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Fragments from Don Quixote by Miguel de Cervantes
“ The age of this gentleman of ours was bordering on fifty; he was of a hardy habit, spare, gauntfeatured, a very early riser and a great sportsman. They will have it his surname was Quixada or
Quesada (for here there is some difference of opinion among the authors who write on the subject),
although from reasonable conjectures it seems plain that he was called Quexana. “ (Ch. 1)
“[...] he became so absorbed in his books that he spent his nights from sunset to sunrise, and his days
from dawn to dark, poring over them; and what with little sleep and much reading his brains got so dry
that he lost his wits. His fancy grew full of what he used to read about in his books, enchantments,
quarrels, battles, challenges, wounds, wooings, loves, agonies, and all sorts of impossible nonsense;
and it 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. “ (Ch. 1)
“ […] his wits being quite gone, he hit upon the strangest notion that ever madman in this world hit
upon, and that was that he fancied it was right and requisite, as well for the support of his own honour
as for the service of his country, that he should make a knight-errant of himself, roaming the world over
in full armour and on horseback in quest of adventures, and putting in practice himself all that he had
read of as being the usual practices of knights-errant; righting every kind of wrong, and exposing
himself to peril and danger from which, in the issue, he was to reap eternal renown and fame. “ (Ch. 1)
“Meanwhile Don Quixote worked upon a farm labourer, a neighbour of his, an honest man (if indeed
that title can be given to him who is poor), but with very little wit in his pate. In a word, he so talked
him over, and with such persuasions and promises, that the poor clown made up his mind to sally forth
with him and serve him as esquire. Don Quixote, among other things, told him he ought to be ready to
go with him gladly, because any moment an adventure might occur that might win an island in the
twinkling of an eye and leave him governor of it. On these and the like promises Sancho Panza (for so
the labourer was called) left wife and children, and engaged himself as esquire to his neighbour. “ (Ch.
7)
“At this point they came in sight of thirty or forty windmills that there are on that plain, and as soon as
Don Quixote saw them he said to his squire, “Fortune is arranging matters for us better than we could
have shaped our desires ourselves, for look there, friend Sancho Panza, where thirty or more monstrous
giants present themselves, all of whom I mean to engage in battle and slay, and with whose spoils we
shall begin to make our fortunes; for this is righteous warfare, and it is God’s good service to sweep so
evil a breed from off the face of the earth.”
“What giants?” said Sancho Panza.
“Those thou seest there,” answered his master, “with the long arms, and some have them nearly two
leagues long.”
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“Look, your worship,” 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 make the millstone go.”
“It is easy to see,” replied Don Quixote, “that thou art not used to this business of adventures; those are
giants; and if thou art afraid, away with thee out of this and betake thyself to prayer while I engage
them in fierce and unequal combat.”
So saying, he gave the spur to his steed Rocinante, heedless of the cries his squire Sancho sent after
him, warning him that most certainly they were windmills and not giants he was going to attack. He,
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 made at them shouting, “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 ye flourish more arms than the giant Briareus, ye have to reckon with me.”
So saying, and commending himself with all his heart to his lady Dulcinea, imploring her to support
him in such a peril, with lance in rest and covered by his buckler, he charged at Rocinante’s fullest
gallop and fell upon the first mill that stood in front of him; but as he drove his lance-point into the sail
the wind whirled it round with such force that it shivered the lance to pieces, sweeping with it horse
and rider, who went rolling over on the plain, in a sorry condition. “ (Ch. 8)

“ “May it please your worship, Señor Don Quixote, to give me the government of that island which has
been won in this hard fight, for be it ever so big I feel myself in sufficient force to be able to govern it
as much and as well as anyone in the world who has ever governed islands.”
To which Don Quixote replied, “Thou must take notice, brother Sancho, that this adventure and those
like it are not adventures of islands, but of cross-roads, in which nothing is got except a broken head or
an ear the less: have patience, for adventures will present themselves from which I may make you, not
only a governor, but something more.” “ (Ch. 10)

“ “That thou mayest see, Sancho, the good that knight-errantry contains in itself, and how those who
fill any office in it are on the high road to be speedily honoured and esteemed by the world, I desire that
thou seat thyself here at my side and in the company of these worthy people, and that thou be one with
me who am thy master and natural lord, and that thou eat from my plate and drink from whatever I
drink from; for the same may be said of knight-errantry as of love, that it levels all.”
“Great thanks,” said Sancho, “but I may tell your worship that provided I have enough to eat, I can eat
it as well, or better, standing, and by myself, than seated alongside of an emperor. And indeed, if the
truth is to be told, what I eat in my corner without form or fuss has much more relish for me, even
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though it be bread and onions, than the turkeys of those other tables where I am forced to chew slowly,
drink little, wipe my mouth every minute, and cannot sneeze or cough if I want or do other things that
are the privileges of liberty and solitude. So, señor, as for these honours which your worship would put
upon me as a servant and follower of knight-errantry, exchange them for other things which may be of
more use and advantage to me; for these, though I fully acknowledge them as received, I renounce
from this moment to the end of the world.”
“For all that,” said Don Quixote, “thou must seat thyself, because him who humbleth himself God
exalteth;” and seizing him by the arm he forced him to sit down beside himself.
The goatherds did not understand this jargon about squires and knights-errant, and all they did was to
eat in silence and stare at their guests, who with great elegance and appetite were stowing away pieces
as big as one’s fist. The course of meat finished, they spread upon the sheepskins a great heap of
parched acorns, and with them they put down a half cheese harder than if it had been made of mortar.
All this while the horn was not idle, for it went round so constantly, now full, now empty, like the
bucket of a water-wheel, that it soon drained one of the two wine-skins that were in sight. When Don
Quixote had quite appeased his appetite he took up a handful of the acorns, and contemplating them
attentively delivered himself somewhat in this fashion:
“Happy the age, happy the time, to which the ancients gave the name of golden, not because in that
fortunate age the gold so coveted in this our iron one was gained without toil, but because they that
lived in it knew not the two words “mine” and “thine”! In that blessed age all things were in common;
to win the daily food no labour was required of any save to stretch forth his hand and gather it from the
sturdy oaks that stood generously inviting him with their sweet ripe fruit. The clear streams and
running brooks yielded their savoury limpid waters in noble abundance. The busy and sagacious bees
fixed their republic in the clefts of the rocks and hollows of the trees, offering without usance the
plenteous produce of their fragrant toil to every hand. The mighty cork trees, unenforced save of their
own courtesy, shed the broad light bark that served at first to roof the houses supported by rude stakes,
a protection against the inclemency of heaven alone. Then all was peace, all friendship, all concord; as
yet the dull share of the crooked plough had not dared to rend and pierce the tender bowels of our first
mother that without compulsion yielded from every portion of her broad fertile bosom all that could
satisfy, sustain, and delight the children that then possessed her. Then was it that the innocent and fair
young shepherdess roamed from vale to vale and hill to hill, with flowing locks, and no more garments
than were needful modestly to cover what modesty seeks and ever sought to hide. Nor were their
ornaments like those in use to-day, set off by Tyrian purple, and silk tortured in endless fashions, but
the wreathed leaves of the green dock and ivy, wherewith they went as bravely and becomingly decked
as our Court dames with all the rare and far-fetched artifices that idle curiosity has taught them. Then
the love-thoughts of the heart clothed themselves simply and naturally as the heart conceived them, nor
sought to commend themselves by forced and rambling verbiage. Fraud, deceit, or malice had then not
yet mingled with truth and sincerity. Justice held her ground, undisturbed and unassailed by the efforts
of favour and of interest, that now so much impair, pervert, and beset her. Arbitrary law had not yet
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established itself in the mind of the judge, for then there was no cause to judge and no one to be judged.
Maidens and modesty, as I have said, wandered at will alone and unattended, without fear of insult
from lawlessness or libertine assault, and if they were undone it was of their own will and pleasure. But
now in this hateful age of ours not one is safe, not though some new labyrinth like that of Crete conceal
and surround her; even there the pestilence of gallantry will make its way to them through chinks or on
the air by the zeal of its accursed importunity, and, despite of all seclusion, lead them to ruin. In
defence of these, as time advanced and wickedness increased, the order of knights-errant was instituted,
to defend maidens, to protect widows and to succour the orphans and the needy. To this order I belong,
brother goatherds, to whom I return thanks for the hospitality and kindly welcome ye offer me and my
squire; for though by natural law all living are bound to show favour to knights-errant, yet, seeing that
without knowing this obligation ye have welcomed and feasted me, it is right that with all the good-will
in my power I should thank you for yours.”
All this long harangue (which might very well have been spared) our knight delivered because the
acorns they gave him reminded him of the golden age; and the whim seized him to address all this
unnecessary argument to the goatherds, who listened to him gaping in amazement without saying a
word in reply. Sancho likewise held his peace and ate acorns, and paid repeated visits to the second
wine-skin, which they had hung up on a cork tree to keep the wine cool. “ (Ch. 11)

“Niece, I feel myself at the point of death, and I would fain meet it in such a way as to show that my
life has not been so ill that I should leave behind me the name of a madman; for though I have been
one, I would not that the fact should be made plainer at my death. Call in to me, my dear, my good
friends the curate, the bachelor Samson Carrasco, and Master Nicholas the barber, for I wish to confess
and make my will.” But his niece was saved the trouble by the entrance of the three. The instant Don
Quixote saw them he exclaimed, “Good news for you, good sirs, that I am no longer Don Quixote of La
Mancha, but Alonso Quixano, whose way of life won for him the name of Good. Now am I the enemy
of Amadis of Gaul and of the whole countless troop of his descendants; odious to me now are all the
profane stories of knight-errantry; now I perceive my folly, and the peril into which reading them
brought me; now, by God’s mercy schooled into my right senses, I loathe them.”
When the three heard him speak in this way, they had no doubt whatever that some new craze had
taken possession of him; and said Samson, “What? Señor Don Quixote! Now that we have intelligence
of the lady Dulcinea being disenchanted, are you taking this line; now, just as we are on the point of
becoming shepherds, to pass our lives singing, like princes, are you thinking of turning hermit? Hush,
for heaven’s sake, be rational and let’s have no more nonsense.”
“All that nonsense,” said Don Quixote, “that until now has been a reality to my hurt, my death will,
with heaven’s help, turn to my good. I feel, sirs, that I am rapidly drawing near death; a truce to jesting;
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let me have a confessor to confess me, and a notary to make my will; for in extremities like this, man
must not trifle with his soul; and while the curate is confessing me let someone, I beg, go for the
notary.” “ (Ch. 74)

“ And then, turning to Sancho, he said, “Forgive me, my friend, that I led thee to seem as mad as
myself, making thee fall into the same error I myself fell into, that there were and still are knightserrant in the world.”
“Ah!” said Sancho weeping, “don’t die, master, but take my advice and live many years; for the
foolishest thing a man can do in this life is to let himself die without rhyme or reason, without anybody
killing him, or any hands but melancholy’s making an end of him. Come, don’t be lazy, but get up from
your bed and let us take to the fields in shepherd’s trim as we agreed. Perhaps behind some bush we
shall find the lady Dulcinea disenchanted, as fine as fine can be. If it be that you are dying of vexation
at having been vanquished, lay the blame on me, and say you were overthrown because I had girthed
Rocinante badly; besides you must have seen in your books of chivalry that it is a common thing for
knights to upset one another, and for him who is conquered to-day to be conqueror to-morrow.” “ (Ch.
74)

“ At last Don Quixote’s end came, after he had received all the sacraments, and had in full and forcible
terms expressed his detestation of books of chivalry. The notary was there at the time, and he said that
in no book of chivalry had he ever read of any knight-errant dying in his bed so calmly and so like a
Christian as Don Quixote, who amid the tears and lamentations of all present yielded up his spirit, that
is to say died. “ (Ch. 74)

“ For me alone was Don Quixote born, and I for him; it was his to act, mine to write; we two together
make but one, notwithstanding and in spite of that pretended Tordesillesque writer who has ventured or
would venture with his great, coarse, ill-trimmed ostrich quill to write the achievements of my valiant
knight;—no burden for his shoulders, nor subject for his frozen wit: whom, if perchance thou shouldst
come to know him, thou shalt warn to leave at rest where they lie the weary mouldering bones of Don
Quixote, and not to attempt to carry him off, in opposition to all the privileges of death, to Old Castile,
making him rise from the grave where in reality and truth he lies stretched at full length, powerless to
make any third expedition or new sally; for the two that he has already made, so much to the enjoyment
and approval of everybody to whom they have become known, in this as well as in foreign countries,
are quite sufficient for the purpose of turning into ridicule the whole of those made by the whole set of
the knights-errant; and so doing shalt thou discharge thy Christian calling, giving good counsel to one
that bears ill-will to thee. And I shall remain satisfied, and proud to have been the first who has ever
enjoyed the fruit of his writings as fully as he could desire; for my desire has been no other than to
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deliver over to the detestation of mankind the false and foolish tales of the books of chivalry, which,
thanks to that of my true Don Quixote, are even now tottering, and doubtless doomed to fall for ever.
Farewell.“ (Ch. 74)
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