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CHAPTER 1

Concerning the famous hidalgo Don Quixote de la
Manchd's position, character and way of life

In a village in La Mancha, the name of which I cannot quite recall, there
lived not long ago one of those country gentlemen or hidalgos who keep
alance ina rack, an ancient leather shield, 2 scrawny hack and a greyhound
for coursing. A midday stew with rather more shin of beef than leg of
lamb, the leftovers for supper most nights, lardy eggs on Saturdays, lentil
broth on Fridays and an occasional pigeon as a Sunday treat ate up
three-quarters of his income. The rest went on a cape of black broadcloth,
with breeches of velvet and slippers to match for holy days, and on
weekdays he walked proudly in the finest homespun. He maintained a
housekeeper the wrong side of forty, a niece the right side of twenty and
a jack of all trades who was as good at saddling the nag as at plying the
pruning shears. Our hidalgo himself was nearly fifty; he had a robust
constitution, dried-up flesh and a withered face, and he was an early riser
and a keen huntsman. His surname’s said to have been Quixada, or Quesada
(as if he were a jawbone, or a cheesecake): concetning this detail there’s
some discrepancy among the authors who have written on the subject,
although a credible conjecture does suggest he might have beena plaintive
Quexana. But this doesn't matter much, as far as our story’s concerned,
provided that the narrator doesn’t stray one inch from the truth.

Now you must understand that during his idle moments {which
accounted for most of the year) this hidalgo took to reading books of
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DPON QUIXOTE

chivalry with such relish and enthusiasm that he almost forgot about his
hunting and even running his property, and his foolish curiosity reached
such extremes that he sold acres of arable land to buy these books of
chivalry, and took home as many of them as he could find;! he liked none
of them so much as those by the famous Feliciano de Silva,? because the
brilliance of the prose and all that intricate language seemed a treasure
to him, never more so than when he was reading those amorous compli-
ments and challenges delivered by letter, in which he often found: ‘The
reason for the unreason to which my reason is subjected, so weakens my
reason that I have reason to complain of your beauty.” And also when he
read: *.. . the lofty heavens which with their stars divinely fortify you in
your divinity, and make you meritorious of the merits merited by your
greatness.’ Such subtleties used to drive the poor gentleman to distraction,
and he would rack his brains trying to understand it all and unravel its
meaning, something that Aristotle himself wouldn’t have been capable of
doing even if he'd come back to life for this purpose alane, He wasn't
very happy about the wounds that Sir Belianis kept on inflicting and
receiving, because he imagined that, however skilful the doctors who
treated him, his face and body must have been covered with gashes and
scars. But, in spite of all that, he commended the author for ending his
book with that promise of endless adventure, and often felt the urge to
take up his quilt and bring the story to a proper conclusion, as is promised
there; and no doubt he’d have done 50, and with success too, if other
more important and insistent preoccupations hadn't prevented him. He
had frequent arguments with the village priest (a learned man—a Sigiienza
graduate no Jess) about which had been the better knight errant, Palmerin
of Enpland® or Amadis of Gaul; but Master Nicolds, the village barber,
argued that neither of them could hold a candle to the Knight of Phoebus,
and that if anyone at all could be compated to him it was Don Galaor,
Amadis of Gaul’s brother, because there was no emergency he couldn’t
cope with: he wasn't one of your pernickety knights, nor was he such 2
blubberer as his brother, and he was every bit his equal as far as courage
was concerned, .

In short, our hidalgo was soon so absorbed in these books that his
nights were spent reading from dusk tll dawn, and his days from dawn
till dusk, untit the lack of sleep and the excess of reading withered his
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PART I CHAPTER I

brain, and he went mad. Everything he read in his books took possession
of his imagination: enchantments, fights, battles, challenges, wounds,
sweet nothings, love affairs, storms and impossible absurdities. The idea
that this whole fabric of famous fabtications was real so established itself
in his mind that no history in the world was truer for him. He would
declare that El Cid, Ruy Diaz, had been an excellent knight, but that he
couldn't be compared to the Knight of the Burning Sword,* who with
just one back-stroke had split two fierce and enormous giants clean down
the middie. He felt happier about Bernardo del Carpio, because he’d slain
Roland the Enchanted at Roncesvalles, by the same method used by
Hercules when he suffocated Antaeus, the son of Earth —with a bear-hug,®
He was full of praise for the giant Morgante because, despite belonging
to a proud and insolent breed, he alone was affable and well-mannered.¢
But his greatest favourite was Reynald of Montalban,” most of all when
he saw him sallying forth from his castle and plundering all those he met,
and when in foreign parts he stole that image of Muhammad made of
solid gold, as his history records. He'd have given his housekeeper, and
even his niece into the bargain, to trample the traitor Ganelon in the
dust®

And so, by now quite insane, he conceived the strangest notion that
ever took shape in a nadman’s head, considering it desirable and necessary,
both for the increase of his honour and for the common good, to become
a knight errant, and to travel about the world with his armour and his
arms and his horse in search of adventures, and to practise afl those
activities that he knew from his books were practised by knights errant,
redressing all kinds of grievances, and exposing himself to perils and
dangers that he would overcome and thus gain eternal fame and renown.
The poor man could already see himself being crowned Emperor of
Trebizond, at the very least, through the might of his arm; and so,
possessed by these delightful thoughts and carried away by the strange
pleasure that he derived from them, he hastenied to put into practice what
he so desired.

His first step was to clean a suit of armour that had belonged to his
forefathers and that, covered in rust and mould, had been standing
forgotten in a corner for centuries. He scoured and mended it as best he
could; yet he realized that it had one important defect, which was that
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the headpiece was not a complete helmet but just a simple steel cap; he
was ingenious enough, however, to overcome this problem, constructing
out of cardboard something resembling a visor and face-guard which,
once inserted into the steel cap, gave it the appearance of a full helmet.
It's true that, to test its strength and find out whether it could safely be
exposed to attack, he drew his sword and dealt it two blows, with the
first of which he destroyed in a second what it had taken him 2 week to
create. He couldn’t help being concetned about the ease with which he'd
shattered it, and to guard against this danger he reconstructed it, fixing
some iron bars on the inside, which reassured him about its strength; and,
preferring not to carry out any further tests, he deemed and pronounced
it a most excellent visored helmet.

Then he went to visit his nag, and although it had more coms than a
barleyfield and more wrong with it than Gonella’s horse, which fanrm
pellis et ossa fuit? it seemed to him that neither Alexander's Bucephalus
nor the Cid’s Babieca was its equal. He spent four days considering what
name to give the nag; for (he told himself) it wasn™t fitting that the horse
of such a famous knight errant, and such a fine horse In its own right,
too, shouldn’t have some name of eminence; and so he tried to find one
that would express both what it had been before it became a knight’s
horse and what it was now, for it was appropriate that, since its master
had changed his rank, it too should change its name, and acquire a famous
and much-trumpeted one, as suited the new order and new way of life
he professed. And so, after a long succession of names that he invented,
eliminated and struck out, added, deleted and remade in his mind and in
his imagination, he finally decided to call it Rocinante, that is, Hackafore,
a name which, in his opinion, was lofty and sonorous and expressed what
the creature had been when it was 2 humble hack, before it became what
it was now — the first and foremost of all the hacks in the world.

Having given his horse a name, and one so much to his liking, he
decided to give himself a name as well, and this problem kept him busy
for another eight days, at the end of which he decided to call himself
Don Quixote, that is, Sir Thighpicce, from which, as has already been

" observed, the authors of this most true history concluded that his surname
must have been Quixada, and not Quesada as others had affirmed. Yet
remembering that brave Amadis hadn’t been content to call himself Amadis
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alone, but had added the name of his kingdom and homeland, to make
it famous, and had styled himself Amadis of Gaul, so Don Quixote, as a
worthy knight, decided to add his own country to his name and call
himself Don Quixote de la Mancha, by doing which, in his opinion, he
declared in a most vivid manner both his lineage and his homeland, and
henoured the latter by taking it as his surname.

Having, then, cleaned his armour, turned his steel cap into a visored
helmet, baptized his nag and confirmed himself, he realized that the only
remaining task was to find a lady of whom he could be enamoured; for
a knight errant without a lady-love is a tree without leaves or fruit, a
body without a soul. He said to himself:

‘If, for my wicked sins or my good fortune, I encounter some giant, as
knights errant usually do, and I dash him down in single combat, or
cleave him asunder, or, in short, defeat and vanquish him, will it not be
proper to have someone to whom I can send him as a tribute, so that he
can come before my sweet lady and fall to his knees and say in humble
tones of submission: “I, my lady, am the giant Caraculiambro,!° the Lord
of the Isle of Malindrania, vanquished in single combat by the never
sufficiently praised knight Don Quixote de la Mancha, who has com-
manded me to present myself before Your Highness so that Your Highness
may dispose of me as you will"?’

Oh my, how our worthy knight rejoiced once he'd spoken these words
— even more, once he’'d found someone he could call his lady! The fact
was — or so it is generally believed — that in a nearby village there fived
a good-looking peasant girl, with whom he'd once been in love (although
it appears that she was never aware of this love, about which he never
‘told her). She was called Aldonza Lorenzo, and this was the woman upon
whom it seemed appropriate to confer the title of the lady of his thoughts;
and seeking a name with some affinity with his own, which would also
suggest the name of a princess and a fine lady, he decided to call her
Dulcinea del Toboso, because she was a native of El Toboso: 2 name that,
in his opinion, was musical and magical and meaningful, like all the other
names he’d bestowed upor himself and his possessions.
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CHAPTER 11
Concerning the ingentous Don Quixote’s first sally

Once he'd made these preparations he decided not to wait any longer
before putting his plans into action, encouraged by the need that he
believed his delay was creating in the world: so great was his determination
to redress grievances, right wrongs, correct injustices, rectify abuses and
fulfil obligations. And so, without telling anyone about his plans or being
seen by anyone, one morning, before dawn because it was going to be
one of those sweltering July days, he donned his armour, mounted
Rocinante, with his ill-devised visor in place, took up his leather shield,
seized his lance and rode out into the fields through the side-door in 2
yard wall, in raptures of joy on seeing how easy it had been to embark
upon his noble enterprise. But no sooner was he outside the door than
he was assailed by a terrible thought, which almost made him abandon
his undertaking: he remembered that he hadn’t been knighted and by the
laws of chivalry shouldn’t and indeed couldn’t take up arms against any
knight; and that even if he had been knighted, he would, as a novice,
have been obliged to bear white arms, that is to say a shield without any
insignia on it, until he’d won them by his own prowess. These thoughts
made him waver in his plans; but, since his madness prevailed over all
other considerations, he decided to have himself knighted by the first
petson he chanced upon, in imitation of many others who'd done the
same, as he'd read in the books that had reduced him to this state. As for
the white arms, he resolved to give his lance and his armour such a
scouring, as soon as an opportunity arose, as to make them cleaner and
whiter than ermine; and thus he calmed down and continued on his
chosen way, which in reality was none other than the way his horse chose
to follow, for he believed that in this consisted the essence of adventure.

As our fledgling adventurer rode along, he said to himself:

‘“Who can doubt but that in future times, when the true history of my
famous deeds sees the light, the sage who chronicles them will, when he
recounts this my first sally, so early in the morning, write in this manner:
“Scarce had ruddy Apollo spread over the face of the wide and spacious
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carth the golden tresses of his beauteous hair, and scarce had the speckled
little birds with their harmonious tongues hailed in musical and mellifluous
melody the approach of rosy Aurora who, tising from her jealous husband’s
soft couch, disclosed herself to mortals in the portals and balconies of La
Mancha's horizon, when the famous knight Don Quixote de la Mancha,
~ quitting the slothful feathers of his bed, mounted his famous steed Rocin-
ante and began to ride over the ancient and far-famed Plain of Montie!"?'

And it was true that this was where he was riding. And he added:

‘Happy will be the age, the century will be happy, which brings to
light my famous exploits, worthy to be engraved on sheets of bronze,
carved on slabs of matble and painted on boards of wood 25 2 monument
for all posterity. O sage enchanter, whomsoever you may be, to whom it
falls to be the chronicler of this singular history, I beg you not to
overlook my good Rocinante, my eternal companion in all my travels
and wanderings.’

Then he turned and said, as if he really were in love:

‘O Princess Dulcinea, mistress of this hapless heart! Great injury have
you done me in reproaching and dismissing me, with the cruel command
not to appear in the presence of your wondrous beauty. Vouchsafe, my
lady, to be mindful of this your subject heart, which suffers such sorrow
for love of you.’

He strung these absurdities together with many others, all in the style
of those that he'd learned from his books. This made his progress so slow,
and the sun was rising so fast and becoming so hot, that his brains would
have melted, if he'd had any.

He rode on almost throughout that day and nothing happened worth
mentioning, which reduced him to despair because he was longing for
an early encounter with someone on whom he could test the worth of
his mighty arm. Some authors say that the first adventure that befell him
was that of the Pass of Lipice, others claim that it was that of the windmills,
but what I've been sble to discover about this matter, and indeed what
I've found recorded in the annals of La Mancha, is that he rode on
throughout that day, and that at nightfall both he and his nag were
exhausted and half dead from starvation; and that, looking all around to
see if he could spot some castle or shepherds’ hut where they might retire
and find some remedy for their great hunger and dire want, he caught
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sight of an inn not far from the road along which he was travelling, which
was as if he had seen a star leading him not just to the portals but to the
very palace of his redemption. He quickened his pace, and he reached
the inn as night was falling. .

Sitting by the inn door there happened to be two young women, of
the sort known as ladies of easy virtue, on their way to Seville with some
muleteers who'd chanced to break their journey that night at the inn.
And since whatever our adventurer thought, saw or imagined seemed to
him to be as it was in the books he’d read, as soon as hie saw the inn he
took it for a castle with its four towers and their spires of shining silver,
complete with its drawbridge and its deep moat and all the other accessories
that such castles commonly boast. He approached the inn that he took
for a castle, and at 2 short distance from it he drew rein, waiting for some
dwarf to appear upon the battlements and announce with a trumpet-blast
the arrival of a knight. But finding that there was some delay, and that
Rocinante was impatient to get to the stable, he rode on towards the inn
door and saw the two dissolute wenches sitting there, and thought that
they were two beautiful maidens or fine ladies taking their ease at the
castle gate. At this point a swineherd who was gathering together some
pigs (begging nobody’s pardon, because that's what they're called) from
a stubble field happened to sound his hom to round them up, and Don
Quixote thought that his wish had been fulfilled and that a dwarf was
announcing his arrival; so it was with unusual satisfaction that he reached
the inn and the ladies, who, on observing the approach of a man dressed
like that in armour and clutching a lance and a leather shield, started to
run in terror back into the inn. But Don Quixote, conjecturing their fear
from their flight, and raising his cardboard visor to reveal his dry and
dusty face, addressed them with courteous demeanour and tranquil voice:

‘Flee not, nor fear the least affront; for in the order of knighthood
which I profess it neither belongs nor behoves to offer any such, much
less to high-born maidens, as your presence testifies you to be.

The girls had been peering at him and trying to make out his face,
hidden behind the ill-made visor; but when they heard themselves called
maidens, a term so much at odds with their profession, they couldn’t
contain their laughter, which was so hearty that Don Quixote flared up
and exclaimed:

32



PART I CHAPTER i1

‘Moderation befits the fair; furthermore, laughter which springs from
a petty cause is a great folly; but I say this unto you not to grieve you
nor Yet to sour your disposition; for mine is none other than to serve
you.’

This language, which the ladies didn’t understand, together with the
sorry figure cut by the knight, only redoubled their faughter and his
wrath, and things would have come to a pretty pass if it hadn’t been for
the appearance at that moment of the innkeeper, a man who, being very
fat, was very peaceable, and who on seeing such an ungainly figure, with
such ill-matched equipment as the long stirrups, the lance, the leather
shield and the infantryman’s body-armour, was more than willing to join
the maidens in their merry-making. But he was also intimidated by all
these paraphernalia and, deciding to address the knight in a civil manner,
he said:

'If, sir caballero, you're looking for somewhere to stay the night, you'll
find plenty of everything you need here — all except a bed that is, we
haven’t got any of those.’

Don Quixote, observing the humility of the governor of the castle, for
they were what he took the innkeeper and the inn to be, replied:

‘For e, sir castellano, anything will suffice, because

My arms are my bed-hangings,
And my rest’s the bloody fray.”

The host thought that Don Quixote had called him castellano because
he’d taken him for one of the Castilian conmen, whereas in reality he was
an Andalusian, a prime picaroon from the Playa district of Sanlficar,? no
less a thief than Cacus, and no less an evildoer than any experienced
page-boy, and he replied:

‘In that case,

Your bed must be the hard, hard rock,
And your sleep to watch till day

—and that being so, you go ahead and dismount in the certainty of finding
in this humble abode plenty of opportunities not to sleep for a whole
‘year, let alone one night.

And with these words he went and held Don Quixote’s stitrup, and

33



DPON QUIXOTE

the knight dismounted with the greatest difficulty, not having broken his
fast all day long.

He then instructed the innkeeper to take great care of his horse, for a
finer steed had never eaten barley. The innkeeper looked at the animal,
which didn’t seem half as good as Don Quixote had claimed, and, after
housing it in the stable, went back to receive orders from his guest, whom
the maidens, now reconciled, were helping out of his armour. Although
they'd taken off his breast and back plates, they couldn’t fathom how to
disengage his gorget or remove his imitation visor, tied on with green
ribbons that would have to be cut, since it was impossible to undo the
knots; but he would by no means consent to this, and kept his helmet on
all night, making the funniest and strangest figure imaginable. As these
trollops unarmed him, he, thinking they were iflustrious ladies of the
castle, wittily declaimed: '

‘And never sure was any knight
So served by damsel or by dame
As Quixote was, one happy night
When from his village first he came:
Maids waited on that man of might,
Princesses on his steed, whose name . . 2

is Rocinante, good ladies, and mine is Don Quixote de la Mancha; for
although I had intended not to discover myself until the deeds done for
your benefit and service should have made me known, yet the necessity
to accommodate this ancient ballad of Sir Lancelot to our present purpose
has been the occasion of your knowing my name ere it were meet; but a
time will come when you will command and I shall obey, and when the
might of this arm will manifest the desire I have to serve you.’

The girls, who weren't used to such rhetorical flourishes, didn’t answer,
but just asked if he'd like a bite to eat.

‘T would fain eat anything,’ replied Don Quixote, ‘for, by my troth,
much good would it do me.’ '

It happened to be a Friday, so there was no food in the inn except a
few helpings of what is known in Castile as ebadefo, in Andalusia as
bacallao and in other parts of Spain as curadillo — in other words the
humble salt cod; but in these parts it was strangely called truchuels. They
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asked him if he'd like some of this troutling, because that was all the fish
there was.

‘If you have a goodly number of troutlings, replied Don Quixote, ‘they
will serve me as well as a trout, because it makes no difference to me
whether I am given eight separate reals or a single piece of eight. What
is more, it might even be that these troutlings are like veal, which is better
than beef, or fike kid, which is better than goat. But whatever this fish
is, let it be served; for the travails and the burden of arms cannot be borne
on an empty stomach.’

A table was set at the door of the inn, where it was cooler, and the
innkeeper brought 2 dish of inadequately soaked and worse cooked salt
cod, and a loaf of bread as black and mouldy as the hidalgo’s armour;
and it was a source of great mirth to watch him eat because, since he was
wearing his helmet and holding up the visor, he couldn’t put any food
into his mouth with his own hands, and somebody else had to do so for
him, a task performed by one of the ladies. But when they tried to give
him some drink, they found this an impossible task, and he wouldn’t have
- drunk a drop if the innkeeper hadn’t bored a hole through a length of
cane and put one end into his mouth and poured the wine into the other;
and Don Quixote suffered it all with great patience, so as not to allow
his helmet-ribbons to be cut. In the midst of these activities a sow-gelder
happened to arrive at the inn, and as he did so he sounded his pan-pipes
four or five times, which convinced Don Quixote that he was indeed in
some famous castle, and that he was being served to the accompaniment
of music, and that the salt cod was trout, the bread baked from the whitest
wheat-flour, the prostitutes fine ladies and the innkeeper the lord of the
castle; and it all confirmed that his decision to sally forth had been a wise
one. Yet what most bothered him was that he hadn’t yet been knighted,
because he knew that he couldn’t lawfully embark on any adventure
without first having been admitted to the order of chivalry.
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CHAPTER III

Which relates the amusing way in which Don Quixote
had himself knighted

And so, troubled by this thought, Don Quixote made short work of his
meagre lodging-house supper, and then called for the innkeeper and,
shutting himself up with him in the stable, fell upon his knees before him
and said:

4 shall ne’er, O valorous knight, arise from where I kneel, until your
courtesy vouchsafes me a boon which I desire to beg of you and which
will redound to your own praise and to the benefit of humankind.’

The innkeeper, seeing his guest at his feet and hearing such pleadings,
gazed down at him in perplexity, not knowing what to do or say, and
kept telling him to stand up; but he kept refusing, and the innkeeper had
to promise to grant his request.

‘No less did I expect from yout munificence, sir,’ replied Don Quixote.
‘Know therefore that the boon which I have begged and which your
liberality has vouchsafed me is that tomotrow you shall knight me; and
tonight, in the chapel of this your castle, I will keep the vigil of arms;
and tomorrow, as I have said, what T so desire shall be accomplished, so
that I can legitimately roam through the four corners of the world in
quest of adventures for the relief of the needy, as is the duty of chivalry
and of knights errant such as I, whose desire towards such exploits is
inclined.’

The innkeeper, who, as I've said, was something of a wag, and had
already suspected that his guest wasn't in his right mind, found his
suspicion confirmed when he heard these words and, to have something
to laugh at that night, decided to humour him; so he said that he was
quite right to pursue these objectives, and that such desires were natural
and fitting in such a knight as he seemed to be and as his gallant presence
testified; and that he himself in his younger days had followed the same
honourable profession, roaming through different parts of the world in
search of adventure, without omitting to visit such districts as Percheles
and Islas de Riardn in Malaga, Compis in Seville, Azoguejo in Segovia,
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Olivera in Valencia, Rondilla in Granada, Playa in Sanlicar, Potro in
Cordova and Ventillas in Toledo,' and many ather places where he'd
exercised the dexterity of his hands and the nimbleness of his heels, doing
many injuries, wooing many widows, ruining a few maidens and swindling
a few orphans, and, in short, making himself known in most of the law
courts and tribunals in Spain; and that he'd finally retired to his castle,
where he lived on his own means and on those of others, accommodating
all knights errant, whatever their status or position, solely because of the
great affection he felt for them and so that they could share their wealth
with him, to repay him for his kindness.

He also told Don Quixote that in his castle there wasn't any chapel
where he could keep the vigil of arms, because it had been demolished
to build a new one, but he knew that in case of need vigil might be kept
anywhere, and Don Quixote could do so that night ina courtyard within
the castle; and in the morning, God willing, the proper ceremonies would
be performed to make him into a knight, so very thoroughly that no
knight in the whole wide world could be more of 2 knight than he.

He asked Don Quixote if he had any money on him; Dor Quixote
replied that he did not have so much as a single real, because he had
never read in histories of knights errant that any of them had ever carried
money. To this the innkeeper retorted that he was deluding himself -
even if it wasn’t written in the histories, because their authors had
considered that there wasn’t any need to record something as obviously
necessary as money or clean shirts, that wasn’t any reason to believe that
they'd travelled without supplies of both; so he could take it as true and
proven that all knights errant, of which so many books are full to
overflowing, kept their purses well lined in readiness for any eventuality,
and that they also carried shirts and small chests full of ointments for
curing the wounds they received; because there wasn't always someone
available to treat them in every field or desert where they engaged in
combat and were injured, unless they had some wise enchanter for a
friend, and he came to their aid, summoning through the air, on some
cloud, a damsel or a dwarf with a flask of water of such magical properties
that, on tasting just one drop, they were instantly cured of their wounds
and injuries, as if they’d never been hurt. But, just in case this didn't
happen, the knights of old had considered it wise to see that their squires
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were provided with money and other necessities such as lint and ointments
to dress their wounds; and if any such knight happened not to have a
squire (a most unusual occurrence), he himself would carry all these
supplies in small saddle-bags that were scarcely visible, on the crupper of
his steed, as if they were something else of much greater importance
because, except in such circumstances, carrying saddie-bags was rather
frowned upon among knights errant; and the innkeeper therefore advised
Don Quixote — although he could, if he wished, command him as the
godson that he was about to become — never again to travel without
money and all the other supplies just mentioned, and he’'d discover when
he least expected it how useful they could be.

Don Quixote promised to do exactly as he’d been told, and then he
was given orders to keep the vigil of arms in a large yard on one side of
the inn; and he gathered his armour together and placed it on a water-
trough next to a well, and, taking up his leather shield and seizing his
fance, he began with stately bearing to pace back and forth in front of
the trough; and as his pacing began, night was beginning to fall.

The innkeeper told everyone in the hostelry about his guest's insanity,
his vigil and the knighting that he awaited. They wondered at such a
strange kind of madness and went to watch him from a distance, and saw
that, with a composed air, he sometimes paced to and fro and, at other
times, leaning on his lance, gazed at his armour without looking away
for some while. Night fell, but the moon was so bright that it competed
with the source of its brightness, and every action of the novice knight
could be cleatly observed by all. And now one of the muleteers staying
at the inn decided to water his animals, and to do so he had to remove
from the trough the armour placed there by Don Quixote, who, on seeing
him approach, cried out:

‘O rash knight, whomsoever you may be, coming to lay hands on the
armour of the most valiant knight errant who ever girded sword] Take
care what you do, and touch it not, unless you wish to pay with your life
for your temerity.

The muleteer wouldn't toe the line (it would have been better for the rest
of his anatomy if he had); instead, grasping the armour by its straps, he
hurled it to one side. When Don Quixote saw this, he raised his eyes to
heaven and, fixing his thoughts, as it scemed, on his lady Dulcinea, he said:
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‘Assist me, dear lady, in this first affront suffered by this breast that is
enthralled to you; let not your favour and yout succour abandon me in
this first moment of peril.

And with these and other similar words he dropped his leather shield,
raised his lance with both hands, and dealt the muleteer so powerful a
blow to the head that he fell on the ground in such a sorry state that had
it been followed by another blow he wouldn’t have needed a.doctor to
treat him. Then Don Quixote replaced his armour and continued pacing
to and fro with the same composure as before. After a while another
muleteer, not knowing what had happened (because the first one still lay
stunned), also came to water his animals and, as he went to remove the
armour from the trough, Don Quixote, without uttering a word or asking
anybody for her favour, again dropped his leather shield and raised his
lance, and didn't break it over the second muleteer’s head but rather broke
the head, into more than three pieces, because he criss-crossed it with
two blows. All the people in the hostelry came running at the noise, the
innkeeper among: them. When Don Quixote saw them, he took up his
leather shield and, with one hand on his sword, declared:

‘O beauteous lady, strength and vigour of my enfeebled heart! Now is
the time for you to turn the eyes of your greatness towards this your
hapless knight, on the brink of so mighty an adventure.’

With this he felt so inspirited that if all the muleteers in the world had
attacked him he wouldn't have retreated one inch. The wounded men's
companions, seeing them in such a state, began to rain stones on Don
Quixote, who fended them off with his leather shield as best he could,
unwilling to move away from the water-trough and leave his armour
unprotected. The innkeeper was yelling at them to let him be — he'd
already told them he was a madman, and as such would go scot-free even
if he killed the lot of them. Don Quixote was shouting too, even louder,
calling them perfidious traitors and the lord of the castle a poltroon and
a base-born knight, who allowed knights errant to be treated in such a
way and who, if he had been admitted to the order of chivalry, would
have been made to regret his treachery:

‘But to you, vile and base rabble, 1 Ppay no heed; stone me, come, draw
near, assail me as best you can, for you will soon see how you are made
to pay for your folly and your insolence.’
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He spoke with such vehemence and spirit that he struck fear into his
assailants; and this, together with the innkeeper's arguments, persuaded
them to stop, and he allowed them to remove the wounded, and continued
keeping the vigil of arms, with the same composure as before.

The innkeeper wasn’t amused by his guest’s capers, and decided to put
an end to them by giving him his wretched order of chivalry before any
further calamities occurred. And so he approached him and apologized for
the insolent behaviour of that rabble, about which he'd krown nothing;
but they had been properly punished for their impudence. He said that, as
he'd mentioned before, there wasn't any chapel in the castle, and in any case
there wasn’t any need of one for what was left to be done; because the
essence of being knighted lay in the cuff on the neck and the touch on the
shoulder, according to his information about the ceremonial of the order,
and all of that could be done in the middle of a field if necessary, and his
guest had already fulfilled the bit about keeping the vigil of arms, because
two hours of it were quite enough, and he’d been at it for over four. Don
Quixote believed every word; he was there ready to obey him, and could
he please expedite the process as much as possible, for if he were to be
attacked again, after having been knighted, he did not intend to leave a
single soul alive in the castle except those whom its lord commanded be
spared and whom, out of respect for him, he would not harm.

The castellan, thus forewarned and now even more concerned, hurried
away to fetch a ledger in which he kept the muleteers’ accounts for straw
and barley and, accompanied by a lad carrying a candle-end and by the
two maidens, he came back to Don Quixote and ordered him to kneel;
and, after reading for a while from his ledger, as if reciting some devout
prayer, he raised his hand and cuffed him on the neck and then, with
Don Quixote’s own sword, gave him a handsome thwack on the shoulder,
all the while muttering as if praying. And then he commanded one of the
maidens to gird on the novice knight's sword, a task performed with
much grace and discretion, with which she needed to be weil provided
so as not to burst out laughing at each stage of the ceremony; but the
exploits that they'd watched him perform kept their laughter in check.
As the good lady girded on his sword, she said:

‘May God make you a most fortunate knight and give you good foriune
in your battles.’
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service a neighbour, a poor farmer who had 2 large family but was well
suited to the squirely office. With this in mind he turned Rocinante
towards his home village, and the nag, half sensing its old haunts, began
to trot with such zest that its hooves seemed not to touch the ground.

He hadn't gone far when he thought he could hear, coming froma dense
wood on his right, faint sounds as of someone moaning, and he said:

[ thank heaven for the favour it now grants me, providing me with
such an early opportunity to fulfil the duties of my profession and gather
the fruit of my honourable intentions. These cries come, no doubt, from
some man or woman in distress, who stands in need of my protection
and assistance.’

He turned right and rode over to where he thought the sounds were
coming from. A few steps into the wood he saw a mare tied by the reins
to an evergreen oak, and tied to another a lad of about fifteen, naked
from the waist up, and this was the one who was crying out, not without
reason, because a burly farmer was flogging him with a leather belt,
accompanying each blow with a word of reproof and advice:

“Keep your mouth shut and your eyes open.’

And the lad replied:

‘f won't do it again, sir, by Christ who died on the Cross I swear 1
won't, I promise that from now on I'll take more care of the flock.”

When Don Quixote saw what was happening, he fired up and said:

‘Discourteous knight: it ill becomes you to assault one who cannot
defend himself: mount your steed and take up your lance,’ (for the man
also had a lance leaning up against the oak to which his mare was tethered)
‘and I shall force you to recognize that your actions are those of a coward.’

The farmer, seeing such 2 figure bearing down on him, encased in
armour and brandishing a lance under his nose, gave himself up for dead
and meelkly replied:

“This lad I'm punishing, sir knight, is one of my servants, and his job-
is to look after a flack of sheep for me, but he’s so careless that every day
one of them goes missing; and although what I'm punishing is his
carelessness, or his wickedness, he says I'm doing it because 'ma skinflint,
so as not to pay him his wages — but I swear by God and by my eternal
soul that he's lying.’

“You dare to use that word in my presence,! you villainous wretch?’
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