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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

Mi1GUEL DE CERVANTES SAAVEDRA was born at Alcalé de Hénares
in Spain in 1547, of a noble Castilian family. Nothing is certainly
known of his education, but by the age of twenty-three we find
him serving in the army as a private soldier. He was maimed for
life at the battle of Lepanto, shared in a number of other
engagements, and was taken captive by the Moors on his way
home in 1575. After five years of slavery he was ransomed;
and two or three years later he returned to Spain, and betook
himself to the profession of letters. From youth he had practised
the writing of verse, and now he turned to the production of
plays; but, failing of financial success, he obtained an employment
in the Government offices, which he held till 1597, when he was
imprisoned for a shortage in his accounts due to the dishonesty
of an associate. The imprisonment on this occasion lasted only
till the end of the year, and after a period of obscurity he issued,
in 1605, his masterpiece, “Don Quixote.” Its success was great
and immediate, and its reputation soon spread beyond Spain.
Translations of parts into French appeared; and in 1611 Thomas
Shelton, an Englishman otherwise unknown, put fqrth the present
version, in style and vitality, if not in accuracy, acknowledged
the most fortunate of English renderings.

The present volume contains the whole of the first part of
the novel, which is complete in iiself. The second part, issued
in 1615, the year before his death, is of the nature of a sequel,
and is gemerally regarded as inferior.

In writing his great novel, Cervantes set out to parody the
romances of chsvalry, the chief of which will be found in the
description of Don Quixote’s library in the sizth chapter of the
first book. But, as in the somewhat parallel case of Fielding and
“Joseph Andrews,” the hero got the better of his creator’s pur-
pose, and the work passed far beyond the limits of a mere bur-
lesque. Yet the original purpose was accomplished. The liter-
ature of Knight Errantry, which Church and State had sought
without success to check, was crushed by Cervantes with this
single blow.

But the importance of this greatest of movels is not merely,
or mainly, that it put an end 0 an extravagont and outworn form
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of fiction.. Loose in structure and umeven in workmanship, it
remains unsurpassed as a masterpiece of droll humor, as a picture
of Spanish life, as a gallery of immortal portraits. It has in the
highest degree the mark of all great art, the successful combina-
tion of the particular and the universal: it is true to the life of
the country and age of its production, and true also to gemeral
human nature everywhere and always. With reference to the
fiction of the Middle Ages, it is a triumphant satire; with refer-
ence to modern novels, it is the first and the most widely enjoyed.
In dts author’s words: “It is so conspicuous and void of difficulty
that children may handle him, youths may read him, men may
understand him, and old men may celebrate him.”





















AUTHOR’S PREFACRE 13

framed my preface of them, wherein, sweet reader, thou mayst
perceive my friend’s discretion, my happiness to meet with so
good a counsellor at such a pinch, and thine own ease in finding
so plainly and sincerely related The History of the famous Don
Quizote of the Mancha, of whom it is the common opinion of all
the inhabitants bordering on the field of Montiel that he was the
most chaste, enamoured, and valiant knight that hath been seen,
read, or heard of these many ages. I will not endear the benefit
and service I have done thee, by making thee acquainted with
so noble and honourable a knight, but only do desire that thou
gratify mesfor the notice of the famous Sancho Panza, his squire,
in whom, in mine opinion, are deciphered all the squire-like
graces dispersed throughout the vain rout of knightly books.
And herewithal, I bid thee farewell, and do not forget me. Vale.






SONNETS

CERTAIN SONNETS, WRITTEN BY KNIGHTS-ERRANT,
LADIES, SQUIRES, AND HORSES, IN THE PRAISE OF
DON QUIXOTE, HIS DAME, HIS SQUIRE AND STEED

AMADIS OF GAULE, IN PrAISE oF DoON QUIXOTE.

Trou that my doleful life didst imitate,

‘When, absent and disdained, it befell,

Devoid of joy, I a repentant state

Did lead, and on the Poor Rock’s top did dwell;
Thou, that the streams so often from thine eyes
Didst suck of scalding tears’ disgustful brine;
And, without pewter, copper, plate likewise,
Wast on the bare earth oft constrain’d to dine,—
Live of one thing secure eternally,

That whilst bright Phoebus shall his horses spur
Through the fourth sphere’s dilated monarchy,
Thy name shall be renowned, near and fur;
And as, 'mongst countries, thine is best alone,
So shall thine author peers on earth have none.

DoN BeLiANIS oF GREECE TO DoN QUIXOTE OF THE MANCHA.

I Tore, I hackt, abolish’d, said and did,
More than knight-errant else on earth hath done:
I, dexterous, valiant, and so stout beside,
Have thousand wrongs reveng’d, millions undone.
I have done acts that my fame eternise,
In love I courteous and so peerless was:
Giants, as if but dwarfs, I did despise;
And yet no time of love-plaints I let pass.
I have held fortune prostrate at my feet,
And by my wit seiz’d on Occasion’s top,
Whose wandering steps I led where I thought meet;
And though beyond the moon my soaring hope
Did crown my hap with all felicity,
Yet, great Quixote, do I still envy thee.

1§



18 SONNETS
Tue KNIGHT oF THE SUN, ALPHEBO, T0 DON QUIXOTE.

My sword could not at all compare with thine,
Spanish Alphebo! full of courtesy;

Nor thine arm’s valour can be match’d by mine,
Though I was fear’d where days both spring and die.
Empires I scorn’d, and the vast monarchy

Of th’ Orient ruddy (offer’d me in vain),

I left, that I the sovereign face might see

Of my Aurora, fair Claridiane,

Whom, as by miracle, I surely lov'd:

So banish’d by disgrace, even very hell

Quak’d at mine arm, that did his fury tame.

But thou, illustrious Goth, Quixote! hast prov’d ¢
Thy valour, for Dulcinea’s sake, so well

As both on earth have gain’d eternal fame.

OrrLANDO Furioso, PeEr orF FRANCE, To DON QUIXOTE OF THE
MANCHA.

THaoUGH thou art not a peer, thou hast no peer,
Who mightst among ten thousand peers be one;
Nor shalt thou never any peer have here,
Who, ever-conquering, vanquish’d was of none.
Quixote, I'm Orlando! that, cast away

For fair Angelica, cross’d remotest seas,

And did such trophies on Fame’s altar lay

As pass oblivion’s reach many degrees.

Nor can I be thy peer; for peerlessness

Is to thy prowess due and great renown,
Although I lost, as well as thou, my wit;

Yet mine thou may’st be, if thy good success
Make thee the proud Moor tame, [achieve] that crown,
Us equals in disgrace and loving fit.

SoLis DAN To DoN QUIXOTE OF THE MANCHA.

MAuUGRE the ravings that are set abroach,

And rumble up and down thy troubled brain,

Yet none thine acts, Don Quixote, can reproach,

Or thy proceedings tax as vile or vain.

Thy feats shall be thy fairest ornament

(Seeing wrongs t'undo thou goest thus about),
Although with blows a thousand time y-shent

Thou wert well-nigh, yea, even by the miscreant rout.
And if thy fair Dulcinea shall wrong

By misregard thy fairer expectation,
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And to thy cares will lend no listening ear,
Then let this comfort all thy woes outwear,—
That Sancho fail'd in broker’s occupation:
He, foolish; cruel, she; thou, without tongue.

THE PriNncEss OriANA oF GrEAT BriTAIN TO LaADY
DuLciNea pEL Tososo.

Harpy those which, for more commodity

And ease, Dulcinea fair! could bring to pass

That Greenwich, where Toboso is, might be,

And London chang’d where thy knight’s village was.
Happy she that might body and soul adorn

With thy rich livery and thy high desire;

And see thy happy knight, by honour borne,

In cruel combat, broaching out his ire.

But happiest she that might so cleanly ’scape

From Amadis as thou hast whilom done

From thy well-manner’d knight, courteous Quixote!
O! were I she, I'd envy no one’s hap,

And had been merry when I most did moan,

And ta’en my pleasure without paying shot.

GANDALINE, AMADIS OF GAULE’S SQUIRE, To SANCHO PANza,
DoN QUIXOTE’S SQUIRE.

Ha1L, famous man! whom fortune hath so blist,
When first, in squire-like trade, it thee did place,
As thou didst soft and sweetly pass disgrace
Ere thou thereof the threatening danger wist.
The shovel or sickle little do resist

The wandering exercise; for now’s in grace
Plain squire-like dealing, which doth quite deface
His pride that would the Moor bore with his fist.
Thine ass I jointly envy, and thy name,

And eke thy wallet I do emulate,

An argument of thy great providence.

Hail once again! who, ’cause so good a man,
Thy worths our Spanish Ovid does relate,

And lovely chants them with all reverence.

A Di1ArLoGuE BETWEEN BaBieca, Horse To THE Cip, A Famous Con-
QUEROR OF SPAIN; AND RozINANTE, DoN QuixoTe’s COURSER.

Ba. How haps it, Rozinante, thou art so lean?
Ro. Because I travel still, and never eat:
Ba. Thy want of barley and straw, what does it mean?
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Ro. That of my lord, a bit I cannot get.
Ba. Away, sir jade! you are ill-mannered,
Whose ass’s tongue your lord does thus abase.
Ro. 1f you did see how he’s enamoured,
You would conclude that he’s the greater ass.
Ba. Is love a folly?>—Ro. Sure it is no wit.
Ba. Thou art a metaphysician.—Ro. For want of meat.
Ba. Complain upon the squire.—Ro. What profits it?
Or how shall I my woful plaints repeat?
Since, though the world imputes slowness to me,
Yet greater jades my lord and Sancho be. .



THE DELIGHTFUL HISTORY OF THE MOST
INGENIOUS KNIGHT

DON QUIXOTE OF THE
MANCHA

THE FIRST PART

CHAPTER 1

WHEHEREIN Is REHEARSED THE CALLING AND EXERCISE OF THE
RENOWNED GENTLEMAN, DoN QUIXOTE OF THE MANCHA

Mancha, the name whereof I purposely omit, a gentle-

man of their calling that use to pile up in their halls
old lances, halberds, morions, and such other armours and
weapons. He was, besides, master of an ancient target, a
lean stallion, and a swift greyhound. His pot consisted daily
of somewhat more beef than mutton: a gallimaufry each
night, collops and eggs on Saturdays, lentils on Fridays, and
now and then a lean pigeon on Sundays, did consume three
parts of his rents; the rest and remnant thereof was spent on
a jerkin of fine puce, a pair of velvet hose, with pantofles of
the same for the holy-days, and one suit of the finest vesture;
for therewithal he honoured and set out his person on the
workdays. He had in his house a woman-servant of about forty
years old, and a niece not yet twenty, and a man that served
him both in field and at home, and could saddle his horse, and
likewise manage a pruning-hook. The master himself was
about fifty years old, of a strong complexion, dry flesh, and
a withered face. He was an early riser, and a great friend

19

THERE lived not long since, in a certain village of the.




































HIS FIRST SALLY 3

cause he would not break the ribbons of his helmet, And as
he sat at supper, there arrived by chance a sowgelder, who,
as soon as he came to the inn, did sound four or five times a
whistle of canes, the which did confirm Don Quixote that he
was in some famous castle, where he was served with music;
and that the poor-john was trouts; the bread of the finest
flour; the whores, ladies; and the innkeeper, constable of
that castle; wherefore he accounted his resolution and de-
parture from his own house very well employed. But that
which did most afflict him was, that he was not yet dubbed
knight, forasmuch as he was fully persuaded that he could
not lawfully enterprise, or follow any adventure, until he re-
ceived the order of knighthood.

















































































58 DON QUIXOTE

would have shed those tears myself,” said the curate, if I
had wittingly caused such a book to be burned; for the author
thereof was one of the most famous poets of the world, not
only of Spain, and was most happy in the translation of cer-
tain fables of Ovid’
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kingdoms down upon the earth, hone of them would sit well
on Mary Gutierez her head; for, sir, you must understahd
that she’s not worth a dodkin for a queen. To be a countess
would agree with her better; and yet, I pray God that she
be able to discharge that calling.” ‘Commend thou the mat-
ter to God,” quoth Don Quixote, ‘that He may give her that
which is most convenient for her. But do not thou abase thy
mind so much as to content thyself with less than at the
least to be a viceroy.” ‘I will not, good sir,’ quoth Sancho,
‘especially seeing I have so worthy a lord and thaster as your-
self, who knows how to give me all that may turn to my
benefit, and that I shall be able to dischatrge in good sort.










































78 DON QUIXOTE

come where he was, and earnestly besought him to do them
the favour to pardon their squire’s life. Don Quixote
answered, with a great loftiness and gravity: ‘Truly, fair
ladies, ¥ am well apaid to grant you your request, but it must
be with this agreement and condition, that this knight shall
promise me to go to Toboso, and present himself, in my
name, to the peerless Lady Dulcinea, to the end she may dis-
pose of him as she pleaseth.” The timorous and comfortless
lady, without considering what Don Quixote demanded, or
asking what Dulcinea was, promised that her squire should
accomplish all that he pleased to command. ‘Why, then,’
quoth Don Quixote, ‘trusting to your promise, I'll do him no
more harm, although he hath well deserved it at my hands’’


















84 DON QUIXOTE

they concluded to take up their lodging there for that night:
for, though Sancho’s grief was great to lie out of a village,
yet Don Quixote’s joy exceeded it far, considering he must
sleep under open heaven; because he made account, as oft as
this befel him, that he did a worthy act, which did facilitate
and ratify the practice of his chivalry,


















DON QUIXOTE

To honour thee on Mondays, with the weed
Which, worn on Sundays, got me credit had.

‘For love and brav'ry still themselves consort,
Because they both shoot ever at one end;
Which made me, when I did to thee resort,
Still to be neat and fine I did contend.

‘Here I omit the dances I have done,
And musics I have at thy window given;
When thou didst at cock-crow listen alone,
And seem’dst, hearing my voice, to be in heaven.

‘I do not, eke, the praises here recount
Which of thy beauty I so oft have said;

Which, though they all were true, were likewise wont
To make thee envious me for spite upbraid.

‘When to Teresa, she of Berrocal,
I, of thy worth, discourse did sometime shape:
“Good God !” quoth she, “you seem an angel’s thrall,
And yet, for .lol, you adore an ape.

¢4She to her bugles thanks may give, and chains,
False hair, and other shifts that she doth use
To mend her beauty, with a thousand pains
And guiles, which might love’s very self abuse.”

‘Wroth at her words, I gave her straight the lie,
Which did her and her cousin so offend,

As me to fight he challenged presently,
And well thou know'st of our debate the end.

‘I mean not thee to purchase at a clap,
Nor to that end do I thy favour sue;

Thereby thine honour either to entrap,
Or thee persuade to take courses undue.

‘The Church hath bands which do so surely hold,
As no silk string for strength comes to them near;
To thrust thy neck once in the yoke be bold,
And see if I, to follow thee, will fear.

‘If thou wilt not, here solemnly I vow,
By holiest saint, enwrapt in precious shrine,
Never to leave those hills where I dwell now,
If 't be not to become a Capucine.’
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need not much to be feared” Sancho Panza, being wholly
out of patience with the goatherd’s long discourse, did so-
licit, for his part, his master so effectually as he brought him
at last into Peter’s cabin, to take his rest for that night;
whereinto, after he had entered, he bestowed the remnant of
the night in remembrances of his Lady Dulcinea, in imita-
tion of Marcela’s lover-. Sancho Panza did lay himself
down between Roz'nant. and his ass, and slept it out, not
like a disfavoured lover, but like a man stamped and bruised
with tramplings,
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shepherd’s answer, he stretched out his hand and took some
of them that were next to him; which Ambrosio perceiving,
said, ‘I will consent, sir, for courtesy’s sake, that you remain
lord of those which you have seized upon; but to imagine
that I would omit to burn these that rest were a very vain
thought.’ Vivaldo, who did long to see what the papers com-
tained which he had gotten, did unfold presently one of them,
which had this title, ‘A Ditty of Despair” Ambrosio over-
heard him, and said: ‘That is the last paper which this un-
fortunate shepherd wrote; and because, sir, that you may see
the terms to which his mishaps conducted him, I pray you
to read it, but in such manner as you may be heard; for you
shall have leisure enough to do it whilst the grave is a-dig-
ging’ ‘I will do it with all my heart,’ replied Vivaldo; and
all those that were present having the like desire, they gath-
ered about him, and he, reading it with a clear voice, pro-
nounced it thus.



CHAPTER VI

\
WHEREIN ARE REHEARSED THE DESPAIRING VERSES OF THE
Deap SuepHERD, WITH OTHER UNEXPECTED ACCIDENTS

Tuae CaANZONE oF CHRYSOSTOM.

I

Since cruel thou (I publish) dost desire,

From tongue to tongue, and the one to the other pole,
The efficacy of thy rigour sharp,

I'll hell constrain to assist my soul's desire,
And in my breast infuse a ton of dole.
Whereon my voice, as it is wont, may harp,
And labour, as 1 wish, at once to carp

And tell my sorrows and thy murdering deeds;
The dreadful voice and accents shall agree,
And, with them, meet for greater torture be
Lumps of my wretched bowels, which still bleeds.
Then listen, and lend once attentive ear,

Not well-consorted tunes, but howling to hear,
That from my bitter bosom’s depth takes flight;
And by constrained raving borne away,

Issues forth for mine ease and thy despite,

e

The lion’s roaring, and the dreadful howls
Of ravening wolf, and hissing terrible
Of squammy serpent; and the fearful bleat
Of some sad monster; of foretelling fowls,
The pie’s crackling, and rumour horrible
Of the contending wind, as it doth beat
‘The sea; and implacable bellowing, yet
Of vanquish’d bull; and of the turtle sole
The feeling mourning, and the doleful song
Of the envious owl, with the dire plaints among
Of all the infernal squadron full of dole,
Selly with my lameating soul around

109
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All mixed with so strange, unusual sound,
As all the senses may confounded be;
For my fierce torment, a new way exact,
Wherein I may recount my misery.

III

The doleful echoes of so great confusion

Shall not resound o’er father Tagus’ sands,

Nor touch the olive-wat’ring Betis’ ears.

Of my dire pangs I'll only make effusion

’Mongst those steep rocks, and hollow bottom lands,
With mortified tongue, but living tears:

Sometimes, in hidden dales, where nought appears,
Or in unhaunted plains free from access;

Or where the sun could ne’er intrude a beam;
Amidst the venomous crew of beasts unclean,
Whose wants, with bounty, the free plains redress;
For, though among those vast and desert downs,
The hollow echo indistinctly sounds

Thy matchless rigour, and my cruel pain,

Yet, by the privilege of my niggard fates,

It will their force throughout the world proclaim.

v

A disdain kills; and patience runs aground,
By a suspicion either false or true;

But jealousy, with greater rigour slays;

A prolix absence doth our life confound.’
Against fear of oblivion to ensue,

Firm hope of best success gives little ease,
Inevitable death lurks in all these.

But I (O unseen miracle!) do still live,
Jealous, absent, disdain’d, and certain too
Of the suspicions that my life undo!
Drown’d in oblivion which my fire revives,
And amongst all those pains I never scope
Got, to behold the shadow once of hope:
Nor thus despaired would I it allow;

But ’cause I may more aggravate my moans,
To live ever without it, here 1 vow.

v
Can hope and fear, at once, in one consist?
Or is it reason that it should be so?
Secing the cause more certain is of fear;

N
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If before me dire jealousy exist,

Shall I deflect mine eyes? since it will show
Itself by a thousand wounds in my soul there.

Or, who will not the gates unto despair

Wide open set, after that he hath spy’'d
Murd’ring disdain?.and noted each suspicion

To seeming truth transform’d? O sour conversion!
Whilst verity by falsehood is belied !

O tyrant of love's state, fierce jealousy!

With cruel chains these hands together tie,
With stubborn cords couple them, rough disdainl
But woe is me, with bloody victory,

Your memory is, by my sufferance, slain!

VI

I die, in fine, and ’cause I'll not expect

In death or life for the least good success,

I obstinate will rest in fantasy,

And say he doth well, that doth death affect,
And eke the soul most liberty possess,

‘That is most thrall to love’s old tyranny.
And will affirm mine ever enemy,

In her fair shrine, a fairer soul contains;
And her oblivion from my fault to spring,
And to excuse her wrongs will witness bring,
That love by her in peace his state maintains,
And with a hard knot, and this strange opinion
I will accelerate the wretched summon,

To which guided I am by her scorns rife,
And offer to the air body and soul,

Without hope or reward of future life,

VII

Thou that, by multiplying wrongs, doth show

The reason forcing me to use violence

Unto this loathsome life, grown to me hateful,
Since now by signs notorious thou mayst know,
From my heart's deepest wound, how willingly sense
Doth sacrifice me to thy scorns ungrateful.

If my deserts have seem’d to thee so bootful,

As thy fair eyes clear heav’'n should be o’ercast,
And clouded at my death; yet do not so,

For I'll no recompense take for the woe:

By which, of my soul’s spoils possess’d thou wast:
But rather, laughing at my funeral sad,
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126 DON QUIXOTE

Rozinante unto him, and, leading the ass by the halter, trav-
elled that way which he deemed might conduct him soonest
toward the highway. And fortune, which guided his affairs
from good to better, after he had travelled a little league, dis-
covered it unto him, near unto which he saw an inn, which,
in despite of him, and for Don Quixote’s pleasure, must needs
be a castle. Sancho contended that it was an inn, and his lord
" that it was not; and their controversy endured so long as they
had leisure, before they could decide it, to arrive at the lodg-
ing; into which Sancho, without further verifying of the
dispute, entered with all his loading.



















































THE EXPENSES OF KNIGHTS-ERRANT 143

am no knight, or do you desire that I vomit the remnant of
the poor bowels that remain in me since yesternight? Keep
your liquor for yourself, in the devil’s name, and permit me
to live in peace’ And the conclusion of this speech and his
beginning to drink was done all in one instant; but, finding at
the first draught that it was water, he would not taste it any
more, but requested Maritornes that she would give him some
wine, which she did straight with a very good will, and like-
wise paid for it out of her own purse; for in effect it is writ-
ten of her, that though she followed that trade, yet had she
some shadows and lineaments in her of Christianity. As soon
as Sancho had drunken, he visited his ass’s ribs with his
heels twice or thrice; and, the inn being opened, he issued out
of it, very glad that he had paid nothing, and gotten his de-
sire, although it were to the cost of his ordinary sureties, to
wit, his shoulders. Yet did the innkeeper remain possessed
of his wallets, as a payment for that he owed him; but Sancho
was so distracted when he departed as he never missed them.
‘After he departed, the innkeeper thought to have shut up
the inn-door again; but the gentlemen-tossers would not per-
mit, being such folk that, if Don Quixote were verily one of
the knights of the Round Table, yet would not they esteem
him two chips.






















































ADVENTURE OF THE HEARSE 161

and them that live to the bread.”’ And, pricking on his ass,
he requested his master to follow him; who, seeing that
Sancho spoke not without reason, he spurred after him with-
out replying; and, having travelled a little way between two
small mountains, they found a large and hidden valley, where
they alighted; and Sancho lightening his beast, and lying
both along upon the green grass, holpen by the sauce of hun-
ger, they broke their fasts, dined, ate their beaver and supper
all at one time; satisfying their appetites with more than one
dish of cold meat, which the dead gentleman’s chaplains
(which knew how to make much of themselves) had brought
for their provision. But here succeeded another discom-
modity, which Sancho accounted not as the least, and was,
that they had no wine to drink; no, nor so much as a drop
of water to rinse their mouths; and, being scorched with
drought, Sancho, perceiving the field where they were full
of£ thick and green grass, said that which shall ensue in the

chapter following.












































































































THE GALLEY SLAVES 197

both. And Don Quixote could not cover himself so well, but
that a number of stones struck him in the body with so great
force as they overthrew him at last to the ground; and scarce
was he fallen when the student leapt upon him and took the
basin off his head, and gave him three or four blows with it
on the shoulders, and after struck it so oft about the ground
as he almost broke it in pieces. They took from him likewise
a cassock which he wore upon his armour, and thought also
to take away his stockings, but that they were hindered by his
greaves. From Sancho they took away his cassock, and left
him in his hair; and, dividing all the spoils of the battle
among themselves, they departed every one by the way he
pleased, troubled with greater care how to escape from the
Holy Brotherhood which they feared, than to load themselves
with the iron chain, and go and present themselves before
the Lady Dulcinea of Toboso. The ass and Rozinante,
Sancho and Don Quixote, remained alone: the ass stood pen-
sive, with his head hanging downwards, shaking now and then
his ears, thinking that the storm of stones was not yet past,
but that they still buzzed by his head; Rozinante lay over-
thrown by his master, who was likewise struck down by an-
other blow of a stone; Sancho, in fear of the bullets of the
Holy Brotherhood; and Don Quixote, most discontent to see
himself so misused by those very same to whom he had done

so much good.


















ADVENTURE OF SIERRA MORENA 08

=am content,” quoth Don Quixote: and, reading it loudly, as
Sancho had requested, it said as ensueth:

‘Thy false promise, and my certain misfortune, do carry
mme to such a place, as from thence thou shalt sooner receive
mrews of my death than reasons of my just complaints. Thou
Tast disdained me, O ingrate! for one that hath more, but not
for one that is worth more than I am; but if virtue were a
treasure of estimation, I would not emulate other men’s for-
tunes, nor weep thus for mine own misfortunes. That which
thy beauty erected, thy works have overthrown; by it I
deemed thee to be an angel, and by these I certainly know thee
to be but a woman. Rest in peace, O causer of my war!
and let Heaven work so that thy spouse’s deceits remain

still concealed, to the end thou mayst not repent what thou

didst, and I be constrained to take revenge of that I desire
mnot.’

Having read the letter, Don Quixote said: ‘We can col-
lect less by this than by the verses what the author is, other
than that he is some disdained lover.” And so, passing over all
the book, he found other verses and letters, of which he
could read some, others not at all; but the sum of them all
wvere accusations, plaints, and mistrusts, pleasures, griefs, fa-
wours, and disdains, some solemnised, others deplored. And
~whilst Don Quixote passed over the book, Sancho passed over
the malet, without leaving a corner of it or the cushion un-
searched, or a seam unripped, nor a lock of wool uncarded,
to the end that nothing might remain behind for want of dili-
gence, or carelessness—the found gold, which passed a hun-
dred crowns, had stirred in him such a greediness to have
mmore. And though he got no more than that which he found
at the first, yet did he account his flights in the coverlet, his
womiting of the drench, the benedictions of the pack-staves, the

blows of the carrier, the loss of his wallet, the robbing of his
cassock, and all the hunger, thirst, and weariness that he had
passed in the service of his good lord and master, for well
employed; accounting himself to be more than well paid by
the gifts received of the money they found. The Knight of
the Ill-favoured Face was the while possessed with a marvel-
lous desire to know who was the owner of the malet, con-
jecturing, by the sonnet and letter, the gold and linen, that





















210 DON QUIXOTE

whether he had ever seen him before; being, perhaps, no less
admired to see Don Quixote’s figure, proportion, and arms,
than Donr Quixote was to view him. In resolution, the first
that spoke after the embracing was the ragged knight, and
said what we will presently recount.

















































































SANCHO DEPARTS 287

boughs, he demanded his lord’s blessing, and departed, not
without tears on both sides. And, mounting upon Rozinante,
whom Don Quixote commended very seriously to his care,
that he should tend him as he would his own person, he made
on towards the plains, strewing here and there on the way his
branches, as his master had advised him; and with that de-
parted, although his lord importuned him to behold two or
three follies ere he went away. But scarce had he gone a
hundred paces, when he returned and said, ‘I say, sir, that
you said well that, to the end I might swear with a safe
conscience that I have seen you play these mad tricks, it were
necessary that at least I see you do one, although that of your
abode here is one great enough.’

‘Did not I tell thee so?’ quoth Don Quixote. ‘Stay Sancho,
for T will do it in the space of a creed” And, taking off with
all haste his hose, he remained the half of him naked, and did
instantly give two or three jerks in the air, and two tumbles
over and over on the ground, with his head downward, and
his legs aloft, where he discovered such things, as Sancho, be-
cause he would not see them again, turned the bridle and
rode away, resting contented and satisfied that he might swear
that his lord was mad. And so we will leave him travelling
on his way, until his return, which was very soon after.









240 DON QUIXOTE

Hear my holy plaints, which are these,
And let not my grief you molest,
Though it ever so feelingly went,
Since here for to pay your rest,
Don Quixote his tears hath addrest,
Dulcinea’s want to lament
Of Toboso.

‘In this very place was first spied
The loyallest lover and true,
Who himself from his lady did hide;
But yet felt his sorrows anew,
Not knowing whence they might proceed.
Love doth him cruelly wrest
With a passion of evil descent
‘Which robb’d Don Quixote of rest,
Till a pipe with tears was full prest,
Dulcinea’s want to lament
Of Toboso.

‘He, searching adventures, blind,
Among these dearn woods and rocks,
Still curseth on pitiless mind;
For a wretch amidst bushy locks
And crags may misfortunes find.
Love with his whip, wounded his breast,
And not with soft hands him pent,
And when he his noddle had prest,
Don Quixote his tears did forth wrest,
Dulcinea’s want to lament
Of Toboso.’

The addition of Toboso to the name of Dulcinea did
mot cause small laughter in those which found the verses
recited; because they imagined that Don Quixote conceived
that if, in the naming of Dulcinea, he did not also add that
of Toboso, the rime could not be understood; and in truth -
it was so, as he himself did afterward confess. He com-
posed many others; but, as we have related, none could be
well copied or found entire, but these three stanzas. In
this, and in sighing, and invoking the fauns and sylvans of
these woods, and the nymphs of the adjoining streams,
with the dolorous and hollow echo, that it would answer
and they comfort and listen unto him, and in the search
of some herbs to sustain his languishing forces, he enter-
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which he meant to desire, was to entreat him to follow her
where she would carry him, to right a wrong which a
naughty knight had done unto her; and that she would be-
sides pray him not to command her to unmask herself, or
inquire anything of her estate, until he had done her right
against that bad knight. And by this means he certainly
hoped that Don Quixote would grant all that he requested
in this manner. And in this sort they would fetch him
from thence and bring him to his village, where they would
labour with all their power to see whether his extravagant
frenzy could be recovered by any remedy.









































































































DOROTHEA’S STORY 281

rock nor downfall to cool and cure my master’s infirmity,
as I had done for my man, and therefore I accounted it a
less inconvenience to depart thence, and hide myself again
among these deserts, than to adventure the trial of my
strength or reason with him; therefore, as I say, I turned
to imbosk myself, and search out some place where, without
any encumbrance, I might entreat Heaven, with my sighs and
tears, to have compassion on my mishap, and lend me in-
dustry and favour, either to issue fortunately out of it, or
else to die amidst these solitudes, not leaving any memory of
a wretch, who hath ministered matter, although not through
her own default, that men may speak and murmur of her,
both in her own and in other countries.’







































04 DON QUIXOTE

and finally, would do an act by which he should lose his soul,
and yet not gain his body.” Sancho had rehearsed to the
curate and barber the adventure of the slaves, which his lord
had accomplished with such glory; and therefore the curate
did use this vehemence as he repeated it, to see what Don
Quixote would say or do, whose colour changed at every
word, and durst not confess that he was himself the deliverer
of that good people. ‘And these,’ quoth the curate, ‘were they
that have robbed us. And God, of His infinite mercy, pardon
him who hindered their going to receive the punishment they
had so well deserved !’



















































































































































THE CURIOUS-IMPERTINENT 43

did wholly ruin and overthrow Lothario his loyalty; and
therefore, without regarding any other thing than that to
which his pleasure conducted him, about three days after
Anselmo’s departure (which time he had spent in a continual
battle and resistance of his contending thoughts), he began
to solicit Camilla with such- trouble of the spirits and so
amorous words, as she was strucken almost beside herself
with wonder, and made him no other answer, but, arising
from the table, flung away in a fury into her chamber. But
yet, for all this dryness, Lothario his hope (which is wont
evermore to be born at once with love) was nothing dis-
mayed, but rather accounted the more of Camilla, who, per-
ceiving that in Lothario which she never durst before to im-
agine, knew not what she might do; but, it seeming unto her
to be a thing neither secure nor honest, to give him occasion
or leisure to speak unto him again, determined to send one
unto her husband Anselmo the very same night, as indeed she
did, with a letter to recall him home to her house. The
subject of her letter was this.


























































































THE CURIOUS-IMPERTINENT 873

rigorous hands of sorrow and melancholy: and this was
the end of them all, sprung from a rash and inconsiderate

beginning.’

‘This novel,’ quoth the curate, having read it, ‘is a pretty
one; but yet I cannot persuade myself that it is true, and if
it be a fiction, the author erred therein; for it cannot be im-
agined that any husband would be so foolish as to make so
costly an experience as did Anselmo; but if this accident had
been devised betwixt a gentleman and his love, then were
it possible; but being between man and wife, it contains
somewhat that is impossible and unlikely, but yet I can take
no exception against the manner of recounting thereof.’
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retire herself, they browught her to a certain village, where
they disguised themselves in that sort they were; for so it
was requisite for to bring her away: all which they did with
the more facility, that the monastery was seated abroad in
the fields, a good way from any village. He likewise told
that, as soon as Lucinda saw herself in his power, she fell
into a swoon; and that, after she had returned to herself, she
never did any other thing but weep and sigh, without speak-
ing a word; and that in that manner, accompanied with sic
lence and tears, they had arrived to that inn, which was to
him as grateful as an arrival to heaven, wherein all carthly
mishaps are concluded and finished.
















































400 DON QUIXOTE

that night, Don Fernando entreated the Captive to recount
unto them the history of his life, forasmuch as he suspected
that it must' have been rare and delightful, as he gathered by
the tokens he gave by coming in the lovely Zoraida’s com-
pany. To which the Captive replied, that he would accom-
plish his desire with a very good will, and that only he feared
that the discourse would not prove so savoury as they ex-
pected; but yet for all that he would tell it, because he would
not disobey him. The curate and all the rest thanked him
for his promise, and turned to request him again to begin
*his discourse; and he perceiving so many to solicit him, said
that prayers were not requisite when commandments were
of such force. ‘And therefore I desire you,’ quoth he, ‘to be
attentive, and you shall hear a true discourse, to which per-
haps no feigned invention may be compared for variety or
delight’ The rest, animated by these his words, did accom-
modate themselves with very great silence; and he, beholding
their silence and expectation of his history, with a modest
and pleasing voice, began in this manner.



























THE CAPTIVE'S STORY 409

same Don Pedro is my brother, and dwells now at home in
our own town, very well, rich married, and a father of three
sons.’

‘God be thanked,’ quoth the Captive, ‘for the infinite
favour He hath showed unto him; for in mine opinion there
is not on earth any contentment able to be compared to that
of recovering a man’s lost liberty.’

‘I do moreover,’ said the gentleman, ‘know the sonnets
which my brother composed.’

‘I pray you then, good sir,’ quoth the Captive, ‘repeat
them; for perhaps you can say them better than 1.

‘With a very good will,” answered the gentleman; ‘and
that of the Goleta is thus,’



CHAPTER XIII
WaEReIN Is Prosecutep THE History oF THE CAPTIVE

¢“A SONNET

%0 happy souls, which from this mortal vale
Freed and exempted, through the good you wrought,
Safe from the harms that here did you assail,
By your deserts to highest heaven were brought,
Which here inflamed by wrath, and noble thought,
Showed how much your forces did avail:
When both your own and foreign bloods you taught,
From sandy shores, into the deeps to trail.
Your lives before your valour’s end deceased
In your tired arms, which, though they were a-dying
And vanquish’d, yet on victory have seized.
And this your life, from servile thraldom flying,
Ending, acquires, between the sword and wall,
Heaven’s glory there, fame here on earth, for all.”’

‘T have it even in the very same manner,” quoth the Cap-
tive.

‘Well, then,’ said the gentleman, ‘that of the fort is thus,
if I do not forget it:

‘“A SONNET

¢“From midst the barren earth, here overthrown,
In these sad clods, which on the ground do lie,
Three thousand soldiers’ holy souls are flown,
And to a happier mansion gone on high:
Here, when they did in vain the vigour try
Of their strong arms, to cost of many a one,
After the most, through extreme toil, did die,
The cruel sword a few did light upon.
And this same plot eternally hath been,
With thousand doleful memories replete,
As well this age, as in foregoing time.
But from his cruel bosom Heaven ne’er yet
Received sincerer souls than were the last,
Nor earth so valiant bodies aye possess’d.””
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THE CAPTIVE’S STORY 423

matter; and therefore I caused them to be ransomed by
the same means that I was redeemed myself, giving all the
money to the merchant, that he might with the more
security pass his word for us; to whom yet we never did
discover our practice and secret, by reason of the eminent
danger of the discovery thereof.























































































452 DON QUIXOTE

but chiefly Dorothea, who first awaked, and by whose side
the young gentlewoman, Donna Clara of Viedma (for so the
judge’s daughter was called), slept. None of them could
imagine who it was that sung so well without the help of
any instrument. Sometimes it seemed that he sung in the
yard, others that it was in the stable. And being thus in
suspense, Cardenio came to the chamber door, and said,
‘Whosoever is not asleep, let them give ear, and they shall
, hear the voice of a lackey that so chants as it likewise en-
chants” ‘Sir, quoth Dorothea, ‘we hear him very well’
With this Cardenio departed; and Dorothea, using all the
attention possible, heard that his song was this following.




CHAPTER XVI

WaHEREIN Is RECOUNTED THE HISTORY OF THE LACKEY, WITH
OTHER STRANGE ADVENTURES BEFALLEN IN THE INN,

¢*I am a mariner to love,
‘Which in his depths profound

Still sails, and yet no hope can prove
Of coming aye to th’ ground.

‘I following go a glist’ring star,
‘Which I aloof descry,

Much more resplendent than those are
That Palinure did spy.

¢1 know not where my course to bend,
And so confusedly,

To see it only I pretend
Careful and carelessly.

¢ Her too impertinent regard,
And too much modesty,

The clouds are which mine eyes have barred
From their deserved fee.

¢0O clear and soul-reviving star!
Whose sight doth try my trust,

If thou thy light from me debar,
Instantly die I must.’

The singer arriving to this point of his song, Dorothea
imagined that it would not be amiss to let Donna Clara
hear so excellent a voice, and therefore she jogged her a
little on the one and other side, until she had awaked her,
and then said, ‘Pardon me, child, for thus interrupting your
sweet repose, seeing I ‘do it to the end you may joy, by
hearing one of the best voices that perhaps you ever heard
in your life’ Clara awaked at the first drowsily, and did
not well understand what Dorothea said, and therefore de-
manding of her what she said, she told it her again; where-
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THE FOUR LACKEYS 463

mained hanging by the arm; a thing that caused him to en-
dure so much pain, as he verily believed that either his wrist
was a-cutting, or his arm a-tearing off from his body; and
he hung so near to the ground as he touched it with the
tops of his toes, all which turned to his prejudice; for, having
felt the little which he wanted to the setting of his feet
wholly on the earth, he laboured and drew all that he might
to reach it; much like unto those that get the strappado, with
the condition to touch or not to touch, who are themselves
a cause to increase their own torture, by the earnestness
wherewith they stretch themselves, deceived by the hope they
have to touch the ground if they can stretch themselves but
a little farther.






















































THE HOLY BROTHERHOOD 481

in love with him, and permitted him to use her as he liked?
And finally, what knight-errant was there ever, is, or ever
shall be in the world, which hath not the courage himself
alone to give four hundred blows with a cudgel to four hun-
dred troopers that shall presume to stand before him in
hostile manner 7



CHAPTER XIX

IN WaIcH Is FINISHED THE NOTABLE ADVENTURE OF THE
Troopers, AND THE GREAT FErociTY oF Our KNIGHT,
Do~ Quixote, AND How HE Was ENCEANTED

HILST Don Quixote said this, the curate laboured
to persuade the troopers how the knight was dis-
tracted, as they themselves might collect by his

works and words, and therefore it would be to no end
to prosecute their design any further, seeing that al-
though they did apprehend and carry him away he
would be presently delivered again as a madman. To
this, he that had the warrant made answer, that it
concerned him not to determine whether he was mad
or no, but only to obey and execute his superior’s com-
mand; and that being once prisoner, they might deliver him
three hundred times and if it were their good pleasure. ‘For
all that,” quoth the curate, ‘you may not carry him with you
at this time; nor, as I suppose, will he suffer himself to be
taken.” To be brief, the curate said so much, and Don Qui-
xote played so many mad pranks, as the troopers themselves
would have proved greater fools than he if they had not
manifestly discerned his defect of judgment; and therefore
they held it to be the best course to let him alone, yea, and
be compounders of peace and amity between Sancho Panza
and the barber, which still continued their most rancorous
and deadly contention. Finally, they, as the officers of juse
tice, did mediate the cause, and were arbiters thereof in such
sort, as both the parties remained, though not wholly con-
tented, yet in some sort satisfied, for they only made them!
exchange their pannels, but not their girths or headstalls.

As touching Mambrino’s helmet, the curate did unawares
to Don Quixote give to the barber eight reals by it, and the
barber gave back unto him an acquittance of the receipt

482
























490 DON QUIXOTE

may befall, I will aceount the pains of my prison a glory, and
the chains that environ me an ease; and will not esteem this
bed whereon I am laid a hard field of battle, but a soft tick
and a most fortunate lodging. And, as concerning the con-
solation of my squire Sancho Panza, I trust in his goodness
and honest proceeding, that he will not abandon me in good
or bad fortune; for though it should fall out, through his or
my hard hap, that I shall not be able to bestow on him an
island, or other equivalent thing, as I have promised, his
wages at least cannot be lost; for in my testament, which is
made already, I have set down what he is to have, though not
conformably to his many good services, yet according to my
possibility.” Sancho Panza bowed his head with great rever-
ence, and kissed both his hands, for one alone he could not,
by reason they were bound together; and presently those

visions did lift up the cage and accommodate it on the team
of oxen.



























THE CANON ON RONARCES
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THE CANON ON ROMANCES 501

is, as I have said, jointly to instruct and delight: for the ir-
regularity and liberality of those books give[s] to the author
the means to show himself an epic, lyric, tragedian, and
comedian, with all other things which the most graceful and
pleasant sciences of poetry and oratory include in them-
selves; for epics may be as well written in prose as in
verse.’ '







ROMANCES AND TRAGEDIES 503

out either head or foot, and yet are by the vulgar heard with
such delight, and held and approved for good; and both the
authors that compose them, and actors that represent them,
say that they must be such as they be for to please the
people’s humours, and not more conformable to reason or
truth; and that because those wherein decorum is observed,
and the fable followed according to the rules of art, serve
only for three or four discreet men (if so many may be
found at a play) which do attend unto them, and all the
rest of the auditors remain fasting, by reason they cannot
conceive the artificial contexture thereof; therefore it is
better for them to gain good money and means by many
than bare opinion or applause by a few. The very same
would be the end of my book, after I had used all possible
industry to observe the aforesaid precept; and I should re-
main only for a need, and as the tailor that dwells in a
coruer, without trade or estimation.

‘And although I have sundry times endeavoured to per-
suade the players that their opinion was erroneous herein,
and that they would attract more people and acquire greater
fame by acting artificial comedies than those irregular and
methodical plays then used, yet are they so wedded to their
opinion, as no reason can woo nor demonstration win them
from it. I remember how, dealing upon a day with one of
those obstinate fellows, I said unto him, “Do not you re-
member how a few years ago were represented in Spdin
three tragedies, written by a famous poet of our kingdom,
which were such as delighted, yea, and amazed all the au-
ditors, as well the learned as the simple, the exact as the
slight ones, and that the players got more by those three
alone than by thirty of the best that were penned or acted
since that time,” “You mean, without question,” quoth the
actor, answering me, “Isabella, Phyllis, and Alexandra”
“The very same,” quoth I; “and note whether in them were
not rightly observed all the rules and precepts of art; and
yet thereby they neither wanted any part of their dignity nor
the approbation of all the world; so that I infer the fault not
to be in the vulgar that covet idle toys, but rather in those
which know not how to pen or act any other thing; for no

]

rsuch fond stuff was in the comedy of Ingratitude Revenged,
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HISTORY AND ROMANCE 517

or blind, that although I have viewed the saddle very well,
yet could I never get a sight of that pin, how great soever
you affirm it to be.’

‘Well, it is there without question,’ quoth Don Quixote}
‘and for the greater confirmation thereof, they say it ia
laid up in a case of neat’s leather to keep it from rusting.’
‘That may very well so be,” said the canon; ‘yet by the or-
ders that I have received, I do not remember that ever 1
saw it: and although I should grant it to be there, yet do
I not therefore oblige myself to believe the histories of all
the Amadises, nor those of the other rabblement of knights
which books do mention unto us; nor is it reason that so
honourable a man, adorned with so many good parts and
endowed with such a wit as you are, should believe that so
many and so strange follies as are written in the raving
books of chivalry can be true.’
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CAPRICHIOSO, THE MOST INGENIOUS ACADEMIC OF ARGAMASILLIA, IN

Praise oF RozINANTE, DoN QUIXOTE HIS STEED.

SONNET.

Into the proud erected diamond stock,

Which Mars with bloody plants so often bored,
Half wood with valour, the Manchegan stuck
His wav'ring standard; and his arms restored:
For them thereon he hung, and his bright sword,
Wherewith he hacks, rents, parts, and overthrows
(New prowesses), to which art must afford
New styles on this new Palatine to gloze.

And if Gaul much her Amadis doth prize,
‘Whose brave descendants have illustred Greece,
And filled it full of trophies and of fame;

Much more Bellona’s court doth solemnise
Quixote, whose like in Gaul or Grecia is;

So honoured none as in Mancha his name.
Let no oblivion his glory stain,

Seeing in swiftness Rozinante his steed

Even Bayard doth, and Briliador exceed.

BURLAPOR, ACADEMIC OF ARGAMASILLA, TO SANCHO PANzA.

SONNET,

This Sancho Panza is of body little;

But yet, O miracle! in valour great;

The simplest squire, and, sooth to say, least subtle
That in this world, I swear, lived ever yet.

From being an earl, he scarce was a thread’s breadth,
Had not at once conspired to cross his guerdon

The malice of the times, and men misled,

Which scarce, an ass encount’ring, would him pardon.
Upon the like he rode: Oh, give me leave

To tell how this meek squire after the horse

Mild Rozinante, and his lord, did drive!

Oh, then, vain hopes of men! what thing is worse?
Which proves us, desired ease to lend,

Yet do at last in smokes our glories end.

/A
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CHACHIDIABLO, ACADEMIC OF ARGAMASILLA, ON Dox Quixora
H1s ToMs.

AN EPITAPH.

The worthy knight lies there,
Well bruised, but evil-andant,
Who, borne on Rozinante,
Rode ways both far and near.
Sancho, his faithful squire,
Panza yclept also,

Lieth beside him too;

In his trade without peer.

Tiguitoc, ACADEMIC OF ARGAMASILLA, ON DULCINEA OB
Tom0s0’s SEPULCHRE.

AN EPITAPH.

Dulcinea here beneath

Lies, though of flesh so round,
To dust and ashes ground

By foul and ugly death.

She was of gentle breath,
And somewhat like a dame,
Being great Quixote’s flame,
And her town’s glory, eath.

These were the verses that could be read. As for the rest,
in respect that they were half consumed and eaten away by
time, they were delivered to a scholar, that he might by con-
jectures declare their meaning; and we have had intelligence
that he hath done it, with the cost of many nights’ watching
and other great pains, and that he means to publish them,
and also gives hope of a third sally made by Don Quixote.

[ Y



GLOSSARY

Abased, lowered.
Aboard’, v. approach, accost.
Address, direct. i

dr g, straightening.
Admire, astonish. .
Admired, in a state of admiration.
Advertised, warned.
Aiect, feel affection for.

Affront, encounter,

All and some, total, sum,

Allowed, apg:'oved. )

Altisonant, high sounding.

Imbages, equivocal courses.

natomy, dissection.

ncient, ensign, standard-bearer.

nimous, spirited. N

nswerable, corresponding.

ntic, strange figure. .

ntonomasia, the use of an epithet

or title instead of a true name.

paid, pleased.

part, v. remove.

rgument, indication.

rguments, proofs.

Artificial, constructed by rules of
art.

Attending, awaiting.

Awuctress, authoress. )

Authorise (autorizar), do credit to,
maintain the dignity of.

Aveer (encamma:e&, approach.

Avoided, discharged, emptied.

Bait, v. attract.

Beadstones, the larger beads in a
rosary.

Beaver, luncheon.

Beaver, lower part of a helmet.

Benefit, profit.

Be-thouing, talking as a superior to
an inferior.

Bias, *“ set out of all bias,” discon-

i AR hhhh

cert.

Billing, caressing.

Bittor, bittern.

Bombase (algodones), a cotton tex-

ture,
Brabbles (pendencias), quarrels.
Brag, boast,
ABreq)e, open, communicate.
Bruit, noise.
Bucking, washing.
Bufle:, wild oxen.
Bulks, great bodies.
Burden, chorus, undersong.

Burnished (flamante), brilliant, con-
spicuous.
Buyal, purchase.

Camarades, comrades.

Canvassing, tossing in a blanket.

Capable, able to understand.

Capouch, hood or cape.

Careful, anxious. L.

Cavillous, apt to raise objections.

Cerecloth, waxed cloth.

Charily, carefully, jealously.

Cheapen, bargain for,

Clew, skein. )

Close castle, a kind of helmet.

Cockering, feasting.

Coil, “ keep a,” make a fuss.

Commark, district.

Commodity, convenience, oppor-
tunity, occasion. .

Compassive  (compasivo), sympa-
thetic.

Conclude, finish off, destroy.

Confer, compare. .

Confratriety, confraternity.

Cony qatchmf knavery.

C rackhng, talkativeness.

Crowd, fiddle. .

Curiosity  (puntualidad), careful-
ness.

Curious, painstaking.

Curres, encounters.

Damage, harm, trouble.

Debates, contests.

Debile, feeble.

Delicate, faint, feeble.
Depending, hung up, suspended.

Y

Deputed (diputo), sct down as, com

sidered.

Detect, reveal.

leht, array.

Dilate, defer, expound. .

Disastrous (desdichada), suffering
disaster.

Disgrace (desgracia), inconvenience,
misfortune.

Disgustful, distasteful.

Disgusts, dislikes. .

Disventures (disventuras), misad-
ventures.

Dodkin_ (dos margvedis), a Dutch
fgrthmﬁ.u .

Doit, a Dutch coin worth about a
farthing.
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Dolowr, Srief.

Drafts, designs. .
Draughts, devices, tricks.
Drive, hurry on.

Earnest, payment in advance.
Eftsoons, soon .
mbosk (emboscasen), shelter, con-

ceal.
Embushing, concealing.
Empannel, put pannels on an ass,
Emaulated, refarded as @ rival.
Encask, envelope.
Emr‘y foot (por momentos), contin.
ually.

GLOSSARY

Inceasable, incessant.
Incharge, burden.
Inﬂat_cful, ungrateful.
Inhabitable, not habitable.
Intercur, intervene.
Intertexed, interwoven.

Jennet-wise, the stirrups short, the
legs trussed tg)
Journey, day’s fight.

Kenned, knew.
Kennel, dogs.
Key-co[d, cold as a key.

ready to laugh.

r h

Exigent, pitch, point d ding
action.

Ezxpect, await.
Ezxprobates, rteviles, casts in the
teeth,

evil doing.

are,
ecessity.

abitation.
slaps.
for beating

Gallimaufry, hodge-podge, hash.
Gamashoes, leggings.

Gard, trimming.

qufeamu:, O be joyful.

Gittern, small guitar.

Granfly (agradecia), thank for.
Grossly, heavily.

Gusts (gusto), pleasures.
Gymmnosophists, naked philosophers.
Gypson, gypsy.

Herd, herdsman.
Hight, wzs called.
Hippogriff, griffin.
His, its.

Ignoring, being ignorant of.

Illiterate, wipe out.

Illude, deceive.

Illuded, frustrated.

Illustrate, render illustrious.

Imbosk, conceal.

Impertinent, unsuitable,
ient.

Impregned, burdened. |

Imprese (impresa), device,

Impudency, unchastity.

inconven-

Leasings, lies.
Lecture, reading.
Let, hindrance.
Links, torches.

Malet, mail, wallet. .

Malign (maligno), evil spirit,
Marvedi, maravedi, the smallest
Spanish_coin, half a farthing.

Meddled, inte: ed. .

Minuity, matgter, detail,

Mochachoes, mustachios.

Mumpsimus, any one who has got
hold of a wrong word (“ Mump-
simus ”’_instead of * Sumpsimus
in the Mass), an igno: person,

Murrey, mulberry colour

Mushrubs, mushrooms.

Neese, sneeze.
North, lode-star.
Nousled, nourished, nursed.

Qccurred, ran up.
Offend, ward off.
Opinion, reputation.

Oppugning, opposing.
” inary,g “ %lked the ordinary
(habiendo p do las ac

bradas), made the rourds, f. e.,
been exhibited through the streets,

Paragon with, rival. A
Particular, in a private station.
Pash, blow.

Pawns, pledges. .
Pensative (pensativo), pensive.
Period, limit, end.

P .

Pilled, robbed.

Pillow-bere, pillow-case, lady’s trav-
ellini g.

Plain, lament.

Plumes, feathers of a bed.

Poor John, a coarse fish,

Portraited, depicted.

Posted off, put off.

Powdering, seasoning.

Presently, immediately.

Prevent, anticipate.

Prevention, prelude,



GLOSSARY

Price, esteem. .

Pricked, rode hastily.

Propension, inclination, affection for.
Prosecuted (prosiguio), continued.
Provant, provender, food.

Proverb (pensamiento), design,
Publish, show abroa

guadﬂ, square with, fit in.

uick, alive.
wuitasoll, parasol.

Rautcching, tearing, clawing.

Reasons, arguments,

Rebec, small harp.

Reccheless, thoughtless.

Recchelessness, oughtless'ness.

Receivers, acknowledgments.

Reduce, brin

Resolution “in resolution ” (en
resolution), finally.

Respectlessness, absence of respect.

Restiness, obstinacy.

Rounded, whispered.

Rumowr, noise, tumult.

Runagates, renegades.

Seconding (segundar), repeating.
Securely, without anxiety.
Shot, lnfl, reckoning.

-'id;iing, sideways.

Skill, plan, reason.

Skinkers, hard drinkers.
Snaphances, springl

ort, issue in.

quamy, scaly.

Staccado, stockade.

Stomach, pride.

Strait, narrow.

Succeeded, befallen, occurred.

it ihhl
d
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.g '%ccess, event.
S

545

, experi , issues, acci-

dents.
Swuccory water, chicory-water.

Tables, backgammon.
Tallage, tax.
Terms (termo), goal.
Thill, shaft.
Torment, judicial torture,
Tracts, érawing ropes.
g_'rancc, (spwoon):. i

rance (paso), plight.
Trances, passages, episodes.
Tramcr:ak,ulfde strokes,
Travails, labours.
Treachour, traitor.
Truoks, a kind of billiards.

Umbrills (quitasoles), parasols.

Unhappiness, ill-luck, awkwardn

Unhappy, awkward.
Underprop, support.
Untaxsng, without taxing.
Untowardly, crossly.

Vent (rastrear), v. discover.
Vent (venta), tavern.
Viewed, examined.
Virtue, curative quality.

Want, be lacking.
Warder-house, pantry,
Warner, beadle,
Welted, quilted.
Winches, sharp turns.
Wistly, wistfully.

ood, mad.
Wreathings, windings.
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