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you do, and how I left you hard by, waiting
her orders and instructions about talking with
her in private, without bringing her name in
question.”—‘Dear Sancho,” said the knight,
““thou hast spoke and included a thousand
sentences in the compass of a few words; I
approve, and lovingly accept thy advice.
Come, my child, let us go, and in some
neighbouring grove find out a convenient
retreat; then, as thou sayest, thou shall return
to seek, to see, and to deliver my embassy to
my lady, from whose discretion and most
courteous mind I hope for a thousand favours,
that may be counted more than wonderful.”’
Sancho sat upon thorns till he had got his
master out of town, lest he should discover the
falsehood of the account he brought him in
Sierra Morena, of Dulcinea’s answering his
letter; so hastening to be gone, they were
presently got two miles from the town into a
wood, where Don Quixote took covert, and
Sancho was dispatched to Dulcinea. In which
negotiation some accidents fell out, that require
new attention and a fresh belief.

DON QUIXOTE

CHAPTER X

HOW SANCHO CUNNINGLY FOUND OUT A WAY TO
ENCHANT THE LADY DULCINEA; WITH OTHER
PASSAGES NO LESS CERTAIN THAN RIDICULOUS

TrE author of this important history being
come to the matters which he relates in this
chapter, says he would willingly have left them
buried in oblivion, in a manner despairing of
his reader’s belief. For Don Quixote’s mad-
ness flies here to so extravagant a pitch, that it
may be said to have outstripped, by two bow-
shots, all imaginable credulity. However,
notwithstanding this mistrust, he has set down
every particular, just as the same was transacted,
without adding or diminishing the least atom
of truth through the whole history; not valuing
in the least such objections as may be raised to
impeach him of breach of veracity. A pro-
ceeding which ought to be commended; for
truth indeed rather alleviates than hurts, and

will always bear up against falsehood, as oil
does above water. And so continuing his
narration, he tells us, that when Don Quixote
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was retired into the wood or forest, or rather
into the grove of oaks near the Grand Toboso,
he ordered Sancho to go back to the city, and
not to return to his presence till he had had
audience of his lady; beseeching her that it
might please her to be seen by her captive
knight, and vouchsafe to bestow her bene-
diction on him, that by the virtue of that
blessing he might hope for a prosperous event
in all his onsets and perilous attempts and
adventures. Sancho undertook the charge,
engaging him as successful a return of this as
of his former message.

“Go then, child,” said the knight, “and
have a care of being daunted when thou
approachest the beams of that refulgent sun of
beauty. Happy, thou, above all the squires
of the universe! Observe and engrave in thy
memory the manner of thy reception; mark
whether her colour changes upon the delivery
of thy commission; whether her looks betray
any emotion or concern when she hears my
name; whether she does not seem to sit on

her cushion with a strange uneasiness, in case
thou happenest to find her seated on the
pompous throne of her authority. And if
she be standing, mind whether she stands
sometimes upon one leg, and’ sometimes on
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another; whether she repeats three or four
times the answer which she gives thee, or
changes it from kind to cruel, and then again
from cruel to kind; whether she does not seem
to adjust her hair, though every lock appears
in perfect order. In short, observe all her
actions, every motion, every gesture; for by
the accurate relation which thou givest of
these things, I shall divine the secrets of her
breast, and draw just inferences in relation to
my amour. For I must tell thee Sancho, if
thou dost not know it already, that the out-
ward motions of lovers are the surest indications
of their inward affections, they are the most
faithful intelligencers in an amorous negotia-
tion. Go then, my trusty squire! thy own
better stars, not mine, attend thee; and meet
with a more prosperous event, than that which
in this doleful desert, tossed between hopes and
fears, I dare expect.”—*“1 will go, sir,”’ quoth
Sancho, ‘““‘and I will be back in a trice: mean-
while cheer up, I beseech you; come, sir,
comfort that little heart of yours, no bigger
than a hazelnut! Don’t be cast down,
I say; remember the old saying, Faint heart
never won fair lady: Where there is no hook,
to be sure there will hang no bacon; the hare
leaps out of the bush where we least look for
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her. I speak this, to give you to understand,
that though we could not find my lady’s castle
in the night, T may light on it when I least
think on it now it is day; and when I have
found it, let me alone to deal with her.”—
“Well, Sancho,”” said the knight, ‘“thou hast
a rare talent in applying thy proverbs; heaven
give thee better success in thy designs!”” This
said, Sancho turned his back, and switching
his Dapple, left the Don on horseback, leaning
on his lance, and resting on his stirrups, full
of melancholy and confused imaginations. Let
us leave him too, to go along with Sancho, who
was no less uneasy in his mind.

No sooner was he got out of the grove, but
turning about, and perceiving his master quite
out of sight, he dismounted, and laying himself
down at the foot of a tree, thus began to hold
a parley with himself.—“Friend Sancho,”
quoth he, “‘pray let me ask you whither your
worship is a-going? Is it to seek some ass you
have lost?%—No, by my troth.—What is it then
thou art hunting after?—Why I am looking,
you must know, for a thing of nothing, only a
princess, and in her the son of beauty, forsooth,
and all heaven together.—Well, and where dost
thou think to find all this, friend of mine?%—
Where! why in the great city of Toboso.—
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And pray, sir, who set you to work?—Who set
me to work! There is a question! Why, who
but the most renowned Don Quixote de la
Mancha, he that rights the wronged, that gives
drink to the hungry, and meat to those that are
dry.—Very good, sir, but pray dost know where
she lives?—Not I, efackins! but my master
says it is somewhere in a king’s palace, or
stately castle—And hast thou ever seen her,
trow?—No marry han’t I: why, my master
himself never set eyes on her in his life.—But
tell me, Sancho, what if the people of Toboso
should know that you are come to inveigle
their princesses, and make their ladies Tun
astray, and should baste your carcase hand-
somely, and leave you mever a sound rib, do
you not think they would be mightily in the
right on it? Why, troth, they would not be
much in the wrong; though methinks they
should consider, too, that I am but a servant,
and sent on another body’s errand, and so I am
not at all in fault—Nay, never trust to that,
Sancho, for your people of La Mancha are
plaguy hot and toucheous, and will endure no
tricks to be put upon them: body of me! if
they but smoke thee, they will maul thee after
a strange rate—No, no, fore-warned
fore-armed: Why do I go about to look for
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more feet than a cat has, for another man’s
maggot! Besides, when all is done, I may per-
haps as well look for a needle in a bottle of hay,
or for a scholar at Salamanea, as for Dulcinea
all over the town of Toboso. Well, it is the
devil, and nothing but the devil, has put me
upon this troublesome piece of work.”

This was the dialogue Sancho had with him-
self; and the consequence of it was the follow-

ing soliloquy. ‘“Well, there is a remedy for all

things but death, which will be sure to lay us
flat one time or other. This master of mine,
by a thousand tokens I have seen, is a down-
right madman, and I think I come within an
inch of him; nay, I am the greatest cod’s-head
of the two, to serve and follow him as I do, if
the proverb be not a liar, Shew me thy company,
I will tell thee what thou art; and the other
old saw, Birds of a feather flock together. Now
then, my master being mad, and so very mad
as to mistake sometimes one thing for another,
black for white, and white for black; as when
he took the wind-mills for giants, the friars’
mules for dromedaries, and the flocks of sheep
for armies, and much more to the same tune;
I guess it will be no hard matter to pass upon
him the first country-wench I shall meet with
for the Lady Dulcinea. If he won’t believe it,
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I will swear it; if he swear again, I will out-
swear him; and if he be positive, I will be more
positive than he; and stand to it, and outface
him in it, come what will on it: So that when
he finds I won’t flinch, he will either resolve
never to send me more of his sleeveless errands,
seeing what a lame account I bring him, or he
will think some one of those wicked wizards,
who, he says, owe him a grudge, has trans-
mogrified her into some other shape out of
spite.”’

This happy contrivance helped to ecompose
Sancho’s mind, and now he looked on his grand
affair to be as good as done. Having therefore
staid till the evening, that his master might
think he had employed so much time in going
and coming, things fell out very luckily for him;
for as he arose to mount his Dapple, he spied
three country-wenches coming towards him
from Toboso, upon three young asses; whether
male or female the author has left undetermined,
though we may reasonably suppose they were
she-asses, such being most frequently used to
ride on by country-lasses in those parts. But
this being no very material circumstance, we
need not dwell any longer upon the decision of
that point. It is sufficient they were asses, and

discovered by Sancho; who thereupon made all
III I
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the haste he could to get to his master, and
found him breathing out a thousand sighs and
amorous lamentations.

“Well, my Sancho,” said the knight,
immediately upon his approach, ‘“what news?
Are we to mark this day with a white or a
black stone?”’—“Even mark it rather with red
ochre,”” answered Sancho, ‘“as they do church-
chairs, that every body may know who they
belong to.”—“Why then,” said Don Quixote,
“I suppose thou bringest good news.’’—¢Ay,
marry do I,”” quoth Sancho; ‘“you have no
more to do but to clap spurs to Rozinante, and
get into the open fields, and you will soon see my
Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, with a brace of her
damsels, coming to see your worship.”’—
““Blessed heavens!” cried Don Quixote, ‘“what
art thou saying, my dear Sancho? Take heed,
and do not presume to beguile my real grief
with a delusive joy.”’—“Adzookers! sir,” said
Sancho, ‘““what should I get by putting a trick
upon you, and being found out the next
moment? Seeing is believing all the world
over. Come, sir, put on, put on, and you will
see our lady princess coming, dressed up and
bedecked like her own sweet self indeed. Her
damsels and she are all one spark of gold; all
pearls, all diamonds, all rubies, all cloth of gold
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above ten inches high. Their hair spread over
their shoulders like so many sun-beams, and
dangling and dancing in the wind; and what
is more, they ride upon three flea-bitten gamb-
ling hags; there is not a piece of horse-flesh
can match them in three kingdoms.”’—
““Ambling nags thou meanest, Sancho,” said
Don Quixote.—‘‘Gambling hags or ambling
nags,”’ quoth Sancho, ‘‘there is no such differ-
ence methinks; but be they what they will, I
am sure I never set eyes on finer creatures than
those that ride upon their backs, especially my
Lady Dulcinea; it would make one swoon away
but to look upon her.”—“Let us move then,
my Sancho,” said Don Quixote: “and as a
gratification for these unexpected happy tidings,
I freely bestow on thee the best spoils the next
adventure we meet with-shall afford; and if
that content thee not, take the colts which my
three mares thou knowest of are now ready to
foal on our town-common.”’—‘Thank you for
the colts,”” said Sancho; ‘““but as for the spoils,
I am not sure they will be worth any thing.”
They were now got out of the wood, and
discovered the three country-lasses at a small
distance. Don Quixote, casting his eyes to-
wards Toboso, and seeing nobody on the road
but the three wenches, was strangely troubled
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in mind, and turning to Sancho, asked him
whether the princess and her damsels were
come out of the city when he left them?—
“Out of the city!” cried Sancho; ‘“Why,
where are your eyes? are they in your heels, in
the name of wonder, that you cannot see them
coming towards us, shining as bright as the
sun at noonday?”’—‘‘I see nothing,”” returned
Don Quixote, ‘‘but three wenches upon as
many asses.”’—‘Now, heaven deliver me from
the devil!” quoth Sancho: “is it possible
your worship should mistake three what d’ye-
call-ems, three ambling nags I mean, as white
as driven snow, for three ragged ass-colts!
Body of me! I will even peel off my beard by
the roots an’t be so.”’—*“Take it from me, friend
Sancho,’” said the knight; ‘‘they are either he
or she asses, as sure as I am Don Quixote, and
thou Sancho Panza; at least they appear to
be such.”—*Come, sir,”” quoth the squire,
““do not talk at that rate, but snuff your eyes,
and go pay your homage to the mistress of your
soul; for she is near at hand.” And so say-
ing Sancho hastens up to the three country
wenches, and alighting from Dapple, took
hold of one of the asses by the halter, and fall-
ing on his knees, ‘‘Queen, and princess, and
duchess of Beauty, an’t please your haughti-
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ness, and greatness,”” quoth he, ‘“‘vouchsafe to
take into your good grace and liking, yonder
knight, your prisoner and ecaptive, who is
turned of a sudden into cold marble-stone, and
struck all of a heap, to see himself before your
high and mightiness. I am Sancho Panza,
his squire, and he himself the wandering
weather-beaten knight, Don Quixote de Ila
Mancha, otherwise called the Knight of the
Woful Figure.”” By this time, Don Quixote,
having placed himself down on his knees by
Sancho, gazed with dubious and disconsolate
eyes on the ecreature whom Sancho -called
queen and lady; and perceiving her to be no
more than a plain country-wench, so far from
being well-favoured that she was blubber-
cheeked, and flat-nosed, he was lost in aston-
ishment, and could not utter one word. On
the other side, the wenches were no less
surprised, to see themselves stopped by two
men in such different outsides, and on their
knees. But at last she whose ass was held by
Sancho took courage, and broke silence in an
angry tone. ‘“Come,”” cried she, ‘“‘get out of
our way with a murrain, and let us go about
our business; for we are in haste.”—“Q
Princess! and wuniversal Lady of Toboso,”
answered Sancho, “why does not that great
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heart of yours melt, to see the post and pillar
of knight-errantry fall down before your high
and mighty presence!”’—“Heyday!”’ quoth
another of the females, hearing this, ‘“‘what is
here to do? Look how your small gentry
come to jeer and flout poor country-girls, as if
we could not give them as good as they bring.
Go, get about your business, and let us go
about ours, and speed you well—“Rise,
Sancho,” said Don Quixote hearing this, ‘“for
I am now convinced, that my malicious stars,
not yet satisfied with my past misfortunes, still
shed their baleful influence, and have barred
all the passages that could convey relief to
my miserable soul, in this frail habitation of
animated clay. O! thou extremity of all that
is valuable, master-piece of all human perfee-
tion, and only comfort of this afflicted heart,
thy adorer, though now a spiteful enchanter
persecutes me, and fascinates my sight, hiding
with mists and cataracts from me, and me
alone, those peerless beauties under the foul
disguise of rustic deformity! if he has not
transformed thy faithful knight into some ugly
shape, to make me loathsome to thy sight,

look on me with a smiling amorous eye; and
in the submission and genuflexion which I pay
to thy beauty, even under the fatal cloud that
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obscures it, read the humility with which my
soul adores thee.”’—‘Tittle-tattle,”” quoth the
country-wench, ‘‘spare your breath to cool
your porridge, and rid me of your idle gibberish.
Get you on, sir, and let us go; and we shall
think it a kindness.”” This said, Sancho made
way for her, and let her pass, overjoyed his plot
had succeeded so well. The imaginary Dulcinea
was no sooner at liberty, but punching her ass
with the end of a staff which she had in her
hand, she began to scour along the plain: But
the angry beast not being used to such smart
instigations, fell a kicking and wincing at such
a rate, that down came my ILady Dulcinea.
Presently Don Quixote ran to help her up, and
Sancho to resettle and gird her pack-saddle,
that hung under the ass’s belly. Which being
done, the knight very courteously was going to
take his enchanted mistress in his arms, to set
her on her saddle; but she being now got on
her legs, took a run, and clapping her hands
upon the ass’s erupper, at one jump leaped into
her pannel, as swift as a hawk, and there she
sat with her legs astride like a man. ‘‘By the
lord Harry!”’ quoth Sancho, “our lady mistress
is as nimble as an eel. Let me be hanged, if I
don’t think she might teach the best jockey in
Cordova or Mexico to mount a horseback. Af
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one jump she was vaulted into the saddle, and,
without spurs, makes her nag smoke it away
like a greyhound! her damsels are notable
whipsters too; adad! they don’t come much
short of her, for they fly like the wind.”
Indeed, he said true, for when Dulcinea was
once mounted, they both made after her full
speed, without so much as looking behind
them for above half a league.

Don Quixote followed them, as far as he
could with his eyes; and when they were quite
out of sight, turning to his squire, ‘“Ncw,
Sancho,” said he, “what thinkest thou of this
matter? Are not these base enchanters in-
exorable? How extensive is their spite, thus
to deprive me of the happiness of seeing the
object of my wishes in her natural shape and
glory? Sure I was doomed to be an example
of misfortunes, and the mark against which
those caitiffs are employed to shoot all the
arrows of their hatred. Note, Sancho, that
these traitors were not content to turn and
transform my Dulcinea, but they must do it
into the vile and deformed resemblance of that
country-wench; nay, they even took from her
that sweet scent of fragrant flowers and amber,
those grateful odours, so essential to ladies of
her rank; for, to tell the truth, when I went to
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help her upon her nag, as thou callest it, (for to
me it seemed nothing but an ass,) such a whiff,
such a rank hogo of raw garlic invaded my
nostrils, as had like to have overcome me, and
put me into a convulsion.”—“0 ye vile
wretches!” eried Sancho, “O ye wicked and
ill-minded enchanters! O that I might but
once see the whole nest of ye threaded together
on one string, and hung up a smoking by the
gills like so many pilchards! You know a
deal, you can do a deal, and you make a deal
of mischief. One would have thought you
might have been contented, like a pack of
rogues as you are, with having changed the
pearls of my lady’s eyes into gall-nuts, and her
most pure golden locks into a red cow’s tail;
but you must be meddling with her breath, by
which we might have guessed what lay hid
under that coarse disguise; though, for my part,
I must needs own, she did not appear to be
deformed at all, but rather fair and beautiful;
by the same token that she had a mole on the
side of the upper lip, like a whisker, whence
sprouted seven or eight red hairs, each about a
span in length, looking like so many threads of
gold wire.”’—‘‘As the moles on the body,”’ said
Don Quixote, ‘““are generally answerable to
those on the face, Dulcinea should have such
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another mole on the brawn of her thigh,
opposite to that side of her face where that
beauty-spot is seated: But methinks, Sancho,
the hairs thou talkest of, are of a length some-
what extraordinary for moles.”—“That is
neither here nor there,”” quoth Sancho; ‘“there
they were, I'll assure you, and they looked too
as if she had brought them with her into the
world.”—*“That I believe,” said Don Quixote,
“for every part of Dulcinea must be naturally
perfect and complete; so that though a hundred
moles were scattered over her fair outside, and
as conspicuous too as that which thou didst see,
they would be no deformities in her; but so
many moons and stars, an additional lustre to
her beauty. But tell me, Sancho, that saddle
which appeared to me to be the pannel of an
ass, was it a pillion or side-saddle?”’—*‘It was
a pad-saddle,”” answered Sancho, ‘‘with a field-
covering, and so rich that it might purchase
half a kingdom.”—“And could not I see all
this?’’ cried Don Quixote. ‘“Well, I have
said it, and must repeat it a thousand times,
I am the most unfortunate man in the universe.”’
The cunning rogue of a squire, hearing his
master talk at that rate, could hardly keep his
countenance, and refrain from laughing, to see
how admirably he had fooled him. At last,
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after a great deal of discourse of the same nature,
they both mounted again, and took the road for
Saragossa, designing to be present at the most
celebrated festivals and sports that are solemn-
ized every year in that noble city, But they
met with many accidents by the way, and those
so extraordinary, and worthy the reader’s
information, that they must not be passed over

unrecorded nor unread; as shall appear from
what follows.




