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INTRODUCTION

The novel tells of the senseless adventures of Don Quixote,once called Alonso Quixano,a quiet villager living in the Spanish countryside,who becomes enchanted with the idea of knightly courage and gallantry after reading numerous such novels of the time.

Don Quixote takes place during the early seventeenth century,the golden age of Spanish literature, when many of Spain’s greatest literary works were created,a time when Spain experienced an obsession with conquering other lands,thereby calling for novels depicting masculine controlling characters. Miguel Cervantes intended for Don Quixote to ridicule such common novels of the time,stories which p rimarily involved bravery and power.

Though the main character,Don Quixote,foolishly runs off in pursuit of heroism after going mad, receiving little gratitude for his attempts at fearless heroism in the process,some such experiences were based on Cervantes’own time in the Spanish military.


注释

numerous['njuːmərəs]a.许多的

obsession[əb'seʃən]n.着迷,惦念

conquer['kɔŋkə]v.侵占

thereby['ðɛə'bai]ad.因此

depict[di'pikt]v.描述

masculine['mɑːskjulin]a.男子的

ridicule['ridikjuːl]v.嘲弄

primarily['praimərili]ad.主要地

pursuit[pə'sjuːt]n.寻求

gratitude['ցrætitjuːd]n.感激

process[prə'ses]n.过程

military['militəri]n.军队



PART 1

CHAPTER 1

In a village of La Mancha,there lived not long since one of those gentlemen whose age was bordering on fifty.He was of a hardy habit,long-faced,and a great sportsman.They will have it that his surname was Quixada or Quesada.He had in his house a housekeeper past forty,a niece under twenty,and a lad for the field and market place.

You must know,then,that the above-named gentleman whenever he was at leisure(which was mostly all year-round)gave himself up to reading books of knightly gallantry with such eagerness that he almost entirely neglected the pursuit of his fieldsports,and even the management of his property.

His fancy grew full of what he used to read about in his books;namely,charms,quarrels,battles, challenges,wounds,loves,agonies,and all sorts of impossible nonsense.These thoughts so possessed his mind that the whole fabric of invention and fancy he read of was true,that to him,no history in the world had more reality in it.In short,his wits being quite gone,he hit upon the strangest notion that ever a
 madman in this world hit upon,and that was that he fancied it was right and necessary that he should make a knight of himself.He planned to roam the world over in full armor and on horseback in quest of adventure,righting every wrong,exposing himself to peril and danger in the process to reap eternal fame and glory.

After spending eight days in pondering over what to call himself,at last he made up his mind to be called,“Don Quixote of La Mancha,”considering that the name accurately described his origin and country,thus doing honor to his surname in taking it.

So then,after declaring his horse to be called Rocinante,he came to the conclusion that nothing more was needed but to look out for a lady to be in love with,for a knight without love was like a tree without leaves or fruit.So,without giving notice of his intention to anyone,one morning before the dawning of the day,during the hottest days of the month of July,he put on his suit of armor,placed his mended bowl on his head for a helmet,mounted Rocinante,and set out by the back door.

A short time after departing,he came upon an
 inn in the nearby village of Toboso,and was soon in the presence of a rather simple peasant woman,and thus declared her to be a princess,addressing her with the name,Dulcinea,in whose service he swore to honor eternally.

“O Princess Dulcinea,lady of this captive heart, such anguish fills my heart as I pine for your love.”

And so he went on stringing together these and other absurdities,all in the style of those books he had read so eagerly,imitating their language as well as he could before leaving to discover adventure and danger in the name of Princess Dulcinea of Toboso.

Late in the evening,he arrived at another humble inn,convinced it was nothing less than a magnificent castle.Soon after finishing his meal,he went to the landlord,falling on his knees before him,professing,“From this spot I rise not until your courtesy grants me the blessing I seek.”

The landlord,seeing his guest at his feet and hearing a speech of this kind,stood staring at him in bewilderment,not knowing what to do or say.

“I looked for no less,My Lord,”continued Don Quixote,“and I have to tell you that the blessing I have asked for is that you shall dub me‘knight’to-
 morrow morning.Thus,such a pronouncement will enable me lawfully to roam through all the four quarters of the world seeking adventures on behal f of those in distress.”

The landlord had already some suspicion of his guest’s want of wits,but agreed to the request for entertainment alone.He asked if the guest had any money with him,to which Don Quixote replied that he had not a penny,as in the histories of knights he had never read of any of them carrying any.On this point the landlord told him he was mistaken.Though not recorded in the histories,because in the author’s opinion there was no need to mention anything so obvious and necessary as money and clean shirts,it was not to be supposed therefore that they did not carry them;Don Quixote promised to follow his advice carefully.

The landlord told all the people at the inn about the madness of his guest.Full of wonder at so strange a form of madness,they flocked to observe him from a distance.

Meanwhile one of the carriers who were in the inn thought fit to water his team of horses,and it was necessary to remove Don Quixote’s armor as it lay in
 the stable.On seeing him ap proach,Quixote hailed him in a loud voice,“O you,who comes to lay hands on the armor of the most courageous of knights,touch it not unless you wish to lay down your life as penalty for such foolishness.”

The carrier paid no attention to these words,and immediately seized the armor,throwing it some distance from him.Seeing this done,Don Quixote raised his eyes to heaven,and fixing his thoughts,apparently,upon his lady Dulcinea,exclaimed,“Aid me, lady mine,”then lifted his weapon with both hands to deliver a terrible blow on the carrier’s head,who immediately fell to the ground.This done,he picked up his armor,returning it to its original place.The landlord soon came out to find the carrier on the ground,and the knight nearby,guarding his armor, but was soon forced to continue on his way.

Don Quixote quitted the inn eager at finding himself now addressed as a knight.However,recalling the advice of his host as to the necessities he ought to carry with him,especially in reference to money and shirts,he determined to go home and provide himself with all he needed,as well as an attendant.He reckoned upon securing a farm boy,a neighbour of his,a
 poor man with a family,but very well qualified for the office of attendant to a knight.With this object he turned his horse’s head toward his village.

He had not gone far,when there seemed to come feeble cries as of someone in distress.He had gone but a few paces into the wood,when he saw a mare tied to an oak,and tied to another,and stripped from the waist upwards,a youth of about fifteen years of age,from whom the cries came.Nor were they without cause,for a farmer was beating him with a belt, and following up every blow with a scolding,repeating,“Your mouth shut and your eyes open!”

Seeing what was happening,Don Quixote said in an angry voice,“Discourteous knight,it ill becomes you to attack one who cannot defend himself.”

“Sir Knight,this youth that I am punishing is my servant,employed by me to watch a flock of sheep that I have,and he is so careless that I lose one every day.When I punish him for his carelessness, though he says I do it to escape paying him the wages I owe him,Iswear that he speaks nothing but lies.”

“Lies before me,lowly fool!”said Don Quixote.“Pay him at once without another word;if not,by the God that rules us,I will make an end of you,and
 death will come to you on the spot!Release him instantly.”

The farmer hung his head,and without a word, untied his servant,of whom Don Quixote asked how much his master owed him.

He replied,nine months wages,and Don Quixote told the farmer to pay it down immediately,if he did not want to die for it.

The trembling cheat replied that by the oath he had sworn(though he had not sworn any)it was not so much as the boy declared,for there was still the cost of three pairs of shoes and the cost of a doctor when he was ill.

“The difficulty is,Sir Knight,that I have no money here;let me go fetch the money,”said the farmer.

“I go with him!”said the youth.“No,sir,not for the world;for once alone with me,he would again beat me,but now in anger.”

“He will do nothing of the kind,”said Don Quixote;“I have only to command,and he will obey me; and as he has sworn to me by the order of knighthood which he has received,I leave him free,and I guarantee the payment.”


“Consider what you are saying,sir,”said the youth;“this master of mine is not a knight,nor has he received any order of knighthood.”

“That matters little,”replied Don Quixote,“as everyone is the son of his works.”

“That is true,”said the boy;“but this master of mine does no work,and yet,still refuses me my wages.”

“I do not refuse,my boy,”said the farmer,“be good enough to come along with me,and I swear by all the orders of knighthood there are in the world to pay you as I have agreed.”

“Yes,give him the wages,and I shall be satisfied,”said Don Quixote.“If not,by the same oath,I swear to come back and hunt for you and punish you. And if you desire to know who it is who lays this command upon you,know that I am the courageous Don Quixote of La Mancha,making right the wrongs and injustices of the world.And so,God be with you,and keep in mind what you have promised and sworn under those penalties that have been already declared to you.”

So saying,he gave Rocinante the spur and was soon out of reach.The farmer followed him with his
 eyes,and when he saw that he had cleared the wood and was no longer in sight,he turned to his boy,and said,“Come here,my son,I want to pay you what I owe you,as the knight has commanded me.”

“My oath on it,”said the boy,“you will be well advised to obey the command of that good knight—may he live a thousand years—for he is a brave and just judge.If you do not pay me,he will come back and do as he has said.”

“My oath on it,too,”said the farmer.“But as I have a strong affectiowood and was no longer in sight,he turned to his boy,and said,“Come here, my son,I want to pay you what I owe you,as the knight has commanded me.”

“My oath on it,”said the boy,“you will be well advised to obey the command of that good knight—may he live a thousand years—for he is a brave and just judge.If you do not pay me,he will come back and do as he has said.”

“My oath on it,too,”said the farmer.“But as I have a strong affection for you,I want to add to the debt in order to add to the payment.”He then seized the boy by the arm,tied him up again,and gave him another terrible beating,much worse than the first.


Upon leaving the farmer and his servant,the grand knight was soon met by a group of thirteen men,who were rather offended at the knight’s intrusion.Thereafter,the knight received a beating of his own.As chance would have it,thankfully for Quixote,there happened to come by a peasant from his own village,a neighbour,who then carried him home.

At nightfall,the peasant reached Don Quixote’s house,which he found all in confusion.There,Quixote was met by the priest and the village barber,both dear friends of his,along with the knight’s housekeeper and young niece.They put a host of questions to Don Quixote,but his only answer to all was to give him something to eat,and leave him to sleep,for that was what he needed most.

The next morning,he was still sleeping when the priest asked the niece for the keys to the library, where the books were,the cause of all the mischief. They all went in,the housekeeper with them,and found more than a hundred volumes of books very well bound,and some other small ones.

“These books,every one of them,”said the niece,“has done mischief;better fling them out of
 the window to make a pile of them to set fire to.”

The housekeeper said the same,so eager were they both for the slaughter of those innocents,but the priest would not agree to it without first reading the titles.In the end,most volumes were burned, though a very few were saved from the fire,though still immediately removed from the house.

注释

hardy['hɑːdi]a.坚强的

sportsman['spɔːtsmən]n.打猎的人

surname['səːneim]n.姓

lad[læd]n.小伙子

mostly['məustli]ad.几乎全部

neglect[ni'ցlekt]v.忽略

management['mænidʒmənt]n.管理

property['prɔpəti]n.财产

namely['neimli]ad.即,就是

agony['æցəni]n.痛苦

nonsense['nɔnsəns]n.荒唐念头

f abric['fæbrik]n.织物

wit[wit]n.智力

notion['nəuʃən]n.想法

armor['ɑːmə]n.盔甲

quest[kwest]n.寻找

reap[riːp]v.获得


eternal[i(ː)'təːnl]a.永恒的

ponder['pɔndə]v.思索

accurately['ækjuritli]ad.确切地

intention[in'tenʃən]n.意向

depart[di'pɑːt]v.离开

princess[prin'ses]n.公主

eternaly[i'təːnəli]ad.永恒地

captive['kæptiv]a.被俘虏的

anguish['æŋցwiʃ]n.痛苦

absurdity[əb'səːditi]n.荒谬

imitate['imiteit]v.模仿

humble['hʌmbl]a.朴实的

convince[kən'vins]v.确信

magni ficent[mæց'nifisnt]a.宏伟的

landlord['lændlɔːd]n.店主

courtesy['kəːtisi]n.好心

grant[ցrɑːnt]v.授予

bewilderment[bi'wildəmənt]n.困惑

dub[dʌb]v.授予

pronouncement[prə'naunsmənt]n.宣告

enable[i'neibl]v.使能够

behal f[bi'hɑːf]n.利益

distress[dis'tres]n.穷困

suspicion[səs'piʃən]n.怀疑

f lock[flɔk]v.群集

stable['steibl]n.马房

approach[ə'prəutʃ]n.接近

hail[heil]v.招呼

penalty['penlti]n.赔偿

apparently[ə'pærəntli]ad.似乎,好像


exclaim[iks'kleim]v.大声说出

original[ə'ridʒənəl]a.原先的

recall[ri'kɔːl]v.想起

necessity[ni'sesiti]n.必需品

attendant[ə'tendənt]n.侍从

reckon['rekən]v.认为

secure[si'kjuə]v.获得

quali fied['kwɔlifaid]a.合格的

feeble['fiːbl]a.软弱的

oak[əuk]n.橡树

strip[strip]v.剥去

swear(swore,sworn)[swɛə]v.发誓

release[ri'liːs]v.释放

untie['ʌn'tai]v.解开

oath['əuθ]n.誓言

guarantee['ցærən'tiː]v.保证

spur[spəː]v.踢马

a f fection[ə'fekʃən]n.慈爱

of f ended[ə'fendid]a.愤怒的

intrusion[in'truːʒən]n.侵扰

therea fter[ðɛər'ɑːftə]ad.此后

night f all['naitfɔːl]n.黄昏

con f usion[kən'fjuːʒən]n.混乱

priest[priːst]n.牧师

mischie f['mistʃif]n.危害

volume['vɔljuːm]n.册

f ling[fliŋ]v.扔

slaughter['slɔːtə]n.残杀

innocent['inəsnt]n.无辜的人


CHAPTER 2

At this instant,Don Quixote began shouting out,“Here,here,brave knights!”

Called away by this noise,they proceeded no further with the scrutiny of the remaining books. When they reached Don Quixote he was already out of bed,and was still shouting and raving,slashing and cutting all round,as wide awake as if he had never slept.Together they then got him back to bed by force.

“Hush,”said the priest;“please God,the luck may turn,and what is lost today may be won tomorrow;for the present you must show caution for your health,for it seems to me that you are over-fatigued, if not badly wounded.”

“Wounded,no,”said Don Quixote,“but bruised and battered,no doubt.For the present,bring me something to eat,for that,I feel,is what will be more to my purpose,and leaveit to me to avenge myself.”

They did as he wished;they gave him something to eat,and once more he fell asleep,leaving them to wonder at his madness.That night the housekeeper
 burned to ashes all the books that were in the yard and in the whole house.

One of the remedies the priest and the barber immediately applied to their friend’s disorder was to wall up and plaster the room where the books had been,intending to explain that a magician had carried them off,room and all.Two days later,Don Quixote got up,and the first thing he did was to go and look at his books,and not finding the room where he had left it,he wandered from one side of the room to the other looking for it.He came to the place where the door used to be,and tried it with his hands,and turned and twisted his eyes in every direction without saying a word;but after a good while he asked his housekeeper whereabouts was the room that held his books.

The housekeeper,who had been already well instructed in what she was to answer,explained the story of a magician coming to take the room away.

“It must have been Friston,”said Don Quixote.“He is a learned magician,and a great enemy of mine.”

“But,Uncle,”began the niece,“who mixes you up in these quarrels?Would it not be better to remain
 at peace in your own house,rather than roam the world looking for danger?”

“Oh,niece of mine,”replied Don Quixote,“how lost you are.I shall certainly put to death those who dare touch only a hair of mine.”

The two women were unwilling to make any further answer,as they saw his anger returning.

In short,he remained at home fifteen days,very quietly discussing,with his two gossips,the priest and the barber,that knights were what the world stood most in need of,and that in him was to be accomplished the revival of knighthood.Meanwhile, Don Quixote worked upon a farm laborer,a neighbour of his,an honest man,but with very little wit. In a word,he so talked him over and with such persuasions and promises that the poor fool made up his mind to go forth with him and serve as the knight’s attendant.Don Quixote,among other things,told him he ought to be ready to go,because at any moment an adventure might occur that might leave an island for the faithful attendant to govern.On these and similar promises,Sancho Panza left his wife and children to engage himself as attendant to his neighbour.Don Quixote next set about getting some mon-
 ey,selling one thing after another,and making a bad bargain in every case.

After some short preparation,the knight and his attendant then set out,only to encounter a collection of enormous windmills,whose four great arms were spun around in a circular motion by the wind to create energy.Upon observing these imposing wind machines,Don Quixote exclaimed to his attendant,“Fate is arranging matters for us better than we could have shaped our desires ourselves,for look there, friend,where thirty or more monstrous giants present themselves,all of whom I mean to engage in battle and slay.”

“What giants?”said Sancho Panza.

“Those you see there,”answered his master,“with the long arms.”

“Look,My Lord,”said Sancho;“what we see there are not giants but windmills,and what seem to be their arms are the sails that turned by the wind to make the millstones run.”

“It is easy to see,”replied Don Quixote,“that you are not used to this business of adventures. Those,indeed,are giants,but if you are afraid,leave me to defeat them myself.”


So saying,he charged ahead on Rocinante,paying no attention to the cries of his attendant,Sancho, warning him that most certainly they were windmills and not giants he was going to attack.

Quixote,however,was so positive they were giants that he neither heard the cries of Sancho,nor perceived,near as he was,what they were,but shouted at them,“Fly not,cowards and vile beings, for a single knight attacks you!”

A slight breeze at this moment sprang up,and the great sails began to move,seeing which,Don Quixote exclaimed,“Though you flourish more arms than most giants,you have to reckon with me.”

So saying,and commending himself with all his heart to his lady,Dulcinea,begging her to support him in such peril,he charged at Rocinante’s fullest gallop and fell upon the first mill that stood in front of him.As he drove his sword into the sail the wind whirled it round with such force that it shivered the sword to pieces.Sancho hastened to his assistance as fast as his donkey could go,and when he arrived,he found the knight unable to move,with such a shock had he fallen.

“Hush,friend,”said Don Quixote,“I think the
 magician called Friston,who carried off my library and books,has turned these giants into mills in order to rob me of the glory of defeating them.”

Armed with a tree branch to replace the ruined sword,the courageous knight continued on with his faithful attendant by his side.On the road,Quixote soon discovered two p riests accompanied by a lady. Mistakenly assuming the woman had been kidnap ped,the knight ran to them,presenting the point of his sword to the priests in question,bidding them to surrender.Though Sancho attempted to explain the true state of affairs,he soon joined in the battle, hoping to steal the priests’belongings in the process. The priests’servants then eagerly joined in,giving Sancho a rather severe beating.

Now by this time,too weak to battle any longer, Sancho watched his master fight,praying to God in his heart that it might be His will to grant the knight victory,thereby perhaps gaining some island to make the foolish attendant governor of,or so hoped Sancho.Seeing,therefore,that the struggle was now over,and that his master was returning to mount Rocinante,Sancho approached.The attendant addressed his master respectfully,saying,“May it
 please Your Worship,Sir Don Quixote,to give me the government of that island which has been won in this hard fight,as I fell sufficiently capable to govern one as much and as well as anyone in the world who has ever governed islands.”

To which Don Quixote replied,“You must take notice,brother Sancho,that this adventure and those like it are not adventures of islands,but of roads,in which nothing is got except a broken head or an ear. Have patience,for adventures will present themselves from which I may make you,not only a governor,but something more.”

Sancho gave him many thanks,kissing his hand, and helping him to mount Rocinante before mounting his donkey to follow his master,who at a brisk pace, without taking leave,or saying anything further to the lady belonging to the coach,turned into a wood that was nearby.

注释

proceed[prə'siːd]v.继续进行

scrutiny['skruːtini]n.仔细而彻底的检查

slash[slæʃ]v.砍

caution['kɔːʃən]n.谨慎


f atigued[fə'tiːցd]a.疲倦的

bruise[bruːz]v.挫伤

batter['bætə]v.猛击

remedy['remidi]n.治疗

disorder[dis'ɔːdə]n.疾病

plaster['plɑːstə]v.用灰泥涂抹

twist[twist]v.转动

gossip['ցɔsip]n.爱搬弄是非的人

accomplish[ə'kɔmpliʃ]v.完成

revival[ri'vaivəl]复兴

persuasion[pə(ː)'sweiʒən]n.说服

forth[fɔːθ]ad.外出

f aith f ul['feiθful]a.忠实的

encounter[in'kauntə]v.遇到

enormous[i'nɔːməs]a.巨大的

windmill['windmil]n.风车

circular['səːkjulə]a.圆形的,环绕的

imposing[im'pəuziŋ]a.壮观的

monstrous['mɔnstrəs]a.极大的

millstone['milstəun]n.石磨

perceive[pə'siːv]v.观察到

coward['kauəd]n.胆小鬼

breeze[briːz]n.微风

f lourish['flʌriʃ]v.挥舞

reckon['rekən]v.重视,计算

commend[kə'mend]v.称赞

gallop['ցæləp]v.飞奔

mill[mil]n.磨

whirl[(h)wəːl]v.旋转

shiver['ʃivə]v.打碎

hasten['heisn]v.急忙

donkey['dɔŋki]n.驴


priest[priːst]n.修士

accompany[ə'kʌmpəni]v.陪伴

assume[ə'sjuːm]v.以为

kidnap['kidnæp]v.绑架

bid[bid]v.吩咐

surrender[sə'rendə]v.投降

severe[si'viə]a.严重的

governor['ցʌvənə]n.统治者

approach[ə'prəutʃ]v.接近

worship['wəːʃip]n.崇拜

su f ficiently[sə'fiʃəntli]ad.充分地

capable['keipəbl]a.有能力的

brisk[brisk]a.轻快的


CHAPTER 3

Late in the evening,the knight and his attendant continued along the road in search of sleeping quarters,and were soon met by a group of goat herders, who immediately invited them to sit around the fire with them,curious about the mysterious travelers. Some time after their arrival,a boy appeared with terrible news that another goat herder,Chrysostom, had just died of a broken heart,after his love for a local farmer’s handsome daughter was refused.After expressing his sincere grief at the news,the knight, along with his attendant,accompanied the others to the funeral the following morning.

Courteous greetings were exchanged on meeting the other herders on their way to the funeral.During a conversation with a local herder,Don Quixote was asked about what had led him,in such a peaceful land,to go armed in such a fashion,always prepared for battle.To this inquiry,Don Quixote replied,“The pursuit of my calling does not allow or permit me to go in any other fashion;easy life,enjoyment, and rest were invented for royals living in comfort. But toil,unrest,and arms were invented and made
 for those alone whom the world calls knights,of whom I am.”

The instant they heard this,all those present understood him to be mad,and the better to settle the point and discover what kind of madness his was,the herder proceeded to ask him what knights were,as, in truth,the herders had never met with such a man.

“Have not you,”replied Don Quixote,“read the histories of England,in which are recorded the famous deeds of King Arthur and his kingdom?Well, then,in the time of this good king,that famous order of courage and gallantry of the Knights of the Round Table was instituted.Handed down from that time, then,this order of bravery went on extending and spreading itself over many and various parts of the world.This,then,sirs,is to be a knight,and what I have spoken of is the order of his gallant duties,of which,as I have already said,I,though a sinner,have made my profession,and what the earlier knights professed,I profess,as well.And so I go through this life in solitude,seeking adventures,resolved in my soul to oppose the most perilous enemy,and offer my aid to the weak and needy.”

By these words of his,the herders were able to
 satisfy themselves of Don Quixote’s being out of his senses and of the form of madness that overmastered him,at which they felt the same astonishment that all felt on first becoming acquainted with such peculiarities.

Upon arriving at the burial site,the party greeted each other courteously.They saw a dead body in the dress of a shepherd,to all appearance of one thirty years of age,and showing even in death that in life he had been of handsome features and gallant bearing.

Then,turning to Don Quixote and the others, one of the herders began,“That body,sirs,on which you are looking with compassionate eyes,was the home of a soul on which Heaven bestowed a vast share of its riches.That is the body of Chrysostom, who was exceptional in wit,unequalled in courtesy, unapproached in gentle bearing,generous without limit,grave without arrogance,gay without vulgarity,and,in short,first in all that constitutes goodness and second to none in all that makes up misfortune.Most who have come here today know the story of this lovestruck and heartbroken friend,whose passionate feelings were,in the end,the cause of his un-
 fortunate death.From this sad story may be gathered how great was the cruelty of Marcela,the coldhearted woman who refused his generous love.”He intended to say more on the matter,but was stopped by a marvelous vision,as Marcela herself appeared,so beautiful that her beauty exceeded its reputation.

“I come not for any other purpose,”began Marcela,“than to defend myself and to prove how unreasonable are all those who blame me for their sorrow and for Chrysostom’s death.Therefore,I ask all of you that are here to give me your attention,for I will not take much time or many words to bring the truth home to persons of sense.Heaven has made me,so you say,beautiful,and so much so that in spite of yourselves,my beauty leads you to love me;and for the love you show me,you say,and even urge,that I am bound to love you.By that natural understanding which God has given me,I know that everything beautiful attracts love,but I cannot see how,by reason of being loved,that which is loved for its beauty is bound to love that which loves it.Besides,it may happen that the lover of that which is beautiful may be ugly,and,ugliness being hated,it is very absurd to say,‘I love you for your beauty,but you must
 love me though I be ugly.’But,supposing the beauty equal on both sides,it does not follow that the inclinations must be therefore alike,for it is not every beauty that excites love,but some merely please the eye without winning the affection.And if every sort of beauty excited love and won the heart,the will would wander vaguely from place to place,unable to make choice of any;for as there is an infinity of beautiful objects,there must be an infinity of inclinations.Moreover,you must remember that the beauty I possess was no choice of mine,for,be it what it may,heaven gave it to me without my asking or choosing it.I was born free;and so that I might live in freedom,I chose the solitude of the fields.In the trees of the mountains,I find society;the clear waters of the brooks are my mirrors,and to the trees and waters I make known my thoughts and charms. Those I have inspired with love by letting them see me live on their own hopes,as I have given none to Chrysostom,nor to any other.Thus,it cannot justly be said that the death of anyone is my doing,for it was rather Chrysostom’s own stubbornness than my cruelty that killed him.If I had encouraged him,I should be false;if I had gratified him,I should have ac-
 ted against my own better resolution and purpose.He was persistent in spite of warning.Now,let this declaration serve as a warning for each of my admirers.Let it be understood that,from this day forward,if anyone dies for me,it is not of jealousy or misery he dies,for she who loves no one can give no cause for jealousy to any.”

With these words,and not waiting to hear a reply,she turned and passed into the thickest part of a wood nearby,leaving the rest silent in admiration of not only her great beauty,but good sense,as well. Don Quixote then exclaimed in a loud and distinct voice:

“Let no one,whatever his rank or condition, dare to follow the beautiful Marcela,under pain of incurring my fierce indignation.She has shown by clear and satisfactory arguments that little or no fault is to be found with her for the death of Chrysostom. She must be honored and esteemed by all,for she shows that she is the only woman to hold such a virtuous resolution.”

Don Quixote bade farewell to his hosts and to the travelers,thanking them for their attention.He then resolved to go in quest of the worthy Marcela to make an offer to her of all the service he could render
 her.Things,however,did not fall out with him as he expected,as she quickly declined the gracious offer.

The knight and his attendant were soon after attacked by a band of horsemen,wounding the knight severely.Quixote then ordered Sancho to take them to a castle at once to mend his wounds.Upon arriving at a modest inn,Quixote again took the modest residence for an enchanted castle,though Sancho insisted repeatedly that the inn was nothing of the sort.

注释

herder['həːdə(r)]n.牧羊人

sincere[sin'siə]a.真诚的

grie f[ցriːf]n.悲伤

inquiry[in'kwaiəri]n.询问

royal['rɔiəl]n.贵族

extend[iks'tend]v.扩展
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acquaint[ə'kweint]v.了解
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grave[ցreiv]a.庄重的

arrogance['ærəցəns]n.傲慢

vulgarity[vʌl'ցæriti]n.粗俗

constitute['kɔnstitjuːt]v.构成

misf ortune[mis'fɔːtʃən]n.不幸

marvelous['mɑːvələs]a.奇异的

vision['viʒən]n.看见

exceed[ik'siːd]v.超过
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spite[spait]ad.不顾

urge[əːdʒ]v.要求
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alike[ə'laik]a.一样的
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persistent[pə'sistənt]a.坚持的

jealousy['dʒeləsi]n.骄傲

distinct[dis'tiŋkt]a.独特的,不同的

indignation['indiց'neiʃən]n.愤慨

satisf actory['sætis'fæktəri]a.满意的

esteem[is'tiːm]v.尊重

bade[bæd]v.表示


f arewell['fɛə'wel]n.再见

render['rendə]v.提供

decline[di'klain]v.谢绝

gracious['ցreiʃəs]a.谦和的

band[bænd]n.一伙

severely[si'viəli]ad.严重地

residence['rezidəns]n.居住

repeatedly[ri'piːtidli]ad.重复地


CHAPTER 4

During the night at the inn,the knight and his attendant were involved in a bitter fight with one of the inn’s servants,after Quixote mistakenly assumed the servant’s lover was a beautiful lady of the court going to the knight’s bed that night,though she had meant to go to the servant,who was sleeping nearby. Quixote emerged unharmed from the battle,though Sancho was severely beaten,for which Quixote refused to defend him,rather angering the pitiable attendant.

The travelers had again set out along the road when the grand knight perceived two opposing armies marching toward each other in preparation for battle. His attendant repeatedly insisted the two armies were nothing but two herds of sheep,but his master paid no heed to the servant,continuing with an elaborate explanation of several of the warriors marching into battle.

Quixote then charged forth,declaring his assistance for the weakest troop,followed by Sancho, begging him not to harm the innocent sheep.After killing nearly seven of the flock,the knight was
 forced to flee after herdsmen began throwing stones at him.Quixote then insisted his supposed enemy, Friston,had magically transformed the soldiers into sheep,again to keep him from a glorified victory.

The famous Don Quixote of La Mancha and his attendant,Sancho Panza,continued on their way, and soon saw coming along the road some dozen men on foot strung together by the neck on a great iron chain.With them there came also two men on horseback and two on foot;those on horseback with rifles, those on foot with swords.As soon as Sancho saw them,he remarked:

“That is a chain of prisoners,on the way to their punishment by force of the king’s orders.”

“How by force?”asked Don Quixote;“is it possible that the king uses force against anyone?”

“I do not say that,”answered Sancho,“but that these are people are condemned for their crimes to serve by force in the king’s prison.”

“In fact,”replied Don Quixote,“however,it may be,these people are going where they are taking them by force,and not of their own will.”

“Just so,”said Sancho.

“Then,if so,”said Don Quixote,“here is a case
 for the exercise of my office,to put down force and help the wretched.”

“Recollect,Your Worship,”said Sancho,“that justice,which is the king himself,is not using force or doing wrong to such persons,but punishing them for their crimes.”

The chain of prisoners had by this time come near,and Don Quixote,in very courteous language, asked one of the guards if he would be good enough to tell him the reason for which they were conducting these people in such a manner.One of the guards on horseback answered that they were prisoners belonging to His Majesty,that they were going to prison, and that was all that was to be said and all he had any business to know.

“Nevertheless,”replied Don Quixote,“I should like to know each one’s misfortune separately.”To this,the other mounted guard said to him:

“Though we have here the register and certificate of the sentence of every one of these beasts,this is no time to take them out or read them;go and ask them yourself.They can tell if they choose,and they will, for these fellows take pleasure in committing and discussing their crimes.”


With this permission,which Don Quixote would have taken even had the guards not granted it,he approached the chain and asked the first for what offences he was now in such a sorry case.

He made answer that it was for being a lover.

“For that only?”replied Don Quixote;“why,if for being lovers they send people to prison I might have been rowing in one long ago.”

“The love is not the sort you are thinking of,”said the prisoner.“Mine was that I loved a washerwoman’s basket of clean linen so well,and held it so close in my embrace,that if the arm of the law had not forced it from me,I should never have let it go of my own will to this moment.I was caught in the act;there was no occasion for torture,the case was settled,and they treated me to a hundred lashes on the back and three years in prison.That was the end of it.”

Then,passing on to another,he asked the same question,and the man answered very readily,“I am going for five years to prison for want of ten gold coins.”

“I will give twenty with pleasure to get you out of that trouble,”said Don Quixote.


“That,”said the prisoner,“is like a man having money at sea when he is dying of hunger and has no way of buying what he wants;I say so because if at the right time I had had those twenty that you now offer me,I would certainly now be free.But,God is great;patience,there,that’s enough of it.”

Don Quixote went on and asked another what his crime was,and the man answered with no less but rather much more eagerness than the last one.

“I am here because I carried a joke too far with a couple cousins of mine,and with a couple of other cousins who were none of mine.In short,I carried the joke so far with them all that it ended in such a complicated increase of relation that no accountant could make it clear.It was all proved against me;I got no favour,I had no!money,and they sentenced me to prison for six years.I accepted my fate,as it is the punishment of my fault.Yet,I am a young man, and but home that with all this,all will come right. If you,sir,have anything to help the poor,God will repay you in heaven.And we on earth will take care in our petitions to him to pray for the life and health of Your Worship,that they may be as long and as good as your amiable appearance deserves.”


“From all you have told me,dear brothers,you make out clearly that though they have punished you for your faults,the punishments you are about to endure do not give you much pleasure.All which presents itself now to my mind,urging,persuading,and even compelling me to demonstrate in your case the purpose for which heaven has sent me into the world and caused me to make profession of the order of gallantry to which I belong,and the declaration I took to give aid to those in need and under the oppression of the strong.But as I know that it is a mark of prudence not to do by foul means what may be done by fair,I will ask these gentlemen,the lawful guards, to be so good as to release you and let you go in peace,as there will be no lack of others to serve the king under more favorable circumstances.For,it seems to me a hard case to make convicts of those whom God and nature have made free.”

“Nice nonsense!”said the head guard;“a fine piece of humour he has come out with at last!He wants us to let the king’s prisoners go,as if we had any authority to release them,or he,the king, wished us to do so!Go on your way,sir,and good luck to you;put that bowl straight that you’ve got on
 your head,and march away.”

Acting on his word,Quixote fell upon the guard so suddenly that without giving him time to defend himself he brought him to the ground sorely wounded.The other guards stood thunderstruck and amazed at this unex pected event,but recovering presence of mind,those on horseback seized their swords,and those on foot their swords,and attacked Don Quixote,who was waiting for them patiently. No doubt it would have gone badly for the knight if the convicts,seeing the chance before them of liberating themselves,contrived to break the chain on which they were strung.Such was the confusion;the guards now rushed at the convicts,who were breaking loose,leaving Don Quixote,who was waiting for them,to do nothing at all that was of any use.

“That is all very well,but I know what must be done now,”said the knight,calling together all the convicts,who were now running riot,and had stripped the head guard to the skin.He collected them round him,and addressed them as follows:

“In return for yor freedom,and it is my good pleasure to have taken those chains off your necks, you must all at once set out for the city of Toboso to
 present yourselves before Princess Dulcinea of Toboso.There,you must tell her that her knight,Don Quixote of La Mancha,sends you to recount to her in full detail all the particulars of this notable adventure,up to the recovery of your longed-for liberty. This done,you may go where you will with good fortune to attend you.”

“That which you,sir,our deliverer,”replied one of the convicts,“demand of us,is most impossible to comply with,as we cannot go together along the roads,but only singly and separate,as the law will be searching for us.”

Don Quixote again demanded that the prisoners abide by his wishes.Rather than agree,however,the convicts showered stones upon the great knight at such a rate that he was quite unable to protect himself;Quixote was forced to flee at once.
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liberty['libəti]n.自由
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CHAPTER 5

Seeing himself repaid in such a way,Don Quixote said to his attendant,“I have always heard it said,Sancho,that to do good to disrespectful beasts, such as those criminals are,is to throw water into the sea.If I had believed your words,I should have avoided this trouble;but it is done now,it is only to have patience and take warning for the future.”

“You say this mischief might have been avoided if you had believed me,believe me now,and a still greater one will be avoided.For,I tell you,gallantry is of no account with the law,and they don’t care for all the knights in the world.I fear I may hear their arrows whistling past my ears in but a moment.”

“You are a coward by nature,Sancho,”said Don Quixote,“but still,we must leave this danger.We must now go elsewhere at once.”

“Sir,”replied Sancho,“to retire is not to flee, and there is no wisdom in waiting when danger outweighs hope,and it is the part of wise men to preserve themselves today for tomorrow,and not risk all in one day.So now,repent not of having taken my advice,but mount Rocinante if you can,and if not I
 will help you.Then,follow me,for me must leave this place at once.”

Don Quixote mounted without replying,and, Sancho leading the way on his donkey,they entered the side of the Sierra Morena,which was close by,as it was Sancho’s design to cross the threatening forest entirely to keep out of the hands of the law.

That night they reached the very heart of the Sierra Morena,where it seemed prudent to Sancho to pass the night and even some days,at least as many as the food he carried might last,and so they encamped between two rocks and among some trees. But,fatal destiny,which settles everything in its own way,so ordered it that one of the criminals the knight and his trusted attendant had recently freed took liberty to steal Sancho Panza’s donkey,though not troubling himself about Rocinante,too sickly-looking to be of use.

The next morning,the two set out on foot only to discover the belongings of a fellow traveler.Sancho eagerly looking through the bag,and was delighted at finding gold coins within,which he greedily deposited in his own sack.His master occupied himself immediately in reading the traveler’s richly bound notebook.Inside the book,he found a love letter,re-
 vealing the traveler had recently suffered from devastating heartache,after his passionate love was rejected,forcing him to go mad.

Soon after finishing the letter,the knight perceived on the summit of a height that rose before their eyes a half-naked man who went springing from rock to rock with great skill.Don Quixote at once came to the conclusion that this was the owner of the sack,and made up his mind to go in search of him, much to the dismay of Sancho Panza,who feared the mysterious creature might demand the return of his gold coins.

Approaching the young man,Don Quixote noticed the soiled clothing he wore,and concluded that such garments could not be of very low rank.The youth greeted them in a harsh voice but with great courtesy.Don Quixote returned his salutation with equal politeness,and dismounting from Rocinante, advanced with well-bred bearing and grace to embrace him,and held him for some time close in his arms as if he had known him for quite some time. The other,whom we may call the Ragged One of the Sorry Expression,after submitting to the embrace, pushed him back a little.He placed his hands on Don
 Quixote’s shoulders,and stood gazing at him as if seeking to see whether he knew him,not less amazed,perhaps,at the sight of the face,figure,and armor of Don Quixote than Don Quixote was at the sight of him.To be brief,the first to speak after embracing was the Ragged One,and he said what will be told farther on.

With the greatest attention did Don Quixote listen to the ragged knight of the Sierra,who began thus:

“To be sure,sir,whoever you are,for I know you not,I thank you for the proofs of kindness and courtesy you have shown me,but my fate does not afford me any other means of returning kindnesses done me,save the hearty desire to repay them.If you have anything to give me to eat,for God’ssake give it to me,and after I have eaten I will do all you ask in acknowledgment of the goodwill you have displayed towards me.”

Sancho,from his sack,furnished the Ragged One with the means of ap peasing the man’s hunger, and what they gave him,he ate like a half-witted being,so hastily that he took no time between mouthfuls.Upon finishing,he stretched himself upon the
 grass,and the others did the same,all keeping silent until the Ragged One,settling himself in his place, said:

“If it is your wish,sirs,that I should disclose in a few words thesurpassing extent of my misfortunes,you must promise not to break the thread of my sad story with any question or other interruption.The instant you do so,the tale I tell will come to an end.”

Don Quixote gave the promise for himself and his attendant,and with this assurance the young man began as follows:

“My name is Cardenio,my birthplace one of the best cities of this Andalusia,my family noble,my parents rich,my misfortune so great that my parents must have wept and my family grieved over it without being able by their wealth to lighten it.In that same country there was a heaven in which love had placed all the glory I could desire.Such was the beauty of Luscinda,a lady as noble and as rich as I,but of happier fortunes,and of less firmness than was due to so worthy a passion as mine.This Luscinda I loved,worshipped,and adored from my earliest and tenderest years,and she loved me in all the innocence and sincerity of childhood.Our parents were aware of
 our feelings,and were not sorry to perceive them,for they saw clearly that as they ripened,they must lead at last to a marriage between us,a thing that seemed almost prearranged by the equality of our families and wealth.We grew up,and with the passing of time, grew the love between us.Ah heavens!How many letters did I write her and how many modest replies did I receive!Before I was given the privilege of asking for her hand in marriage,I was sent to serve Duke Ricardo of Spain.

“Finally,I presented myself to the duke,and was received and treated by him so kindly that very soon envy began to do its work,as the old servants growing envious of me,regarding the duke’s inclination to show me favour as an injury to themselves. But the one to whom my arrival gave the greatest pleasure was the duke’s second son,Fernando by name,a gallant youth,of noble and generous disposition,who very soon made so intimate a friend of me that it was remarked by everybody.Though the elder was attached to me and showed me kindness,he did not carry his affectionate treatment to the same length as Don Fernando.It so happened,then,that as between friends,no secret remains unshared,and
 as the favour I enjoyed with Don Fernando had grown into friendship,he made all his thoughts known to me,and in particular a love affair which troubled his mind a little.He was deeply in love with a peasant girl,so beautiful,modest,discreet,and virtuous, that no one who knew her was able to decide in which of these respects she was most highly gifted or most excelled.The attractions of the fair peasant raised the passion of Don Fernando to such a point that,in order to gain his object and overcome her virtuous resolutions,he determined to pledge his word to her to become her husband,for to attempt it in any other way was to attempt an impossibility.But,as afterwards appeared,when he had finally said this to me, he had already enjoyed the peasant girl under the title of husband.He was now in dread of what his father the duke might do after discovering his son’s foolishness,as young Fernand had no intention of marrying the poor girl,though he had made such a promise.It happened,then,that as with young men,love is for the most part nothing more than appetite.And when its final object,enjoyment,comes to an end on obtaining it—what I mean is that after Don Fernando had enjoyed this peasant girl—his passion subsided and
 his eagerness cooled,and was now in reality anxious to go away to avoid keeping his promise.

“Bound to him as I was by friendship,Istrove by the best arguments I could think of to restrain him from such a course;but perceiving I produced no effect,I resolved to make the Duke Ricardo,his father,acquainted with the matter.Don Fernando, however,being sharp-witted and shrewd,foresaw this,perceiving that by my duty as a good servant,I was bound not to keep concealed a thing so much opposed to the honor of my lord,the duke.So,to mislead and deceive me,Fernando told me he could find no better way of forgetting this beauty that so enslaved him than by absenting himself for some months,wishing to return with me to my father’s house.When I heard him say so,I immediately saw what a favorable chance and opportunity it offered me of returning to see my Luscinda.With this thought and wish I commended his idea and encouraged his design,advising him to put it into execution as quickly as possible.

“We arrived at my city,and my father gave him the reception due to his rank;I saw Luscinda without delay,and told Don Fernando of my love’s great
 beauty and wit so warmly that my praises excited in him a desire to see a woman adorned by such attractions.To my misfortune,though,upon his viewing her,the sight of her drove all the beauties he had seen until then out of his recollection;speech failed him,his head turned,and in the end,was deeply in love.Don Fernando contrived always to read the letters I sent to Luscinda and her answers to me,under the pretence that he enjoyed the wit and sense of both.It so happened,then,that Luscinda,having begged of me a book of knightly gallantry to read, one that she was very fond of—”

Don Quixote no sooner heard a book of gallantry mentioned,than he said:

“Had Your Worship told me at the beginning of your story that the Lady Luscinda was fond of books of gallantry,no other praise would have been necessary to impress upon me thesuperiority of her understanding and worth.”

While Don Quixote was saying this,Cardenio allowed his head to fall upon his breast,and seemed to plunge into deep thought.Though twice Don Quixote bade him go on with his story,the young man neither looked up nor uttered a word in reply.Cardenio then
 looked at him steadily,and his mad fit having now come upon him,he had no disposition to go on with his story,nor would Don Quixote have listened to it, wishing only to discuss knightly virtues.Cardenio, then,being,as I said,now mad,snatched up a stone that he found near him,and with it,delivered a terrible blow on Don Quixote’s breast before fleeing back to the mountains.

Don Quixote then made the decision that he must follow Cardenio’s example in going mad with love for his unfaithful Dulcinea.Sancho Panza reminded him, however,that the knight knew nothing of this to be true.In defense Don Quixote declared that his thoughts were more significant than true events which had passed.The grand knight then gave Sancho a letter to deliver to Dulcinea,during which time the attendant discovered,much to his disgust,that Dulcinea was nothing but a lowly commoner,not the princess Don Quixote maintained her to be.Nonetheless,the knight insisted upon his attendant delivering the letter to his love,in which he explained that his eternal love for her has driven him to madness.

Sancho Panza soon departed for the village of Dulcinea,and the next day reached the inn where his
 master had mistaken the lowly servant girl for a noble lady of the court,who would go to his bed during the night.As soon as Sancho recognised the place,he could not bring himself to enter it,though it was an hour when he might well have done so,for it was dinner-time,and he longed to taste something hot,as it had been all cold fare with him for many days past. This craving drove him to draw near to the inn,still undecided on whether to go in or not,and as he was hesitating,there came out two persons who at once recognised him,and said one to the other:

“Is not he on the horse there Sancho Panza who, our adventurer’s housekeeper told us,went off with her master as attendant?”

“So it is,”responded the barber to the priest,“and that is our friend Don Quixote’s horse.”

Being anxious to hear of Don Quixote,the two old friends of the maddened knight approached,and calling him by his name,the priest said,“Friend Sancho Panza,where is your master?”

Sancho recognised them at once,but determined to keep secret the place and circumstances of his master,as well as for what purpose he had left him. Therefore,he replied that his master was engaged in
 a certain quarter on a certain matter of great importance to him,which he could not disclose,for the eyes in his head.

“No,no,”said the barber,“if you don’t tell us where he is,Sancho Panza,we will suspect as we suspect already,that you have murdered and robbed him,for here you are mounted on his horse.”

“There is no need to threaten me,”said Sancho,“for I am not a man to rob or murder anybody.Let his own fate,or God who made him,kill each one; my master is engaged very much in his thoughts of his lover in the midst of these mountains.”And then,he told them how he had left him,what adventures had befallen him,and how he was carrying a letter to the lady Dulcinea of Toboso,with whom his master was over head and ears in love with.The priest and the barber were both amazed at what Sancho Panza told them;for though they were aware of Don Quixote’s madness and the nature of it,each time they heard of it they were filled with fresh wonder.Sancho told them,moreover,how his lord,if the attendant brought him a favorable answer from the lady Dulcinea of Toboso,was to put himself in the way of endeavoring to become an emperor,or at
 least a monarch of an island.All this Sancho delivered with so much composure that his two listeners were again filled with wonder at the force of Don Quixote’s madness that could run away with this poor man’s reason,forcing him into the same madness of his master.

Sancho then begged them to bring him something warm from the inn to eat during which time the old barber and priest secretly discussed the priest’s plan to bring Don Quixote home again.
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CHAPTER 6

The priest’s plan did not seem a bad one to the barber,but on the contrary so good that they immediately set about putting it into execution,insisting that Sancho Panza return to his knight,claiming he had delivered the letter,upon which Dulcinea demanded Quixote’s immediate presence.Meanwhile,as the barber and priest were going to the grand knight, they were met by Cardenio,and were told the whole of the young man’s sorrowful tale,as Don Quixote was not present to interrupt with his own thoughts.

“If it be,sirs,”began Cardenio,“that you are here with the same design as others have come,before you proceed with your wise arguments,I beg you to hear the story of my countless misfortunes. Perhaps when you have heard it,you will spare yourselves the trouble you would take in offering consolation to grief that is beyond the reach of it.”

As they,both of them,desired nothing more than to hear from his own lips the cause of his suffering,they begged him to tell it,promising not to do anything for his relief or comfort that he did not wish.And there,the unhappy gentleman began his
 sad story in nearly the same words and manner in which he had related it to Don Quixote and his attendant a few days before.And so,coming to the incident of the note,penned by Luscinda to her lover,which Don Fernando had found in the novel of knightly gallantry she had passionately requested of Cardenio,his story continued in these words:

“By this letter,attesting to her earnest love for me,I was induced to demand Luscinda for my wife. And it was through this letter that Luscinda came to be regarded by Don Fernando as one of the most discreet and prudent women of the day.After reading my love’s note,it became his design to ruin me before my plans,with regard to Luscinda,could be carried into effect.I told Don Fernando that all Luscinda’s father was waiting for was that I should ask her of him,which I did not dare to suggest to him,fearing that he would not consent to do so,as he did not wish for me to marry so soon,without first knowing what Duke Ricard would do for me.In short,I told him I did not venture to mention the marriage p roposal to my father,as well on account of that difficulty,as of many others that discouraged me though I knew not well what they were,only that it seemed to me that
 what I desired was never to come to pass.To all this Don Fernando answered that he would take it upon himself to speak to my father,and persuade him to speak to Luscinda’s father.Oh!What a cruel traitor he indeed became!Who could have thought that Don Fernando,a highborn gentleman,intelligent,bound to me by gratitude for my services,one that could win the object of his love wherever he might set his affections,could have become so shameless,as they say,as to rob me of my one love?

“To proceed,then,Don Fernando finding my presence an obstacle to the execution of his treacherous and wicked design,resolved to send me to his elder brother to devliver a letter,with only the object of sending me away that he might the better carry out his hellish scheme.That night I spoke with Luscinda,and told her what had been agreed upon with Don Fernando,and how I had strong hopes of our fair and reasonable wishes being realised.She,as unsuspicious as I was of the treachery of Don Fernando,bade me to return speedily,as she believed the fulfillment of our desires would be delayed only so long as my father put off speaking to hers.

“I reached the place I had been sent to,gave the
 letter to Don Fernando’s brother,and was kindly received but not promptly dismissed.Eight days passed,after which time,a messenger came in quest of me with a letter he gave me from Luscinda.In sorrow did she explain of Don Fernando’s false promise,as he quickly demanded Luscinda for his own upon my departure.Her father,persuaded by his wealth and superiority in the king’s court,agreed to his daughter’s marrying the traitor two days hence.In haste did she write,desperate for my return,which I commenced upon immediately.The anger I felt against Don Fernando,joined with the fear of losing the prize I hoped to win by so many years of love and devotion,quickened my journey home.

“Upon my arrival,I observed my love in her bridal dress.At seeing me,though no others did,she said,‘Cardenio,I am in my bridal dress,and the wicked Don Fernando stands with my greedy father to witness our union,though they shall be witness to my death before they see me wed such a villain.’Hastily she was called away,and was soon alongside the unfaithful Don Fernando.Now the night of my sorrow set in,the sun of my happiness went down.I could not enter the house,nor was I capable of any move-
 ment;but reflecting on how important it was that I should be present at what might take place on the occasion,I nerved myself as best I could and went in.

“As I approached in secret,the priest stood waiting for the answer of Luscinda,who for a long time,withheld it.Just as I thought she was taking out the dagger to save her honor,I heard her say in a f aint and feeble voice,‘I do.’Don Fernando said the same,and giving her the ring they stood linked by a knot that could never be loosened.I stood in shock, wholly abandoned by heaven,it seemed.Luscinda then fainted,and all were thrown into confusion.

“Seeing all the household in confusion,I ventured to come out,regardless whether I were seen or not.I was determined to do some frenzied deed that would prove to all the world the rightful indignation of my breast in the punishment of the treacherous Don Fernando,and even in that of the weak-hearted fainting traitor,my former love.But my fate, doubtless reserving me for greater sorrows,so ordered it that just then I had enough reason to decide against making any violent moves.And so,without seeking to take vengeance on my greatest enemies,I resolved to take it upon myself,and on myself to
 inflict the pain they deserved,perhaps with even greater severity than I should have dealt out to them had I then slain them.In a word,I quitted the house and reached that of the man with whom I had left my mule,riding out of the city at once.

“In short,I came to the conclusion that feeble love,little reflection,great ambition,and a craving for rank,had made her forget the words with which she had deceived me,encouraged and supported by my firm hopes and honorable passion.Thus do I pass the wretched life that remains to me alone in this forest,with the hope I may one day no longer recollect the beauty and treachery of Luscinda,or the wrong done me by Don Fernando.”Here Cardenio brought to a close his long discourse and story,as full of misfortune as it was of love.

Cardenio,along with the barber and the priest, then continue on their walk,and soon encountered Dorothea,a woman dressed as a man,and looking to be in great danger.She then explained her distress in that she had been forced out of her village in disgrace after being seduced by a wealthy gentleman who employed her father,staying in the village a short time before returning to his wife in another village.


After describing the villain responsible for her ruin,Cardenio discovered the treacherous seducer to be Don Fernando.The two wronged victims,Cardenio and Dorothea,then began making plans for revenge upon the villainous son of the duke.

Soon after this unlikely meeting,Sancho Panza returned with urgent news from Dulcinea,insisting that his master go to her immediately.Don Quixote, however,maintained that he must first perform a grand task to regain his honor before allowing himself to see his lady.

Don Quixote and his attendant were soon met by the priest and the barber,along with Dorothea, whom they introduce as Princess Micomicona,queen of the great kingdom of Micomicona in Ethiopia.The honorable knight discovered her to be in need of a knightly service in her kingdom,thus putting into practice the good priest’s plan of returning Quixote home.Quixote eagerly agreed to assist the princess, though she insisted he not accept any other knightly duties till the completion of this mission.
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CHAPTER 7

The following morning,as the group set out, Dorothea,who was shrewd and quick,and by this time thoroughly acquainted Don Quixote’s crazy turn, began an elaborate story,with the assistance of the priest,of her kingdom and her sorrows.

“Sir Knight,”she began,seeing the old knight’s irritation at their slow pace,“remember the help you have promised me,and that in accordance with it you must not engage in any other adventure.Calm yourself;after hearing stories of your courage in rescuing the convicts unharmed,I feel profound respect for Your Worship.”

“Indeed,I heartily agree,”said the priest.

“I will hold my peace,dear lady,”said Don Quixote,“and I will curb the natural anger that had arisen in my breast,and will proceed in peace and quietness until I have fulfilled my promise.But,in return for this consideration I beg you to tell me, what is the nature of your trouble,and how many, who,and what are the persons of whom I am to require due satisfaction,and on whom I am to take vengeance on your behalf?”


“That I will explain with all my heart,”replied Dorothea,“if it will not be wearisome to you to hear of miseries and misfortunes.”

“It will not be wearisome,dear lady,”said Don Quixote.

“Well,if that be so,give me your attention.”

As soon as she said this,Cardenio and the barber drew close to her side,eager to hear what sort of story the quick-witted Dorothea would invent for herself.Sancho did the same,for he was as much taken in by her as was his master,as the knight’s attendant,whom the others regarded as fellow madman of his master,though he was merely too trusting of others,was not told of the priest’s secret plan.And Dorothea,having settled herself comfortably,and with the help of coughing and other preliminaries, taken time to think before beginning with great eagerness of manner in this fashion:

“First of all,I would have you know,sirs,that my name is—”and here she stopped for a moment, for she forgot the name the priest had given her.But, he came to her relief,seeing what her difficulty was, and said,“It is no wonder,dear lady,that your highness should be confused and embarrassed in telling
 the tale of your misfortune.For,such afflictions often have the effect of depriving the sufferers of memory,so that they do not even remember their own names,as is the case now with your ladyship,who has forgotten that she is called the Princess Micomicona,lawful heiress of the great kingdom of Micomicona.And with this cue your highness may now recall to your sorrowful recollection all you may wish to tell us.”

“That is the truth,”said the young lady,“but I think from this one I shall have no need of any p rompting,and I shall bring my true story safely into port,and here it is.The king my father was very learned in what they call magic arts.He thus became aware by his craft that my mother was to die before he would,while his death would follow,thereby leaving me an orphan.But all this,he declared,did not so much grieve or distress him as his certain knowledge that a frightening giant,the lord of a great island close to our kingdom,on becoming aware of my orphaned condition,would secure my kingdom for himself,leaving me with nothing.But,I could avoid all this ruin and misfortune if I were willing to marry him,though he never expected that I would consent
 to a marriage so unequal.I must protest for myself that the idea never entered my mind to marry that giant,or any other,let him be ever so great.My father said,too,that when he was dead,and I saw this giant about to invade my kingdom,I was not to wait and attempt to defend myself.Rather,I was to leave the kingdom entirely open to him if I wished to avoid the death and total destruction of my good and loyal subjects,for there would be no possibility of defending myself against the giant’s devilish powers.Instead,I was at once to set out for Spain,where I should obtain relief in my distress on finding a certain famed knight,who would be called,if I remember rightly,Don Azote or Don Gigote.”

“‘Don Quixote,’he must have said,Madame,”observed Sancho at this.”

“That it is,”said Dorothea;“he said,moreover, that he would be tall of stature and slender-featured. And now,I have made a lucky hit in commending myself to Don Quixote,for he is the one my father spoke of.His features exactly correspond with those assigned to this knight by that wide fame he has acquired not only in La Mancha but in all of Spain.I had scarcely landed here when I heard such accounts
 of his achievements,that at once my heart told me he was the very one I had come in search of.”

“But how did you land here,Madame,”asked Don Quixote,“when it is not a seaport?”

But before Dorothea could reply the priest anticipated her,saying,“The princess meant to say that after she had landed at the nearest port,the first place where she heard of Your Worship was upon coming near the forest.”

“That is what I meant to say,”said Dorothea.

“And that would be only natural,”said the priest.“Will your majesty please proceed?”

“There is no more to add,”said Dorothea,“save that in finding Don Quixote I have had such good fortune,that I already regard myself as queen again, since this good knight has granted me the assistance of accompanying me on my return to my kingdom.I will then conduct him to the giant who has taken over my rightful kingdom.There,he may slay the wicked giant,and restore to me what has been unjustly taken by him.And if this predicted knight,after having cut the giant’s throat,should be disposed to marry me,I would offer myself at once as his lawful wife, and yield him possession of my kingdom together
 with my person.”

“I must beg your pardon,my good princess,as I have already a kingdom to govern and a queen to marry,she that is called Dulcinea of Toboso!”And so saying,he then ran to the supposed Princess Micomicona,and bowed before her before begging her to give him her hand to kiss in token of his acknowledgment of her as queen.With difficulty did the others keep from laughing to see the madness of the master and the simplicity of the servant.Dorothea therefore gave her hand,and promised to make him a great lord in her kingdom.

“This,sirs,”continued Dorothea,“is my story.”

“And here,Iconfirm again the help I have promised you,and I swear to go with you to the end of the world until I find myself in the presence of your fierce enemy.And when his head has been cut off,you shall have peaceful possession of your realm.But,so long as my memory is occupied with her,My Lady Dulcinea,it is impossible for me for a moment to contemplate marriage with another.”

The last words of his master about not wanting to marry were so disagreeable to Sancho that,raising
 his voice,he exclaimed with great irritation:

“By my oath,Sir Don Quixote,you are not in your right senses;for how can Your Worship possibly object to marrying such an honorable princess as this?Do you think fortune will offer you behind every stone such a piece of luck as is offered you now?Is lady Dulcinea fairer?Not she,nor half as fair;and I will even go so far as to say she does not come up to the shoe of this one here.In the devil’s name,marry,marry,and take this kingdom that comes to hand without any trouble,and when you are king make me governor of a province,and for the rest let the devil take it all.”

Don Quixote,when he heard such curses uttered against his lady Dulcinea,could not endure it,and lifting his weapon,without saying anything to Sancho,gave him two such blows that brought the attendant quickly to the ground.

“Do you think,”said the knight to his attendant after a pause,“you foolish clown,that you are to be always interfering with me,and that you are to be always offending and I always pardoning?Don’t fancy it,since you have set your tongue against the matchless Dulcinea.Know you not,you pitiable beggar,
 that were it not for the might that she infuses into my arm,I should not have strength enough to kill a fly? Say what you will has won this kingdom and cut off this giant’s head and made you a governor(for all this I count as already accomplished and decided),but the might of Dulcinea,employing my arm as the instrument of her achievements.She fights in me and conquers in me,and I live and breathe in her,and owe my life and being to her.How ungrateful you are; you see yourself raised from the dust of the earth to become a lord,and the return you make for so great a benefit is to speak evil of her who has conferred it upon you!”

Sancho was not so stunned but that he heard all his master said,and rising with some degree of weakness he ran to place himself behind Dorothea,and from that position he said to his master:

“Tell me,sir,if Your Worship is resolved not to marry this great princess,it is plain the kingdom will not be yours;and not being so,how can you bestow favors upon me?That is what I complain of.Let Your Worship at any rate marry this queen,now that we have got her here as if showered down from heaven,and afterwards you may go back to Lady Dulcine-
 a;for there must have been kings in the world who kept mistresses.As to beauty,I have nothing to do with it;and if the truth is to be told,I like them both;though I have never seen the lady Dulcinea.”

“How!Never seen her,wicked traitor!”exclaimed Don Quixote.“Have you not just now brought me a message from her?”

“I mean,”said Sancho,“that I did not see her so much at my leisure that I could take particular notice of her beauty or charms,but taken in the lump,I like her.”

“Now I forgive you,”said Don Quixote after a pause to reflect upon his lady;“and do you forgive me the injury I have done you;for our first impulses are not in our control.”

“That I see,”replied Sancho,“and with me the wish to speak is always the first impulse,and I cannot help saying,once at any rate,what I have on the tip of my tongue.”

“For all that,Sancho,”said Don Quixote,“take caution in what you say.”

“I beg you,sir,not to be so vengeful in the future,”began Sancho.

“Friend Panza,let us forgive and forget as to our
 quarrels,and tell me now,dismissing anger and irritation,where,how,and when you found Dulcinea? What was she doing?Did you give her the letter I sent?”

“So I should have done,if I had not lost the letter during my journey,”said Sancho.In the end, Sancho explained that Dulcinea,being a lowly ignorant peasant,could not have read the gallant letter he sent,nor would she have time to pause from her many duties to read such a fanciful message.

While the group was employed with preparing a small meal,there happened to come by a youth passing on his way.This young man stopped to examine the party at the spring,and the next moment ran to Don Quixote and clasping him round the legs,began to weep freely,saying,“O,sir,do you not know me?Look at me well;I am that lad,Andres,that Your Worship released from the oak tree where I was tied by my master,who refused to pay my wages.”

Don Quixote recognised him,and taking his hand,he turned to those present and said:

“That Your Worships may see how important it is to have knights to redress the wrongs and injuries done by tyrannical and wicked men in this world,I
 may tell you that I freed this young boy from groundless punishment by his master.Is not all this true, Andres,my son?Did you not mark with what authority I commanded him,and with what modesty he promised to do all I asked of him?”

“All that Your Worship has said is quite true,”answered the lad;“but the end of the business turned out just the opposite of what Your Worship supposes.”

“How the opposite?”said Don Quixote;“did not the clown pay you then?”

“Not only did he pay me,”replied the lad,“but as soon as Your Worship had passed out of the wood and we were alone,he tied me up again to the same oak and gave me a fresh beating.With every stroke he gave me he followed up with some joke about having made a fool of Your Worship,and but for the pain I was suffering I should have laughed at the things he said.In short he left me in such a condition that I have been until now in a hospital getting cured of the injuries.Your Worship is indeed to blame for that terrible beating I received,for if you had gone your own way and not come where there was no call for you,my master would have been content with giving
 me one or two dozen lashes,and would have then loosened me,then paid me what he owed.But when Your Worship abused him so out of measure,and gave him so many hard words,his anger returned, and as he could not avenge himself on you,he turned on me.”

“The mischief,”said Don Quixote,“lay in my going away;for I should not have gone until I had seen you paid;because I ought to have known well by long experience that there is no clown who will keep his word if he finds it will not suit him to keep it. But,you remember,Andres,that I swore if he did not pay you I would go and seek him,and find him, though he might hide himself in the whale’s belly.”

“That is true,”said Andres;“but it was of no use.”

“You shall see now whether it is of use or not,”said Don Quixote;and so saying,he got up hastily to prepare for his departure in search of the boy’s master.Dorothea then reminded the knight of his promise not to engage in any other enterprise until he had concluded hers.

“That is true,”said Don Quixote,“and Andres must have patience until my return as you say,Mad-
 ame,but I once more swear and promise not to stop until I have seen this boy avenged and paid.”

“I have no faith in those oaths,”said Andres;“I would rather have now something to help me to get to Seville than all the revenge in the world.If you have here anything to eat that I can take with me,give it to me,and God be with Your Worship and all knights;and may their missions turn out as well for themselves as they have for me.”

Sancho took out from his sack a piece of bread and another of cheese,and giving them to the lad,he said,“Here,take this,brother Andres,for we have all of us a share in your misfortune.”

“Why,what share have you got?”

“This share of bread and cheese I am giving you,”answered Sancho;“and God knows whether I shall feel the want of it myself or not.I will have you know,friend,that we attendants have to bear a great deal of hunger and hard fortune,and even other things more easily felt than told.”

Andres seized his bread and cheese,and seeing that nobody gave him anything more,bent his head, and took hold of the road,as the saying is.However, before leaving,he said,“For the love of God,sir
 knight,if you ever meet me again,though you may see them cutting me to pieces,give me no aid.Rather,leave me to my misfortune,which will not be so great but that a greater will come to me by being helped by Your Worship,on whom,and all the knights that have ever been born,God send his curse.”

Don Quixote was getting up to scold him,but the boy took to his heels at such a pace that no one attempted to follow him.Mightily discouraged was Don Quixote at Andres’story,and the others had to take great care to restrain their laughter so as not to put the honorable knight entirely out of humour.

Their modest dinner being finished,they saddled at once,and without any adventure worth mentioning they reached an inn the next day,the object of Sancho Panza’s embarrassment.He feared the group was soon to discover the events of Chapter Four,in which Don Quixote and his attendant had been ungraciously removed from that very inn after the knight had mistakenly assumed one of the inn’s servants to be a lady of the court,presuming she would go to his bed during the night.But,though he would have rather not entered it,there was no other way than to enter.


The group of six travelers,Cardenio,Princess Micomicona,Sancho Panza,Don Quixote,the barber,and the priest,then entered the inn.Soon after arriving,Don Quixote was sent to sleep in a quiet room,while the landlord and his family discuss the knight’s madness with the others,explaining the past events.Most agreed his madness arose from reading far too many novels of knightly gallantry and adventure.

注释

irritation['iri'teiʃn]n.不理性

accordance[ə'kɔːdəns]n.根据

pro f ound[prə'faund]a.深深的

curb[kəːb]v.抑制

f ul fill[ful'fil]v.完成

wearisome['wiərisəm]a.厌烦的

preliminary[pri'liminəri]n.预备

con f used[kən'fjuːzd]a.困惑的

embarrassed[im'bærəsd]a.尴尬的

af f liction[ə'flikʃən]n.苦恼

dep rive[di'praiv]v.剥夺

heiress['ɛəris]n.继承人

cue[kjuː]n.线索

recall[ri'kɔːl]v.想起

prompting['prɔmptiŋ]n.快


cra ft[krɑːft]n.本事

orphan['ɔːfən]n.孤儿

secure[si'kjuə]v.拯救

protest[prə'test]v.抗议

invade[in'veid]v.侵略

loyal['lɔiəl]a.忠实的

devilish['devliʃ]a.凶暴的

stature['stætʃə]n.身材

slender['slendə]a.细长的

feature['fiːtʃə]n.脸

assign[ə'sain]v.分配

acquire[ə'kwaiə]v.取得

scarcely['skɛəsli]ad.刚刚

seaport['siːpɔːt]n.海口

anticipate[æn'tisipeit]v.抢先

accompany[ə'kʌmpəni]n.陪同

restore[ris'tɔː]v.归还

un justly['ʌn'dʒʌstli]ad.无理地

predict[pri'dikt]v.预言

disposed[di'spəuzd]a.有意于…的

token['təukən]n.表示

simplicity[sim'plisiti]n.无知

con firm[kən'fəːm]v.进一步确定

realm[relm]n.王国

contemplate['kɔntempleit]v.思量

devil['devl]n.魔鬼

curse[kəːs]n.咒骂

inter fere['intə'fiə]v.抵触

o f f end[ə'fend]v.侵犯

beggar['bæցə]n.家伙


in f use[in'fjuːz]v.注入

conquer['kɔŋkə]v.征服

con fer[kən'fəː]v.授予


CHAPTER 8

As the party sat talking of Don Quixote’s madness,Sancho Panza burst forth in wild excitement from Don Quixote’s room,shouting,“Run,sirs! Quick,and help my master,who is in the thick of the toughest and stiffest battle I ever laid eyes on.By the living God,I swear he has given the giant,the enemy of My Lady,the Princess Micomicona,such a slash that he has sliced his head clean off as if it were a turnip.”

“What are you talking about,brother?”said the priest.“Are you in your senses,Sancho?How the devil can it be as you say,when the giant is two thousand miles away?”

Here they heard a loud noise in thechamber,and Don Quixote shouted out,“Stand,villain;now I have got you!”And then it seemed as though he were slashing vigorously at the wall.

“Don’t stop to listen,”said Sancho,“but go in and part them or help my master,though there is no need of that now,for no doubt the giant is dead by this time.I saw the blood flowing on the ground,and the head cut off and fallen on one side,and it is as big
 as a large wineskin,a most massive animal skin which holds red wine.”

“May I die,”said the landlord at this,“if Don Quixote or Don Devil has not been slashing some of the skins of red wine that stand at his bed’s head,and the spilt wine.”And so saying,he went into the room and the rest after him.There,they found Don Quixote in the strangest costume in the world.He was in his shirt,with the bowl on his head,and in his right hand he held his sword,with which he was slashing about on all sides,uttering exclamations as if he were actually fighting some giant.His eyes were not open,for he was fast asleep,and dreaming that he was doing battle with the giant.For,his imagination was so intent upon the adventure he was going to accomplish that it made him dream he had already reached the kingdom of Micomicona,and was engaged in combat with his enemy.And believing he was slaying the giant,he had given so many sword cuts to the skins that the whole room was full of wine.On seeing this the landlord was soenraged that he fell on Don Quixote,and with his clenched fist began to beat him in such a way,that if Cardenio and the priest had not dragged him off,he would have
 brought the war of the giant to an end.But in spite of all,the poor gentleman never woke until the barber brought a great pot of cold water from the well and flung it with one dash all over his body,on which Don Quixote woke up,but not so completely as to understand what was the matter.

The landlord was beside himself with anger at the mischief of the knight,and swore it should not be like the last time when they went without paying.He then declared that their p rivileges of gallantry should not hold good this time to let one or other of them off without paying,even to the cost of the costly wineskins.

Who could have helped laughing at the absurdities this master and his foolish attendant?And laugh they did,all except the landlord,who cursed himself.But at length the barber,Cardenio,and the priest contrived with no small trouble to get Don Quixote into bed,and he fell asleep with every appearance of excessive weariness.They left him to sleep,and came out to the gate of the inn to console Sancho Panza on not having found the head of the giant;but much more work had they to appease the landlord,who was furious at the sudden death of his
 wineskins.

注释

excitement[ik'saitmənt]n.兴奋

sti f f[stif]a.激烈的

slash[slæʃ]n.砍

turnip['təːnip]芜菁(一种植物)

chamber['tʃeimbə]n.室

vigorously['viցərəsli]ad.强有力地

massive['mæsiv]a.巨大的

costume['kɔstjuːm]n.服装

exclamation['eksklə'meiʃən]n.呼喊

imagination[i'mædʒi'neiʃən]n.想象

intent[in'tent]a.集中的

accomplish[ə'kɔmpliʃ]v.完成

combat['kɔmbət]n.战斗

enrage[in'reidʒ]v.激怒

f ling(f lung,f lung)[fliŋ]v.泼

privilege['privilidʒ]n.特权

costly[kɔstli]a.昂贵的

curse[kəːs]v.咒骂

excessive[ik'sesiv]a.过分的

weariness['wiərinis]n.疲倦

console[kən'səul]v.安慰

appease[ə'piːz]v.平息,抚慰


CHAPTER 9

Late in the evening,after the wineskin uproar had been resolved,the inn’s landlord,who was standing at the gate of the inn,exclaimed,“Here comes a fine troop of guests.”

“What are they?”said Cardenio.

“Four men,”said the landlord,“riding with swords,and all with black veils.With them there is a woman in white,whose face is also veiled,and two attendants on foot.”

“Are they very near?”asked the priest.

“So near,”answered the landlord,“that here they come.”

Hearing this,Dorothea covered her face,and Cardenio retreated into Don Quixote’s room.They hardly had time to do so before the whole party approaching entered the inn.The woman did not speak a word,but on sitting down on the chair she gave a deep sigh and let her arms fall like one that is weak and ill.

“And who is this veiled lady?”asked the priest of one of the servants.

“That I cannot tell you,”said the servant,“for I
 have not seen her face all the way.I have indeed heard her sigh many times and utter such groans that she seems to be giving up the ghost every time.It is no wonder if we do not know more than we have told you,as my comrade and I have only been in their company two days,for having met us on the road they begged and persuaded us to accompany them, promising to pay us well.”

“And have you heard any of them called by name?”asked the priest.

“No,indeed,”replied the servant.“They all preserve a marvelous silence on the road,for not a sound is to be heard among them except the poor lady’s sighs and sobs,which make us pity her.We feel sure that wherever it is she is going,it is against her will,and as far as one can judge from her dress, she is a nun or,what is more likely,about to become one.Perhaps it is because taking such orders is not of her own free will,that she is so unhappy as she seems to be.”

“That may well be,”said the priest,and leaving them,he returned to where Dorothea was,who, hearing the veiled lady sigh,and moved by natural compassion,drew near to her and said,“What are
 you suffering from,Madame?If it be anything that women are accustomed to,I offer you my services with all my heart.”

To this,the unhappy lady made no reply. Though Dorothea repeated her offers moreearnestly, the mystery woman kept silence.The gentleman with the veil,who,the servant said,was obeyed by the rest,approached and said to Dorothea,“Do not give yourself the trouble,Madame,of making any offers to that woman,for it is her way to give no thanks for anything that is done for her.Do not try to make her answer unless you want to hear some lie from her lips.”

“I have never told a lie,”was the immediate reply of she who had been silent until now.“On the contrary,it is because I am so truthful and so ignorant of lying devices that I am now in this miserable condition.And this I call you yourself to witness,for it is my unstained truth that has made you false and a liar.”

Cardenio heard these words clearly and distinctly,being quite close to the speaker,for there was only the door of Don Quixote’s room between them, and the instant he did so,uttering a loud exclamation
 he cried,“Good God!What is this I hear?What voice is this that has reached my ears?”

Startled at the voice the lady turned her head; and not seeing the speaker she stood up and attempted to enter the room.Observing this,the veiled gentleman then grasped her arm firmly,preventing her from moving a step.The silk with which she had covered her face then fell off and disclosed a face of incomparable and marvelous beauty,though presently pale and terrified.Such fear excited the pity of Dorothea and all who looked upon her,though they knew not what caused it.The gentleman held her firmly by the shoulders,and being so fully occupied with holding her back,he was unable to put a hand to his veil, which was falling off,as it did at length entirely. Dorothea,who was holding the lady in her arms, raised her eyes to discover that the veiled gentleman was likewise her husband,Don Fernando.The instant she recognised him,with a p rolonged cry drawn from the depths of her heart,she fell backwards fainting,and but for the barber being close by to catch her in his arms,she would have fallen completely to the ground.The priest at once hastened to uncover her face and throw water on it,and as he did
 so Don Fernando,for he it was who held the other in his arms,recognised her and stood as if death-stricken by the sight.He did not,however,relax his grasp on Luscinda,for it was she that was struggling to release herself from his hold,having recognised Cardenio by his voice,as he had recognised hers.Cardenio also heard Dorothea’s cry as she fell fainting,and imagining that it came from his Luscinda burst forth in terror from the room,and the first thing he saw was Don Fernando with Luscinda in his arms.Don Fernando,too,knew Cardenio at once;and all three, Luscinda,Cardenio,and Dorothea,gazed in silent amazement scarcely knowing what had happened to them.

They looked at one another without speaking, Dorothea at Don Fernando,Don Fernando at Cardenio,Cardenio at Luscinda,and Luscinda at Cardenio. The first to break silence was Luscinda,who thus addressed Don Fernando:

“Leave me,Sir Don Fernando,for the sake of what you owe yourself;if no other reason will induce you,leave me to cling to the wall.See how heaven, by ways strange and hidden from our sight,has brought me face to face with my true husband.You
 know,by dear-bought experience,that death alone will be able to erase him from my memory.May this plain declaration,then,lead you,as you can do nothing else,to turn your love into rage,your affection into resentment,and so to take my life;for if I yield it up in the presence of my beloved husband I count it well-bestowed.It may be by my death he will be convinced that I kept my faith to him to the last moment of life.”

Meanwhile Dorothea had come to herself,and had heard Luscinda’s words,by means of which she divined who she was.But seeing that Don Fernando did not yet release her or reply to her,summoning up her resolution as well as she could she rose and knelt at his feet,and with a flood of bright and touching tears addressed him thus:

“If My Lord will look upon me,the unhappy and unfortunate Dorothea to know I am that lowly peasant girl who lived in contented innocence till your voice,with true and tender passion,opened the gates of her modesty and surrendered to you the keys of her liberty.My Lord received such a gift but thanklessly, as is clearly shown by my forced retreat to the place where you now find me,in such grievous circum-
 stances.You certainly cannot belong to the fair Luscinda’s because you are mine,nor can she be yours,as she is Cardenio’s.It will be easier,remember,to alter your will to love one who adores you, than to lead one to love you who now feels nothing but disgust and hate for you.And if you will not have me for what I am,your true and lawful wife,at least take and accept me as your slave,for so long as I am yours,I will count myself as happy and fortunate.Do not,by deserting me,let my shame become the talk of the gossips in the streets;make not the old age of my parents miserable,for the loyal service they,as faithful subjects,have rendered you are not deserving of such a return.To make an end,sir,these are my last words to you.Whether you accept or not,know that I am your rightful wife in the promise you once gave me.”

All this and more the injured Dorothea delivered with such earnest feeling and tears that all present, even those who came with Don Fernando were constrained to join her in them.Don Fernando listened to her without replying,until,ceasing to speak,she gave way to such sobs and sighs that it must have been a heart of brass that was not softened by the
 sight of so great sorrow.Luscinda stood regarding her with no less compassion for her sufferings than admiration for her intelligence and beauty,and would have gone to her to say some words of comfort to her,but was prevented by Don Fernando’s grasp which held her fast.He,overwhelmed with confusion and astonishment,after regarding Dorothea for some moments with a fixed gaze,opened his arms, and,releasing Luscinda,exclaiming:

“You have conquered me,fair Dorothea;for it is impossible to have the heart to deny the united force of so many truths.”

Luscinda in her feebleness was on the point of falling to the ground when Don Fernando released her,but Cardenio,casting fear aside and regardless of what might happen,ran forward to support her.

“If heaven in its compassion is willing to let my love rest at last,mistress of my heart,nowhere can you rest more safely than in these arms that now receive you,”he proclaimed upon clasping her in his arms.

At these words Luscinda looked up at Cardenio, satisfying herself by her eyes that it was he,and hardly knowing what she did,flung her arms around
 his neck,saying,“Yes,my dear lord,you are the true master of this,your slave.”

A strange sight was this for Don Fernando and those that stood around,filled with surprise at an incident so shocking.

Dorothea fancied that Don Fernando changed color and looked as though he meant to take vengeance on Cardenio,for she observed him put his hand to his sword.And the instant the idea struck her,with wonderful quickness,she clasped him round the knees,and kissing them,holding him so as to prevent his moving,she said,while her tears continued to flow,“Your true wife is at your feet.For God’s sake,I beg you,let not this scene rouse your anger, but rather,allow these two lovers to live in peace and quiet without any interference so long as heaven permits them to.In so doing,you will thus prove the generosity of your noble spirit,and the world shall see that with you,reason has more influence than passion.”

All the time Dorothea was speaking,Cardenio, though he held Luscinda in his arms,never took his eyes off Don Fernando,determined,if he saw him make any hostile movement,to try and defend him-
 self,though it might cost him his life.

Don Fernando then turned his eyes upon the beauty,Dorothea,in whom he saw that few,if any, could equal much less excel her in beauty,wit,and undying love for him.To be brief,Don Fernando’s manly heart,being after all nourished by noble blood,was touched,and yielded to the truth in stooping down to embrace Dorothea,saying,“Rise,dear lady,it is not right that what I hold in my heart should be kneeling at my feet.If until now I have shown no sign of what I own,it may have been by heaven’s decree in order that,seeing the constancy with which you love me,I may learn to value you as you deserve.I beg you,do not reproach me for my grievous wrongdoing;the same cause and force that drove me to make you mine,also forced me away.I have found in you what satisfies all my wishes;my dear Luscinda now lives in peace and contentment with her Cardenio,as I hope to live with my Dorothea.”With these words,he once more embraced Dorothea,pressing his face to hers with great tenderness, and was joined by everyone present in shedding many tears.

Even Sancho Panza was weeping;though after-
 wards he said he only wept because he saw that Dorothea was not as he fancied the queen Micomicona,of whom he expected such great favors.Their wonder as well as their weeping lasted some time,and then Cardenio and Luscinda went to Don Fernando.Falling on their knees to show him their thanks for the favour he had rendered them in language so grateful that he knew not how to answer them,and raising them up, embraced them with every mark of affection and courtesy.

Don Fernando then recounted what had recently befallen him in the city after he had found in Luscinda’s bosom the paper in which she declared that she was Cardenio’s wife,and never could be his own. He said he meant to kill her,and would have done so had her parents not prevented him,and so he quitted the house full of rage and shame,resolving to avenge himself when a more convenient opportunity should offer itself.

The next day he learned that Luscinda had disappeared from her father’s house,and no one could tell where she had gone.Finally,after some months,he ascertained that she was in a convent,meaning to remain there the rest of her life,if she were not to
 share it with Cardenio.As soon as Don Fernando had learned this,taking these three gentlemen as his companions,he arrived at the place where she was. Not saying a word to her,he and his servant entered the convent in quest of Luscinda,and carried her off without giving her time to resist.He added that when Luscinda found herself in his power,she lost all consciousness,and after returning to herself did nothing but weep and sigh without speaking.And thus,in silence and tears she reached that inn.

To all this,Sancho listened with no little sorrow at heart to see how his hopes of dignity were fading away,vanishing in smoke.Tragically upset was he now to discover the fair Princess Micomicona to be Dorothea,and the giant,only Don Fernando,while his master was sleeping tranquilly,unconscious of all that had come to pass.Dorothea was unable to persuade herself that her present happiness was not all a dream;Cardenio was in a similar state of mind,and Luscinda’s thoughts ran in the same direction.Don Fernando gave thanks to heaven for the favor shown to him and for having been rescued from the near destruction of his good name and of his soul.In short, everybody in the inn was full of contentment and sat-
 isfaction at the happy issue of such a complicated and hopeless business.But the one showing highest spirits was the landlady,after Cardenio and the priest had repaid her for Don Quixote’s destruction.

Sancho,as has been already said,was the only one distressed and unhappy;and so,with a long face he went in to his master,who had just awoken,to explain the recent events.His master,though,argued that Sancho had merely been deceived by the enchanted castle’s magic.The party then continued with the plans to return Quixote home.Thus,Dorothea again confirmed she was none other than the fair Princess Micomicona,still in great need of the grand knight’s assistance,a confirmation that certainly p rompted him to scold his foolish attendant for the supposed false news he had recently delivered.

注释

uproar['ʌprɔː]n.骚乱

veil[veil]n.面纱

retreat[ri'triːt]v.退避

groan[ցrəun]n.呻吟

ghost[ցəust]n.灵魂

accompany[ə'kʌmpəni]v.陪同


compassion[kəm'pæʃən]n.同情

accustomed[ə'kʌstəmd]a.习惯的

earnestly['əːnistli]ad.诚挚地

device[di'vais]n.诡计

unstained['ʌn'steind]a.纯洁的

liar['laiə]n.说谎的人

distinctly[dis'tiŋktli]ad.清晰地

exclamation['eksklə'meiʃən]n.呼喊

startle['stɑːtl]v.大吃一惊

disclose[dis'kləuz]v.露出

incomparable[in'kɔmpərəbl]a.无比的

presently['prezəntli]ad.表现得

likewise['laik'waiz]ad.同样地

prolonged[prə'lɔŋd]a.拖长的

uncover[ʌn'kʌvə]v.揭开

induce[in'djuːs]v.劝使

cling[kliŋ]v.依附

heaven['hevən]n.老天

erase[i'reiz]v.抹掉

rage[reidʒ]n.怒

resentment[ri'zentmənt]n.怨恨

beloved[bi'lʌvd]a.心爱的

divine[di'vain]v.猜到

summon['sʌmən]v.鼓起

kneel(knelt,knelt)[niːl]v.跪下

surrender[sə'rendə]v.交出

retreat[ri'triːt]v.退却

grievous['ցriːvəs]a.悲痛的

alter['ɔːltə]v.改变

adore[ə'dɔː]v.崇拜


desert[di'zəːt]v.抛弃

render['rendə]v.提供

constrain[kən'strein]v.促使

cease[siːs]v.停止

brass[brɑːs]n.铜

intelligence[in'telidʒəns]n.聪明

overwhelm['əuvə'welm]v.淹没,制服

gaze[ցeiz]n.凝视

release[ri'liːs]v.放开

exclaim[iks'kleim]v.大声说

feebleness['fiːblnes]n.虚弱

proclaim[prə'kleim]v.宣布

clasp[klɑːsp]v.抱住

rouse[rauz]v.唤醒

inter ference['intə'fiərəns]n.干涉

generosity['dʒenə'rɔsiti]n.宽宏大量hostile['hɔstail]a.故意的

manly['mænli]a.男子汉的

nourish['nʌriʃ]v.滋养

yield[jiːld]v.屈服

stoop[stuːp]v.俯身

embrace[im'breis]v.拥抱

decree[di'kriː]n.天命

rep roach[ri'prəutʃ]v.责备

shedding['ʃediŋ]n.流出

bosom['buzəm]n.怀

resolve[ri'zɔlv]v.决定

ascertain['æsə'tein]v.弄清

consciousness['kɔnʃəsnis]n.知觉

dignity['diցniti]v.高位


vanish['væniʃ]v.消失

tragically['trædʒikəli]ad.悲惨地

unconscious[ʌn'kɔnʃəs]a.不知道的

issue['isjuː]n.结果

landlady['lændleidi]n.店主妇

distress[dis'tres]v.苦恼

con firm[kən'fəːm]v.确认

con firmation['kɔnfə'meiʃən]n.证实

prompt[prɔmpt]v.引起


CHAPTER 10

Don Quixote then exited the inn,declaring his plans to stand guard over the“castle”during the night.One of the inn’s servants,in an effort to keep the mad knight from causing trouble,fastened his wrists to a post,while Quixote stood guard atop his horse.His wrists,however,were tied rather high upon the post,forcing him to stand up in his saddle. Soon after,Rocinante moved forward,leaving Quixote to hang by his wrists in terrible pain.After letting out a horrifying scream,the landlord went out to discover the problem.

As the landlord approached the knight,helplessly suspended from the post,a number of law officials arrived in search of the pitiable old Quixote,charged with freeing a group of convicts while on their way to prison.

The good priest endeavored to persuade the officers that Quixote was out of his senses,as they might perceive by his deeds and words.He then explained that they need not press the matter any further,for even if they took him to prison,they would soon after be forced to release him as a madman.To
 this,the captain replied that he had nothing to do with inquiring into Don Quixote’s madness,but only to execute his superior’s orders,and that once taken, they might let him go three hundred times if they liked.

“For all that,”said the priest,“you must not take him away this time,nor will he,it is my opinion,let himself be taken away.”

In short,the priest used such arguments,and Don Quixote did such mad things,arguing that a knight of the queen must never be taken away from his duty,that the officers would have been more mad than he was if they had not perceived his want of wits.And so,the priest persuaded the officers of justice that the supposed knight would be returned home,no more to cause trouble for others.

Finding himself now clear of all quarrels,the knight considered that it would be advisable to continue the journey he had begun.With this high resolve,he went to kneel before Dorothea,saying,“It seems to me,dear lady,that for us to remain any longer in this castle now is useless,and may be injurious to us in a way that we shall find out some day. For,perhaps your enemy,the giant,may have learn-
 ed,by means of secret and diligent spies,that I am going to destroy him.He might seize the opportunity to enclose himself in some impregnable castle,against which all my efforts may avail but little. Therefore,lady,let us immediately set out to encounter your adversary.”

Don Quixote held his peace and said no more, calmly awaiting the reply of the beautiful princess, who replied,“I give you thanks,sir knight,for the eagerness you show.Let us depart without delay,for I have no will but yours;let your wisdom guide us hence.”

Sancho,who was standing by all the time,said, shaking his head,“Ah!Master,Master,there is more mischief in the village than one hears of to soil the good name of my good master.”

“What mischief can there be in any village,or in all the cities of the world,you fool,that can hurt my reputation?”said Don Quixote.“If Your Worship is angry,”replied Sancho,“I will hold my tongue and leave unsaid what as a good attendant I am bound to say,and what a good servant should tell his master.”

“Say what you will,”returned Don Quixote,“provided your words are not meant to work upon my
 fears.”

“It is nothing of the sort,”said Sancho,“but that I take it to be sure and certain that this lady, who calls herself queen of the great kingdom of Micomicona,is no more so than my mother.For,if she was what she says,she would not go rubbing noses with one that is here every instant.”

Dorothea turned red at Sancho’s words,for the truth was that her husband,Don Fernando,had now and then,when the others were not looking,gathered from her lips some of the reward his love had earned. Sancho,seeing this,had considered that such freedom was more like a lady of the court than a queen of a great kingdom.

Good God,what was the indignation of Don Quixote when he heard the bold words of his attendant!So great was it,that in a voice inarticulate with rage,with a stammering tongue,and eyes that flashed living fire,he exclaimed,“Foolish clown, have you dared to speak such words in my presence and in that of these distinguished ladies?Leave this room immediately!”

Hearing such furious words,Sancho was so terrified that he would have been glad if the earth had
 opened that instant and swallowed him,and his only thought was to turn round and make his escape from the angry presence of his master.

But the ready-witted Dorothea,who by this time so well understood Don Quixote’s humour,said,to calm his wrath,“Be not upset at the absurdities your good attendant has uttered,Sir Knight Quixote,for perhaps he did not utter them without cause.We may therefore believe,without any hesitation,that since, as you say,sir knight,everything in this castle goes and is brought about by means of enchantment,Sancho,I say,may possibly have seen,in such a magical and wicked way,something to threaten my modest reputation.”

“Your Highness has hit upon the point,”exclaimed the knight,“that perhaps some vile illusion must have come before this foolish attendant to make him see what would have been impossible to see by any other means than magic.For,I know the good boy is good and harmless,incapable of bearing false witness against anybody.”

The company decided it was time to depart,after devising a plan to return Don Quixote home.The barber and the priest constructed a kind of cage with
 wooden bars,large enough to hold Don Quixote comfortably.Conducting the knight to the cage,the barber then dressed as the magician,Friston,Quixote’s supposed wicked enemy,telling the knight he was to return home in the enchanted cage to receive great honors.

Don Quixote,during the journey home,remarked that he had never read of enchanted knights being moved in such a way.Sancho Panza then began to argue the cage was certainly not enchanted,to which the barber threatened to put Sancho inside the cage unless he was quiet.The attendant immediately consented.

The knight’s niece and housekeeper were overjoyed at his return,though both feared he might soon grow tired of the dull country life,only to set out again in pursuit of glory and honor.
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threaten['θretn]v.威胁
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PART 2

CHAPTER 11

In the second part of this history,and third adventure of Don Quixote,the priest and the barber remained nearly a month without seeing the knight, fearing their presence might recall or bring back to his recollection what had taken place.They did not, however,omit to visit his niece and housekeeper,and charge them to be careful to treat him with attention. After a short time,the good niece and housekeeper were delighted to perceive their master was now and then beginning to show signs of being in his right mind.

This gave great satisfaction to the priest and the barber,for they concluded they had taken the right course in carrying him off in the enchanted cage.So, they resolved to pay him a visit and test the improvement in his condition,although they thought it almost impossible there could be great improvement. Still,they agreed not to touch upon any point connected with knightly gallantry so as not to run the risk of reopening wounds which were still so tender.

They came to see him consequently,and found
 him sitting up in bed,looking withered and dried up. He very cordially received them;they asked about his health,and he talked to them about himself very naturally and in very well-chosen language.In the course of their conversation,they fell to discussing various systems of government,and in all he said, Don Quixote spoke with such good sense that the two of examiners were fully convinced he was quite recovered and in his full senses.

The niece and housekeeper were present at the conversation and could not find words enough to express their thanks to God at seeing their master so clear in his mind.The priest,however,changing his original plan,which was to avoid touching upon matters of knightly honour,resolved to test Don Quixote’s recovery thoroughly,and see whether it was genuine or not.He then began speaking of the king’s men,who were,at that time,doing battle with the Turks.Don Quixote then went into the courageous duties performed by the king’s men before recalling the gallant stories he had read and adventures he had experienced.It was then apparent,much to the dismay of the present company that Don Quixote intended on setting out yet again on a knightly jour-
 ney.

Soon after this disappointing conversation,Sancho Panza arrived,eager with news for Don Quixote, though the housekeeper refused to allow him in,ordering him to leave at once.

“I must see my master!He has carried me all over the world,and persuaded me away from home by a trick,promising me an island,which I am still waiting for.I must speak to him!”

“Forget those wicked islands,wicked Sancho!”said the niece.

“My master promised me an island to govern and rule!”

The priest and the barber listened with great amusement to the words of the three,but Don Quixote,uneasy Sancho might blurt out a heap of mischievous stupidities of their adventures together, called for him to come in.Sancho entered,and the priest and the barber took their leave of Don Quixote, of whose recovery they despaired when they saw how wedded he was to his crazy ideas,and how saturated with the nonsense of his unlucky gallantry he most truly was.

“You will see,”said the priest to the barber up-
 on their leaving the room,“that when we are least thinking of it,our gentleman will be off once more for another flight.”

“I have no doubt of it,”returned the barber.“But,I do not wonder so much at the madness of the knight as at the simplicity of the attendant,who has such a firm belief in all that about the island that I suppose he could never give up the idea.”

“God help them,”said the priest,“and let us be on the lookout to see what comes of all these absurdities of the knight and his attendant.For,it seems as if they had both been cast of the same mould,and the madness of the master without the simplicity of the man would not be worth anything.”

“That is true,”said the barber,“and I should like very much to know what the two are talking about at this moment.”

“I promise you,”said the priest,“the niece or the housekeeper will tell us soon after,for they are not the ones to forget to listen.”

Meanwhile,Don Quixote shut himself up in his room with Sancho,and when they were alone,he said to him,“It grieves me greatly,Sancho,that you should have said I forced you to go on the journey
 with me.We went forth together,we took the road together,we wandered abroad together;we have had the same fortune and the same luck.”

“It should certainly be so,”responded the attendant.“Now,I must tell you of the news I’ve recently heard,”he continued eagerly,not wishing to becoming involved in an argument with the hasty knight,“A scholarly traveler called Samson Carrasco came to my village.When I went to welcome him,he told me that Your Worship’s history is already abroad in books,with the title of The Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha.The traveler said the book mentions me by my own name of Sancho Panza, and the lady Dulcinea of Toboso too,and the diverse things that happened to us when we were alone.I was quite in wonder at how the historian who wrote them down could have known them.”

“I promise you,Sancho,”said Don Quixote,“the author of our history was certainly some wicked magician,for to such an author,nothing that they choose to write about is hidden.”

“Very likely,”replied Sancho,“but if Your Worship wishes me to fetch thebachelor,I will go for him in a moment.”


“You would do me a great pleasure,my friend,”said Don Quixote,“for what you have told me has amazed me,and I shall not eat another bite until I have heard all about it.”

“Then I am off to fetch him,”said Sancho;and leaving his master,he went in quest of the scholarly bachelor,with whom he returned a short time later.

Samson Carrasco,who had rather anticipated the meeting with the famed knight for quite some time, was delighted with the knight’s conversation,as was the knight.After discussing the differences between several of the novel’s adventures and the actual events,the learned young man mentioned a swordfighting competition soon to take place,advising the grand knight to join,for the sake of his lady’s honor.
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CHAPTER 12

Sancho came home in such cheerful spirits that his wife,noticing his happiness,asked,“What have you got,Sancho friend,which makes you so glad?”

To which he replied,“Wife,if it were God’s will,I should be very glad not to be so well pleased as I show myself.”

“I don’t understand you,husband,”said she,“and I don’t know what you mean by saying you would be glad,if it were God’s will not to be well pleased;for,fool as I am,I don’t know how one can find pleasure in not having it.”

“Listen,dear wife,”replied Sancho,“I am glad because I have made up my mind to go back to the service of my master,Don Quixote,who means to go out a third time to seek adventures.I am going with him again,though it makes me sad to have to leave you and the children.Perhaps I will find another sack filled with gold coins as I did once.”

“Look here,Sancho,”said his wife;“ever since you joined with a knight,you have begun to speak in such a roundabout way that there is no understanding you.”


“It is enough that God understands me,wife,”replied Sancho,“for,he understands all things. Now,prepare my things,as we will soon leave to go round the world,battle with giants and monsters, and even reckon with enchanted magicians.”

“I know well enough,husband,”said the wife,“that attendants have a difficult time under their master,and so I will be always praying to our Lord to deliver you speedily from all that hard fortune.”

“I can tell you,wife,”said Sancho,“if I did not expect to see myself governor of an island before long,I would drop down dead on the spot.”

“No,husband,let the devil take all the governments in the world;you were born to your mother without a government,you have lived until now without a government,and when it is God’s will,you will go,or be carried to your grave without a government.So many there are in the world who live without a government,and continue to live all the same. But mind,Sancho,if by good luck you should find yourself with some government,don’t forget your children and I.”

“By my faith,”replied Sancho,“if God brings me to get any sort of a government,I intend,wife,
 to make such a high match for my children that there will be no approaching my beloved daughter without calling her‘My Lady.’”

“No,Sancho,”returned Teresa;“marry her to her equal,that is the safest plan.”

“Oh,you fool,”said Sancho.“Let her be called‘My Lady’and never mind what happens.”

“Keep to your own station,Sancho,”replied Teresa.“Don’t try to raise yourself higher.A fine thing it would be,indeed,to marry our Maria to some great count or grand gentleman,who,when the humor took him,would abuse her and call her clownbred.I have not been bringing up my daughter for that all this time,I can tell you,husband.You bring home money,Sancho,and leave marrying her to my care.I am afraid this high rank will ruin my good simple daughter.You do as you like,but I can tell you it will not be with my will and consent.I was always a lover of equality,and can’t bear to see people give themselves airs without any right.”

“Why,you idiot wife,”said Sancho.“What do you mean by trying to keep me from marrying my daughter to one who will give me grandchildren that will be called‘Your Lordship’?I have always heard
 my elders say that he who does not know how to take advantage of luck when it comes to him,has no right to complain if it passes by him.And now that it is knocking at our door,it will not do to shut it out. Don’t you see that it will be well for me to drop into some profitable government that will lift us out of poverty,and marry our daughter to whom I like? And you yourself will find yourself called‘Dona Teresa Panza,’and sitting in church on a fine carpet and cushions.Let us say no more about it,for our children will be married to nobles.”

Sancho,seeing his wife rather upset over the matter,then consoled her by saying that though he must make his daughter a noble,he would put it off as long as possible.Here their conversation came to an end,and Sancho went back to Don Quixote to make arrangements for their departure.

While Sancho Panza and his wife held the above conversation,Don Quixote’s niece and housekeeper were not idle.By a thousand signs they began to perceive that their uncle and master meant to give them the slip the third time,and once more surrender himself to his foolish adventures in the name of gallantry.They strove,by all the means in their power,to
 divert him from such an unlucky scheme,but such attempts at persuasion were fruitless,as the great knight claimed that fate had marked him for knighthood above all else.

Upon concluding their conversation,there came a knock at the door,and when they asked who was there,Sancho Panza made answer that it was he.The instant the housekeeper knew who it was,she ran to hide herself so as not to see him,as in such disgust did she hold him.The niece let him in,and his master,Don Quixote,came forward to receive him with open arms,and the pair shut themselves up in his room,where they had another conversation.

The instant the housekeeper saw Sancho Panza shut himself in with her master,she guessed what they were about;and suspecting that the result of the consultation would be a resolve to undertake a third adventure,she instantly ran to find the bachelor Samson Carrasco.She thought that,being a well-spoken man,and a new friend of her master’s,he might be able to persuade the old knight to give up any such crazy notion.She found him pacing in front of his house,and she fell at his feet the moment she saw him.


Carrasco,seeing how distressed and overcome she was,said to her,“What is this,mistress housekeeper?What has happened to you?One would think you to be in great grief.”

“Nothing,Sir Samson,”said she,“only that my master is planning to flee.”

“Whereabouts is he fleeing to,Madam?”asked Samson.

“He is only fleeing out the door of his madness,”she replied.“I mean,dear sir,that he is going to break out again(and this will be the third time)to hunt all over the world for what he calls adventures, though I can’t make out why he gives them that name.The first time he was brought back to us,he was slung across the back of a donkey.The second time he came in an oxcart,shut up in a cage,in which he persuaded himself he was enchanted.”

“Well then,”returned the bachelor,“don’t be uneasy,but go home in peace;get me ready something hot for breakfast,and I will come presently and you will see miracles.Now,go and don’t let yourself argue with me.”

And with this,the housekeeper retired,content to think the wise bachelor would persuade her master
 to remain in the safety and comfort of home.

Upon Samson’s arrival a short time later,he boldly came forward,embracing the knight warmly, saying,“O flower of knighthood!O shining light of arms!O honor and mirror of the Spanish nation! May God Almighty in his infinite power grant that any person or persons,who would impede or hinder your third adventure forth never accomplish what they most desire!On,then,my lord Don Quixote, beautiful and brave,let Your Worship and highness set out today rather than tomorrow.And if anything be needed for the execution of your purpose,here am I,ready in person and purse to supply the want.”In truth,however,the young bachelor said to himself that two such madmen as master and attendant the world had never seen,counting Sancho,in particular,as one of the greatest fools of modern times.

After agreeing to again set out,Don Quixote and Sancho embraced one another.By the advice and with the approval of the great Carrasco,who was now their advisor,it was arranged that their departure should take place three days hence,by which time they could have all that was needed for the journey, and would first venture towards the village of Toboso
 in search of the grand Princess Dulcinea.

The curses which both housekeeper and niece poured out on the bachelor were past counting.They tore their hair,they clawed their faces,and they raised a lamentation over the departure of their master and uncle,as if it had been his death.Samson’s intention in persuading him to again set out was to do what the history relates further on.

Said Don Quixote after traveling several hours,“Sancho,my friend,night is drawing on upon us as we go,and more darkly than will allow us to reach Toboso by daylight;for there I am resolved to go before I engage in another adventure,and there I shall obtain the blessing and generous permission of the peerless Dulcinea,with which permission Iexpect and feel assured that I shall conclude and bring to a happy termination every perilous adventure;for nothing in life makes knights more courageous than finding themselves favored by their ladies.”

“So I believe,”replied Sancho,“but I think it will be difficult for Your Worship to speak with her or see her,at any rate where you will be able to receive her blessing;unless,indeed,she throws it over the wall of the yard where I saw her the time before,”
 he hastily explained after realizing his master was relying on him to deliver them to Dulcinea.Though, the reader must remember,the knight’s attendant had never,in fact,arrived at the village of Toboso to deliver a letter from Don Quixote.

“At all events,let us go there,Sancho,”said Don Quixote;“for,so that I see her,it is the same to me whether it be over a wall,or at a window.Any beam of the sun on her beauty that reaches my eyes will give light to my reason and strength to my heart, so that I shall be unequalled in wisdom and bravery.”

“Well,to tell the truth,sir,”said Sancho,“when I saw that sun of the Lady Dulcinea of Toboso,it was not bright enough to throw out beams at all;it must have been,that as her grace was sifting that wheat I told you of,the thick dust she raised came before her face like a cloud and dimmed it.”

“What!Do you still persist,Sancho,”said Don Quixote,“in saying,thinking,believing,and maintaining that my lady Dulcinea was sifting wheat,that being an occupation and task entirely at variance with what is and should be the employment of persons of distinction?What you say cannot be true,”he boldly proclaimed before quickening his pace,so as to reach
 the village before nightfall.

At the sight of the much discussed city of Toboso,Don Quixote’s spirits rose and Sancho’s fell,for he did not know Dulcinea’s house,nor in all his life had he ever seen her.Sancho was certainly at a loss to know what he was to do when his master sent him to Toboso.In the end,Don Quixote made up his mind to enter the city at nightfall,and they waited among some oak trees near the entrance to Toboso until the time came;and when the moment they had agreed upon arrived,they ventured into the city.

It was the very midnight hour—more or less—when Don Quixote and Sancho entered Toboso.The town was in deep silence,for all the inhabitants were asleep.The knight then said to his attendant,“Sancho,my son,lead on to the palace of Dulcinea;it may be that we shall find her awake.”

“What palace am I to lead to,”said Sancho,“when what I saw her highness in was only a very little house?”

“Most likely she had then withdrawn into some small apartment of her palace,”said Don Quixote,“to amuse herself with her ladies of the court.”

“Sir,”said Sancho,“if Your Worship will have
 it in spite of me that the house of My Lady Dulcinea is a palace,is this an hour,think you,to find the door open;and will it be right for us to go knocking till they hear us and open the door;making a disturbance and confusion all through the household?Are we going,do you fancy,to the house of our ladies like gallant gentlemen who come and knock and go in at any hour,however late it may be?”

“Let us first of all find out the palace for certain,”replied Don Quixote,“and then I will tell you, Sancho,what we had best do;but look,Sancho,for either I see badly,or that dark mass that one sees from here should be Dulcinea’s palace.”

“Then let Your Worship lead the way,”said Sancho,“perhaps it may be so.”

Don Quixote took the lead,and having gone a matter of two hundred paces,he came upon the mass that produced the shade,and found it was a great tower,and then he perceived that the building in question was no palace,but the chief church of the town,and said he,“It’s the church we have lit upon, Sancho.”

“So I see,”said Sancho,“and God grant we may not light upon our graves;it is no good sign to find
 oneself wandering in a graveyard at this time of night.”

While the two were engaged in this conversation, they perceived someone approaching.

As the laborer came to them,Don Quixote asked him,“Can you tell me,worthy friend,and God speed you,whereabouts here is the palace of the peerless Princess Dulcinea of Toboso?”

“Sir,”replied the lad,“I am a stranger,and I have been only a few days in the town,doing farm work for a rich farmer,but it is my belief there is not a princess living in the whole of this village;many ladies there are,of quality,and in her own house each of them may be a princess,though bearing no formal title.”

Sancho was in a fever to get his master out of the town,lest he should discover the falsehood of the reply he had brought to him in the Sierra Morena forest on behalf of Dulcinea;so he hastened their departure, which they took at once,and two miles out of the village they found a forest wherein Don Quixote took rest,while Sancho returned to the city to speak to the supposed fair Princess Dulcinea.

During his return to the village,Sancho came
 upon an idea as he spied three peasant girls riding by on a mule’s back.To be brief,the instant Sancho saw the peasant girls,he returned full speed to seek his master,and found him sighing and uttering a thousand passionate cries.When Don Quixote saw him,he exclaimed,“What news,Sancho,my friend?”

“Dear master I have most excellent news,”replied Sancho.“Your Worship has only to ride into the open field to see the lady Dulcinea of Toboso,who, with two others,her ladies of the court,is coming to see Your Worship.”

“Holy God!What are you saying,Sancho,my friend?”exclaimed Don Quixote.

“Take care you are not deceiving me,or seeking by false joy to cheer my real sadness.”

“What could I get by deceiving Your Worship,”returned Sancho,“especially when it will so soon be shown whether I tell the truth or not?Come,sir, push on,and you will see the princess our mistress coming.She and her two attendants are certainly the finest ladies one could wish for,particularly my lady,Princess Dulcinea,who staggers one’s senses.”

“Let us go see,Sancho,my son,”said Don
 Quixote eagerly,“and for this news,as unexpected as it is good,I bestow upon you,my faithful attendant,the best spoil I shall win in the first adventure I may have.”

By this time they had cleared the wood,and saw the three village girls close at hand.Don Quixote looked all along the road to Toboso,and as he could see nobody except the three peasant girls,he was completely puzzled.

“How outside the city?”returned Sancho.“Are Your Worship’s eyes in the back of your head that you can’t see that they are these who are coming here,shining like the very sun at noonday?”

“Isee nothing,Sancho,”said Don Quixote,“but three country girls on a mule.”

“Now,may God deliver me from the devil!”said Sancho.“Hush,sir,”said Sancho,“you must go pay your respects to the lady of your thoughts,who is close upon us now,”and with these words he advanced to receive the three village girls.

“Princess and ladies of beauty,may it please your greatness to receive into your favor your captive knight who stands there turned into marble stone, quite astonished at finding himself in your magnifi-
 cent presence.I am Sancho Panza,his attendant,and he the grand knight,Don Quixote of La Mancha.”

Don Quixote had by this time placed himself on his knees beside Sancho,and,with eyes starting out of his head and a puzzled gaze,was regarding her whom Sancho called princess;and as he could see nothing in her except a village peasant,and not a very well-favored one,he was perplexed and bewildered, and did not venture to open his lips.The country girls,at the same time,were astonished to see these two men,so different in appearance,on their knees, preventing their companion from going on.

She,however,who had been stopped as the fair princess,breaking silence,said angrily,“Get out of the way,bad luck to you,and let us pass,for we are in a hurry.”

To which Sancho returned,“Oh,princess and universal lady of Toboso,is not your generous heart softened by seeing this most excellent knight on his knees before you?”

On hearing this,one of the others exclaimed,“Oh!I see how the little nobles come to make game of the village girls now,as if we here could not tease as well as them.Go your own way,and let us go
 ours,and it will be better for you.”

“Get up,Sancho,”said Don Quixote at this;“I see that my evil fortune has taken possession of all the roads by which any comfort may reach this most pitiful soul that I carry.That wicked magician,Friston,that persecutes me,has brought clouds over my eyes,and to them,and them only,transformed my lady’s matchless beauty into the features of a poor peasant girl.”

Sancho then stood aside and let the girls go,very well pleased to have got so well out of the trouble he was in.

“Oh,Sancho,my boy,you now see how I am hated by the wicked enchanter!And see to what length the malice and spite he bears on me,seeking to dep rive me of the happiness it would give me to see my lady in her own proper form.The fact is I was born to be an example of misfortune,and the target and mark at which the arrows of adversity are aimed and directed.”

“Oh,evil miserable enchanter!”cried Sancho.

“And that I could not see all this,Sancho!”said Don Quixote;“once more I say,and will say a thousand times,I am the most unfortunate of men.”


Sancho had enough to do to hide his laughter at hearing the simplicity of the master he had so nicely befooled.At length,after a good deal more conversation had passed between them,they remounted their beasts,and followed the road to Saragossa,which they expected to reach in time to take part in a certain grand festival held every year,but before they arrived,things happened to them,so many,so important,and so strange,that they deserve to be recorded and read,as will be seen farther on.
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CHAPTER 13

Don Quixote,after observing his fair lady in such a state,believed himself to be one of the most unfortunate men.After leaving his lady and her two ladies,the travelers continued on the road,but soon pass a group of actors in disguise,riding in a wagon called,the“Cart of Death.”

The grand knight then stopped the cart to ask about the sinister-looking face of“Death”painted on the cart.He then proclaimed the actors to be nothing but evil enchanters before Sancho persuaded him they must go on their way,thus avoiding a potentially dangerous battle.

The night succeeding the day of the encounter with Death,Don Quixote and his attendant passed under some tall shady trees,and Don Quixote at Sancho’s persuasion ate a little from the store carried by the mule.

Sancho at last fell asleep at the foot of a cork tree,while Don Quixote dozed at that of a sturdy oak.But,a short time only had elapsed when a noise he heard behind him awoke him,and rising up startled,he listened and looked in the direction the noise
 came from,and perceived two men on horseback.

“Dismount,my friend,”said one horseman to the other,“for,so far as I can see,this place will furnish grass for them,and the solitude and silence my love-sick thoughts need of.”As he said this he stretched himself upon the ground,and as he flung himself down,the armor in which he was dressed rattled,whereby Don Quixote perceived that he must be a knight.Going over to Sancho,who was asleep,he shook him by the arm and with no small difficulty brought him back to his senses,and said in a low voice to him,“Brother Sancho,we have got an adventure.”

“God send us a good one,”said Sancho;“and where may her ladyship the adventure be?”

“Where,Sancho?”replied Don Quixote;“turn your eyes and look,and you will see stretched there a knight,who,it strikes me,is not over and above happy.I saw him fling himself off his horse and throw himself on the ground with a certain air of sadness,and his armor rattled as he fell.”

“Well,”said Sancho,“how does Your Worship make out that to be an adventure?”

“I do not mean to say,”returned Don Quixote,
 “that it is a complete adventure,but that it is the beginning of one,for it is in this way adventures begin.”

Sancho was about to reply to his master,but the voice of the Knight of the Grove,as Don Quixote called him,stopped him,and the pair listened attentively to his sorrowful love song.

Shortly after,the Knight of the Grove,hearing voices near him,instead of continuing his lamentation,stood up and exclaimed in a distinct but courteous tone,“Who goes there?What are you?Do you belong to the number of the happy or of the miserable?”

“Of the miserable,”answered Don Quixote.

“Then come to me,”said he of the Grove,“and rest assured that it is to misery itself and affliction itself you come.”

Don Quixote,finding himself answered in such a soft and courteous manner,went over to him,and so did Sancho.

The doleful knight took Don Quixote by the arm,saying,“Sit down here,sir knight.For,that you are one,and of those that profess knighthood,it is to me a sufficient proo f to have found you in this
 place,where solitude and night,the natural couch and proper retreat of knights,keep you company.”

To which Don made answer,“A knight I am of the profession you mention,and though sorrows, misfortunes,and calamities have made my heart their home,the compassion I feel for the misfortunes of others has not been thereby banished from it.From what you have just now sung I gather that yours spring from love.”

“Are you,sir knight,in love perhaps?”asked the Grove of Don Quixote.

“By mischance I am,”replied Don Quixote;“though the ills arising from well-bestowed affections should be esteemed favors rather than misfortunes.”

“That is true,”returned he of the Grove,“if scorn did not unsettle our reason and understanding, for if it be excessive it looks like revenge.”

“I was never scorned by my lady,”said Don Quixote.

“Certainly not,”said Sancho,who stood close by,“for my lady is as a lamb,and softer than a roll of butter.”

“Is this your attendant?”asked he of the Grove.

“He is,”said Don Quixote.


“I never yet saw an attendant,”said he of the Grove,“who ventured to speak when his master was speaking;at least,there is mine,who is as big as his father,and it cannot be proved that he has ever opened his lips when I am speaking.”

“By my faith then,”said Sancho,“I have spoken,and am fit to speak,in the presence of one as much,or even—but never mind—arguing will only make it worse.”

The attendant of the Grove took Sancho by the arm,saying to him,“Let us two go where we can talk in attendant—style as much as we please. Leave these gentlemen our masters to fight it out over the story of their loves;and,depend upon it,daybreak will find them at it without having made an end of it.”

“So be it by all means,”said Sancho;“and I will tell Your Worship who I am,that you may see whether I am to be reckoned among the number of the most talkative attendants.”

With this the two attendants withdrew to one side,and between them there passed a conversation as amusing as that which passed between their masters was serious.


The knights and the attendants made two parties,these telling the story of their lives,the others the story of their loves;but the history relates first of all the conversation of the servants,and afterwards takes up that of the masters.Have withdrawn a little from the others,the Grove’s attendant said to Sancho,“A hard life it is we lead and live,sir,we that are attendants to knights.”

“Indeed this is true,”agreed Sancho.

“But,”said he of the Grove,“all this may beendured and put up with when we have hopes of reward.For,unless the knight he serves is excessively unlucky,his faithful attendant will at least find himself rewarded with a fine government of some island or some fair county.”

“I,”said Sancho,“have already told my master that I shall be content with the government of some island, and he is so noble and generous that he has promised it to me ever so many times.”

“I,”said he of the Grove,“shall be satisfied with a state to rule for my services,and my master has already assigned me one.Now,you must be aware,those island governments are not all satisfactory.Some are awkward,some are poor,some are
 dull,and,in short,the highest and choicest brings with it a heavy burden of the cares and troubles of the people.In truth and earnest,sir attendant,”said he of the Grove in a rather serious tone,“I have made up my mind and determined to have done with these knights,and go back to my village to bring up my children;for I have three,like three treasured pearls.”

“I have two,”said Sancho,“my daughter,I am breeding up to become a countess,please God, though in spite of her mother.Still,I will remain with my mater till we reach Saragossa,the site of the great sword-fighting competition;after that,we’ll see.”

The conversation between the attendants then turned to their masters,during which,the Knight of the Grove’s attendant revealed his master to be more of a criminal than a brave,selfless knight.In the end,after much talk and drink,the two agree their masters were certainly both madmen,though Sancho believed his master to be generous and kind.

Among the things that passed between Don Quixote and the Knight of the Grove,the history tells us he of the Grove said to Don Quixote,“Sir Knight,
 I would have you know that my destiny led me to fall in love with the peerless Casildea of Vandalia.I call her peerless because she has no peer,whether it be in bodily stature or beauty.She has recently commanded me to go through all the provinces of Spain and compel all the knights to confess that shesurpasses all women alive today in beauty,and that I am the most courageous knight on earth.I have already traveled over the greater part of Spain,and have there conquered several knights who have dared to contradict me.But,what I will soon pride myself upon is having conquered in single combat that so famous knight Don Quixote of La Mancha,and made him confess that my Casildea is more beautiful than his Dulcinea. In this one victory I hold myself to have conquered all the knights in the world;for this Don Quixote that I speak of has conquered them all,and I having conquered him,his glory,his fame,and his honour will have passed and are transferred to my person.”

Don Quixote was amazed when he heard the Knight of the Grove,so he said to him quietly,“As to what you say,sir knight,about having conquered most of the knights of Spain,or even of the whole world,I say nothing.But,that you will conquer Don
 Quixote of La Mancha,I consider that doubtful. Now,calm yourself,sir knight,”said Don Quixote,“and give ear to what I am about to say to you.I would have you know that this Don Quixote you speak of is the greatest friend I have in the world;so much so that I may say I regard him in the same light as my own person.I must tell you,sir,that here is Don Quixote himself,who will maintain it by arms, on foot or on horseback or in any way you please.”

And so saying he stood up and laid his hand on his sword,waiting to see what the Knight of the Grove would do.The knight,in an equally calm voice said in reply,“Sir Don Quixote,as it is not becoming for knights to perform their feats of arms in the dark like criminals.Let us wait till daylight,that the sun may view our deeds;and the conditions of our combat shall be that the conquered shall be at the conqueror’s disposal,to do all that he may ask.”

“I am more than satisfied with these conditions and terms,”replied Don Quixote;and so saying, they betook themselves to where their attendants lay, and found them snoring,and in the same posture they were in when sleep fell upon them.They roused them up,and bade them get the horses ready,as at sunrise
 they were to engage in a bloody single combat.Sancho was thunderstruck with the news,trembling for the safety of his master because of the mighty deeds he had heard the attendant of the Grove ascribe to his.

On the way to fetch the horses,the Grove attendant said to Sancho,“You must know,brother, that it is the custom with the fighting men of Andalusia,when there are masters in any quarrel,their attendants must not stand idle.I say so to remind you that while our masters are fighting,we,too,have to fight,and knock one another to shivers.”

“That custom,sir attendant,”replied Sancho,“may hold good among thosebullies and fighting men you talk of,but certainly not among the attendants of knights.At least,I have never heard my master speak of any custom of the sort,and he knows all the laws of knighthood by heart,but granting it true that there is an express law that attendants are to fight while their masters are fighting,I don’t mean to obey it,but to pay the penalty that may be laid on peacefully-minded attendants like myself.”

“Still,”returned he of the Grove,“we must fight,if it be only for half an hour.”


The next morning,Sancho Panza,refusing to battle the Knight of the Grove’s attendant,and thus, persuaded Don Quixote to help him into a tree.The Knight of La Mancha then prepared for battle.Assuming the Knight of the Grove to be charging him, Don Quixote rushed forward,though he of the Grove was merely approaching,not yet prepared for battle, and was at once thrown from his horse.

Don Quixote went off satisfied,delighted to the highest degree at having won a victory over such a courageous knight as he fancied him of the Grove to be.In as much as they said conquered knight was bound,under the penalty of ceasing to be one,to declare Princess Dulcinea beauty to far exceed that of his own lady.Removing the knight’s helmet,the Knight of La Mancha was astonished to see the face of Samson Carrasco,who then confessed that when he had recommended Don Quixote to resume his knightly adventures,it was in consequence of having been previously advised by the curate and the barber to do so as to induce Don Quixote to stay at home in peace and quiet without worrying himself with his illstarred adventures.It was then decided that,on the special advice of Carrasco,Don Quixote should be allowed to
 go,as it seemed impossible to restrain him,and that Samson should go forth to meet him as a knight,and do battle with him,for there would be no difficulty about a cause,and conquer him,that being looked upon as an easy matter;and that it should be agreed and settled that the conquered was to be at the mercy of the conqueror.Then,Don Quixote being conquered, the bachelor knight was to command him to return to his village and his house until he received further orders from him,all of which Don Quixote would unhesitatingly obey in the name of knightly gallantry. Carrasco undertook the task,and Tom Cecial,a gossip and neighbour of Sancho Panza’s,a lively,feather-headed fellow,offered himself as his attendant.

Don Quixote,though,heard little of the bachelor’s story,instead supposing him to be an enchantment sent by the wicked magician,Friston, intent upon preventing the knight from his missions.
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CHAPTER 14

Don Quixote pursued his journey in the high spirits,satisfaction,and self-complacency,fancying himself the most daring knight of the time,though his attendant went along quite bewildered after his encounter with his neighbor.

The master and his attendant were soon overtaken by a man who was following the same road behind them,mounted on a very handsome mare.When the traveler came up with them he saluted them courteously,and spurring his mare was passing them without stopping,but Don Quixote called out to him,“Gallant sir,if so be Your Worship is going our road, and has no occasion for speed,it would be a pleasure to me if we were to join company.”

“In truth,”replied he on the mare,“I would not pass you so hastily but for fear that horse might turn restless in the company of my mare.”

“You may safely hold in your mare,sir,”said Sancho in reply to this,“for our horse is the most virtuous and well-behaved horse in the world;he never does anything wrong on such occasions.”

Don Quixote examined the man in green,who
 struck him as being a man of intelligence.In appearance he was about fifty years of age,with but few grey hairs,and an expression between grave and gay. Don Quixote saw very plainly the attention with which the traveler was regarding him,and read his curiosity in his astonishment.

Courteous as he was and ready to please everybody,before the other could ask him any question the knight anticipated him by saying,“The appearance I present to Your Worship being so strange and so out of the common,I should not be surprised if it filled you with wonder.I must tell you that I am one of those knights who,as people say,go seeking adventures.I have left my home,and have given up my comforts,committed to the ideals of knighthood in the name of Princess Dulcinea of Toboso.My desire was to bring to life again knighthood,now dead for some time past.I now surrender myself to giving aid to wives,orphans,and minors.Thirty thousand volumes of my history have been printed.In short,to sum up all in a few words,or in a single one,I may tell you I am Don Quixote of La Mancha,so that, gentle sir,neither this horse,nor this attendant,will henceforth astonish you,now that you know who I
 am and what profession I follow.”

With these words Don Quixote held his peace, and,from the time he took to answer,the man in green seemed to be at a loss for a reply.After a long pause,however,he said to him,“You were right when you saw curiosity in my amazement,sir knight.”The traveler began to have a suspicion that the professed knight was some crazy being,but continued.“I,Sir Knight of La Mancha,am a gentleman by birth,native of the village where,please God,we are going to dine today;Iam more than fairly well off,and my name is Don Diego de Miranda.I pass my life with my wife,children,and friends.I have six dozen or so books,but those of knightly adventures have not as yet crossed the threshold of my door,though I am satisfied to see that Spain has not abandoned ancient traditions of knighthood,as courageous gentlemen like you still exist.And,though I have not yet had the occasion read the history of your many adventures,I expect the story will certainly clarify the details of knighthood and courageous gallantry.”

After eagerly accepting Don Diego’s invitation to dine at his home,the three companions soon arrived.
 Don Diego de Miranda’s house built in village style, with his arms in rough stone over the street door.

Don Diego’s son,who had come out with his mother to receive the knight,was filled with amazement at the extraordinary figure presented,wondering at the knight’s sanity.

While Don Quixote was taking off his armor, Don Lorenzo(for so Don Diego’s son was called)took the opportunity to say to his father,“What are we to make of this gentleman you have brought home to us, sir?For his name,his appearance,and your describing him as a knight have completely puzzled my mother and I.”

“I don’t know what to say,my son,”replied Don Diego,“all I can tell you is that I have seen him act the acts of the greatest madman in the world,and heard him make observations so sensible that they erase and undo all he does.Though,to tell the truth, I am more inclined to take him to be mad than sane.”

With this Don Lorenzo went away to entertain Don Quixote.In the course of their conversation, Don Quixote said to Don Lorenzo,“Your father,Don Diego de Miranda,has told me of the rare abilities and subtle intellect you possess,and,above all,that
 you are a great poet.”

“A poet,it may be,”replied Don Lorenzo,“but a great one,by no means.It is true that I am somewhat given to poetry and to reading good poets,but not so much so as to justify the title of‘great’which my father gives me.”

“I do not dislike that modesty,”said Don Quixote;“for there is no poet who is not conceited and does not think he is the best poet in the world.”

“There is no rule without an exception,”said Don Lorenzo,“there may be some who are poets and yet do not think they are.But now,”he continued,“I see that Your Worship has apparently attended the schools;what sciences have you studied?”

“That of knighthood,”said Don Quixote,“which is as good as that of poetry,and even a finger or two above it.”

“I do not know what science that is,”said Don Lorenzo,“and until now I have never heard of it.”

“It is a science,”said Don Quixote,“that comp rehends in itself all or most of the sciences in the world,for he who professes it must be a judge,and must know the rules of justice,distributive and equitable,so as to give to each one what belongs to him
 and is due to him.He must be able to give a clear and distinctive reason for the Christian faith he professes, wherever it may be asked of him.He must be a physician,and above all one who knows of herbs,to know the herbs that have the property of healing wounds.He must be an astronomer,so as to know by the stars how many hours of the night have passed,and what clime and quarter of the world he is in. Of all these qualities,great and small,is a true knight made up;judge then,Sir Don Lorenzo, whether it be a contemptible science which the knight who studies and professes it has to learn,and whether it may not compare with the very loftiest that are taught in the schools.”

“If that be so,”replied Don Lorenzo,“this science,I protest,surpasses all.”

“How,if that be so?”said Don Quixote.

“What I mean to say,”said Don Lorenzo,“is that I doubt whether there are now,or ever were, any knights,and adorned with such virtues.”

“Many a time,”replied Don Quixote,“have I said what I now say once more,that the majority of the world are of opinion that there never were any knights in it;and as it is my opinion that,unless
 heaven by some miracle brings home to them the truth that there were and are,all the pains one takes will be in vain.”

Here,being summoned to dinner,they brought their conversation to a close.Don Diego asked his son what he had been able to make out as to the wits of their guest.To which he replied,“All the doctors and clever scholars in the world will not make sense of his madness,which is full of streaks of well-reasoned intervals.”
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justif y['dʒʌstifai]v.有资格做…

exception[ik'sepʃən]n.例外

comprehend['kɔmpri'hend]v.包括

distributive[dis'tribjutiv]a.分配的

distinctive[dis'tiŋktiv]a.与众不同的

heal[hiːl]v.治愈

contemptible[kən'temptəbl]a.轻视的

lof ty['lɔ(ː)fti]a.崇高的

miracle['mirəkl]n.神圣

summon['sʌmən]v.召唤

streak[striːk]n.纹理,特色


CHAPTER 15

Don Quixote had gone but a short distance beyond Don Diego’s village,when he fell in with a couple of either priests or students,and a couple of peasants,mounted on four beasts,who quickly recognize Don Quixote’s madness.As the four travelers were on the way to a wedding,the knight and attendant were invited to go along.

The stunning bride,Quiteria,was to marry the wealthy bachelor,Camacho,though her heart belonged to Basilio,a handsome peasant.As the wedding began,much to the delight of Quiteria’s parents,eager to have their daughter married well,Basilio interrupted the proceedings,proclaiming his undying love for Quiteria before stabbing himself.Such an act meant eternal unrest for his soul,though the priest overseeing the event hastily suggested Basilio confess his sins before his death.Basilio agreed to declare his sins only after marrying Quiteria,arguing that upon his fast-app roaching death,Quiteria could then marry Camacho as his own widow.The guests strongly advised Quiteria to marry Basilio at once before his death,to which she eagerly agreed,knowing
 him to be her true love.

Basilio and Quiteria,having thus joined hands, the priest,deeply moved and with tears in his eyes, pronounced the blessing upon them.The instant the wedded man received the blessing,he jumped to his feet to show the onlookers his wound.

“A miracle,a miracle!”

But Basilio replied,“No miracle,no miracle;only a trick,a trick!”

The priest,perplexed and amazed,made haste to examine the wound with both hands,and found that the blade had passed,not through Basilio’s flesh and ribs,but through a hollow iron tube full of blood, which he had carefully fixed in place.In short,the priest and Camacho and most of those present saw they were tricked and made fools of.The bride showed no signs of displeasure at the deception;on the contrary,hearing them say that the marriage,being fraudulent,would not be valid,the bride confirmed her pledge to Basilio again.Camacho and his supporters were so horrified that they proceeded to avenge themselves by violence.

“Hold,sirs,hold!”cried Don Quixote in a loud voice;“we have no right to take vengeance for
 wrongs that love may do to us!Remember,love and war are the same things,and as in war it is allowable and common to make use of tricks and schemes to overcome the enemy,provided they be not to the discredit or dishonor of the beloved object.Quiteria belonged to Basilio and Basilio to Quiteria by the just and beneficent disposal of heaven.Camacho is rich, and can purchase his pleasure when,where,and as it pleases him.Basilio has nothing,and no one,however powerful he may be,shall take her from him. These two,who God has joined together,cannot be separated by man.”

The knight’s grand speech so persuaded Camacho,that he surrendered,maintaining that if Quiteria,as a maiden had such a love for Basilio,she would have loved him too as a married woman,and that he ought to thank heaven more for having taken her than for having given her.

Camacho and those of his following,therefore, being consoled,and those on Basilio’s ap peased,desired the festival to go on just as if he were married in reality.Neither Basilio,however,nor his bride,nor their followers would take any part in it,and they withdrew to Basilio’s village.For,the poor,if they
 are persons of virtue and good sense,have those who follow,honour,and uphold them,just as the rich have those who flatter and dance attendance on them. With them they carried Don Quixote,regarding him as a man of worth and a stout one.Sancho alone had a cloud on his soul,for he found himself excluded from Camacho’s splendid feast and festival,which lasted until night.Thus dragged away,he moodily followed his master,who accompanied Basilio’s party.

注释

stunning['stʌniŋ]a.漂亮的

proceeding[prə'siːdiŋ]n.过程

proclaim[prə'kleim]v.宣布

stab[stæb]v.刺入

oversee['əuvə'siː]v.俯视

sin[sin]n.罪过

approach[ə'prəutʃ]v.接近

widow['widəu]n.寡妇

blade[bleid]n.刀片

hollow['hɔləu]a.空的

tube[tjuːb]n.管子

displeasure[dis'pleʒə]n.不高兴

f raudulent['frɔːdjulənt]a.欺骗的


valid['vælid]a.生效的

scheme[skiːm]n.计划

dishonor[dis'ɔnə]n.不体面

purchase['pəːtʃəs]v.买

maiden['meidn]n.未婚女子

appease[ə'piːz]v.平息

uphold[ʌp'həuld]v.拥护

attendance[ə'tendəns]n.侍候

exclude[iks'kluːd]v.排斥

feast[fiːst]n.盛宴

moodily['muːdili]ad.不高兴地


CHAPTER 16

Many and great were the attentions shown to Don Quixote by the newly married couple,who felt themselves under an obligation to him for coming forward in defense of their cause.

Sancho,disgusted with his master’s belief that love must conquer all,muttered,“Devil take you for a knight,what a lot of things you know!I used to think in my heart that the only thing he knew was what belonged to his knighthood,but there is nothing he won’t speak of.”

Sancho muttered this somewhat aloud,and his master overheard him,and asked,“What are you saying there,Sancho?”

“I’m not saying anything.I was only saying to myself that I wish I had heard what Your Worship has said just now before I married,though having no experience in such things.I must remind you,my master,that as a knight,you know more of knighthood,though a husband knows more of marriage.”

Don Quixote and Sancho Panza stayed with the new couple for three days before traveling to the Cave of Montesinos with a learned cousin of Basilio’s,quite
 passionate about reading books of knightly gallantry.

While at the cave,the cousin took the knight and his attendant to a mysterious hole at the cave’s base, which Don Quixote decided he must explore.After being lowered into the hole,Quixote,instead of embarking on his search,merely drifted off to sleep. When asked about his experience,Quixote only gave an explanation of the dreams he had had of enchantments and magicians.

注释

obligation['ɔbli'ցeiʃən]n.恩情

disgust[dis'ցʌst]v.厌恶

mutter['mʌtə]v.自语

overhear['əuvə'hiə]v.无意中听到

embark[im'bɑːk]v.开始

dri ft[drift]v.动向

enchantment[in'tʃɑːntmənt]n.魔法


CHAPTER 17

The knight and faithful attendant soon continued,after leaving Basilio’s cousin.It so happened that the next day towards sunset,on coming out of a wood, Don Quixote cast his eyes over a green meadow,and at the far end of it observed some people,and as he drew nearer saw that it was a hunting party.Coming closer,he distinguished among them a lady of graceful beauty,on a pure white silver-mounted side-saddle.The lady was so richly dressed that splendor itself seemed personified in her.

“Run Sancho,my son,and say to the lady that I,the Knight of La Mancha,would be most honored to kiss the hands of such a dignified beauty,and if her excellence will grant me leave I will go and kiss them in person and place myself at her service.”

Sancho went off at top speed,and came to where the fair huntress was standing,and dismounting, knelt before her and said,“Fair lady,that knight that you see there,the Knight of La Mancha,is my master,and I am an attendant of his,and at home they call me Sancho Panza.This same knight sends me to ask your permission and consent to carry out his wi-
 shes,which are,as he says and I believe,to serve Your Worship and beauty.”

“You have indeed,attendant,”said the lady,“delivered your message with all the formalities such messages require;rise up,for it is not right that the attendant of a knight so great as he of La Mancha,of whom we have heard a great deal here,should remain on his knees.Rise,my friend,and bid your master welcome to the services of myself and the duke my husband,in a country house we have here.”

Sancho got up,charmed as much by the beauty of the good lady as by her superior air and courtesy.

“Tell me,brother attendant,”asked the noble lady(whose title,however,is not known),“this master of yours,is he not one of whom there is a history in print,called The Ingenious Gentleman,Don Quixote of La Mancha,who has for the lady of his heart a certain Dulcinea of Toboso?”

“He is the same,Madame,”replied Sancho;“and that attendant of his who figures,or ought to figure,in the said history under the name of Sancho Panza.”

“I am rejoiced at all this,”said the lady;“go, brother Panza,and tell your master that he is wel-
 come to my estate,and that nothing could happen me that could give me greater pleasure.”

Sancho returned to his master mightily pleased with this gratifying answer,and told him all the great lady had said to him,speaking of her rare beauty,her graceful gaiety,and her courtesy.Don Quixote drew himself up briskly in his saddle,gave Rocinante the spur,and with an easy bearing advanced to kiss the hands of the grand lady,who,having sent to summon the duke her husband,told him while Don Quixote was approaching all about the message.As both of them had read this good knight’s history,and from it were aware of Don Quixote’s crazy turn,they awaited him with the greatest delight and anxiety to make his acquaintance,meaning to fall in with his humor and agree with everything he said,and,so long as he stayed with them,to treat him as a knight,with all the ceremonies usual in the books of knightly gallantry they had read,for they themselves were very fond of them.Upon the knight’s arrival, the grand duke went to embrace him.Sancho thought it rare good fortune to receive such a knight and such a homely attendant in their castle.


注释

meadow['medəu]n.草地

saddle['sædl]n.马鞍

splendor['splendə]n.光彩

dignified['diցnifaid]a.高贵的

formality[fɔː'mæliti]n.礼节

bid[bid]v.邀请

rejoiced[ri'dʒɔisd]a.高兴的

estate[i'steit]n.等级

gratif ying['ցrætifaiiŋ]a.满意的

briskly['briskli]ad.轻快地

summon['sʌmən]v.召唤

acquaintance[ə'kweintəns]n.相识

ceremony['seriməni]n.仪式


CHAPTER 18

Sup reme was the satisfaction that Sancho felt at seeing himself,as it seemed,an established favorite with the noble lady.Meanwhile,the grand knight contented himself with the idea of at last being considered an honorable knight.

The decorative meal was at once set,and the duke,along with his lady,the duchess,graciously invited the knight and attendant to join.Don Quixote then gave a detailed account of his time as Knight of La Mancha.

“My intentions are always directed to worthy ends,to do good to all and evil to none;and if he who means this,does this,and makes this his practice deserves to be called a fool,”he proclaimed,finishing his lengthy speech.

“Good,by God!”cried Sancho;“say no more, master mine,for there’s nothing more in the world to be said,thought,or insisted on.My master speaks of many things,and has even convinced me,his faithful servant,that he will soon conquer many lands,after which,will bestow upon me an island to govern.I can say for certain that I am one who de-
 serves it as much as anyone else.I have been for months going about with him,and please God I shall be just such another;long life to him and long life to me,for neither will he be in any want of empires to rule,or I of islands to govern.”

“No,Sancho my friend,certainly not,”said the duke,“for in the name of Sir Don Quixote I confer upon you the government of one of no small importance that I have at my disposal.”

Sancho,showing his immense gratitude,believing the grand duke to be speaking the truth,bent down on knees before the noble.Sancho then continued with stories of Quixote’s adventures,particularly his errors,during which time the duchess was ready to die with laughter,and in her own mind she set him down as madder than his master.

After the meal,Sancho spent the afternoon eagerly attempting to please the duchess.During their conversation,Sancho once revealed his suspicions that his master was most certainly mad,though he continued to serve the knight for the sake of loyalty alone.Sancho then confessed his fear that his master would never follow through on his sworn promise to give over an island to his attendant.Nonetheless,
 Sancho confirmed to the duchess of his great capability in governing such an island,as the pitiable attendant was confident the duke would provide him with one,just as he had said.

The duke and duchess are thoroughly with the stories of the knight and his attendant,and promptly suggest a boar hunt the following morning.Despite his strong desire to find favor with the nobles,he refused to join the hunting party,being terribly frightened of the wild beasts.

The hunt was soon interrupted by the sound of battle cries,as one of the house servants,dressed as a devil,and followed by a carriage,approached the group to announce that the great enchanter,Friston, had sent him.He claimed the knight’s beloved Dulcinea was enclosed in the carriage,still with the appearance of a homely peasant.The supposed devil then declared that the good Dulcinea’s beauty would return in an instant after Sancho agreed to whip himself 3300 times.At this,Sancho proclaimed that the fair princess would die in the appearance of a homely peasant,as he would not consent to being whipped. Yet,in the end,after much persuasion on the part of the grand duke and his wife,the loyal Sancho Panza
 agreed,though he argued that he must be allowed to whip himself at intervals of his choosing.The duke and duchess then determined to bestow upon Sancho the governorship of the island previously spoken of. Meanwhile,Don Quixote remained in the duke’s castle,the unwitting victim of his wife’s tricks.

One late evening,after the honored knight went to bed,exhausted after performing the many duties the duke and duchess have demanded,he was awoken by the sound of numerous screeching cats.The duke and duchess had ordered one of the servants to discharge a great sack full of cats,which also had bells tied to their tails,into Don Quixote’s room.And though the duke and duchess were the contrivers of the joke,they were startled by the sound,while Don Quixote stood paralyzed with fear.

He then sprang to his feet,and drawing his sword,began making passes at the wild creatures. Turning upon the cats that were running about the room,he made several cuts at them.Many flew at his face,holding onto his nose,tooth and nail,with the pain of which he began to shout his loudest.The duke and duchess hearing this,and guessing what it was,ran with all haste to his room,and as the poor
 gentleman was striving with all his might to detach the cat from his face.The duke ran forward to part the combatants,but Don Quixote cried out aloud,“Let no one take him from me;leave me hand to hand with this devil,this wizard,this enchanter;I will teach him,I myself,who Don Quixote of La Mancha is.”

The cat,however,never minding these threats, snarled and held on;but at last the duke pulled it off and flung it out of the window.Don Quixote was left with a face full of holes and a nose not in very good condition,and greatly upset that they did not let him finish the battle he had been so stoutly fighting with that villainous enchanter.

Soon after Sancho began his reign over the island,he received a letter from the duke,explaining that the island will,quite soon,be attacked,and Sancho must prepare for battle.Moreover,he warned that Sancho must not eat anything given him, as it may be poisoned.Sancho was soon disappointed with his governorship,with the long hours and slight meals,as his servant had been instructed to starve the ignorant governor.

Before long,Sancho’s governorship was removed
 after the arrival of his unnamed enemies,who easily conquered him.Sancho abruptly gave up his authority,realizing he was not meant to be a governor.He quickly departed with plans to return to the duke’s castle.

Don Quixote was quite relieved to see his faithful attendant,and the two immediately made plans for their departure,much to the dismay of the duke and duchess.The great knight had grown tired of life in the duke’s court,and wished to set out at once.

注释

sup reme[sjuː'priːm]n.极度

establish[is'tæbliʃ]v.建立

duchess['dʌtʃis]n.公爵夫人

graciously['ցreiʃəsli]ad.礼貌地

detailed['diːteild]a.详尽的

intention[in'tenʃən]n.目的,打算

lengthy['leŋθi]a.冗长的

immense[i'mens]a.无限的

suspicion[səs'piʃən]n.怀疑

loyalty['lɔiəlti]n.忠诚

capability['keipə'biliti]n.能力

con fident['kɔnfidənt]a.相信的

boar[bɔː]n.野猪


despite[dis'pait]prep.尽管

enclose[in'kləuz]v.关住

whip[(h)wip]v.鞭打

governorship['ցʌvənəʃip]n.统治

unwitting[ʌn'witiŋ]a.不知道的

victim['viktim]n.受害者

exhaust[iց'zɔːst]v.使筋疲力尽

discharge[dis'tʃɑːdʒ]v.放出

contriver[kən'traivə(r)]n.策划者

paralyze['pærəlaiz]v.惊呆

creature['kriːtʃə]n.生物

strive[straiv]v.反抗

detach[di'tætʃ]v.使分开

combatant['kɔmbətənt]n.战斗者

threat[θret]n.威胁

reign[rein]n.统治

abruptly[ə'brʌptli]ad.突然地

relieve[ri'liːv]v.宽慰


CHAPTER 19

A clear spring,which they discovered in a cool grove,relieved Don Quixote and Sancho of fatigue after several hours of travel.Don Quixote rinsed his mouth and bathed his face,by which cooling process his flagging energies were revived.

“Sancho,”began his master,“if you will do for me what I am going to tell you,my ease of mind would be more assured and my heaviness of heart not so great.And,it is this;to go aside a little while I am sleeping to give yourself three or four hundred lashes with Rocinante’s reins,on account of the three thousand you were ordered to give yourself for the sake of our lady,Dulcinea.For,it is a great pity that the poor lady should be left enchanted through your careless negligence.”

“There is a good deal to be said on that point,”said Sancho;“let us both go to sleep now,and after that,God has decreed what will happen.Let my lady Dulcinea have patience,and when she is least expecting it,I will restore her.”

Don Quixote thanked him,and ate a little before they both lay down to sleep.They woke up rather
 late,mounted once more and resumed their journey, pushing on to reach an inn,which was in sight.I say an inn,because Don Quixote called it so,contrary to his usual practice of calling all inns castles.They reached it and settled in.

It seems that in another room,which was next to Don Quixote’s,with nothing but a thin partition to separate it,he overheard these words,“While they are bringing supper,Sir Don Jeronimo,let us read another chapter of the Second Part of Don Quixote of La Mancha.”

The instant Don Quixote heard his own name be started to his feet and listened with open ears to catch what they said about him.He then heard the Don Jeronimo,who had been addressed,say in reply,“Why would you have us read that absurd stuf f,Don Juan?It is nearly impossible for anyone who has read the First Part of the history of Don Quixote of La Mancha to take any pleasure in reading this Second Part?”

“For all that,”said he who was addressed as Don Juan,“we shall do well to read it,for there is no book so bad but it has something good in it.What displeases me most in it is that it represents Don
 Quixote as now cured of his love for Dulcinea of Toboso.”

On hearing this Don Quixote,full of wrath and indignation,lifted up his voice and said,“Whoever he may be who says that Don Quixote of La Mancha has forgotten or can forget Dulcinea of Toboso,I will teach him what he says is very far from the truth. Neither can the peerless Dulcinea of Toboso be forgotten,nor can forgetfulness have a place in Don Quixote.”

“Who is this that answers us?”said they in the next room.

“Who should it be,”said Sancho,“but Don Quixote of La Mancha himself,who will make good all he has said and all he will say.”

Sancho had hardly uttered these words when two gentlemen,for such they seemed to be,entered the room,and one of them,throwing his arms round Don Quixote’s neck,said to him,“Your appearance cannot leave any question as to your name,nor can your name fail to identify your appearance.Unquestionably,sir,you are the real Don Quixote of La Mancha, despite he that sought to seize your name,as the author of this book which I here present to you has
 done,”and with this he put a book which his companion carried into the hands of Don Quixote,who took it,and without replying began to run his eye over it.

“In the little I have seen I have discovered three problems in this author’s work.The first is some words that I have read in the preface;the next that the language is in poor dialect,not the language used by a king’s knight.And the third,which above all stamps him as ignorant,is that he goes wrong and departs from the truth in the most important part of the history,for here he says that my attendant Sancho Panza’s wife is called Mari,when she is called nothing of the sort,but Teresa Panza.When a man errs on such an important point as this there is good reason to fear that he is in error on every other point in the history.”

The two gentlemen pressed Don Quixote to come into their room and have supper with them,as they knew very well there was nothing in that inn fit for one of his sort.Don Quixote,who was always polite, yielded to their request and ate with them.While at supper Don Juan asked Don Quixote what news he had of the lady Dulcinea of Toboso,was she married, had she been brought to bed,or was she with child,
 or did she in maidenhood,still preserving her modesty and delicacy,cherish the remembrance of the tender passion of Sir Don Quixote?

To this he replied,“Dulcinea is a maiden still, and my passion more firmly rooted than ever,our intercourse unsatisfactory as before,and her beauty transformed into that of a foul country peasant.”He then proceeded to give them a full and particular account of the enchantment of Dulcinea and other recent adventures.Exceedingly great was the amusement the two gentlemen derived from hearing Don Quixote recount the strange incidents of his history;and if they were amazed by his absurdities they were equally amazed by the elegant style in which he delivered them.On the one hand they regarded him as a man of wit and sense,and on the other he seemed to them a wild madman,and they could not make up their minds whereabouts between wisdom and foolishness they ought to place him.

A considerable portion of the night passed in conversation on the new edition of the knight’s travels.Though Don Juan wished Don Quixote to read more of the book to see what it was all about,he was not to be prevailed upon,saying that he treated it as
 read and pronounced it utterly silly.They asked the great knight to where he meant to direct his steps. He replied,to Saragossa,to take part in the swordfighting competition,which was held in that city every year.Don Juan told him that the new history described how Don Quixote went to the competition in poor costume,though rich in silliness.

“For that very reason,”said Don Quixote,“I will not set foot in Saragossa;and by that means I shall expose to the world the lie of this new history writer,and people will see that I am not the Don Quixote he speaks of.”

“You will do quite right,”said Don Jeronimo;“and there are other competitions in Barcelona in which Sir Don Quixote may display his skill.”

“That is what I mean to do,”said Don Quixote;“and as it is now time,I pray Your Worships to give me leave to retire to bed,and to place and retain me among the number of your greatest friends and servants.”

With this they exchanged farewells,and Don Quixote and Sancho retired to their room,leaving Don Juan and Don Jeronimo amazed at their earlier conversation with the knight,who,at turns,showed
 both clear reason and wild insanity.

注释

f atigue[fə'tiːց]n.劳累

revive[ri'vaiv]v.恢复

rein[rein]n.缰绳

decree[di'kriː]v.安排,分配

resume[ri'zjuːm]v.继续

partition[pɑː'tiʃən]n.墙

stu f f[stʌf]n.材料

disp lease[dis'pliːz]v.使生气

identif y[ai'dentifai]v.认出

preface['prefis]n.序言

dialect['daiəlekt]n.方言

depart[di'pɑːt]v.分离

maidenhood['meid(ə)nhud]n.处女

preserve[pri'zəːv]v.维持

delicacy['delikəsi]n.精致

cherish['tʃeriʃ]v.怀有

intercourse['intə(ː)kɔːs]n.交情

unsatisf actory['ʌnsætis'fæktəri]a.不能令人满意的

exceedingly[ik'siːdiŋli]ad.非常

derive[di'raiv]v.取得

elegant['eliցənt]a.精致的

portion['pɔːʃən]n.一份

prevail[pri'veil]v.流行

utterly['ʌtəli]ad.十足地

display[di'splei]v.展现


retain[ri'tein]v.保留

insanity[in'sæniti]n.疯狂


CHAPTER 20

It was a fresh morning giving promise of a cool day as Don Quixote quitted the inn,first of all taking care to ascertain the most direct road to Barcelona without touching upon Saragossa;so anxious was he to make out this new historian,who they said abused him so,to be a liar.

That evening,master and man dismounted from their beasts,and as soon as they had settled themselves at the foot of the trees,Sancho,who had had a good meal that day,let himself pass the gates of sleep.But Don Quixote,whom his thoughts,far more than hunger,kept awake,could not close an eye,and roamed in fancy to and fro through all sorts of places.At one moment it seemed to him that he saw Dulcinea,transformed into a country peasant, skipping and mounting upon her donkey.He lost all patience when he considered the laziness and want of charity of his attendant,Sancho;for to the best of his belief he had only given himself five lashes,a number trivial and disproportioned to the vast number required.At this thought he felt such frustration and anger that he determined to perform the lashes
 himself in Sancho’s sleep,insisting to himself that whoever inflicts them was not important,as the essential point was that he received them.

With this idea he went over to Sancho,having first taken Rocinante’s reins and arranged them so as to be able to flog him with them,and began to untie the points(the common belief is he had but one in front)by which his trousers were held up;but the instant he approached him Sancho awoke in his full senses and cried out,“What is this?Who is touching me and undressing me?”

“It is I,”said Don Quixote,“and I come to relieve my own distresses;I come to whip you,Sancho, and wipe off some portion of the debt you have undertaken.Dulcinea is perishing,you are living on regardless,I am dying of hope deferred;therefore undress yourself with a good will,for mine it is,here, in this retired spot,to give you at least two thousand lashes.”

“Not a bit of it,”said Sancho;“let Your Worship keep quiet,or else by the living God the deaf shall hear us;the lashes I pledged myself to must be voluntary and not forced upon me,and just now I have no fancy to whip myself;it is enough if I give
 you my word to whip and flap myself when I have a mind to.”

“It will not do to leave it to your own courtesy, Sancho,”said Don Quixote,“for you are hard of heart and,though a clown,tender of flesh;”and at the same time he strove and struggled to untie him.

Seeing this,Sancho got up,and wrestling with his master he gripped him with all his might in his arms,giving him a trip with the heel stretched him on the ground on his back,and pressing his right knee on his chest held his hands in his own so that he could neither move nor breathe.

“How now,traitor!”exclaimed Don Quixote.“Do you revolt against your master and natural lord? Do you rise against him who gives you his bread?”

“I neither put down king,nor set up king,”said Sancho;“I only stand up for myself who am my own lord;if Your Worship promises me to be quiet,and not to offer to whip me now,I’ll let you go free;if not—Traitor—you will die on the spot.”

Don Quixote gave his promise,and swore by the life of his thoughts not to touch so much as a hair of his garments,and to leave him entirely free and to his own discretion to whip himself whenever he pleased.
 Sancho rose and removed some distance from the spot to again pass the gates of sleep.

Early the next morning,the knight and his attendant again set out for Barcelona,arrive a few short days later.Upon their entrance into the city,they were soon met by Don Antonio Moreno,a gentleman of wealth and intelligence,who had read with great amusement The Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha,and after making introductions,the nobleman was delighted to have met the famed knight, inviting him to lodge at his home at once.

Don Antonio Moreno was quite fond of diverting himself in any fair and good-natured way;and having Don Quixote in his house he set about devising modes of making him exhibit his mad points in some harmless fashion;for jokes that give pain are no jokes,and no sport is worth anything if it hurts another.The first thing he did was to make Don Quixote take off his armor,and lead him,in his tight undergarments out on a balcony overhanging one of the chief streets of the city,in full view of the crowd and of the boys, who gazed at him as they would at a monkey.

Some of Don Antonio’s friends dined with him that day,and all showed honor to Don Quixote and
 treated him as a knight,much to the knight’s satisfaction.Much to the amusement of the guests,Don Quixote gave an explanation of their recent adventures,including a minute account of the whole affair of Sancho’s government,with which he greatly entertained his listeners.

On the cloth being removed Don Antonio,taking Don Quixote by the hand,passed with him into a distant room in which there was nothing in the way of furniture except a table,upon which was set up,after the fashion of the busts of the Roman emperors,a head which seemed to be of bronze.Don Antonio traversed the whole apartment with Don Quixote and walked round the table several times,and then said,“Sir Don Quixote,now that Iam satisfied that no one is listening to us,and that the door is shut,I will tell you of one of the rarest adventures,or more properly speaking strange things,that can be imagined,on condition that you will keep what I say to you in the remotest recesses of secrecy.”

“I swear it,”said Don Quixote,“and for greater security I will put a flag-stone over it;for I would have you know,Sir Don Antonio,that you are addressing one who,though he has ears to hear,has no
 tongue to speak;so that you may safely transfer whatever you have in your bosom into mine,and rely upon it that you have sent it off to the depths of silence.”

“In reliance upon that promise,”said Don Antonio,“I will astonish you with what you shall see and hear,and relieve myself of some of the worry it gives me to have no one to whom I can confide my secrets,for they are not of a sort to be trusted with everybody.”

Don Quixote was puzzled,wondering what could be the object of such p recautions;Don Antonio then passed his hand over the bronze head and the whole table on which it stood,and then said,“This head, Sir Don Quixote,has been made and fabricated by one of the greatest magicians and wizards the world ever saw,a Pole,I believe,by birth.He was here in my house,and for a consideration of a thousand gold coins that I gave him he constructed this head,which has the property and virtue of answering whatever questions are put to its ear.He observed the points of the compass,he traced figures,he studied the stars, he watched favorable moments,and at length brought it to the perfection we shall see tomorrow,
 for on Fridays it is mute,and this being Friday we must wait till the next day.In the interval Your Worship may consider what you would like to ask it;and I know by experience that in all its answers it tells the truth.”

Don Quixote was amazed at the virtue and property of the head,and was inclined to disbelieve Don Antonio;but seeing what a short time he had to wait to test the matter,he did not choose to say anything except that he thanked him for having revealed to him so mighty a secret.They then quitted the room,Don Antonio locked the door,and they repaired to the chamber where the rest of the gentlemen were assembled.

That afternoon they took Don Quixote out for a stroll,not in his armor but in street costume.Orders were left with the servants to entertain Sancho so as not to let him leave the house.Don Quixote was mounted,not on Rocinante,but upon a tall mule of easy pace.They put a coat on him,and on the back, without his perceiving it,they stitched in large letters,“This is Don Quixote of La Mancha.”As they set out upon their excursion the stitching attracted the eyes of all who chanced to see him,and as they
 read out,“This is Don Quixote of La Mancha,”Don Quixote was amazed to see how many people gazed at him,called him by his name,and recognised him, and turning to Don Antonio,who rode at his side,he observed to him,“Great are the privileges knighthood involves,for it makes him who professes it known and famous in every region of the earth;see,Don Antonio,even the very boys of this city know me without ever having seen me.”

“True,Sir Don Quixote,”returned Don Antonio;“for as fire cannot be hidden or kept secret, virtue cannot escape being recognised;and that which is attained by the profession of arms shines distinguished above all others.”

Night came and they went home,and there was a ladies’dancing party,for Don Antonio’s wife,a lady of rank and gaiety,beauty and wit,had invited some friends of hers to come and do honor to her guest and amuse themselves with his strange delusions.Several of them came,they ate merrily,and the dance began at ten o’clock.

Among the ladies were two of a mischievous turn,and,though perfectly modest,somewhat free in playing tricks for harmless diversion sake.These
 two were so unrelenting in taking Don Quixote out to dance that they tired him down,not only in body but in spirit.It was a sight to see the figure Don Quixote made,long,lean,and yellow,his garments clinging tight to him.The gay ladies made secret love to him, and he on his part secretly repelled them,but finding himself hard pressed by their compliments he lifted up his voice and exclaimed,“Leave me in peace,unwelcome praises,for she who is queen of mine,the peerless Dulcinea of Toboso,suffers none but hers to lead me captive and subdue me.”And so saying he sat down on the floor in the middle of the room, tired out and broken down by all this exertion in the dance.

Don Antonio directed him to be taken up bodily and carried to bed,and the first that laid hold of him was Sancho,saying as he did so,“In an evil hour you took to dancing,master mine;do you fancy all mighty men of bravery are dancers,and all knights given to entertainment?If you do,I can tell you that you are mistaken;there’s many a man who would rather undertake to kill a giant than join a dance.I would have taken your place,good master,but I’m no good at dancing.”


With these and other observations Sancho set the whole room laughing,and then put his master to bed,covering him up well so that he might sweat out any chill caught after his dancing.

The next day Don Antonio thought he might as well make trial of the enchanted head,and with Don Quixote,Sancho,and two others,friends of his,besides the two ladies that had tired out Don Quixote at the ball,who had remained for the night with Don Antonio’s wife,he locked himself up in the chamber where the head was.He explained to them the property it possessed and trusted them with the secret, telling them that now for the first time he was going to try the virtue of the enchanted head;but except Don Antonio’s two friends no one else knew the mystery of the enchantment,and if Don Antonio had not first revealed it to them they would have been inevitably reduced to the same state of amazement as the rest,so artfully and skillfully was it contrived.

The first to approach the ear of the head was Don Antonio himself,and in a low voice but not so low as not to be audible to all,he said to it,“Head,tell me by the virtue that lies in you what I am at this moment thinking of?”


The head,without any movement of the lips, answered in a clear and distinct voice,so as to be heard by all,“I cannot judge of thoughts.”

All were thunderstruck at this,and all the more so as they saw that there was nobody anywhere near the table or in the whole room that could have answered.

“How many of us are here?”asked Don Antonio;and it was answered him in the same way softly,“Your w Worship and your wife,with two friends of yours and two of hers,and a famous knight called Don Quixote of La Mancha,and an attendant of his, Sancho Panza by name.”

Now there was fresh astonishment;now everyone’s hair was standing on end with awe;and Don Antonio retiring from the head exclaimed,“This suffices to show me that I have not been deceived by him who sold you to me,O enchanted head,talking head,answering head,wonderful head!Let some one else go and put what question he likes to it.”

Then Don Quixote came forward and said,“Tell me,you that answers,will Sancho’s whipping be accomplished without fail?Will the Dulcinea’s original form return to her?”


“Sancho’s whipping will proceed leisurely,”was the reply.“Dulcinea’s form will return.”

The last questioner was Sancho,and his questions were,“Head,shall I by any chance have another government?Shall I ever escape from the hard life of an attendant?Shall I get back to see my wife and children?”To which the answer came,“You shall govern your house;and if you return to it,you shall see your wife and children;and on ceasing to serve the knight,you shall cease to be an attendant.”

“Good,by God!”said Sancho Panza;“I could have told myself that;the prophet could have said no more.”

The questions and answers came to an end here, but not the wonder with which all were filled,except Don Antonio’s two friends who were in the secret. We must here reveal the head’s secret at once,not to keep the world in suspense,fancying that the head had some strange magical mystery in it.Therefore, on the model of another head,the work of an image maker,which he had seen at Madrid,Don Antonio made this one at home for his own amusement and to astonish ignorant people;and its mechanism was as follows.The table was of wood painted and var-
 nished,while the head,which resembled a bust or figure of a Roman emperor,and was coloured like bronze,was hollow throughout,as was the table,into which it was fitted so exactly that no trace of the joining was visible.The base of the table was also hollow and communicated with the throat and neck of the head,and the whole was in communication with another room underneath the chamber in which the head stood.Through the entire cavity in the base, table,throat and neck of the bust or figure,there passed a tube of tin carefully ad justed and concealed from sight.In the room below corresponding to the one above was placed the person who was to answer, with his mouth to the tube,and the voice,as in an ear-trumpet,passed from above downwards,and from below upwards,the words coming clearly and distinctly;it was impossible,thus,to detect the trick.A nephew of Don Antonio’s,a smart sharpwitted student,was the answerer,and as he had been told beforehand by his uncle who the persons were that would come with him that day into the chamber where the head was,it was an easy matter for him to answer the first question at once and correctly;the others he answered by guess-work,and,being clev-
 er,cleverly answered.

Don Quixote took a fancy to stroll about the city quietly and on foot,for he feared that if he went on horseback the boys would follow him;so he and Sancho and two servants that Don Antonio gave him set out for a walk.Thus it came to pass that going along one of the streets Don Quixote lifted up his eyes and saw written in very large letters over a door,“Books printed here,”at which he was vastly pleased,for until then he had never seen a printing office,and he was curious to know what it was like.

He entered with all his following,and saw them drawing sheets in one place,correcting in another, setting up type here,revising there;in short all the work that is to be seen in great printing offices.He went up to one case and asked what they were about there;the workmen told him,he watched them with wonder.

He passed on,and saw they were also correcting The Second Part of the Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha.

“I have heard of this book already,”said Don Quixote.“Truly and on my conscience I thought it had been by this time burned to ashes;for fictions
 have the more merit and charm about them the more nearly they approach the truth or what looks like it; and true stories,the truer they are the better they are.”And so saying he walked out of the printing office with a certain amount of displeasure in his looks.
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CHAPTER 21

Profound were Don Quixote’s reflections on the reply of the enchanted head,not one of them,however,hitting on the secret of the trick,but all concentrated on the promise,which he regarded as a certainty,of Dulcinea’s form returning.This he turned over in his mind again and again with great satisfaction,fully persuaded that he would shortly see its fulfillment;and as for Sancho,though,as has been said,he hated being a governor,still he had a longing to be giving orders and finding himself obeyed once more;this is the misfortune that being in authority, even in joke,brings with it.

To resume;some time later,as the great knight took a stroll near the harbor with thoughts of his fair lady occupying his mind,he saw coming towards him a knight,also in full armor,with a shining moon painted on his shield,who,on approaching sufficiently near to be heard,said in a loud voice,addressing himself to Don Quixote,“Famed knight,and never sufficiently honored Don Quixote of La Mancha,I am the Knight of the White Moon,whose unheard-of achievements will perhaps have recalled him
 to your memory.I come to do battle with you and prove the might of your arm,to the end that I make you acknowledge and confess that my lady,let her be who she may,is incomparably fairer than your Dulcinea of Toboso.If you do acknowledge this fairly and openly,you shall escape death and save me the trouble of inflicting it upon you;if you battle and I conquer you,I demand no other satisfaction than that,laying aside arms and abstaining from going in quest of adventures,you withdraw to your own village for the space of a year,and live there without putting hand to sword,in peace and quiet and beneficial rest,the same being needful for the increase of your substance and the salvation of your soul;and if you conquer me,my head shall be at your disposal, my arms and horse your spoils,and the renown of my deeds transferred and added to your.Consider which will be your best course,and give me your answer speedily,for this day is all the time I have for the dispatch of this business.”

Don Quixote was amazed and astonished,as well at the Knight of the White Moon’s arrogance,as at his reason for delivering the defiance,and with calm dignity he answered him,“Knight of the White
 Moon,of whose achievements I have never heard until now,I will venture to swear you have never seen the distinguished Dulcinea;for had you seen her I know you would have taken care not to venture yourself upon this issue,because the sight would have removed all doubt from your mind that there ever has been or can be a beauty to be compared with hers; and so,not saying you lie,but merely that you are not correct in what you state,I accept your challenge,with the conditions you have proposed,and at once,that the day you have fixed may not expire; and from your conditions I exclude only that of the renown of your achievements being transferred to me,for I know not of what sort they are nor what they may amount to;I am satisfied with my own, such as they be.Take,therefore,the side of the field you choose,and I will do the same;and to whom God shall give it may Saint Peter add his blessing.”

The Knight of the White Moon had been seen from the city,and the mayor,a dear friend of Don Antonio,was told how he was in conversation with Don Quixote.The mayor,fancying it must be some fresh adventure got up by Don Antonio Moreno or some other gentleman of the city,hurried out at once
 to the beach accompanied by Don Antonio and several other gentlemen,just as Don Quixote was wheeling Rocinante round in order to take up the necessary distance.The mayor upon this,seeing that the two of them wereevidently preparing to come to the charge, put himself between them,asking them what it was that led them to engage in combat all of a sudden in this way.The Knight of the White Moon replied that it was a question of p recedence of beauty;and briefly told him what he had said to Don Quixote,and how the conditions of the defiance agreed upon on both sides had been accepted.The mayor went over to Don Antonio,and asked in a low voice did he know who the Knight of the White Moon was,or was it some joke they were playing on Don Quixote.Don Antonio replied that he neither knew who he was nor whether the defiance was in joke or in earnest.This answer left the mayor in a state of perplexity,not knowing whether he ought to let the combat go on or not;but unable to persuade himself that it was anything but a joke he fell back,saying,“If there be no other way out of it,gallant knights,except to confess or die, and Don Quixote is inflexible,and Your Worship of the White Moon still more so,in God’s hand be it,
 and fall on.”

He of the White Moon thanked the mayor in courteous and well-chosen words for the permission he gave them,and so did Don Quixote,who then, commending himself with all his heart to heaven and to his Dulcinea,as was his custom on the eve of any combat that awaited him,proceeded to take a little more distance,as he saw his antagonist was doing the same;then,without blast of trumpet or other warlike instrument to give them the signal to charge, both at the same instant wheeled their horses;and he of the White Moon,being the swifter,met Don Quixote after having traversed two-thirds of the course,and there encountered him with such violence that,without touching him with his weapon(for he held it high,to all appearance purposely),he hurled Don Quixote and Rocinante to the earth,a perilous fall.He sprang upon him at once,and placing the weapon over his helmet said to him,“You are conquered,sir knight,dead unless you admit the conditions of our defiance.”

Don Quixote,bruised and astonished,without raising his helmet said in a weak feeble voice as if he were speaking out of a tomb,“Dulcinea of Toboso is
 the fairest woman in the world,and I the most unfortunate knight on earth;it is not fitting that this truth should suffer by my feebleness;drive your weapon home,sir knight,and take my life,since you have taken away my honour.”

“Live the fame of Lady Dulcinea’s beauty undimmed as ever,”said he of the White Moon;“all I require is that the great Don Quixote retire to his own home for a year,or for so long a time as shall by me be ordered upon him,as we agreed before engaging in this combat.”

The mayor,Don Antonio,and several others who were present heard all this,and heard too how Don Quixote replied that so long as nothing in prejudice of Dulcinea was demanded of him,he would observe all the rest like a true and loyal knight.The engagement given,he of the White Moon wheeled about,and making a bow to the mayor with a movement of the head,rode away into the city at a half gallop.The mayor bade Don Antonio hasten after him,and by some means or other find out who he was.They raised Don Quixote up and uncovered his face,and found him pale and bathed with sweat.

Rocinante from the mere hard measure he had
 received lay unable to stir for the present.Sancho, wholly miserable for his master’s defeat,knew not what to say or do.He fancied that all was a dream, that the whole business was a piece of enchantment. Here was his master defeated,and bound not to take up arms for a year.He saw the light of the glory of his achievements obscured;the hopes of the promises lately made him swept away like smoke before the wind;Rocinante,he feared,was crip pled for life, and his master’s bones out of joint;for if he were only shaken out of his madness it would be no small luck.In the end they carried him into the city in a hand-chair which the mayor sent for.The mayor then instructed Don Antonio,equally bewildered at the recent event,to follow the knight,in order to ascertain this mysterious Knight of the White Moon’s true identity,was who had left Don Quixote in such a sad plight.

Don Antonio Moreno followed the Knight of the White Moon,and a number of boys followed him too,until they had him fairly housed in an inn in the heart of the city.Don Antonio,eager to make his acquaintance,entered also;an attendant came out to meet him and remove his armor,and he shut himself
 into a lower room,still attended by Don Antonio, who had strict orders to find out who the knight was. He of the White Moon,seeing then that the gentleman would not leave him,said,“I know very well, sir,what you have come for;it is to find out who I am;and as there is no reason why I should conceal it from you,while my servant here is taking off my armor I will tell you the true state of the case,without leaving out anything.You must know,sir,that I am called the bachelor Samson Carrasco.I am of the same village as Don Quixote of La Mancha,whose foolish madness make all of us who know him feel pity for him,and I am one of those who have felt it most;and persuaded that his chance of recovery lay in quiet and keeping at home and in his own house,I hit upon a device for keeping him there.Three months ago,therefore,I went out to meet him as a knight,intending to engage him in combat and overcome him without hurting him,making it the condition of our combat that the conquered should be at the disposal of the conqueror.What I meant to demand of him(for I regarded him as conquered already)was that he should return to his own village,and not leave it for a whole year,by which time he might be cured.
 But fate ordered it otherwise,for he conquered me, throwing me from my horse,and so my plan failed. He went his way,and I came back conquered,covered with shame,and sorely bruised by my fall, which was a particularly dangerous one.But this did not quench my desire to meet him again and overcome him,as you have seen.And as he is so thorough in his observance of the laws of knighthood,he will,no doubt,in order to keep his word,obey the orders I have laid upon him.This,sir,is how the matter stands,and I have nothing more to tell you.I beg of you not to betray me,or tell Don Quixote who I am; so that my honest endeavors may be successful,and that a man of excellent wits—were he only rid of the fooleries of gallantry—may get them back again.”

“O sir,”said Don Antonio,“may God forgive you the wrong you have done the whole world in trying to bring the most amusing madman in it back to his senses.Do you not see,sir,that the gain by Don Quixote’s wits can never equal the enjoyment his madness gives?But my belief is that all your pains will be of no avail to bring a man so hopelessly cracked to his senses again;and if it were not uncharitable,I would say may Don Quixote never be cured,
 for by his recovery we lose not only his own amusement,but his attendant Sancho Panza’s too,any one of which is enough to turn melancholy itself into merriment.However,I’ll hold my peace and say nothing to him,and we’ll see whether I am right in my suspicion that Sir Carrasco’s efforts will be fruitless.”

The bachelor replied that at all events the affair promised well,and he hoped for a happy result from it;and putting his services at Don Antonio’s commands he took his leave of him;and having had his armor packed at once upon a mule,he rode away from the city the same day on the horse he rode to battle,and returned to his own country without meeting any adventure calling for record in this precise history.

Don Antonio reported to the mayor what Carrasco told him,and the mayor was not very well pleased to hear it,for with Don Quixote’s retirement there was an end to the amusement of all who knew anything of his mad doings.

Six days did Don Quixote keep his bed,moody, dep ressed,melancholy and out of sorts,brooding over the unhappy event of his defeat.Sancho strove to comfort him,and among other things he said to
 him,“Hold up your head,sir,and be of good cheer if you can,and give thanks to heaven that if you have had a tumble to the ground you have not come off with a broken rib;and,as you know that‘where they give they take.’Let us go home,and give over going about in search of adventures in strange lands and places;rightly looked at,it is I that am the greater loser,though it is Your Worship that has had the worse usage.With the government I gave up all wish to be a governor again,but I did not give up all longing to be a count;and that will never come to pass if Your Worship gives up becoming a king by renouncing the calling of gallantry;and so my hopes are going to turn into smoke.”“Peace,Sancho,”said Don Quixote;“you shall see that my suspension and retirement is not to exceed a year;I shall soon return to my honoured calling,and I shall not be at a loss for a kingdom to win and a county to bestow upon you.”

“May God hear it and sin be deaf,”said Sancho;“I have always heard say that‘a good hope is better than a bad holding.’”

As he left Barcelona a short time later,Don Quixote turned his gaze upon the spot where he had fallen.


“Here my ill-luck,not my cowardice,robbed me of all the glory I had won;here fate made me a victim of her games;here the honor of my achievements was dimmed;here,in a word,fell my happiness never to rise again.”

“Sir,”said Sancho,on hearing this,“it is the part of brave hearts to be patient in adversity just as much as to be glad in prosperity;I judge by myself, for,if when I was a governor I was glad,now that I am an attendant and on foot I am not sad;and I have heard say that she whom commonly they call fate is a drunken fanciful jade,and,what is more,blind,and therefore neither sees what she does,nor knows whom she casts down or whom she sets up.”

“Thou art a great philosopher,Sancho,”said Don Quixote;“you speak very sensibly;I know not who taught you.But I can tell you there is no such thing as fate in the world,nor does anything which takes place there,be it good or bad,come about by chance,but by the special permission of heaven;and hence the common saying that‘each of us is the maker of his own fate.’I have been that of mine;but not with the proper amount of prudence,and my selfconfidence has therefore made me pay dearly;for I
 ought to have reflected that Rocinante’s feeble strength could not resist the mighty bulk of the Knight of the White Moon’s horse.In a word,I ventured it,I did my best,I was overthrown,but though I lost my honor I did not lose nor can I lose the virtue of keeping my word.”

In converse of this sort the whole of that day went by,as did the four succeeding ones,without anything occurring to interrupt their journey.

注释

ref lection[ri'flekʃən]n.思考

concentrate['kɔnsentreit]v.集中

certainty['səːtənti]n.肯定

shield[ʃiːld]n.盾牌

recall[ri'kɔːl]v.想起

acknowledge[ək'nɔlidʒ]v.承认

incomparably[in'kɔmpərəbli]ad.无比地

in f lict[in'flikt]v.打击

abstain[əb'stein]v.戒绝

withdraw[wið'drɔː]v.撤退

beneficial[beni'fiʃəl]a.有益的

substance['sʌbstəns]n.财产

salvation[sæl'veiʃən]n.拯救

dispatch[dis'pætʃ]n.迅速了结

defiance[di'faiəns]n.挑衅


propose[prə'pəuz]v.提出

expire[iks'paiə]v.延期

exclude[iks'kluːd]v.不包括

mayor[mɛə]n.市长

evidently['evidəntli]ad.明显地

precedence['presidəns]n.领先

perplexity[pə'pleksiti]n.困惑

in f lexible[in'fleksəbl]a.固执的

blast[blɑːst]n.一阵

trumpet['trʌmpit]n.喇叭

hurl[həːl]v.猛冲

undimmed['ʌn'dimd]a.不暗淡的

prej udice['predʒudis]n.不利,损坏

hasten['heisn]v.赶紧

uncover[ʌn'kʌvə]v.解开

mere[miə]a.纯粹的

stir[stəː]v.动

obscure[əb'skjuə]v.失色

cripple['kripl]v.伤残

joint[dʒɔint]n.连接

identity[ai'dentiti]n.身份

plight[plait]n.境况

conceal[kən'siːl]v.隐瞒

device[di'vais]n.手段

quench[kwentʃ]v.扑灭

betray[bi'trei]v.出卖

endeavor[in'devə]v.努力

crack[kræk]v.毁灭

uncharitable['ʌn'tʃæritəbl]a.无情的

precise[pri'sais]a.确切的


retirement[ri'taiəmənt]n.撤回

moody['muːdi]a.忧郁的

depressed[di'prest]a.沮丧的

brood[bruːd]v.盘算

tumble['tʌmbl]n.摔倒

rib[rib]n.肋骨

usage['juːzidʒ]n.对待

suspension[səs'penʃən]n.停职

sin[sin]n.罪过

cowardice['kauədis]n.怯懦

prosperity[prɔs'periti]n.成功

jade[dʒeid]n.女子

philosopher[fi'lɔsəfə]n.哲学家

con fidence['kɔnfidəns]n.自信

ref lect[ri'flekt]v.认识到

bulk[bʌlk]n.体积

overthrow(overthrew,overthrown)['əuvə'θrəu]v.打倒


CHAPTER 22

If a multitude of reflections used to harass Don Quixote before he had been overthrown,a great many more harassed him since his fall.He was under the shade of a tree,as has been said,and there,like flies on honey,thoughts came crowding upon him and stinging him.Some of them turned upon the predicament of Dulcinea,others upon the life he was about to lead in his enforced retirement.

Observing Sancho sleep contentedly nearby,the knight soon became rather upset that his faithful attendant was not sharing in his worries,particularly in relation to the fair Princess Dulcinea.

“Is it possible,Sancho,”said Don Quixote,waking his servant,“that it has escaped your memory that you have seen the good Dulcinea turned and transformed into a lowly peasant?You are certainly doing wrong to my beloved lady by your careless neglect of your duty to whip yourself.”

“Sir,”replied Sancho,“if the truth is to be told, I cannot persuade myself that the whipping of my own self has anything to do with the restoration of Dulcinea;it is like saying,‘If your head aches rub oil
 on your knees’;at any rate I’ll make bold to swear that in all the histories dealing with knighthood that Your Worship has read you have never come across anybody restored by whipping;but whether or no I’ll whip myself when I have a fancy for it,and the opportunity serves for whipping myself comfortably.”

“God grant it,”said Don Quixote;“and heaven give you grace to take it to heart and own the obligation you are under to help my lady,who is yours also,inasmuch as you are mine.”

As they pursued their journey talking in this way they came to the very same spot where Don Quixote had taken neighboring flocks of sheep for two armies approaching one another in preparation for battle. Don Quixote recognised it,and said he to Sancho,“Sancho,if you would so approve of it,I would have ourselves become shepherds;at any rate for the time I have to live in retirement.I will buy some sheep and everything else required for the calling.We will roam the woods and groves and meadows singing songs here,drinking of the crystal waters of the springs or flowing rivers.What a life we shall lead,at least for the next year before my conqueror restores my title!”

The following morning,the knight and his at-
 tendant awoke to the sound of horsemen approaching.The men dismounted,and,without a moment’s delay,taking up Sancho and Don Quixote bodily,they mounted them on the horses,before returning them to the duke and duchess’,of whom the knight and his attendant had become acquainted with several chapters earlier.

Upon their arrival,the duke and duchess went to meet them,prepared for their coming.The knight and his attendant were then taken to the chapel where,in the center of the room,lay a fair lady of the court,professed to be on her deathbed.

“Sancho Panza,”began the duke,“this dear lady of ours,now seeming to be near death,still lives yet, and you,my dear attendant,are present to restore her long-lost light.Do you,therefore,know that the great enchanters have announced you alone,with only twenty-four stitches to your face,are able to restore the health of this young beauty?”

On hearing this Sancho broke silence and cried out,“By all that’s good,I’ll never allow that to come to pass!What has handling my face got to do with the restoration of this lady?This pitiable woman dies of ailments God was pleased to send her,and to bring
 her to life again they must give me four-and-twenty stitches and prick holes in my body with pins!Try those jokes on another,for they are of no use to me.”

The king,being present for the much anticipated appearance of the knight and his attendant,immediately spoke out,saying,“You shall die,if you refuse to yield.Humble yourself,proud fool;suffer and be silent,for no impossibilities are asked of you.It is not for you to inquire into the difficulties in this matter;stitched and pricked you must be.Now,obey my orders,or by the word of an honest man,you shall suffer far more.”

At this some six ladies of the court,advancing across the court,made their appearance in procession,one after the other,four of them with spectacles,and all with their right hands uplifted.Settling himself well in his chair,he presented his face and beard to the first,who delivered him a stitch very stoutly laid on,and then made him a low bow.

“Less politeness and less pain,Madam,”said Sancho;“by God your hands smell of vinegar.”

In fine,all the ladies stitched him and several others of the household pinched him;but what he could not stand was being pricked by the pins;and
 so,apparently out of patience,he started up out of his chair,and seizing a lighted torch that stood near him fell upon the ladies and the whole set of his tormentors,exclaiming,“Go,you ministers of hell;I’m not made of brass not to feel such out-of-the-way tortures.”

At this instant the lady who was to be taken for dead,probably tired of having been so long lying on her back,turned on her side.Seeing this,the guests cried out almost with one voice,“She is alive!”

Sancho,seeing her move,began,“That’s trick upon trick,a nice thing it would be for a whipping to come now,on the top of pinches,stitches,and pins! Leave me alone!”

The fair lady had by this time sat up on the altar,bowed her head to the king,the duke and his lady,then looked sideways at the knight and his attendant,saying,“From this day forth,friend Sancho,I shall for ever remember this grand gesture you have shown me.”

Sancho kissed her hands in gratitude.The duke then gave orders that the court should be cleared,and that all should retire to their chambers,and that Don Quixote and Sancho should be conducted to their old
 quarters.

The next morning,Don Quixote dressed himself and dined with the duke and duchess,and set out shortly after with this attendant,rather eager himself to leave the scheming duke and duchess.

注释

multitude['mʌltitjuːd]n.大批

harass['hærəs]v.使烦恼

sting[stiŋ]v.刺,叮

predicament[pri'dikəmənt]n.困境

neglect[ni'ցlekt]n.忽略

rub[rʌb]v.擦

restore[ris'tɔː]v.恢复

f lock[flɔk]n.群

meadow['medəu]n.草地

crystal['kristl]a.明澈的

restore[ris'tɔː]v.恢复

chapel['tʃæpəl]n.小教堂

inquire[in'kwaiə]v.询问

stitch[stitʃ]n.针刺

prick[prik]v.刺

procession[prə'seʃən]n.列队进行

spectacle['spektəkl]n.眼镜

pinch[pintʃ]v.拧

torch[tɔːtʃ]n.火把

tormentor[tɔː'mentə(r)]n.折磨者


hell[hel]n.地狱

torture['tɔːtʃə]n.折磨

pinch[pintʃ]n.拧

altar['ɔːltə]n.祭坛

chamber['tʃeimbə]n.寝室

scheming['skiːmiŋ]a.有诡计的


CHAPTER 23

The conquered and afflicted Don Quixote went along very downcast in one respect and very happy in another.His sadness arose from his defeat,and his satisfaction from the thought of the virtue that lay in Sancho,as had been proved by the restoration of the duke and duchess’lady of the court;though it was with difficulty he could persuade himself that the sweet girl had been really dead.Sancho went along anything but cheerful,for it grieved him that he had not been offered payment for his great sacrifice;and turning this over in his mind he said to his master,“Surely,sir,I’m the most unlucky doctor in the world;there’s many a physician that,after killing the sick man he had to cure,requires to be paid for his work,but with me,though,to cure somebody else it costs me drops of blood,stitches,pinches and whippings.”

“You are right,Sancho my friend,”said Don Quixote,“and although that virtue of yours is free—as it has cost you no study whatever,any more than such study as your personal sufferings may be—I can say for myself that if you would have payment for
 the lashes on account of Dulcinea,I would have given it to you freely.I am not sure,however,whether payment will agree with the cure,and I would not have the reward interfere with the medicine.I think, though,there will be nothing lost by trying it;consider how much you would have,Sancho.”

At this proposal Sancho opened his eyes and his ears a palm’s breadth wide,and in his heart very readily agreed to whipping himself,and said he to his master,“Very well then,sir,I’ll hold myself in readiness to gratify Your Worship’s wishes if I’m to p rofit by it;for the love of my wife and children forces me to seem grasping.Let Your Worship say how much you will pay me for each lash I give myself.”

“All the treasures of Venice would be insufficient to pay you if I were to decide the payment,”replied Don Quixote,“so I must ask you yourself to put a price on each lash.”

“Of them,”said Sancho,“there are three thousand three hundred and odd;of these I have given myself five,the rest remain;let the five go for the odd ones,and let us take the three thousand three hundred,which at a quarter a gold coin each(for I
 will not take less though the whole world should bid me)make three thousand three hundred quarter gold coins;the three thousand are one thousand five hundred half gold coins,which make seven hundred and fifty gold coins;and the three hundred make a hundred and fifty half,which come to seventy-five, which added to the seven hundred and fifty make eight hundred and twenty-five gold coins in all.These I will stop out of what I have belonging to Your Worship,and I’ll return home rich and content,though well whipped.”

“O blessed Sancho!O dear Sancho!”said Don Quixote;“how we shall be bound to serve you,Dulcinea and I,all the days of our lives that heaven may grant us!If she returns to her lost shape(and it cannot be but that she will)her misfortune will have been good fortune,and my defeat a most happy triumph.But look here,Sancho;when will you begin? For if you will make short work of it,I will give you a hundred coins over and above.”

“When?”said Sancho.“I’ll begin this night without fail.Let Your Worship order it so that we pass it out of doors and in the open air,and I’ll certainly whip myself.”


Night,longed for by Don Quixote with the greatest anxiety in the world,came at last.They made their way at length in among some pleasant trees that stood a little distance from the road,and there they stretched themselves on the green grass and made their supper off Sancho’s stores,and he making a powerful and flexible whip,retreated about twenty paces from his master among some trees.Don Quixote,seeing him march off with such resolution and spirit,said to him,“Take care,my friend,not to cut yourself to pieces;allow the lashes to wait for one another.”

Sancho then stripped himself from the waist upwards,and snatching up the rope,he began to lay on and Don Quixote to count the lashes.He might have given himself six or eight when he began to think the joke no trifle,and its price very low;and holding his hand for a moment,he told his master that he cried off on the score of a blind bargain,for each of those lashes ought to be paid for at the rate of half a real instead of a quarter.

“Go on,Sancho my friend,and be not disheartened,”said Don Quixote;“for I double the stakes as to price.”


“In that case,”said Sancho,“in God’s hand be it,and let it rain lashes.”But the attendant no longer laid them on his shoulders,but laid on to the trees, with such groans every now and then,that one would have thought at each of them his soul was being plucked up by the roots.Don Quixote,touched to the heart,and fearing he might make an end of himself,and that through Sancho’s imprudence he might miss his own object,said to him,“As you live,my friend,let the matter rest where it is,for the remedy seems to me a very rough one,and it will be well to have patience.”

Sancho continued at his task with so much resolution that he soon had the bark stripped off several trees;such was the severity with which he whipped himself.

The following day,the knight and attendant again set out,reaching an inn late in the evening. Meanwhile there arrived at the inn a traveler on horseback with three or four servants,one of whom said to him who appeared to be the master,“Here,Sir Don Tarfe,Your Worship may take your rest here;the quarters seem clean and cool.”

When he heard this Don Quixote said to Sancho,
 “Look here,Sancho;on turning over the leaves of that book of the Second Part of my history I think I came casually upon this name of Don Tarfe.”

“Very likely,”said Sancho;“we had better let him dismount,and by-and-by we can ask about it.”

The gentleman dismounted,and the landlady gave him a room on the ground floor opposite Don Quixote’s.Addressing Don Quixote,as he passed by,who was pacing up and down there,he asked,“In what direction Your Worship bound,gentle sir?”

“To a village near this which is my own village,”replied Don Quixote;“and Your Worship,where are you bound for?”

“I am going to Granada,sir,”said the gentleman,“to my own country.”

“And a goodly country,”said Don Quixote;“but will Your Worship do me the favour of telling me your name,for it strikes me it is of more importance to me to know it than I can tell you.”

“My name is Don Tarfe,”replied the traveler. To which Don Quixote returned,“I have no doubt whatever that Your Worship is that Don Tarfe who appears in print in the Second Part of the history of Don Quixote of La Mancha,lately printed and pub-
 lished by a new author.”

“Indeed,the author being a dear friend of mine, it was I who took the Knight of La Mancha away from his home,or at least induced him to come to a competition that was to be held at Saragossa.”

“Tell me,Sir Don Tarfe,”said Don Quixote,“am I at all like that Don Quixote you talk of?”

“No indeed,”replied the traveler,“not a bit.”

“And that Don Quixote—”said our own,“had he with him an attendant called Sancho Panza?”

“He had,”said Don Tarfe;“but though he had the name of being entertaining,I never heard him say anything that had anything amusing in it.”

“That I can well believe,”said Sancho at this,“for to come out with amusements is not in everybody’s line;and that Sancho Your Worship speaks of,gentle sir,must be some great liar and thief,all in one;for I am the real Sancho Panza,and I have more amusements than if it rained them.”

“By God I believe it,”said Don Tarfe.“I am convinced that the enchanters who persecute Don Quixote the Good have been trying to persecute me with Don Quixote the Bad.But I don’t know what to say,for I am ready to swear I left him shut up in To-
 ledo,and here another Don Quixote turns up,though a very different one from mine.”

“I don’t know whether I am good,”said Don Quixote,“but I can safely say I am not‘the Bad’; and to prove it,let me tell you,Sir Don Tarfe,I have never in my life been in Saragossa;so far from that, when it was told me that thisimaginary Don Quixote had been present at the competition in that city,I declined to enter it,in order to drag his falsehood before the face of the world;and so I went on straight to Barcelona,the treasure-house of courtesy,haven of strangers,asylum of the poor,home of the courageous,champion of the wronged,pleasant exchange of firm friendships,and city unequaled in site and beauty.And though the adventures that befell me there are not by any means matters of enjoyment,but rather of regret,I do not regret them,simply because I have seen it.In a word,Sir Don Tarfe,I am Don Quixote of La Mancha,the one that fame speaks of, and not the unlucky one that has attempted to steal my name and deck himself out in my ideas.I beg Your Worship to be so good as to make a declaration before the mayor of this village that you never in all your life saw me until now,and that neither am I the
 Don Quixote in print in the Second Part,nor this Sancho Panza,my attendant,the one Your Worship knew.”

“That I will do most willingly,”replied Don Tarfe;“though it amazes me to find two men by the name of Don Quixote,and two others by the name of Sancho Panza,as much alike in name as they differ in conduct;and again I say and declare that what I saw I cannot have seen,and that what happened to me cannot have happened.”

By this,dinner-time arrived,and Don Quixote and Don Tarfe dined together.The mayor of the village came by chance into the inn,and Don Quixote laid a petition before him,showing that it was request for his rights that Don Tarfe,the gentleman there present,should make a declaration before him that he did not know Don Quixote of La Mancha,also there present,and that he was not the one that was in print in a history entitled Second Part of Don Quixote of La Mancha.

The mayor finally put it in legal form,and the declaration was made with all the formalities required in such cases,at which Don Quixote and Sancho were in high delight,as if a declaration of the sort was of
 any great importance to them.

The next morning,the true knight and attendant set out,descending the slope,directing their steps to their village.

注释

a f f licted[ə'fliktid]a.苦恼的

whip[(h)wip]v.鞭打

inter fere['intə'fiə]n.影响

palm[pɑːm]n.手掌

breadth[bredθ]n.宽厚

gratif y['ցrætifai]v.使满足

pro fit['prɔfit]v.得益

insu f ficient['insə'fiʃənt]a.不够的

triumph['traiəmf]n.战胜

f lexible['fleksəbl]a.柔韧的

trif le['traifl]n.玩弄

stake[steik]n.奖金

pluck[plʌk]v.拔

imprudence[im'pruːdəns]n.鲁莽

miss[mis]v.未完成

remedy['remidi]n.治疗法

casually['kæʒjuəli]ad.偶然地

entertain['entə'tein]v.逗乐

persecute['pəːsikjuːt]v.迫害

imaginary[i'mædʒinəri]a.假的

unequal['ʌn'iːkwəl]v.独一无二


deck[dek]v.装扮

petition[pi'tiʃən]n.申请

entitle[in'taitl]v.命名

legal['liːցəl]a.合法的


CHAPTER 24

At the entrance of the village,the two were immediately met by the priest and the bachelor Samson. Together they made their entrance into the town,and proceeded to Don Quixote’s house,at the door of which they found his housekeeper and niece,whom the news of his arrival had already reached.It had been brought to Teresa Panza,Sancho’s wife,as well,and she with her hair all loose and half naked, dragging her daughter by the hand,ran out to meet her husband;but seeing him coming in by no means as good case as she thought a governor ought to be, she said to him,“How is it you come this way,husband?It seems to me you come looking more like a disorderly beggar than a governor.”

“Hold your tongue,Teresa,”said Sancho;“let’s go into the house and there you’ll hear strange things.I bring money,and that’s the main thing,got by my own industry without wronging anybody.”

Don Quixote at once,without any regard to time or season,withdrew in private with the bachelor and the priest,and in a few words told them of his defeat,and of the engagement he was under not to quit
 his village for a year,which he meant to keep to the letter without departing a hair’s breadth from it,as became a knight bound by careful good faith and the laws of knighthood.He spoke of his idea of becoming a shepherd for that year,where he could with perfect freedom give range to his thoughts of love for the peerless Dulcinea.Both the priest and the bachelor were shocked at Don Quixote’s new obsession;however,lest he should once more make off out of the village from them in pursuit of his gallantry,they trusting that in the course of the year he might be cured,fell in with his new project,ap plauded his crazy idea as a bright one.

As nothing that is man’s can last for ever,but all tends ever downwards from its beginning to its end, and above all man’s life,and as Don Quixote’s enjoyed no special dispensation from heaven to stay its course,its end and close came when he least looked for it.For,whether it was of the disappointment the thought of his defeat produced,or of heaven’s will that so ordered it,a fever settled upon him and kept him in his bed for six days,during which he was often visited by his friends the priest,the bachelor,and the barber,while his good attendant,Sancho Panza,ne-
 ver quitted his bedside.They,persuaded that it was grief at finding himself conquered,and the object of his heart,the liberation Dulcinea,never attained, that kept him in this state,strove by all the means in their power to cheer him up.

But for all this Don Quixote could not shake off his sadness.His friends called in the doctor,who felt his pulse and was not very well satisfied with it,and said that in any case it would be well for him to attend to the health of his soul,as that of his body was in a bad way.Don Quixote heard this calmly;but not so his housekeeper,his niece,and his attendant,who fell weeping bitterly,as if they had him lying dead before them.

Don Quixote begged them to leave him to himself,as he had a wish to sleep a little.They obeyed, and he slept at one stretch,as the saying is,more than six hours,so that the housekeeper and niece thought he was going to sleep for ever.But at the end of that time he woke up,and in a loud voice exclaimed,“Blessed be Almighty God,who has shown me such goodness.In truth his mercies are boundless,and the sins of men can neither limit them nor keep them back!”


The niece listened with attention to her uncle’s words,and they struck her as more coherent than what usually fell from him,at least during his illness,so she asked,“What are you saying,sir?”

“I am saying,my dear niece,that my reason is now free and clear,rid of the dark shadows of ignorance that my unhappy constant study of those hateful books of gallantry cast over it.Now I see through their absurdities,and it only grieves me that this destruction of my illusions has come so late that it leaves me no time to make some amends by reading other books that might be a light to my soul.Niece,I feel myself at the point of death.Call in to me,my dear, my good friends the priest,the bachelor Samson Carrasco,and Master Nicholas the barber,for I wish to confess and make my will.”

“Good news for you,good sirs,”he exclaimed at their entrance,“I am no longer Don Quixote of La Mancha,but Alonso Quixano,whose way of life won for him the name of Good.Now I perceive my foolishness,and the peril into which reading them brought me;now,by God’s mercy schooled into my right senses,I hate them.”

The confession over,and the priest came out say-
 ing,“Alonso Quixano the Good is indeed dying,and is indeed in his right mind;we may now go in to him while he makes his will.”

This news gave a tremendous impulse to the brimming eyes of the housekeeper,niece,and Sancho Panza his good attendant,making the tears burst from their eyes and a host of sighs from their hearts; for of a truth,as has been said more than once, whether as plain Alonso Quixano the Good,or as Don Quixote of La Mancha,Don Quixote was always of a gentle disposition and kindly in all his ways,and hence he was beloved,not only by those of his own house,but by all who knew him.

After demanding to change his will,thus giving Sancho the remainder of his little fortune,he live three days longer before surrendering to death, thankful his reason and good sense had been restored.

注释

disorderly[dis'ɔːdəli]a.杂乱的

range[reindʒ]n.范围

applaud[ə'plɔːd]v.称赞

tend[tend]n.趋向

dispensation['dispen'seiʃən]n.分配


stretch[stretʃ]n.伸展

coherent[kəu'hiərənt]a.清楚的

ignorance['iցnərəns]n.愚昧

illusion[i'luːʒən]n.幻觉

amend[ə'mend]n.改正

con fession[kən'feʃən]n.坦白

tremendous[tri'mendəs]a.惊人的

brim[brim]v.溢满

remainder[ri'meində]n.剩余物

surrender[sə'rendə]v.屈从于
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