe the outset of his own first expedition (Part I, Chapter 2, notes 2 and 3).





� Count Dirlos was a well-known character in the Spanish ballads, and was the brother of Durandarte [see if you can remember this man’s name for a couple of chapters].





� The Zamoran gaita is a kind of hurdy-gurdy, played with a crank, seen at the bottom of the photograph.





� This comes from cockfighting to indicate which is the favored bird.





� The priest’s citation is from the pagan Roman poet Horace, and not from the Bible. See the Prologue to Part I, note 10.





� Velvet had a maximum of three piles, not thirty: two warps and one woof.





� The “banks of Flanders” have caused a lot of interpretations. Rodríguez Marín devotes a chapter in his appendix to it (see vol. 10 of his 1949 Atlas edition, pp. 22-30) in which he shows that banks refers to the nuptial bed and Flanders refers to the wood the bed is made of (pine of Flanders). But banks of Flanders also refer to shoals along the Belgian coast that are difficult to navigate (and this is well documented), as well as simply Flemish banks (financial institutions). Thus Gaos proposes the triple play on words, that she is a spirited woman who can pass through the nuptial bed, confront the difficulties of marriage, and marry a banker if she wants.





� Cicero (106-43 b.c.) was Rome’s greatest orator, also a politician and philosopher, as already mentioned in the Prologue to Part I, note 25.





� This comes from Proverbs 12:4: “A capable wife is her husband’s crown.”





� These liveries are the outfits and ornaments worn by knights for their jousts and tournaments.





� Ovid has been referred to before (Part II, Chapter 16, note 11) for his Ars Amatoria. His other most famous work is the Metamorphoses, written in 15 books, all in verse. In it is a series of mythological and legendary stories in which transformation (metamorphosis in Latin) plays a role, starting with the creation of the world and ending with the deification of Julius Cæsar. The Spanish title, Metamorfóseos, unlike Ovid’s title, reflects a Greek genitive singular form, meaning something like “what is characteristic of Metamorphosis,” which is a clever transformation in itself. I thank Nik Gross for his interpretation of the Greek case.





� La Magdalena here is one of the lesser parish churches in Salamanca. This angel weather vane no longer exists. The old weather vane represented the woman sinner who anointed Jesus’ feet, bathed them with her tears, then dried them with her hair (Luke 8:37-38).





� This is a sewer that flowed from Cordova into the Guadalquivir River. Vicente Guerra, in whose honor this sewer takes its name, was a Cordovan hero during the Reconquest.





� These three others are or were fountains in Madrid as well.





� Polydore Vergil (c. 1470–1555), as he was known in England, was an Italian-born humanist whose history of England became required reading in British schools. His De rerum invento�ribus (1499), a popular treatise on various inventions, is the book which the cousin has supplemented. It was translated from Latin into Spanish in 1550 by Francisco Thámara and pub����������������lished first in Ant���������������werp. Several editions followed.





� Attributing syphilis to the French seems unfair since it is generally believed that the disease came back from the New World with Columbus’ crew.





� There is only one biblical reference to Lucifer (light bearer in Latin) in Isa. 14:24.





� That is, in his Metamorfóseos.





� This is Nuestra Señora de la Peña de Francia, a monastery that was built at the summit of a mou�ntain on the site of where an image of Holy Mary was discovered in 1409. It is located between Ciudad Rodrigo and Salamanca.





� This is another monastery, founded by Fernando de Aragón, at Gaeta, a town in the Kingdom of Naples, already mentioned in Part II, Chapter 18.





� Durandarte is the Spanish equivalent of Durendal, the name of Roland’s sw�ord. At Roncesvalles, where Roland was slain, he had Durendal with him. Over the ages, the sword became transformed into a person in the Spanish tradition. None of what happens at Ron�cesvalles involving Durandarte, Mont�esin�os, and Belerma�—all of which you will soon find out—is part of the French Song of Roland tradition.





� Since the Guad�iana River begins in this area and the Lagunas de Ruidera are nearby, Guadiana and Ruidera take on human form in don Quijote’s account of his adventure, as if they would later be transformed into the river and the lakes in the same way mythological characters were similarly changed.





� The cave, as described by don Quijote, is quite like the rabbit hole in Alice in Wonderland, which goes straight down. In reality, this cave consists of a series of “rooms” connected by an easy-sloping trail. Clemencín describes this cave on p. 1641 of the Castilla edition.





� The Catholic rosary is essentially five sets of eleven beads, but the beads are small—the large ones are generally smaller than a pea.





� An ostrich egg is six inches across, and three inches wide. It weighs about three pounds.





� No one knows if there was a real Ramón de Hoces who worked in Seville.





� “Many years ago” is an understatement. Roland was slain at Roncesvalles in a.d. 778.





� The human heart typically weighs only about 10½ ounc�es.





� Modified from Ormsby.





� This was the French loss at the battle of Roncesvalles.





� It would have been a bit more than 800 years since the battle at Roncesva�lles.





� According to Ferreras, two of these lakes were assigned to the Order of San Juan de Jerusa�lén and the remainder belonged to the kingdom.





� The Guadiana River does originate in la Mancha, and some sections of it do flow underground, as much as 25 miles.





� The Guadiana flows west to Badajoz, then turns toward the south where it forms the border with Portugal for about 50 kms. Then it goes into Portugal, and about 50 kms. before it enters the sea, once again it is the border between the two countries. By the time is gets to Badajoz, it is a very wide river.





� The Fuggers formed a banking and mercantile dynasty that not only dominated European business in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, but also affected European politics. Through their wealth they were able to get rid of François I of France and finance the election of Carlos V of Spain as Holy Roman Emperor.





� You can see in Part I, Chapter 10, at footnote 6, what these “other trifles” were. The Marqués de Mantua and Valdovinos are also mentioned in Part I, Chapter 5 several times.





� The world had only four parts then, Asia, Europe, Africa and America. Don Pedro de Portugal (1392-1449) was the subject of a book (Book of the Prince don Pedro de Portugal, who Traveled the Four Parts of the World [Salamanca, 1547]). The number was increased to seven—and there is a lot of discussion about this—perhaps because of the general influence of the magic number seven.





� Editors usually say that this prince is the Conde de Lemos to whom Part II was dedicated. Don Quixote, of course, couldn’t know any flesh-and-blood count since he himself is fictional. Nonetheless, it would seem that Cervantes put this in to bring a smile to the count’s face.





� Another obvious contradiction. They just decided to skirt the hermitage and go to the inn. And now they are at the hermitage? Nothing new, just some more imitation of the careless style of the books of chivalry. Many editors and translators change the inn just mentioned into a hermitage.





� In those days, the seguidilla was lively, happy song. Nowadays, at least in the flamenco version, they are sad, emotional songs. I have used Robinson Smith’s translation here.





� “Stinginess”





� No one has been able to find this reference in Terence. Clemencín ascribes this wrong attribution to Cervantes’ faulty memory, but this is really don Quijote’s error. Cervantes makes a similar statement in the second paragraph of the Prologue to this part, but cites no source.





� This order was not forthcoming during Cervantes’ lifetime, although a petition was presented in 1598 recommending a hospital and pension for old and crippled soldiers. Starkie says that the soldiers’ pension was not introduced until the mid 1700s.





� Nephew has been cousin to this point. Schevill keeps it, but says that it is “carelessness on the part of Cervantes for cousin.” It is not carelessness at all, but rather just another contradiction built into the work. Readers who delve into the books of chivalry will find the same carelessness that Cervantes is imitating here.





� The Duque de Alba is a title passed from generation to generation—there is one today.





� This is the Eastern La Mancha, not related to the ancient kingdom of Aragón.





� A uomo galante is a man who is attentive to women and a buon compagno means he is a good companion. The Spanish original has Hispanified the Italian forms a bit.





� Again, I have used standard Italian, but the Spanish transcription comes quite close to the Italian pronunciation of Che pesce pigliamo? ‘What fish will we catch?’ which, in effect, means what don Quijote goes on to say.





� The Pillars of Hercules refer to two peaks at the Strai�ts of Gibraltar (the Rock of Gibraltar on the Iberian Peninsula and Mount Hacho in Ceuta on the African coast). The Ancients believed that these were originally one mountain and Hercules split them to open the Mediterranean Sea.





� Andandona was the sister of the giant Madarque in Amadís (Chapter 65, vol. 2, p. 39, of the Edwin Place translation) where she is described as: “the fiercest and harshest woman in the world. She was excessively large and swift of foot. Her hair was entirely white and so kinky that she couldn’t comb it; she was so very ugly of countenance that she resembled a devil… She was very hostile to Christians and did them great harm.”





�7 This is similar to John 10:38: “Though you believe me not, believe the works.”


 The Spanish begins with the start of the 1555 Spanish translation of the first verse of Book II of the Æneid: “Conticuere omnes, intentique ora tenebant.” The words I have used come from an English translation of Virgil.


� There is nothing in French history or literature about this. Gaiferos, in the Spanish tale, is Charlemagne’s nephew and Melisendra is his daughter. The way the story is told here follows the Spanish ballads of the sixteenth century. In the story, before they got married, Melisendra was kidnaped and Gaiferos stayed in Paris for seven years before he went to rescue her. This is where maese Pedro’s dramatization begins.


Menéndez Pidal proposes that this story derives from legends about a Visigothic hero named Walter de España, who rescued his betrothed, Hiltgunda, in a similar fashion (you can read about it in his La epopeya castellana a través de la literatura española [Madrid: Espasa-Calpe, 1959, p. 25]). If you squint at the name Walter and apply a couple of philological rules to it, you can develop “Gaiter” from it, which is pretty close to Gaiferos.


� Nestor participated in the Trojan War, took part in the Greek war councils, and ruled as king of Pylos for three generations. The oral tradition augmented the three generations into hundreds of years.





� This was a double-reeded Renaissance folk wind instrument, an indirect predecessor of the oboe.





� This was a double-reeded instrument that looked like a clarinet, with ten finger holes.





� ‘Outrageous behavior’ in Italian.





� These verses are taken from the “Ballad about how don Rodrigo lost Spain.” It was Rodrigo who lost Spain to the Moors in a.d. 711.





� Meaning that it’ll cost him a lot of labor.





� ‘She-ape’ refers to getting drunk, thus don Quixote offers this extra money for him to get drunk with.





� The Ebro is Spain’s longest river (910 kms.), and the least navigable of the major ones. It flows through Zaragoza on its way to the Mediterranean coast, south of Barcelona.





� The pike was a long-handled halberd.





� Sancho II of Castile and León (1038?–1072), The Strong, was laying siege to Zamora in 1072, when Vellido Adolfo, also known as Vellido Dolfos, snuck out of Zamora on October 7 and treacherously murdered Sancho II while he was relieving himself (see Menéndez Pidal’s edition of the Primera Crónica General, Chapter 836, p. 511, col. 1, ll. 24-30). Vellido Adolfo then returned to Zamora. Diego Ordóñez de Lara, knowing full well (unlike what don Quijote thinks) that Vellido Adolfo murdered the king, in order to make the Zamorans release the culprit, challenged the whole city, past, present and future: “I challenge the Zamorans, the adult as well as the child, the dead as well as the living, and the one who has yet to be born as well as the water they drink and the clothing they wear” (Primera Crónica General, translated, p. 513, col. 2, ll. 15-19).





� Why would Diego Ordóñez challenge their bread? The Spanish panes ‘bread’ seems to be a misconstrued paños ‘clothes,’ mentioned in the same breath as water in the example from the Primera Cr�ónica General in the previous note. On the other hand, why would he have challenged their clothes? Hm…





� Clockers (people from Espartinas, near Seville), casseroler�s (people from Valladolid), eggplanters (Toledo), whalers (people from Madrid), and soapers (people from Seville). Rodríguez Marín, in appendix 30 to his 1948 edition (vol. X, pp. 49-56), explains these references. Why are the people from Madrid called “whalers”? See his p. 53.





� “His yoke was easy and his burden light,” Matthew 11:30.





� This per signum crucis ‘the sign of the cross’ refers to a slash on the face, reflecting the small sign of the cross that many Catholics perform on their foreheads.





� ‘Great sea’, in Latin.





� The only time we witness Sancho saying Honey wasn’t meant for the mouths of donkeys is to his wife in Part I, chapter 52. This does not preclude other times, of course, that have not been recorded. But even though don Quijote didn’t say the remainder of the proverb, he is reminded of donkey, and that’s why that word begins the next phras�e.





� Refers to the Rhiphæi Montes, as the Ancients called them, at the headwaters of the Tanais River (now the Don, which flows through southern Russia). This area is just south of Moscow, now known as the Central Russian Upland.





� The astrolabe was a very old navigational instrument, dating from the second century a.d which was used to tell sailors their latitude, distance, and the time of day. It was replaced by the more accurate sextant.





� Ptolemy (fl. a.d. 127-145.) considered that the earth was the center of the Universe.





� Cádiz is Spain’s most important Atlantic port city.





� Don Quixote is referring to pre-Copernican astronomical terms. People had thought that the sky was a celestial sphere, like the inside of a basketball, with the eart�h in the middle. Col�ures are the equinoctial and solstitial lines of the celestial sphere, intersecting at the poles. The ecliptic is the pr�ojection on the celestial sphere of the orbit of the Earth around the Sun and the constellations of the zodiac are arranged along this ecliptic. When Copernicus (1473-1543, born and died in Poland) revolutionized astronomy, most of these terms were no longer useful.





� Since the current is strongest in the middle of a river, these floating mills were anchored there to make the milling of flour more efficient.





� From Virgil’s Æneid;“Troy” symbolizes disaster.





� The Roman god of Opportunity was bald except for a lock of hair in the middle of his forehead. When you saw Opportunity coming, you had to grab him by the forelock before he went by, otherwise it was too late. The same Opportunity was more or less mentioned in the Prefatory Verses to Part I, in the sonnet of Belianís dedicated to don Quijote.





� Walter Starkie points out that Sancho’s calling her by this name is far from arbitrary since duennas were often given the name González; and pages, Álvarez.





� Grijalba is a very small town in the province of Burgos. A recent census showed it with 158 inhabitants.





� Sancho never heard don Quixote say this in the narrative. In Part I, chapter 2, don Quixote recited a variant, but this was before Sancho was in the picture. In any case, the typical version was: “duennas took care of him/maidens took care of his horse…”





� The “fig” is a vulgar sign made with the fist, where the thumb is inserted between the index and middle fingers.





� Medina del Campo (current population ca. 20,000) is about 300 kms. northwest of Madrid and was an important co�mmercial and eco������nomic center in Cervantes’ time.





� This refers to the loss of twenty-two galleys which took the lives of four thousand men due to a storm near Herradura (a port on the southern coast of Spain), in 1562.





� Tembleque (population 2000) is a farming and cattle raising community about 90 kms. south of Madrid.





� These are people such as academics and priests.





� Neapolitan soap, says Rodríguez Marín, was really “homemade” soap that the upper classes had made for them. The basis was Valencian soap, to which was added wheat bran, poppy juice, goat milk, deer marrow, bitter almonds, and even sugar.





� These are three ancient Greek painters and a sculptor. Parrhasius worked in the 5th century b.c. in Athens. None of his works or copies of them survive. Timanthes was a painter of human passions, born around 400 b.c. Apelles (fl. 4th century b.c.) was a painter whose work was held in such high esteem that he continues to be regarded, even though none of his works have survived, as the greatest painter of antiquity. Lysippus (fl. 4th century b.c.) was a Greek sculptor famous for slender proportions of his figures and for their lifelike look. Alexander the Great wouldn’t let any other sculptor portray him.





� Demosthenes (384-322 b.c.) was the greatest of ancient Greek orators, who roused Athens to oppose Philip of Macedon and, later, his son Alexander the Great. His speeches provide valuable information about the political, social, and economic life of Athens in the fourth century b.c.





� Don Quixote doesn’t mean that she is literally a country girl from Sayago, but rather reminds him of one. Sayago is a district in the province of Zamo�ra, bordering on Portu�gal, about 350 kms. from El Toboso. Its inhabitants and their language epitomized what “rustic” meant in the Golden Age (see part II, Chapter 19, note 7).





� Alastrajarea was the wife of Prince Folanges de Altrea in Florisel de Niquea; Oriana was Amadís’ lady; and Queen Mad�ásima is another character in Amadís de Gaula already referred to in Part I, Chapter 24, with a variant spelling of her name.





� In Part I, Chapter 26, don Quijote said that the pin had to be stuck into the front of his foot—now he is right.





� In those times, El Toboso was mostly populated by people of Moorish origin, thus there was little room for noble families, although Clemen�cín did find one.





� This is a most unfortunate comparison since Spain was lost because of La Cava.





� The Cid won this marble bench in Valencia (verse 3115 of the Poema de mio Cid).





� To go over the hills of Úbeda is a proverbial expression. There are no hills at Úbeda (a Spanish city, 150 kms. north of Granada).





� Since birds eat them, as Gaos points out.





� Alluded to already in Part II, Chapter 3, note 9.





� Rodrigo was the last of the Gothic kings in what was to be Spain. Because of his sexual escapade with La Cava, “Spain” was lost to the Moors. So the ballad refers to the eating of his genitals by the creatures. (Historically, though, Rodrigo died in the Battle of Guadalete [July, 711] fighting the Moors.)





� That is, he can move to a better government from there. The duchess knows more about brocade than Sancho (see his erroneous comment in Part II, Chapter 10, at note 6).





� Those who know the Catholic catechism will realize this is referring to believing things by faith, things you never saw.





� This refers to “Dionysius Cato” [actually a made-up name] (3rd. century a.d.) whose 164 moral maxims (each one written as a two-line hexameter), called Disticha moribus ad filium, were used as a schoolbook in the Mi�ddle Ages.





� This quote, by Angelo Poliziano, means “who died in the flower of his youth.” The Florentine Micael Verino, in fact, did die at age 17 in the 1480s. He wrote a series of two-line maxims to help instruct children. Given the similar nature of his maxims with those just mentioned by “Dionysius Cato,” the two collections were frequently published together.





� That is, the way Sancho does.





� Favila was the king of Asturias from 737-739, when he was indeed killed by a bear.





� This is El Pinciano (1475?-1553), who collected 3000 Sayings or Proverbs in Spanish (Salamanca, 1555). He was a Commander in the Order of Calatrava and a professor of Greek, thus the nickname.





� This Moorish war cry is made by moving your tongue from [u] (as in Sue) to [i] (as in see) two or three times a second. It produces a startling effect.





� References to “dry exhalations” derive from the way the ancients thought the universe was organized, these being a result of either the region of fire above the earth or from a ball of fire within.





� Urganda was an enchantress and Amadís’s friend, mentioned in Part I, Chapter 5. She was also the wife of Alquife.





� The translation of the poem is Ormsby’s. If you are tempted not to read the whole thing, the last eight lines are the critical ones.





� The Roman god Dis is known more commonly as Pluto, the god of the underworld.





� There is a pun here in Spanish, where the word for stuck on also means pulled off. These lashes will be so well stuck on he won’t be able to take them off with as many tugs. Not a very good pun, but then again, Don Quixote is livid.





� TRANSLATOR’S NOTE:Why should my rear end pay for the sins of her eyes? doesn’t make sense to me. Some translate it something like Why should my rear end pay for her mistakes?





� Deformation of abrenuncio ‘I renounce’, a Latinism used during the sacrament of baptism to reject the devil.





� The nuez ‘nut’ is where the cord releases the arrow from the crossbow. There is also a play on words with nuez de garganta ‘Adam’s apple’.





� This proverb is the English equivalent of La letra con sangre entra Learning [letters] comes by means of blood’ (i.e., it’s hard to learn), which is typically used with school children, and has an ironic flavor here, at least in Spanish.





� It is assumed that this refers to an unattested proverb dealing with the lawbreaker who is whipp�ed then put on the back of a donkey and paraded through town. See Part I, Chapter 22, where Sancho speaks of prisoners being shamed in public. San�cho is being ironic in a couple of ways, particularly in reference to his whiplashes.





� This was the Sultan of Constantinople. See Part I, Chapter 40, between references to footnotes 6 and 7.





� Candaya seems to be an island which the squire later situates near modern Sri Lanka. Don’t try to find it on the map since it is fictional.





� Arabic numbers are used here in the first Spanish edition instead of Roman.





� Trifaldi implies three skirts in Spanish.





� That is, he who treated one of us badly can also treat another one badly.





� That is, gossiping about our shortcomings.





� Martos is an Andalusian town in the province of Jaén. The indefatigable Rodríguez Marín found documents showing that Cervantes went to Martos in 1592 and collected 150 bushels of chickpeas for use in galleys (vol. 6, p. 153, note *1).





� Lobo means ‘wolf’ and zorra means ‘fox’.





� These ludicrous and ill-applied Latin suffixes, meaning very, are suffixed onto the Spanish words.





� Maguncia is the Spanish name for Mainz, the city on the Rhine River in Germany, where Gutenberg set up his printing press.





� Abbreviated form of archipiélago, a series of islands.





� Antonomasia is a rhetorical device where you use a proper name to represent a class of persons or a specific person, such as “Juan is a real Solomon” (= wise ruler).





� Trapobana refers to modern Sri Lanka. See Part I, Chapter 18, n, 2. Cape Comorín is the southern tip of India. The Southern Sea is the Indian Ocean.





� The Three Sisters in classical mythology control life and death. Clotho spins the thread of life at birth; Lachesis, the disposer of lots, determines the length of life; and Atropos cuts off life. The Three Sisters were well known in Spain because they appear in Garcilaso’s Eclogue II, he being Spain’s most renowned poet.





� This is a translation from the 15th-century Italian poet Serafino dell’Aquila (1466-1500), annotated by editors since Juan Antonio Pellicer put it in his 1797 edition of the Quixote.





� In his Republic, III.





� This is modified from a popular four-verse poem by Comendador Escrivá (fifteenth century) and published in the Cancionero general in Valencia (1511).





� Mentioned in the Natural History X,2, of Pliny the Elder (a.d. 23-79).





� Aridiana is a rustic way in Spanish of referring to Ariadna (Ariadne, in Greek mythology). When she married Dionysus, he gave her a crown, now among the stars, known as the corona borealis.





� The Roman god Sol (Helios in Greek) drove his four-horse chariot across the sky every day. These are the horses referred to here.





� Many think that Tíbar is a river. Rodríguez Marín maintains that it comes from the Arabic tibr meaning pure, thus it refers to pure gold.





� Pancaya refers to Felix Arabia, modern Yemen, a fertile region, celebrated for its spices, among other things.





� These “bitter apples” aren’t apples at all, but rather a kind of Mediterranean squash.





� The oleander has a poisonous milky juice.





� From Virgil’s Æneid, II, 6 and 8: “Who, on hearing this, can contain his tears?”





� The Syriac language, based on East Aramaic, flourished from the third through the seventh centuries.





� A stone mortar, such as the kind used with pestles by pharmacists to grind medicines, would become very smooth after long use.





� Martín de Rique�r, the person who knows Old French and medieval Spanish heroic literature best, says that this episode of the flying wooden horse derives from an Old French source (ca. 1290) called Clé­omadés, which was prosified in the Spanish History of the brave and very valiant knight Clamades… (Burgos, 1521, and reprinted many times). See also notes 8 and 9 in Part I, Chapter 49.





� Potisí is in Bolivia, and here refers to faraway places in general.





� Bellerophon captured the flying horse Pegasus and used him on many adventures. When he tried to fly to heaven, the gods sent a gadfly to sting the horse, and Bellero�phon was killed having been flung from the horse.





� This Roland is the Orlando of Orlando Furioso.





� The horses of the Sun (See Ovid’s Metamorphoses, II, III) are Pyrœis, Eous, Æton, and Phlegon, and not Boötes and Peritoa, although Pyr�œsis sounds a bit like the latter. Boötes is the Plowman constellation in the northern sky. Peritoa possibly refers to Theseus’ frie�n�d Peirithous, who became a perpetual prisoner of Hades for trying to abduct Perse�phone.





� The leño part of the name means ‘wood’.





� Hector was a great warrior, a good son, and a loving husband, and has nothing to do with duennas.





� Since this voyage smacks of sorcery, Sancho is loathe to invoke God, fearing some kind of divine retribution.





� Don Quixote here confuses Palladium with the Trojan Horse. The Greeks pretended that the Trojan Horse was an offering to Athena (Pallas) in order to make Troy impregnable. Once inside the city, Greek soldiers came out of the horse and opened the gates of the city so their army could enter. “Instar montis equum, divina Palladis arte, ædificant,” They built a horse as large as a mountain with the divine skill of Pallas, Æneid, II, 15. I thank Nik Gross for the translation.





� The stirrup wasn’t invented until about the year 500, after Roman times, and thus none would be depicted in a Roman scene.





� Clemencín points out that Peralvillo was a town near Ciudad Real where the Holy Brotherhood summarily executed criminals.





� This refers to Phæthon, son of Apollo (= Sun), who took his father’s chariot and rode across the sky. When he was about to crash into the earth, Zeus killed him with a lightning bolt.





� This paragraph presents Ptolemy’s thought on the nature of space.





� Dr. Eugenio Torralba was tried by the Inquisition in 1531 having been accused of going from Spain to Rome on a rod, and returned the same night. See Clemencín, p. 1756, note 38.





� Annotators point out that this is a jail, true, but it’s also a street: Via di Torre di Nona.





� This is Carlos, duque de Borbón (1490-1527), who was killed by a bullet while Rome was being sacked by soldiers of Carlos V in May of 1527.





� Magallanes is the Spanish name for the Portuguese explorer Fernão de Magalhães (1480-1521) whom we know as Magellan.





� Mustard seeds are about 2 millimeters in diameter. Hazel nuts are about ½ inch in diameter (13mm).





� The seven goats are in the star cluster known as Pleiades, in the constellation Taurus, about 400 light-years from the earth. It has several hundred stars, of which six or seven can be seen without a telescope.





� Rico can’t figure this meaning out either.





� This was a cross printed at the beginning of spelling book�s, but also—says Rico—it refers to a bit of Christian instruction.





� This refers to Æsop’s fable about the frog who exploded while trying to expand himself to the size of an ox.





� This reflects the saying: “Look at your feet and your train will fall,” referring to the peacock who haughtily spreads his train out, then looks at how ugly his feet are, and his tail falls. Don Quixote really mixes things up here.





� This is the second time Don Quixote has spoken about the carelessness of dress on the part of Cæsar (see Part II, Chapter 2), but in reality Cæsar was not slovenly in his dress.





� Eructāre in Latin does indeed mean to ‘belch’





� This is a proverbial expression seen already in Part II, Chapter 33, note 2.





� …goes safely to trial.





� This was originally a slightly different proverb: Good silence is called ‘santo’ [= holy], but it got changed to Sancho some time before Sancho said it. Of course, the best English version is Silence is golden, but this doesn’t fit in with what don Quixote says in the next line.





� This is Matthew 7:3.





� This Cordovan poet was Juan de Mena (1411-1456) who wrote about this in his Labyrinth of Fortune, 227.





� More or less from I Corinthians 6:30.





� That is, material poverty.





� This refers to Æneas, the hero of Virgil’s Æneid. On his way to Italy, Æneas visited Dido, the founder of Carthage, and she fell in love with him. After he left her, she committed suicide on a funeral pyre.





� In Part I, Chapter 14, Libya was referred to as a place where wild animals are found (in Grisóstomo’s Song).





� Jaca is a small city (now with about 24,000 people) in the foothills of the Pyrenees, north of Pamplona.





� Dulcinea isn’t going to be very famous since the Henares, Jarama, and Manzanares are all tributaries of the Tajo, and the Arlanza flows into the Pisuerga. That is, they don’t represent geographical separation, as, say, the Duero and the Tajo would.





� This alludes to the Tarpeian Rock in Rome, from where condemned prisoners were thrown, and from which, in a Spanish ballad, Nero watched Rome burn.





� This is adapted from Ormsby.





� Antipodes represent the opposite side of the earth. This, and the references that follow are to the sun.





� This means that when the sun is hot, you frequently use the wine vessels, thus the allusion to shaking them (i.e., taking them up and putting them down).





� In Aristotle’s Physics II,2, it says: both man and the Sun beget men. The sun is ultimately responsible for all life.





� In Spanish there is a pun here. Dones (the Spanish term for dons) means ‘gifts’ and donas are goods that are ceded in a marriage agreement.





� Translator’s note: Lots of confusion, and commentary, here, since the episode with the cattleman has yet to happen. Cervantes—who knows exactly where everything is and should go—is just pretending to be careless.





� Solomon is, of course, the biblical king, whose “wisdom excelled the wisdom of all the children of the east country and all the wisdom of Egypt,” I Kings 3:30-31.





� Covarrubias (p. 921, col. 2, ll. 57-29) says that the salamander is so cold that it extinguishes hot coals if it passes through them. This is pure nonsense, of course.





� Vihuelas were tuned like lutes.





� This has been modified from Ormsby.





� This was a sixteenth-century curing oil formulated by Aparicio de Zubia.





� Rico says that this radical humor is semen.





� Not only did the ancient Greek physician Hippocrates never say this, but the popular maxim refers to panis of bread and not perdicis of partridge. Perdices is not the correct Latin form, but how is Sancho to know?





� ‘Away with it’ in Latin.





� This real town name means ‘get yourself out of here’.





� If you imagine the letter V, Almodóvar is at the bottom, Caracuel is at the top right and San Quintín is on the top left. Tirteafuera is half way up the left side, between Almodóvar and San Quintín. Tirteafuera is indeed on the right if you are going from Caracuel to Almodóvar. You’ll see that Sancho is more specific when he repeats this.





� The crazy man in the barber’s story in Chapter 1 of this part (at note 3) was also graduated from this minor university. Osuna was also given as the Princess Micomicona’s port of entry into Spain (Part I, Chapter 30, at note 2).





� Agüero means ‘omen’ in Spanish. Mal agüero is a bad omen.





� Basques were traditionally royal secretaries, says Silvia Iriso.





� Clemencín says that when the father’s name ended in -o, da�ughters would use the feminine form as their last name, as in this case.





� Lips-as-yarn would be very fine, but lips-as-skein would be very oversized.





� Ferreras says that this old saying referred to a person with a bodily defect.





� This refers to the nymphs of Garcilaso’s Eclogue III (mentioned in Part II, Chapter 8, note 3.).





� There is a proverb: “If we can provide a flat nosed woman, let’s not offer one with a pretty nose.” This means, in this context, that the devil may be tempting him with an ordinary-looking woman. If the devil were to use a beautiful one, don Quijote might be more on guard.





� See the Æneid IV, verses 165-66.





� What happens here is that each one kisses his/her own hand, then they shake hands, a sign of good faith.





� This refers to western Asturias, in northwestern Spain.





� People considered them�selves hidalgos if they were from that region. Gaos gives two good references (Vol. 2, p. 665, note 142).





� As you leave the Plaza Mayor going west on the Calle Mayor, this street is reached by turning right at the second street (Milaneses), then bearing left.





� This was done to show respect. Clemencín says that the custom dates from Roman times.





� You won’t find this Puerta de Guadalajara any��more—it burned down in 1582, says Pellicer�—but it was where Milaneses Street met Santiago Street.





� Several editors and translators omit the duchess here, thinking that “Cervantes” or “the printer” has made a mistake by confusing doña Casilda with doña Rodríguez’s current mistress. But there is no reason why doña Casilda shouldn’t be a duchess as well. After all, why did the magistrate say that he should be accompanying her?





� These issues are made by incisions for purposes of, for example, discharging pus. But since they are on her legs, where they wouldn’t be seen, it is doubtless an example of the old medicine, bloodletting to let “bad humors” drain.





� ‘Absolutely dark’.





� Morón de la Frontera is a city in the province of Seville. Lavajos is also a town in the province of Seville.





� Proverb: “The devil is in Cantillana and the bishop is in Brenes.” Both of these are towns in the province of Seville. It means that there is a disturbance somewhere.





� Translator’s note: This seems like a strange custom nowadays. Covarrubias says that it was usual to share one’s winnings with servants and onlookers (such as this man is). What is strange is that the opinion of onlookers would help decide a point. Modern casino games don’t allow for judgments, as far as I know, since all points are unambiguous; but we don’t know what the game was here.





� No one knows who this Andradilla was.





� Here, the girl uses business terms, not well translatable, that she learned from her father’s speech.





� There is a pun here since the word for issue and fountain is the same in Spanish. Aranjuez —the Spanish Versailles—is a town near Toledo famous for its fountains. You can figure it out from here.





� This reflects an ancient verse from a ballad that everyone knew, too complicated to go into, that meant that the skirt was quite short.





� Tanned in Spanish is avellanado. Did Cervantes use this word—which is similar to the name of the person who wrote the spurious second part of Don Quixote, Avellaneda—to hint that he was correcting his rival, who said that she was going on fifty-three years old?





� This alludes to the rosary. The Hail Marys (= smaller beads) are of coral and the Our Fathers (= larger beads) are of beaten gold.





� The saying goes on to say: “…and now he doesn’t even talk to us!"





� St. Augustine doubts it. This derives from St. Augustine’s thought about the doubtful effectiveness of urgently confessing oneself just before death.





� Believe my works and not my wo�rds, John 10:38.





� See Part II, Chapter 1, note 1. Lacedæmon refers to Sparta.





� See Æsop’s fables, Nº 44. In the Spanish version, Ysopete, it is Fable 1 of Book II (see John Keller’s translation [Æsop’s Fables, Lexington: The University Press of Kentucky, 1992], p. 70). After Jupiter sent the frogs a log to be king and the frogs complained, he sent a stork who ate them, as the woodcut from Ysopete shows.





� “Plato is a friend, but the truth is a greater friend.” This version of the proverb comes from the Adagia of the Dutch humanist, Erasmus (1469-1536).





� Eccl. 11:1 “cast your bread upon the waters, for after many days yoiu will find it again.”





� Tronchón is a sheep’s milk cheese made in the city of Teruel.





� This evokes and old process of curing pork just that way.





� Sancho means sables.





� These are typical Spanish canvas shoes with soles made of coiled rope. The ones in the photographs have a newer type of sole.





� An area in southwestern France.





� Geld is the German word for money.





� The expulsion of the Moors began in 1609 and lasted until 1614.





� These are leather wine-bags used to squirt wine into the mouths of those who drink it.





� Tudesco means ‘German’ (compare Italian tedesco ‘German’).





� This is another reference to Nero from a ballad: “Nero looks from the Tarpeian Rock / at Rome as it burns; / shouts from young and old, / and nothing bothered him” (See Rodríguez Marín, vol. VII, p. 213, note 3). The first reference to Nero on the Tarpeian Rock is in Part II, Ch�apter 44, note 8.





� “A Spaniard and Germans together make good company.” This mock-Italian is a kind of Mediterranean pidgin that even Sancho knows.





� Sancho continues the pidgin conversation. Editors say that “giura Di” means I swear to God, yet Italian giurare ‘to swear’ would have as its first person form giuro and not the form giura. Nonetheless, I swear seems to be the only reasonable meaning.





� Augsburg is a city northwest of Munich. Madariaga thinks that this city was chosen because it was where the Augsburg Confession was presented to Charles V at the Diet of Augsburg in 1530. This document explained Lutheran theology and defended Lutheranism against misrepresentations made about it.





� That is, since Spaniards went to the Indies (the New World) to get rich, these pilgrims considered Spain to be the place where they could earn lots of easy money.





� Galiana was the wife of the Moorish governor of Toledo, and her palace was near the banks of the Tajo river.





� This is what children say in the Spanish version of the game called Four Square.





� The Council of Trent (1545-63) forbade duels of all kinds, and threatened excommunication for those who engaged in them.





� This is an imposing fleecy horse with large hooves from the region of Frisia (encompassing parts of Holland and Germany).





� The horse’s fetlock, just above the rear part of the foot, is characterized by a tuft of hair. Twelve kilos of hair (26.5 pounds), doubtless an exaggeration, attests to the massiveness of the horse.





� If you don’t read the whole poem, look at the second stanza, where Altisidora accuses don Quixote of stealing things of hers. Ormsby’s translation.





� Diana was the Greek goddess of the forests. Venus, in the next line, was the Greek goddess of love.





� Vireno is a character in Orlando Furi�oso who, in Canto X, abandons Olympia. In the Æneid IV, Æneas abandons Dido. Barab�bas, in the next verse, is the thief who was released instead of Christ; see, for exampl�e, Matthew 27:16.





� Marchena is a town in the province of Seville, east of the city.





� St. George, the patron of England, lived in about the third century a.d. Some legends about him were extravagant, such as the one depicted here, where he rescued a maiden from a dragon.





� St. Martin of Tours (ca. 316-397) was originally a pagan and served in the Roman army. When he became a Christian, he refused to fight anymore. He was later named bishop of Tours in 371 and fou�nded a monastery nea�rby. Legend has it that he tore his cape in half to share with a ragged beggar and that later he had a vision in which Christ was wearing that half cape. He was one of the first non-martyrs to become a saint.





� St. James the Great, the Apostle, known as Santiago and San Diego in Spain, is Spain’s patron saint. He was martyred in Jerusalem in about a.d. 44. and his bones were taken to Hispania where he had evangelized, it was said. The tomb was discovered in 813, and the relics became a rallying point for the Christians in their battles against the Moors. He is said to have descended on his white horse from heaven to slay Moors during battles, and Spaniards call on him before entering into battle.





� See Galatians 4:11-12 for the biblical reference.





� Matthew 11:12: “Ever since the coming of John the Baptist the kingdom of heaven has been subjected to violence…”





� There was a superstition in Spain that running across a priest was a bad omen. The Franciscan religious order was founded by St. Francis of Assisi in the early thirteenth century. (For these superstitions, see Rodríguez Marín, vol. IX, p. 200).





� The Mendoza family is well documented as being superstitious, to the point where mendocino used to mean superstitious in Spanish. See Gaos. vol. II, p. 805, note 112.





� Scipio Africanu�s (263–186 b.c.), was the celebrated Roman ge�neral who defeated Hannibal in 202 b.c., thus ending the Second Punic War. The quotation that follows about holding Africa in his arms is also attributed to Cæsar.





� See Part II, Ch�apter 4, where Sancho uses this expression while talking with Sansón, seemingly with full understanding.





� Saint James’ shield is white with a red cross on it.





� The god of the blacksmiths is Vulcan.





� Vulcan was Venus’ husband and captured her with her lover Mars to the shame of both.





� Amaranth is a weed with a showy flower. Silvia Iriso says that the combination of laurel and amaranth symbolize immortal fame or beauty.





� Luis de Camões (ca. 1524–d. 1580) is Portugal’s national poet, the author of Os Lusíadas, an epic poem which tells of the major events in Portuguese history. However, the girl in this episode is going to recite one of his 16 eclogues from the collection of Rimas (1598), and not anything from Os Lusí­adas.





� Actæon was a hunter in Greek mythology. He spied on Artemis (Diana) when she was bathing naked, and she turned him into a stag, wher�eupon he was promptly devoured by his own hunting dogs.





� There would only be six or eight bulls for a single afternoon of bullfighting.





� The Jarama River flows south into the Tajo River, a bit to the east of Madrid. Clemencín says that it was held that the pasturage in the Jarama Valley contributed to the fierceness of these bulls.





� These gratuitous insults have already been discussed in the Prologue to Part II.





� There are really no missing articles in Avellaneda’s book.





� Apelles did paint a portrait of Alexander holding a lightning bolt (neither it nor any copy of it survive).





� Sancho says the first part of the proverb correctly, which derives from an old ballad about Pedro the Cruel and his bastard brother Enrique de Trastámara, but this final part he adjusts to fit himself. Ordinarily it would just be: «but I defend my lord».





� These are two verses from an old ballad about the Seven Princes of Lara. Doña Sancha was their evil aunt.





� Osiris was the ancient Egyptian god of fertility and also the personification of the dead king. However, who is meant here is Busiris, who is, in Greek mythology, an Egyptian king who annually sacrificed a foreigner (until the foreigner in question was Hercules, who killed Busiris instead of allowing himself to be sacrificed).





� There was a historical Roca Guinarda who would have been 33 years old in 1615. Of course the historical Roca never met up with the fictional don Quijote.





� This is thieves in Catalan.





� This linguistic mixture is far from far-fetched. Gascón is a dialect of Provençal, and Catalán is related to that language.





� Martín de Riquer, a Catalan speaker, points out that frade ‘priest’ is not Catalan or Gascón, but rather Portuguese. Is it a typesetter’s error or Cervantes’ error (heaven forbid)?





� The birth of John the Baptist is celebrated on June 24. The date of his decapitation is August 29. One has to assume the latter date, given the general chronology of this book.





� Historically, there were Nyerros and Cadells in Barcelona, of opposite political viewpoints, the former favoring the monarchy, the latter favored the common man.





� In this version of the musket, a slow burning cord—which you kept burning by blowing on it—was used to ignite the charge in the breech.





� Awnings had a couple of uses on galleys—these were to protect the ships during the night. Others gave shade to passengers.





� This is a spiny Eurpean evergreen shrub, the emphasis here being on spiny.





� Don Antonio has confused “our” Sancho here with Ave�llaneda’s, since the other Sancho does love creamed chicken, and in Chapter 12 of Avellaneda, we see the other Sancho saving meatballs just this way (See Riquer’s edition, vol. I, p. 228, l. 10). Whereas don Quixote refused to read any of Avellaneda’s book, Cervantes has just proven he knew it well.





� There is some discussion who this Escotillo is. Pellicer, the first annotator of the Quixote thinks it refers to an Italian adventurer from Parma, sixteenth century. Rico says that it may refer to a magician who worked out of Flanders a few years before the Quixote was written.





� These Latin words, meaning May the enemies flee is part of the Catholic rite of exorcism.





� Perogrullo was supposedly an Asturian famous for saying self-evident facts.





� The “tilting at the ring” is an event where the knight endeavors to run his lance, on horseback, through a ring, to demonstrate his skills. This is precisely the event that the false don Quixote engaged in at the jousts in Zaragoza (Avellaneda, Chapter 11, and referred to at the end of Chapter 59 in this translation).





� Cristóbal Suárez de Figueroa (ca.1571-1639) published in 1602 his Spanish translation of Battista Guarini’s Il Pastore Fido, a pastoral work.





� Juan de Jáuregui (1583-1641) translated Tasso’s L’Aminta in 1607, another pastoral work.





� If the author prints the book at his own expense, he earns all of the proceeds, or incurs all of the losses. If he sells the copyright to a bookseller, as Cervantes did with Francisco de Robles for this work, he collects only a royalty.





� This is a coin of very little worth.





� This is The Light of the Christain Soul by fray Felipe de Meneses (Valladolid, 1554) with several reprintings.�





� Martinmas, the feast of Saint Martin, November 11, pigs are traditionally slaughtered.





� Dislocated doesn’t make too much sense, since joints are dislocated and not people, but there is a pun with another Spanish word—deslocado—which can mean “with his craziness removed.”





� The Count of Salazar was in charge of the expulsion of the Moors from various regions in Spain starting in 1609. He was to have cleared the area where Ricote would have lived in 1614.





� Argus was a mythological monster with a hundred eyes.





� This is from Orlando Furioso, Canto 24.





� About 275 pounds (125 kilos).





� Since Micolás was a rustic variant of Nicolás, the name Miculoso makes good sense from the poetic pastoral point of view.





� It is true that El Brocense first identified the poet Garcilaso de la Vega’s friend, Boscán, with the name Nemoroso, apparently erroneously, even though Lat. nemus means forest (bosque in Spanish). It is more logical that Garcilaso used that name to represent himself. But certainly in 1615, people thought Boscán was Nemoroso owing to El Brocense.





� Refer to Part I, Chapter 1, note 29 to see how this fits; but here, since cura means priest in Spanish, it becomes really quite offensive to the priest.





� –Ona is an augmentative suffix.





� This is another old double-reeded instrument.





� Rebecs are ancient three-stringed bowed instruments from the middle east.





� Sancho may not have heard albogues named before, but he heard and saw these cymbals, without recognizing what they were, at Camacho’s wedding, Part II, Cha�pter 19. What would look like the bottom of the candlestick is what you crash against the other side, and what looks like where the candle is inserted is where you hold it.





� An almohaza is a horse grooming brush, almorzar is to eat lunch and is not Arabic in its origin, alhombra is carpet (= modern alfombra), alguacil is bailiff, alhucema is the lavender plant, almacén is a warehouse, and alcancía is a money box.





� There are really hundreds of words of Arabic origin that begin with al- in Spanish. Al is the Arabic definite article, which became fused with the noun, and that’s why there are so many.





� Borceguí is a low boot, zaquizamí is a garret, maravedí is an old coin, Alhelí is a pink flower, alfa�quí is an Arabic professor of jurisprudence.





� Shepherds did carve wooden spoons, but Gaos thinks this phrase refers to polishing the spoons through eating.





� You have seen the goddess Diana with varying roles. She was also the goddess of the moon, as seen here.





� The notion of first sleep and second sleep is an old notion, less sophisticated, but related to the modern discoveries of five levels of sleep described by Aserinsky and Kleitman in 1953.





� From Job 17:12, meaning After darkness I hope for light. Also, of course, it is the Latin motto on Juan de la Cuesta’s covers, which you can see at the beginning of Parts I and II in this edition.





� This is an English translation by Ormsby (via Spanish) of an Italian poem by Pietro Bembo from a collection called Gli Asolani (1505). Cultured readers would have recognized this popular poem and its Italian source.





� The Scythians were cruel warriors who flourished in about the 8th century b.c. in what is now Iran.





� Polyphemus was the most famous cyclops (one-eyed giant cannibal) in Greek mythology.





� The palm is symbolic of virtue, and “conquering” means that she has conquered sin. It is yellow because it was retained after Palm Sunday.





� This refers to the death of Orpheus, who was killed by the women of Thrace.





� The Stygian lake refers to the River Styx.





� This second octave is by Garcilaso de la Vega (Eclogue III, lines 9-16). This translation once again is by Ormsby.





� Rhadamanthus and Minos (the person talking, who will be named later) were the mythological kings of hell.





� Lys is Minos’ confusion for Dis, the god of the underworld.





� “The old lady took a fancy to the beets,” and it goes on to say: she left neither green nor dry ones. Sancho is equating the old lady’s eagerness to eat with the enchanters’ eagerness to make Sancho the means by which women are disenchanted, as the text goes on to confirm.





� Little is said about the warrior Ni�mrod in the Old Testament (Genesis 10:8-12, I Chronicles 1:10, Micah 5:6), but he had a reputation for being evil and haught�y.





� Vinagrillo was a cosmetic used to whiten the hands and face, and whose principal ingredient was vinegar.





� A heifer used to be slaughtered for rustic weddings. Sancho’s allusion here is that he has to be a martyr.





� More or less from Horace’s Satires I, v, 100-01: “Let Judas believe it, not me.” This is not a biblical Judas, if you were wondering, since Horace lived before Christ.





� Of course only the second stanza was by Garcilaso (see the previous chapter at note 4). But give don Quijote credit for recognizing Garcilaso’s octave.





� This means ‘free of charge’. See Part I, Chapter 30, note 5. He at least gets it right this time.





� Given free, Latin phrase.





� …with dry pants on.





� This is Sancho’s version of the popular saying: “Let Samson die, and all those with him.”





� The daring guest is Paris, and the kidnaping is what started the Trojan War.





� In the Æneid, Dido falls in love with Æneas. This scene shows Æneas abandoning her on the African coast.





� God from God in Latin.





� Let him strike wherever he can in Spanish.





� This expression just meant “while he was still of a mind to do it.”





� As it was in the beginning, Latin.





� Don Álvaro Tarfe is indeed the third most important character in the false Quixote, appearing already in the first chapter (mentioned first on p. 33, l. 19 of Riquer’s edition).





� This is from Avellaneda’s Chapter 8 (starts in Vol. I, p. 166, l. 11 in Riquer’s edition) where don Quixote believes that a thief being taken to be whipped is really a captive knight, so he attacks the constables who are taking the criminal away. They in turn haul don Quixote off to jail. In Chapter 9, don Quixote is rescued by Álvaro Tarfe.





� In the last chapter of Avellaneda (36) Álvaro Tarfe does take don Quixote to this crazy house in Toledo. The institution was founded by a papal nuncio (the pope’s representative to civil government) in the late 1400s, thus its name.





�4 See Part II, Chapter 36, at note 2.


5 Covarrubias says this means “with good fortune.”


1 Translator’s note: I have had to fudge a bit here. The word her really should be it as English usage de�mands, since it refers to a cage, as you’ll see. But since cage is feminine in Spanish, Spanish usage requires the pronoun her. Why it was necessary to use her, against English rules, will be obvious soon enough.





� Bad omen, in Latin.





� Although this was a popular comparison, no one knows who this Mingo was.





� Clemencín has identified the first line of this villancico as coming from the cancionero de Amberes [= Antwerp] (1603). No printed source has been found for the second line. In the first edition, these lines are not set off (folio 276r).





� This is a musical saying. Children used this green barley, when still naturally moist, to make little pipes with which to make music, but once it was dry, it could no longer be used for that purpose. In other words, she implies don Quixote is too old to take on this new calling.





� Jacopo Sanazzaro (1456–1520), a very influential Italian writer who composed the first pastoral romance, Arcadia (1504).





� Barcino means ‘reddish-colored’, and Butrón is an ancient Spanish noble surname.





� At the end of Avellaneda’s book, it says that don Quijote continued his adventures in Old Castile—Salamanca, Ávila and Valladolid with a new name, The Knight of the Travails (see Riquer’s edition, vol. 3, pp. 229-30). This affidavit was supposed to prevent further continuations, specifically one inspired by Avellane�da.





� These Greek cities were Smyrna, Rhodes, Colophon, Salamis, Chios, Argos, and Athens.





� This epitaph and the quatrain that follows are both from Ormsby.





� These verses are more or less in imitation of a ballad found in Guerras civiles de Granada (see Gaos, Part II, p. 1043, note 192e).





� That this is the pen talking and not Cide Hamete Benengeli is very clear in Spanish since the gender of me alone is the feminine form that quill would require.





� Translator’s note: Oops. This satisfied is now masculine in Spanish, indicating that the narration has switched back to Cide Hamete Benengeli. I’m only the translator here.








