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Nomb/e Adventures, &c.

CANTO XXV.

Don Quixote’s Stone-Horfe unawares
Makes Love to forme Galician Mares :
Their Owners fkulking in the Pafture
Drub Sancho, Rozinant, ard Mafler.

‘ § VHE whole Attendance having paid
Their Friendly Duties to the Dead,

Don Quixote bowing low to thew
His Breeding, bid the Crowd adien :

D .
B Spurring
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Spurring his Skelitonian Horfe,
With hungry Sancho at his Arfe,
Into the Wood, in hopes to find
Magcella, who was fled like Wind.
T'wo tedious Hours they rang’d about
Thro’ thorny Shrubs to feck her outs .
Whilft ftubborn Boughs provok’d their Faces
To fudden Grins and four Grimaces
At length quite hopelefs of Succefs,
They quitted their uneafy Chace,
And for the verdant Meadows chang’d
The Wood where they in vain had rang’d §
Now mounting Skylarks {train’d their Throats,
And charm’d their Ears with chearful Notes s
Whillt flowing Riv’lets of Delight,
And blooming Daifies bleft their fight.
Thefe rural Pleafures {o invited
The Knight to walk, that both alighted,
The better to efcape the Heat

oth’ Day, which now was very great,
Leaving
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Leaving at large both Horfe and Afs
To feaft their empty Guts with Grafs,
Whilft their two Riders fpread their Wallet,
That each might gratify their Pallat ;
Who without diffPrence on the Ground
Fed nimbly on the Scraps they found 5
As if fhort Commons made the Mafter
And Man firive who fhould eat the fafter 5
For thofe, who compliment o’er Plenty,
No Manners heed when Food is fcanty.

In the fame Meadow where the Don
And Sancho feafted thus upon
Brown Crufts, dry'd Acorns, mouldy Cheefe,
And other Dainties, fuch as thefe, '
Some Carriers coming from Yunguefia,
A Town ’th’ Province of Galicia,
Had turn’d in fev’ral Mares the Night
Before to cool and take a Bite,
That when refrefh’d, they might proceed
With more Alacrity and Speed :

B2 But
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But Saxcho, who for Years had known
Poor Rozinante Skin and Bone,
Believ’d him from his Age to be
A Horfe of that Sobriety,
That no young filly’s Charms could move
His Vertue to the thoughts of Love,
Had therefore granted him the Favour,
Of trufting to his good Behaviour,
Not dreaming Vice cou’d be prevailing
In fuch a Brate {o old and ailing :
But Luft alas! we often find
In Age will leave a Space behind 5
Nor was poor Rozinant without
A fatal Itch to have a Bout ;
" For he no fooner {melt the Mares,
But bolt upright he prick’d his Ears,
And neighing limp’d .along the Grafs,
Like crippl’d Leacher to a Lafs,
Making in vain a wondrous pother,
Attempting one and then another 5

But
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But the poor Mares who had more Mind
To graze in Peace than to be kind, |
Saluted their Gallant fo courﬂy,

And kick’d him with their Heels {o fiercely,
That in a trice they broke his Girts,

And gave him many Maims and Hurts,
Difrob’d him of his ancient Saddle,

And tore the Bridle off his Noddle;

So that poor Roginant was forc’d,

For fear of coming by the worft,

To, Bully like, revenge their {triking,

By turning Courtfhip into Kicking ;
Which when the Carriers did efpy,

Who lay beneath a Hedge hard by,

They ran with all the {peed they con’d
With Pack-ftaves made of knotty Wood,
And did with fuch ill-natur’d Plenty
Bedrub the Hide of Rozinante,

That he (oon {unk amid(i his Foes,
Beneath the Rigour of their Blows.

B3 The
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TheKnight and Sanche much enrag'd
To. fee poor Rozi thus engag'd,
Ran tow’rds him with impatient Ha%
To Refcue the affaulted Beaft ;
The Don not thinking it amifs -
To give the following Advice.

Friend Sancho, I perceive (quoth he)
© That thefe can no Knight Errants be,
But a meer worthlefs Sconndrel Herd,
Who ne’er were honour'd by the Sword s
Therefore according to the Law |
Of Arms thow' [t Liberty to draw,
And to revenge with all thy Force
The wrong they've done unto my Horfe.

¢ Revenge! reply’d the *Squire, Egad,
¢ Your Worfhip talks like one that’s mad 5
¢ Why don’t you fee at leaft a Score - |
¢ Of {wanking Lobbies, if not more,
¢ Yodng lufty Rafcals brisk and youthfal,
¢ Able to cat us at a Mouthful 5 o
R SR , : ‘ Ané



(7)

¢ And would you have us two fuch Fools
¢ To ftand againtt their Staves and Poles.

I tel] thee Sancho (quoth the Knight)
D worth two feore my [elf in Fight :
Then brandithing his trulty Sword,
Fell on without another Word,
And laid about him in a Rage,
Backftroak and Forftroak, Point and Edge 4
Sancho encourag’d by his Mafker,
Beyond the Fear of Bruife or Plaifter,
At length drew out his fnarling Blade,
And when once cater’d fought like mad.
Don Quixote, who was Firg and Tow,
At firt gave onc fo {mart a Blow, |
Which cut {o terrible a Gath
Thro? leathern Doublet in his Flefh,
That the fad fight provok’d the Carriers
To thew themfelves (uch defp’rate Warricrs,
That now each fought like any Turk;
Striking as Anchor-Smiths at work ;

B4 AL
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All beating in their turns upon
The Anvil-Helmet of the Don,
Who in the Centre hacking ftood
Like fomewhat more than Flefh and Blood,
'Till drove by mortal Thumps, that crown’d
His Head, Knee-deep into the Ground,’
And then at Rozinante’s Tail
The Valiant Hero fainting fell
Poor Sancho tumbling next his Mafter,
Beneath the very fame Difafter :
Thus Odds we fee, that beat the Devil,
- Muft conquer Mortals when they cavil.

The Clowns, not knowing but their Blows
Had kill’d inftead of ftunn’d their Foes,
Took up their Mares like prudent Loobies,
And fled for Fear of Coranz Nobis,

Leaving their Vi¢tims cover’d over

With Grafs, well drubb'd, to die in Clover.
No fooner were the Carriers gone

But Sancho, breathing forth a Groan,

Recover'd
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Recoverd firength enough to {peak,
Tho’ fadly batter'd, fore and weak s
And turning tow’rds the feeble Knight,
Who alfo lay in woful plight,
He flowly rais'd his broken Head,
And thus unto his Mafter faid :

A Murrain take thefe damn’d Revenges,
My Bones are all knock’d off the Hinges,
Eow fares your Worfbip’s Neck and Shoulders )
I doubt we're both but erippl’d Soldiers. |
Ab that we had but now a Dranght
Of that fame fullforee, you know what,
That wonld glue Knights like Joiners Boards,
When. cut afunder with their Swords.

¢ T with we bad, reply’d the Don
¢ To Sanchoe, in a doleful Tone 3
¢ However we’ll ha’ fome at Night:
‘A Dofe or two will fet us right.

Tntroth (qnoth Sancho) DI'm afraid,
By thas tzme we fball both be dead :
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Ms for gy part 1do affirm
- fearce can flir one Leg or Arm 5
Arnd a5 for both rmy Shoulders, Oh}
" They keep Account of every Blow,
And bave them tally’d downin Blockes,
‘As Bakers feore.their Bread by Nackes,

‘Town, quoth Quz‘xate, thro’ my Steel
¢ Pm fomewhat brais’d from Head to Heel,
*"And cannot readily forefee
% The Date of our Recovery
¢ I muft confefs thefe Drubsare wholly
¢ Owing to my o'erhafty Folly,
¢ And but a Panithment that’s due
¢ To me, becaufe I rathly drew
¢ My Sword on fuch a Scoundrel Crew :
¢ For he that’s Knighted ought to fight .
¢ With none but him that is a Knights
¢ Therefore for time to come I pray,
¢ Obferve, Friend Sancho, what I fay,

¢ Which
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¢ Whichis, if e’r we meet agaih
¢ With fuch a Mob in Road or Lane,
¢ That ’tis your Bul’nefs to chaftife |
# Such bafe and worthlefs Enemies,
¢ And beat’em as your felf A'thinks fit,
¢ *Till you fubdue, and they fubmit ;
¢ For know that ‘tis again& the Law
¢ Of Chivalry for me to draw,
¢ Nor will T ever more debafe
¢ My Hoﬁ_ouf in fo vile a Cafe,
¢ But th]ly leave,  as ’tis your Due,
¢ Such low Adventures unto you:
¢ But if a Knight fhould interpofe,
¢ Or give Affiftance to thy Foes,
¢ Then will T draw fny Sword, and lend thee
¢ My ﬁtmo& Vigour to defend thee.
Thantk you good Sir, reply’d the *Squire,
Fi‘éb; wot 4ill T your Aid defire,
Ami Jou may take your final Farewel
Of Sﬁjuqbéle, Combat, and of Lnarrel 5
: Far
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For I fhall wever move delight in
This damn’d Ribroafling way of Fighting,
Biv do with all 2y Feart forgive
The beft aud worfe of men that live
Am Fricnds with all degrees of Warriers,
Erom Jbubty Krights to plagny Carriers.
* Thou filly Wretch, replies the Don,
¢ Suppofe thou thould’t pofiefs a Throne,
¢ As Lintend ¢’erlong thou thalt,
¢ Unlefs thy own ignoble Fault,
 How could’(t thou reign as Sov’reign Lord,
¢ And be averfe to draw thy Sword ?
¢ Kings muft be Tyrants, and chaftife
¢ Their {tiff-neck’d murm’ring Enemics :
. ¢ Mercy in Moenarchs is a Failure,
¢ That'salways decu’d the want of Valour
¢ And if thy Subje&s orce fhou'd find,
¢ Thow’rt peaceful, lenetive and kind,
¢ They’l teaze thee,{light thee, grow upon thee,
¢ And plague thee till they’v quite undon thee 5
¢ Befides
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Befides no Prince in my Opinion
Can €%er be fix'd in his Dominion,
"Till by deftroying fome of thofe
His Policy marks out as Foés;

L3

[ o

~

"~

¢ He makes the flavith Crowd approve

[}

His Reign thro’ Fear as well as Love :

LY

Therefore if thou a Crown won’dft wear,
¢ I’d have thee learn to be fevere
¢ For Cruelty in Men of might
¢ Is Juftice : What is jult is right.

Luoth Sancho, make me but a King,
You'll find me quite another thing,
Lve made a Thoufand Sheep obey 5
And what are Subjelts more thak they?
Kecp *ers but poor, with Projects fool ’ers,
And that's the only way to rule er,
But good Sir, lers defer this matter, -
"Lill we are more at Eafe hirea'ter,
IWe’ve greater meed in our Condition
Of 2 good Surgeon or Phyfician,
Than a long-winded Politician,

Téerrﬁ?rc
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Tlverefare pray let us rife and bandle
Our Legs, and 1y zf we can fland weL’
Thas with our Help we may befriend
Your Worftip's Hoife that Lyes bebind,
And groans Jo terribly, poor Fade,

As if ke grunted for onr Aid 5

Tho' ke deferves no Pity weither,
Becanfé bis Lewdrefs bronght s bither,
And brought our thin and tender Hides
To all this bafling. Ob my Sides.

¢ Quoth Quixote, tis alas no more,
¢ Than many Knights have felt before.
¢ Were L the firft that any Rabble
¢ Had ever drib'd in fuch a Squabble,
¢ No Remedy would I have fought,
¢ But dy’d with Grief upon the Spot,
¢ Rather than P'd have thus incurr’d
¢ The odious Shame of fo abfurd
¢ Adrubbing, that ignoble Word.

Since Drubs, qwoth Sancho, yor agree,
dre oft the Vails of Errantry,
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¥ ‘geg yo would inform me whetber
They come by chance like Rainy Weather,
Of that you fall upon thefe U3,
As conflant as yon do your Meals =
For Pt perfivaded that our Meeting
With fuch another woful Beating
Will fpoil your Worfbip’s Trade of Knighting,
And give us borh enongh of fighting 5
Fit edch to be an baulting Brother
Of fome lame Hofpital or other.

¢ *Tis true, reply’d the Don, Iknow
¢ We Knights muft meet with many a Blow,
¢ And daily face a thoufand Dangers,
¢ To which the daftard World are ftrangers;
¢ What then, to recompenfe our Scars,
¢ We oft win Kingdoms unawares,
¢ And by meer chance to eafe our Bones
¢ Step into downy Beds and Thrones,
 Hug beauteous Queens, and bear Command
¢ Or mighty Tracks of fertile Land ¢

¢ What

i
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* What Mortal then would live at Eafe,

¢ But fcuffle for fuch Joys as thefe?

¢ What fignifies a little beating,

¢ A poor mifchance not worth repeating?

¢ Amadis bore much more than us

¢ From the Inchanter Arcalaws,

¢ Who in his Court-yatd ty’d his Rump

¢ With hempen Halter to 4 Stump,

¢ And gave the Knight two hundred Stripes

* Athwart his Shoulders and his Hips

¢ With double Rein of Horle’s Bridle,
¢ That e’ery ftroke girt round his Middle

¢ Nor did the Knight o’th’ Sun efcape

¢ A far more dangerous Mifhap,

¢ When he was taken in a Trap,

¢ And forcd from thence into a Steep

¢ And loathfome Dungeon dark and deep,

¢ Where firft they bound him faft, and a’ter
! Gave hima Clylter of Snow-water,

- SWith
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¢ With Flints and Pebbles beat to Powder;
¢ To make the Champion roar the louder,
¢ Which muft have brought him to his End,
¢ Had no Magician ftood his Friend :
¢ Drubs therefore are but bites of Fléas,
¢ Compar’d to Hardfhips fuchas thefe’;
¢ Befides remember this from me,
¢ The ancient Laws of Chivalry
¢ Declare, that if a Scoyndrel Fool
¢ Should {trike a Knight with working Tool,
¢ His Knighthood {hall no Honour lofe
¢ By fuch prefumptive Blow or Blowss
¢ So that if Botcher with his Yard
¢ Should rudely wipe me o’r the Beard,
Or Cobler with his Laft or Strap

Affront me with a Knock or Slap,

L

-

"

The Laws of Arms will not admit’

¢ That1 am cudgell’d, tho’ I'm beat :

¢ Therefore in this our prefent Cafe,

¢ Tho’ bruis'd, we’ve fufizr"d no Difgrace,
VOL. IL C ¢ Becanfe

i
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¢ Becaufe the Carriers Staves and Poles
¢ Are known to be their working Tools.
- Ine troth, quoth Sancho, to be plain,
DL more concern’d about the Pasn,
Thar whether Knocks and Thunsps we’ve got
Are to.gur Honour any Blot 5 -
Let Packfiuff' be a Tool or no,
P fure *twill give a woundy Blow :

Hud I beers endgell’d oer and oer,

My Sides conld not have been more fore,
And tho’ thefe ill-condition’d Drubs
By Tools you fay, but I fay Clubs,
Are to our Honour no great Blem:ifh,
Im fure they've made me curfed lanifh,
That my poor Lirabs I dare to [y

Will feel “ems t0 iy dying Day.

¢ No more of this reply’d the Knight,

“ A little time will fet thee right ;

¢ Example take, and make like me

¢ AVertue of Neceffity

¢ Let’s
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¢ Let’s (ec how Rozinant has far’d,
¢ We ought to fhew him fome Regard,
¢ Since ’twas his De[tiny to enter
¢ The firft upon this rath Adventure.

Pox take hime for i pains, reply’d
The *Squire, the Devil brufb his Hide
"Twas bis old dangling vitions Bauble
That brought wus into all this Tronble
Hadf thou long fince been gelt a Colt,
Iwe fure *tad fav’d me many a Polt ;
Stir up you Fumbler, what muf} you
Break loofe, and turn Knight-Errant too s
The Mares and Carviers with their Blows
Have cool’d your Leach’ry, I frppofe 5
You have been finely crofsd in Love ;
Ler’s fee if you can ftand or move :
We'd all been in a better Cafe,
Had yon took Pattern by my Afs :
Yonder he fands poor barmlefs Diudge,
As grave and fober as a Fudge.

C 2 ¢ Fortune,
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¢ Fortune, replies the Don, we find,
¢ Still proves in all Difafters kind,

¢ And in compaffion to the Rubs
¢ We'vemet with, fav’d thy Tit from Drubs,

¢ Him with thy Leave will I beftride,

¢ And to fome Town or Caftle ride

¢ For ’tis I’m certain no Difgrace

¢ For a maim’d Knight to mount an Afs,

¢ Since wife 8ilenns, who was made

¢ Tutor to th’ God Wine I’ve read,

¢ Perform’d his Cavalcade upon

¢ Juflt fuch another prick-car’d Drone,

¢ And rode in Triumph thro’ the Strcets

¢ Oth’ City with an hundred Gates,

¢ Whillt gazing Crouds were got together,
¢ Yet thought it no Dithonour ncither :

¢ Why then in this Extremity

¢ Should I be more afham’d than he?

Ruoth Sancho, conld your Worfhip rids

Opright, as I fuppofe be did,

‘ "Twould-
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STwounld be no Scandal 5 but I fear
Ton're fo belabour’d Front and Reer,
“That T menft lay you erofs my Afs,
As Butchers carry Calves from Grafs,
Or as 2 Cavvier mounts bis Load,
On Pack-horfe Pannel for the Road.

¢ Pray, quoththe Kﬁight, dear Sancho (catter
¢ No further words about the matter:
¢ Such gauling Similies I hate,
¢ The Name of Carrier makes me {weat,
¢ And caufes both my Bones and Flefh
¢ To feel their plaguy Drubs afrefh ;
¢ Therefore, good Sancho, prithee mount
¢ My batter’d Carcafs on thy Runt,
¢ That we may find {ome Caftle out
“ To eafe our Wounds, and quench our
¢ Tor if we tarry here, theNight, (Droughts
¢ 1 find, will foon Eclipfe the Light.

With that poor Saneho, who could fearce
Advance kis Corps from off his Arfg,

Csy After
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After he’d wifh’d both Plague and Pox

On thofe that gave his Ribs fuch Knocks,

Made a hard thift with Back half broken

'To rife as crooked as a Token

So moving like a crippl’d Warrier,

At e%ery Step he curs’d a Carrier,

And fanter’d double tow’rds his Afs,

"To fetch the fober Brate from Grafs 5

Which when he’d done, the Knight he laid

* Acrofs the little paflive Jade,

Who bray’d moft dolefully to feel

Th unufval Weight of {o much Steel :

Next Sancho by his Kicks and Curfes

Rais’d up the Mirrour of all Horfes,

Who being {:iff from Head to Breech,

As any old bed-ridden Witch 5

- And loth to part with {uch good Keeping,

Groar’d like a Bridewel-Bawd when whi ppings

However Sancho, by the Bridle,

Ty’d Rozi to his Tit’s Bum-fiddle
R ‘ And

\



(23
And leading Affin by the Halter;.
Away they travell’d Helter Skelter,
In hopes to find the common Road,
Where publick Inns and Taverns ftood;
Whichin alittle time the *Squire |
Difcover’d to his Hearts Defire,
And looking forwards faw a Sign,
Which thew’d the Houfe to be an Inn.
The Knight difcording with his Vaffal,
Affirnd it was fome famous Caftle 5
Whilft Sarcho in a Paffion fwore
*T'was Inn or Tavern, and no'more
* Thus Words and Qaths arofe apace
About the Honour of thePlace,
?Till Sancho came unto the Gate,
Before they’d ended the Debate,
Where in he turn'd with Afs and Knight,
All running out to fee the. Sight, @
Asif the *Squire had uther’d in
Some foreign Monfter to be feen. . -
C 4 Th
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Thus ftubborn Men do often run
" Into thofe mifcbiefs they might fhun,
And ﬁraymur wide from Reafon’s Rules,

Become a Jeft to other Fools.

CANTO XXVI.

The ngbt and Sqmre by Dame and Daugbter
Plazﬁer’d zvztb Paper dzpt in Water :

Their Lodgi ﬂmg in a Cock- loﬁ baunted

By Ladzegzh_Hag.r and Mqor: zgcé:mtcd

N THE Hoft beholding of the hm«rht
Lye crofs the Afs in woful P]l“hl‘

Enquir'd of Sanche, what Dilafter

Unhapp’ly had befaln his Mafter

Only a Tumble, quoth the *Squire

From a tteep Rock ashigh or high's

P Lo " Thag
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"Than any old Cathedral Steeple 5
Enough to’ve made a Man a Cripple;
Yet tho’ twas fuch an ugly Fall,
He ‘as only numb’d himfelf, that’sall;

The well-grown Hoftefs of the Houfe
Standing at the Elbow of her Spoufe,
ExpreG’d a deep and Chriftian Senfe
Of the poor Gentleman’s mifchance,
And b’ing tho’ coarfe, a tender Creature,
Of great Compaffion and good Nature,
Affiftted by her Spoufe took care
To lead himtoa wooden Chair,
That neither Cuthion had nor Elbows,
About as ealy as the Bilboes 3 |
Then calling for her handy Daughter
“To bring brown Paper and cold Water 4
Betwixt them both to each Difafter
Th> apply’d the good old Country Plaifter,
.?uch as my skitful Grannum ufes
To broken Shins and Forehead Bruifes :

P 'T,hen{
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"Then by th’ affiftance of a cloudy
Aftarian broadfac’d, onc-ey’d Dowdy,
They carr’d his Worfhip up to Bed

In 2 wide Cock-loft over Head,

Where in one Corner upot: Stools, |
Spread with the Cov’ring of his Mules,
A raw-bon’d Carrier {weating lay,
Who was to rife by break of Day.

At tother end fome Treflcls ftood,

On which was laid four Flanks of Wcod,
And upon them a 2ed of Flocks
Matted together like Elic-Lecks 5
On which they laid a {tubborn Pair

Of Sheets as rough as Cloth of Hair,
And over them an ancient Rug,

That harbour’d many a Loufe and Bug :
This was the bedding for the Don

To feft his batter’d fides upon,

Where Vagrants did when drunk repofe
Their drowfy Heads and ftinking Toes.

No
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No fooner was the Knight undreft,
And put into his place of Reft,
But with a grealy Balfam, made
For the gall'd Back of Carriers Jade,
They chaff’d his Shoulders where the Thumps
Had rais’d up fuch ill-favour’d Bumps
And Blotches, that the Hoftefs cry’d,
¢ Idoubt fome Rogues have bang’d your Hide 5
¢ Thefe Bruifes ne’er could come by falling,
¢ This mult be downright Cudgel-mauling.

Indeed Forfooth, reply'd the’Squire,
Tever feorn’d tobe a Lyar
Yon little think what Kuobs and Nooks
Stand jutting out thofe ngly Rocks,
And cery fuch like plagny Stone
Gave hine 2 Thump in coming down,
So that bis Crab-tree fides were knotted

B by nothing but thofe Crags that jutied.

But by the way, pray ber’t oo fies,

But ufe jour Ointment fparingly,

That
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Thas borh our Backs may have their Due,
For my poor Hide wants Tallowing 00.

* Quoththe, have you toohad aKnock
¢ By tumbling headlong down a Rock 5
¢ I doubt hard Wood, inftead of ftones,
“ Has been beftow’d on both your Bones.

No, no, cries Sancho, you're not right,
Pz only crippl’d with the Fright )
Of fec’ug my kind good Mafter fali
From off fo high aplace, that’s all.

“ Indeed, reply’d the Maiden fhe,
“ Tknow that {uch athing may be
“ For truly wiien I've only dream’d
¢ Of falling, Taloud have fcream’d,
* And when I've wak'd have found my Head
¢ And all my Bones fo fore in Bed,
¢ Asif Pd made my felf a Cripple,
¢ By really tumbling from a Steeple.

Indeed, quoth Samchoto the Lafs,
Tow’ve dlmoft bit may very Caf 5

Eor
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For tho’ my Senfes were, Ivow,
As wmueh awake a5 I am now,
Yer did I find each Limb and Foint
As fore as bis whom you anoint.
¢ Prithee, good Fellow, quoth the Maid,
¢ What are thy Mafter’s Name and Trade.
Since thon wond [t know, quoth Sancho Panca,
His Name's Don Quixote de laMancha,
And for his Trade vo tell you righ,
He's what we call an Errant Knight.
¢ What's that, Iwonder, quoth the Maukin,
¢ As fhe the Champion’s Back was ftroaking.
Quoth Sancho, thoi're a foolifh Creature
To underftand the World no better;
Why a Knight-Errant’s one of thofe,
That lives by War, and fwallows Blows s
A Man that fights all Defperadoes,
And thrives the beft by Baftinadoes,
That leaps from Hovelsinto Thrones
By Dintof Drubs, and broken Bones:
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To day a poor and wretched Thing,
To morrow arn Alcade, or King,
Who compliments bis trufty Squire
With Kingdoms in the Moon or bigh'r, g
Al wealthy Iflands God knows where.

¢ How comes it then, quofh Female Spoufc,

* The punch-gut Ruler of the Houfe,

¢ That thou as yet hath no Command

¢ O'er fome great Town or wealthy. Land,
¢ Since you are one that waits upon
¢ So brave and generous a Don?

Kuoth Sancho, not fo hafty neither,

We bave not been a Month together,

Nor have we yet, alss, de[z'roy’cl

AGyant fince we've been abroad,

Or killd for Breakfaf?, or for Dinner;

One Dragon yet, as I a Sinner ;

But if my Mafter does recover

Thofe Bruifg.r Jow're anointing over,

And
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And I do, as I hope I fhall,
Efeape both Crutch and Hofpital,
Tl ot take Spain, Ido declare,
With all its Tndies for z2y fhare.

The Knighf, who'd liften’d in his Bed
To all the Dame and *Squire had faid,
Strain’d hard to raife himfelf upon
His painful Rump, and when he'd done,
In Language fine he gravely thus
Salutes the Dame, that homely Pufs :

Bright Lady, thou enchanting Fair,
Thar reigns alone as Princefs bere,

1 joy tothink *tis in uzy Pow'r
1o hononr this your Caftle Tow'r :
Self-praife becomes no Man of Fame,
My Squirc can tell you who I am -
et tho' my Deeds have fpread my worth
Thro all the Regions of the Earth,
1 fwear bhad not the Few'rs above
Enflav’d wry Fleart, and fix'd my Love,
i

B
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I would bave chofe alone to be
Your Captive to Etémz'tj.
The Dame, her Daughter, and the Maid
Amus'd at what his Worlhip faid,
Scarce kniew which way to tarn their Eyes;
‘They were in fuch a deep Surprife,
All wondring what his Knightthip meant
By fuch a thund’ring Comiplement :
However making him 4s good
A rural Anfwer as they cou’d,
The Dame and Daughter thought it beft
To leave their Patient to his Relft,
Whilft the blind Strammel of a Maid
- Sometime with Sancho Pancha fraid,
To rub his batter’d Hide a ittle
With melted Kitchin-ftuff and Spittle.
Now you muft know the fervile Dowdy,
That chaff’d the Bumps of Sancho’s Body,
Had giv’nher word unto the Carrier,
Who if the prov’d had vow’d to marry her,

That
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“That the would blefs his Arms that Night,
And entertain him with Delight,
Soon as the Family and Guelt
Had all betak’n %em to their Reft 5
For fhe would ne'er refafe het Favours
To Rural Clowns of like Behaviours
But always wounld be kind and free
To forward Louts as fond asfhe:
And the worft Jill, we know, may find
As bad a Jack that will be kind.

No fooner had poor Sanche’s Hide
Been tallow’d round from fide to fide,
But his She-Surgeon, now to clofe
Her Kindnefs, wifh’d him good Repofe,
Leaving the *Squire to cafe his Bones
On Boards hot fofter much than Stones,
Having no Bedding but a Mat
Half eaten up by Moufe and Rat,

And o’er his penitential Bed
A Horf(e-cloth for a Quilt was laid ;
VOL IL D Beneath
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Beneath which Covering he crept,
Where tﬁany a fcabby Rogue had {lept,
And left behind a frowzy ftench,
Rank as a fweating red-hair’d Wench;
When in a funny fcorching Day
She’s lab’ring hard at making Hay.

Alike thus Man and Malter far’d,
Their Lodging very cool and hard ;
Fleas skipping round them as they lay,
As thick as Grathoppers in May,
Forfaking now the Carriers Bed,
Where they had plentifully fed,
In hépes that Sancho and his Matlter
Might yield them more delicious Palture
Amidft thefe BlefTings did they groan,
And eccho to each others Moan ;
Endeav'ring both alike in vain
By fleep to mitigate their Pain 5
But knotty Beds and nibbling Fleas
Deny’d their batter’d Members Eafe,
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At length the latenefs of the Night
Call’d all to {leep that could enjoy’t,
Whilft hooting Owls and ¢rowing Cocks
Proclain’d the Hour inftead of Clocks
So that as foon as Hoft and Gueft
By Gapes and Shrugs were drove to Reft,
The Dowdy Maid; nam’d Maritornes,

Who had been us’d to Midnight Journies,

Thought it high time to now undrefs,

And fteal into her Love’s Embrace :

Accordingly with eager Haflt

She unty’d the Girdle of her Waft 5

Next pulling off her Grogram Gown,

Crofs her Bed’s feet fhe laid it down,

Then with quick Fingers drew apace

Thro’ every Hole her Bodice-Lace,

And when fhe’'d loos’'d fome puzzling Knots,

At oncelet fall her Petticoats 5 .

Then fitting on her Bed for Eale, z

She turn’d her (hift up by degrees,

And ftaid a whil > kil the Ficas, S
D2  The
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“The Knight, who all this tinte had lain
Awak’d, difturb’'d by thought and Pain;
Among the other wild Conceits,

That crept into his crazy Wits,

He fancy’d that the beauteous Maid,
Who help’d t* anoint him in his Bed,
Muft be the Daughter to be fure

Of the great Lord and Governour

O'th Caftle, where they’d kindly found
Such healing Unguents for each Wound ;
Conceiting farther, that the Lady

Was fo in Love with him already,

That the would fteal ©th’ dark unto him
To comfort him, if not to woo him ;
However he refolv’d in thort

Dudcinca fiill (hould have his Heart s
And that the Lady, if fhe came,

Altho’ fo young and faira Dame,
Should not prevail with him, or move
His Breaft to falfify his Love,

Or
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Or tempt himto beftow upon her
One Favour that might tain his Honour.

Whillt Quixote foften’d the Extreams
Of Pain by fuch amuzing Dreams,
And lay expe&ing by his fide
A Beauty, to the Gods ally’d,
Monoculws withhorny Thumb
Had kill'd the Niblers of her Bum,
And clear'd her Smock and other Cloths
Of all her little nimbte Foes,
Now thought it therefore time to move
On tip-toe foftly to her Love.
Accordingly up-ftairs the crept,
And light as any Fairy flept 5
Yet the Don’s Fancy having put
His litt'ning Ears upon the Scout,
As fhe ftole up, he chanc’d to hear
The crackling of a yielding Stair,
Which gave himnotice to be ready
To wellcome the expetted Lady.

D3 Ac-



(38)

Accordingly the plaifterd Knight
Upon his Crupper jump'd upright,

And {tretching forth his Arm to guide
The Princefs to his Cabbin-fide,

He chancd to catch indecent Hold

Of Maritornes Marigold 5
But foon perceiving his Miftake,

His Hand he modeftly drew back,

And groaping higher, laid his Filt
Upon the Strumpets-brawny Wrilt,
By which he gently pull’d her nearer,
And begg’d her Pardon for his Error,
Obliging the falacious Jade
To feat her felf upon his Bed,
Who durft not ftruggle much, for fear
Her Mafter or her Dame thould hear,
And therefore was refolv'd to fhow
Good Humour *till he let hér go.

The Knight, who took her fill to be

A beauteons Maid of high Degree,

Now
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Now thought her Smock (altho as black,
And courfe as any Small-coal Sack) '
Was of the fineft Holland made,
The Seams with Bobbin-fin’ry laid 5
And that her Hide (altho’ as tough
As Norway Seal-skin, and as rough)
Was foft as Sattin, or as Down,
And fweet as Rofes newly blown;
Her matted Hair, tho’ coarfe as Flocks,
He took for charming Golden Locks,
And her Glafs Beads about her Wrilt
For Oriental Pearl at lealt 5
Believing that her fweaty T 0€s, 1
And Arm-pits, Wheigce fuch fteems arofe,
Flow'd with rich Qdours and Perfumes,
More {wect than Arromattick Gums.
Thus did the Champion by the Qrength
Of Fancy raifc the Trull at length
In his Conceit to be as bright
I'th’ Dark, as Venws in the Light 5

D4 Then
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Then clafping of the Dowdy clofe
He hug’d her Ear unto his Nofe,
Where rancid Oil diftill'd behind,
And thus he whifper'd out his Mind.

O thon moft charming kind Temptation,

More fragrant than the fiveet Carnation,
Soft as the Belly of a Snail,
And brighter than the Glow-wornm’s Tail 5
Ob that I durft, or was bus free
T improve this Qpportunity, H
I paying to fo dear a Crearure
The warn: Acknowledgments of Nature s
But I alas am rivered |
By Wounds and Bruifes to my Bed,
And to my Grief by fpiteful c_b:mcé
Am doon’ d to prefent Impotence 5
Befedes to this unlucky Bar
Il Fortune adds a greascr far,
Which js the plighted Fait;’a between
My felf and Beﬁzut]js orly Queen,
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A certain Princefs young and gay,
Whofe Name 7s Fair Dulcinea,
Born at Tobofo, fhe alone
Hus made my Heart ber Sov’reign Throne,
Where 1 bave vow'd that fhe fhall bear
The Rule, and reign unrivall'd there.

Did not thefe Obflacles confine me
To lofe the Bleﬂz'ng: ]éu defign me,
1 fhonld noz be fo dull to flight |
The prefent Ojﬁr.r of Delight,

But with glad Arms foon open wide
My Bed, azz‘d bug yoiu 1o my /idc.“

Poor Marizornes vex’d in mind,
And fweating hot with Fear to find
‘Her Sack-cloth Smock, and frowzy Charms
Falt lock’d within a Strangers Arms,
And underftanding not a Tittle
Of what he faid, or very little,

Began.
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Began to fruggle when the found
The Knight was nothing elfe but Sound,
That the might quit the feeble Warrier,
For the more kind and able Carrier,
Who for fome time awake had 1 oeen,
Andﬂ'er-heard what pafs d between
His wilh'd for Miltrefsand the Knight,
Who'd thus obftrutted his Delight ;
At firlt miltrofting that the Jade
Was {porting in his Neighbour’s Bed ;
But at length finding, as he lay,
By her Efforts to get away,
‘That from his Pleafures the was (till
Detain’d by Force, againft her Will,
He foftly {lid from out his Kennel,
And crept along, like new-whipp'd Spaniel,
To th’ Bed where Donhad kept the Dowdy,‘
>Till grown perverfe and very moody
Which her robuft and angry Lover
No fooner plainly did difcover,

But
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But Bumkin much enrag’d to find
His Mate with-held againft her Mind,
Doubld his Fift, and fmote the Knight
Athwart his Jaws with all his Might,
Knocking him backwards in his Bed,
And laid the bleeding Don for dead 5
Yet not content h'ad thus o’erthrown him,
He fet his horny Feet upon him,
And trod his Puddings as he lay,
As if they’d been 2 Mow of Hay,
*Till the grofs weight o’th’ heavy Clown
Broke all the boarded Bedftead down,

Surprifing with the noiy Thunder
'The Holt whofe Lodging-room wasunder ;

He &aftéd up amidft his Fright,

And of a fuddain ftruck a Light 3

With which bare-footed in his Shirt,
Bedung’d with Fleas, and black with Dirt,
His Hair all {trutting round his Block
Like Feathers of a fighting Cock,

And

[ L
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And in this Order he advanc'd
Upftairs to fee what Devil danc’d,
Sufpe&ing that his one-ey’'d Jade
Some Midnight bawdy Prank had plaid,
And that the bold falacious Huffy
Had been among his Gueft too bufy,
But Maritornes over-hegring,
Amid(t the Fray, her Mafter ftirring,
And knowing fuch a Mid-night Hurry
Would raife his Paffiontoa Fury,
Finding that Sawcho (oundly flept,
~The Sow into his Hog-fty crept,
Fancying *twould prove her wifcf Courfe
To lye clofe cover'd at his Arfe :
No fooner was the Gypfy got
In this {afe Harbour, as the thought,
In hopes to thun th? approaching Storm,
But up the Hoft came very warm,
And like a Tempeft in hot Weather,
Lighten'd and Thunder'd clofe together 5

Crying
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Crying aloud, Where is this Wh——v¢,
This Brimflone who bas made this flir,
D furé this Hurricane and Bufile
Are owing to this nafty Puzzle,
Thefe Blufters happen’d to awake
The *Squire, who feeling at his Back
A ftrange unweildy heavy Lump
Of f{omething clinging to his Rump,
Whofe Weight upon his Ribs had made him
Quite fick, and almoft overlaid him,
Fearing the Night-Mare, or fome Hag
Had chos’n him for their Hackney Nag,
To ride him thro’ the milty Air
O’erlTow’rs and Steeples, God knows where &
Thefe frightful Thoughts made Sancho lay
About him ftoutly €'ery way, |
Endeav’ring to difmount the Witch
He felt upon his Back and Breech,
*Till by hard Blows and Thumps unkind
He (o provok’d the Hag behind,
That
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That fhe retarn’d with Matton Fift
Two feurvy Polts to one at leaft,

With her long Tallons feratch’d the *Squire,

And maul'd him to her Heart’s Defire :
Poor Sazcho finding that the Blows
Came on fo thick on Jaws and Nofe,
On his But-end got bolt upright,
The better to maintain the Fight,
Not knowing whether he withftcod
Witch, Devil, Imp, or Flefh and Blood s
Howe’er he both his Hands imploy'd,
And thump’d and thrafh'd on €’ery fide,
His Female Foe ftill laying on
As boldly as an Amazon,
Now clawing like a Stoat or Ferret,
Then back’d her Scratches with a Whertet,
Whilft Sancho tore her Canvas Smock
From off her rufty Bacon Back,

- And left her Turm’rick Puddings bare,
Expos'd to th’ danger of the War,
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No fooner did the Carrier fee
His Miftrefs in fuch Jeopardy,
But he forfook the Knight to lend
His Aid to his cbliging Friend,
And fcoffling bravely for his Lafs,
Tore Sancho’s Beard half off his Face,
And left him fcarce a Hair to thew
Where his tremendous Whiskers grew.

The Mafter, finding that his Jade
Had all this Strife and Mifchief made,
Now maul’d poor Maritornes more
Than the ftout *Squire had done before 5
But the Trull, fearing no Difafter,
Turn’d all her Force againft her Mafter,
That now the War went briskly round,
No Quarter giv'n, or Mercy found 5
At length as Blows were dealt about,
The Light was by mifchance put out,
Which prov’d no fmall Advantage to
Th’ andaunted Strammel of a Shrew,

Whe
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Who now affui’d that none could fee
"The Bugbear of Immodefty,
Bounc'd fromm the Cabbin which was Sancho’s,
And fought ftark naked on her ten Toes,
Exerting now her Female-firength
With Tseth and Tallon, ’till at length
With her bold Herculean Blows
Upon her Mafter's Mouth and Nofe,
That finding her fo fierce and froward,
He roar’d out Murder, like a Coward.

This horrid Out-cry reach’d the Ear
- Of achance Gueft, an Officer,

A bold thief-taking Defperado,
Of th’ old Broth'rhood of Tolvdv,
Whofe Office was to fcout sbout,
To ferret Rogues and Robbers out ¢
"No fooner did this wakefal Spy
Hear the allarming doleful Cry,
But up he jumpd in the Surprife,
Having no Light but from the Skies '

¢ Aud
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And taking otily in his Hand
A thort tip’d Truncheon to commarid
The Peace, which all Men knew to be
A Badgé of his Authority,
Blund’ring *ith’ Dark, he groap’d his way
Into the Loft, amid(t the Fray,
R’ing guided thither by the Noife,
And Out-cr§f of his Landlord’s Voice:
}u(’c as he enter’d at the Door
He Cry’d, By Vertne of my Power,
I chargt je in a word to ceafé
This Clutter, and to keep the Pedce ;
Weoe be to him that further dare
. To fEriké a Blow whilft I am bere 5
Then groapitig rotind without a Light,
He tlap’d his Hand upon the Knight,
And catching hold his Beard, he faid,
Arife, for I command thy Aid
~ Bat finding that he did not fiir,
And his Face bloody wet all or,

ovoLm B A
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As rightly he conceiv'd, becaufe
*T'was cold and clammy round his Jaws,
From whence he rationally gueft
Him dead, and murder’d by the reft :
With that he ran down in a Hurry,
And cry’d out Murder, like a Fury,
Bawling as loud as he conld gape,
Keep faft the Gares, that none efcape 5
Arife, affift me, P afraid
Here’s a Man waurder'd in his Bed.

‘This dreadful Cry, at Mid of Night,
I'th’ dark, without a Spark of Light,
Soon made the fiery Boxers {tart,

And caus’d the Combatants to part 5
The Landlord {neaking down the Stairs
To’s Wife with {culptur’d Nofe and Ears;
The Wench {tole {oftly to her Hat,
Without a Rag to hide her Scut 5

The Carrier to his Pannels crept,

And fnoaring lay, as if he flept,

Leaving
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Leaving the Officer much frighted,
Holl’wing to get his Candle lighted.
Thofe troubl’d with a vitious Guft,
Who break their Reft to eafe their Luft,
Are oft obftructed and detected
By ftrange Misfortunes unexpetted.

CANTO XXVIL
The Km;gzt, I)’z?zg very fore within,
P}'epdﬁ!; hbis Balfam, bilks the Inz,
And leaves poor Sancho #o be tofs’d
T Blanket by the Gueft and Fof.

rg=HE Kﬁi_ghtﬁm’*& waking from his Trance
A With bloody Nofe and aking Brains,
Thus call’d, as loud as he wis able,

Ina Tone foft and lamentabiz

[ Sancho:
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¢ Sancho, Friend Sancho, prithee {peak,
¢ Thout well perhaps, but I am weak 5
¢ Sancho, how canft thou fleep, alas,
¢ So found in this inchanted Place!
Sleep ! with a Pox, reply’d the ’Squire,
Some Hags have given me my Hire,
And ’canfe I wonld not let "em ride me,
Have claw'd me *till they've near deflroy’d me.
¢ Quoth Quixote, what thou fay’ft is right,
¢ I've heard ’emrevelling, all Night s
¢ Not only fo, but felt the Force
¢ Of their horn’d Hoofs and Clawsthat’s worfe.
Marry, quoth Sancho, fo bave I,
My Chaops will prove I tell no Lye
Lve fearce a Tuft of Hair to fhew,
Where my poor Beard or Whiskers grew,
Nor bave their Tallons left me fight
Enongh to know the Day from Nights
Nay Scrats and Bumps, a5 well s Blindnefs,
Will bear true witnefs of their Kindnefs.

‘ Quotls
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¢ Quoth Quixote, we may tak’t for granted
# *Tisan old Caftle that’s inchanted,
£ Where fome revengeful old Magician
¢ Has brought us into this Condition 5
¢ For if thowlt {wear upon thy Faith,
¢ You'll keep it fecret 2till my Death,
¢ And ne’er divulge a Word ’till a’ter,
¢ I'll freely tell thee all the Matter.

4y, quoth the’Squire, with all my Heart,
D1 fivear 2o keep it *#ill we part 5 |
Nor do I care if 't be to morrom ;
For ¢ery Day I fear, pou borrow
Of Time, will prove szy further Sorrow.

¢ What have T done, reply’d the Don,
¢ That thou would’(t have me die fo foon,

.Natéz‘ng, gnoth Sancho, but ¥ hate Z
T keep nems Secrets in nry Pate, 4
Struggling for Vent, *till ent of Dates, S

Yot for this once I wif) conceal
What yowrve the Pleafure to reveal.
E 3 ¢ Then
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¢ Then, quoth the Don, will I divulge
¢ The only Secret I indulge.
¢ Laft Night the Daughter fair and dear
¢ Of him, that rules this Caftle here,
¢ Approach’d me, fhrouded in her Smock,
¢ Her Hair dithrevell’d down her Back,
¢ Whofe Golden Locks and beauteous Face
¢ QOut-fhone the Sun and all his Raics :
¢ Surpriz’d, unwarily I caught
¢ The Damfel, by I knew not what ;
* But finding I miltook my Hold,
I blufh’d that I fhould prove fo bold,
£ And to her tender Wrik convey’d
¢ My Hand, and led her to my Bed,
¢ Where fhe fat trembling, full of Fear,
* And with kind Whifperscharm’d my Ear,
* Withing 1'd hdg her to my fide,
* And ufe her like a bluthing Bride.
1 hope, quoté Sancho, that you grarted
Thefe Favours, which the Lady wanted,

. n

Dm
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Pm fure I [hould bave bad the Grace
To've dor't, bad I been in your Place :
Byt forme fhe-Devil, Witch, or Sprite,
His beers my Bed-fellow 2 Night. -

* No, reply'd Quixore, had (he been a
¢ Goddefs, I’d ndt have wrong'd Duleinea:
“ But Sanchs, you mult kzléw whillt I
¢ Did all thefe vertnous Sweets enjoy,
¢ Some mighty Gyant in a Paffion,
¢ Amidft our am’rous Converfation,
¢ With fturdy Fift, or Clubof Oak,

* Surpriz’d my Jaws with fuch a Stroke,

¢ That backwards fel’d my dizzy Head,

¢ And laid mefprawling in my Bed,

¢ Then jump’d upon me with his Feet,
And trod my Guts with all his Weight,
¢ 'Till fome did to my Mouth afcend,
And fome pop out at tother End,

Mean while they from my fide convey’d,
Ay magick Spells, the beauteous Maid 5

E4 S0
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¢ 8o that the Charms the does poflefs
“ Are guarded by fome Sorcerefs, "
¢ And referv’d only to delight
* The Arms of fome inchanted Knight.
Fuith, quoth the’Squire, I cannot fancy
You loft the Lafs by Necromancy,
D rather apt 1o think in troth,
That you provol’d ber by your Sloth,
And wronging of her Expeifation,
Put the young Fade in fuch a Paffion,
That thinking you an ill-bred Clown,
8'he with the Bed-flaff knock’d you dows,
Then trod your Beliy, to anufe
Lhe Toy you bad not Senfe to ufe.
¢ No, quoth theKnight, youmay rcly on’t,

* Twas fome inchanted Moor or Gyant,
* That {track me, trampl’d and abus'd me,
* The Lady fhe moft kindly us’d me,

¢ And had fhe tarry’d here till now,

* For once I might have broke my Vow,

The
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The Officer, who'd been fo frighted,
Had gor his Lamp by thistime lighted,
And up he came half out of Breath,
To fee who *twas had fuffer’d Death.
 Sencho Beholding fuch a Figure,
';Who\fe' Looks were full of Wrathand Rigour,
With a huge Napkin Night-cap round
His Temples like a Turbant bound.
Naum‘ Mafter, quoth the *Squire, beware,
Here comes B’ inchanted Moor I féar
He looks as if he wanted ﬁ:rtber
Rezzenge Lord keep ws both from Murder.

“ No, quoth the Don by way of Anfwer,
¢ This i, I'm fure, no Necromancer ;
* For they’re invifible to Men,
¢ ;{md will not by our Eyes be feen.
- That's firange, 1 very much adeire
They'll not be feen, replies the ’Squtre, -
Since the confounded Blows they've dealt
Prove plainly that they will be felt,
| © Whilg
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Whillt they were arguing Pro and Cos,

The ftern-look'd Officer came on,
Amazd to hear two Perfons mutter
So calmly after fuch a Clutter;

But Endfng Quixate’s Face and Beard
With Blood and Snivel much befmear’d,
Near to his Nofe he holds the Light,
And thus falutes the batter'd Knight.

I fnd it muft be thee that bawld
Our Murder, for thortrt ﬁld’_}l wmanl’d,
Whas Ruffian was it made thee bellow?
How is it with tiee boncft Fellow ?

¢ Fellow! reply’d the moody Dou,

¢ I am not yours, you fawcy Clown ;

¢ Is it your Breeding to falute

¢ Knight-Errants thus, yo’ unpolifh’d Brute!

The Officer, who could not ftand
To hear {o coarfe aReprimand,
Efpecially from one that made
So poor a Figure in his Bed,

Leg
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Let fly his lighted Lamp upon
The Forehead of the fcornful Don,
Which once mote frun'd him for a while,
And drown’d his Conntenance in Oil,
Then flank from out the Room the dark
And ftood upon the Stairs to hark.

- Nouns, quoth the *Squire, what £ other Blow? -
Was that th inchanted Moor or 7o ?
Let bim be either Man or Devil,
His Comj)lz'réezzt.r are dawmn’d nncivil,
"¢ Pmnow convincd, replies the Knight,
* I plainly faw him by the Light 5
T hcy will appear, and fhew their Faces
¢ Sometimes in extraord’ nary Cafes s
¢ Yet twould be folly to refent
¢ Thefe Wrongs, we'd better be content,
‘ Since they can in their propcf Shape
“ Do hurt, then vanith and efcape
¢ And for their Safety or their Eafe
‘ B! invifible, when e%er they pleafe.

Right
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Right, quoththeSquire, for I bave fwory
To bear all Wrongs without Return
Incer reéqu?d, I do declare it,
One Blow but 1 bad twenty for it
Therefore Inever more foall take
Revenge, for Rozinante’s fake,

¢ Byt prithee, Sanche, quoth the Knight,
¢ Arife, for now ’tis almoft Light,

e

And beg the Governor to {pare you

"

Some Wine, Salt, Oil, anddry'd Rofemary,
¢ That we may makeand take that Balfam,

~

W hich once I told thee was fo wholefome 3

[,

For ’'m much wopnded on the Brow,
¢ With the. Blow given me but now.

Sancho, whofe manifold Difafters
Were full as painful as his Mafter’s,
Got up as fa& as aking Bones
Would let him rife, and down he runs,
Happ ning to trip in his Carreer,
And fall again{t the Officer,

| Wha
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Who liftning ftood 'th’ dark upori
"The Stairs, to hear what Hurt he’'d done.
Good Sir, quoth Sancho, let me fee
Some Wine, Salt, Oil, dnd Rofemary,
To make @ Med'cine for the beft
Kunighs-Errant, that was fer diftref3,
W above lyes welt'ring in bis Gore,
Much wounded by th inchanted Moor 5
He that can vanifb or appear,
Be here and there, and ery where,
And lurks unfeen, as People fay,
Within this Caftle, Night and Day.
The Officer furpriz’d to hear
The rambling Nonfence of the *Squire,
By’s Talk could fcarce determine whether
Madnefs or Wine, or both together,
Or that his Mafter’s being wounded,
Had the poor Fellows Wits confounded :
However, fince "twasPeep of Day,
He thunder'd where the Landlord lay,
Telling
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Telling him wﬁét poor Sancho wanted,

Which was, as foor ascould be, granted.

Th’ Ingredierits being thus prepar’d,
'The Knight arofe, whofe bloody Beard
Auad oily Face, with here a Smut
O'th’ Lamp, and there a Brife or Cut,
Made him appear to humane fight
~ More like a Devil, than a Knight 5
However in his Joofe Attire
He limp'd unto the Kitchen-Fire,

And there fecunduns Arters made

His Drench, as if’t had been his Trade,

Which then (a Viol being wanted)

Was into Earthen Jug decanted,

Repeating, as he pour’d, whole Clufters
Of Zve’s, Creeds, amd Pascr-nofters,
Believing that his Pray’rsin Courfe

Muft give thé Med’cine greater Force.

The Balfamto his Worthip’s thinking

Bing now in readinefs for drigking,

He
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He lifts the Jug unto his Nofe,
And fwallows down a haridfom Dofe,
Which truly did no fooner flow
Into the Kitchen fix’d below,
Where Nature cooks the Body’s Food,
And parts the hurtful from the good,
But out it came in Squirts and Spouts,
Like Dung from out a Grafs-horfe Guts,-
And made him now more fick and fore,
Than all his Drubs had done before,
Flinging him into fuch a Heat,
That oily Pearls and Drops of Sweat
Drip’d down from off his Face and Noddle,
Like Butter from a baifting Ladle,
80 that for fear of further Harm
He begg’d he might be cover'd warm,
And be permitted by the Cook
To dozea while in Chimny-nodk,
Where *twixt the Med’cine and the Fire
He fiveating (fept to’s Heart’s Defire :

Which
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Which had by chiatice fo good Effect
On his fore fides, that when he wak'd
He found himfelf fo muich befriended
By’s Balfam, and fo greatly mended,
That all aftonith’d were to feé
His wonderful Recovery.
Sancho half dead, obferving what
A Miracle the Dofe had wrought,
Implor’d his Mafter thro his tender
Pity to grant him the Remainder,
" Which prov’d in Quantity much more
Than what the Knight had drank before ;
However with the Don’s Confent,
Sancho, without much Complirient,
Whip'd up the Jug, and off it went.

But the poor *Squire, who was not quite
So nice and fqueamifh asthe Knight,
In his {trong Stomach found no Motion
To vomit, but retain’d the Potion 5

Which
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Which caus'd fuch inexpreffive Paing

To rowl and ﬂy from Guts to Brains,

That clanimy Sweats and dreadful Groanings
Ended in Epileptick Swoonings. |

¢ Alas! iat;or Sancho, "cixioth the Don,

¢ Thy illnefs is my Fault I own, |

¢ For this fame Balfam, now I think on’t,

¢ Isfacred, iohe but Kni ghts thould drink on’t 3
¢ Therefore thy Panithment is wholly

¢ Owing t6 thy prefumptuous Folly,

© And fine, in letting thee abufe,

¢ What Kings and Knights thould only ufe.

A Murrain take it; quoth the *Squire,

0b Jick at Heart, and bot as Fire)

1 wifh fome wounded Champion had i,

Or that *twas in bis Guts that madeit :

( Is this your Phyfick, with a Pox,

To cire @ Man of Thumps akd Kuocks ¥)
Help me, good People, to forse Bed,
Where T nray eafe my [plivking Head,

VOL IL K dnd



(66 )
And curfe the Knight, who firf} apply’d
This Drench to cure a cudgell’d Hide.
No fooner had they led the *Squire

To Bed according to’s Defire,

But the Horfe Med’cine, as he lay,
“Stole out by Flirts the backward way,
Leaving a Nofegay *mong the Cloths,
Not quite fo{weet as Damask Rofc ;
However Sancho, after thefe
Exonorations, found much Eafc ;

Yet wanting ftrength was forc'd to lye,
And battle Hog like, inhisSty,

But Quixote, thoughtlefs of his Blovws

Scorning inglorious Repofe,

Was now impatient to purfue
Adventures fortunate and new,
Conceiving Idlenefs a Shame
ToKnighthood, and a Bar to Fame,
He therefore thought it no Difgrace
To faddle both the Horfe and Afs,

Sinece
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Since mighty Works, to th’World's Surprife;
From mean beginnings oft arife.

When this was done, /he raisd the "Squlire,
And helpd to clean Him from his Mire,
Then clapp’d the puny fhotten LooB_y
Upon his flothful horn-ear’d Hobby
This done hé nimbly mouits his Twilt
Upon hisown triumphant Beaft,

And having feds'nably obferv’d

A Javelin ftanding in the Yard,
Willing ¢ improve the lucky Chance,
He fnatch’d the Weapon for a Lance,
Then calling for the Great Alcayd
O'tlr Caftle, ths tis Worthip faid : |

¢ My kind Lord Governour, to whom

* Pmhighly botind fot time to come,
* By many Favours heap’d dpon me,
¢ And gen’rous Friendhips you have doneme;
* 1 hope you’ll candidly redeive
* The parting Thanks I humbly give;
F 3  For
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¢ For all that hofpitable Bounty,

¢ Which I'm unable to account t’ye 3

¢ But if yow've any daringFoc,

' O.r R_ivé] Knight, to whom youowe

* The lealt Revenge, Il undertake it,
¢ And with this Weapon pink his Jacket,
¢ Unlefs he inftantly agrees
¢ To ask your Pardon on his Knees.

Nowns, quoth the Hoft as hot as Pepper,

I want no Cut-throat Or:lerfErapper s

I can revenge a Wrong, aml fight
In my owis Caufe without a Knight :

I know not therefore, what is meant

By your long-winded Compliment

Pay me your Reck'ning Sir, before

You flir, and I defire no more :

We that kecp Inus don't give away

Qur V[.’irze?‘ or yet onr Ouats and Hay.

¢ How, quoth the Knight, is this an Inn,

‘1 thought Pd in a Caftle been,

¢ Where
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¢ V/here any Knight, altho®a Stranger,
¢ Might live coft free, at Rackand Manger.

No, no, replies the furly Hoft,
This is an Inn, the Sign and Poft
Muft fhew you tbét, but yow’ve a mind .
To joke and banter me, 1 find,
¢ If ’tis an Inn, replies the Knight,
¢ It maft be fo, for right is right 5
¢ Yet all that [ cany further fay,
¢ Isthat we Knights muft never pays;
¢ The old Er.mti'g:k‘ Law exprefles
¢ Dire&t Forbi\_ld'ance in fuch Cafes;
Saying, No Knight [ball be allow’d
To handle Coin ffpbn, the Road 5
He that pnﬁmg; 10 pay his Shot,
Shall in his Scutcheon wear a Blot
¢ The Laws this Privilege fecure
* To us for t’ hardthips we endure,
¢ A Freedom granted us in Lieu
¢ Of the great Juftice that we do,
F3 ‘In
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¢ In boldly refcuing the diftrefs'd,
* And righting all that are opprefs'd.

What's this to me, replies the Hofs,
No Knight /Zdl fivagger at my Cofp:
Don’t banter me, Sir, you miftake me,
Tz not the Fool you mean to make me :
Teaze not my Ears, or fill my Skull
With Stories of a Cock and Bull,
Pl have my Reckwing to the full,

¢ Sirrah, quoth ;‘Zuixote, thou’rt a Slave;

¢ A Taplath Scoundre), and a Knave,
Then brandifhing his borrow’d Spear

To fright the Hoft from coming near,
Thoughtlefs of Sancho, fpurs his Steed,
And thro’ the Gate in Triumph rid,

Well pleas’d he had the Tnn beguil’d,

.\ud kept hlS Knlghthood undefil’d.

Tho’ o@uxote thus had clear'd his way,
Poor Sanche was compeld to ftay,

His
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His AG not caring much to {ir
From Stable-Door with Whip or Spur,
So that the _L,andlord, vex’d and mad,
Secur’d both Sanche and his Pad,
Raving and {wearing Oaths moft bloody,
He'd baye bis Reck ning, marry woid fe,
Or fprip bis Hide, and Fifp and Eels
Lay bim that Moment by the Heels.
Sanche enragXd, to think the Knight
Should leave hith in this woful Plight,
Began to ftorm, and be almof}
Asmad and fiery as the Hoft,
Swearing point blank he would not draw
His Purfe, * for that the felf fame Law,
* That freed the Malter, freed the Man,
¢ Ever fince Knighthood ficlt began 5 |
* Thereforg he would not be the F‘ocﬂ
¢ Tabreak foold and good a Rule.
Thefe Argumentsencreas'd the Fire,
And raig’d the Landlord’s Paffion high’r,
F 4
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That bitter Words and bullying Blufters
Were jabber'd at the *Squire by Clufters,
Whilft his Knit Brows and ftern Muﬁachoeﬁ
Look'd very threatning and audacious. |
However Sancho fear’d ‘em not,
And l\fqvé’d he wauld not pay a Groat,
¢ Declaring he Wou’d fooner lofe
¢ His Beard, ar what was worfe, his Nofe,
¢ Than he'd become the Scorn and Laughter
¢ Of all his Brother *Squires herea’ter,
* For bafely giving up the Rights
¢ Of thofe that wait on Errant Knights.
~ But as ill Luck, that breeds Confufions,
And t}lwarts the bravelt Refolutious,
Wouki haveit, in the God-fpecdicame
A Crew, that much i'mprov’d the Game,
Young Pedla'rs, higling Boors, and Lacemen,
Who prov’d to Sancho very bafe Men 4
For finding as the Cafe was ftated,
Their Hoft was likely to be cheated,
' ‘The
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The Knaves foon framrd an arch Devicq? o
Aud fetchd a Blanketin a tricg 5
Thcn nulling Sancho from his Beaft,
They forc’d him in to make 2 Jeft;
Then taking Corner hold thereof,
They made th’ unhappy "$quire their Scoft} E
Tumbling and toffing him about. - Y
So fadly €’re they let him out, .
That at bothends it purg'd him morg,
Than the Knight’s Balfam had before,
Poor Sancho bell’wing like a Cow,
$ometimes aloft, fometimes below,
*Till his loud Shrieks and piteous Cries
Did Quixote’s diftant Ears furprize,
Who was at firft too apt to guels
$ome Lady fair was in Diltrefs 5
But lift'ning clofer to the Noife,
Diftinguifh’d plain *twas Sancho’s Voice
Then vowing Vengeance on the Hoft,
He back unto the Inn rid poft,

But
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But fonnd the Gates clofe fhut and barr d,
And a ftrange Qut-cry in the Yard,
I—Ie knock’d fike mad, but !l in vain,
For no Adm}Eon could he gain;
T hen round thre Houfe in Paﬁ' on rode
To find fome Entrance if he cou d,
Roanng and fwearmg all the way,
lee a ftripd Gameﬂer after Play :
At lencth ke came unto 2 Wall
Not very low, nor very tall,
o er which his Worfhip caft an Eye,
And did the ftabbing wonder fpy :
Moft bittef'Word’s the Don let fall,
And made Effays to fcale the Wall,
But found himfelf too weak and fore
To quit his Saddle to get o’.ér-,
So that the Knight inflam’d with Ire
Could give no Comfort to his ’Squlre,
But curfing‘ihe invidious Crew,

And threammg what he could not do;
' Which
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Which only made ‘em add mote Force,
And tofs poor Sancho but the worfe 5
Who beggd, and bawl'd, and cry’d and fwotc,
And dung'd his Blanket o%r and oer,
Yet the Arch-wags purfud the Game,
Tl downnght weary of the fame,
Then up they pltch’d him on hxs Afs,
Defi’d and naﬁy as he was,
Crymg aloud unte the *Squire,
All’: pazd and you are wellcome, Szr
'Poor Marizornes ftanding by,
A Wench of fome Humanity,
Altho the very Hag, that rid him
Oer N1ght, and with her Nails half flea'd him,
Yet mov'd at Taft to fome Compaffio on o
By Sancho’s too great Tnbuiauon,
At Well fhe drew a Jug of Water
That he might cool hlS Intrails a’ter,
Which the. nght f pyine, ery'd aloud,
¢ Forbear, dear Sancho, *tis not good,

¢ Be
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¢ Be patient, thon fhalt find that I

¢ Will make more Balfam by and by.
..Suncho,. who had not yet forgot
;i‘ile Mis’ries .of hisformer Draught,
Caft 2 moft ¢rabbed Look ugva

His kind., well-meaning Matter Don,
Replying, Hasyour Worfbip quite
Fargot alveady Im no Knight 5 -
Your Balfam's only fit to cure

Sick Men of Honour; fuch as you're 5
As for my part L'd fooner drink
A4 Quart of Cordial from the Sink :
Then giving back the aguith Pitcher,
He cty'd, Sweer Honey, mend thy Liguor 5
Raw Elgmrent don’t fuit my Tafle,

I fear *swill make ne.cool to0 faft.

The Trull had then fo much good Nature
‘To bring him Wine inftead of Water,
Which the poor drowthy "Squire convey'd
With fo much gladnefs to, his Head )
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That Lip and Pitcher ‘could not part,
>Till thelaft Drop had warny’d his Hearty§ -
For which the Wench, mifcall’d the Maid,
Out of her own good Bounty paid.

This done, the Gates were open’d wide,
Thro’ which the’Squire had leave to ride,
That his Deliv’ry might aH“avage ,

The angry Knight's unbridl'd Rag,
Who would have gallop'd in among

The Clowns, tohavereveng’d the Wrong ;
Where like his Man, he muft have been
The Sport and Paftime of the Inn,

But was with mueh ado diffwaded

By th’ ’Squire from being fo hot-headed, -
That they at length rid calmly off,
Huzza’d by all the Rout in Scoff, ,

Like Vagrants whipping thro’ a Town,
For.making others Geefe their own.

Adventures, founded on Miltake,
Ridiculous Conclufions make s

And
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And groundlefs Hopc, thie common Curfe
Of Fools; makes leappomtment worfe.

CANTO XXVIL

Tiwo Flocks of Séeef are by the Knight
Tbougbt Armies marching on to fight §
Moft bravely be attacks the one,

Kills many, is at laft o ‘erthrown,

P EHE Knight and Sancho, tho’ they’d beet
T But forely handl'd in their Inn,

Yet both were highly pleas’d they’d made

No Violation, butobey’d

The Laws of Knighthood to their Glory,
,Tht"oughout their whole Fatigue and Hurry 3
Tho’ Sanche unappriz’d had loft

HisWallet, which the watchful Hoft

Had

e
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Had very (lily tharp’d away
From the Afss Buttocks, where it lay,
In hopes the Value of his Theft
Would pay the Reck’ning they had lefts -
But both b'ing ignorant of the Mattér,
We'll drop thie Wallet *till herea’ter.
As now they beat the dufty Road,
O’erjoy'd to find themfelves abroad 5
After they’d laugh’d a while to think,
They’d paid for neither Meat or Drink,
A Privilege which eachKnight-Errant
May take by very lawful Warrant,
“ Dear Saxcho, quoth the Don, Ivow,
¢ Thou look'lt confus'd, I know not how,
¢ Thy Beard difgrac’d, thy Garmeént fham'd
¢ With Filth unworthy to be nam'd 3
¢ I'hope you’re now convinc'd we’ve been-
« Mifled into fome ancient Inn,
¢ Or famous Caftle, that’s inchanted -~
¢ With8pirits; Imyps, -and'Witches haunted ;-
¢ For

R S i
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“ For thofe dark Fiéndswith Headsand Haﬁdé}
¢ Like huge Gygantick Sarazens, )
¢ By whom thou wert fo tofs'd and twitl'd,
¢ Were Natives of fome other World ;
¢ But had notl been by the Force
¢ Of Witcheraft chain’d upon my Horfe,

¢ I would have leap’d th’ inchanted Wall,
¢ And made fuch work among ’em all,
¢ That I'd have clov'n ’em with my Atms,
< In fpight of Spells or magick Charms.

Had I, quoth Sancho, but been able

To've dealt with fuch aplagny Rabble,

I would have paid ihe langhing Rogues
My felf, and beat ’em abl like Dogs
But Forcewill make the fnarling} Whelp
Submit to what be cannot belp
Nor were they Goblins, as you fancy,

Or Wizards, learn'd in Necromancy,

No Gyants: or inchanted Moors,
Bup Higlers, Pedlars, Clowns and Boors,
That
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That beav'd me up, and let me fall
bzzly by Dint of fbrength, that’s all
As fure s Pmr a living Creature,
There was no Witchecraft in the matter :
That you were conjur'd faft in Saddle,
By Spells, is all buz fiddle faddle:
*Twas only owing to fome Thunep,
Or feurvy Bruife about your Rump,
That {0 bernwindd yonr Worfbip’s Arfe;
Yoiz conld not rife from off your Horfe :
Tberefoi:e confid’'ring, in all Cafes,
Our bleffed black and bine Succeffes,
What Beanties we bave drank and eat with;
What gloriows Drubbings we have met with :
What Compliments great Kings have paid a»,
How wealthy our Exploits bave made us,
1 think *twill b onr JSafeft way:
To resurs omemards whilft we may 5
F{)r truly after all this Baiflirg
My Carcafe wanis a listle refling:,
VOL. IL G
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1 find we only have oni-rur

God’s Blelfing into the wars: Sun 5

Or 10 be plain *twixt Knight and *Squire,
Leap’d out 025’ Frying-pan into #h’ Fire:
Therefore 1 fay with Goody Dumly,

That Home is home, tho' u’er fo homely.

¢ Poor Sanche, quoth the Knight, in fcorn;

¢ Thou'rt thinking of thy Hay and Corn:
¢ What are {uch Trifles to th’ Spoils

¢ Of wealthy Kingdoms, Towns and I{les
¢ What fruitful Fields can be compar’d

¢ Tothe rich Harveft of the Sword ?

¢ By which we win the Golden Prize,

¢ And conquer ftubborn Enemies.

Ay marry, quoth the’Squire, Il fiveary

You now have bit it to a Hair -

When have we ever got the Day>

Whas Conquefts can we boaft, I pray?

*Tis true, I think, a poor Bilcayan

By your bold Arme was almof} flain :

That
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That was well fought, but even there
Your congiring Worfbip loft an Ear 5
But fince that mighty Deed was done,
What other Vid'ries have we won ?
Or Marks of Hononr can we boaf?,
But Drubs, Kicks; Thursps and Bumps at r;'zoﬁi;
Bruis’d Shoulders brokern Heads, feratcl’d Faces,
And Wheals in forty other Places ?
Bejides that toffing in a Blanket,
Which foll to vy fbare, Rogues be thanked
And thefe, if 1am not wmiftaken,
dre all the VidPries tve can rechon :
Such that Paz furé 1 forely feel
Infide and ont, from Head to Heel.

“ Truly, reply'd the Knight, I find,

¢ Now tho'ft reviv’d it in my Mind,
¢ Pm troubled with the fame Difeafle,
‘ ¢ Down from my Noddle to my Knees 3
¢ But for the future, Pl prevent all
" Such Harts ond Mifchiefs acsidental,

G 2 < By
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¢ By fecking onta fturdy Blade,

¢« With fo much Art and Canning made,

¢ That no inchanting Pow’r (hall tame

¢ The furious Arm that bears the {ame ;

¢ Who knows but Fortune’s Hand may lay
¢ That very Weapon in my Way,
¢ Which made the Knight de Ganl the Lord,
¢ And Champion of the burning Sword ;,
Forg‘d of fuch Steel *twould fplit a Rock,
¢ Or into Splinters cleave a Block,

And if (quoth Sancho) you fhonld find

This flaming Weapon to your Mind,

Which weay, in Cafc the Devil be in't,

Skin a Snith's Anvil, or a Flint,

1 dare to lay my Lifs “twould Le

Fuft fuch another Friend to me,

As your confounded puking Phifich,

Which tho' it made you well made me Jicks
+ Thar #, “twould only I fippofe

Defend Knighe-Errants fron their Foes,

-

And
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And leave their *Squires, for want of Dubbing,
" To bear the baneful Plague of Drubbing.

As thus they jogg’d along in State,
Debating gravely this and that,
Don Quixote in the Road efpies
A mighty Cloud of Duft arife.
¢ Now, quoth the Knight unto his ’Squire,
¢ This is the Day of my Defire 5
¢ In which my Sword fhall win fuch Glory,
¢ As fhall for ever thine in Story ;
¢ Dotft thou not fce a dufty Cloud
* Spring up before us in the Road ?
¥ °Tis rais’d, [may aflur’dly fay,

© ¢ By fome great Army in our way,

Why then, quoth Sancho, there are two
Grear Aramies marching in onr View 5
Eor yonder i a dufly frnother
On she left Hasel, as big as #other.

Highly tranfported with the fight,
Quoth Quixote, ¢ Sancho, you areright;

I © 5 S
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¢ They are two Arhics, I'll maintain,
* Defign’d for Battle on this Plain
“ They move with great Precipitation,
¢ Asif both fides were in a Paflion :
¢ "T'will not be long €’er we fhall find
¢ To which Vidfaria feems inclin’d.
Thus QuiLote in his frantick Fits
Was blinded fo with wild Conceits,
That tho’ they were but Flocks of Shoup
In diff’rent Roads, where Duft was deep,
His Fancy chang'd 'em ftili to be
. Whatever he defir'd to fee
So that affirming very ftoutly,
And fwearing to it molt devoutly,
The grave deluded Champion made
Poor Sancho credit what he faid,
The Clouds obfcuring from their Eye;
The Flocks that caus’d the Duft to rife.
" Bus Sir, quoth Sancho, whar mnf} 9o
And I, whea they are fighting, do?

(
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{ bope '}'él-t don't defign that we
Shall bear thofe Armics that you fee.

¢ No, no, the chearful Knight reply’d,
¢ Well only help the injur’d Side
¢ I know the Caufe for which they fight,
¢ Who’s in the wrong, and who i'th’ right :
¢ Thofe valiant Forces, that difplay
¢ Their Banners, and incline this way,
“ I plainly fee, are led by one,
¢ Sirnam’d great Alifanfaron,
¢ Proud Emp’ror of that fruitful Soif}
¢ That’s call’d the Taprobanean Ule
¢ And he, whe with fuch gallant Pride
¢ Commands the Troopson tother fide,
¢ Is, T may venture to affirm, 4
¢ Pentaplin with the naked Arm 5
¢ So call’d, becaufe the hardy Soldier
¢ Fights always bear from Hand to Shoulder.
‘ Now you muft know the Caufe, why the. -
¢ Are {uch invet’rate Enemics,

G 4
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§ Great Alifanf’ron fain would win
¢ The Daughter of Pewtapolin |
¢ But her fond Lover being bred
¢ APagan, fhea Chriftian Maid,
¢ Her Father vows he will not give her
¢ In Marriage to an Unbelicver 5 |
¢ And that unle(s he will agree
¢ T abjure his Infidelity,
¢ He fwears by all the Charms about her,

¢ The Pagan Prince fhall go without her.

By Jove, guoth Sancho o the Kuight,
g think Pentap’lin’.r in the right
And burn my Beard if T don's frand

His Friend, and ferve hime Sword in Hand.

© Well faid, replies the Don, I vow,
¢ Thou thew't thsr {elf a Chriftian now ;
¢ Nobly refolv’d this Day, I'm certain,
¢ Some wealthy Throne will be thy Forture,

Bus
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But where, gnoth Sancho, fhabl 1 Jeave
My Afs the while, for I conceive, |
ft car’t be fafe to charge mpon
A Beaft that 7s fo great a Droxe.

¢ True, cryes the Knight, fo tamea Tit,
¢ I own, is not for Battle fit 5
¢ E'en turn him loofe, for’tis no matter
¢ Whether thou ever find’ft him 2’ter ;
¢ For we fhall have {o many Horfes,
¢ When we have beat the Einp’ror’s Forces,
¢ That even Rozinant’s in danger |

¢ Of being barter’d for a Stranger.

Then mounting on a rifing Ground,
They ftood a while, and gaz’d around ;
But ftill their horned Friends and Foes
From humane Eyes were cover'd clofe
With Duft that from their Hoofs arofe.

Howecyer Quixote had a View

‘Of all his working Fancy drew,
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And thought he faw-upon the Plaing
:What was but painted in his Brains 5
So that dire&ting Sanchs’s figh,
He cry’d, ¢ Behold yon famous Knight,
¢ Iy Armour gilt, upon a Beat,
¢ That 'feéms fix Cubits high at leaft,
“ Who on his glitt’ring Target bears
¢ Two Lyéhs crown'd, three muzzl'd Bears,
* And is to hisciernal Fame
« 'The Knight 0’47’ Silver-Bridge, by Name.
¢ The next array’d in Serpents Skins,
* Who like a Fury gapesand grins,'
That Champion of Gigantick fize,
With frizzl’d Beard and Saucer Eycs,
Is that fierce Devil of a Man, |
* Th’ undaunted Brandabarbaran,

o

£

Lol

¢ Who rules alone, as Sov’reign Lord,
¢ The Three Arabia’s by his Sword,
¢ And carr’s before him, for a Shield,
¢ A Gate himfelf can only wield.
| ¢ But
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¢ But now let t'other fide furprize,
¢ And pleafe at once thy Wondriﬁg Eyes!
L See there victorious Timonel, |
¢ Prince of new Bifeay, clad in Steel,
¢ Bearing on’s Shield'a Sable Rat

(1

Couchant, bencath a Rampant Cat

13

And for his quaint Device, to fhew |
His Wit, the old Cat Language MEW

Te

¢ Becaufe the Name of her whofe Features, }

v admires above all other Creatures,

‘ Beoms by chancra with rhofe three Letters

¢ Nf:yt him, behold that monﬁrous I_ord

¢ Who u pright bears a flaming Sword,
Upon fo fierce and wild a Steed,
That capers like a Mountain-Kid;
He's but a new- creatcd Knight,

[4

[4

Ifee, becaufe his Armour's white 5
¢ Nor is he honour’d in the Field
¢ With any Motto on hisShield 5

‘1
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¢ { know him, he’sa Peer nf Frgors,
¢ Breq Alamods fo fenco srllanme
¢ A Fop, that cringes at the o'
< And makes him{elf the Ladies Sport.

¢ Heyonder, that Is prancing round
¢ The flowry Plain to view the Ground,
¢ Is that Great Duke, of Noble Blood,
¢ Spartafilardo of the Wood 5 .
¢ Who bears upon his fpacious Shield
¢ A Garden vert, or verdent Ficld
¢ Powder’d, I plainly can difcover,
¢ With Golden *Sparagus all over 4
A Harrow tao, I fce for certain,
With this Device, So trails ey Fortunc.
"Thus as the Knight peep’d thro” his Hand,
Whilt both did on the Hillock {tand,

H’ amus’d the ’Squire with Whims and Fancies

-~

©

He’d glean’d from out his old Romances,
Depicting fifty Knights of War,
Their Arms and Motto’s that they bore
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As if the fitions of his Brain -
Had ftood before himonthe Plain ;.
Then guiding Sancho’s roving Eye,
By pointing, to th’ Squire would cry;
¢ Mind that Confed’rate Army yonder,
¢ And how the Nations march afunder:
¢ There go the Longbeards, who, in{corn
¢ Of Wine, drink Xanthus e'ery Morn 5
¢ Next them the Mowuntaineers, that toil
¢ In plowing the Ma/ffilian Soil 5
Then follow the Arabiar Bands,
¢ Thofe fifters of the Golden Sands ;

¢

~

And after them, the Troops that prune
¢ The fruitful Vines of Thermodoor 5

¢ The Lydians next, with whom ’tis common
* To drain rich Pe%olus for Mammon 5

¢ And in the Rear a thoufand Nations,

¢ Equip’d inall their fev’ral Fathions,

¢ Whofe Countries Names I cannot tell,

¢ Tho’ I their Faces know full well, -

Gad
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Gad Sz’;, quotlv Sahchd, T bave ﬂar’d‘
With all é}z} Eje.;, and burn my Beard
IfI have jet jée;z Me or Horfe;,

Or any thing libe arnted Forces :

 Lords, Knights, and Troops you fay yoi fee
Adsheart, and fo yozi may for me 5

If I a5 yet one Sonl bave [py’d,

D7z the faddeft Rogue that ever iy'd :

I fancy, Sir, this Plain's inchanted,
Hnd with Juch dev’lifly Armies ﬁdllﬂtcd;
That march, engage, and ranage Fights,
iJﬂfeerz by any but by Kanights ;

Eor Dnz comvine'd they don’t defive

To [bew their Faces to a’Squire.

“ 1doubt, quoth Suixste, 1 hall find,
¢ You’re really deaf, aswell as blind
¢ Turn thy loofe Hair behind thy Ear,
¢ Now tell me if thou doft not hear
¢ The warlike Trumpet found to Dattle,
¢ The Horfes neigh, and the Drums rattle.

Nouns,
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Nouns, quotl; the*Squire, tis all 2 Feft,
1 bear no Voice of Man or Beaft,
Tho® 1 bave lifler’d ever fince
Lo bid me, like a Sow in Beans,
Bt bold d listle, yes I vorw,
1 think fome Shecp are bleating now
Your Arwmies, Trumpets, Beat of Drurs,
4nd all your Knights of Chriftendoms,
Aie mothing elfe; for here they come.

¢ I find thy Fear, reply’d the Knight,
¢ Obftructs thy Hearing, and thy Sight s
¢ But fince thou.art thus terrify’d,
¢ Pray for thy Safety ftep afide,
¢ This Arm alone, without Delay,
¢ Shall win the Chriftian Prince the Day.
With that he coucl’d his borrow’d Lance,
Sat plumb, in orderto advance:
Then fpurring Rozinante’s Flank,
Like Thunder rufd from off the Bank

Iator
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Into the Plain ¢’ attack the Flotk,
Which for an Army he miftook 5
Poor Sancho in a {weating Fright,
Thus bawling after to the Knight.

Hald Sir, for Heavens fake, what meari posi;
Forbear, why is the Devil in you !
For once take Cantion of a Fool,
They’re only Sheep upon my Sonl
There arc no Armies led by Gyants
T0 bid your Worfbip bold Defiance,
No' Knight or Champion in the Ficid,
With Cat or Rar npon bis Shield,
No golder ‘Sparaguws before ye,
Nouns, Sir, *tis all an idleffory
Good Sir, come back, or as D bere,
You'll take the wrong Sow by the Ear 5
You're leaping oer the Hedge a Mile
Before your Worfbip's at the Stile s
Ware Hawk, 1 fay, or Woe betide you,
Al Sheep by Jove, the Devil ride yor.
| The
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The Kuight; ceﬁciliating his Senfes
To his mad Dreams and idle Fanci
With hope of Glory deaf and blind,
Would none of Sanche’s Cautions mind,
But o%r the Mole-hills {purrd his Steed,
And thus he rav’d amid(t his Speed 3
¢ Courage, brave Champions, follow me,
¢ This Arm fhall gain the ViGory 4
¢ Dread no Defeat, or Danger fear,
‘ Know ’tis enough that I amhere ;
¥ Marchon, win Glory and Applaufe,
¢ Ye Knights, that back the Chriltian Caufc,
¢ And are this Day for cutting down
¢ That Gyant Alifanfaron :
¢ Behold ! the daring Foe advances,
¢ Make ready all; and couch your Lances,
¢ Fall on, ’tis time that we begin,
¢ Pentapolin, Pentapolin. '

Then ruthing in amid(t the Flock,
At one Attack their Ranks he broke,
VoL I , H Ard
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And with his fingle Arm in Fight
Kill'd many -on the Spot outright,
And with his Horfe did others wound,
That gafping lay upon the Ground 5
Charging them thro’ and thro” withalt
The brav’ry of a General ;
Still puthing on with Re{olution,
°Till the reft fled in great Confufion,
That his Adventuare {cem’d to be
Crown’d with a total ViGory.

But the poor Shepherds vex'd to {ce
This edd {urprizing Tragedy,
B'ing alfo gally’d at the fight
Of fuch a mad prepoft’rous Knight,
Who, notwithftanding all their Calling,
Would not defilt or mind their Bawling,
At length refolv’d they would revenge
Awrong, fo barbaroufly {trange 5
Accordingly their Slings they loos’d,
A Weapon oft by Shepherds us'd,
And
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And with fuch Malice ply’d the Don’s
Poor Head and Face: with Pebble-Stones,
That e’cry hard St. Stephen’s Loaf,
That fmote him, almoft knock’d him off
His Horfe, and gave the Jade fuch Blows
Sometimes about his Ears and Nofe,
That the poor Carrion could with Gladne(s
Have flounc’d his Rider off for Madnefs.
This galling Ufage made the Don,
Cry, ¢ Where’s this Alifanfaron,
¢ ThatInfidel, who durft begin
¢ This War againlt Pentapolin ?
¢ Appear, Gygantick Prince, appear,
* T afingle Knight, that feeks thee here,
¢ That Hand to Hand we may decide
¢ The Caufe, that’s thus unjuftly try'd:
¢ Not that I fear, tho’ left alone;
¢ But Thoufands muft be odds to one.
Juft as the Don was op'ning wide
His Mouth, 'that reach’d from fide to fide,
)y Hs To
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To thunder this bold Challenge forth
To th’ bravelt Gyant upon Earth,
A Pounder of a Pebble Stone
With fuch revengeful Force was throws
Againft his Jaw -bone, that the Thump
Scarce left him either Tooth or Stump
Nor had weak Nature {trength to bear it,
But down he tumbl’d with the Wherret,
And fprawling lay, o’ercome with Pain,
As if theBlow had been his Bane.

The Shepherds, when they gladly feund
They'd fetchd the Champion to the Ground,
Thinking they’d kill'd him fure enough,
In Fear and Haft now carry’d off
Their helplefs, wounded, and their dead,
And with Ehéir— featter'd Numbers fled

Courage is allways mifapply’d,

When it wants Reafon for its Guide 5
The boldeft are but hardy Fools,
Except Dilcretion gives’em Rules,

Whillt
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“Whil& Quixote plaid thefe mad figaries,
And fought his horned Adverfaris,
Sancho upon a Hill ftood gazing
\‘At’s Mafters Folly fo amazing,
“Tearing his fcanty Bear to find
“The Knight fo obftinately blind,
\‘As to miftake the Sheep that croft
“The Common for an armed Hoft :
‘The *Squire not doubting in the leaft
J Bat this Adventure, like thereft,
‘Would comeat lengthtodownright Clubbing,
‘ And end as ufual in dry Drubbing,
\ An Honour, Sancho allways got
Hxs fhare of, whenfoe’er he fought,
‘ And therefore was refolv'd to keep
\ His diftance from the injur'd Sheep,
“ That if ill Fortune thould befall,
| The Knight himfelf might bear it all.
- But when the *Squire beheld the Don
 Oerthrown, and all the Shephérds gorie,
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He thought he now with Safety might
Advance to help the fprawling Knight 5 -
Accordingly he ran unto him
To do what Service he could do him ;
And finding him in dolefu! plight,
- Tho’ not bereft of Sences quite,
He cry’d, 4b Maficr, now you find
VWhat *tis 20 be fo rafb and blind ;
Had you but taker my Advice,
Yowd fav’d from Stones your Faws and Eyes 5
lcalld as lond as I could baul,
Sheep, Sheep, #o Armey, by my Soul,
Tet you'd not hear, but like a Ninny -
th on, asif the Dev’l was in ye, :

* Alas, Friend Sancho, quoth the Knight, -
* Magicians can deccive the fight, :
¢ ‘And by the Pow'r of Art, withEafe," .~
“ Change humane Shapes to what they pleafas
* Therefore fome bafe inchanting Wizard,
¢ Plagwd with a Grumblin gin his Gizzard

Ta
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< Tofee my fingle Sword and Shield
. Triutﬁph o’er Thoufands in the Field,
J‘, Transform'd the routed Troops to Sheep,
 Left T fhould endlefs Glory reap,
¢ In making fuch a num’rous Train
¢ Of valiant Knights one Heap of flain
¢ And if thou haft not Faith enough
¢ To credit this, for further Proof
¢ Beftride thy Afs, and follow thofe,
* Which are but Sheep, as you fuppofe,
~ * And thou fhalt find them on the Plain
¢ Refume their former Shapes again,
¢ From harmlefs Flocks be turn’d te Forces,
¢ Confifting both of Men and Horfes 5
¢ But ftay a little firft, becaufe
¢ Iwant thee to infpe& my Jaws
¢ I fear my Pegs of Maftication
¢ Have fuffer'd total Devaftation,
 Then ftretching wide his Mouth to fhew
His Stumps, which were at moft but few,
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And Sancho peeping clofe to count
What niimber had fuftain’d the Brunt,
The Balfam, which the Knight had ta’en,
With fuch a Guth return’d again
Upon the *Squire that fatal Minute,
And work’d as if the Dev’] wasin it 5
Poor Sancho, much furpriz’d tofind
His {marting Eyes thus {quirted blind,
At firlt was fearful that it wou'd
Have prov’d the Knight’s laft dying Blood 3
But at length finding by the {tench
It favour’d of his former Drench,
And the four Vapours of the Dofe
B’ing loathfome unto Saxcho’s Nofe,
He ftraind his Intrails to requite
The {lap-dab kindnefs of the Knight,
And quite depriv’d of Pow’r to bauk
The Jeft, returred him yauk for yauk 5
So both like Tide and Stream contended,
"Till empty Guts the Conteft ended 3

For
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For naufeons Kecking is as catching,

As drow{y Yawning and as Stretching,

Poor Sancho now with fmothér d Face,
Half blinded, ran unto his Afs
To fetch his Wallet for a Cloth,
In this Diftrefs to ¢lean ’em beth 5
But finding that the ufeful Sacking:
‘Was to his Difappointment lacking,
And that he'd alfo loft the Scraps ”
He'd f3vd to feed his hungry Chaps,
Highly inragd at this Difafter,
He curs’d himfelf, and damn’d hls Ma&er-
Refolving now without Delay
To mount, and homewards {teer his way s )
And that he would the Knight forfwear,
Renounce his Caftles in the Air, :
And all his Kingdoms G—d knows where. ‘
But the poor Don, whofe Eyes purfu’ d ' |
Thc *Squire, who melancholly ftood, |

Leamhg
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Leaning o'th’ Pannel of his Afs,
With fome Diforder in his Face,

Arofe as nimbly as he cou'd,
And wiping from his Nofe the Blood,
Upon his Mouth one Hand he clapd,
That no loofe Grinders might be drop’d,.
Then leading Roz: by the Rein, |
He crept along unto his Man,
And thus the Champion of La Mancha
Exprefs’d himfelf to Sancho Panca:

¢ My Friend, I grieve to fee thee now

" ¢ Put on fo forrowful a Brow

¢ What fuddain Doubt or humane Folly
¢ Caufe thee to feem thus melancholly:
¢ Remember, when a Starm s paft,
‘;A Calm flides gently on at aft,
¢ .And that good Fortune doesas often
* Our Carcs and Difappointments faften ;
¢ The greate{’c Labour ends in Reft,

: Thofg
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¢ Thofe Sorrows, which the moft annoy
¢ The Mind, ftill terminate in Joy 5
¢ And all our Hardthips thou fhalt fee -
¢ Attended with Profperity ;
¢ All things and chancesbad or good,
¢ Are fubje& to Viciflitude 5 = -~
¢ Or elfe the World, whetein we range,
¢ Muft ftagnate foon for want of Change :
¢ Why therefore do’lt thou thus repine,
¢ Since prefent ill Luck’s but a fign,
¢ That better will fucceed the bad
¢ To footh the Suffrings we have had s
¢ Befides you ought not ta lament
¢ So much at e’ery crofs Event,
¢ Since you alas are bound to thare
¢ No more, than Friendthip bids you bear.
Have I nat barn, reply’d the *Squite,
Much more ther Frieadﬂ»ig contd defire >
Was not the Blockhead tofs'd and sew'd -
Thie Dayiv Blankes *ill be fpew'd >
» | The
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The mifgot filly Whelp, or rather
The gracelefs Son of wy poor Father ?
And i not be, who's loft bis Wallet
With Scraps well furnift'd for bis Palate,
Son of y Mother of La Mancha?
And is not his Name Sancho Panca?
Nouns Sir, what Flefb can bear with Eafe
Such crofs-grain'd knotty Plagues a5 thefe?

¢ How, honelt Sancho, quoth the Don,

¢ And is thy ufeful Wallet gone?
¢ If I may credit what thou fay’tt,
¢ 'This Day I doubt will prove a Falt.

Quoth Sancho, what Pve faid’s too true,

The Cubboard’s loft, and Viuals too
Therefore, inflead of Eafe and Feafling,
Kind Fortune. fends ws firft a Baifting,
And then, alas! tomend the Matter
I find, fbe means to fBarve wr.ater,
Onlefs like Proseflints in France . .
We fearch the Ditches, *till.by chance
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We find fome Dendelion Roots,
Or other Herbage for our Guts,
Such a5 I've beard you fay each Knighe,
Of old, would feaft on with Delight 5
Tho' I kad rather like « Dog
Pick Bones, than feed fo like a Hog 4
Tho you, that are a Knight, perbaps
With Herbs may fatisfy your Chaps 3
But I, that am your Worfbip’s’Squire, -
Do more fubftantial Food defire.

¢ Sancho, quoth Quixote, 1agree
¢ Intirely at this time with thee 5
¢ At prefent I'vea greater Guft
¢ Toadry'd Pilchard and a Cruft,
¢ Than all the Roots and Simples nam'd
¢ By Diofcorides the fam’d 5
¢ Therefore good Sancho, mount thy Tit,
¢ Shake off this melancholly Fit,
¢ And follow me once more to find
¢ Vituals and Lodging to our Mind ;
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¢ For Providence, that governs Nature,
¢ And feeds and fuccours ’ery Creature,
¢ Which does fuch (undry Fruits prepare
¢ Forthe wing’d Infects of the Air,
¢ The Wormlings, which on Earth increafe,
¢ And little Spawnlings in the Seas,
¢ Will never fail us in our need,
¢ Butin due Seafon give us Bread,
¢ Since ’tis for Juftice {ake that you
¢ And I both fuffer what we do.
Yow'd make, quoth Sancho, by this Lrg}"i
A better Preacker than a Knight :
I wifh you bad _fome Bifbop’s Warrant
T be a Prieft, inflead of Errant
For 1 fhould rather ther defire
To be your Clark, than now your ’Squire,
That I might gledly fay Amen
To Combat, Hunger, Plague and Pain.
“ Knight-Errants, quoththe Don, thould be
* Expert in ev’ry Miftery,
¢ And
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- < And able at an Army’s Head
¢ To preach, or at 4 Bar to plead,
|

¢ That they by Gofpel Blows and Laws
¢ On all Occafions with Applaufe,

¢ May bravely juftify their Caufe,

¢ And prove that only to beright,

' ¢ For which they either talk or fight :
¢ Among Mankind all Right and Wrong
¢ Depend upon the Sword and Tongue 5
¢ And he that fcuffles either way,

¢ If he has luck to win the Day,

¢ Is fure to’ve Juftice of his fide,

¢ Tho’ wrong before the Canfe was try’d;
¢ If therefore, thou’t remain my *Squire,

- ¢ To Wifdom thou (halt foon afpire;

" © Pt make thee Mafter by degrees

£ Of all thefe Arts and Myfteries.

| Well then, for once, reply’d the ’Sqmre
Elen lot it be as you defere;

| Bus
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But good your Worfbip mount your Steed,
And let ws fly this Plain with Speedy
Left yon inchanted fheepifh Army
Should turn to Men, and further harm ye.

¢ But my dear Sancho, quoth the Don,
¢ Before you mount your little Drone,
¢ Pray gently feel my upper Jaw
¢ O'th’ dexter fide, that I may know

¢ What Teethand ftumps the Rogues havz left
me,

¢ And of what Number they’ve bereft me.

How many Grinders, qudth the’Squire,
Pray bad you in that upper Tire,
Before, 9¢b’ laft unlucky Bont,
TE inchanted Army punchd em out.

¢ Four, quoth the Knight, as 'm alive,
¢ Befides the Eye-tooth making five,
¢ Which in good Order firmly ftood,
¢ And were as found as ever chew’d.

Quotht
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Quoth Sancho, pray confider, Sir,
What *tis you Jay, for berc’s na more
Irn the low'r Faw than two peor Shells,
As bollow as Pack-borfe Bells,
Befides a Stump, and in the upper
Not one to help you grind gour 'Supp‘er.

¢ Unhappy Wretch ! replies the Knight,
¢ And is one Jaw divelted quite 2
¢ A toothlefs Wortliy, I mult own,
¢ Is like a Mill without a Storie;
¢ However I have ftill fome few,
. * Tho’ many lefs than are my Due 3
© And thofe I could fo lately boaft
* Were in the Ficld of Honout loft 5
¢ *Tis true one Tooth is worth a brace
* Of Diamonds, in its proper Place
¢ Yet Glory makes 2 Man mote bright
¢ Than Jewels in the trueft Light,
* And ftands 2 Worthy more in ftead

¢ Than allthe Grinders in his Head :

voL . 1 ijf
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¢ »Tis eafy to be fed with Spoor,
¢ But difficult to win Renown
¢ Who then, that does not value Death;
¢ Would fear to facrifice his Teeth,
« When ’tis to bravely bear away
“The Glory I have won this Day ¢
Tou're right, quoth Sancho, et to morim,
For a fow Tecth nay ferve your turn :
I fure Pd give away one fide
Of mine; that Pother were 7mploy’d 5
Thercfore 'tis time that we fhonld monnty
Since our Guts call ws 1o Aeconnt,
That we may beat the dufly Road
Iy fearch of Lodging and of Food :
Stir up good Afs, the Devil take
This flarving Life for Homonr's Sake.
When hair-brain’d Fops at Glory ais;
And yet miftake the Paths of Fame,
They *ndure more Hardthips when they ftray;
Than thofe that chufe the ready Way.

CANTO
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CANTO XXIX
A Fun’ral on the Road by Night
Puts both the Champions in a Fright 5
Who, congi’ring by degrees their Dread,
Attack the Living and the Dead.

, HE Knight and Sancho having quitted
T The Plain, before they were benighted,
And got into a Lane together,
That dril’d ’em on they knew not whither,
They now began to talk and prattle
Of Knights and Gyants flain-in Battle,
And what rich Kingdoms thould be won
Before their ﬁghting Days were done,
*Till Day-light had at length out-run ’em,
And Night began to creep upon ’em,
N . -1 Eer
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E’er they had fight, or any figz
Of Caftlé, Cottage, orof Inn,
Or the leaft pleafing Hopes of meeting
With Beds for Eafe, or Bread for Eating.

Thus on they traveld, *till {o dark,
They fcarce could fee one ftarry Spark :-
Their Limbs and Stomachs in a deep
Concern for Want of Food and Sleep =
At length a diftant Croud of Lights,
Appear'd unto their wand’ring fights,
As if fome Midnight Gholts or Fairies
Were come abroad to play Figaries :
Poor Sancho, who alas had been
So dtub’d by Goblins at the In,

Was now again moft fadly daunted
To think the Roads were alfo haunted
With Spirits, or with Moors inchanted,

The Knight too had fome Dread upon him;
For fear the Sheep, who’d overthrown him
By
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By magick Art, were now laga,in
Transform’d to Troops of Armed Mes,
Rally’ng to make a fecond Fight, -
In order to untooth him quite ;
So that the Champion check’d his Horfe,
And paus'd, whillt Sancho hungan Arle,
Perceiving to their great Surprife
The Lights came ncarer to their Eyss,
Which ftruck ’em both with further Dread,
At &ery flow Advance they made;
Don Quixote’s Hair ftood bolt upright,
And Sancho trembled at the fight,
Expe&ting they were flaming Legions,
Broke loofe from their infernal Regions 5
And that they now were to withftand
The Force of Lucifer’s Train-band ¢
Thus notwithftanding neither fear’d
The matted Locks of Gyants Beard :
Yet Light, the bright Effeis of Fire,
Quite daunted both the Knight and *Squire,

I3 STill
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*Till Luixore much atham’d to think
His Champion Courage thus thould fink,
Shook off his Fears that had betray’d
" His Valour, and to Sexchs (aid:

¢ Thefe are a num’rous Hoft of Sprites,
¢ And Goblins arm'd with flaming Lights,
¢ Stol'n out from their accurs’d Abode
¢ To give us Battle in the Road :
¢ This is a perilous Adventure,
¢ Onwhich we are about to ven,ture,‘
¢ Yet will I fcorn to backward fly,
* But for the Vi&t'ry boldly try.

Ab Woe is me, reply’d the Squire,
Muft we fight Devils arnid with Fire,
And after all the Drubs we've bad,
Be now fo daring and fo mad
T battle Furies with their Torches,
And runthe Rifgue of Burns and Sc:orcbe;.

¢ Chear up, Friend Sancho, quoth the Don,
¢ Fear nothing, let the Imps come on, ‘

¢ Whilk
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K Whilft 1 am here, they fhall not dare

r To finge or rob thee of a Hair 5 |
“ ¢ Therefore take heart, and thou fhalt find
| ¢ Well make the Hreals fly like Wind. |
| The thoughts of fighting, quoth the ’Squire,‘;‘
| Makes me all Ice, inflead of Fire, ' |
But 1ball foon, 1 do fippof,

Be thaw'd by thefe infernal Foes,

Yot if we're forc'd to [fand the Brumt

‘\]’ll do my beft what €er comes om't 2

For tho I ane Jo free to tell yop,

That Lams really apt ro walue

“M Iy own, above a thoufand Lives,

Yet needs nenft whenthe Dev'l drives.

" By now the folemn Cavalcade

“Their flow Approach fo near had made, -
"That Knight and 'Squire difcover’d plain
The very ghaftly frightful Train, |

And wifely from the Road withdrew

To give their Eyes a bettér View,

| " rib®
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P'th’ Van were twenty Souls in white,
On Horfe-back bearing each a Light,
Some mumbling Pray’rs in doleful Tones,
And others breathing out their Groans :
P'th’ Center came a mourning Herfe,
Drawn by fix black Galiciar Mares ;
Which, as it mov’d, t* encreafe their Wonder,
RumbPd like diftant rowling Thunder :
Six Mourners in the Regr came on,
Hanging their Heads li'ke Poppies down,
Each gravely mounted on the Back

Of a Mule, cover’d o’er with black ;

A difmal fight, enough to've fcar’d

, 'The ftoutelt he that wears a Beard,
Efpecially at Night when met

In fuch alonely place fo late

But Quixote, mad as well as bold,

With the firange Taleshe’d read of old,
Miftook the Herfe, when he had feen it,
"Tobea Horfe-litter, and init

Somg
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‘Some wounded Prince, or famousKnight,
Ta’en Captive by his Foes in Fight,
Thought therefore he could do no lefs
Than refcw’ a Brother in Diftrefs
Accordingly he couch’d his Lanee,
And did with eager Warmth advance
Unto their Nofes, where he ftood,
And thus like an undaunted God
He fpoke, altho’ but Flefh and Blood.

¢ Stand, I command ye, and declare
¢ What you’re about, and who youare?
¢ From whence you came, and tell me what
¢ Great Knight you've in that Litter got 5
¢ What Wrongs your Party have recciv’d,
¢ Orwho you’lve injurd and aggrievids -
¢ Then fhall I quickly let you know .
¢ Whether Tam a Friend or Foe.

Sir, we're in Haffe, cryes one in white,
y , - . ’
;Oar Inw's )"rgr qﬁ tis late at thbf.g-
We
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We cannot flay to anfwer all

Thefe Queftions thas your Tongue lets fall :
And when he'd {poke, was {purring on
His Nag, in order to be gones

But Quixote angry at his Anfwer

Catch’d hold o’th’ Bridle of his Prancer,
And frop'd the Rider’s Speed at once

To have a more compleat Refponfe s
Crying, ¢ Thou proud difcourteous Knight,
¢ Pray ftay, and let me know the right

¢ Of all things I have ask’d, or by

¢ This Arm you fhall this Inltant dye,

Whilft thus Don Quixote had his Hand

O'th’ Rein, to make the Gennet ftand,
He being young and apt to kick,

Rofe upright on his hinder Feet,

And flounc’d about until he’d thrown

His ghoft-like Rider headlong down

At fight of which fome more came on,
| And gave ill Language to the Don,

‘ Which
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Which fo incens’d him that he fpur'd
His Horfe, and drew his Nut-brown Sword,
And madly riding in among
The white-look’d folemn mournful Throng,
So laid about him, that the Knight
Put all the Cavalcadeto flight,
Excepting one he had o’erthrown,
Who'd broke i'th’ Fall his Ankle-bone 3
Some fcowring back moft fadly frighted,
Some forward with their Torches lighted 5
Some cloath’d in black, and fome in white,
Like Spirits wandring in the Night,
Or JackaLanthorns often found
Dancing about in Moory Ground;
Fancying the Dev’] himfelf was come
To feize the Corps, andcagry’t home;
Therefore they very wifely fled
To part the Living from the dead;
Far fear old Sathan in his Wrath
Should lay infernal Handson both.

| Poor
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Poor Suncho ftood amaz’d to find
The God of War fo wondrous kind,
As to beftow upon his Mafter
A Vi&ory without Difafter 5
So that he now could do no lefs
Than judge the Knight, by his Succe(s,
To be that very Lord knows what,
His Worfhip wanted to be thought.
When thus the Don, by Words and Blows,
Had routed all his mourning Foes,
And ready was, like Grecian Younker, |
To weep for want of more to conquer ;
At length in riding up and down |
To fee what Heaps he’d overthrown,
By Light of featter’d Torch he found
A groaning Victim on the Ground ;
Whom he no {ooner {py’d, but put
His pointed Lance unto his Throat,
And with a bold tremendous Voice;
| Cry'd, * Yield or dye Wretch, take thy Choicé.
Haye
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Huave Mercy, quoth the Foe; good Sir
1 needs muft yield, that cannot flir 5
‘Dve broke my Log, and burs: my -Arrz,
I cannor rife to do you Harm 4
If therefore you’re a Chriftian Knight
1 hope you will not kill me quite :
Confider, I'm in boly Orders
And *twonld be deen’d the worft of Murders
To flab a Prief}, that means no Hurs,
As be lyes erippld in the Dirt,
¢ How, quoth the Don, a Guide o’th’ Church,
¢ And travelling by Light of Torch ;
* A Pricft, d’ye fay, an holy Father ;
¢ Why what the Devil brought thee hither?
Nonght, ery'd the Scholar, of a certain,
Conld bring me hither but ilk Fortune,
¢ A worfe, replies the Knight, hangs over
¢ Thy Head, unlefs thou wilt difcover
¢ The downright truth of all that I
¢ Youchfafc to ask thee by and by.
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1 wil Siv, quoth the Priefk, 1his Minnte,
And tell your Worfbip all that's in it 5
D a poor Prieftof Alcovendas,
Who, with Eleven more God mend ysy
Came from Bacca to attend
The Corps of a deceafed Friend,
Which to Sagovia we mere burrying
_ This Night to give bim Chriftian Burying,

¢ About what Lady did he fight,
¢ And pray who kill’d him, quoth the Knight ?
. Heav’n, quoth the Parfon, with a Fever,
None elfe, a# I'm a true Believer. |

¢ Then replies Quixnote, fince the Lord
* Difpatch’d him, I fhall fheath my Sword
¢ T have noBus'nefs with his Death,
¢ Or to revenge his Lofs of Breath
¢-Since’tis appointed, youand I,
¢ And-all, as well ashe, muft dye:
¢ I therefore ha've but little more
¢ To fay at prefent, Reverend Sir

¢ Which
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¢ Which is, remember T inform you,
¢ If any Perfon wrong or harm you,
¢ That I'm the bold Lz Marcha Knight,
¢ Don Quixete, bound to do you Right :
¢ I range the World from Eaft to Weft,
¢ To fave and comfort the diftrefs'd,
¢ Protect fair Maids from cruel Dragons, -
¢ And refcue Chriftian Knights from Pagans,
¢ Punifl: Oppreffion, daily feek
 Revenge of thofe, that wrong the weak,
* And ride thus arn’d in the Defence
¢ Of helplefs injur’d Innocence. .

And does your Worfbip, cryes the Prieff,
Approve thefe Metbods s the befd >
Are breaking Peoples Legs and Arms
The way to refeuce ’en from Harms >
And bazarding the Necks of thafe,
That are not able o oppofe
Your frength, the Meafures that you take
Of doing Fuftice to the Weak?

Lord
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Lord keep me always at a diflance
From gour good Worflip's kind Alfiftance.

¢ You did not, quoth the Don, do right
¢ 'To be abroad fo late at Night,
¢ In Mourhing forfie, and fome in white,
¢ Marching with Torches in your Hands,
¢ Like Furies with their fiery Brands,
¢ Or kindP’d Vapours dancing round
¢ The Bogs and Dikes of marthy Ground :
¢ Therefore whatever I have done,
¢ Or youfuftain’d, the Fault’s your own.
- Well Sir, reply’d the groaning Levite,
Since it muﬂ be as you would have it,
And yor’re fo ger'rous and great
A Friend tosthe Unfortunate,
I hope yor'll mouns e fafe upon
My Mule, frome whence you've thrown me donén;

“ 1t thall be done, Don Quixote faid,
¢ Who thencall’d Sancho to his Aid: _
' But
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But the poor "Squire was {o employ’d -
About a.Sumpter he’d unty'd, -
Which by kind Fortune prov’d a Load
Of choice Provifions, coftly Food,
To feaft the Priefts upon the Road,
That he obey’d no verbal Summons,
He was fo bufy with his Commons,
*Till he had firft well ftuff'd his Gullet,
Then {pread his Coat inftead of Wallet 3
Which, when he’d fill'd with Bits moft dainty,
Hebound on’s Afs like a Port-Manteau,
And then he ran unto his Maflter |
To help the Prieft in this Difalter,
Who, ’twixt the Champion and his Squire,
Was mounted to his Heart’s Defire.

Now Sir, quoth Sancho, ro the Pricfl,
If you would Fow who tis that dreft
Your Hide, and theirs that run away,
Becanfe they wifely fear'd to flay,
Krnow that my Name is Sancho Papca,
My Lord’s Don Quixote de la Mancha,
YOL IL K Call'd
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CalPd in Spain, Italy 2#d France,
The Knight o’th’ woeful Countenance.

No fooner was the erippl’d Prieft

Gone off upon his skittifh Beaft,
But the victorious Knight began

T? enquire moft gravely of his Man,
How he at fuch a Juncure came

To give him (uch an awful Name.

Quorh Sancho, if yoi'd know the Canfe,
To tell you sruth, jézzr Lockrum Faws
Eor want of Teeth fo thin appear’d,

Set off with fuch a frowesy Beard,

And jour flern Conntenance, by Lioht
of Torch, look'd fo amazing white,
That 1, who krew you, was almof} -
Convine’d you were fome grinning Ghoft 3
Thence t6 your Fame did I advance
Knight of the woeful Countenance
A Title, that fowell agrees

At prefent with your frightful Phiz,

| That
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That all may read it in yonr Face,
- If they but view your Market place.
¢ There’s fomething more replies the Pon,
¢ In this, than thou haft touck’d upon 3. - .
¢ That learn’d Hiftorian, whois proud, . < .
¢ To fhew the World my Fortitude,
¢ And to preferve my Fame, r‘ecoxl“ds
¢ The gallant Deeds my Life affords,
¢ By magick Art moft {urely wrought
" ¢ In thy dull Brains this Noble Thought,
¢ That this Addition to my Name
~* May Wizards fright, and Gyants tame,
¢ And caufe me to be dreaded more
¢ Than any Knight in times of yore:
. ¢ “Therefore henceforwatd will I dlaim .-
¢ This Title, whencefoe’er it came,
¢ And proudly arrogate the {ame.
| ¢ Alfo upon my Shield I’ll bear
¢ A Hatchet-face with frizzP’d Hair, -
¢ And glaring Eyes, enough to fright
¢ The moft undaunted darlng Knights
' K a2 ¢ That
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¢ That my Device may fhow who 'tis
¢ Difplays (o terribte a Phiz.
Tntroth, quothSancho, you may fpare

The Coft of Painting s for Il fwear
No Artift can with Peneil fher
So horrible 4 Face # yous
Thercforeif youtll expafe your owny
*Tis wrong to bave another drawn
For your' Foes fooner will be daunted

With that, than twenty Devils painted.
¢ The Knight, well pleas’d with the Conceif;
Applauded Swncho for his Wit,

But {till refolv’d his Shicld fhould be
Adorn’d with.fome ftrange Phifnomy.
¢ When they.were tir’d with this Difcourfe,
«The Don propos’d to fearch. the Herfe,
Lelt fome young Captive Lady fair,

Or wounded Viitim fhould be there,

That might in their Diftre(s require

Th' Affittance of the Knight and "Squire «

But
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But Sancho, who was over-joy'd
To think how well he’d been imploy'd,
Car'd not for hazarding the Pack
Hed laid upon his Afs's Back, -
By reaping more viGorious Lawrels
In any further Broils or Quarrels s
Therefore enforc'd with all his.Sence
The following cogent Arguments. - -

Confider Sir, that we've been under
No Drubbing yet, and that's a Wonder
But fbould we tarry to examine
The Herfe for Captive Knights or Womes,
The Foe may think it foame to run,
On fecond Thoughts, away from one,
And rally with their utmoft Force,
By that time we have fearch'd the Hesfe 4
Then may we Jofe whar we havegoty
And be pferé@p.r. well drpbd ¥o bods 5 .
Thercfore be ¥ul’d by what { fay. 3"
Let.us moe oqt. et of  Harews Wepy
thoidwW K3

Axd
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And not forfake, when things go wel,
The Plow to catch 4 Moufe by #b" Tail 5
But to the Grave refign the dead,
And let the living ear their Bread.
When Sancho thus had made his Speech,
Upon his Afshe clap’d his Breech,
And trotted on a little falter
"Than ufual after him his Mafter,
Who did without Capitulation
Give way to Sancha’s Wife Oration,
And making no Reply approv'd
With Silence what the *Squire hdd mov’d.
Thus the proud Vitor and his Man
Jogg'd on as great as Cupand Can,
"Till to a Vale of pleafant Fields
They came, that lay between two Hills,
Where Sanchs and the hungry Knight, -
Tho’ dark, thought proper to alight,
And to refrefl their Bodies undet
A Hedge, with fome of Sancdo’ Plithder,
Which
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Which to their Comfort prov’d the befk
Of coftly Meats, that could be dre(s'd 5
For all Men know, that ’tis the Care
Of Priefts to feed on dainty Fare.
Notime was loft on either fide; .- :
Now both like Gluttons fed *till cloy’d 5
But as good Luck does feldom fail o
Of fome ill Fortune atits Tail 5
When they had eat three Mgals in one,
They had no Wine to wafh }it' down, . .
But now with Thirft were plagn’d much more,
Than they with Hunger were before;
However Sazcho, as he fat,
Finding the Grafs a little wet,
Cry’d to the Knight, For certain here
Muft be fome Spring, or River near ;
Therefore, good Sir, les's ook about,
That we may find fome Water out,
To qucnch this Drought, +hat plagues our Throass
Muchworfe thap Hunger did onr Guts,

' K 4 The
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“T'he Knight, well pleasd with the Advice,
From his Grafs Cufheon did arife,
And by the Bridle tug'd his Horfe,
Who follow’d at his Rider’s Arfe,
W hilft Sazcho by the Halter led
His Tit, and walk’d before his Head ;
Thus up and down 'they rang’d the Field,
“In hopes it might fome River yield,
*Till to their Joy they heard the roaring
Of Waters, like-a €at’ra& pouring
From off fome lofty Rock into
Some (hallow Stream, that lay below 5
But as they lilten’d to the {ame,
To judge which way the Murmurs came,
A ftrange furprizing Noife they found
Was mix’d witht'other grateful Sound s
Loud Blows they heard, and ¢’ery Stroak
Kept time and ‘meafure like a Clock,
Whiltt fat’ling Chains encreas’'d their Fears,
And terrify'd their frighted Ears; .
Aftonifd
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Aftonifth’d now 'twixt Thump and Clink
They ftood, and knew not what to'think,
Pleas’d with the Sound of félling'Waters,
But fcar’d with Iron Links and Fetters
Efpecially the Squire, whofe Blood _
Grew chill and frozen, as he ftood,
That his Teeth chatter’d in his Mouth,
And pannick Fear allay'd his Drowth
Whillt Quixote, tho’ fo valiant, found
His Courage almoft run a ground
That both the Heroes wife and wary
Stood paufing in a great Quandary.

The Brave, when any Danger’s near,
By thinking v\vifel-y conquer Fear, .
Whillt Cow’rds, for want of judgingrighf,'
Are oft by Shadows put to flight. |

"CANTO
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CANTO XXX!
The Don, tho® dark, refolves to face
The Danger of the dreadful Place,
FErom whence thefe Sounds arofe by Night 5
But Sancho flays bim’till *tis Light.

' Encreafe their Horror, now a Breeze
T Arofe, and whiltl'd thro’ the Trees 3
Making each dreadful Sound the more
Difcording, thanit prov’d before:

However Quixote reafluming
His Courage, and his Fear o’ercoming,
Mounted his Cqurfer, brac’d his Shield,
Like Knight equipping for the Field 5
And turning round his Hor{e’s Head,
"To Sancho thus the Hero faid ;
‘ No Furies Howls amidft their Pains,
¢ Or clinking of infernal Chains
' *;No battling Gyants, who with Oaks
¢ Contend, and give thefe mighty Stroaks,
¢ Can
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¢ Can terrify Con Quixote’s Ear

| ¢ Or fill my Breaft with fervile Fear 5

“ For Pm the Man, that’s born to be

“‘ ‘The Wonder of Knight-Errantry s

* By this bold Armand trufty Sword

© The Golden Agefhall be reftor’d;

< And Juftice, whoto Heav'n is flown,

¢ OnEarth be (ettl’d in her Throne 5

w‘ On Pride and Luft 'm doom™d to tramp}e

“ And born 6 be the World’s Example;

“‘ King Arehur’s Order PII révive,

¢ That Knighthiood may for evet live;

¢ Once more the Worthy Nihe advance,

“ And the twelve famous Peers of Frances

¢ To Deeds 1ike thefe my valiant Heart

« Shall lead me, *till ['get rlre fart

¢ Of all yout Piatyrs and Tablantes,

¢ Your Tranfes, and your Olivantes, |
“ And ftand Retiotrn’d for Wonders wronﬁht,“
“ ¥ Beyond all Kuights thatever fought |

¢ Nor|

/
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¢ Nor fhall the Darknefs of the Night
¢ Determy Soul from fome Exploit ;
¢ Or Wat,cré, that come roaring down
¢ From the fteep Mountains of the Moon,
¢ Withall that thumping mix'd with Ratt’ling,
* As if tenthoufand Dev’ls were batt’ling,
¢ Affright me from the hold Adventure
* On which I am about to enter;
¢ Therefore that I may fit the better
¢ Pray girt my Rozinante (traighter,
‘ And then kind Providence diret me
. The Way. to Glory, and pratect me.
‘ You, if you pleafe, may tarry here,
¢ For I perceive thou’rt full of Fear;
¢ ﬁut if thou find'ft that I delay
¢ Returning, paft the fecond Day,
¢ Go then with fpeed unto my fair
¢ Dulcinea, and to her declare
¢ The mournful Tidings of my Death,
¢ And how I-facrific’d my Breath
‘In
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¢ In deeds of Honout, t_hat might move
¢ Her ftubborn Heart to mutual Love,
¢ And make me worthy of performing
¢ My Vows to her {o truly charming.

Lord Sir, quoth Sancho, ’tis enongh,
I think, that we've fo well come off ;
From all thofe Goblins, Imps, and Sprites,
We met this Evening with their Lights 5
And wor'd you have ws now fuch Fools
Ty ﬁ'g/.vt with roaring Whirle-pools,
And blunder into Slows and Ditches,
Wher’tis as dark as any Pitchis?
What Marn wonld in bis Wits ride ter
Such a lond Spout of falling Water?
Where there’s fuch clattering and cluupz'}‘z‘;g,:
As if a thonfand Devils were pumping,

¢ The more-tremendous Sounds I hear, -
¢ Replies the Don, the lefs I fear:
¢ Confider where the Danger’s great,
¢ The Honour won s adequate 3

¢ Therefore
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¢ Therefore no Darknefs of the Skics
¢ Shall make me lofe this Enterprife :
¢ Should all the Winds againft me arm,
¢ And conjure up fo fierce a Storm,
¢ That the whole Space became as black
¢ As Hell, it (hould not keep me back 3
¢ But.Gnce thau'tt, pvercome with Fear,
¢ I'll march alone, and leave thee here,
Dear Sir, quoth Sancho in a Tone
As difmal as a Teague’s O hoge,, -
For Heaven’s fake don't ride away,
And leave your *Squire’till Break of Day s
You know 1 left poor Fug my Honey,
And all my Babes to wait npon ye 3
For Drubs and Scraps have long forfaken
Good Bread and Cheefé, and Eggs and Bacows
And would you drop me 'er its Light,
As Whores do Baflardsin the Night.
Thus Sancho us'd his utmoft Art
To melt the Knight'sobdurate Heart 5
But
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But all in vain, for he wasftill
Intirely bent to have his Will,
In puthing on without Delay,
Tho' Death ftood grinning in his way :
But Sancho, having not one Spark
Of Courage left him in the dark,
Car’d not t” accompany the Don,
Nor yet to ftay behind alone
Therefore refolv’d to ftop the Knight
By Stratagem, until >twas Light -
Accordingly, as he was ftanding
' By Rozinante’s fide, pretending
To girt the Saddle on the fafter,
The bette{ to fecure his Matfter,
With’s Afs’s Halter did he bind
The Horfe’s Legs fo clofe behind,
That when the Champion (purr’d his Steed,
Expe&ting he’'d have run full Speed,
To’s great Aftonithment he found,
His Courfer could not change his Ground
But by an awkward Leap or Bound :
The
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The Knight fufpe&ing not the Matter
In vain {till terrify’d the Creature;
And chafd and fum'd at his ill Fortune, -
Like Madam, catch’d behind the Curtain,

Sancho perceiving that his Plot
"Detain’d his Mafter on the Spot,
Cry’d, Look you, Sir, don't think of roving
Dth dark, fince Heav'ns againft onr moving,
And will not fuffer Horfe or 4fs
T budge one Step from this good Place -
Thercfore. fubmit to Pow'r fupream,
Ard wever firive againft the. Stream s -
For all your Spurrings.are but Kicks,
As Proverb [ays, againft the Pricks,

¢ I rather fancy, quath-the Don, -
¢ Some magick Spell is put upon
¢ “This Ground, that none by Night thall pafs
« The Vale to trample down the Grafs 3
f If fo, we arecompell’d to ftay
¢ In pight of Fate, 'ill Break of Day ;
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For tho’ fuch Charmsbind Man and Hotfe,
When Dark,the Light diffolves their Force 3
But blefs me, Sancho, what a Noble
“ < Adventure to my Grief and Trouble, -

[

™

[

LY

Am 1 detain’d from, by the Spite

¢ Of fome Malicious Sage this Night >

¢ Who that faftains a lof fo great,

¢ Can forbear fighing at his Fate ?
Pob, Poh, quoth Sancho, never fret,

Who knows what Day-light may beget 4

*Tis much beneath a Man of Conrage

To whine becanfe be’s [pilt bis Conrage s

Chear up, good Sir, be brisk and hearsy,

PiL tell you Stories to divert ye,

Leit you'll alight and take a Nap,

To drown the Thoughts of this wifbap,

And make your felf more fit to entér

To Morrow on this bold Adventure.

¢ What doft thou mean, replies the Don,

¢ By Sleep ? doft take me to be one
-VOL. I L ¢« Of
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¢ Of thofe poot Carpet-Knights, whofe Souals
¢ Confult their Eafe when Honour calls;
¢ Doft think that I can fnoar and batten
¢ Jn Grafs, when roaring Dangers threaten?
¢ Take thouthy Relt, thy Nature thows
¢ Thou'rt born to Sloth and foft Repoles
‘¢ ButT thofe flinty Paths muft tread,
¢ That do to Fame and Honour lcad.
Good Sir, quoth Sancho, bex’s fo hafly,
I meant no Havp, 1 doproteft 1'e;,
And as for fleeping, whern 1 bear,
Or fee the lighteft Danger near,
Believe P'm no more able then
To take a Nap, than other Men.
¢ Then prithee, quoth the Knight, incafe
¢ Thou canft not fleep upon the Grafs
¢ If thou haft any ftory worth
¢ The pains of telling, bring it forth,
Yes, ges, quoth Sancho, I can find
Morc Tales than one, if Ive a Mind,
‘ Pray
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Pray mark what I'm about 1o fay,
And if yoi’ll bear my Tale you may.

Iz times of yore, when twas as twas,
E'er Knaves were bang’d for breaking Laws,
Or honeft Men like Fools fell ont
Without their knowing what about 5
Twas then I [ay, but hold a little,
Meshinks I wonld not skip & Tirtle,

For one Miftake is oft the Motbher,
As well as Father of another 5

Ay then it was, 1o’ twas 't neither
A Tale fhould allways ﬁang\iogetber 5
For if a Mar be out at firf},

The beft ar Laft will prove the worft :
Now nrind mey for 1think Pm right,
"Twas black Pm fure, no, gad, twas white,
I find when once we chance to fall
Befide this, getting in is all:

*Twas in old times, fo far it’s true,

Doy fure it was not in the wew
L 2 When
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When did I fay it was, and where ?
Excufe me, *twas both then and there,
That a Wifernan vouchfaf’d o fpeak,
Thefe words, when he was fick and weak,
Evil to them that Evil feek.
Which faying, I mnft tell yon that
Is to oztr;vurpojé full as par
As Pudding for a Fryar's Month,
Or Cudgel for a §tubborn Youth,
That we weay learn from thence to kecp
Out of barms way, and love to fleep
{n a whole Skin, and not to run
Into thofe mifchicfs we may fhun 4
Or in the dark like Madncn wander
Lo mect thofe ratling Devils yonder.
¢ Leave that to me, replics the Don,
¢ And with thy hodge-podge Tale go on.
Well thes, quoth Sancho, you mut know,
A certain Shepberd long ago,
Im
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DI wrong, he was no Shepherd neither
But a young lufby Goatherd rather
And once upon a time this Goatherd
Was fuch an Avi'rons [illy Dotard,
To play the Fool, as you may guefs,
With a loofe dowdy Shepherdefs,
Till this fame Baggage, I maft tell ye,
Grew wery plump abont the Belly s
But when her Sweetheart underftood
She'd turn’d his love to Flefh and Blood,
And faw by what fbe carr’d before ber
How well be'd fiuff'd ker Cufbeon for ber,
He bung an Arfe when he'd xndone ber,
And look'd but plaguy [by wpon hber:
Now you mnf} know this buxom Sinner,
This Lafs with little Bones within ber,
This Hay-Mow tumbler of a FVench,
VVith a plump Belly like a Tench,
This bouncing, brawny, tawny Slut,
That us'd ta play thus with her Scat,

L3 " ¢ Des'y
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¢ Don’t be {o tedious, quoth the Do,
¢ Why whither art thou rambling on ?
¢ Thou runn’ft and rattI'ft on, my *Squire,
¢ Jult like a Jack without a Flyer.

1 mufd, quosh Sancho, right or wrong,
Tell#t my way, or hold my Tongue.

¢ Then prithee, quothéle Knight, proceed,
¢ I know thou canft not write or read,
¢ Therefore go forward in thy Error,
¢ I'm bound to be thy patient Hearer.

Well then, quoth Sancho, this fanse Creature,
Thus given to the Deeds of Nature,
When e perceiv'd her Sweet-beart [hun’d ker,
1¥ho bad fo often #urn’d her under,

 Took Heart of Grace, and vow'd tobe

As fpiteful and as erofs as ke, |
Daclaring, if hewould nor wed her,
The County Fagl fhould be bis Tedder 5
But as we off ot Shadows gripe, '
4}14 Time gr{d Straw make Medlars ripe,

Th
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The crafty Devil, who as if’s faid,
Does feldom in a Ditchlye dead,
Pyt it into the Goatherd’s Skul!,
To run away tow’rds Portugal
With all bis Goats, whichwere at left
Three hundred wery 1ydy Bedld,
Which be carr’d off without Miffruf?,
For when the Devil drives needs muft
At length he came to Guadiana,
A River iz a large Suavana,
Which was too decp to ford, by chance
Bing flonded with exceffive Rains
Nor could be meet a Barge 2o carry
His Goats, or was there any Ferry,
Nor any Veffel to be gor, ‘
Except a little Fifber-boat
For which, befides the Man that ro;p’d,
One Goat was a fufficient Load s
- However be and the Pifcator
Agreed at length abont the mytter,
L4
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S0 that the latter 15 bis Boat
Engag'd to waft ews Goat by Goat :
Accordingly be took in one,
Landed bim fafe, and when be’d done,
He put a fecand Goat on board,
Ferry'd bhim over, then a third 5
But now, quothSancho, pray be fure
Ton keep dccoynt of what goes oer 3
For when 1 ask you, if yon make
In your Return but one Miftake,
It puts an End unto my Tale 5
For when you blynder, Ifhall fail ;
Now L muft tell you, adds the *Squire,
The Landing place was full of Mire,
And flipp'ry, that the Boatman tarry'd
The longer for't, each Goat be carry’d s
Yet, as Itold you, ke begun,
And made good Joift to ferry one
-~ 8¢ on be went, and with much Potber
Landed apother, qnd mnréeq.' ;

¢ Prithee
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¢ Prithee, fappofe ‘em all, reply’d
‘ The Don, convey’d on t'other fide;
¢ Forif thou go’ft on one by one,
¢ Twill be a Month before thow’f done.
No, ne, quoth Sancho, ’twil] be fhors
Enough, Il pafs my Credit for’s 5
1 therefore beg you’ll let me tel] i
The Way 1 heard it, ar I fpoil it : -
But mind me now, I'm at a lofs
How many Goats are wafted crofs,
Then fhall 1 know bow weany more
The Man kas f}ill to carry oer :
* Why how the Devil, quoth the Don,
¢ Should I know ? Prithee Fool go on.
Nay then, quothSancho, I affure ye,
Yowveput a full flop to nay Story.
My Tale upon the Acconnt depended,
And fince one's lof}, the other's ended.
¢ Truly, quoth @uixote, ’tis no thatter,
¢« Thou't told enough on’t, ’lefs ’twas better;

¢ Twas
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¢ *T'was a ftrange Monfter I'll be fworn,
¢ Without a Head begot and born,
¢ And was as wonderfully well
f Concluded too without a Tail :
¢ I fear this dreadful Noife of Chains,
¢ And roaring Gulphs have turn’d thy Brains,
¢ Or thou wow’dft ne'er have put me off
¢ With fuch a rambling piece of Stuff,

Fuith, Sir, quorh Sancho to the Knight,
Your Guefs f'rought T know may be right s
For when I beard the Story firfe,
My fides with Langhing allmof? burf? 5
But the ftrange frightful Sounds about
This place might pnt « Body out.

By this time Sancho, who had eat
At Supper {ev'ral forts of Meat,
Found fome provoking feffis pent
In his gripd Guts, that wanted Vent 4
But being quite o’erpowr’d with Fear
By the Joud Ratt’lings that were near,

Durft
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Durlt not thro’ dread of fome Difalter
8tir the leaft diftance from his Mafter,
Did therefore fil,ently conclude
To drop a Nofegay as he ftood,
Hoping the Midnight Darknefs might
Hide his ill Manners from the Knight :
Accordingly the "Squire unties,
And flides his Troufers down his Thighs s
Steals up the Lappet of his Shirt |
To make clear Paffage for a Squirt,
Shrugs, grins, and fcrews with all his Art
HIS Guts to hinder the Report 5
Then gently bending tow’rds the Ground
Let fly, but the obftrep'rous Sound
In {pite of all his Pains and Care
Broke like loud Thunder in the Air.
‘ Hark,quoth the Knight,what groaning noife
¢ Is that fo like a Dragon’s Voice. )
Something, quoth Saﬁcho, that for certain
B_o,/:l-:.r fowme Adévergfure, or ill Fortunc y
Bad
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¢ Bad luck loves Company, ’tis known,
¢ And therefore feldom comes alone,

The Knight, who fomé new Danger fear’d,
Now {melt the Thunder he had heards.
And finding that the Fumes arofe
So ftrong into his Worthip’s Nofe,
Who being angry cry'd, ¢ Adfdeath,
¢ Why this can be no Dragon’s Breath =
¢ This pois’nous Blaft, I kuow full well,
¢ Afcends not from the Mouth, but Tail 5
¢ And favours fo of humane Nature,
¢ It can be from no other Creature; |
¢ Therefore Friend Sancho, quoth the Knight;
¢ 1 fear thou'rt in a ftinking Fright; \
¢ Prithee remove a little wide,
¢ Some Paces from my Horfe’s Side.

"Tis true, quoth Sancho o the Don,
Doz full of Fear I can’t but own
Who may I thank but you my Leader,
That makes me firesch beyond, my Tedder,

And.
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And into thefe wild Places ride,
Where Danger roars on €'ery fide,
And Midnight Devils in fome Cell
Are forging Bars and Bolts for Hell :
Adfbeart, it is enongh, I think,
To make the flouteft Hero flink.

¢ Since thouart fubje&, quoth the Knight,
¢ To fmell {o rank upon a Fright,
¢ Pray keep your diftance when you find
¢ Your daftard Fears have taken wind ;
¢ For I'mtoo brave, as well as nice,
¢ To bear the ftink of Cowardice.

Maykap, quotb Sancho, yow’re conceiting
Dve done fomething more than fitting 5
Should I by chance tranfgrefs, I donbr,
Your Worfbip foor wonld fmell me ont.

¢ Have done,quoth Quixote,with this matter,
¢ The lefs you talk or {tir the better :
¢ 11l Manners, lengthen’d by Difcourle,
¢ Improves what's bad at beft, to worle.

Sancho
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Sancho by this had taken care
To cover what before was bare,
And tye His Fomoralians on,
Sufpeéted by the fqueantith Don,
Who took thie grofs offenfive Squirt
For nothing but a windy Flirt
'THen ftealing by degrees behind
The Horfe, he did his Legs unbind 4
And thius the *Squire put all things right
In order, by the time *twas light.

No fooner had duroraf{pread
Her rofy Mantle, and difplay’d
Het Bluthes in the Eattern Skics,
Where the bright Goddefs loves to rife,
But Quixote found him{lf to be
O'erfhaded with a Chefnut-Trec,
Whofe drooping Branches were a Gracs
Toall the folitary Place 5
And’twixt their Station and the Ground,
Diffus'd an awful Gloom around 3

Rut
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But tho’ the Morning's Golden Light
Had now quite chas’d away the Night,
Yet neither could difcover whence
This Noife of Waters, and of Chains,
And ftrange uncommon frightful Knocks
Of Hammers, Rammers, and of Blocks,
Arofe, which thus had ftruck the Hearets
With fuch perplexing Fears and Terrourss
The Knight, being therefore fully bent
To know what all this Thunder meant
Took a kind folemn Leave once more
Of Sancho, ashe’d done before,
Concluding with this fhort Addition
By way of tender Admonition.
¢ Should I in this Attempt mifcarry

‘ By th’ Hand of fome bold Adverfary;
¢ Take thou no Care, nor grieve at al{
¢ At thy advent’rous Mafter’s Fall,
¢ For inmy Will haveI prepar’d
¢ Thy Services 2 jult Reward

: ¢ Bus
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¢ But if 1 chance to win the Day,
< This. Morning, as I hope I thay,
¢ Then Sancho will 1 furely give thiee
¢ Some fruitful Ifland to revive thee,
¢ To which thou fhalt in Triumph bring
¢ Thy Wife, there Govern like a King,.

Thele foft Expreflions of the Don,
So tickl’d, pleas’d, and wrought upon
The 'Squire, that he refolv’d much rather
To die with one fo like a Father,
Than to forfake fo kind a Mater,
In time of Peril and Difafter.
Thus the poor ’Squire who juft before
Had turn’d Fear out at the Back-door,
Was now become a perfe& ftranger
To Cowardife, and dread of Danger ;
~ S0 that the Day-light having freed
The Noble Champion and his Steed,
From Spells and Witches now he found
His Horfe had Pow’r to change his Ground

7

So
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8o on lie ﬁd, and Sazcho a’ter A
To find out the obftrep’rous Watér,
And othier Sounds, which all the Night
Had kept ’erh both in fuch a Fright;
"The Knight imploring on his Way
The Aid of fair Dulcineas,
And forietimes turning up his Eyes
To fome good Saint above the Skies,
Whillt Sancho, who Had ne'’r the Pow't
T’ retain bis Coutage half dn Hour,
Of Clubs and Gyarits foon bethought him,
And look’d moft warily about him.
At length unto a Rock they came,
Ftom top of which a mighty Stream
Of roaring Waters tumbl’d down,
And dathing jump’d from Stone to Stones
At foot of this fame ftony Hill,
From whence the foaming Cat’rads fell,
Some tatter'd Hovels they defery'd;
That join'd unto a River-fide,
VOL. 11 M Whofe
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Whofe Wall defac'd like Ruitis ftood,
Shatter’d long firice by Stofm of Flood 3
From hence thofe dreadful Thurnps and Blows
That rais’d.their. Fears they found arofe,
Which caus’d the Knight to couch his Lance
Before he would too near advance,
Eeft fome fierce Dragon, Lyon, Bear,
Or Gyant fhould be Jurking there,
Whillk Rozinante Ratted back,
And fnorted at each wondrous Thwack; -
And Saucho, at the Noife he heard,
Cock’d up the.Briftles-of his Beard 5
However Buixote {purrd his Steed,
And boldly to the Fabrick rid,
Where to his wonderfut Surprize
He'taring fix’d his frighted Eyes
Upon fix mighty Logs of Force,
That work'd unmov’d by Man or Horfe,
He paus’d and gaz’d upon the Rammers,
Fhat danc'd and thump'd like Vulcan’s Huft-

‘TREIS 5. Wh\kb
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Which very much amaz’d the Knight,
Who ne’er had feen fo ftrange a fight,
And therefore took the whole to be
Some new inchanted Miftery ;
Atlength he call’d, and out there came
A Clown, belonging to the fame.

¢ Prithee good Fellow, quoth the Don,
¢ What Magick art thou here upon ?
¢« And for what Ufe or Incantation
¢ Is that Joud piece of Conjurétion?

What, quoth the Clown in ridicule,
A armed Warrior and a Fool !
Zounds 'tis a Mill, if you wonld know :
Why where conld you be born, Iiro?
*Tis to make foft, and whiten Cloth,
And that's the truth on't by my troth.

The Knight abafh’d and difcontented
To find himfelf thus difappointed,
Held down his Noddle in a Paffion,

And blufl'd *twixt Shame and Indignation,
2 Whiltt
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Whillt Szncbo could not as he frood
Forbear loud-Laughing for his Blood,
But grin'd and.twitter’d at the Joke, ‘
- *TilPs twatt’ling Strings were almoft broke, -
Repeating, to improve the Jeft,
Some Words his Mafter had expreft, .
When firlt the_y heard theSounds they dreaded,
And knew.not ‘whenée the Noife proceeded 3
At which p}jo?qk‘ing,lnfolence,
The angry Knight took- fuch: Offence,
"That with his Lance he ftruek the Squire
Two Biows, that favour’d of his Ire,
Which made his fmartin’é (houlders feel . .
At once the Weight qf Wood and Steel : |
Sancho now»f_indil')g: that his Jefting, . |
In earnelt ended in 2 Bailting,
Begg’d Pardon for hisrude Tranfgreffionr
With all due Rev’rence and Submiffion 5
Crying, Prey gqod’ Jyour Worfhip fpare
My Bones, hard friking is not ﬁn’;‘ 3
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I would not vex you, if Iknew ity
Alas I never ws'd todoit :
Lonly jok’d that 1 might fpy
Your Worfbip laugh as well as L. |

¢ Pray Mr. Jefter, come you hither,
¢ Quoth Quixote, and let's talk together
¢ Suppofe this Accident you banter
¢ Had prov’d a dangerous Adventure,
¢ Could any Knight on Earth proceed
¢ With greater Courage than I did ?
¢ Did I not fhew all Refolution,
¢ Becoming fuch a Profecution?
¢ What tho’ it prov’d a falfe Alarm,
¢ You fee I did in earneft arm :
¢ Why then thould you prefume to laugh ?
¢ The Difappointment is enough :
* Befides Knight-Errants are not bound
* To judge of each mechanick Sound,
¢ Aswell as Fellows better fed
¥ Than tanght, in Mills and Hovelsbred;

M 3 ¢ Tt
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¢ But were thofe Hammers once transform’d
¢ Into fix mighty Gyants arm’d,
¢ Thenthould’(t thou fe¢ what bloody {laughter
¢ I’d makein fpightof all thy Laughter.

Good Sir be patient, quoth the Squire,
Foe err’d, and bhave been paid my Hire 5
Since a (mall Fef is fuch a Crime,
D] take more Care another time s
And ravher lofe an idle Joke,
Than bave my Head in earneft broke 5
But after all, confder right
Your Valonr and ny ftinking Fright 5
TE Occafion of 15 dreadful Noife,
That gave ws fuch a fad Surprife 5
And bow thefe Gyants, Imps and Devils,
T/Ja_:i threaten’d fuch approacbi%:g Evils,
And cans'd us both to ftand aghaf?,
All ended in a Mill at laf? :
Nowthe Fright’s oery Ido protef?
4 Saint might langh az Jucha Fef,
B
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Tho' your ftern Worfbip was fo hard
To give me what you might have fpar’d ;
But let that pafs, for I declare,
I do no Grudge or Malice bear 5
The beft of Maflers in his Ire
May drub his Servant, or his *Squire
But then to pacify the Matter,
Comes a caft Clogk or Doublet d'ters
Or may be as 've beard you [y,
Ar Ifland bappens in the way :
Who therefore would not bear the Pain
Of being thump'd or drub’d for Gain?
¢ Fortune, quoth Quixoze, foon may bring
¢ Thy Hopes to pafs in ¢’ery thing;
¢ Therefore thou’rt prudent not to be
¢ Provok'd by my Severity,
¢ Since noMan can on all Occafions
¢ Reftrain the Impulfe of his Paffions
‘ But to prevent fuch futyre Mifchance,
f The fafelt way’s to keep thy Diftance ¢
M 4 § Co
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¢ Contempt praceeds, the learn’d agree,
¢ From tap much Familarity :
¢ No Knight, I've read of, €’er allow’d
¢ Thofe Liberties that make thee proud,
¢ Or ’Squire before thee ever us'd
¢ Thofe Freedoms thou haft oft abusd.
¢ The tralty Gendolin, that ferv’d
¢ The fam’d Amadis, never fwerv’d
¢ From the {tri& Rules of his Obedience,
¢ But glory’d in his true Allegiance,
¢ Liften’d half bent with Cap in Hand,
¢ When he receiv’d his Knight’s Command,
¢ And fearing to provoke his Lord,
¢ Bow'd thrice, before he [po,!ge a Word 5
¢ Yet was he Goi'ernour the while,
¢ And Earl of a Serdinian 1le.

* Then Gafabel, who waited on
¢ The Knight Galaor, that doubty Dop,
¢ Was pever known to make one rudg
¢ Reply in-all higServitade 3 \

¢ Neer
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¢ Ne'er thwarted what his Maler faid,
¢ But always filently obey'ds ..
¢ So that to let the Reader feg,
¢ His prudent Taciturnity, )
¢ The Hift'ry does not make him fpeak
¢ Thro’ his whole Service once a Week g
¢ So that if thou would’ft prove an émplc.
¢ Efquire, let thefe be thy Example.

I minded what your Worfhip faid,
"Tis all, quoth Sancho, in my head;
If filence be [o great a Virtue, _
My furure talk foall never burt you.
LU keep my flip’ry Member Sl
Not a word more abont the Mill.
If eer I Feft or Foke again
Abous the Hammers, DU be flain 5
Dg what you pleafe, come Life or Death,
LU keep my Tongue between my. Teeth,
Your Shoulder dabs bave fpoil’d my Langhter,
- dAnd ﬂa[_)'c{ my twittering bereafter §
For
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For I kate: Drubbing, I protoft,
As mnch as you can do & Jeft.
No Servant ought to Ridicule
His Mafter, tho’ a Knave or Fools
Yet bluft’ring Blockheads muflt expe&
The World will Cenfure and Refled.

CANTO XXXL

Dor Quixote puts a threas’ning Face on,
“And frights the Barber from his Bafon,
Believing it Mambrino’s old

Vidorions Helmet made of Gold.

P HE Clouds now gatherd, and began
T In cooling Pearls to drop their Rain,
So-that *Siuire Sencho had a will

~ To take up fhelter in the Mill 3

But
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But @wixote hating to go nigﬁ it,
Becaufe fo difappointed by i,
Fearing no Weather, {purd his Steed,
And very briskly forward Rid"
Into a Lane feric’d in with Trees,
That lay between two Villages
The Knight had not proceéded far
E’er he beheld a Man of War,
As he conceiv'd, who on had got
A Golden Helmet as he thought.

¢ Now Sazcho, quoth the chearful Don,
¢ Here’s a new Challenge coming onj
¢ Old Proverbs for our help defign’d,
¢ Will prove their Verity Ifind 5 |
¢ For as one Door is fhat, it happens
¢ Another to our Int’reft opens s
¢ Look forward, doft thou not behold
¢ A Knight with Helmet made of Gold,
¢ Joging on leafurely this way
{.Upona Steed, his Colour Ghay 3
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1 fee, quarh Sancho, what I fe,
But fpy no Warrier Cap-a-pee,
Some Mortal on an Afs appears,
Grayifb, like miney with pricked Eers,
And on bis Head the Man bas got,
Something that [binesy I know not what,
¢ I tell thee, Saxcho, quoth the Don,
{ Hes got Mambrins's Helmet on,
¢ The Richeft and moft glorious Prize,
¢ That can be won beneath the Skies 5
¢ Therefore frand off whilft I defy
¢ 'This Champion, and the Combat try,
¢ And thou fhalt fee that I alone
¢ Will make the Golden Prize my own.
Yon need not queflion, quoth the *Squire,
But DU keep off as you defire 5 |
PIL not come nigh enough to take
The wry blows you may chance to make
For this fame Helmet of Mambrino,
Mgy proue more mifchicvons f'rought 1 know,
Than
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Than the late Fulling-Mill and Water,
That made [o teriible a claites,

‘ Dog,quoth the Knight,pronounce once more
* That odious Name, which I abhor,
¢ And I fhall thwack thy Whorefon’s Back,
¢ *Till thy fides hone, and Shoulders erack.
Thefe hafty words that threaten’d bad luck,
On Sancho’s Mouth foon put a Padlock,
And made him cautious how he {poke,
Another word that might provoke,
Whilfk the fierce Knight his Arms prepard,
And put himfelf upon his Guard, '
As wife Men do in all fuch <':3fes, -
Where Death and Danger (tiew their Faces.
Now is it time to let you know, §
That this approaching frightful Foe,
Whom our btave Don fuppos’d to be

A Knight in Armour Cap a.pee,
Happen’d to prove a Country Barber,

Who did at no great diftance harbour,

Joging
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Joging along & gentle pace,.
Upon a {crubbed grizly Afs, - -
Unto-a little Neighbouring Town,
To bleed a Pricelt, and thave his Crown, :
And with him having brought his Bafon,
New furbith’'d, made of Mettle Brafen,
He chane’d to whelm it oer his Brain,
To fave his Beaver from the Rain,
So that it glitt¢r’d at a diftance
Like a bright- Helmet of refiftance,
Which dazzl'd. Quixote's watchful Eyes,
And gave the Champion fach {urprize,
That whentheShaver was: come nearer,
He _ {Hil speifitesd in his Errour,
And now refolx!d with alldiis might,
T’ attack the thafmlefs Wathball Knight
Accordingly e fpur’d hisHorfe,
And rid full tijt-with all ks force,
In order hedvely:to fubdue,
And pierce poor: Tonlor thro’ and thro’,

Who
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Who feeing fuch a dreadful Figure,
Spur on with fuch uncommon vigour,
Did in. the fright moft nimbly quit
His flothful Affinego Tit,
Droping his Bafon in the hurry, '
T efcape fo ftrange a monfters fury,
And over Banks and Ditches fled,
Confus'd with horrour; fear and dread s
Don Quixote proud that he had won
The Field, and that the Foe was run,
And gazing with delighted Eyes,
Upon the thining Golden Prize,
‘Which Trophy now negle&ed lay
Amidft the wet and dirty ways
Bhame on the Milcreant, eryes he,
To lofe fuch worth thus Coyvafdly‘;
8o does the erafty hunted Beaver,
From’s Body, with his Teeth diffever
That part, for which b’ inftin& he knows
He's chiefly worry’d by his Foesw

Then
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Then calling to his trafty *Squite,
He bid him reach from ot thé mire”
The Golden Cap, and bring the fame
To him, who’d won it to his Famie ¢
Sancho, according to command,
Took up the Trophy in his Hand,
Crying, Sure, Sir, yowtve loft your Reafon s
*Tis nothing bat a Barber’s Bafon. '
This -Gold! Egady Tl bold my Afs
To a Pigs Tail,. it is but Brafis
So thin, and ofifo fimall .4 weight,
That ’tis not worth a piece of Eighe,

Quoth - Quixate, ¢ Prithet Biockhead hold

¢ Thy Tonguer thou know’ft not Brafs from
- (Gold,
“A Barber s Bafon of bafe mettle,

¢ Thou may (‘t as well fay ’tis a Kettle.

¢ Pray han;l it hxther, quoth the Don,

¢ Thatl m:iy\try the Helmet on, '

¢ How dol laqk? o happy Fortune, *
Twas once Mambrings of a ccrtam 3

But
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¢ But what a woundy fwinging Head °
¢ The Pagan had, when this was madey -
¢ Befides ’tis much impair'd, I find,
¢ By Combats fought time out of Mind 5
¢ The Beaver and the Vizor’s loft,
¢ Which once fo many hundreds coft 5
¢ Yet there is Weight of Gold I feel
¢ To make a Noble Helmet ftill ,
¢ And to new model it I'll treat with
¢ The next good Armourer I meet with
¢ Then with what Courage fhall I fight, .
* When (til'd by all, The Golden Knight.

Sancho, who teady was to break.
His Silence at the Knight's Miftake,
Could not with all his Care contain
Himfelf, but fimper’d now and then s
Which the Don fecing at a Glance,
Cry’d, ¢ How now Mafter Ignorance,
¢ I am not blind, pray what’sthe meaning
¢ Of your fly twittering and grinning ?
VOL 1L N Lord
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Lord, Sir, Ionly fmile to think,
How much good Meat, and how much Drink
That buge Gigantick fwinging Fellow,
When living, at a Meat menf? fwallow,
For whofe firange monftrows Logger-bead
That wighty Bafon firft was made 5
Helmet, nay golden Helmet, Sir,
Is what I mean, 1 vow and fivear 5
And really, that was all the Jeft,
That made me fimper, I protef.

¢ Remember, quoth the Dan, this Rule,
¢ Much Laughter thews a Man a Fool 5
¢ Befides, it s in Proverb faid,
¢ A clofe Mouth makes a prudent Head.

I mind, quoth Sancho, what yox fay,
*Twill be-my own, another Day
But here's a good grey Afs, 1 find,
A Horfe; 1 mean, 1think Pm blind
I hope your Worbip will agree,
That be, as Kosls, belongs to me,

‘It
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¢ It can’t be granted thee, becaufe
¢ Thus, replies Quixote, fay the Laws
¢ He, that fubducs or overshroms
¢ By force of Arms his Foe or Foes,
¢ Shall nor, when they are [o brought under,
¢ Their Horfe or Horfes take as Plunder,
¢ But leave them fafe to bear away '
¢ The Knight, or Knights, that lofe the Day.
I anfiver'd, quoth the *Squire, but fure
Imay exchange their Furnitures
Take theirs, if better than my own,
And leave them mine, next kin to none.
¢ Now Sancho, quoth the Don, thou’rt right,
¢ That’s a ;Squire’s lawful perquifite ;
¢ But fpare the Courfer, let him go,
¢ Or AG, if thou wilt have him fo,
The Mafter had no {ooner granted
That Leave which Sancho chiefly wanted,
But his old Halter and his Pannel,

Not worth the taking out the Kennel,
N a Were



( 1857
Were quickly (for he was not idle)
Turn'd: to a Saddleahd a Bridle 5
So that by {wapping mine for thine,
Sancho’s old Afs grew wondrous fine,
And in his Trappings look’d as gay
As Foan; T will be bold to fay, "
New dizen'd on her chdinv-Day

As foon as Smcba thus had madc
His Scrub a very fumptuous Jade,
And left his Tmmp Iy to dxfcracd
The Barber’s poor deje&ed A(E;, )
Away the Maﬁer and the Man
Jogd'd on as great as Cup and Cau
- Both proud and hxchly pleas'd to fee
The Trophies of their Victory ;
Sancho much ticki‘d to behold
The Don’s tham Helmet worn for Go]d
And his grave Worfhlp {miling glad
To fee Friend Smcbo s Afs foclad,

That
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‘That neither car’d which way they went, -
Their happy Thoughts were fo intent
Upon the Knight’s miltaken Brafs,
And glorious Trappings of the Af,
But gave to Roezinant the Pow'’r,
As the moft wife of all the four,
To lead the Van, and guide the reft,
And chafe what way himfelf thought beft,
Who very gravely mov’d and {tep'd
Like Higler’s Pad as if heflep’d,
*Till by his Cunning, which was ow'd
To Age, he found the common Road,
Where one did after 'other wander -
Like Pads, in fearch of further Plunder ¢
At length as they were jogging on,
Quoth Sanche to the penfive Dot
I pray Sir, give me leave to break
My Silence, that a Man may fpeal 5
I hate this travelling bume. drume,.
As if we bothwere deef and dumb

N 3 Befide;



(182)
Befides Pve often in my Head
Something that's proper to be faid
And now it muft be loft, forfoosh,
Becanfe you paillock np my Month,
¢ Prithee, quath Quixote, let me hear
¢ What ’tis thou would’ft fo fain declare,
¢ But let it be in fhort exprelt 5
¢ For Brevity is always beft.
Well ther, ‘quoth Sancho, 20 be platz,
And full as brsef as €er I can,
I think this Rambling to and fro,
Frogk Hedge to Hedge, and Foe to Foe,
Sant’ring in folitary Roads,
Wirdé Défhres, and untrodden Woods,
Will briug we ix the End I fear
To worfe thak\Cufbles in the Air ;
Hags, Devils, Blankets, Slings and Stowes,
Dronght, famkid Guts, and'ondgel’d Bowes
We've bad alveady, and my Mind -\
,Egretells.fbm': Jomesking worfe bebind, ~

Befides
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Befides in this fame lonely Place,

Should we each Day deftroy a Race

Of Gyants, or 2 Den of Dragons,

Or flay a thoufand Moors and P4g4m 5

I dare 1o bold wmy Life or Sword or't,

The World wonid never krnow a word on't 4
Eor kere is no tale-bearing Friend

To catch a Story by the End
“Nor tattling Goffips en this Road

To brute your Vikories abroad ;

8o that what eer you do is drowr’d

For want of Tongues o wheel it round.3
Therefore I fay, *ts better far

To ferve fome King that is at War,

And then in Battle you neay flew

Your Valour and your Condult toos

Then if your Worfhip does but chance

To pierce a Pigmy with your Lance,

The King's good Friends, yon may vely on't,
ngl,l /&m report the Dwarf a Gyant,

| N 4 drd
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And by the Fibs they talk and write
Make you the wonder of a Knight
And as you fwell ine Fame and Title,
Your trusty 'Squire muft fhare a litile.

¢ Truly, Friend Sancho, quoth the Don,
¢ What thou halt faid is right I own,
¢ But {till tis requifite a Knighr,
¢ Before he does in publick fight,
¢ Should range the World, and craw his Sword
¢ In private, ’till he’s well inar’s
¢ To Hard(hips, Dangers, and Alarms,
¢ As a Probationer in Arms,
¢ That the Fame, Honour and Renown, °
* He has in fingle Combat won, :
¢ May reach the Ears of fome crown’d Head,
¢ That needs fo brave a Champion’s Aid ;
¢ Then he'll be fent for fo his Court, .
¢ Ax;d wellcom’d by the better. fort ;
¢ The Ladies fwarm like Bees about him 3
! The Courters fawn, the Rehble fhout him,

¢ And
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- * And cry, there goes that valiant He,
~ © Orwhat his Title chance to be,

- ¢ Who kill’d at one fuccefsful Blow
¢ That monltrous Gyant Tuffilo,

¥ Who daily us'd to fuck the Blood

- ¢ Qf beauteous Virgins for his Food, |
¢ And fwallow’d down Knights Heads haﬁeaci
¢ Of Penny Loaves of wheaten Bread ;

¢ Thefe are the Praifes that he meets

¢ From gazing Crowds, that fill the Streets,

~ “Till he at laft in Triomph comes

- ¢ TotheKing's Palacg, where his Drums
¢ And Trumpets eccho thro’ the Air,

< To bid the Knight thrice wellcome there.
¢ No fooner hashe pafs’d in State

- ¢ Thro’ the firft Court, and fecond Gate,
¢ But the King’s Daughter in her Chamber

- “ Bright as the Moon, and {weet as Amber,

~ © Stands peeping thro’ the Chryftal Glafs

¥ To view his Peron and his Face, |
| ¢ And |

/
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¢ And to her Maids that wait behind,
¢ Firﬁ’ fighs, and then declares her Mind,
¢ Pr,ofeﬁi-ng that fhe ne’er had feen
¢ So fine a Look, or awful Mein.
¢ Then all the Courtly Knights come forth
¢ To Compliment the Champion’s worth,
+¢ And in their greateft Pomp to bring
¢ His doubty Worthip to the King,
¢ Who, tho" defign’d, feems unawares,
* To meet him on the Royal Stairs,
¢ Salutes his Cheek, and hugs his Gueft,
¢ Moft kindly to his Princely Breaft,
¢ Then leads him to her Grace, the Queen,
¢ To fee her Highnefs and be feen,
¢ Where thic young Princefs too fits by,
¢ And fighing gives a leering Eye,
¢ That in her Looks he may difcover,
* She means him for her only Lover,
¢ And that in time the'll take occafion,
¢ By ftealth to let him know her Paffion.
¢ Then
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¢ Then doubtlefs is the Knight convey’d
¢ To th’ belt Apartment, ready made
« To entertain him, where he throws
* His Armour off for coftly Cloths,
¢ And isin fumptuous Scarlet Veft,
¢ With Ermins lin’d, by Pages dreft,
¢ That he who was fo much admird
¢ In martial Steel, when thus attird,
¢ Might pleafe the Ladies Eyes much more
¢ Than his rongh Drefs had done beforé,

¢ Then to rich Banquets he’s invited,
¢ There with fine Fruits and Wines delighted,
¢ Surrounded by a beautious Train,
¢ That brighter fhines than Charles’s Wain ;
¢ Among the reft the King’s fair Daughter,
¢ Juft ripe in Fancy, and by Naturey -
¢ She who before admir’d the Knight
* In Arms {o greatly, at firlk fight
* He leers at her, and fhe at him,
! She drinks, he pledges to the brim :

¢ And
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¢ And thus by Looksand other Arts,

¢ They thew their Love by Fitsand Starts’;
 Yet manage €’ery nimble Motion

¢ Of their quick Eyes with fo much Caution,
¢ That neither King or Queen difcovers

¢ The lcaftllntrigue between the Lovers,

¢ Now the young Princefs does impart

¢ The painful Secrets of her Heart,

. And to her Confident reveals

¢ Her Grief, and all her Weaknefs tells; -
¢ Kind Lettars daily are convey’d
. j‘j‘?_r;)m one to t'other by her Maid ;

< And pleafing Interviews without

¢ The leaft Miftruft are brought about.

K . And when they meet what *tis they do
“No Mortal knows befides them two

* Bu, then the King proclaims a War

¢ With fome great Prigce or Emperour,
¢ And the nght s Service is requir’d ;

* Who wnh the Thirlt of Glory fird,

¢ Daes
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¢ Ddes with all Chearfulnefs agres

“ T* embrace the Opportunity,
tTh hépes his Sword may raife his Fortune,
¢ And make the Lady’s Love more certain,
¢ Or that his valiant Deeds the rather

¢ r:'In time may win her of her Father,

¢ He does 4ccordingly receive

¢ His Orders, then he takes his Leave

¢ Of King and Queen, and all the Court;_

* With Love and Honour in his Heart

¢ Then from the Palace makes his way

¢ By th’ Chamber, where the Princefs lay;
¢ She for a farewel Conge waits

: Aloft, behind fome Iron Grates,

¢ That a kind Cur’fie from her Honour

¢ Might make him think the more upon her
"¢He looks and trembles at the place,

¢ Whefe he fo oft had feen her Face :

¢ $he nods and winks, but when he’s gone,
N Falls backwards in a fearful Swoon ;

B ¢ One
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< One Maid rans headlong for cold Water,
¢ Another in a fright trips a’ter,

¢ The Knight’s call’d back with fpeed to give
(her

¢ His hand, to comfort and revive her 5
* The Princefs mends at his approach,
¢ And cryes, alas | my Grief is fuch,
¢ What Woman ever bore fo much?
¢ Kind Words and Kifles foon appeafe .
¢ Her Breaft, and give her Sorrows eafe s
¢ And fow they rightly fix all matters,
¢ To have anintercourfe of Letters s 5
¢ She begs him quickly to return,
¢ To Court, that the may ceafe to mouru-',-,
¢ He grants whatever fhe defires,
¢ And fiwears to all that fhe requires 5
¢ Then in the Confident comes ftarting,
¢ Andina fright entreats their parting,
¢ The Knight purfuesthe King’s commands,
¢ And bravely heads his Honfhold Bands,

¢ Does -
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¢ Does mighty Wonders in the Field,

¢ Subdues his Foes, and makes ‘em yield 5

¢« Rgturns Vitorious to the Court,

¢ Huzza’d by Crowds of eery fort,

¢ Where, after, he is made a Lord,

“ By wife confent of CouncilBoard,

* In private he’s again convey’d
¢ To th’ Chamber of the Royal Maid,

¢ There left to feaft his Lips with Kifles,

¢ And do what ¢’er his Lordfhip pleafes ;

¢ At length th’ agree upon a Day,
¢ When Madam’s to be ftol'n aways; -
¥ He comes exatly at the Hour
¢ She meets him, and away they fcour,
¢ Are Marry'd in fome Country Town,
* Where both the Lovers Bed unknown :
- * The Princefs foon is mifs'd at Court,
* Her Governefs blam'd greatly for’t 5
. * The King fends out his Servants after
{-His only Child, as well as Daughter

¢ At
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¢ At length they find "em both, and bring
¢ The Knight and Princefs to the King,
¢ Who under{tanding that they’re wedded,
¢ And have been alfo fairly bedded,
¢ Pardons his Daughter’s Misbehaviouty
¢ And takes "em both into his Favour,
¢ Dies quickly after, and his Son,
¢ Inriglt of Madam, claims the Throne,
¢ And thus in time does Fortune bring
¢ The doubty Knight to be'a King.

¢ When climbd himfelf, his next Defire
¢ Is to advance - his trulty *Squire,
¢ On whom he does beftow fome Maid
* Of Honour to delight his Bed,
¢ The only Fav’rite, whom the Queen
¢ Had in her Love confided in,
¢ Yet never in her Life betray’d
¢ One thing, that e’er was done or faid,
¢ For whofe Fidelity it may be
¢ Hes made aLord, and the my Lady 5

¢ Grow
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¢ Grow tich and proud by wealthy places,
¢ And rife in time to be their Graces:
¢ Thus yonmay fee how Knights and *Squirss
¢ At length accomplifh their Defires.
I wifh, gnoth Sancho, that we meay

Botb live to fee that happy Day,
Wherein your Worfbip might but wed
The Queen, dnd I her Chaniber-maid :
And when thefe Womnders const*to pafs,
Into a Horfe DU tnrn my-4fs 5

For if Pwe bonour'd, *tis the leaf?
. Preferment I can give the Beaf? 3
Nordo 1donbt but you wiil find

All - matters happen to your Minds
Efpecially if yow'd but claim

That fortunate, e rueful Nasse,
Knight of the woeful Countenancs,
Which popping in my Head by chance,
If yow'll but take ity I am certain
Twill bring ws both to niighty Fosture.

OL I o)
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¢ I do affume it, quoth the Enight;
I'know the Title fuits me right ;
Therefore the next thing to be done,
In order to afcend a Throne,
Is now to range all Nations over,
*Till we’ve the Fortune to difcover

¢ Some {upream wealthy Legiflator,
¢ Or King, who has au only Daughter ;

¢ But on frefhedoughts “tis time enough

¢ For that, when we have giv’n fuch Proof
¢ Of our true Valour, that each Mouth

¢ May fpread our Fame fromNorth toSouth

¢ But after all, oneugly point

¢ Knocks our whole Meafures out of Joint s

¢ How fhall I (hew that my Defcent
¢ Is from fome ancient Government ?

¢ And prove my felf to be akin

¢ To fome great King, or famous Queen s’

* For Royal Blood’s a mighty matter

¢ In Ceurtlhip of an Emperor’s Daughter s

Y
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¢ And he that to a Throne’s a Coufin,
¢ Tho’ the Removes have been a dozen,
¢ And he as wretched and as poor
¢ As any Indian Sagamoor,
¢ Yet fhall his Royal Blood much foonef
¢ Prevail with nice and fqueamifth Honout;
¢ Than one’s that braver far than he,
¢ Without thofe Drops of Royalty.

" Pob Sir, quoth Sancho never doubts
But you'll find ways to veake that ont :
If yowve but Flefh et‘zohg/; that’s gobd;
Young Ladies never niind jour Blood
Befides your Fancy can recall
A Race of Kings, if that be all
And you I know can make wirh Eafé
Tour felf akin to which you pleafe.,

¢ The World, replies the Knigﬁt, éan boath
¢ But two Originals at mioft 5
¢ One has been great, bat is not fé;
¢ Tother is great, but oncé was low :

. y " e >
oz ¢ oy
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¢ Some to-a very high Degree
¢ Have rifen from Obfcurity 5
¢ Others reduc’d unto the fame
¢ From lofty Pinnacles of Fame 5
¢ Therefore for certain I muft be
¢ Akin to fome great Family,
¢ That either have been Kings, or are,
¢ Altho’ I cannot tell you where :

However thould the King refufe

4

¢ To give me’s Daughter for a Spoufe,

"Twill be toKaighthood ne Dithonour

To put a pleafing Force upen her,

L.

-~

o

And in a Ceach by Night, or rather

~

On Borfeback f{teal hicr from her Father
¢ To whofe revengeicl Indignation

¢ Time muft give End, or Death Ccflation..
.. You're right, guoth Sancho, mever creep
For what by ftruggling you may reap ;

Some Ladies will be won, they fay,

By Force, and by 1o other Way:



C197)

3x1 all I fear, whon you bave wed
This Princely Heivefs in your Heid,
And come te wait, asl fuppofe
Your Warlbip minft, for Deadsens Shoes,
Thar £ rauft barcfoor go"1ill yon
Poffefs the Kingdor"in your Fiew,
Onlefs ber Highnefs would agree
Her Maid fhould be a Match for me 5
And then perbaps' your trufty *8quire,
By Caft off Swmocks, and old Artire,
Might make a [hift, *till you obtain
That Kingdonz where you rnzean to reign,

¢ Pve told thee, quoth the Knight already,
* As foon as I have ftoln the Lady,
¢ Thou haft immediate Right to wed

[

The pretty Sam’fcl that’s her Maid :
¢ Her forwardnefs will need no Force,

The Lafs will know fhe’s thin¢-of Courfe 3
For when her Princefs weds the-Knight -
His *Squire becones her Perquifite ;

O3
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# And if fhe finds thee not come to,
¢ She'll claim thee as her lawful Due 5
¢ Befides as foon as we pofiefs
*# Our Kingdom, we cando nolefs
* Than raife thee high in our Efteem,
* And rank thee next the Diadem;
¢ Make thee a Duke of fome fine place,
¢ And then thou muft be ftil'd his Grace;
¢ Whilft high-bred Ladies in their Coaches
¢ Give Vifits to your Bride the Dutchefs, .
¢ And noble Lords and Knights, to thew
¢ Their Breeding, pay the like to you.

Were I, guath Sancho, to appear )
In Cofly Robes, I dareto fwear,
1 fhould the fame a5 well become
As any Lord in Chriftendors 5
For gnce I bad she Luck 20 be
Beadle ta a Frasernityy -
And then, tho bred a Country Clown,
Whey dizen’d up with Staff and Gown,

| ' The
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The Broth'rhood oft wonld fay, wo Creatnre
On Earth could eer become it berter ; |
Therefore bow nobly muft I look
I coftly Robes, when made & Duket

¢ But, quoth theKnight, you mﬂﬁ;-fgkfe_,égve
¢ To prune that frowzy Crop of Hair;
¢ Or in your Beard the World will fee
‘ Your humble homefpun Pedigree s
¢ The Barber will renew your Face,
¢ And Taylor give you Shape by Drefs -
* Therefore what Nature has deny’d
* To th’ Great, muft be by Art fupply’d.

Right, quoth the *Squire, for fhould a Lord
Appear in Beggar's Coat and Beard,
His noble Blood, for all his Brags,
I doubt, wonld fearce fbine thro' his Rags s
Thercfore fince frowfy Hair and Patches
Would make great Perfons look like Wretches,
Why mayn’t rich Robes and beardlefs Face |
Make me as comely as bis Grace ?

04 For
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For t0 be plain, in Pomp and Pence
Lyes all the mighty Difference 5.\ -
So that when once yon.reign in State.
O'er all thofe Kingdoms.in your Pate,
Take you-but care, thet I fhall b -
A Lordg.‘ and leave the, reft to me. |

Thus Luft of Pow’r and Wealth, we find,
Too oft does humahe Reifon blind, ”
And make” dependiig Slaves give Way
To what their Betters madly fay.

CANTO
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e

CANTO XXXIL
Don Quixote froms the szll; Javes
Twelve Convills, fentenc’d to be Slaves, -

Who after bang the Knight and *Squire,
And rob them of their loofe Arvire.

HE doubty Champion of Lz Mancha,
T Ending his Talk with Sancho Panca,
As throwing round his roving Eyes,

Before him faw to his Surprize

Twelve wretched Mortals in a Traih, -
Alllink’d in one continu’d Chain,’

So clofe, that their adjoining Hedds:

Seem'd ftrung upon a Line like Beads s

For each was faften’d by the Neck ©

With a lorig Chain too ftrong to-break s

- ' All
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All moving like a Weftern Teem,
That tug up Barges *gaintt the Stream 5
“Two ill-look’d Horfemen, arm’d with Swords
And Carabineg, rid by.as Guards:
Two moréon foot, auftere and gruff
With Pi®oR- Rk in Beltsof Buff,
And Javeihdia their Hands to pierce
The S’kfh‘é of thofe that hﬁﬁg an Arfg.

No foonét Had poor Samchs f] py'd
Thefe Scﬁrc-crows on the High-way fide,
Bas hiting ﬁzml the hke he knew
What Servics thf:y were marchmv to,
And fearmg that the Knight (hould make
Thls an Adveotirre b? Ml&ake,
_That miglit B¥ing on the tfdal Carfe
Of heavy Blows, ér fomethmg worfe
‘He cry'd, 'k beg you, Siv, take care,
And meddte not in this Affair s
For thefe ar¢ Rag»e), frong lifly Fellows, -
To L Gwihd: doo 'd mﬁad of Gallows 5

Tbej re
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Yhey’re each to Labonr for a Time,
Lengther’d avcording to b Crwze
That painful Palls and ﬁmty Meals
May make ’cre farrj for t/.vezr mx 3
Therefore cmf fder tf:ej are gomg
To forve the King in Galley-rowing,
And that *tis darigerous 10 }vrevent
Their juft and Lawful Punifbment.

¢ It’s Tyranny, replies the Don,
¢ In any Prince, that rulesa Tlirone,
¢ To force hts Subje&s to be Slaves
¢ By Land, or on the foaming Waves 3 5
¢ The worft of Rogues may be abus’d
¢ Men fhould not be like Horfes us'd 5
¢ Therefore by Knnohthood and by Nature
¢ Pm bound t’ enquire into the matter.

But Sir, quoth Sancho, 1f yon pleafe,
The King bas put no Force on thefes
They're all by Law condemn’d to be
For fuch a time in Jravery 5

And
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Aud if we re_[?:zte t%m far Ceraitny ©..
Their Pumjltmmt ?tﬂ\be our- .Fortzme -
And all ont, IQp&dom; by your Folly
Be twrn’d ¢t aquee i into 4 Gal{f.

¢ Hfay, rephes th“ Kuight, theName
¢ Of King and‘ Ml;aw imply the famef,
¢ And if We ;{‘é 85}31‘&3& by extherv
¢ The Fanlt muft ha in both_together;
¢ When the Law s hard the Jegillator
¢ Should {hew ltnm(elf a Moderatar
© And it he dqes jot, we may fay
* With ]u{‘uce he s asbad as they :
« Who therfore kqows but thsf ¢ poor Wretches,
¢ That now axe du,v mb under Hatches,
¢ May for‘fome trl,ﬂmc Faults be hurry’d
¢ Tc')”Sea, where they ll alue bc bury’d 5
¢ Wherefore 1 capnot Iet em pafs _
¢ In Howour, tﬂ\lve heard their Cafe.

-The ]allors w1th thelr fetter’d Troop -

Of Slaves by this time were comc ups

So
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3o that the Knight in civil Terms
Accolted thofe that were in Arms;
And ask’d ’em why thofe wretched Creatuires
Were led along in Chainsand Fetters.

To which a Brute, with Nofeand Eyes
Like a vex'd Bull-dog, thus repliess
Theyre Criminals condemn’d to mow
The great green Meadow, if you'd know,
And not to come again on [fhoar,

*Till their long Harveft-time is oer.

¢ I underftand you, quoth theKnight 3
‘ But is their Sentence juft and right 2
¢ Hasnot the Judge been too fevere?
¢ Whatare their Crimes? pray let me hear,-

Fuf2, quoth the Jailor, or unjuft,

They're all condemn'd, and go they bzéﬂ:

But what good Services they've done;

What Pranks they've plaid, what bazards nm;
To recommend’cmm toa Gally

Pray, ask ews, they’ll be prond to tel 'jtm.
With
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With that the Knight applies unto
The foremolt of the flavith Crew
Enq;liring gravely by what knav’ry
He’d brought himfelf to Gally-Slav’ry.

I only was in Love, teply'd
The Rogue, arnd by that means decoy'd
Into thefe Chains, for want of Sence
To govern mey Concupifcence,

¢ Hard, quoth theKnight, thatthy Affection
¢ Should bring theeto fuch fharp Correion §
¢ Should all that are in Love be us'd
¢ As Slaves, my felf may be abus'd ¢
¢ But I {uppofe you hanker'd after
¢ Some high-born Noble’s Wife or Daughter 5
~ ¢ Or beanteous Lady, whofe Degtec
¢ Was far abpve your Qﬁality:
¢ So that they’ve fent you to a Gally
* For.your rude Fmpudence and Folly.

No Sir, reply’d the Slave, I'm vitions
*Tis trus, but ne'er was fo ambitions 5
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In fbors 1 only chancd to fall
In Love with a Gald Cup, that's all =
Therefore in bopes to mend my Fortune,
One Night Inimnd it, that’s for certain,

¢ Then thou’rta Rafcal, cryes the Knight.
Fuaith Mafler, quoth the Slave, #hat's right 5
And if your Worfkip wants to find
Eleven more, they're clofe behind.

Then turning to the next, the Don
Defir’d he'd make his Vertues known,
Whofe Anfwer was, His only Fa&

In fhort was lifting what he laek'd,
And piking off by Night or Day
With any Booty in bis way.

¢ Thenyou, replies the Knight, profcfs
¢ The Miftery of Theft, I guefs.

I borrow’d, quoth the Slave, fometinse,
But wcer returi’d, there lay the Criwme.

Then the Don turning to the Third,

At him, who anfwer’d not a Word,

Bus
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But look’d as fullen, and as'moody -
As acrofs’d Lover in a Study.
lei.rﬁrl; Booby, cryes the next, ‘
Thatis [o nte, and feems fo vex’'d,
Does in this manner droop and Languifl,
Becanfe the Coward fung in Anguith.,

¢ T muft confefs, replies the Knight,
¢ 1 do not underftand you right :
¢ Sing away Sorrow T have found,
¢ When Mirth and Wine went briskly round,
¢ But Sing in Augnifh is a Phrafe
¢ 1 never heard in all my Days.

Then, quoth the Slave,you fhall be more”
Accomplifb’d than you were before ;
To fing 'in Anguilh 7 o make
A clear Confeffion on the Rack
And this fame Fellow kere, whofe Crime
Was ftealing Sherp from sime to time,
Tartld or ﬂng, by which is meant
Acknowledging his Guilt in Cant 5
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A Eanlt, which bardy Rogues agree,
Is feandalons and cowardly
He's therefore made the common Feft,
And langhing flock of all the rcﬁ 5
That makes the moody Rogue, and pleafé ye, .
So fullen, filent, and uneqfy.

Then to the fourth Don Quixote turn’d,
A grave old Don, who weptand mourn'd,
And thook hisBeard, s if he felt
Some inward prickings of his Guilt :
¢ How, now, old Father, quoth theKnight;
* What haft thou done, that is not right?
¢ What Crimes have brought thy aged Furrows
 To thefe anfeafonable Sorrows 2
* When Nature {catce has ftrength to bear
¢ The galling Weight of fo much Care ;
But this would not procure an Anfwer
From the poor penitential Grandfire 5
8o that a merry Rogue, among
The reft, both quick of Wit and Tongue,
VOL IL P Reply’d,
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Reply’d, that old religions Dad,

That prays and weeps all Day like mad,
Isa Wbi/;z'brake( ﬁr the fair,

Who deals in bringing things to bear 3
Be’s an old piows Pimp in fhore
Between the ‘Cifj and the Court,

Who #5'd to make rich gonty Nobles,
And wild Exfrggvagani: bis Bubbles,
By tbpping young experieni’d Jades
Opon the Guils fo;r Maid:n-leads 5
And bri;zging‘%arpsr.r of the Town
F’qr Aien of thleamt' Kerovur
T0 cafe the .l'f;‘cb,. and coof the Flames
Of barrer [tﬂftl C;f)l dames s

Befides he did preterd to be

An Artift in_éfvﬂ;‘gfogj,

ZLold Fortuncs, vanag’d Love-Intrigues,

- ew

Made Z‘datc&e; ﬁtt[’d amorows Leagices,

Hed Female Fem-beed Dragom', Gldﬁ A

To fhew young qul; their Lovers Faces, .
o | And
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Aud made urlawful Conjuration
4 gainfil partof his Profe(fion,
For which the old deceitful Cuff
At Market-Crofs wore wooden Ruff,
And now with us muft quit the Shoar
For Stripes, hard Bisket, and the Oar:
Chear up Old Daddy in thy Age,
Thowlt ne'r be drown’d, 1 dars engage,

As long as theres a Gallows fanding
Thow'rt fife, what fignifies complaining 3
¢ Had net the Sin of Conjuration
¢ Been, quoth the Knight, an Aggravatior
¢ Of his Love-Managements, which you

‘ Have givinfo ill a Title to,

¢ I think fuch fort of friendly Kravery
* Would not deferve a ftarving Slavery;
‘ For tho’ you ftile him iike a Novice,

¢ A Pimp, his Trade’s a civil Office,

¢ Which any cordial Friend or Brother

* Will freely do to ferve another :

P 2 * Happy’s
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“ Happy’s the Noble, that can bring

¢ A beauteous Miftrefs to the King,

¢ Nay, thinks it no Difhonour néither
¢ To hold the Door when they’re together;
¢ Bleft is the Valet, who can fneak

¢ To his Lord’s Chamber once a Week,
¢ Up the back-{tairs with a new Face,

¢ To pleafe his Lordfhip or his Graces
¢ And glad isMadam’s trufty Maid

¢ To ufhet to her Lady’s Bed

¢ Some ftrong-back’d Coufin, and to guard
¢ The Chamber for a fmall Reward ;

¢ In thort, both Sexes do approve

¢ Their Pimps, as Meflengers of Love 5
¢ And faithful Cent'ries, that fecure

¢ At once both Hotour and the Door =
¢ 'They'rc in all Courts efteem’d we fee,
¢ For Serviceand Fidelity 3
And therefore ought to be prote&ed,
Inftead of puniftrd or correted 5

[4

+ a

¢ For
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¢ For fince both Sexes are inclin'd
¢ To Love by Nature, and be kind,
¢ °Tis hard to perfecute {uch Friends,
¢ That help uys to obtain our Ends.”

The Knight then riding to the fide
O’tly fifth Offender, thus apply’d 5
¢ How now, young Spark, pray what Offence
¢ Has brought your Roguethip into Chains?
¢ You lock as if you did not value
¢ The flavifh Penance of a Gally.

Sir, quoth the Slave, #o tell you truth,
My Crimes were but the Sins of Touth,
Meer Failings of the Flefh, which all
Are tainted with from Adam’s Fall 3
Only B unfortunate are canghe,
And punifb’d, but the lucky not :
A Blot’s no Blot, untill i¥’s bit,
All fin, but fame are more difcreet,
And if dereited in a Crime,
Swear heartily *tis the only time ;

P2 But
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But I lzlc an uﬂtbm/emg Dzma.e, '
Crept into Bed t0 #v0 at once 3
Both 715 own Nieces, and begot
Two Baftard Coufins on the Spot;,
And by inceftuous FEornication ‘
Raisd wp fo firange a Generation,
Thas abl the Cgfmﬂzcl Train,
- Of Holy Eathers wow in Spain,
Or :lzlful Herald.r i1 the Natz.m, )
Can's fix or fe tllo our Relatzon "
And this is all fbr which Do ot
Six Years to G all y szr!m;;eﬂt,
Tbat Labout and baid Fare may tane
Tﬁé\m,mber, ibat has rw'xqi t wy Shawse
Therefore I bope Sir Knight you'l give nse
A Spill o co,wfw't and relewe me
For I was na./} bred 4 Scholar,”
Tho® now Pri chain’d ; i Iron Colldr 5
And bad I been byt gelt 7)efore
Dd plaid thefe foolifb Pranks on ffoar,

I4
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Fd beor the Paffor of a Flscks
- But now Pm bound to curfe tie Smock.
- Well, well, be patier:t, quoth the Don,
¢ Pll ftand thy hearty Friend anon.
Then turning to the fixth, a bold
~ And daring R ogue ’twixt young and old;
Loaded with Fetters and a Clog,
 Like a mad Horfe or Maftiff-Dog,
. And manacl’d with greater Care
Than allhis guiity Comrades were;
- * What Monfter’s this, quothdoubty Knight,
¢ Chaiu'd ltke a Tyger fora ['Ght ?
- ¢ Why is this fquinting Wretch oppre(t
¢ With heavier Irons than the reft ?
* Becaufe that Fellow, quoth the Keeper,
 * In Villainy is learn’d much deeper |
¢ Than all the Rogues, that ¢’er were fent,
¢ Or carrd from Jail to Punithment :
- * Fie’s placud and rob'd thro’ e’ery County,
His Name is G’we; de Palfimonte s
P4  ©Changd

.
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¢ Chang’d fometimes into Ginefrilo,
¢ To which he adds de Parapillo,
¢ With maﬁy aliss’s befide,
- ¢ Allmention’d when the Rogue was try’d,
Hold Sz’r; reply’d the Thief, forbear,
Tho* yaw're my Keeper, ‘tis not fair
To give a Gentleman more Names,
Ire Trouble, than ke juftly claims :
Tis true, the World may fay Pve taken
Thefe Names perbaps to fave my Bacor
What then, b il/—nam?d World may call
Yon Rafeal ;;o, if | that be all ;
Who can help that > What Man ;s able
To feop the Mouths 'tk giddy Rabble 2
I own no Name, if I bhave twenty,
But honeft Gines de Paflimonte :
Then boldly turping to the Don,
- Cry'd, You Sir, with your Armour or,
. Wbo’re Jo :"rzqu%tz’ue to know
From whence we come, ayd where we go
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If )071"11 relieve wswith a Ducat,
Be quick, and pull it out your Pocler,
And hold us not in fuch Sufpence,
To anfwer your Iupertinence :
Blood I an Gines de Paflimonte,
And that's my Name Sir, no Affront pe 5
As for my Life and Converfation,
My Parentage and Education,
There's an Account in black and white,
That will iz Seafon come to Light.
¢ That, quoth theOfficer, is Truth,
“ He’s penn’d a Journal from his Youth,
¢ Of e’ery roguifh Prank and Crime
¢ He’s plaid apd acted in his time
¢ The Manufcript lics now in pawn,
.- Hg's borrow'd fifty Crowns thereon.
| Yes, quoth the Slave, and fhall, 1 hope,
Redeem it, [pight of Sea or Rape.
¢ Sure, quoth Don Quixote, it mu(t he
¥ A witty piece of Roguery s
" ¢ And
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¢ And pray, Sir, is your Hift'ry quite
¢ Compleated, cryes the bufy Knight.

How fhould that be, replies the Thicf,
As log; e L am Bl with Tife)
Diye thirk me fuch a Lamp of Ciay,
That has no #aore Rogues Tricks to play?
2\74, w0y 1 hove to live and reign,
YTill i's inlargd as big again:
Yo fe as for us bor.f2 Fellows,
The Gally faves us from the Gallows,
ﬂ;zd then the Galiows,-when we're Slaves,
Stcires us froms the drowning Waves :
There wre.my Scutence wakes me langh,
Becaufe 1 know *twixt both Lo Safe.
- ¢ Pray, Sit, quoth Quixote, if you pleale,
¢ Let’s hear the.Tit]e of your piécé |
¢ That 1 may know it from the Croud
© Oof ofherBOGkS that freal :{broadfﬂﬂﬂﬂ————————

’V};:tt, quoth theRovue, d’ye think /bauld be
Téc thle of my §a7 ﬂor], .

Bus
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Bt this ¢ A full and true Account
Of Captain Gines de Paffimont, |
Containing an exalt Relation

Of his high Birth and Education 5

Alfo his merry Pranks and Feats,

His Rob’rics, Rogu’ries, and his Cheats
His pleafant Froticks and Amours

With Maids,Wives, Widows, Jadesand Whores,
Written by *mfelf, and verify’d i
By his own Tongue before he dy’d.

¢ Pm apt to fancy, what you write

¢ Will outdo Cufimond, quoth the Knight.

- Fis mnfly fludyd Book, repﬁc;s

The Slave, is but a pack of Liés s

I'd have you lizow Bes not to be
Compar’d with fush a Rogue as me :

1 feorn to treat the TWorld with Fit}"l‘;'o;z,
Mine's Truth beyesnd all Co;:tr.f‘dz'ﬁ‘z'on.;,
I borrow noughs to cheat the Readér,
But run the length of my own Tedder -

Or
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Or may I ne'or retyrn to Shoar
This fecond Time l from ' Gally-Oar.
* Quoth Quixote, 1 perceive you know
¢ Alrcady what it is to row ;
¢ ‘Thistime is not the firlt youw’ve fan'd
¥ The Ocean with a painful Hand,

. No, no, Sir, Tve learn’d already
The Diff rence berwixt thus and fteddy =
My ftubborn Back knows kow to bend
Beneash the Weight of « Rope’s End,
And oft bave born, I tell you that,

The firoakings of a nine-sail'd Cat,

And mumpd bard Bisket like a Rat.

¢ Pl fwear thou (eem’f}, replies the Knight,
¢ 'To be a Fellow of fome Wit.

Onfortunate enongh to haye
Good flore of Wit, replies the Knave,
For Foroune croffes them the mof?,
Whohave the greateft [hare to boafl 5
) : And



( 221 )
And thofe, who bave the fmalleft fock,
She wraps as Darlings in ber Smock s
So Hens are kindeft to the Chick,
That is of all the Brood moft weak:
And Mothers for this Canfeé or that,
dre fondeft of the filly’f} Brat ;
And tba't one Reaforn is for certain,
Why the beft Wits bave the worft Fortune.
¢ Do you Sir, cries the Officer,
¢ Set up for Brains, you flipftring Cur,
¢ And Poet-like, becaufe yo've writ,
¢ Afcribe your Hardthips to your Wit,
¢ When you are only wretched made
¢ By theR ogue’s Tricks you know you've plaid.
Pray Mafier Dabnofe, ben't fo rough,
Ruoth Gines, I ken yor well enough.
What need you feandalize my Parts2
Had e'ery Rafcal bis Deferts,
Thofe that ride by perbaps might be
In Chains and Hand-cnfs well as we,
The
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The Keeper much en_rag’d:‘to heaf
The Knave retarn fo threwd a Jeer,
Advancd his St.g{—f at the Reﬂé&ion,
To give the faufy Rogue Cotrection ¢
But Quixote interpofing top'd
The Mifchief, eer the Blow was drop'd
And gravely told him twas unkiod
T infult 4 Wretch in Chains confin’d:.
‘Then tarning on the Guards his B“cech,

>

" To th’ Slaves he made the followisg g Speech.

¢ Dear Brethren, who are bousd in Fettess
¢ By thofe proud Tyrants call "d your Eekturs,
“ And {’cand condcmn da s Gal‘y Slaves, ,
¢ For ought I know by b t,,g;cr Kmves a. _
“r fay, no Chnﬁlan apon Egrth ) |
Since’ by the Law he's free by Blrth, . 4'
Can forfélt leerty, the Mother - L |
Of Health and Comfort to another ,.
_* *Tisborn with us, and therefore fit, |
That ¢ ery Man fhould dle Wlth it :

s

L3
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*Tis true, the wicked may {ometimes
Forfeit their Lives for heinous Crimes :
What then? Death makes us {till more free,
Not robs us of our Lilerty :
Law may extend to Limb or Life,
But wiberty iseach M on's Wile
Which none have Right by Law or Force,
To put afunder or divorce 5
Befides, who knows but want of Money
Might make the Jury hard upon ye;
Or that the Judge might be fevere,
Becaufe he {aw no Friends appear :
Therefore fince I am doubly blefs’d
With Strength to fuccour the opprefs'd,
And am by my Profeflion ty’d
To refcue Slaves from humane Pride
By Interception or by Sword,
Will I perfwade, or force your Guard,
To Ioofc.your Chains, and fet you froe
From fo unjuft a Slavery.

.
e
o .
%
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The Rogues, not knowing what to fay,
Stood grinning in the dufty Way,
Yet thew’d fome little figns of Gladnefs,
Altho’ they took it all for Madnefs,
Whillt Quixote turn’d his Horfe afide,
And to the Keepers thus apply’d.

¢ You Gentlemen, but cruel Creatures,
¢ That triumph o’er thefe Slaves in Fetters,
¢ Know, that by Knighthood I am bound
¢ To range all Chriftian Countries round,
¢ 'To check vile Malice, and redrefs
¢ The Wrongs impos'd on humane Race :
¢ 1 therefore beg you to inlarge
¢ Thefe Slaves, by granting their Difcharge;
¢ In doing which, youwill for ever
¢ Remafn intitl’d to my Favour.

Zonns, quoth a Keeper, full of Vigonr,
With glaring Eyes like angry Tyger,
What it you mean, Sir Knight, you'd kﬁ |
Take care, or we foall fpoil your Feft,

¢ Sir
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¢ Sir, ’m in edrneft, quoth the Don,
¢ And what I ask, infit tpon :
¢ I fay, it is not fair, that old
¢ Crofs Chirls {hiould fit in Chains of Gold;
¢ And to fupport thieir Pride, inviron
* Poor Wretches thus with Chains of Iron :
¢ Or is it juft for gredter Knaves
¢ In Pow’r to thake the leflet Slaves
¢ I’m therefore bourid and {fworn to fee
¢ Thefe Pris’nets fet at Liberty.

Quoth the next Keeper, then in troth,
Sir Knight, yow're like to break your Oath
Who datres contronl the higher Pow’rs 2
They’re the King's Gally-Slaves, not onrs :
Therefore pray march about your Bufinefs,
Yow're troubl'd with a drunken Digzinefs,

Or fure you'd never fland td prate

At fuch a foolifh randonr Rate:

Pray fet your Barber’s Bafon right s

Your Helmet bangs awry, Sir Knright 3
VOL IL Q Anid
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And trouble not your Pate with what
We're well :{ﬁr’d concerns you not :
Remenber, be that plays with Cats
Muf? expe® not/az'ﬂ'é lefs than Scrats.

© el thee, quoth the Knight, that thou'rt
€A Dbg, é..,Cat, a Rat, a Coward :
Then fj purring Rozinante heart'ly,
Attack’d the Officer fo fmartly,
That down ile fetch’d him Horfe and all,
And laid both fprawling with the Fall 5
At fight of which the Slaves began
With their joint ftrength to (nap their Chain,
Whillt @uixoete with fuccefsful Force
O'erthrew the other Keeper's Horfe,
Before they’d time to cock a Gun,
Or fire a Piftol at the Don ¢
The Guards on foot furpriz’d to fee
The Slaves attempt their Liberty,
Ran thither to fecure their Charge
From t'.;ming}'Prifoncrs at large:

But
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But by that time the famous Gires
With Sanchs’s help had broke his Chains,
And fnatch’d up oneo’ th? Carabines ;
W hich with {fuch Oaths and Threats he level’d,
That made the Jailors look bedevil’d,-
And kept ’em in a Confternation,
From daring any Moleftation,
*Till all his Brother Slaves got free,
From Iron Bondsas well as he.

By this time thofe the doubty Knight
Had left but in a forry plight, |
With much ado were rid away,
Not caring for a farther Fray s
And now the Rogues, with Stones they got,
So pelted thofe that were on foot,
That all their Guards were glad tofly,
And leave the Slavesat Liberty.

Sancho, who now began at lafk
Togravely think of what had patt,
Q2 And
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And knowing Crimes of fucha Nature
I\"’ﬁght prove, if catch'd, a hanging matter.,
Advis'd his Mafter to retire
With Speed, for fear of Hugh the Cryer :
But Quixore having no Regard
To what his Man pre{s’d very hard,
Would not be work’d on to comply,
Becaufe ’twas cowardly tofly 5
But calling all the tatter’d Creatures,
He'd refcu’d from their Chains and Fetters;
The follwing Speech he made to thew
What he expected they fhould do.
¢ Now Brethren, you’re reftord by me
“ From Bondage te your Liberty,
¢ And by my Courage and Dilcretion
¢ Freed from bafe Slav'ry and Oppreflion s
¢ There-now remains a grateful A&
¢ On your fide, which Fmu(t exa& :
¢ That is, that ’ery Slave fhould take
“ His Chains and Fetters on his Back,
And
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¢ And to Tobofo make his way
¢ Without Let, Hindrance, or Delay
¢ There pay your Homage to the chaft
¢ Dulcinea, Sov’raign of my Breaft ;
¢ And tell her what a glorious Deed
¢ I've done, by which your felves are freed 5
¢ Then may you go wheree’er you pleafe,
¢ Eat, drink in Peace, and live at Eafe.
So Princes, when they lend their Aid
To fave a People, that’s betray’d,
Proud of the Kindnefs they have dons,
They tax ’em, ’till they make it none,
Their Leader Gjres de Paffimont,
Taking his Station in the Front,
Thus undertook for all the reft
An Anfwer to the Knight’s P\cqug_(}:.
Noble Deliverer, ’ts true
We owe our Liberty to you :
But whot you now impofe npon vt
Orer ballances the Goad youw've dene us §
Q3 Far
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For fhonld we undergo the Pam

Of taking up onr Chains again,

" And were we wzllmg all to go fo

Far loaded with them o5 Tobofo,

The Weight would crippl’ ws ten times more,
Thanall we have endur'd before,

And make ws more unbhappy Wretches,

Than [ev’r Years Service under Hatches s
Befides the Hue and Cry muft take #s,
And then upon the Wheel they’d break s 5
So that what yon gxait is really |
Worfe than the Slav'ry of a Gally :

We tberefare bol;l #p all our Hands

Againft your Worﬂup s hard Dewarzd;, _
Becanfe this uxexpeé?ed Doowe

Is worfe thap what . Jou ﬁmtcb’d s from 5 3
And be Sir ngbt who does preteud

To help the wresched as a Frze;zd, |

And when be’s ﬁmtcb’d hm from one (i mﬁ,
.Fortbmtb cmdemm bmz 204 worﬁ
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I fay, whilf} one Hand ferves bis Brother,
He bafely knocks bime down with £other.

¢ Ingrateful Dog1 replies the Don,
¢ Thitber 'l make you creep alone,
¢ Like 2 chid Spaniel, ora Hound,
¢ With your Rogue’s Belly tothe Ground.

Thefe Threats provoking Gines the Thicf,
Who was of all tlfe Villaizs chief, |
He now concluded from the Dangers
The Knight had run for Rogues and Strangers,
And from his prefent odd Requeft,
He muft be mad, or drunk at beft,
Sa tip’'d the Wink upon his Crew,
Who to the Right and Left withdrew,
And foon prefented fuch a Volly,3
In {corn of their Deliverer’s Folly,
Thatfel] as thick as Hail about -
His Ears, his Bafon, and his Snout,
*Till hoals of Flints and Pebble-(tones.
From Rogingnte fetch’d fuch Groans,

Q4 Al
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And made him winch, and backward (tart
At fuch a Rate, that all the Art

Of Quixote could not make him feel
The ftabbing Force of armed Heel 5
Whillt Sanchp ftood behind his Afs,
And froop'd to-fave his handfome Face 5
Making poor Affin in the warm

Attack his Bullwark ’gainft the Storm ;
At lalt the Knight, no Jonger able

To ftand the thock of fiuch a2 Rabble,
Submitted to the galling Force

Of a hard Clod, or fomething worfe,
And tumbl'd headlong from his Horle
Which Conqueft was no fooner won

By th’ Rogues, but inthe Student run,
Bruifing his Bafon on the Head

O'th’ Knight, *till he was almoft dead ;
‘Then taking off ‘his Iran-Coat,

Eat up with Ruft, not wortha Groat,

He
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He laid that by, but what was under
He ftripp'd and carry’d off as Plunder
But was fo civil, when he'd done,
To put the worthlefs Armour op
Again, andin this forry plight
He left the poor unhappy Knight :
Nor did his *Squire efcape without
Some Marks about his Eyes and Snout ;
Becaufe his Tunick, which they took,
Caug'd him ta give ’em f{uch a Look,
That made the Rafcals, who had thrownhim,
Beltow a Thump or Two upon! 1
So that whén riffd by the Vermin, l.
As well as beat, we can’t determine,
Whether the Champions griev’d the moft,
For what they got, or what they loft.

He that redeems us from one Curfe,
And when he’s done intails a worfe,
The ferv’d from Grrtitude he frees,
And makes his Friends his Enemies.

CANTO

I S SEth
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CANTO XXXIIIL
The Knight for [afery and bis "Squire
Do into defart Woods retire
The Afs is flol’n whilff Sancho Lyes
Afteep, who after finds a Prize.

\HE Knight, tho’ vexd tofind theSlaves

1 Had us’d him like ungrateful Knaves,
As he lay crippl’d in his Bed
Of Duft, was pleas'd that they werefled ;
And raifing up his Head aloft
From fandy Pillow, warm and foft,
He cry’d, Ah.Sancho, T'll delpife |
No more thy friendly good Advice :
Had I been wifely rul'd by thee,
Mambrino's Helmet, which I fee,
Is {adly bryis'd againft the Gfound,
Had ftill unwrong'd been fafe and found. )

And bas your beaten Worfip, cry'd
Poor § 4”(:5(.’_,,‘ no Comsplaint befide 2 :
¢ Only
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£ Only, replics the Knight, -fome Blows,
¢ About my Fore-head, Eyes and Nofe,.
¢ Together with an ugly Fall,
¢ And Iofs of an old Coat, that’sall,
I find, quoth Sancho, by the fequel
They've deal their Kindne\f: very equal 3
1 feel my Checks are fomewhat anted
And like your Wo;:/bzp L uncoated 5
This *tis alas to rob the Sea,
And refeue Rogues from Slaz;ezj.
< It ferves indeed, replies the Knight,
¢ To prove a geod old Proverb right 5
¢ Which is, preferve a Thicf from Gallows,
¢ He'll cut your Throas, that furely follows,
But Sir, éuqtlv SallCho; wow you [pake -
Of Gallaw:; rife for Heaver's fake,
And les us ygount, that we may ﬂj A
The danger of a Hue and Cry 5,
For if were taken, we may Swing
F ronght I know in an ugly String, .
I And
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dnd with 17d Thwmbs, and lift up Hond,
Take leave of all onr weeping Friends.

¢ Thou’rt a meer Coward, quoth the Knight,
* Each Shadow puts thee ina Fright ;
¢ Ifcorn to fly, or would I fear,
¢ Were the whole Country pofle here.

Good Sir, quoth Sancho, move, by Lady
I dream they’re at ey Heels already
Rattling their mighty Clubs and Spears,
And rufty Halberts round my Ears
Therefore for God’s fake let us mount,
Left the next proves a fatal Bruns.

¢ Look you, Friend Sancho, quoth the Don,
- ¢ Since you’re fo earnclt to be gone,
¢ Becaufe you fhall not fay, thatI
¢ Am obiftinate, I will comply :
¢ But pray don’t you to mend the matter,
¢ Prefume at any time herea’ter
¢ To tell Knight, Lady, Friend or Stranger,
* That I withdrew thro” fear of Danger 5

' For
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¢ For were the mighty Race of Gyants
¢ All here, that once bid Heav'n Defyance,
¢ And Hercules himfelf to lead ’em,
¢ Or fifty Monfters more to head’em,
¢ 1d fight >em all before I'd flinch,
¢ Or move my Ground one fingle Inch.
Quoth Sancho, 2o withdraw I fay
Ine fhort 7s not to run away,
Nor is it Conrage I averr,
But Hardinefs to tarry bere;
And run the Hazard of a Rope,
When theres more Canfe to fear than hope s
He s wife, who faves bimfelf from Sorrow
To Day, that ke may langh to morrow.
Wbo'd bazard all bis Eggs, I ask it,
In otze,’ and that arotten Basket?
Tho' I'm a Bumpkin, Lcan talk
Sometimes as well as other Folk 4
1 feldonr am without a Thonghe
Of the main Chance, and know what's what 4
Therefors



- (238)
Therefore lefs never tempt thofe Il
We vray avoid 5 one pair of Heels;
At prefent, @ the master flands,
Is worth at leaft two pairof Hands.

The Knight, fubmitting now his Senfe,
To Saichs's home-fpun Arguments, =
Mounted without a word of Anfwer,

And follow’d Sazcho’s little Prancer,
Who thuff’d on with all his Speed
Before the Champion and his Steed 5
Looking as if they jult had ftole

Some Carter’s raw-bone Marg and Foal.

Thus they rid on, ’till 'th‘c'y came nigh
A Defart, mouritainous and high, '
Oer-growt With fuch afpiring Woods,
That feem’d to touch the pafling Clouds
However Sanchs, bent to fly
From rufty Bifls, and Hue and Cry,
Made bold to climb the Hill for Safety,
Altho’ {o woody, and {o lofty

| Refolving
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Refolving *twixt fome Cliffs to cover
His Cow’rdice ’till his Fears were overs
Confid’ring that altho’ the Slaves
Had ftol'n away their Coats like Knaves,
Yet they by chance had been {o kind
To leave the Bag of Prog behind 5
Pleas’d with thishappy Luck, theDon
And Sancho travel'd briékly on,
$till comforted with this good Fortﬁne,' '
Till Night beganto draw her Curtain;
About which time both *Squire and Afs
Were tird for want of Breadand Grafs:
Nor had the Champion and his Steed
A Jot lefs Appetite to feed 5
So that they now agreed to light,
That Man and Horfe might take a Bites
And in that folitary Place
To skulk and tarry clofe fome Days;
Or for fo long a time at leaft,

As.they had Food for Man and Reaft,

Accor-
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Accordingly they ftopp'd theieSpeed,
And each alighted as agreed 5 -

Then fpread upon the mofly Ground
What Fare they in their Snap-fack found;
Made up of d.ainfy Bits good Store,
Which from the Priefts they’d ftoln before s
Whilft thus the Riders fupp’d, the Afs
Found Thiftles, Rozinante Grafs,

And far’d, to recompenfe their Pains;

As well as thofe that rul'd the Reins.

No fooner had the Knight and *Squire
Refrefh’d to both their Heart’s Defire,
But Morphews, God of Sleep, and Sleepers,
Hung leaden Plummets on their Peepers,
And left their filent Clay the Pow’r
To breathand dream, but nothing more:
So Proverb wifely hasexpreft, ’
When Belly’s full, the Bones muft refk:

The
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The Champions, tir'd with long upfitting,
And {curvy Drubbings, worfe than fitting,
Upon their mofly Pillows lay,

In a found Sleep, ’till Break of Day ;

. About which Time the Robber Gines,

Whom they before had loos'd from Chains,
Happen’d to ftrole into the Place

 Where both lay fnoaring on the Grafs,

Having retir'd upon the fame

Account as Sancho thither came,

That he might climb and hidden lye

Beyond the Reach of Hue and Cry,

B'ing forely tir'd, and gall'd to boot,

By travelling fo far on Foot ;

But finding Knight and *Squire were found

Afleep together on the Ground,

He thought it now no Crime to pafs

Away with Sancho's Afs,

Which was, i'th’ Eye of Paffimonte,

?’ better Beaft than Rozinante 3
ol, IL, R “Would
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Would creep thro’ Shrubs, and be content
With harder Fare, where ¢’er he went ;
Would in all Points his Bus'nefs {uit 5
Who therefore mounted Sancho’s Brute,
Pull'd down a Switch to jirk his Hide,
And did away in Triumph ride,
Leaving poor Sancho to bemoan
The Lofs of his beloved Drone,

The Robber {carce had climb’d a Mile,
Thro’ Brakes and Brambles, up the Hill,
E’er Knight and "Squire did both difclofe
Their Eyes, and thake off their Repofe.
Both rifing on their Rumps, to take
A yawning Shrug ’till broad awake 5
Which when they’d done, they gaz'd about
To find their trufty Drudges out.

Poor Rozinante foon appear’d,
Nibbling fhort Grafs beneath his Beard ;
But Sancho mifs'd, to his Surprize,

The Partner of his Cares and Joys,
' Nor
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Nor could he find the ufetul Jade
By all the Searches that he made 5
Which made the’Squire,in {pight of Patiencey
Breathe out the folPwing Lamentations:
O dear Companion of my Life,
The Darling of my Self and Wife,
My Drudge, on whom I could depend,
My Childrens Play-fellow and Friend,
Who would to School in dirty Weather,
Bear, without grumbling, four together §
And ba'ft thou now forfook thy Mafler ¢
O fzd and comfortlefs Difaster!
Dear Sancho, quoth the Knight, abase
Thy Grief, there's no refifting Fate 5
"Tic Folly to bemoan ill Fortune 5
All worldly Comforts are uncertain.
Grief follows Foy, and Gladnefs Sorrow 4 .
Were rich to Day, and poor to Morrow,
What's thisto my unbappy Cafe,
Quoth Sancho, now I've loff my Afsy
R 2 The

& -
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The fweeteft Beaft that fer was rid,

The beft that ever Man befirid 2
Befides, I'm in & Wo'od, God wor,’
And thro' the Thorns muft walk on Foot.
1 bave five 4ffes, quoth the Knight,
At Home, all young, in wholefome Plight 5
Illdraw 2 Bill upon my Niece,
T let thee chufe which three you pleafe,
Provided youw'll no more lament
Tou.r Lofs, which now you can’c prevent.
This kind Propofal of the Don,
The bleeding Heart of Sancho won,
And comforted the mournful *Squire
According to the Knight’s Defire ;-
Who made a Horfe-block of a Stump,
With greater Eafe to mount his Rump
Upon his Steed 5 and when he'ad done,
Like a Scotch Lord, rid proudly on,
Whillt Vaffal-like poor Sancho beat

The thorny Way with horny Feet,
Who
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Who filch’d, without the leaft Sufpicion,
The choiceft Bits of their Provifion,
Which now Don Quixote was {o kind
To carry on his Horfe behind :
So that the Squire, to’s Guts Content,
Far'd richly all the Way he went,
Whilft the bold Knight, with trufty Lance,
The Bufhes beat, in hopes, by Chance,
That he fhould ftart, as Men do Hares,

Some Wolf or Dragon unawares :

At length, to his Surprize, he found
A large Portmanteau on the Ground,
Which he endeavour'd fundry ways
Upon his Weapon’s Point to raife,

But ftill was forc'd to let it drop,

. "Till Sancho ftoop’d, and took it up,
Who felt it weighty, but the Leather
Impair’d and rotted by the Weather ;

So that the *Squire, now big with hope

Of Wealth, tho’ lock’d, foon broke it ope,
R 3 And,
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And, to his Comfort, found therein
Six Holland Shirts, fine, new, and cl.ean,.
With a rich Stock of other Linnen,
¥it for a Noble to be feen in 3
Gloves, Stockins, and, among the reft,
A Purfe of Gold, that pleas’d ‘em beft 5
And fearching to the bottom, found
A Pocket-Book mott richly bound.

Pray, quoth the Knight, band that to ma,
The reft I freely give to thee.

Thank your good Worfbip,quoth the’Squire,
That's full as much as T defire. |
The Booty's parted very fairly ;

I own I love ¢clean Linnen dearly

And Goid I undetftand a litile,

But of a Bagk Jearce know a Tz'ztle.\

Therefore in fbort we're borh poffeft

Of that which fuits our Knowledge befl. .
Right, quoth the Don, the Wifs of Old

Prcferrd Philofopky t0 Gold ;.
" Made
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Made Study their Delight and Pleafure,
“And vahi'd Books much more than Treafure.
Therefore, quoth Sancho, ysu may fee
What Fools we Country Loobies be
For 1 fhould rather chufe, Cotzooks,
One Bag of Gold, than fifty Books. )
A Robb’ry, quoth the Knight, I fear
Hath been of late committed bere
On fome Great Perfon, baving loft
His Way as be this Defart croff. ‘
Quoth Sancho, I/ be bold to fuy
Thieves ftorn to fling their Gold away
They never rob, I dare engage,
To bang their Booty onthe Hedge.
It is not common, I muft own,
For Thieves to do [, quoth the Don.
But bold, perbaps this Pocket-Book
May tell the Owner, let me look.
Then op'ning it, he finds this Sonnet,

And when he’ad por’d fome Time upon it,
R4

He
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He reads the fine Poetick Rapture
"To’s ‘Squire, as if "t'ad been a Chapter.

The God of Love, fitre cannot know

The Pains bis am’rows Slaves endure,
Elfe would the Tyrant burn bis Bow,

Or when be'as wounded, find a Cure.
Tet is it criminal to fay

A God’s unjuft to buman Race,
Tho when be punifbes, we pray

In wain for Pity in Diftrefs.
Therefore fince Heaven is not free

To eafe wy Breaft when I complain,
Death muft the fureft Refuge be

When Life's a Burthen, and a Pain.

Quoth Sancho, ths’ my foollifh Brains
Don’t under[tand thefe chiming Strains,
Ter I proteft they’re pretty Stuff

I like the Gingle well enough,
i Look
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Look farther, Mafter, and you'll chop
At laft upon bis Name, may bap.
With that, Don Quixote, to difcover
. The Ow v, turn’d fome Pages over,
Until he found the foll'wing Letter

In Profe, which now is turn’d to Metre.

Your Falfebood, and my {ad Difpair,
Have burry'd me I know not where,
And fooner will 1 burft with Grief
In Solitude, than [eck Relief.

How could you be, ingrateful Fair,

Of folemn Vows a bafe Betray'’r,

And marry for the Sake of Pelf,

With bim lefs worthy than my Self ¢

Were Vertue by your Sex approv'd,

Inftead of Wealth, I'd been belov'd.

Then bad my Torments been the Fate

Of bim you've blefs'd, becaufe more great, %

Not in bis Vertues, but Eftate. ;
7
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In Beauty yot've the brighteft She,
But black your Irgﬁ'delz’ty.
You feem an Angel by your Eyes, |
Bur prove a Devil in Difpuife.
. However, tho’ I've been betray'd
By your fair Looks, and wretched made,
Your Happinefs Ull not molefi |
By fiveet Revenge, but wifb you bleft,
Whilfi I in Woods and Defarts dwell,

Your wand'ring Lover. So farewel.

The Knight ftill farther fearch’d, but yet
Could no full Satisfattion meet 3
For tho’ the Book was ftuff’d with Songs,
And Letters of difdainful Wrongs,
The Love-fick Author of the fame,
Had to no Scrawl fubfcrib’d his Nane,
So that now, taking it for granted

There was no finding what he wanted,
He
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He bid the lucky Spot farewel,
With Sancho at his Horfe’s Tail,
Searching the Cloak-bag ftill for more,
Altho’ he’ad gutted it before.
By th’ Gold, mfe&ed with an Itch
Of hoping to be made more rich,
The craving Curfe that does attend
The wealthy Mifer to his End,
"Till finding that the worthlefs Skin
Was wholly ftript of all within ;
And then, for fear it thould betray
His Luck, he tofs'd the Cafe away.
So Weafels, who love Eggs fo well,
Suck out the Yolk, and leave the Shell.

Sancho now o’erjoy’d to find,

That his good Stars had been fo kind
To thus reward his Blanket-Tofles,

His Kicks, his Blows, and other Croffes,
Had quite forgot both Afsand Wife,

Thofe dear Companions of his Life A
s
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'As many do thofe Friends that love em,
" When once grown rich,and climb'dabove %m,
Thinkix\lg of nothing, but his Gold
Which he had pocketted untold 5
What a rare Farm he’ad in his Eye 5
And what a glorious Team he’d buy 5
- How many Servants he'd be hiring,
As foon as he had left off *fquiring ;
Wifely confid’ring that he ought
To hufband, with Difcretior, what % :
He had fo very ftrangely got :
For Wealth, that is obtain’d fo oddly,
Is fometimes flung away as madly.
Whilft Sancho’s thick unpolifh’d Skull
Was of thefe Worldly Crotchets full,
The Knight upon more noble Themes,
| Spent all his cogitative Dreams 3
" Gravely expelting, now or never,

To raife his Worfhip’s Fame for ever 5
~ Big
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Big with the Hopes fome Lady fair,
Brought thither from the Lord knowe where,
To beg his Aid, would fhrieking rufh,
Half dead, from thisior t'other Bufh,
With fome fierce Monfter at her Tail,
Large as an Elephant or Whale:
For folitary Woods, and Groves,
Harmonious Birds and chooing Doves,
Do melancholy Thoughts excite,
And raife up Madnefs to the Height.

Whilft they mov’d on, by flow Gradations,
Wrapt up in thefe wild Cogitations, |
Don Quixate happen'd to efpy
A diftant Wretch, that feem'd to fly
From Rock to Rock, oer ftony Crags,
Cloth’d downward from the Wafte in Rags
But naked upwards, with a Hide, ’
By Sun and Wind fo fcorch'd and dry’d,
~That his tani’d Back was better crufted,

Than a Pig's Crackling thorongh roafted 3
‘ His
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His Beard and Hair, for Want of . Comb,
Were matted like a Mop of Thrum,
Having no Garment on, but Britches,
And thofe much broken.in the Stitches.
In this diftracted Plight, he mounted
The Buthes, like a Stag when hunted,
And bounded o’er the Shrubs fo fleet,
As if he'ad Wings, as well as Feet.
~ TheKnight now tew’d his Horfe like mad,
And fpurr'd with all the Heels he had,
Believing this the Man that own'd
The Gold and Linnen they had found 4
‘Therefore the Don purfu’d the fame,
As eager Sportfmen do their Game 3
But Rozinante having loft
His Speed two feven Years almoft,
Made but a very hobbling Chafe,
Tho’ he firove hard to mend his Pace 3
Yet Quixote, having ftill an Itch

To find out this unhappy Wretch, Bid
i
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Bid Sancho range a little wide,
And beat the Wood on tother Side,

Good Lord, Sir, (hould you leave me bere,
Quoth Sencho, I fhould die with Fear s -
I'm fick already, with the Thought
Of parting with the Gold we've got,

And if you from me flir this Day

One Minuze, I fball faint away., |
He's awild Fellow, to be fure 5

What fbould we §a’rzgglc aft’r im for ¢
Since be’s o mad to leave bis Gold,

As well as Bag, for usto bold,

Don't let us now, liks Fools, reflore it
T bim who bas no Value for iz.

He'll then bave Caufe to fay, thar we
Are more out of our Wits, than be
That’s all sbe Thanks we [ball bave for',
And all that we deferve, in [bore 4
Therefore, I fuy, keep clofe the Prize,

Tho be be mad, lez us be wife.
Lm

/
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I'm bound in Honour, quoth the Knight,
Ty do distrefled Morials Right :
The Lofer of the Monsy oughi

To ba'it return’d bim ev'ry Groat

* Or publifbes the foundling Prize,
Is but a Robber in Difpuife.

Ist (o2 quoth Sancho to himfelf ;
But fince I've gov the Purfe of Pelf,
In t'other Pocket I'll take Care
To fink one balf 5 that is but fair.

As thus the confcienticus Don

For be that finds, and never cries, %

And "Squire were talking Pro and Con,
They "{py’d a flowing Brook adjun&,
By which appear’d a Mule defund,
Bridl'd and faddl'd as he lay,

Half eaten up by Birds of Prey.

As they ftood gazing both upon

This fad unfinifh’d Skeliton,

Talline
":“"“'J
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Telling fome lamentable Story,
Apply’d to the Memento mori,
They heard aWhiftling from a Rock,
Like that of Shepherd to his Flock 3
And foon, purfuant to their Thoughts,
They faw a Herd{man tending Goats
Upon a Mouﬁtain, where they graz'd,
Whofe Tc;p was high, by Nature rais'd.
Don Quixote hollow’d to the Goat-herd,
A poor old weather-beaten Dotard,
Who hobbl'd down, with wonted Leifure,
"To know the Champion’s Will and Pleafure,
How now, old Farber, quoth the Knight,
Here's an odd melancholy Sight.
How came this Creature dead, d’ye think 2
It coWld not be for want of Drink.

Rigbt, quoththe Clowns but I mufitellye,
Drink withour Meat, won’s fill the Belly ;
And in thefe Mountains bereabouts,

There's Feed for nothing, but for Goats
Vol II, S Exceptmg
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Excepring Wolves, that prowl and prey
On ather Vermin, lefs than they -
But as to that unfav’ry Beaft,
"T’as lain there dead fix Months at leaft
Was, by ber Mafler, turnd a-drift '
Among thefe barren Hills to (hift
And wanting Fodder, 1 fuppofe,
Became a Pudding for the Crows.
*Tis Wonder that you have not met
The Owner in thefe Mountains yet.

Not we, quoth Quixote 5 bur we found
~ Anold Portmanteau on the Ground.

}fujb, bufb, quoth Sancho, 2l I fay, Sir,
Not & Word more o't Pudding, pray, Sir.

I've fzem, replies the grizly Gaffer,
That Cloak-bag too, but durft not offer
Ty touch it, "caufe I thought, may bap,
It might be laid there for a Trap
That if I'd meddl’d with the Matter,

The Owner might have fworn berea'ter,

3
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I'd pick'd and cull’d the very beft
Of what was in't, and left the reft.
Quoth Sancho, Iecould [ee *twas Leather,
But did not dare to touch it neither,
For fear, as you fay, 1 fbould be -
Unuftly tax’d with Robbery
1 therefore left it where it lay,
For the next Comer by thar Way.
Who Home another’s Deg does bring,
Will bave nought left bim, but the String 5
. And be wh’ about the Neck o th’ Cat
Will bang a Bell, may have a Scraz. \
But can you tell me, quoth the Knight,
The Name of bim that bas the Righs
Toth’ Saddle, Bridle, and the Goods,
Thar thus lie ftatter'd in the Woods 2
We know the Man, replies the Clown,
Bur who be is, be keeps unknown
Many befides my felf bave met him,

That Il engage will ne’er forget bim :
S 2 He
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He lives and [kulks abour berween
Thefe Rocks, and bere is often feen.

Dear Friend,. quoth Quixote, pray be p}m'n,
And give us all the Light you can
DI'm apt to think, that be muft be
Some Prince, or Man of Quality.

All that I know, replies the Swain,
Il freely tell yous, bear me vhen :
Six Months ago, the Moon at full,
" I met this mad Man on bis Mule,
That very Beafl, that flinking lies,
By the Brook-fide, before your Eyes s
~ When be bebeld me on the Brow
O’ tb* Hill, be flopt, asyou do now,
And look’d fo amiable and comely,
Tho’ grown of late fo rough and bomely,
That fince my Chin was young and callow,
Incer bebeld a prettier Fellow.
Dear bamﬁ.Friepd, quoth he to me,
I beg thow'ls be Jo kind and frec, T
. o
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Ty guide me to the lonelieft Place
In all this Roclej Wildernefs.
Quoth 1, according to my Thoughts,
The Cliffs and Copfies bereabouts,
Are, by us Goat-berds, underflood
Y0 be the wildeft of the Wood
Where nothing dwells, but Beafts of Prey,
And Frogs and Toads, as bad as they,
Among the Shrubs, nor any Fowls
Upon the Trees, but Bats and Owls.
To which be anfwer’d, I'm conten:
I thank ye, and away be went,
Leaving not only me, alas!
But other Goat-berds near the Place,
To wonder at bis fine Apparel,
And courtly Breeding, av bis Farewel.

Thus be appeard at firft, and then
We faw bim not I know not when,
*Till a young Fellow, fome Months after,
The Hufband of my eldefi Daughter,

93 Chanc’c

]

&
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Chanc’d to be 5ringing, on bis Aﬁ!
Provifions to this very Place
And as be came along, out rufbes
My Gentleman from yonder Bufbes,
In Rags and Tatiers, zmzszzra
Casches my Son by Head and Ears
And when be’ad thraf’d bim three times more
Than e’er the Rogue bad been before,
He flies, and with impatient Clutches,
The Vittuals off the Afs ke [natches ;,'
And the’ *twas beavy, throws it erofs
His Back, as Reynard does a Goofe,
And trips away the Lord knows wloz't;’:)et;
As light as if *Cad been a Featber,

Hea;;ing thefe Tidings, we agreed
To fearch the Thickets where be bid.
Accordingly we rang’d about
The Wood next Day, to find bim out.
At length, within a bollow Tree

We chand’d to peep, and there fute be,
- Whe
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Who very calmly left bis Den,
And gravely talk'd like other Men 5

But look'd [o taster’d, and [o torn,
S0 fun-burnt, frowzy, and forlorn,
That all by which we knew the Wretch,
Were the Plufb Rags about bis Breech.
No fooner was be fally'd ou:

His rotten Oaken Touch-wood Hus,
But be began, and made a Speech,

In Courtly Words, beyond my Reach,

Begging that none of us would wonder -

At the grear Hardbips be was under,
Since ‘twas a Pennace laid upon
His Perfon, for the Ills be'ad done.

We afk’'d bim who be was, and what ¢
But be refusd to tell us thas.

We then defir'd to knew bis Bounds,
And where be chiefly took bis Rounds,
That we might bring or fend bim Food,

Left be foould perifb in the Waod'
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Or that be'd afk us, when be wanted,
For Viftuals, and it fbould be granted 5
And that be'd not attempt, by Force,
To plunder Servant, Afs, or Hof_ﬁ-.

For that be thank'd us ev'ry one,
Beg’d Pardon for the Wrong be’d done 4
And promis'd, when be flood in need,
For Time to come, be'd afk bis Bread.
This faid, be flarted, then be flope,
And down ameng the Bufbes dropt
Stard, without winking, at the Skies,
Then faatchingly be clos'd bis Eyes s
But fuddenly look'd up again,

And grinn’d as if in deadly Pain
Clutch’d bard bis Fifts, and flernly knit
His Eye-brows, and bis Lips be bit 3
Then flarting with a nimble Bound,
Sprang up at once from off the Ground
And like p Bear or Lyon vex'd,

Flew ar the Goat-berd that was nexr,

Crying
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Crying out, Ferdinand, thou Traytor s
Tll have thy Heart, thou luftful Satyr s
That bad not all thofe, few enough,
¥ell timely on, totake bim off,
With Bites and Blows, as fierce as Thunder,
He ad kill'd the Fellow that was under.
Then flinging from us, tript away
Oer all that in bis Paflage lay 4
And bounded o'er the brambly Grounds,
Like 2 wild Buck before the Hounds
So that one Ferdinand, for certain,

Has been the Caufe of bis Misfortune s
For when be lifted up bis Hand,

He cry'd, Thou Villain, Ferdinand,
I'l] tear thy Bowels with my Teeth,
And prefs and torture thee to Death.
Thus fometimes far a while be'd prove
As mild and barmlefs as a Dove,
Then of a Sudden rend and tear,

And grow as wild as Wolf or Bear

e
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We tbercfore now intend to wateh bim,
© And bind bim, if we can but catch bim,
That we by Force may lead bim over
Thefe Mountains, unto Almadover, -
In Hopes bis Face, tho overgrown
With fbagged Hair, may there be known,
And that bis wild diftratied Mind,
In Time fome Remedy may find.
And now I've plainly laid before ye
The whole uncomfortable Story.

The Knight, uneafy to difcover
The Cave of this fame favage Lover,
Thank’d the old Goat-herd for his Tale,
And fpurr'd his Horfe away Pell-mell,
Refolving now to beat about, .
?Till he had found this Hermit out,
Accordingly he bang'd the Bufhes,
And rid thro’ Swamps of Flags and Rufhes
Over this Hedge, and t'other Ditch,

‘With Sancho grunting at his Breech,
- Like
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Like a Foot Hunt{-man running a’ter
The opning Dogs thro” Wood and Water,
As ev’ry Knave delights, we fee, |
To worry thofe as bad as he
So one poor Lunatick is glad

To chafe another full as mad,

CANTO XXXIV.

The Knight does with the mad Man meet,
And kindly they each other greet s |
They talk a while, at length they quarrel,
The Hermit beats, and bids’em farewél.‘

T HE Knight now eager of his Game,

Beat ev'ry Copfe to which he came,
Whilft Senchs, who had Reafon for't,
Curs'd both the mad Men in his Heart,
And now began to forely mifs
That trufty Afs which bnce was his. A
t

L v
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At length, as they were ranging through
A Plat where Thorns and Brambles grew,
In the moft folitary, rude,
And defart Part of all the Wood,
Up ftarts the mad Man bolt upright,
Not many Paces from the Knight 5
And, at that Jun&ure, being free
From his accuftom’d Lunacy,
The tattey’d Wretch came gravely on,
With coutteous Mein, to meet the Don,
Who feeing that, difmounts, to pay
The like Civility half Way,
Kindly faluting frantick Brother,
As one Beau Courier does another.
No (ooner had they hugg'd and kifs'd,
Like Lovers ready for the Prieft,
And tofs’d their Heads from Ear to Ear,
As if they clofely whifp'ring were 3
But the wild Vagrant of the Wood,

Withdrew one Step from whence he ﬁoog, 1
n
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“And clapping both his Hands upon

‘The Shoulders of the weaker Don,

“With a ftrong Wreftler’s upright Grace,
He ftares the Champion in the Face 5
‘\Not with Intent to ftrike or throw him,
“But view his Phiz, in Hopes to know him,
‘Wond'ring as greatly to behold

“So ﬂrange a Knight in Armour old,
“Whofe rufty Scales, and batter'd Flaws,
Gave t’other Lunatick fome Caufe

"To take the odd-look'd Don to be

‘A Mountaineer, as well as he 5

“And that he rid fo girt about

“With Arms, to find {ome Rival out,

- When thus the Anch’rite of the Wood,
“ His Steel-bound Vifiter had view'd,

‘He calmly quits the Hold he’ad got,
“Aud crys, Dear Sir, 1 know you not.
Pray tell me bow you came to fleer

| . .
Tour Courfe into thefe Mountains bere 2

| Mo
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Mof? noble Sir, replies the Don,
Who lives in Peace, and reigns alons,
As bearded Knight of all thefe Rocks,
Whofe Title's printed in your Looks,
Huving beard often of your Fame,

Ty feck you out, I hisher came,
In Hopes to learn the bidden Caufz
That from your Palace thus withdraws

Your troubl'd Soul, to figh and grieve,
Where none can your Diflref; relieve s
1 therefore beg you would impart

The painful Secrets of your Heart,
That 1 ﬁme Jpeedy Means may find

To pleafe and eafe your tortur'd Mind y
Which I, by this viftorious Arm,

Do firmly promife to perform 5 -

Orif in the dstemps I fail,

And no Endeavours will avail,

Thefz Rocks fhall evermore incloje

My [elfy as Partner of your Woes
- With
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With you T'll dwell, and frankly bear,
In all your Difcontents a Share
Add ’em to mine, that you may fee
Your Sorrow’s far out-mourn’d by me,
That my Misfortunes, by their Weight,
May caufe your Wrongs to feem lefs great s
As the Sun's Brightnefs takes away
The Light of other Stars by Day.

1 thank you for your Love : But, Sir,
Replies the hungry Forefter,
Negleét of eating , makes me faint 5
If you bave Food, relieve my Want ’
For no Man's able to diftourfe well,
Whilft bis Guts grumble for a Morfel.

With that, Don Quixote did unty
The Bag, and gave him a Supply 5
Which, like a Tyger, he devour'd,
And cranch’'d the Bones without 2 Word,
‘Till the {weet, timely, welcome Scraps,

Had fill'd his Guts, and tir’d his Chaps ;
Then
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Then beck’ning to the Knight and *Squire,
He led ’em down we know not where,
Into fome neighb’ring pleafant Place ;
And when he’ad quatted on the Grafs,
Now, Sz'r," faid he, if you would know
The Caufes of my prefent Woe,
Sit down by me, and I'll declare
The Suff’rings T am fore’d to bear 5
But you muft promife not to [peak
One Word or Syllable, to break
The Chain of that unbagpy Story,
Which I'm about to lay before ye
For @bi{ﬂ youw're filent, I'll go on,
When interrupted, I bave done 5 ,-
For I'd be quick, becaufe I bate
The curs’d Remembrance of my Fate.
" This Caution put the Doz in Mind
Of Sancho’s Tale, half left behind,
Becaufe he had not Pow’r to hold

His Silence *till the fame was told 5
. So
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So that he nbw ‘more firmly hung
A heavier Padlock on his Tongue,
Refolving not to {peak a Word,
*Till he the whole Difcourft had heard.
- Now, quoth the tatterd frantick Lover,
Al my Misforcines I'J difcover 5
Attend, with Patience, what I [ay,
. And afk no Queftion by the Way.

My Name, which you defire to know,
I own to be Cardenio :
In Andalufia was I born,
Of noble Race, tho’ now forlorn :
My Parents living vich and great,
Tho' 1 their Son unfoirtmmte‘.
Within that City where I firft
Drew Bréath, and tenderly was nurs'd,
There alfo the divinely bright
Liucinda firf} -bebeld the Light,
Whefe Beauty, tho it gives us 79,

Like Helen's, “iwould mﬂame a Troy.
Vol IL Kear
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Near to each ather were we bred,
In early Days together play'd,
"Till infant Lave [prang up apace,
And found in both our Hearts a Place :
There gemly fmother'd for a Time,
But blaz'd too fiercely in our Prime,
That our kind Fondnefs of each other
Alarm’d ber Father and ber Mother
Who, jealous of our Youth, foon afier
Forbid my Vifits to their Daughter.
Ito ber Fatber then applyd,
To beg Lucinda for my Bride 5,
Unable thus to-live remov’d

From ber 1 [0 ador'd and lov'd.

At my Requeft, be firft fate thoughiful,
Then made an Anfwer véry doubiful s
However, told me I fhould rather
Apply my [elf to my own Fathér,

And beg of bink to come and treat

Of an Affair of fo much Weigh,

If"'id;
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With this Advice, I Home return’d,
And our unbappy Abfence mourn'd,
Refolving, by the Help of Heaven,
To take the Counfel be bad given 4
But going with Defign to move
My Father to approve my Love,
I found bim leaning in bis Chair,
And reading with a joyful Air.
Cardenio, cries the good old Man,
Then rifing, to the Window ran,
Here's bappy News for thee, my Boy,
That gives thy aged Father Fop.
This Letter's from the Duke Ricardo,
Who tells me be bas often beard bow
Obedient you to me have been, -
And what a comely courveous Mein -
You fbew to cthers, and bow free
You are of all Debauchery,

That be requires youto be gone

Wish Speed unto bis eldeft Son,
) 2 As
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As a Companion, and affures
They both will ferve you to their Porw'rs.
This Letter to my Fathér fent,
- Quite interrupted my Intent,
And render’d bim unfic to mind,
Or me to fpeak what I defign’d,
But thoughe the prudent’ft way, was rather
T’ acquaint Lucinda and her Father
*With what bad happen'd, and to give ber
My folemn Vows to ne’er deceive ber 5
Which pleas’d the youthful charming Dame,
And caus’d ber to return the fame
Her Fathér giving me bis Honotr
To never force & Match upon ber.

When thus betroth’'d, to eafe our Fears,
We pérted, but alas ! in Tears.

I now prepar’d to wait upon
The Duke Ricardo and bis Son,
From whom I bad a friendly kind
Reception fusited to my Mind 5 ‘

g I’[pecially



(277)

P fpecially was entertain'd
So courteoufly by Ferdinand
The fecond Son, that Friendlbip grew
Each Day [o faft between us two,
That ev’ry Secrer of bis Breaft
And mine, we mutually poffeft.
He told me all bis am'rous Leagues,
His yourbful Frolicks, and Intrigues
How be debauch'd a Grafier's Daughter,
And left the beauteous Dam’fel a'ter,
Tho’ be bad brought ber lovely Charms,
By Vows of Marriage, to bis Arms.

Thefe Freedoms tempted me, alas!
T'o open my unbappy Cafe
Alfo to fhew bim, at a Window,
The Beanty of my fair Lucinda.
Aftonif'd at fo blef5'd a Sight,
He gaz'd with Wonder and Delight,
And vow'd ber Features brighier far

Than the Sun, Moon, or Ev'ning- Star.
T3 Now
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Now ev'ry Step be mov'a along,
Lucinda’s Name was made lois.Song 5
And ev’ry.ffudy d, am'rous Phrafe
He [poke, was in ber Beaury’s Praife.
I now repented, tho too late,
I'd fbewn bim fuch tc’ﬂzptz;ng Buir, -
On whom no Mortal Eye could caft
A Look, but muft defire to tafie
But [iill was willing to fi[pend
Diftruft of fich a gen'rous Friend 5
Nor could my partial Soul forefee
Lucinda’s Infidelizy,
"Till finding my uneafy Breaft,
At length, with Doubts and Fears appreft,
I fet a-part a certain Day
To fieal from Home, that I might pay
A Vifit to the faireft She,
I° acquaint ber with my Fealoufy 5
And, bj frefo Vows and Proteftations,

Renew our former Obligations

i f@."
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For female Oaths no longer bind,
Than new ones keep the old in Mind.

When 1 to fair Lucinda came,
. I found ber Temper ftill the fame,
Pleafing ber[elf with the Romance -
Of the twelve famous Peers.of France,
By which, upon a little Table
There lay anotber ancient Fable,
Containing many [irange Exploiss
Perform’d long fince by Errans Knighes.

How! quoth the Don 5 and does the Lady
Make Books of Erranmizy ber Study 2
Forgetving be was hound to bold
His Tongue il all the Tale was vold.
Then am I certain fbe is fair,
And chafte as Gods or Angelsare s
Kmd, conﬁmzt, éé;z’e’r’a’m, and wife,
And all that’s good beneath the Skies
Deferving of that Love and Dz@ |

Tou owe to ber illuftrious Beauty. .
T 4 Whilft
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Whilft Quixore thus run rambling Rl .
Cardenio hung his Noddle down, :

L

And in a fullen Pofture fate;.
To hear his Brother mad Man prate,
Ne'er interrupting what he faid,
Or ftirgping his attentive Head,
"Till weary of the Den’s long Rattle,
More tirefome than a Goflip’s Tattle,
At length he gave a fudden Flounce,
And ftarted from his Paufe at once 5 ..
Rut on a threat’ning ftern Grimace, .
And ftaring Quixore in the Face,
Cry’d, He's e Dog, that dares to fay
Snapfuds the Barber never lay ; §
With the fair Queen Madafitma,
"Ts a falfe fsandalous Report 5
: Tbat cut-émm' Rogue was néer at Cou;'t:
Befides, can you believe, {aid he,
A Lady of that kigh Degree,

2-\‘: 5

- Rich,

-
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- Rich, beauteous, great enough by Birth
- To bed the prondefi Prince on Earib,

| Would fall upon ber Royal Back,

| To pleafe a Draw-tooth Dog, a ,ngck 2
“ O fye ! and be that daresto [uy,

| That fuch a Scoundrel ever lay,

Kifi’d, bugg’d, or mingl'd Legs or Thighs
With that fair Queen, I fay be lies,

“‘ And ready am, by Day or Night,

Arm’d or unarm’d, to do ber Right,

And make the Rafeal, with my Sword,
‘Retraét bis Scandal ev'ry Word.

“‘ Cardenio ftar’d upon the Don,

‘To hear him thus run, rambling on,

And growing downright mad befide,

To find himfelf fo much defy'd,

Dropt of a Sudden nimbly down, -

“‘,And fnatches up a mighty Stone,

:With which he gave the Knight fuch Slaps

Upon his thin unwary Chaps, - .
ik : That
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That dowirhe tambl'd with the Blows
Receivd about his Eyes and Nofe 5
At Sight of which,. the trufty *Squire,
Inflam’d with Honour, and withIre, = '
Fell on as fiercely-as a Tyger,
To fhew his Valour, and his Vigor.; .
But mad Cardenio, with his Storie,
Gave Sancho’s Snot-galls fuch a Con,
"Fhat laid him flat upon-his Back,
Half dead the very lirlt Attack,
"Then trod his Bowels, without Quarter, -
Like Country Labfret'-treading Mortar, -
Thus beat ‘em both 3. and when he’ad'done,
Among thé-Meuntains hopping rur, - “
Leaving his Victims full of ‘Sadnefs,
Mo mourn their Folly, anhd his Madnefs.

Thus he that foolifhlifierirages -
A mad Man, and the {arii¢ erigages,
Will, td‘h’l‘s Sliameo well beaten Be,' s

Except himfelf’s as-mad as he,
- CANTO
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CANTO XXXV
- The Knight does Pennance in the Mountains,
Among the Defart Rocks and Fountains

Sends, on bis Horfe, away
To vific fair Dulcinea.

~ HEKnight nowproud,tho’almoft kill’d;
T To be left Mafter of the Fleld
Refolv'd within himfelf to put,

In fpite of Bumps, the beft Side out,
Accordingly he made a Bound,

And {prang from off the moify G'round
Mounted at once his Rozinante,

As nimbly as a Youth of twenty,

And with poor Sencho at his Stern,
Rid off without the leaft Concern s
Suff’ring the mad Man’s fturdy Blows,
As blue as Damfens round his Nofe,
To interrupt his Worthip’s Eafe,

No more than Bites of Gnats or Fleas 5
‘ The
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Tho’ Sancho’s more impatient Brain,
As well as Guts, fill felt the Pain,

Now over craggy Hill and Dale, |
With Sangbo grumbling at his Tail,
The Champion rid, but ne’er expreft |
One Word in Earneft or in Jeft,
Whilft the poor *Squire trampoos'd on Foot,
Betwixt a Gallop and a Trop
Fatigu'd the more for Want of Chatting,
Becaufe his chief Delight was Prating
Yet durft not, for his Ears, be breaking
His Mafter’s Silence by his fpeaking,
Becaufe he had before forbid him, _
And for the famg ill Manners chid him,
However, after many Pufhes
Thro’ Bryars, Splathes, Bogs, and Buthes,
Sancho grew tird with too much walking,
As well as with too little talking ;
And now refolv'd to give his Tongue

Refrefhment as he went along, :
That
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That the ftill Member might be eas’d,
Let’s Mafter take it as he pleasid ;
Accordingly, in doleful Tone,
He thus began, and fo went on.

I pray your Worfbip, that yow'd give
Your Bleffing, and vouchfafe me Leave
To quit this bum-drum filent Life,
And to return to Joan my Wife,

My Children, and my brindle Cow

For Home is Home, 1 find it now 5

There I in Chimny-nook can chat,

And tell old Tales of this and that 5
When weary, prattle with my Joan,

Who never wants two Words for one

But bere I follow at }—'our Back,

As if you were a Lanthorn-Jack,

Thro’ Woods and Mountains, foul or fair,
Oer Disches, and the Dev’l knows where,
And when all’'s done, muft be affeard

To make my Moan, or [peak a Word.
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I néer kept Dog, althoe’ I've two,
Or Cat, buz what might bark or mew;
My very Afs tha’s Boll'n away,
You know, bad always Leave to bray.
*Tis therefore bard that, at my Age,
I, who am Valles, *Squire, and Page,
Afver fuch Thumps, “till Back and Block
Are knotted like a Crab-tree Stock,
Should thus rur dangling at your Breech,
And be denyd the Ufe of Speech !
I fay, no Flefb and Blood is able
To live, and tros thro' [0 much Trouble, %
Without a listle Bibble Babble.

Tunderftand you, quoth the Don s
1 know thow'rt utzvc‘r vight in Tune,
But when thy éraﬁrg Tongue is free
To exsrcife. at: faculy :
Therefore, to. cq[o thy Pain, L'll grant,
For once, the Kigerty you wams, = .

Provided
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Provided that the fame (ball carry
No farther Term than while we tarry
Within this folitary Mount,
Where Talk may vurn to fome Account.

A Mateh, quoth Sancho, I agree.
Well, now my Tongue's at Liberty,
As my old Grannum us'd to fay,
Whilft the Sun fbines, let's make our Hay,
Then, fince yoive granted me my Speech,
Anfwer one Queflion, I befeech.
What Need bad you to roar and thunder
About Queen Maxima, I wonder,
And to provoke o Monfler’'s Wrath,
"Till the wild Fury beat us both 2
Suppofe (be bad & Mind totry
The Barber's Wafb-balls, by the Bye,
Whether they'd lather well or nor,
Pray what bad you to do with that 2.
Befides, bad youno Novice taken, -

Ve had not only fuv’d our Bason,
Bur
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 Bit beard, os jou defir'd, the whole
Long Sto#s of bis Cock and Bull s

And my posr Gurs niuft be, Pox take ber
Trampl'd, like Dow, by bare-foot Baker.

Quoth Quixote, baﬁ thou ever feen

Or read of this illuftrious Queen 2

Tou would bave then confefs’d I'd bad -
Much Patience, tho’ ber Foe was mady
That I forbore to ab the Mouth

That dain’'d ber Honour with Untruth.
"Twas bafe Doftrution to affert

So vile and faufy a Report :

For this fame Barber and Chirurgeon,
Call’d by the Ignorant, a Surgeon,
Known by the Name Elizabat,

Was a [pruce Blade, I tell you thai §
Drew Teeth,.let Blood, and grew, at length,
Famous for Wifdem, and for Strength ;
Shav'd all the Lords, bled all the Ladies,

And tun’d bis Cittern on bis Play-days 5
Mad

4
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Made Beauty-Wafbes for the Face,
. And Merkins for another Place.
Befides all thefe, be was 2 great
Projettor in Affairs of State.
For thefe Accomplifbments, which few
In any Age arvive unio,
And for bis foothing fiwveet Bebaviour,
The Queen advanc’d bim to ber Favour
And thus difcov’ring, by Degrees,
His Parts and greas Abilities,
Made bim not only ber Phyfician,
But ber chief privy Politician,
With whom, becaufe fbe found bim wife,
Ske’d in ber Clofer oft advife
But as to that Reproach upon ker,
About the [taining of ber Homour,
I ever did, and f1ill will fay,
Arm’d or unarm'd, by Night or Day,
They're lying Villains, whe aceufe ber,

And that they wrongfully abufe ber «
Vol1L. 7 i s



(290)

Nor would the Knight o'tk Rack bave faid
So much, unlefs he bad been mad.

Thar's it, quath Sensko to the Don 4.
You now have bit the Nail, F owp ¢ -
- But who the Dei)il, in bis Wirs,
Would mind a mad Man, in bis Fits,
Except ke would be thought to be
As mad 47114 defperate as be # ,

Itel] thee, Sancho, a5 @ Friend, ..
We Knights, quoth Quixote, muft defend
Al vertuous Ladies of Renown,
Up from the Pig-&y tothe Throne
Much morg the Hanour of @ Queen,
So wife, [o beanroons, end [erene,
Whofe Patience, und_@_r ber Misfortuns,
And Bozm‘z:y, is enough, for certain, %
To bide all Faulty bebind the Curtain,
I therefore fwear this Sgord of mine .
Shall cleave the ¥ilain dewn the Chine,

- That
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That durft fomuch as thivk or fy . -
Elizabat, the Barber, lay~ - ' §
With that good Queen Madafima.
Quoth Sanicho, may I bang my Brother;
If 1think one Way or the ather
May thofe that tell a Lie for me
About ber Honour’s Honefly,
Like Dogs, that to their Vomit rum,
Be bownd to eat it, when they've done.
I never lpve to thruft, in Troth,
My Nofe into another’s Broth s
Or let 2 Falfbood drop, for fear
The Trurh foould on my Back appear.
I'mno fuch Fool, that is as "twas,
To buy and fell, and live byt Lofs.
Let bim that owns the Cow, in fine,
Tape ber by 1l Tail, [be’s ning of mine
Naked inia the World I camic,
And muft go.sut the very fume . s
V- - Many
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Many feek Wooll; that oft veturn
ik:'z'tb their ows Bodiss poorly fborn =
S Things begin, before they're ended,
A little faid’is foon amended :
Good begets Good, and Evil Evil,
*Tis finful to belie the Devil :
A tartling Tongue won’t wear a Padlock,
And bé's a Fool that prays for bad Luck :
Mifunderfandings oft breed Lies,
Bur a clofe Mourh will cateh no Flies.

Good Heaven! Why,Sancho,quoth theKnight,
Thy Senfes fure cannot be righe.
What a mix’d Catalogue of Stuff
Is there 2 Thow're frantick fure enough.
Pritbee, my Friend, forbear to utter
Thy mufly Proverbs for the future,
That bang as awkwardly togetber,
As Pot-books, bigh-crown'd Hat and Father.
Be modeft, talk wo more of Things

Tt appertain to Quoens or Kings
But
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But yule thy Tongue, and let it be
Thy Care to ferve and follaw me ,
And pray remember ev’'ry Matter
I bave dome, do, or [ball berea’ter,
Hath agreed, does, and fhall agree
With the good Laws of Chivalry.

Aye, Sir, quoth Sancho, pray by whas
Good Law do *Squires trampoofe on Foot
Thro* defart Woods, where nothing grows,
But Brambles, Bufbes, Bogs, and Sloughs,
And plaguy thorny Shruks, enough
To rend & Hide that’s made of Buff 2
What Law, I beg your Worfhip, fays,
That we muft run this wild Goofe Chace
Afier a mad Man who, by Lz’z}{;},

Has bang’d us to fome Tune already ;
And if we find bim, ten to ene

Will finifhs whar be bas begun 2

1 do not mean bis long Difecourfe

About the roafting of a Horfe,
Ug Bur
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But that tha Kavté will curry wso'er- -
Much worfz.chin be bas done befdre s
He's thereforé but a foolifh ﬁfamta",
That bunts what’; bester loff than found;

Prithee forbear, replies the Knight,
I tell thee thou'rt miflaken quite - '
*Tis ntot the mad Man I purfue s
1 bave much nobley Game in View.
TheTafk I muft pe;fdfm‘ m;}ong |
Tirefe Mountiiins, thou (bal' know €er long,
“Tis fuch that will, I'm ﬁ;}e, proclaim,
Thro’ all the W orld, my rifing Fame,
And raife meto a Pitch of Glosy,
Beyond the greateft Knight in Story.

Won't this' Adventure, quoffl the *Squire,
Be out o'tk Erying-pan, ineo th’ Fire,
And prove more dangerous than that
We were of late fo worfled at 2

No, ¢rys the Knight, thou ﬂém’ﬁ not fear

Kick, Cuff, gr Blankez, 1 guer 5
Yet
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Y.t Fortune, if - fbe’s angry, may.
Fling Difappoinitments in our Way 5
But what 1 now forthwith intend,
Will onthy Diligence depend. ~ - ., .
In Troth, quoth Sancho, Iconfefi,
Thas makes me like iv but the lefs,
I'mean, fays Quixote, if yoit make
A Poft-boy's Expedition back
From whence I dm dbout to [eud,
My Pain will fooh b& i an End 5
And then my Gloty will arife,
Bright as the Sum in Eaftern Skies
Thro® the whole Werld diffufe its Splendor,
Whillt Mortals wonder at my Ghahdenr. -
Quoth Sancho, I'm agog to know
To whom, and whither Imuft go, .
1 wifb the Fourney and Deflgn - ==
May anfwer both yeur End and vrine.
Since thew'rt to bear a friendly Parr,

Il open, queth the K%'ght,- my Hears,
. 4

And
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And make thee privy to the. grand - .
Adventure I bave now in Hamdy .. |
Know then, the walorsus Andadis;

So bonour'd both by Lords wnd. Ladier,
Was deem'd the moft accoriphflbd Knight

That & er drew Sword in bloody. Fight 5

Beauty's true Championy varely fkilld. -
To take the Chamber or the-Ficlds -

Therefore, as Bainters, who defiré
Ty rife in Excellence flilf bigher,
Copy, with an attentive Mindy -
The beft Origingls they fimskz
So the like Matho# ovght tabe "~
Obferv’d by Kpights in Errdntry.

Old Homer mahes bis brate Mlyfles -

The Pattern of beroick Grizidss
And Virgil wifely lets s fee. as.
Exemplar Vertwes in Fineagy = ..

But not an ancient. Greek-orsTrojan, .

Of whom old Paets salk f4 wiuch o,

Could
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Could Zer fhine equal with the bright
Amadis, thar puiffant Knight, -

Who kill’d more Dragons, fav'd more Maids,
Nay, flic’'d off more grim G]ant:.AHeaa'.r,
And won more Viltries, than a Heft
Of bearded Grecians éer could boaft 5
Therefore Amadis I prefer

To all Men, asmy Polar Star 5

To bim I/l turn to for bis Worth,

As the touch’'d Needle to the North.
He, of all Worthies, was moft Greas,
And bim alone Il imitate,

*Till I become the very [ame

In all bis Vertues, and bis Fame,

Now, you muft know, in ancient Days,

The Means Amadis usd to raife
Himfelf above all other Knights,

Was, running quite befide bis Wits, -
And doing Pennance on 2 Rock

Frequented by no Herd or Flock 5
Changing
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Changing tha Nuthe be bad byfore,
To that of Lovély and Obfeure,
Al this be did, to fbew bix Rain
For Oriang’s proud Difdaing -
In Hopes thereby that [be might fee
His faithful Love and Conflancy 5
Far fbe was flighting, to bér Blame,
Or elfe be thoughs [0 5 skat's she fame.
Now, Sanchoy I'm refolv'd 5o be .
As wretched amdras taad 28 b2 5
And on thiefo Mountains; for my fair.
Dulcinea pine, whingy rave; and tears -
Sing Songs, make Verfes, grin and chatter,
Frifk, caper, feed on Grafsy drink Water 5
And thus, by imitating bim,
Win all the gisldy World's Efleem,
And from Dulcinea’s Eyes obiain
A Flood of Tears, to drownmy Paing. -
For 'tis a Tafk of much more Eafe, . ..

 To oopy that Greas Knight in thefa .
e Hard
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Hard Suff'rings, thanto imitate
His other Deeds fo truly great,
In cleaving Dragons at a Blow,
And Gyants down from Head to Toe,
Routing whole Armies.in the Field,
And forcing mighty Flsets to yield,
Breaking all Spells and magick Pow'rs,
And taking frong enchanted Tow'ss 4
Therefore finge thefe tall Mountsins bere,
Where neitber Goaty nor Sheep appear
Blefs iy a/}mng aStive Mind
With Opportunity fokind,
1 find my Qenius ready fort,” "
And muft and will go mad, in fhors.

Thus great Méns Faults are ﬂaﬁaixlg Rules
For crafty Knaves and giddy Fools.

Bxt, Sfr, quoth Sancho, 7 Suppofe
This *Madis bad fubflantial Coufe
For perching on 2 Rock alone,

Like an old Eagle on a Sqne 5
- ' | Mey
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Maj hap bis froward Mifrefs maa'e biin
Run mad, by fome ill Trick fhe. pldj’d bim :
Buz pray, what ill-condition'd Shrew .
Has fuortedup ber Sontost gow? .
No Lafs, T hope, bas pof'da Child
Upon you : Wy, [hould oy run wild ¢,
1 bope thas modeft Pieog, my Lady
Dulcin‘ea,‘ no [uch Game bas playd ye ;.
Her Ionggenie, T've beard you [0, .
Ne Flefb alive coyld sempt é/ira_y 5 ' v
- Why then jbould 1you turn Cat qf Mount ain,
To lap the Drippings of afountam,
When' drowthy, and to Farve your Gut.r

With Black-berries and T/agﬁle Roots, . .

When. Mzu(am éy jour own R.f;latzon,l

Has given ggu Worfbip ng Occafin?.
So muck the better, quetly the Knight,
That foe bas.yeas d me withng Slight =, -~ -

Who'd run diftratie d for-a G’reature,-
Thav’s full of notbing but ill.N. ature 2.

The
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The greater Pains fbe takes to Srow

Her Love, the madder T fémﬂd :7"% :

And rave the more, ’kv’it}azzDe/{gn. -

To make ber fenfible of - mine.

Should fhe prove fecrnful, crofs, or trickifb,
And give me Reafons to be freakifh, . '
Then fhould I madly go-befide

My Wits, the Compliment’s defiroyd s

For that @bicb'makes the Obligatié"n,

L, to run mad without Occafion.

"Tis bur finall Favour, to be fure,

To do what we've Reafon for 5 -

True Love appears the ﬁ?oﬁ:,’ no Douh,. .

In Favours that ave [hewn without 5 -
Therefore I tell thee, Sanchio, thougly -
Dulcinea’s faithful, f'rought T know,

Iwill (fince now I am inclin'd Ira’t;}" o
Go mad, becaufe I bave'a 'Mz')zd‘to"‘t;é:* -
For abfent Lovers bind the Fairs =~

More fafs, by Hardhips dbur theybak, ™ -
' / Nay,
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Nay, Sir, replics the ‘Squire, I knotw,

If yow're refolu'd, it muft be fo 5

Bur whilft you're raving.on the Mountain,

W here muft I run a 7ilé’ry~bunting 2

Thou muft, replies the Knight, zeftride

My Horfe, and to Dulcinea ride, . .

And bumbly give into her white

Extended Hand, whar 1 ﬁall write 3

And if, when thou return'fl, I find

Her Anfwer comfortably kind,

My Senfes ‘twill at once reftore,

And 1 [ball give my Pennance o'er 5

But fbould ber flony Heart rejel

My Love, and treat me with Neglef,

I'd overwheln my Soud with Sadnefs,

And climb the Pinnacle of Madnefs.
But bold a listle, thou ba'ft got

Mambrine's Helmet 5 ha'ff thou nat ¢

I think I faw thee t vther Day
Take’s up, mhen basser d.in the Fray,

« . .Nof’l
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New 1 fuppofe, quoth Senche grinning,
Your Worfbip's Madnefs iz beginning 5
For none, except bereaf of Reafim,
Could thus miftake & Rarber's Bafon 5
For if youtalk at this fame Rate, -
When you've no Frenzy in your Pate,
"Twould make one think your winning Kingdams,
And giving Crowns, and mighty Thingdams
To your poor°Squire, were all, in fbort,
But Flams to make your Worfhip Spert.
"Tis true, I've got the batter'd Mettle, .
And kin it is toGrannum's Kettle,
1 think to hamn'r qus thefe Abufes,
And keep it for ivs proper Ules.
A Helmet, fayye, if you'd fwear it,
Tis bur @ Bafon, I declare it 57~ v
4nd after all your mighty Fortwne.
To win it, *tis- b Brafs; for cestidim

Poor filly Hiretgh, the Don xéplies,
Tbou fee /i not with - Knight Errans's Eyes 3%

e ] Ir
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It may & Bafon feem to thee, .
But ’tis 2 Helmet unto mes -
Thar’s a raxe Faculty vas got,
T’ appear to ‘gthers what *tis not 5
*Tis varnifb’d with & certain Qintment,
That bides its Vertues, by Incbantment,
From all but thofe who are impow'r'd
To win it fairly by the Sword ;
No Mortal elfe, that lives on Earth,
Can fecits Figure, or its Worth.
To me tis Gold, to thee ’tis Brazen s
To me a Helmet, thee a Bafon s
And to the next Man you fbould bring,
Perbaps ‘twould fzem another Thing :
For fhould. the wealthy Trophy [hine
As bright in all Mens Eyes as mine,
The jarring World would all arife,
And quarrel. for the glorious Prize.
As Greece and Troy fell out, and [pils

Their Blood about one beauteous Filt 5 *
1 Therefore
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Therefore, by my Commands, you're bound
To keep the Helmet [afe and found
For when T do my Freaks begin,
I f5all firip naked to my Skin s
Anid therefore [ball no Armour need
For either Body, or my Head,
Refolving to do all I can do,
T out-brave the Fury of Orlando,
As well as paviently exceed
The Pennance thar Amadis did.
As fome Mens Vice do others taint,
So Madnefs thrives by Precedent,
Thefe wild Difcourfes, Pro and Con,
Brought hobbling Sancho and the Don
To th’ Foot of a ftupendious Rock,
By which there run a murm’ring Brook,
Whofe foft Meanders did divide
The Meads thro’ which they chanc'd toglide 3
'Thc Banks that fenc'd the joining Grounds,

And kept the Stream within its Bounds,
Vol IL X©. With

¥
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With whifp’ring Ofiers were adorn’d,
Whofe bending Heads in Ranges turn’d
From ev'ry gentle Breeze that biow’d,
And fann'd ’em as they yielding ftood 4
Among whofe humbler Ranks, appear’d
A Willow here and there, that rear’d
Its Head, and on the Stream beftow’d
A mourning Shadow as it flow’d,
Whilft drow{y Cowdlips gilt each Side,
And Violets {pread their Purple Pride,
"The Rock that join’d this pleafant Vale,
From off whofe Cliffs the Waters fell,
The Don at once refolv'd fhould be
The Bedlam of his Lunacy ;
And gazing round him with Delight,
Was ravifh'd with the following Flight : -

O! Heav'ns, that I fhould thus difcover
A Place fo fit for fuch a Lover,
Deftind to Solitude and Grief,

And wild Defpair, beyond Relief :
Upon
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Upon this lofty Mountain bere,
Whofe barren Cliffs fo bigh appear,
Wil I, all naked and forlorn, .
Bemoan my fair Dulcinea’s Scorn 5
In Tears lament my wretched Pain,
Occafion’d by ber cold Difdain
Tears that (ball melt the fullen Tops
Of Stones, by their refiftlefs Drops,
And flow from off the Rocky Hill
In Cataralls, like thofe of Nile.
Come hitber all, ye charming Birds,
That ev'ry diftant Wood affords,
And fing around me, to z'mj)rav?
The faithful Paffion of my Love.
Aﬂyi me all, ye rural Gods,
That make thefz Defarts your Abodes,
Ty breatbe my Sorrows, that arife
From allmy Fears and Fealoufies,
And belp me to fubdue the fair

Dulcinea, Author of 3”{ Care,
2 Dulcinea 5
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Dulcinea 5 O! thow bappy She,
Who reigns o’er all, as well as me,
Whofe Smiles are Balfam to my Wounds,
Occafion’d by your kilhng Frowns :
O! bear the piercing Groans and Sighs
That from my bleeding Breaft arife,
And do not, to thefe Rocks, confine
A faithful Heart, that’s truly thine,
To faint and perifh in fo rude
A flarving Place of Solitude
Buz blefs thy. poor defpairing Knight
Once more with a reviving Sight
Of thy dear bealing beav’nly Eyes,
Before be rends bis Soul, and dies.

Sancho, my trufly *Squire, where art,
Thou prefen, Comfort of my Heart 2
My faithful Exiend, who.only knows -
My Sorrews, Suff*rings, and my Woes,
Icharge thee ﬁm_’ﬁ‘b’ mind each Feat
Thou fe€'} me do i)z-mj Retreat,

That
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That thy obfequious Tongue may bear
The Tidings to Dulcinea’s Ear.

This faid, he alighted from his Saddle,
Takes off the fame, and eke his Bridle,
And fpanking Rezi on the Arfe,

To grazing turn'd his trufty Horfe,
Crying, Thy Mafler, who muf pine

His Lofs of Freedom, gives thee thine
Thow'ft Leave vo range, and [eck about
For Food, whilft I remain without

Go where thee wil't, eat, drink, and reft,
Of Brutes, thou ar’t the very beft,

I wifh, quoth Sancho, my poor Afs
Was bere, 10 tafle your Meadow-Grafs
He fhould not want & dainty Speech
In's sz’fe, nor yet @ Spank o’ tb* Breech.
He'd trudge, poor Fade, thro’ Duft or Mire,
Al Day and Night, and never tirey -

Let bim but fometimes wet lns I bifile, -

And give lim now and then a Thiftle;

X 3
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T’ a Bull, for Strength, I might compare bim
No Afs for Burden could come near bim :
Hed carry, in the worft of Weather,
A Pair of Mill-flones like a Featber 3
And was, in all fuch ufeful Cafes,
In fbors, the very Afs of Affes.
But,. Sir, quoth Sancho to his Mafter,
Tho' Rozinante's turn’d to Paflure,
I bope your Worfbip means, God mend me,
That 1 [hall ride bim where you fend me ;
For I'm fo crippled with my Corns,
And bobbling thro thefe Shrubs and Thorns,
That I'm too fliff, and full of Pain,
Totrot fo far on Foot, that's plain,
Do as you pleafe, replies the Knight
Your Eafe, you know, is my Delight.
If Rozinante will content thee,
My trufly *Squire, be fhall be lent thee ; |
Bur firft you muft continue bere
A while, that you may witnefs bear

: .Of
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Of all the framtick Tricks I play,
What 'tis I do, and what 1 [ay s
And what mad raving Frifks 1 take
For my dear fair Dulcinea’s Sake.

Ithink, quoth Sancho, yow've already
Been mad enough for any Lady :
Your Worfbip cannot [hew me more
Wild Tricks, than I bave [een before %
Repeated by youd'er and der.

Thofe, quoth the Knight, are all but Flieg
To tl’ Monfler I fball fhew thy Eyes. |
I'll doff my Armour, thou [hal’t [ee,
And make my (elf a Prodigy 5
Tear off my Cloths to Rags, and knock
My Head and Fifts againf} the Rock,
And do fuch Wonders, in my Paffion,
Well worthy of thy Admiration.

For Heaven's Sake, replies the Squire,
Don’t quarrel, in your frantick Ire,

' | X 4 With
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With that ungracious Heép of Stone,
For fear iv cracks your Worfbip's Crown,
And fpoils, at one unbappy Blow,
The Penitent, and mad Man too.
If youmuft fight, when mad, to yow
Your Valour, find a fofter Foe,
Where you may boldly run your Poll,
Apd never bruife or crack your S/;:z:gl 5
But néer qttdbk a fiubborn Rock,
That's ten times barder than your Block
ﬁm_z’ Lll repore you fiill as mad |
To your fair. Dear, as if you had
And fivear point-blank, 1" fee you bounce
Your Head full-butt againfi the Stones, %
And made’em fly nine Ways as once.
1 thank you, quoth the Knight, bur I~
Mufi ufe no fubtle Querk, or Lic s
What 1 pretend to, in ﬂ_r;; Pffran,
;“if”,‘“,";f of mo Equivocation. '

¥
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If I attempt to beat or knock
My Head or Hand againft a Rock,
I muft not do't by way of Sham,
But run full-tile, like butting Ram
For fbould I once prevaricate,
To fave my Knuckles, or my Pate,
I break the Laws by which I aéf,
Aud for the cow'rdly fbameful Falt,
Shall punif’d be with Degradation,
For ufing mental Refervation s
Therefore, left thou fhould’f} find me dead,
Leave Lint and Plaifier for my Head, |
That I may beal my fraétur'd Skull,
And, oft as broken, make it whole.
O! that I could but now prepare
My Balfam Fierbraffum bere 5
The laft was fpile, the Veffel broke,
Theu know'ft, by an unlucky Stroke.

Good Sir, quoth Sancho, fay no more,
My Bung-hole's ready to run oer

- ' : ' That

B U
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That Stuff is Phyfisk for the Devil g
The very Name on't makes me drivel 5
But as for Lint and Salve, alas !
He carr'd off thofe, that flole my Afs
Fd therefore bave you fave your Bones,
And pick no Quarrels with the Stones
But write your Mind, get all Things ready,
And [end e packing to your Lady,
That my Return may be the fooner,
With joyful Tidings from ber Honour 4
Such a fweet Anfwer, that may pleafe
Your Ears, and give your Worfbip Eafe.

Well, be it fo, replies the Knight ;
But bow fhall 1 this Letter write ¢
"Tis but a Folly bere to think
Of fine gilt Paper, Pen, or Ink
Or fbould I grave or firatch my Grief
On fome Tree-bark, or verdant Leaf,
Tho' I exprefs it ne'er fo fully,

Such Writing will appear bus dully.
But
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But bold, Ive now a lucky Thought,
Cardenio’s Pocket-book will do's s
His Pencil, and a Leaf that's fair,
Will do the Bufinefs to # Hair.
But when I thus bave wric my Mind,
Tou, Sancho, muft take Care to find
Some Parifh-Clerk, or Pedant, fit
To copy’t on @ Paper Sheet:
But pray don’t give it, I Sforewarn ye,
-To any Parfon or Astorney
Eor few to read their Hands ave abls,
They ufe fich Dafbes, when they fcribble.

I mind, quoth Sancho, what you fay,
And will your whole Commands obey ¢
Bur don’: Jorget a little Piece
Of Writing to your bandfome Niece,
That foe may let me chufe the three
Toung Affes that you promis’d me.

Well thoughs on, Sancho, quoth the Knight 5

Lll pot forget to do thee right ;
But
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But charge thee let thy ready Way
Be firft to fair Dulcinea.
Thoul’t have no Struggle o-come at ber 5
For [be’s the lovely only Daughter
Of one Lorenzo, who is known
To all Men in Tobofa Town.

Lorenzo, quoth the wond'ring *Squire,
s be Dulcinea’s noble Sire ¢ ‘
Weve play d a thoufand Games together
As Skettle-pins, if that’s ber Fatber :
By if your Miftrefs be the fame,
I mean Aldonza is ber Name
A Jwinging, hufly, /i‘mpping‘Lﬂﬁ,
With a buge fun-burnt platter Face,
Built in all Parts as firong and fquare,
 4s Parfonws Bull, or Carter's Mare.

Thou wil't be fawey fiill, in fpite
Of all my Cautions, qﬁoth the Knight :
“Give not thy Tongue [o grear a Lengih ,
Pray what’s more beauriful than Strength @

Ay
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1 love ber for that very Grace
Which thou defpifeft, like an Afs 5
I doat upon ber charming Vigor,
And all ber Amazonian Figure 5
I sherefore chang’d ber Maiden Name,
In order to advage ber Fame,
And make ber worthy. of that Honour,
Which I intend to heap upon ber,

s for my Part, replies the *Squire,
Imeant no Hurt, I vow and fwear.
Im forry, if T've fpoke amifs 5
She's a flrong Doxy, that fbe is 5
And fince your Worfbip loves a Strapper,
- She'll fiv your Turn, for fbe's @ Whopper :
And as for Strength, fbe’ll pitch the Bar .
Tve feen ber do't fo woundy far,
Thar all the lufly Fellows round
The Parifb, could not reach ber Ground.s
And that this long-back’d Lady fair _
Should be at Iaft paur Worfbip's Deart

Nay,
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ay, fbe's a chearful merry Dowdy,
Will jile and joke with any Body,
Frifk, caper, dance about, and [pring,
Fult like 2 Kitien at a St;'ing :
And that your Worfbip thus fbould pine
For an old Play-fellow of mine !
Blefs me ! bow Murder will come out,
And Time and Things bring Things about 2
I thought the Lady you fought after,
Had been at leaft fome Prince's Daughter 5
A Lafs, whofe dainty Looks, sgad,
Might make a Man run Cod.piece mad,
And well deferve the plaguy Faunts
We've taken thro’ thefe Woods and Mounts,
And all the Drubbings, and untow'r'd
Difaflers for ber Sake endur'd,
Andnot a Lady bred to plough,
Pitch Cart, unload, andtread a Mow :
But bomely Fare between the Sheets,

Mzy pleafe as well as dainty Bits.
. Thy
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Thy Tongue, replies the Knight, I fee,
Will 1l abufe its Liberty.

However, that thou may'ft difcern
Thy Fault, and more Difcretion learn,
Give Ear, and I {ball introduce

A Story thas may be of Ufe,

A wealthy Widow, rich and young,
Who wanted neither Tail nor Tongue,
Happen'd to fix ber Love upon
A firong-back'd jolly bandfome Clown,
Who bad, in [port, no other Riches,
But what lay bid in Leatbern Breeches.
Orhers, who were fuperior to bim,
Hearing the Lady came to woe bim,
Would take upon ’emi to reprove ber,

For chufing fuch a worthlefs Lover

A Fellow meanly born and bred,

4And quite unworthy of ber Bed,

When Men of Birth, and Wealth befide,

Would gladly take ber for a Bride.
LQuath
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Luorh fbe, Tho you may ridicule
My Choice, and think the Man a Fool,
Perhaps he’as Wit enough te do
The Work that I fhall put him to, ' %
Much better, Gentlemen, than you. ’
So 25 Dulcinea, I affert,
More fit to al that ﬁbzale Par
Which I defign ber for, in cafe
That I can win the lufly Lafs,
Than any beauteows Dame ori Earth;
Or Princefs of the bigheft Birth.
As to ber Charms, Ican affign ber
Such graceful Gifts as I'd bave in bet,
And will with all thofe Vertues crown bes,
For which I'd bave the World renown ber.
Did'ft ever know a Poer chufe
Befs, Nan, or Jenny, for bis Mufe ¢
Or prize, as bis beloved Dear,
A Sempfire[s, or a Garretteer, , .
) - But
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But fhe was made bis lovely Phillis,

His Chloris, or bis Amaryllis 5
Extol’d and prais’d above the Skies,
For rofy Cheeks, and killing Eyes ;
And @l ber Vertues, and ber Worth,
In borrid florid Rimes fev forth
Altho’ we juftly may furmife,

Her bigheft Excellency lies

In dreffing Heads, convriving Smocks,
And making Shirts and Holland Socks 2
Why therefore may not 1 commend
The Vertues of my female Friend s
Change, if I pleafe, as well as they,
Aldonza to Dulcinea ;

And do my [2lf and ber the Favour,
To reprefent ber as I’d have ber 2
For fbould nor Fancy promife more

Than vhey poffefs, whom we adore,
And, to us Lovers, [bew the Fair

More bright and vertuous than they are,
Val, II, Y

We
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We né'er could love to any Height,
Nor Women yield us much Deligh.

I now knock under, quoth the ’Squire ;
Tor've anfwer'd to my Heart’s Defire.
*Tis ill to talk of Ropes, 1 find,
Before a Man that bas a Mind,
Upon a Crab-tree Bough, to take
A banging Swing for Verges Sake :
But all this while, pray where’s the Letter
Intended for your lufbious Creature 2
For I'm agog, methinks, to take
This Fourney, for Acquaintance Sake.
Lknow fbe'll treat me wish good Chear,
Brown Apple-pye, and bumming Beer.
Truly, well thought of, quoth the Knight 5
Stay beve, I'll flep afide, and write
For fuch Affairs of Weight, require
A prudent Lover to retire.

With that, the Don withdrawing, took

Cardenio’s Pencil, and his Book ;
Then
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Then poring downwards with his Eyes,
And fometimes upwards tow’rds the Skies,
He walks about the Rock, and beats
His Brains, to conjure up his Wits
Now foaring to a lofty Pitch,
“Then {cratching where it did not itch ;
Juft like a Poet, ata Time
When proud of Thought, but crampt for Rime,’
Like groaning Dame, he thus remain’d
In Labour, ftudy’d, ftretch’d, and ftrain’d,
*Till he at length, by Strength of Nature,
Was well deliver'd of a Letter 5
With which fine Offspring, back he came,
And thus to Sancho read the {ame.

From the mad Knight, turn’d Furiofo,

To fair. Dulcinea del Tobofo.

YIGH fov’}'eign Lady of my Heart,

H By whom I'm abb'din ev'ry Part 5
This comes to let you know my Grief,

And to z‘mplare Jour kind Relief =
Y2 | Such
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Such Force your lovely Charms bave bad,
Thar I'm not only fick, but mad,
- And now am left to figh and mourn
Upon a barren Rock alone.

If you defpife my raging Pain,

And wound me deeper with Difdain,

The Mountain Top my Eyes [bakl clofe,

Bencath the Preffure of my Woes :

But if you timely Pity take

On bim that fuffers for your [ake,

Then (hall be live, and il adore

Your gen'rous Beauty more and more.

Fuft now I faint with Cares oppréft,

So leave my *Squire to tell the refi.
Yours, my dear Angel, in 2 Trance,
The Knight o’th® Woeful Countenance.

E’faith, -quoth Sancho, now yow've don't

She’s yours, Tl lay my Life upon’t :

. ’Tis all fo loving, and fo civil,

- Ifthis won's feteh ber, may the Devil,
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I néver beard fich dainty Praife
And Sugar Words in all my Days.
How rarely does it chime and chink!
Tow're good for ev'ry Thing, I think.
Now this is finif’'d, I muft pray
The Note you promis’d t'other Day.

Timely remember’d, quoth the Don ;
DIl write it, that thou mayft be gone.
Then on the Lettew-back be wrote
Unto bis Niece the foll'wing Note.

My deareft Niece, thou beft of Lafles,
At fight of this my Bill of Affes,
Pray pay the Bearer three o'th’ beft
That he can chufe from out the reft ;
And this, with his Receipt, thall be
A full Difcharge to you from me.
Giv’n at the hottom of a Rock,
To th' Bearer, juft at two a Clock,
Upon the fecond Day of Fune,

I'th’ Year twelve hundred twenty one,
Y3
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By me Don Quixote de la Mancha,
“T'o honeft trufty Sencho Pancha.

Thanks, quoth the’Squire, tho’ 'tis but little,
Lll fwear yoive dome it to a Titile,

Well, now, Sir, all Things are in order,
Your Wor(bip thinks of nothing furtber.
I bave no more to do, you [ay,

But to-mount Rozi, and away.

But bold, quoth Quixote, thou (bal’t tarry
"Till I bave plaid thee one Figary,

That with fafe Confecience you may fwear
Qou left me mad and naked bere s

And then thou may'[t be gone, and fly,
Like Love upon the Wings of Foy.

Quoth Sancho, fince yor’d bave me wafte
More Time, for Heaven's fake, make bafte.
I muft confefs, an Oath's quite barren,
Where there's no Grounds at all to fvear on
Therefore juft [fbew me one or two

Of your mad Gambols, that will dy,
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I can firetch Truth, I muft confefs,
But bate a Liz that’s bottomlefs.
With that, the Knight unhook’d his Steel,
And in a Trice flung by his Shiel,
As angry Car-men do their Frocks,
When eager to begin to box,
Unclothing ev'ry Limb and Feature,
*Till quite become a naked Creature,
That he might a& a Mad-man’s Part
With greater Livelinefs and Art.
When thus prepar’d, he rav’d and rattl’d,
And frifk’d as if his Arfe was nettl’d 5
Pitch’d like a Tumbler, Heels o’er Head,
And many wild Figaries plaid 5
Expofing unto Sancho’s Eyes
Such lumping, thumping Rarities,
That, frighted with the monft’rous Sight,
He bluthing left the naked Knight,
"To mount the Steed, that he might ride,

And te]l what Wonders %e hadfpy'd.
4 By

>
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By thus indulging odd Conceits,
Men gradually eclipfe their Wits,
And from finall Whims, te great proceed,

*T1ll Cuftom makes em mad indeed.

~ CANTO XXXVL
The Freaks and Gambols of the Don
Among the Mountains, when alone, '
And all bis moft refind Devices,

To bring bis Madnefs to its Crifis.
HE Knight now, finding Sanche fled

1 With Rozinant, and all the Bread,

Lcft off his frifking, and his tumbling,
And fell to muttering and grumbling,
Wifcly confidering that Madnefs

And ftarving, were a double Sadnefs ;
And that in cafe he ftornr’d aloud,

Now deftitute of Friend and Food,

The World might think he rav’d a Cheat,

Not for his Miftrefs, but his Meat :
So
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So that at prefent he {ufpended
‘ His Madnefs, and the Rock afcended,

Seating his weary Hips aloft
On a hard Stene, for want of {oft,
Debating in his ftruggling Breaft,
Which fort of Frenzy would be beft ;
For folitary Imitation,
Amadis melancholy Paflion,
Or Don Orlandp’s raving mad Tricks,
Who always took Delight in bad Tricks 5
And that his penfive Worfhip might
Be fure to hit upon the right,
“He thought it now a proper Seafon,
Thus with himfelf to talk and reafon,

Well might Orlando rave and gnafh
His Teeth, and with *emtare bis Flefb s
Knock bis hard Head gainft Rock or Poft,
And many furious Whimfies boaf?,
Since of all s that Strike us dead,

Orlando bad but one to dread :
Nor
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Nor was it either Sword or Spear,

Or Stick or Stone, be was to fear
But a fmall Pin, that was to wound

His Foot, as treading on the Ground 5

Which was, in fpite of Surgick Art,
Becreed to be bis fatal Dart :

He therefore wifely fhod bis Feet
With Iron Shoes, fliteh’d very neat,
Whofe Soals were [even Inches thick,
To fave bim from the mortal Prick.
Befides, bis Madnefs, all égree
Arofe alone from Fealoufy,

Becaufe, as ancient Writers f(ay,
His only dear Angelica

Took Medor, Page to Agramant,

4 fwarthy Moor, for ber Gallant,
And bug’d bim in ber kind Embrace,
Nor for bis Shapes, or tawny Face,
But for fome other bidden Part,

- That better pleas’d the Lady's Heart.

What's |
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What's this tome 2 I dare be fure
Dulcinea never bug’d 4 Moor ;,
So that if Iwas bent to follow
His Foot-fleps, and to rave and bollow 5
Baster my Head againft the Stones,
And gnaw my Flefb from off my Bones,
This would be no true Imitation,
Except I bad the like Occafion 5

For where the Caufes don’t agree,

The Effects muft alfo diff 'rent be.
Therefore, fince wife Amadis thought

Such rampant Lunacy a Fau’s,

And chofe grave Methods of Diftraélion,

Inftead of [o much bot-brain'd Aétion,

Raifing bis Fame by fober Sadnefs,

And not by wild flark flaring Madnefs

O'th’ two, it ought to be confeft

His patient Metbod was the beft 5 .

For Sighs and melancholy Moans,

Tormenting Thoughts, and rending Groans,
Az
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4: Foot of fame bigh.Rock or Mountain,
By purling Stream, or trickling Fount ain,
Exprefs a Lover’s Grief and Pgffion,
Beyond unbounded Indignasion,
And give bis Woes a better Grace,
Than glaring Eyes, “and Fury's Face,
Amadis therefore fball be my
Example, the’ I pine and die
Or weep in Solivude for Tears,
And make new Rivers with my Tears 5
Till by Degrees I melt away,
Like Ice upon a funny Day :
For why fhould I, with Tooth and Neil,
The flinty Rocks and Mountains fiale
Or with my Fingers, when I rave,
Dig & fmall Moufe-kole to a Cave 5
Tear up thofe barmlefs fhady Trees,
That now contribute to my Eafe
Devour the Hills, drink up the. Rivers,

And with my Skull knock Stones to Shivers 2
. Not
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Not Iy Amadis fball alone

My Partern be, tho’ dead and gone 5

His melancholy Steps I'll trace,

And fill, with Sighs, this mournful Place ;

Like bim, turn Penitent, aud mourn

My Sins with fair Dulcinea’s Scorn ;

Offer to both my Tears and Pray’rs,

That Heav'n and She may eafe my Cares.
The Brain-fick Champion having now

Refolv’d what Courfe to take, and how

He fhould perform, in folemn Sadnefs,

His lonely peniteatial Madnefs;

Having not taken Care to bring

A Set of Beads upon a String,

Was puzzl'd much which Way to mufter

A Ros’ry for his Paser-Nofter ;

At length, defcending from the Mount,

Upon that pious good Account,

He walk’d the Woods, until he found

Some Acorns featter’d on the Ground,

With
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With which he artfully prepares
A ufeful Tally for his Pray’rs,
Withing fome Hermit might but ftand
In Bufh or Corner near at Hand,
That might bear Witnefs of his great
Devotion in his wretched State ;
For if none hears but Heav'n, moft
Are apt to think {uch Pray’rs are loft
Therefore fo many Chriftians come
To Church, that never pray at Home.

Now, Thoughts of Heav'n, and of Love
Of Things below, and Things above,
Made him fo very mad, at laft,
That he turn’d Poet in all Hafte,
Making the Sands, and ev’ry Tree
He met, record his Poetry :
But Fame reports his Genius fhines
The brighteft in the following Lines
And that they've gain’d, above the reft,

Defervedly the Name of beft,
o . Come
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Come without Legs, ye Rocks and Trees
Hear without Ears my fud Complaings
Pity, the fenfelefs, my Difeafe,
And without Hands relieve my Wants.,
Let all your Bats and fereeching Owls,
That in your Caves and Hollows dwell,
Out-ring the melancholy Tolls
Of lazy dolefidl Paffing-bell
Whilft I in borrid Sighs and Groans
Exprefs my fud defpairing Grief
To Mountains, Fountains, Stocks,and Stones,
Altho’ alas | they're dumb and deaf.
Mels all, ye Rocks, to liquid Streams,
As I do into briny Tears, |
That 1 may rvince my Head from Dreams,
And wafh my Heart from jealous Fears.
What Mortal ever bore a Curfe
Like mine, (v beavy and [0 great 2
And that which makes the Torment worfe,

No Wine to drink, or Bread to eat.
Ab!
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Ab! frir Dulcinea, did’f} thou know
/ How I am torsur’d in this Waod,
Thou would’ft not enly Pity fkorw
In Tears, but fend thy Lover Food,
Thus did the Knight imploy his Braius
In Pray’rs, and in Poetick Strains s
And all his tedious Minutes fpent,
Like a true crazy Penitent :
One Hour his wretched Fate lamenting,
The next his finful Life repenting :
Sometimes contemplating upon
The Nut-brown Beauty, who had won
His Heart, and, by her dowdy Graces,
Bewitch’d him to fuch defart Places 5
Simpling fometimes for Herbs to feed on,
And Acorns, which he ftoed 1n need on
Treading thefe ftarving Steps to Glory,
"Till dwindl'd t* a Mewmento Mori,
That’s hollow Eyes, and Jaws fo thin,

Affum’d the Skelitonian Grins )
: And
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And made his Worthip look as frightful,

As ftern, as threat’ning, and as fpiteful,

As Ghoft of executed Ruffian

Juft ftarted from his rotten Coffin.
Leaving the poor dejected Knight

In this {fad melancholy Plight, |

To Sancho we'll return, who left

His freakifh Mafter thus to fhift.

- No fooner had the mounted *Squire

Set forward, to his Heart’s Defire,

But he the good Advice perfu’d

The Don had giv'n him in the Wood,

And did at ev’ry Turning, ftrew

A Bough, to ferve him as a Clew,

That with more Eafe he might repafs

$o0 wild a Lab’rynth of a Place,

Which fcarce had e’er before been trod

By Man or Beaft fince Noah's Flood.

However, after tedious Scrambles

Thro thorny Thickets,Sloughs,and Brambles,
Z Sancho
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Sancho turn’d Tail upon the vaft
Untrodden Wildernefs at laft,
And found, by Chance, the beaten Road
That brought "em firft into the Wood
Which happy Luck made Sancho fmile,
And Rozinante Neigh the while,
Who travell’d oh until they came
Unto an Inn, which prov'd the fame
Where the poor "Squire, fome Nights before,
Had met with the inchanted Moor,
And where the Clowns had alfo tofs'd him
In Rug or Blanket, ‘till they loft him,
Scarce did his roving Eyes difcover
Thofe fatal Walls the Knight peep'd over, .
When he beheld the tragick Scene
So terribly perform’'d within,
But fuch an Ague feiz'd the Squire,
And thook lum as he ftill drew nigher,
That Fear of t'other Dance in Woollen, '

,Madc him o very fick and fullen, -
' That
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That he refolv’d to pafs the Gate,

And, fpite of Hunger, not to bait,
Tho’ *twas about the Hour that Sinners
Refrefh’'d their Stomach’s with their Dinners,
And that he might expect a good
Hot welcome Meal of wholefome Food,
Yet ftill his great Averfion grew
Too ftrong for Hunger to {ubdue:
Which thews, that Human Hate or Spite,
Too pow’rful are for Appetite.
But as ftrange Accidents unfeen,
Will citen ftep untimely in, +
And break, in fpite of all our Cautions,
Our moft delib’rate Refolutions ,
Juft as the ‘Squire was paffing by,
And cafting tow’rds the Gate an Eye,
Who fhould be ftanding clofe together,
But the young Curate and the Shaver, |
Who, with Don Quixete’s Niece and Maid,

Had to the Flames his Books betray’d,
Z 2 And
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And now were wander'd from lz Mancha,
In Search of Knight and Sancho Pancha,
And looking fteadfaftly upon

The 'Squire, as he was jogging on,

‘They jointly were affur'd they knew
Both Horfe and Man at prefent View,
And ilavdingw_bcen inform'd the Don

And Sancho were together gone,

They {eiz'd the Bridle of his Steed,

And ftopt at once his farther Speed,
Crying, Hold, Gaffer, we muft know
From whence you came, before you go 5

And where yon did your [elf divide

From bim who owns that Horfe you ride ¢

Sancho, altho‘ he knew ’em both,

Not carmg to declare the Truth,

Usd all hﬂs Cunning to, evade
CAn Anfwcr pofitive, and faid,

Thas bis dear Mafler was of late -

Advanid inta a-lofty State, S
Cow T ST Wherein

~
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Wherein be was extreamly bufy,
To bis own Good, and wond'rous cafy 5
But truly, as to bis Affairs,
Hed not difecov'r em for bis Ears.
Pray, Gaffer, triflle not, quoth Tonfor,
Bur give us a fufficient Anfwer :
Inform us truly where yow've been,
And all Things that bave pafs’d between
The Don and you, fince bis Retreat
At Midnight from bis Country Seat 2
Whither you've going in this Hafle 2
And where you left your Mafler lafi ¢
Or, if you won’t confefs, Cotsbhobs,
Well bave you carry’d coram Nobs.
How do we know but that your Mafier
Is kill'd, or come to fome Difafter.
Weve found you bere upon bis Horfe,
Muft therefore think be's robb'd, in Courfe, g
Nay, perbaps murder'd too, that's worfe. -
Z 3 Neighboir,
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Neigbbour, quoth Sancho, pray take Care, 4
Yoid beft, of what you fay or fwear, |
I'monmy Majzer’s Horfe, ’tis true,
But am no more a Thief vthan Jou
Nor Slayer of my fellow Creature,
I thank the Lord I know much better,
I kill no Man, unlefs it’s be
That offers firft to murder me s
Therefore 1 leave all Men to fall
By tb* Hand of bim that made us all.
Ne'er mind it, Gaffer, quoth the Prieft,
My Neighbour only [poke in Feft :
However, you muft tell us where
You left your Mafier 5 that’s but fair
For we are both upon the Seout,
In fhort, to find the Seignior out ;
Yoid therefore betier freely yield
To tell us, than to be compell’d.
Well then, quoth Sancho, fince I muft, ’

For Safety's fuke, betray my tryft, .
- After
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After fome three Days Wild-goofe Hunting,
You'll find bim up in yonder Mountain,
Fuft at the Bottom of a Rock,
By which there runs a fballow Brook,
Standing wpright upon bis Crown,
Or madly tumbling up and down,
Shewing more Tricks than dancing Bear,
Or well-taughs Monkey in a Fair
For fo I left bim, I declare it,
And [o you'll find bim, you may [wear iz,

As Woman, when fhe’s once drawn in,
Without Remorfe perfves the Sin,
So Sancho, when he'd once begun
To break his Truft, went brifkly on,
And frankly open'd all their paft
Adventures, from.the firft to th’ laft 5
Difcov'ring alfo what a Letter
He had for that delicious Creature
Aldonza, noted far and near

For taking Stones up in her Ear,
Z 4 And
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And featfring, with a Face of Brafs, |
Her Favours-likea gen'rousEafs: |
But when the Prieft defird t view |
The Love-fick Champion’s Billet-deux, * |
Poor Sanche found he'ad quite forgot |
The only Thing he thould have brought, |
And that he ow might ¢en go whl{’tle ‘\
Since he had loff the Love-Epiftle, . “
On whofe Back-fide (which vex'd him worﬁ)\
The Bill of ‘Affés ftood indorft.
This fad Misfortune teaz'd the *Squire,
And turn'd Rim into Tow and Fire, |
Who, not cenvinc'd of his Miftake, - |
By all the Searches he could make, - |
Would o'er and o'er repeat his Groaps |
And Fumbles, prompt by fruitlefs Hopes, |
'Till the unhappy 'Squire grew quite -
As mad as penitential Knight, |
Clawing his cogitative Crown, S
As if with Vermin over-run, |
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And that his Brains were in a Trice
Turn’d all to Maggots, or to Lice,

The Curate, much furpriz'd to find
His Neighbour {o difturb’d in Mind,
Was very *nquifitive to learn
Th’ Occafion of his high Concern,
Who told him, be bad been fo beedlefs,
That now bis Fourney would be needlefs
For that bis Noddle bad forgor
The Letter which bis Mafler wrote
To which was join’d 4 little Piece
Of Writing to bis Worfbip’s Niece,
Which was, quoth Sancho, to require ber
Ty pay at Sight to me the Bearer,
The beft three Affes I could chufe
Of frve, for one I chanc’d to lofe,
Who, for the Goodnefs of a Bealt,
Was worth, I'm fure, fiftcen at leaft
But I muft be o Lofer 5ill,

For wanz of vhis fame plaguy Bil,
' And,
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And, like a dull fargetful Drone,
Inflead of three, return with none.
As for the Letter, quoth the ‘Squire, -

To tb’ Lafs my Mafter daes admire,

1 coudd with that deal well enough,

For I bave all the dainsy Stuff

And gorgious Wompliments by Heart,

Of Wounds and Dagger, Love and Dart,
And could bave told her bowe be's fitten,

As well as if it bad been written s

But baving loft the Bill of Affes,

Talk will be fruitlefs in fuch Cafes 5
She’l not give Ear to my Demand,
Unlefs fhe [ees her Uncle’s Hand.

Come, Neighbour Sancho, quoth the Prieft,

We'll foon getﬁtbis Mifchance redveft 5
Tbe Affes foags be loft for wame
Of a more firm and binding Grant
- If you can but conduitws on - -

-Toth’ Place where we may find the Don, -
e’
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We'll foon prevail with bim to give
Anotber Bill for three in frve.
But prithee firft repeat the Letter
Thy Mafler wrote to bis dear Creature ¢
It muft for certain make us finile 5
I know bis florid pleafant Stile.

Sancho, in order to begin,
Now fcratch his Ears, and ftroak’d his Chin,
And humm’d and haw’d about the Matter,
But could not recolled the Letter,
Stamm’ring fometimes a Word or twa,
Then ftopping, cry’d, That would not do,
At length recov’ring, as he thought,
Some Words he had before forgot,
Crys, Now I bave it right enough,
Then blunders out the foll'wing Stuff,

He that is $abb'd unto the Quick,
And plays in Woods at Hide and Seck,
Sends ‘you‘ bis *Squire, to let you know

He's well, and bopes that you are [0 =
‘ : But
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But if your Beauty will not-eure bim,
And you fbould [ay you caw’s endure bzm,
Then mufl be always live berea’ 'ter, :
Like any Horfz, on Grafs and Water 5
On fony Pillows reft bis Head,
And make & Rock bis Feather-bed 5‘ .
Nor is be only fick and fad, " |
Birt naked and Bark ﬂzzriﬁ‘g'f;zad,'
Shewing ﬁtobWaﬂder: 10 bis *Squire,
That would "b;abz'{made.jow Self admire,
Had you, m)' oﬂlj lovely Dame,
Been near enottgb to've feen the Jame.
As to the #iff, 1 leave unto
The trufly Bearer, o adien.

Thus he went forward, quoth the *Squire,
With Sugar'd Words plac;d bere and there, |
Until at laft bis won)plimmting |
Brought bim to finking and to fainting,

And then be ended, in a Trance,

Yours, Knight o’th’ woeful Countenance.
| When
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When Sancho thus had done reciting
The Letter of his Mafter’s writing,
He then proceeded to make known
The Refolutions of the Don,
Which were,to wed fome Emp'ror’s Daughter,
That he might be a King hereafter 5
Then with an Army fally forth,
And conquer all the Thrones on Earth
That his old trufty *Squire thould be
A pow’rful Prince, as well as he
Wed fome illuftrious wealthy Dutchefs 5
B’ attended with a Train of Coaches,
And, like to other Kings, be whirl’d,
In flying Chariots, round the World.

This Sancho told with fuch a Grace,
And put on fo demure a Face,
Stroaking his Beard, as if he made
No Doubt.of what the Don had faid,
But that he really. thpught t};cy fhou’d be’
Bo‘th Kings ix} Time, as fure as cou'd be, n

E S
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In cafe Duletnes had but fent
An Anfwer tothe Knight's Content.
Which ftrange Coticeit was fuch a Jeft
To th’ liftning Barber and the Ptieft,
That they were both furpriz'd to find
The ‘Squire fo creduloufly blind,
But did not shink it worth their Whiles
To undeceive him by their Smiles,
Becaufe they thought it might prevent
His Freedom and their Merriment :
So that they rather buoy’d him up
In his delufive groundle(s Hope,
That his dull Innocence and Folly
Might give no Room for Melancholy.
Why truly, Gaffer, quoth the Prieft,
Thy Mafter, it wruft be confzfl,
Is bold enowgh to hack and bew
Down Kingdoms for bimfelf and you.
1 always thought bis Sword would bring bim

Ty Empire, or at leaft muft King bim.
e P1 ﬁ £ Bé:ﬁdei,
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Befides, bis Learning, Prudence, Wit,
And otber Vertues, make bim fi
For an Arch-bifbop, would be wear
The Robe, and that bigh Office bear.
- But pray, quoth Sancho, what good Places,
Among their Martins and their Maffes,
Have Bifhop-Errants to beflow
Upon their *Squires, I fain would know 2

Many far Livings, quoth the Prieft,
With noble Tythes and Incomes bleft,
Where you'll be free of all Fatigues,
And feed on dainty Geefz and Pigs
Live eafy, lord it o’er your Neighbonr,
And reap the Fruits of others Labour
Be bonour'd by the Wives and Maids,
And fear'd by all the wanton Fades 5
And when ance in, you're fafe, without
You're mad, for nene can surn you out.

That, quoth the *Squire, in my Opinion,

I berter than a King's Dominion, A
or
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For Subjelts will fometimes, by Force,
Detbrone one Prince, and crown a worfe.
But fbould bis Worfbip once, Pl warrant,
Be chofen an Arch-bifbop Errant,
A can bave no fuch eafy Place,
Unlefs I underftand the Mafs 5
And *tis well known I do not knsw
éne Letter in the Chrift-crofs Row -
So that fuch Livings are defign'd |
For Scholars, mot for’Squires, I find.
As to a Lord, or fuch a Thing,
In cafe my Mafter was a King,
I [hould like evell, for that I know
Is all fine Cloths and outward Show.
But as for any Place beneath
A Bifhop, as I 'live and breatbe,
1 fbould be made, by fuch  Call,
The greateft Bl_ockbead of “em all.

The Dinner by the Hoftefs dreft,
Was now full ready for the Gueft 5

So
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So that the Prieft and Barber went
To give their Appetites Content,
But could not work upon the *Squire
'To’light, or fpur his Courfer nigher,
Rememb’ring how he once had far'd
Before in that confounded Yard ;
And tho’ he ftill conceal’d his Shame,
Would not be coax’d into the fame,
For fear more Goblins might be got
Within, to hatch a fecond Plot s
Or that the damn'd inchanted Moor,
Or Hags, whofe Claws he’ad felt before,
Should mount a fecond T'ime, to ride him,
And plague himtill they’d half deftroy’d him,:

However, Sancho, being hungry,
As well as with the Inn {o angry,
Intreated both the Prieft and Shaver,
To do his honing Guts the Favour
To bring him out a good warm Luacheon

Of whatfoe’er they had to munchon,
Vol. IL. Aa Declaring
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Declaring that he had not eat,

Tn a Month’s Time, one pleafant Bit %
Or Morfel hot from Pot or Spit.
Accordingly they promisd fair,

‘That he fhould have a Neighbour’s Share 3
So near the Gateway left the "Squire,
And to their Dinner did retire,

As foon as they themfelves had ferv'd,
Whofe Guts were likewife almoft ftarv'd,
The Barber then took Care to feed,

Not only Sancho, but his Steed ;

And left ’em fuch a plenteous Store,

That neither could have need of more

At prefent ; when he’ad done, return'd

Toth’Prieft,who,whenthey’d din’d,adjourn’d,

To think of Means by which they might

Beft manage the diftrated Knight,

And from the Rocks and Woods allure him

’ Home, by fair Means, in Hopes to cure him;

At
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At length fprang up a lucky Thought,
And-thus they laid the cunning Plot.

Both jointly fond of their Device,
Agreed to put on a Difguife.
The Curate was to lay afide
Th’ Externals of his holy Pride,
And wear fome tatter’d female Drefs,
Like Errant-Lady in Diftrefs.
'The Barber was to make as odd
A fcare-crow Figure as he could,
And was to hand and wait upon her,
As Gentleman or Page of Honour.
And thus they were to range about
The Woods, to find Don Quixote out 3
Which when, by Sancho’s Help, they’d done,
The Lady was to make her Moan,
And beg the Friendthip of the Knight,
To do an injur’d Princefs Right 5
Who'd been abus’d, and driven out

Her Caftle, by a Rabble Rout, ’
Aaa Encourag’d
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Encourag'd by the mortal'Spight
Of fome difdourteous cruel Knight,
Thus may we'draw him, by Degrees,
From folitary Rocks and Trees; '
And dril him on,” without.the Ufe
Of open Violence, to his Houfe.

Both pleas'd with this their lucky Motion;
Refolv’d on fpeedy Eixecution ;
And therefore, to effedt the Matter
The fooner, .tafier, and the better,
They beg'd their Hoftefs to fit down;
AndwhenwithWinethey’dwarm’d herCrown
They told her all they had agreed on,
And what Apparel they had need on,
That by their Stratagem they might
Bring Home'apoor diftralted Knight,
Who now was wand'ring in the Woods,
To conquer Kingdoms in the Clouds.

Blefi me, teplies the fwanking Dame, -

This Blade mufi-be the very fame
’ That
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That came in Armour t’othsr Night,

And put us into fuch a Frigls.

He' ad with bim then a lufty Looby,

T attend bim, on a little Hobby :

An Afs, Ithink it was, 1 vow, -

Or Mule, I know not whether now.
However, bere they drank and eat

The beft of Wine, and beft of Meat
Crammd’till they made us all admire,
Efpecially that Hound the 'Squire 5
Guzzld like Carriers, call'd ding dong,
And play’d the Devil all Night long 5

Put the whole Houfe in a Diforder ;
Quarrell’d in Bed, and ¢ryd out Murder 5
And when they' d thus difturb’d our Gueft,
Broke both our own and Servants Reft,
Away rode Knight, Rope flop bis Breath,
And never paid one Crofs, E faith
But fome arch Fellows in the Yard,

- Seiz’dtother Bandog by the Beardy
Aa 3 And
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And that Rogue rather chofe to drawy
The Punifbment of Blanket-Law
Upon bis Shoulders, than be'd pay
One Groat before be loap’d away,
Urging, that no fuch Men of Titles,
As Knights, €er pay'd for Drink or Victuals
Aud that their *Squires, &y Night or Day,
Always eat frank, as well as they,

The Prieft foon apprehending why
The *Squire appear’d fo very fhy,
Upon the Barber wink’d, for fear
Of’s telling Sancbo was {o near,
And that fome warm Difputes arifing,
Might fraftrate what they were devifing ;
So now th’ again began to prefs
The Hoftefs for 2 Woman’s Drefs,
“T'he moft fantaftick that her Hoard
Of female Reliques would afford ;
" The Coif and Petticoat of Grannum,

Or any Geer to put ypon ‘em,
She
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She bid ’em take no farther Care,

But faid fhe'd fit ’em to a Hair.
Accordingly, to give the Jeft

A Lift, fhe trudg’d to Oaken Cheft
From whence fhe brought a Woollen Gown,
The Seams with Livry-Lace laid down,
And hemm’d and berder’d round the Skirts
With Velvet black of {ev'ral forts,

New Patches having been apply’d

As faft as old ones were deftroy’d.

To this, a Petticoat was added

Of fcarlet Plufh, but fadly jaded,

Which had a Lace that once was Gold,
But worn to Silk, ‘twas now fo old.

Some other Ornaments befide,

That nearly were to thefle ally’d,

As Muff and Whifk, fhe alfo brought,
And a huge Rump prepoftrous Knot.

In thefe Habilliments, the Prieft

is holy Corps moft nicely dreft ; _
‘ His holy Corps Aya j 5 A
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And next, inftead of Coif and Pinner,
Now worn by modern female Sinner,
He only put upon his Crown
A white ftitch’d Night-cap of his own g
Then with a Garter from his Knee,
Which was of broad black Taffety,
He binds the Cap upon his Head ;
Duoes o’er his Beard the Ribbon {pread,
And hides that hairy Part the Chin,
Where manly Sprouts before were feen,
Tying the other Garter o'er
That Part o’th’ Head we call the Fore
So only fhew’d Eyes, Nofe, and Mouth,
*Twixt Muffler, -and a Fore-head Cloth
Which being black; now made:his white Face
Appear to be a very bright Face,
That our-quainuTiady, take her rightly,
Was truly much sout ag Gghtly
As an old formah Abby-Queen;

That ftands in Queérpo to be feen. i
S The
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The Barber ty’d unto his Chin
An Ox’s Tail, which long had been
A Brufh for Loufe-traps, dirty worn
By Dandrew-Combs, and Combs of Horn
Then taking Pains to mat his Hair
As bad as Mane of Forreft Mare,

Put on an odd-fhap'd high-crown’d Hat,
Which look'd as old, I'll tell you that,

As if ’t'ad cover’d no Man’s Ears
Before for many hundred Years.
When thus th’ ungainly Page was ready,
As well as the diftrefled Lady,
And a Side-faddle put upon
The Curate’s Devil of a Droue 5
Then both the Scare-crows nimbly mounting,
Took Leave, and rid a Mad-man hunting,
Joining with  Senchs near the Gate,
Who was their Guide, as well as Mate.
The Fox, when he decoys the Hare,
Always diffembles equal Fear
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So thofe who would to Chains betray
The Mad, fhould feem as mad as they.

CANTO XXXVIIL
*Squire Sancho, by Confens, rides on
Before the reft, to findthe Don 5
The Pricft and Barber loit'ring a'ter,
Hear Singing by a running Water,

HE Curate, now they’d left the Inn,
T Grew confcious of the thameful Sin
He had committed, in difguifing
A Prieft in Habit fo furprifing 5
Vex'd that a Man of his Profeflion
Should wear the Weeds of Fornication,
And, with fo fcandalous a Drefs,

Profane his Rev’rend Holinefs,

The Curate therefore beg'd the Shaver
To grant one amicable Favour,

Which was, that he'd vouchfafe to take

The female Rigging on his Back,
. And,
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And, inthe Wood, confent to be
The Lady in the Comedy ;
For that himfelf, with greater Art,
Could act the Page or Uther’s Part 5
So begg’d he might his Garb tranflate
To Cow-tail Beard, and high-crown’d Hat 5
Which Tonfor readily pull’d off,
And chang’d for Grannum’s Gown and Ruff,
Giving the Confcience of the Prieft
Content, that {fweet continual Feaft.
Juft fo the Babylonian SmocH
Docs tender Confciences provoke 5
But when ‘tis chang’d into a Cloak,
The Scruples vanifh all like Smoak,
The very Turky-Cock will fly
At Coloyrs that offend his Eye 5
"Why then mayn’t thofe,whofe weaker Sight
Approve of Black, inftead of White, %
Love Darknefs better than the Light ?
Now
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Now all were pleas'd, away they rode,
Prattling and jefting tow’rds the Wood
Like ftroling Players ready dreft,

To act fome Droll at Country Feaft ;
Talking of Quixozte’s frantick Tricke,
His Combats and advent’rous Freaks,
*Till painful Steps of weary Drudges,
Had brought them to the Shrubs and Hedges,
That did the Woody Mountains bound, .
Where the mad Knight was to be found
Then looking fo‘ {ome Mark or Token,
Which Sanche from the Trees had broken.
At length the Branches they elpy’d,

By Sancho ftrew’d to be his Guidey
Like Heroes then they boldly enter'd

The difmal Gloom, and forward ventur’d,
Inftructing Sawcho, by the Way,

What weuld be beft to do and fay,

That might give Comfort, and recover

“The Senfes of the frantick Lover,
Advifing
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Advifing him to tell his Mafter,
That he had brought his Wounds a Plaifter
And when you find him pleas’d a little, -
Say thus, and,don’t forget a Tittle.
For a5 I live, Itook great Care
To bav  our Letter copyd fair 5
And when I'd done, without Delay,
Rid Poft to fair Dulcinea,
And into ber own Hand 1 thruft it,
When none were near us, to miftruft it.
She fimper'd, and [0 kindly took it
Firft kifi’d it, then [be open broke iz,
And look’d [0 pleas’d, as I'm a Sinner,
s if fbe felt new Life within ber : g
1 wifh your Worfbip bad but feen ber.
Then wanting Paper for a Lerter,
Poor.Lady, 1 fball nder forget ber,

Ske fent you back, by Word of Mouth,
This Anfver, vorwing that “twas Truth :
Pray
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Pray tell that valrous Knight, your Mafler,
Im forry for bis fad Difafer,
And am my [eIf fark mad to fee bim,
That from bis Torments 1 m) Sree bim
And as for thofe frange Things be (hew'd
To you, bis Servant, intbe Wood,
Affure bis Worfoip I'd be glad
To tame them alfo, if they’re mad 5
Therefore pray charge bim, upon Pain
Of my Difpleafure, to refrain
His Pennance in that wretched Place,
And fly, with Speed, to my Embrace,
That thefe kind Arms of mine may bide
My Dear from Danger. Then fbe cry'd.
Adfbeart, -quoth Sancho, this muft do 3

He'll think it ev'ry Tistle true. '
1 know *vwill pleafe bim so the Hearr,
In cafe my Members a'n't too fbort s
Therefore L shink rd beft be going

Before, and fee what *tis be's doing,
The
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The fooner 1can find bim out,
The readier 1 foall be, no doubr.
Befides, this Anfiver, I account,
Will make bim leave this plaguy Mount,
That be may ride in Search of Kingdams,
Crowns, Empires, Thrones, andthofe fine Thing-
And not in this confounded Place doms,
Loiter and farve away bis Days.

The Prieft and Barber both approv'd
What Sanche had fo wifely mov'd,
Confenting he fhould firft jog on,

And try the Temper of the Don,
Provided he’d return, and give ’em,
A juft Account, and not deceive’em
Which Sancho promifing to do,

Rid on, and left the other two

At no great Diftance from a Brook,
That gently glided by a Rock 3
Upon the Banks of which there ftood

The talleft Trees in all the Wood,
Where
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Where both alighted, ind fate down,
Skreen'd from the Violente of the Sun.
But few {weet Minutes had they ftay’d
\ In this oblcure refrefhing Shade,

Before a charming Voice began

As if 'twas artfully defign’d

A Prelude to fome Song behind ;
Nor did the Blefling longer laft,
Than juft to'give the Ear a Tafte,
But melted iftto"Annih’lation; -

\ To breathe forth a melodious. Strain,
|

And left a filent Expe@ation

'Nor had the intermitting Huth
Hung long on ev’ry lifPning Buth,
Fer the {weet Sound again arofe,
And charm’d the Hearers to the clofe
Attention of 2 mournful Song,
"Thus breath’d progreflively along,
Obfture: Retrédts are- all'in vain,

B No filent-Shade's an Eafe to e
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I ftill, alas! muft bear the Pain
Of Abfence, Love, and Fealoufy.
Why then fhould 1 the Tyrant dread,
When bis amazing Shages appear 2
Death’s welcome, now my Hopes are fled
What is there that I ought to fear 2
She’s gone, and in another's Arms 5
"Tis Folly to be jealous now ¢
Why fbould 1 love, fbé a5 loft ber Charms,
In bafely breaking of ber Vow 2
Yot the fair Image Fill remains
So firmly painted in my Breaft,
That, [pite of Reafon', there foe reigns,
And bourly robs me of my Reft.
Then ler the Wife no more difiour(e
Of Peace, or true Content belopw 4
The Pow'r of Love, and Beauty's Force,
Difiralted Lovers only know,
The fkulking Hearers both were fill'd

With Wonder, at a Voice {o {kill'd,
Vol II, Bb Well
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Well knowing, that no rural Swain
Could blefs their Ears with fuch a Strain,
And his hard Sufferings impart
With fo much Elegance and Att 5
Therefore ftruck'dumb, with Admiration,
They kept their Silence, and their Stition,
Expecting they e'er longthould hear |
A farther {weet harmonious Air :
But waiting ’till they quite defpair’d
Of what fo greatly they defir'd,
They rofe, at length, from off the Grbund,
To fearch the Bow’rs dnd Grotto’s round
With Diligence, in Hopes to find
The Songfter, who had been fo kind,
But juft as they began to move
From their delightful little Grove,
"The follow’ing Song engag’d their Stay,
And kept their lift'ning Edrs in Play.
Friendthip, farewel, fince thou ar's fled,

With Juftice, tothy native Skies, _
Whilfe
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Whilft Vertue bangs ber drooping Head,

And all that’s b&neﬁ‘, fades and dies.
Both Sexes counterfeit thy Face,

Andthy external Habit wear s,
But firip of the alluring Drefs,

And Fraud and Falthood then appear.
O! bappy Genius, bither fly,

And let the World once more be blef,
That Love may be a facred Tye,

And folemn Vows no more a4 Feft.
This Ditty, to their great Surprife,
Was ended with fuch Sobs and Sighs,

That now Compaflion mov’d them more
Than Curiofity before,

To find the Wretch that was oppreft

With {o much Sorrow in her Brealt.
Accordingly they ftepp'd along

That Way drom whence thay heard the§ong,
And, peeping o’er {fome Bufhes, found

The Author of the charming Sound,
Bb 2 Penfively
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Penfively walking by a Roek,
At no great Diftance from the Brook.
No fooner had they view’d his Stature,
His Face, and here and there a Tatter,
But by all Symptoms they could fee,
They both concluded this muft be
Cardenio, Champion of the Rock,
Of whom the *Squire before had fpoke.
However, heing two, -they fear’d
No naked Limbs, or frizzl’d Beard,
But ventur'd forward, with Intent
To pay the Wretch a Compliment,

No fooner did Cardenio ’{py
Two {uch uncommon Figures nigh,
But he ftopt fuddenly, and ftar’d '
At Grannum's Gown, and Cow-tail Beard,
As if more frighted at their Drefs,
Than they at his wild Nakednefs.

After
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After both Sides, with fome Surprize, g

Had gaz'd, and reconcil'd their Eyes
T" each other’s antick ftrange Difguife,
The Curate to the ragged Wretch
Stept forth, and made the foll'wing Speech
Excufe me, Sir, that I'm thus rude
T aceoft you in your Solitude,
But I'm commiffion’d from above,
In Chriftian Charity and Love,
T enjoin you, for your beav'nly Good,
To quit this [vlitary Wood,
And all thefe gloomy Shades and Hills,
Where melancholy Horror dwells :
Refign them to the featber'd Kind
And Brutes, for whom they Twere defign’d.
Thefe are no Places for Relief
Of troubld Minds, that fwell with Grief :
No buman Sorrows can abate
Their Force, by fuch a lonely State.
Bb 3 "Tis

—— BYs
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"Tis bere in vain, if Hopes are cioft,
T; feek the Happinefs yow've lft,
Content’s a Bleffing never found
By Man on fuch unballow'd Ground.
No purling Streams, or fhady Banks,
Where bending Willows grow in Ranks ¢
No hollow Winds, or whifp'ring Trees,
Can yield an anxious Bofom Eafe.
No Peace of Mind on Eatth is given,
But by the bealing Hand of Heav'n s
Who will not bear the mournful Voice
Of thofe that make fuch Lives their Cheice, -
And fly from buman Race, to dwell
With Brutes in fuch an Eartbly Hell,
We therefore beg that yor'll forfake
Your fruitlefs Penmance, and go back
To your Abode, and there converfe
With boly Men 3 and by the Force
Of Pray'r and beav'nly Admonition,

Refiue your Soul from this Condition.
’ Cardenie
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Cardenio happ'ning to be free

From his accuftom’d Lunacy,

Hung down his Head upon his Breaft,
And gravely liften’d to the Prieft,
Fix'd as a Statue made of Stone,

*Till the furprizing Speech was done 5
Then raifing up his drooping Head,
In anfwer, thus the Lover faid,

Since Hean'n, in. Pity to my Grief,

Has fent fuch Frignds to my Relief,
~That I may be reduc’d again

To the Suciety of Men 5 o
Leaft you fbould think that I commence
This vagrant Life for want of Senfe,
And that the Mis'vies I fuftain,

Arife from a diflemper'd Brain,

Pray give me Leave to let Jou Enow
The real Caufes of 1y Woe,

And why 1 fly from Human Race,

L Place 5
Té dwell in this uﬂbﬂPPﬁ b ’Zl 3 Then
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Then will you pity, not condemin
The Wretch whom you, ‘unbeard, may blame,
The Prieft' and Barber, well inclin'd * -
To hear Cardenio eafe his Mind, "
Reply'd, Theyd give their beft Attention .
To all be fhould be pleas’d to mention
Not only fo, but jointly be
His Friends in this Exttemity 5
And thevefore begg’d bim to reveal,
Without Referbe, what did but [well
His Sorrows, and difturb bis Mind
The more for being clofe confin'd,
Cardenio, when he’ad clear’d his Voice
By fome preparatory Sighs,
Began his melancholy Story.
With all the Grace of Oratory,
And did fo feellingly fet forth
His Paffion, and Lucinda’s Worth,
‘That both the Hearers ftood amazd

Ta find 2 Man reported craz'd,
o Exprefs
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Exprefs fuch unexpetted Senfe,
Adorn’'d with fo much Eloquence,
As if fome famous Orator,
Bred for the Pulpit, or the Bar,
Had flighted Human Race, to teach
Wild Brutes and Birds the Ufe of Speech,
And charm the Rocks, tho’ deaf and mute,
With’s Tongue, as Qrpbeus with his Lute,
The flender Audience gap'd and ftar'd,
And to each Word had fuch Regard,
That their fix'd Eyes let fall their Tears,
To prove th’ Attention of their Ears,
Whilft, without Trip or Heflitation,
Cardenio gave the {ad Relation,
Which Quixote had before cut fhort,
When he and Sancho {uffer’d for’t,
About the Queen that us'd to harbour
Her Friend Elizabat the Barber.

Cardenio having now run o’er

The Part which he had tald before,
Procgeded
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- Proceeded thus abaut the fair

Lucinda, whom he lov'd fo dear.

—— But when the charming Angel fent
Amadis back the Book I'd lanz,

Between the Legves, tha tendsr Creature,
To fbew ber Love, bed plac’d a Lester :
But I, & Stranger tothe kind

Obliging Faveur fbe dafign’d,

My Rival Ferdinand one Day,

Turping the Leaves wherein it lay,

By Chance the fatal Secret found,

The Sight of which renew'd bis Wound,

And caus’d bim to admire ber Senfe,

As well a5 beauteous Excellence.

1 fnatcb’d it from bim, but too late s
He'ad firft perusd it, as be [ate, |
And, in bis fainting Looks, difplaj’d
His bigh Concern at what be'ad read
And that your [elves may know bow near

Confummating cur Foys we were,

TF

]
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Tho', to my Serrow, Fl repeat.

The Sum of what [be kindly wri,
Cardenio ev'ry Day fets forth
Your farther Gratitnde and Worsh,
That I am ford'd to more and mtore

Efteem your Merits, than before.

If this Acknowledgmens will preve
Any Advantage to pour Love,

Ufe it in all that you defign

For your own Hopour; and for mine.
My Father knows you, and is free
To farther my Felicity :

He's a good Parent, and too kind

To force or comtradilt my Mind,
But will comply with whatfoe'er

L afk, that's bonourable and fair 5
Therefore *tis now your Part to fhew
Tou Love, as you pretend you do :
If juft, you ought to be believ'd 5

lf falfe, Lucinda is deceiv'd.

This
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This Letter, adds the fighing Lover,
Did fuch Sincerity difcover,
That L refolv'd to afk, or rather
Once more démand ber of ber Father :
* But Ferdinand, at Sight of wbat
He found {be bad [o kindly wrote,
Grew [0 inflam'd, that tho' be Hill
Didin bis Breaft bis Love conceal,
Yet be determin’d in bis Heart
To 4t a bafe unfriendly Part,
And to perfue, unknown to me,
His Love be means of Treachery,
Whillt I, without the leaft Diftruf?,
Believ'd bim amicably juft,
© And frankly told the Traytor all
The am'rous Secrets of my Soul,
And bow I fear'd my cautious Fatber
Would not approve my Choice, but rather
Sufpend my Marriage, ’till be found

The Duke bis aged Hopes bad crown'd, 5
4
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By giving me fome kind  vance,
That might improve my Circumflance 5
But the perfidious Ferdinand,
Inflead of afling like a Friend, -
With promisd Service fill'd my Ears,
Bu took Advantage of my Fears,
Pretending that bimfelf would move
My Fatber vo approve my Love,
And win bim to propofe the fame
To tl’ Parent of the lovely Dame,
That their Confent with ours might meet,
And make our Fopes the more compleat.
But Ferdinand oercome, alas!
With bright Lucinda’s beav'nly Face,
His friendly Promifes poftpon'd,
T beal bis own impasient Wound
And did propofe bimfelf to be
The fair One’s Spoufe, inftead of me.
Such Pow’r has Beauty to fubdue
The Great, and all their Vertues too,

And
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And does not enly eft emlave,
But make meer Mifereants'of the Brave.

This Offer of my faithlefs Friend,
With dear Lucinds’s Fatber gain'd
Such great Efteem, that be approv’d
The advantageous Point be movd,
And, fond of fuch Alliance, clos'd
At once with all that be propos’d,
Exerting bis paternal Pow'r
To bring Lucinda to the Lure,
Whilf my Astendance on bis Grace,
Confin'd me o a difiant Place,
Where Iwas bufy'd, and detain'd
By tb’ Cunning of my treach’rous Friend,
And kept a Stranger to bis vile
Supplanting Perfidy the while,
"Till fitting underneath fome Trees
One Day, for Cosinefs and for Eafe,
A Meffenger , wz'z:/b,’ nimble Feet,

Approacktdme, Stewing in bis Sweat,
And
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And told mebe wiw  'dtorom
Eull thirey Miles Yrom fich a Town,
By ayouny Lm# ul 2 Grate,
Who weeping look'd difeonfolare,
And that [be flid invo bis Hand
A Letter, with a 8ri& Command
That be foould no where Hop or 2y,
But fly as fwift as Time, wway,
The [ame deliver as divetied,
With Speed, inprivate unfufpected.
This made me tremble as 1 fuse,
And fear fome 1], b;ut-knew not what,
Till op'ning what fbe’ad writ, and then
Thefe Stabs fbe géve me with ber Pen »

Don Ferdinand’s perfidious Tongue
Has done both you and me-much Wrong :
He tg your Father fpoke, 'tis true,
And mine, but for bimfelf, not you.
He kas demanded me bis Bride,
My Father rafbly bas cemply’d,

And
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And, in few Hours, it is defignd
Our Hands in private [ball be join'd,
Leaft Heav'n prevents the wretched Tye,
And ftops my Fase that is fo nigh.
Fudge my Afflittion by your own,
And let your [peedy Love be fhown 5
Or all your Wifbes will be croft,
Andmy fad Self for ever loft. _

No fooner bad 1 read thefe Words,
More piercing than the keeneft Swords,
But tarting up, ‘twixt Love and Fury,
I flew to th’ Stables in a Hursy,
And mounting nimbly, turn’d the Roads,
With flying Heels, to dufty Clouds,
“Till unmolefied I arrivd
Where the kind weeping Angel livd 5 -
There waiting at a grated Window,
I found my only Hopes, Lucinda,
Who, tho ber Eyes were blufbing red,
Inflam'd by many Tears [be'ad fhed,

A
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At my Approach, fhe found Relief,
And dry'd the Foumtains of ber Grief,
Welcome, Cardenio, to my Sight,
The Virgin cry'd with far)ze Delight
One farther Hour bad been too late
To’ve ftopt the Rigor of my Fates
But fince yow're come, you've Time to put
An End to what we're now abour,
Elfe, thro this mournful Grate, appears
My Wedding-Garb thus flain d with Tears
For ¥erdinand, that treach’rous Thief
To you, and Author of my Grief,
And my ambitious cruel Father,
Are walking in the Hall together,
Defigning, when the Prieft is come,
To call me to my nuptial Doom ;,
But now I bope you'll find a Way
The dreadful Sentence to delay,
And punifb bim, who bad tbe Hear:

To aét [o treacherows a Part 5 )
Vol.IL. Co Ter,
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Tet, like a worthlefs Wrevch, pretend
To be your faithful Bofom-Friend,
Do all you can 5 but if you fail,
No Rival-Traytor [hall prevail ;
For if my Pray'rs and Tears together,
Want Pow'r to move my cruel Father,
A Dagger [balt my Fuftice fberw,

And (11l] preferve my Vows to you.
Nobly refol’d, faid 1, my Dear 5
An injur’d Breaft no Death fhould fear,

Let A&ion verify your Words,

If Life no Happinefs affords s

And if my Sword cannot defend

Such Beauty from my faithlefs Friend,
Il turn the Peint upon my Breaft,
And [end my troubl'd Soul to reft.
This faid, [be vanift’d from my Sight,
And left me in & trembling Fright,
Call'd, in a Hurry, to fulfil,

As 1 fuppos'd, ber Father’s Will,
c Ne
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No faoner was the Angel fled,
But fudden Fear balf flruck me dead,
That all my Limbs, when [be was flown,
Like blafied Boughs, bung drooping down,
"Till vecolletiing what [be ad [aid,
8o wild a Frenzy rais’d my Head,
That with a mad indecent Force,
1leap’d fromoff my fwedting Horfe,
Then flying to the Door, flept in,
And thro’ the Entry mov'd unfeen,
“Till to the Room I came, where fair
Lucinda and ber Bridegroom were,
With all thofe few thar were admitted
To fee the private League compleated.
Lundifeover'd flole bebind
Loofe Hangings which the Parlour lin'd,
There view'd thro® Holes the Moths bad made,
The wretched Scene my Friend bad laid
4t Sight of which, my Spirits funk,

And S rew, 1 ith P , drunk,
enjé:' grew, wi b ngffon Thae
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That all before me did but feem
A wild Enthufiaftick Dream.
At length, whilft fm'r Lucinda beeded
Buz little bow the Prieft proceeded,
He came unto-the binding Clanfe,
At which ﬂre ftar'd, and made a2 Paufe
Skew'd fuch Diforder in ber Epes,
And round ber gaz’d in fuch Surprize,
s if ber Soul within ber [aid,
Ob! come, Cardenio, tomy Aid :
But I, unbappy Wretch, bereft
Of Senfe, and like a Statue left,
Unapprebenfive as a Stone
Of ber Misfortune, or my éwn,
Stood all the Time as'ina Trance,
And was von Fupid to advance,
4 laft, the 'tre;;fblz'ng Bride defpairing,
As T fupqu:',‘ of my appearing,
And preﬁ’dj-bj"r-Fatbar,' and the reft,

To give her* Anfwer 10 the Pricft,
Pronounc’d
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Pronounc’d, with faint and feeble Voice,
" That binding Word, the fatal Yes s
And when tl) officious Prieft went through
With the ill Work be bad to do,
Which, foon as finift’d, tothe Foy
Of thofe that were the Standers-by,
The faithlefs Bridegroom, full of Pride,
Stept forw&rd to falute bis Brids‘,
Who, at bis loath'd Approach, fell down,
Palled and fenfelefs, in a Swoon.

This pleafing Sight reviv’d my Heart,
And gave new Life to ev'ry Par,
Glad to obferve fhe il could bate
My Rival, tho ber nuptial Maze,
And, like a true ill-naturd Wife,
Marry to curfz, not blefs, bis Life s
For Weman, when in Love [be’s crofl,
Weds vo revenge the Foy (he'as lofl.

But ob! when 1beganto weigh

The black Proceedings oé‘ the Day
"3

The



(390)
The Freack’ry of a Bofom-Friend,
Who did fuch cordial Zzeal pretend 5
- Lucinda’s falfz confenting Tes,
Then fainting at ber Hufband’s Kifs 4
Her Vows to rather fab and die,
Andyes next Minute to conply 5
Thefe odicus Riddles fo confus'd
My Senfes, and my Soul amus’d,
That I concluded Human Race
And Devils, equally were bafe
Yet bad Lucinda’s Charimns poffeft
My Thoughts, and.foinflam'd my Breaft,
That I could vather Lave approv'd
A thoufand Deatbs, thannot bave lov'd,
Tho’ all thofe Profpeéis, once [o fair,
Were turn'd to Horror and Defpair.
However, fince the Knot was ty'd,
And (be was now my Rivals Bride 5
Had alfo prov'd as bad as be,
In breaking bfr Fidelity,



(C391)
1 left the curfed Houfe unfeen,
With the like Care thar brought me in,
Without attempting to revenge
The Treack'ry that bad wrought (o firange
An Alteration in Lucinda,
Betwixt ber Wedding, and the Window,
Refolving ever to refrain
The fairhlef; Company of Man,
Nor more on Beauty caft an Eye,
But from inconftany Woman fly.
Determin'd thus, I Home reru'rn’c,/,
And as 1 vode, my Ufage mourn’d 5
Wept for Lucinda’s Breach of Truft,
And laid, with Tears, the rifing Duft.
Al Night I travell'd, and by Break
Of Day, to the Duke’s Hoisfe got back,
Where, for a Mule that I admir'd,
I chang'd my Horfe, that now was tird ,
Some Gold and ufeful Linnen took,

And fromthat Time, ]Vémlez‘nd [forfook,
¢4
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To berd in Woods, with Brutes of Prey,

Lefs burtful Animals than they.

At length, in wand’ring up and down,
@'er Plains and Rocky Hills unknown,
I found this unfrequented Place,
Adapted to my wretched Cafz,
Refolving in thefe Shades to flay,
And figh my ansxious Hours away
But many Days I bad not [pent

In the vain Szarches of Content,

Eer my Mule perif’d in the Wood,
(More cruel 1) for want of Food s
Soon after which, my [elf was found
Stretcb'd out, and fainting on the Ground,
By Shepberds paffing by this way,
Who kindly fed me as I lay
Bereft of Reafon, -as they faid,

Andthe” [o weak, yet raving mad _ B

Nor bave I fince been always free

From Paffians of Indecency 3
B
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But when Defpair inflames the Wounds
Of Love, and overflows the Bounds
Of Reafon, then Imadly fly
From Place to Place, and howl and cry
Thro’ all the Defart, and proclaim
Lucinda's Beauty, and ber Name,
And furioufly attack and beas
The Goai-berds, and the Clowns I meet,
Who, notwithflanding thefe my Crimes,
Relieve my Wants at other Times.
This is my miferable Cafe,
And thus 1 [pend my wretched Days
Nor can my Love, that raging Paffion,
Admit of any Confolation,
Leaf? you ¢ould bring Lucinda’s Charms
To thefe unbappy naked Arms.

Thus fighing, the defpairing Wretch
Ended his melancholy Speech,
Which left the Curate and his Mate,

Bemoaning poor Cardenio’s Fate. '
Since
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Sinee folemn Vows and Oaths, whenbroke,

o highly do the Wrong'd provoke,
Let Friends and Lovers never make ‘em,

Or juftly keep ’em, if they take ‘em, -

CANTO XXXVIIL
New melancholy Moans and Sighs,
At forme fmall Diftance, do wrife.
They ferach the Wood, at length difcover
A Lady mourning for ber Lover.

Y UST as the Curate was prépari-ng
] An An{wer worth Cardenio’s hearing,
Cotﬁplaining Accents fill'd each Ear,
Arifing from fome Thicket near.
Surpriz'd at the lamenting Voice,

They liften’d to the mournful Noife,

And tho’ no Perfon yet appear’d,

‘The foll'wing Words they plainly heard.
O Heat'ns ! bow timely bave I found

This Defart, this untrodden Groupd!
Where
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Where I may vent my Grief, and nane
My Sorrows know, but thee alone,
‘.’Tz'll I bave wafled, Tear by Tear,
This Flefb my Soul abbors to wear,
And dug my Grave with thefe my own
Long Nails, like Monfler's Claws oer-grown,
O wretched Creature ! 1o confide
In Man, o falfe a5 foon as try'd
Who, when be gains a Congueft, grows
So proud of broken Oaths and Vows,
As if be beld the fame to be
But Trophies-of bis Victory.
Farewel, thou Tyrant of my Breaft ;
Thefe Woods and Rocks [ball yield me Reft,
No more will 1 expelt from thee |
Relief inmy Extremity,
But court the Trees and Mounsains now,
Lefs faithlefs, and more kind than thou.
Cardenio hearing, with the reft, '

o o ft,
Diftinctly all that was expre And
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And thinking it fome Eafe, to fee
Another Wretch as mad as he,

Search’d ev'ry neighb’ring Buth and Arbour,

Attended with the Prieft and Barber,
All jointly heping to difcover

This new-defpairing female Lover.

At length, behind an Afh, they found
A Youngfter fitting on the Ground,
With his Feet padling in a Brook
That flow'd and murmurd by a Rock.
They ftill approach’d, but trod as light
As dancing Fairies ftep by Night,

"Till they came Tiear, then ftopt unheard,
And view'd the Figure that appexar'd
Surpriz'd that any Clown fhould fhow
Such taper Legs, as white as Snow,
Whofe tender Feet feem’d much too fine
To tend on Goats, or fetch up Kine,

Or {tride with Oxen in the Field

O’er rugged Acres, when they’re till'd.

The
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The Toil of Vaffals, who difplay

Their utmoft Pride in Ruflet Grey,
Such that this fair {urprizing Clown,
At that Time happen’d to have on.
The Curate therefore led the reft
Into a fecret buthy Neft,
Where they their prying felves might tkreen,
And fee the Youth, but not be feen;
There they all fkulking ftood, with Patience,
To make their farther Obfervatlons. .
At length, the Youth, when he had wafh’d
His Legs, and pretty Feet refrefh’d,
He took a 'Kerchief off his Head,
Round which it loofely hung difplay’d,
And as he drew the Linnen from
Beneath a home-fpun Cap of Thrum, |
Down dropt fuch lovely Locks of Hair,
So long, fo charming, and fo fair,
That when he thook the Flaxen Pride,

It ing, did his Shoulders hide,
{preading, did his Shoulde And
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And dazzl’d the Spe@ators Sighit, :
Like pointed Beams that fhine fo bright, (.
And glow arourid the God of Light. %
Thefe flowing Beauties foon betray’d
The YoutL to be fome lovely Maid,
Or wand’ring Female at the leaft,
In Country Clown’s Apparel dreft,
That, crofs'd in Love, fthe might difguife
Her tender Sex from Human Eyes.

As thus jn Thought they were employ’d,
She chanc’d to turn her Head afide,
And fhew’d ’em fo divine a Face,
So full of Sweetnefs, and of Grace,
That thofe whoview’d the lutheous Creature,
Were Light'ning-ftruck with evry Feature.

Not be his dear Lucinda, vow’d
She muft be more than Flefh and Blood 5
Some Goddefs from the Skies defcended,

To wafh in private unattended.

Cardenio gaz’d, and fince fhe cou'd g

She
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She now began, with Hands as white
As Moon-tfhine 1n a Winter’s Night,
To comb, and into Trefles part
Her flowing Hair, with Care and Art ;
Which am’rous and attradtive Sight,
Fill'd all that view’d her with Delight,
That they no longer could forbear
T’ approach a Nymﬁh fo truly fair,
But left the Bufh, t accoft the Lafs,
As fitting on a Bank of Grafs,
No fooner did fhe hear their Tread,
And turn about her Eve-like Head,
But, ftarting from her verdant Seat,
Upon her tender naked Feet, |
And nimbly fnatching up a Bundle
That lay upon a little round Hill,
Away fhe tript (as well the might)
From three fuch Figures, ina Fright,
Who might have fcar'd, with Looks uncom-

The ftouteft Man, as well as Woman. (m;::
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But the poor Damfel’s Sattin Skin
She trod on, was fo foft and thin,
"That Stones and Clods foon ftopt her Speed,
And caus'd her wounded Soals to hleed,
So that few Steps in rugged Way,
Caus'd her to ftumble, where the lay
*Till thofe from whom, as Foes, fhe fled,
As Friends ftept time']y to her Aid.
The Curéte, juft as he came at her,
Crying, Sweet Madam, déareft Creature,
Don't fly 5 we for no Harm perfue 5
We're Flefb and Blood, as well as you :
Therefore fear nothing, lovely Fair,
Tha you're difecover'd by your Hair,
That #ill inclines us but the more
To belp and ferve you to our Pow'r.
Pray let us know, dear Soul, wherein
Such peerlefs Charms bave injur’d been,
That we fome [peedy Ways may find -

To eafe your difcontented Mind, '
o While
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While thus the Curate labour’d hard
To keep the Lafs from being fear’d,
She ftar’d, and wonder’d into what
Strange Mortals Clutches the was got 5
One with his Arfe hung round with Tatters,
That {carc’d would hide his other Matters.
A fecond dizen’d up like fome
Old Witch about to mount a Broom.
A third with dangling Beard, that hung
In matted Locks fix Handfuls long,
And Hat fo ancient, it might be,
For Shape, efteem’d a Novelty.

However, Madam was fo wife,
Amidft her terrible Surprize,
~ Asto confider all the three
Might be difguis’d, as well as fhe,
And wander’d up and down the Mount
In &og’, upon’ the fame Account :
So that her fecond Thoughts fuppreft

The Terror of her throbbing Breaft ;
VL, 11 Dd And
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And then, recalling, like a Maid,
Her modeft Blufhes, thus fhe {aid :

Since thefe rude Mountains, over-grown
With thorny Shrubs, and Heaps of Stone,
Will not conceal, in Man's Difguife,
A female Wretch from buman Eyes,
"Twould be in vain to now difown
My Sex, fince I my Hair bave [hown
Nor can I from your Knowledge bide
The Caufe that draws me thus afide,
To feck on Mountains near the Skies,
That Eufs my prefent Grief denies,
Since ymeve exprefs’d fo much good Nature
T fich a belplefs injurd Creature,
And made [0 many gew'rous Offers
To her unworthy of your Proffers s
I therefore beg I may retire
Bebind thofe Shrubs, to bind my Hair,
And cover, with my Woollen Hofe,

What, 5o my Shame, I now expofe.



(403 )

This Freedom which the Lady wanted,
No fooner was defir’d, but granted s
So that fhe ftept, and ftaid behind
A Hedge to do what fhe defign’d 5
And then return’d, in decent Order,
To open her Condition farther ;
But firft, by way of Preparation,
She wip'd her Eyes, to move Compaflion,
As Women very feldom fail
To do, when they their Grievance tell;
Then fobbing, like a Widow, juft
Return’d from putting Duft to Duit,
She drew her Kerchief from her Face,
And ftated thus her mournful Cafe.

In Andalufia did I firf?
Take Breath 5 there was I born and nurft 5
A Province whence a Duke derives
His Title, alfo where be lives,
Near to the Palace of bis Grace,
My Parents many Lands poffefi;
T Dd 2
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Th induftrious Hufbandry of which
Has made them, the but Vaffals, rich
Nor do tbej want the Pray’rs of poor
Diftreffed Clowwns, ta blefs their Store s
Nor a good Name among their Neighbours,
Ty crown'tbez'.r boneft daily Labours s
But kept a Houfe, where Friends might dine
In Plenty, and refrefb with Wine
And ahbaj.r livd but ene Degree,
Or lefs, beneath Gentility.

Unbappy 1, the’ now the chief
Occafion o_ﬁibcir_qged Gt_‘icf, -
Was once ‘t_heir’Dzzrlz'ng, and their Pride,
 And only Dzmgbt_er they enjoyd
I was their .qu[fng, and their Heiry
My Good their only Fear and Care 5
And all their tender Thoughts were bent
To daily purébafe my Conent 3 .
Nor did my Vertues lefs incline

To their true Peace, than they to mine,

“Till
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*Till bafe pe;ﬁdiow Man deftroy’d
That mutual Comfort we enjoy’d,
And, by falfe Love, with Oaths dijgm.r
My tender Innocence furpriz’'d,
And, by bis treackrous Vows, enfnard
A Heart I bad not Pow'r to guard.

O! bad I been but nobly born,
I né'er bad felt the Traytor’s Scorn.
Diff’rence in Blood repell d bvs Love,
And made bim [ pe;ﬁa’wu& prow 5
That vain imaginary Stream,
Which fprings from nothing, but a Dream 3
Thar Mif2, by Heralds rais’d to blind
The Slave, and pleafe the baughty Mind,
That one may think the other great
In Blood, a:s well as in Eftate s
When all the Diff 'rence lies in Earth,
Meer dirty Acres, not in Birth s
When thofe are [pent, the Houfe decays

And all their boafted Blood grows bafe. ‘
Dd Tie
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The Duke, whofe Title you bave board
Before, by thefe pale Lips, declard
To bis illuftrious Blood, I owe
The Caufes of my prefent Woe 5
By bis petfidious (econd Son,
Have I been treacheroufly won,
And, by bis faithlefs Vows, mifled
Ty credit what be falfely f2id.
Don Ferdinand’s the bated Name
Of bim, who, to bis endlefs Shame,
Has haugbi Diftraliion not, on me
Alone, but all my Family, —

No fopner did Cardenio hear
His Rival mention’d by the fair
Complaining Lafs, but he began
To tremble, and look pale and wan,
And, in his Looks, betray’d fuch ftrange
Diforder, by their {udden Change,
That his Companions fear’d his Wits
Were giving Way to frantick Fits 5

But
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But, with much ftruggling, he fubde’d
‘The rifing Paffion in his Blood,
And only fix’d his Eyes upon
The Country Maid, who'd nam’d the Don,
Guefling the lovely Lafs to be
The Farmer’s Daughter Dororhy,
Whom Ferdinando had deluded,
And bafely, to his Shame, impuded ;
But {he not minding how his Eyes
Were fix'd, he gave her no Surprize,
That fhe continu’d her Narration,
“Thout the leaft Trip or Heflitation
And thus proceeded to difcover
The Falfhood of her vitious Lover.

How often bas be vow'd, alas!
That when be firft bebeld my Face,
He could for Ages, with Delight,
Have gaz’d upon the beav’nly Sight,
And that be felt fuch light'ning Dart,

Its fiery Beams thro’ ev’ry Part
’ﬁ 7 D &}' 4 ’ That
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- That bis Bloyd thunder’d thro’ bis Veins,
And filPd bim with a thoufand Pains 4

- Such that o buman Are could eafz,

- Or Mortal, but my felf, appeafe!

Thefe moving Words, and ail the fine

- Expreffions, Wit and Love conld coin,

| Hc'dai{;' whifper'd in my Ears,

To gain upon my tender Tears 5

Nat only fo, but won my Friends,

By Favours, to obtain bis Ends,

And bribd the Servants to approve

His daily Vifits, and bis Love 5

Feafled each Neighbour in bis Walk,

To make *em partial in their Talk,

And tempted them, with Fruits and. Wines,
T interprer well kis ill Defigns 5

Made ev'ry Day, a Day of Mirth,

As if to celebraze bis Birth,

And filPd the neight’ring Crafts each Night
With Songs, and Mufick of Delighr.

By
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By thefe deceitful Means be us'd,
He all the Neighbourbood feduc'd,
That Maid or Wife, at bis Command,
Would fleal bis Letters to my Hand,
Stuff’d with a thoufand Vows, to move
My youthful Innocence to Love s
But my good Parents daily Cautions
Againft fo great a Lover's Motions, -
Which only tended, as they thought,
To what was ftandalous and naught,
And the firong Guard my Vertue bad,
At all Times, ’gainft Defigns fo bad,
Still caus'd me to defpife bis Pain,
And render all bis Hopes but vain.

Befides, Inow beganto fear
His Vifits would my Fame impair,
And that the Favours be bad done me,
Might bring, in Time, [ome Stain upon me 5
I therefore was refol’d, tho’ rude,

To (bun bim all. the Ways I could,
0 fhun b 2y A o2
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And to deny bis vitious Paffion
The Priv'ledge of Sollicitation,
Tet own I flill bad fome Refpeét
T qualify my cold Negleét 5
As graveful Women will retain
For thofe who lpve ’em, to their Pain,

However, for myVertue's fake,
I fent bim all bis Letters back
And when I faw bis Face, or beard
His Voice, Ialways difappear'd,
However, thefe Affronts, T found,
Made no Abatement of bis Wound 3
For flill the more that I withdrew,
Toe more outrageous f4ill be grew,
At length, one Night, when in my Bed,
None with me, but my faitblefs Maid,
My Chamber-door both lock'd and barrd
By my own Hand, becaufe I feqrd -
Don Ferdinando, in his Rage,

Might take tb’ indecent Priviledge
To
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To gratify bis Love or Spight,
By bafely ent'ring in the Night,
Since be by Day no Way could find
To eafe the Paffion of bis Mind.
I took fome Pleafure, as I lay,
Ty fee the Moths and Infeéts play
Around the Candle-flame, and burn
Their bufy Wings at ev'ry Turn :
But as my Eyes were thus employ’d
In fecing filly Flies defiroy'd,
My Breaft was ftruck with fudden Fear,
As if fome Ghoft or Fiend was near,
And looking round me, foon I faw
Don Ferdinand the Curtains draw.
Had I an evil Spirit feen,
More frighted I could fearce bave beer.
His firft Appearance in my Room,
Struck me at once both blind and dumb,
That I conld neither fee to fly,
Nor ¢all to any Perfon nigh s

Oy
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Or could I bear the Words be [aid,
But fainted backwards in my Bed,
Whilft be, with eager Arms, embrac'd
My Neck, then clung about my Waft,
And did bis Love [6 far advance,
That foon be wak’d me from my Trance 5
Then did be whifper inmy Ears
All that was kind, to footh my Fears
Us'd fuch indearing Vows, and fwore
To all be faid, that I no more %
Could call Affiftance, than before.

My Maid, who bafely bad betray'd
Her Truft, was from my Chamber fled,
And for a Bribe, bad left my Charms
Expos'd to Ferdinando’s Arms 5
Tho® be bad offer’d no Offence
As yet to Vz'rgih—]nnoceme,
But what a chaft and modeft Maid,
Surpriz’d as 1was in sy Bed,

Might,
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Might , with a feeming Copnefs, [uffer,
And fuch an eager Lover offer 4
So that confid’'ring, as I lay,
What 1 (hould do, or rather [ap,
At length Ithruft bim frommy Breaft,
Which, with bis glowing Cheeks, be pref?,
Took Courage, feign'd an angry Look,
And warmly gave bim this Rebuke :

Sir, if you love, as you pretend,
You iwould not be my Foe, but Friend :
You'd feorn to gratify your Paffion,
By ’ndang’ving thus my Reputation.
Such Violence looks as if, in fbort,
Tou came to ravifh, not to court
And thar your Love does, to your Shame,
Deferve a much more odious Nams s
Therefore, if you bave any Senfe
Of your unmanly rude Offence,
Or Value for the Fame of ber,

Who ’njoys & [poslefs Character,
Pray
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Pray quit the Room you've enter'd thus
By Means [0 bafe and treacherous,
And leave me to enjoy my Reft,
Which, by your Prefence, you moleft 5
Elfe will you force me to rely
On fuch a fatal Remedy,
| That, leaft all Honour's laid afide,
Tou muft repent of, when applyd.

*Tis true, I wasyour Vafjal born,
But not your Slave 5 and therefore feorn,
Upon ignoble Terms, to grant
Thofe Favours I conceive you want.
Tou are, alas ! too Great to be
A *Spoufe for one of my Degree
And T'm too good to condefeend
To be your bafe poluted Friend
Why then fhould you indulge a Flame
Hurtful tour [elf, to me the [ame,
Sin;‘e Honour will not lev you wed,

‘Nor me, without. Difgrace, my Bed 2 01
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0O/ why, reply’d the faithlefs Lord,
Dear Angel, do you judge [o bard 2
Believe me, I bave no Defign,
But for your Good, as well as mine.
Would you comply to blefs my Arms
InWedlock, with thofz joyful Charms,
No Birth or Quality fball prove
A Hindrance to our nuptial Love.
Such matchlefs Beanty, is alone
A Dow'r fufficient for a Throme.
What does without [0 lovely fhine,
Can barbour nothing bafe within,
But muft be to the Gods akin 5
And therefore fit to blefs the Side
O'th’ Greaveft Monarch, as a Bride.
Al 1 defire, is fuch & Wife
To crown the Happinefs of Life.
If Heav'n and you vouchfafe to grant
Me that one Boon : "Tis all I want.

Thus
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Thus ke went on, and vow'd and {wore
He'd be my Hufband, o'er and o'er,
And that T fhould not think he jefted,
The {fame he folemnly protefted
By th’ holy Image o’er my Head,
And all the Saints around my Bed.
Pray, my good Lord, {aid 1, take Care
Of what you rafbly [ay and fwear :
Bind not your Self, by facred Vows,

To do what Reafon difallows :

A&t nov with fuch Precipitation,

T bumour an unbridl’d Paffion :
Difbonour not your Noble Houfe,

With fuch a bomebred worthlefs Spoufe,

- Bynomeans quakify'd vobear
Thofe -Hanoz;rs you would bave ber foare :
Vex not your Father with a Bride
So ill accomplif’d and ally d,

Who, tho her Hopes are quite contrary,

May prove your Ruin, if we marry. .
or

N
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For ﬂmulci our Nuptials fo enrage
The Duke, that notbing could affwage
His Anger, you would foon repent
Tour rafb Requeft, and my Confent :
Therefore 1 bope, €er you commence
A Troth of [o much Confequence,

You will forget your am'rous Pain,
And give your Reafon Leave to reign.

Thefe, and more Arguments befide,

Itothe Cafe in Hand applyd 5

But Love bad fil’d both Heart and Head,

And made bim deaf to all 1 faid,

That fiill be vow'd, and fiill reply'd,
None elfe but me [bould be bis Bride,
And il new Proteflations made, \ +
T farther bind whate’er be [aid, -
That now bis Promifes obtain'd .~ -
Some Faith, and more Attention gai;z’d,
And calld into my Mind, bow oft

The Beauteous bave be  *ais’d aloft
Vol 1L, e

To
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Ty Coaches gilt, and Dreffes fine,
From bumpler Purentage than mine 5
So fancy’;g wmy propitious Stars
Would prove as genaaﬁ as theirs,
I'thought it da@crmé to flight
A Paffion nursd to fuch & Height 4
And therefore pre[s'd bim oer and dery
Ty vow what be bad vow'd b;-fore,«
Which be-contini’d te exprefs
With greater Zegl and Eagernefs,
Swearing, and gaiming, @'Degwe:,
Such farther gm'rous Libertics,
"Till av legth, fxinving i bis Arms,
He reap'dabe Pleafure of my Charmsy,
And when I firuggl'd, Tho’ in vain, . .
He (till bewiscl'd me-d'er agaim
At length, as panting by my Side,
He calmly afk d me bew I did,
Whilft Lin firange Diforder lay, .
And fiarce knew what to think or fay, p

I L £
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Grown quite unable to deny
Whatéer be wanted to enjoy,
But vacitly, and fres from Strife,
Comply'd, as if I'd been bis Wife,
Fearing, fhould be ebtain, by Force,
The Confequence might prove the worfe,
Not knowing but be then might plead
He was, by Right of Conqueft, freed
From all thofe Vows that be bad tender'd,
- Upon Provifo I furrender'd s
1 therefore would not ftand a Storm,
Becaufe I'd bind bim to perform
Th' Articles of Capitulation,
On which I gave bim full Poffeffion
Nor did be feruple to repeat
His Vows, *twixe eV'sy am'rous Heat 5
But when be bugg’d me, flill be fwore
Thofe folemn Qasbs bé'ad made before.

Thus, “ill.tbe Dawning of the Day,

indly vay'dthe Ti Y
?V:e"szzdj e zﬁe:’;’js Then
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Then farting up from my Embrace,
He kifs’d each Feature of my Face,
And crying thrice adiey, dear Soul,”
Withdrew, and thro’ the Garden flole,
Whilt I remgin'd. fome Time alone,
Confuts' d withthinking what I'd done 5
Tet, when my treack’'rous Maid was come,
With blufbing Cheeks, into my Room,
1 bad not Paw's te chide the Fade,
Who bad her Miftre[s thus betray'd
For Guz'lt" bad [o reftrain’d my Tongue,
That 1with Sifence bore the Wrong. .
The foll’wing Night, my Lordly Spoufe

Renew'd bis Vifit, and bis Vows 5 =~
 For now I ook myfelf - to ke .- <
His Bridg; apd gave bim-Liberty-
To come as often as be pleas’d,
That bis. fierce Paffion. might be eas' a,
"Till be thotght fir, in publick Manner,
To own me, and preferve my Honour 5 . »

Which
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Which being in bis Lordfhip's Pow'r,
Was now in Danger ev'ry Hour
But when the fecond Night was paft
In Foys too exquifite to laft,
I'th’ Morning be arofe, alas !
So coolly from my [oft Embrace,- -
As if two Nights to Lie bad turn’'d-
His Breaft, that once fo fiercely burn’d
Nor did be, at bis Parting, give
Th' Affurances be usdtoleave,
Or one tenacious Kifs beflow,
But cryd, Well, Madam, I muft go;
Then bowing, fidl'dto the Door,
Bid me farewel, and faid no more.
When I this Alteration [ze
In bim, it work'd a Change in-me
My Hopes to fudden Fears were chill'd,
My Spirits funk, my Blood congeal'd, I-
"Til] Fury thaw'd my frozen Veins,

And mads me fiv for Bedlam Chains
) Ee 3

Then
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Then I the treack’rous Hufly flav’d,
And twenty Billingfgates om~rav’d; .
Curs’d the perfidious Wretch, whofe drms
Had thus deflow'r’d my Virgin-Charms
For, in big parting Looks, be fhew'd
Lontempt, and bafe Ingratitude.
Inthis Diforder I remain’d,
Betray'd, for[aken, and difdaind
For notwithftanding all ke fwore
And vow'd, I never faw bim more.
A Monzh in Sorrow did 1 jpend? ‘
Beat my own Breaft, my Treffés rend s
Yet was 1 forcd to (Hll difpuife
My Trouble from my Parenss Ejes,
Left their Enquiries [bould increafe
. That Grief they knew not bew to eafe,
4 Iéﬁgtb I bgard my faizhlefs Sponfe,
- Forgerful ,of bis Qatbs and Vows,
Had chofe anather Bride in Hafte,
To whom the Prieft Bad tyd bim faft s
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A more deferving Lady, nam'd
Lucinda, for ber Beauty fam'd.

No fooner had Cardenio heard
His Miftrefs mention’d,but his Beard
He claw’d, and rowld his goggle Eyes
From Ezsflern to the Weftern Skies 5
Shrugg'd up his Shoulders, knit his Brows,
And tore down fome adjacent Boughs 5
At length let fall fome Tears, and then
Grew calm and temperate again 3
So that fair Madam did not fail
To thus go forward with her Tale,
This Zrange furprizing News, inflead
Of leading me beart-fick to Bed,
Inflam’d my Breaft with burning Rage,
And ground my Peffions to an Edge,
That mp Revenge was now as keen
As blighting Winds, that wound unfeen 5
Nor could I reft, *till I bad fought

The bafe ungrateful Traytor out, T
et EWC 4 That
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- That I might publickly uphraid »

' The Wretch with all the Vows be'ad made,

 And early broke, to bis Difbonour,

- In fuch a vile and faithlefs Manner. . »
Ty farther my Defignin Hond

Againft the falfe Don Ferdinand,

I made my Grievance fully known

Unto my Father’s trufty Clown 3

. A jolly Fellow, kepr to till

- The Ground, and carry Corn to Mill

 But be, with all bis beft Diffwafions,
Oppos'd my furious Inclinavions,

' Begging 'Td pafs by the Affront,

Be calm, and think no more upon't ;

- But I, teo refolute to be -

Advis'd by fuch a Clown a be,

Perfifted, and av length enfpar'd

- The Yourh to be my Body-Guard,

 Borrow'd .of bim bis Sunday’s Suz't,‘;

With all Things anfwerable to’t, 2

And
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And put my [elf in this Difguife,
To bide my Sex from Human Eyes
Then with fome Money, Fewels, Rings,
My fineft Cloths, and other Things
Of Valus, which I fill bave got
Within this Bag, I've bither brought,
We travelld forward out of Hand,
In Search of faithlefs Ferdinand,
Who might be found, we did fuppofe,
At bis new Lady's Father's Houfe.
Accordingly we made our Way,
For Hafte, by Night, as well as Day,
"Till to the diftant Totwn we came,
Where liv'd the fair new-marry'd Darse,
But found, upon Enguiry, foon,
That bis dear lovely Bride was flown,
And bad not fuffer'd bimto bed
Her Virgin-Charms, before foe fled s
And that bimfelf was Foll'n afide,

Abam d, and much diffatisfy'd 5 £
oy
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For, as the Towls wete pleasd to [uy,
They'd but & woeful Wedding-day
The Bride fell into fwooning Fits
As leading to the Nuptial—Sbeet: 5‘
And as the Bridegroom forc'd ber Stays,
To give bis faiming Lady Eafe,
He found 4 Dagger and a Letter
Hid inthe Bofom of the Creature s
One, to0 be fure, for Death defign’d,
"The other to divulge ber Mind,
Importing, That altho’ ber FatM,
For Honowr's [ake, and Wealth togetber,
Had o unjuftly giv'n ber Hand,
In Marriage, te Don Ferdinand,
Yot that ber Heart was due 1o sone
Buzz to Cardenio 5 be alone,
By Contraét, bad a Title to bar,
And no Man elfs fhould ever-knaw ber. -

No fooner bad tbe Bridegrodm read

The Letter, and.its Purport. weigh'd, 5
o 1t
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But be'd bave giv'n a mortal Wound
To th’ Breaft where be the Dagger found,
Had be not been prevemted by
The Prieft and others fanding nighs
Nor could the fartl'd Friends affwage
His wild ungovernable Rage,
Buz from bis Sight convey' d the Bride,
Where from bis Fury fhe might bide,
Till Time and fatherly Perfivafion
Had made a Recongiligtion,
But in a little Time, [aid they,
Tbe fair Lucinda #ole away :
Nor bas fbe fince been feen by any,
Or beard of, tho' perfird by many.
This mournful News, as foon as known,
Made Ferdinando fly the Town,
Raving and roazring, quite bereaft
Of Reafon, and of Patience left :
Nor bave we, faid the Neighbours, keard

What Courfe the frantick Lover ffeer'd :
And,
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And, in this fad Confufion, .ended
The Match that was fo well intended.

This News, [o pleafing to my Ears,
Reviv'd my Hopes, and checKd my Fears g
But juft as we thus liff ning food,
To gather what Advice we could,
A Cryer Proclamation made,
That I from Home was $toll'n or Fray’d,
Defcribing what 1us'd to wear,
Alfo my Features, Shape, and Hair,
That nothing but my Clown's Difguife, .
Could bave deceiv'd ~tbe.tPeople.r Eyess, -
Befides, ’zwé: whifper’d I was run
Away with fuch a Neighbour's Son,
Who ferv'd my Father as P Plough-man,
A Match unfit for fuch ¢ Woman,
This bateful fandalous Report,
Added new Sorrow to my Heart ,
Nor did it only make me mourn,

But look upen my [elf with Scorm,
However,
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However, I refol’d, with Cautlon; =
To Hill purfue my. Refolution,
Which was, to wander *till I found
The Trayptor, if above the Ground.
Accordingly we fneak'd afide,
Leaving the Peoples Tongz)e.r employ'd,
And, in the Ev'ning, unfufpelled,
March'd off, for fear of bing deteled,
Wand'ring about, *till we, by Chance,
Did into thefe wild Shades advance,
Where my Companion foon began
Ty faulter, like unfaithful Man,
And grew [5 bold, as to impart
Such Love, as made me blufbing fFart
Refolving be no Time would wafle
In Court(bip, but with Clownifb Hafle
Artempted rudely what be meant
To do, ’thout afking my Confent :
But not confid’ring that be ftood
By a deep Pit amidft the Wood,
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Fuft as be-prefe’d mey: like 2 Clown,
In order to bave thrown me down,
I pufl’d b bead-Tong back, ar ance,
And beard bim give a mighty Flounce
Into fome difinal Well or Pool,
At Bortom of tbe dufky Hole
And, by thefé providential Means, -
Preferv’d my felf from bis Defigns,

Thus Heav’n oft refcues, in Diftrefs,
The Weak, and punifhes the Bafe.

Next Day, as wand’ring in this Shade,
Contemplating on Good and Bad,
I met a Ruftick in my Way,
In Search of Cuaitel goue afiray,
W ho took me to bis Houfe, and made. .
Me welcome, ghinkingme 4 Lad 5 ~ -~
At length preveil'd with me vo k«g,,
Among the Rocks, 4 Flock of Sheeps =
But notwithfianding &l ﬁ) Corey -~ - .0

He foon difcoverd, by my Hair, - . .
 Joon difeover'dy by my . Wi
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Which flipt one Day, by & Mifbap,
From underneath my woollen Cap,
That 1 was Woman, in Difpuife 3
Which gave bim fuch a Hrange Surprize,
That from that Time be would not reft,
"Till 1th unbappy Truth confeft
Which I'd, alas! no fooner told,
B e too grew [o fond and bold,
That I was puzzl'd to evade
The am’rous Quertures be made &
And was, av laft, compell'd to fly
His Houfe, to foun the Danger nigh 5
For I forefaw, that be'd bave try’d
To gain, by Force, what I Jery’d 5
So that I chofe this Defars-Place,
Once more, to fave me in Dz'ftrej.'r 3
And, in thefe Woods, bave ever fince
Bemoan'd my Lofs of Innocence,
And begg’d good Heaw'n to lead me where

I might o'ercome my fad Defpair 5 Or
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Or dic, and 'va._'y’d lie émong :
Thofe Wretches who bave Jufferd wrong, -
And been feducd to rafbly join - '
In fich 2 fbameful Sin as mine, - ' g
More thro' Misfortune, than Defign.

The fweeteﬁ*]oy‘s of Human Kind,
If finfully obtain'd, we find,
Like lutheous Wines, foon'lofe their Tafte,
And turn to Vinegar at laft. ‘

CANT O XXXIX.
Fair Dorothea fbifts ber Cloths,
Then as a },Qg:éen t6 Quixote goes 5
And, by ber'charming Tittle-tatsle,
Deludes t'bé'Km'gbt to ﬁgbt ber Batiel,
. HE poor-diftrefled’Country Lafs
Tﬂavmg, at large made known her CafE,

And movid the Hearers \by her Story, '
To thew thcmfelvzs extream]y forry,

b - ‘i‘hét

LS o
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That one fo charming, and fo fair,
Should fall into {o bad.a Snare.
The Curate thinking it his Duty
To comfort fo much Youth and Beauty,
Began to whifper in her Ear
What he thouglit proper the fhould hear 3
But the good Man had fcarce proceeded
To that Advice her Sorrows needed,
Before Cardenio, ﬁep'ping clofe ,
Her Side, did bowing interpofe,
And gently litting up her Hand,
Cry’d, O thou faithlefs Ferdinand,
That c..ld delude [o fweet a Creature,
And aftermards [o bafely trear ber !
Then gazing on her lovely Charms,
As if he with’d her in his Arms
How, Madam! in Surprize, {aid he,
Are pou vhav fair unbappy She 5
That generous, tho’ injur' d Creature,

The wealthy Cleonardo’s Daughter 2 .
Vol. IL Ff With
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With that, the young attentive Dame,
Surpriz'd to hear her Father’s Name
From fuch an odd-look’d tatter’d Wretch,
With fcarce a:Rag ta hide his Breech,
Cry’d, Honeft Friend, pray mha.are you,
That talks fo. free,. a2 if you knew
My Father 2: Eor.in all I've {aid,

I dare be iertain, that I'made

No Menvion of bis Name, ‘fox where
He dwells 5 but fiill took all the Care
I could, to kegp my Parents free
From that Difgrace that follows me.

Madam, reply’d the vagrant Lover,
I could, alas I.muchmore difkouer 5
But think.it proger to delay
At prefent whatck bave ta fay: .-

But thus far- I (bgillet you know,

That Pm the Wretch Cardenio®

Made thus -mhapty by the [ame

" Fualfe Friend, -who.glories in your Shame,.

-

T
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To his Perfidioufnefs, I owe .
The faid Defpair I undergos =
His broken Vows, and Breach of Truft,
To futiate bis unbridld Luft, -
Have robb’d me of my promis’d Wife,
And brought me to this vagranbLife 5
Wherein Rags, Solitude, and Gyief,
And loud Complaints, without Relief,
Are all that I can bope to- find -
InWoods [carce known to Humian Kind,
"Till Death, mare merciful than ‘Man,
Shall.end what faithlefs Friends began.

I was the Wretch that fvod bebind
The Arras, whilft the Pair sbere join'd 5
There the confenting Yes I hebvd,
Tbe only dreadful Word Ifeard;
More frightful to-my Ears, than all
The Thunder that from Jove could fall 5
Nor bad I Patience thento ay, -~

B i k' ving Legs, away,
_rllt &016’, we f’ Fggg LSS W, nd
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And left Lucinda in ber Trance,
Not knowing what it might aduance.
Thus dz'ﬂzppoizyed, and diftratied,
Scarce knowing what Ithought, or afled,
I wrote my W&id; which, by « Maid,
Was to Lucindg’s Hand convey’d,
Wherein I charg’d ber with a Breach
Of Vows, andSoldber whet a Wretch
She'd ever doom¥d me to remain,
*Till Death algpe fhould 'eafe my Pain
In fome wild Defart, where, unfound z
My Bones fhould wafte above the Growzd.

This dome, no dnfwer did [ waiz,
But left the Tawny to mourn my Fate,
And wander d, ‘gllby Chance I found
This defolate umtrodden Ground,
Where I int_m‘a{ed'to I.mmj Jpent
My Days in logely Dz'jbontent‘.‘:g o
But now, I }rqu, -the bappy News

Yow've told me, will, in Time, produce
' Seme
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Sotme good Event, that may incline

To your own Happinefs, and mine

And, in the End, reftore to you

The faithlefs Man you now purfue,

And into my defirous Arins

Surrender fair Lucinda’s Charms

For Providence is i)l a Friend

To thofe who on its Care depend

And never fails to ﬁgbt the Juft,

Who in its Bounty put their Truft :

Nor will I leave you, *till I fee

. An End of this our Mifery,

But wander with you, and purfie

The Bleffings we have now inViews,

And never pare, till we enjoy

Our wifb'd for Happine[s, or die.
Fair Dorothea, glad t' embrace

Such Friendfhip in fo wild a Place,

Would have return’d, upon her Knees,

Thanks for his kind Aflurances,
Ffj Had



(438)
Had not Capdeniv nimbly hinder'd
- The grateful Flomage fhe'd have tender'd,
The Curatey highly pleas’d to find
They thus had eas'd each other’s Mind,
Applauded, to a great Degree,
Their gen'rous mutual Amity ;
And, to confirm his Approbation
Of their Defign in Agitationy. .
He kindly to'his Houfe invited:
The Pair in Friendthip thus united, .. .
That, for fome Days, they might refrefh -
With chearful Wine, good Fith and Flgth,
And go well furnifh’d with Provifian,, - .
Upon their wand'ring Expedition, . -
The Barber, who had ai{o been .
Amus’d with this propitious Scene,. -
Affurd ’em-he’d be gladljready .. © . -
To yield Cardenio and the Lady v
The utmoft Service that he'could, -

To farther a Defign fo good 5 L
Joining
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Joining his Wifhes, and his Pray'rs,
For both their good Succefs, with theirs,
When thus the Barber and the Prieft-
Had the two injur'd Friends addrefs’d,
They open’d then their own Affair,
And told what Bus'nefs brought "em there 5
Giving a comical Account
Of Quixate’s Pennance on the Mount ;
Of his ftrange Madnefs, and his paft
Adventures, from the firft toth’ laft 5
And how they ftay’d for Sancho Pancha,
"Squire to the Champion of le Mancha,
Who to the Knight before was gone,
In order to prepare the Don,
That-what Defign they had projected,
Might the more eas’ly be effected.
This caus'd Cardenio to relate
The Scuffle, and the warm Debzte,
About the Clofet-Deeds between

The Barber-Surgeon and the Quexn _
Ffa Bur
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But {carce had e the whole imparted;; :
By which they all were much diverted, -
Before they faney’d, as they ftood; |
They heard a Holl'wing in the Wood s
And {o it prov'd 3 for as the Sound
Approach’d, the Curate quickly found
*T'was Sancho’s hunting Voice, defign’d
As Notice for his Friends.behind
Which made-en their Difeourfe adjourn,
To meet the !Squife in his Return,
Wha was 16 -fooner -come in Sight,
But they enquir’d about the Knight,

I left bim yonder, queth theSquire,
As lean as a confumptive; Enger, - 0,
Who feeds, as one would think by's Looks,
On nothing elf¢ but Beads and Books.
Hed Farve a Ghoft, I dareto fwear s
For be no ViGluals eats, bur dir
Nor bas be atber Faod to eafe
His bungry Guts, but Rocks and Trees
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And thus, like one befide bis Wits,
In nothing but bis Shirt be fits,
Sighing and whining for a Slattern
That’s old enough to be a Matron,
And [o disfigur'd, that o Hedger
Would fearce unbutton to oblige ber,
I told bim fbe was full as mad
As be 5 and thar (be would be glad
To fee bim at ber Habitation,
That fhe might eafe big Love-fick Paffion 5 -
Affuring bim, whate'er be wanted,
Should bs, without Exception, granted :
Yer be reply'd but livtle to’t,
Refolving mot to budge a Foot,
"Till be' qd done [ometbing that might better
Deferve the Love of fuch a Creature.
So that, quoth Sancho, fhould be lead
This Life mych longer bere, 1 dread
He'll ne’er become [o Great a Thing

ds Enperory nor La King: o e,
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Therefore, good Sirs; pray ufe whar Means
You can to draw my Mafiér hence,
Or all the ¥t of our Defire,
I fear, will full into she Fira,

Cheer up, ‘zood Sancho; cry'dl the Prieft,
Ne'er doubt-biit we'll conprive the beft
We can, and do the thoft-to bring bim
Io's Senjé’:r" that farﬁé*QI&m may king bim,
Rather than thou, that drt our Nezzbéam:
Shalt lofe thy Wifbes, and thy Liboir: "
Then, turning to the Couple’joitfd ~~
In Friendthip, téldhow they defi g‘nd
By Stratagem, to draw’ him from
His folitary Penfiance, home,
In"hopesithey might reltore his Senfes, -
So drowr’d in whimfical Remsnees. "~

Fair 'ﬁbroi‘/a;, who much had ess’d”
Her Sorrows, was fo greatly pleas’d,
That the agreéd to take upon her

The Part of fome fait Dame of Honour,
o And
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And reprefent, in female Drefi,’
An injurd Lady in Diftrefs
Urging, her Womanifh Behaviour,
For certain, muft out-do the Shaver s
Beﬁdes, that (he had been fo free
With ancient Booksof Chivalry,
@s to inform herfelf what Way -
Wrong’d Wives and Virgins us'd. to play -
Their Parts, when they adderds'd a Knight®
T’ efpoufe their Caufe, and do’em Right:
So, by unanimous Confent, :
She undertook the Management, .-

No fooner had they all expreft
Their Thanks, that the’d improve the Jeft,
But Dororbea then unty’d
Her Bundle, which was well fupply’d
With fine Apparel, and put on
A fumptuous Petticoat and Gown :
Her glitt'ring Jewels, Ribbonds, Rings,

 And all her coftly gorgeousThings,
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Which in a wild diftracted Manner
She hung diforderly upon her 5
Yet look'd {o'beautifully. fair,. .
So frollickfome, and full of Air,
That all bebeld her with Delight, .
And wonder’d Ferdinand could light §
A Creature fo divinely bright.

Sancho was fo amaz’d to fee
So fine a Lafs in Company, .-
That he was.puzzl'd to devife
From whence fuch Beauty could arife 3
And therefor¥ privately apply’d
To th’ Curate, to be fatisfy’d
What youthful, charming, lufheous Dame
She was, and how fhe thither cames ~. .

The Curate, to amuze the *Squire,
Reply’d, The mof? that 1 know by ber, - -
Is, that fbe's Heirefs to the Throne
O’th’ Kingdom of Micomicon, LT
- Kept,
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Kept, by a Gyant, from ber Right,
Who owes ber Family a Spight
And baving beard, as far as Guinea,
The Fame of Quixote. and Dulcinea,
And bow be wants, by fome great Attion,
To truly merit ber Affection 5
She therefore left ber native Shore, :
Took Shipping, and came riding der %
The Main, to put it in bis Pow'r, |

So that in travelling about
To find the Knight, your Mafler, out,
She mer with us, who being ready
T oblige fo fair 2 Royal Lady,
Told ber we waited for bis’Squire,
Who, cording to her Heart’s Defire,
Should [oon condult ber to the Knight
Sbe wanted, to efpoufe ber Right.

Thar's well, quothSanchos this for certain,

Ifwe fucceed, muft raife our Fortune.
1
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T would not pdrw dgree, LIk fwear, - ;|
To take a Countey. for my. Shares -
Alas! 2 Gpant’s> Life, Fhknow, » =+
Is, with mp Maftst, but a Blow.: ..
He'll mahe no. more to mpip off's Heady
Than I'to plund’r bim, whenbé's dead. -
But, good Sk, Beg bins not to take -
A Cope and Miire, for my Sake ;
Por fhould be an Arch-bifbop be,
He then can make no Room: for me,
Becaufe, God. knows, I'm fuch @ Dunce,
That all my Hopes mufp fink as once s
Therefore, when by bis viufly Sword,
My Mafter has the- Queen veflord, =
And, at ber-Fopt-Fooly bumbly lays
The bearded Gyans's. grinning Face,

He' ap fwors ta bis Tabola: Blowze, - .+ .
And take theRrincefe fi-his Spoufes > P

Advife bim to rendnacs theFows. -~ . %
Then
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Then will bis Wonfbip, for bis Life,
" Be made an Emp'ror by bis Wife,
And 1, altho' a Dunce, youw'll fee,
Become a Man of Quality, |

"Tis very probable, reply’d
The Curate, fuch a Royal Bride
May, for the bevter, change the Face
Of Things, ard Wonders bring to pafs 5
Pll therefore cervainly encourage ,
The Knight v’ embrace the Queen in Marriage,
That 1 may live to bear you #il'd
Lord Sancho by each Man and Child,

By this Time ev’ry Thing was right
In order to approach the Knight.
The Barber having chang’d once more
His Habit, for the firft he wore,
And, now again difguis'd, appear'd
In high-crown’d Hat, and Cow-tail Beard,
Defigning, in this odd Attire,

T attend the Princefs as her ‘Squire. -
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When thus the Ufher and his Lady
Were for their Expedition ready,
They mounted Madam on the Beaft
Belonging to the courteous Prieft 5
So taking Sancho for her Guide;,
She did in Queft of Quixote ride,
Attended with her Page of Honour,
Who'ad gladly chofe to wait upon her,
His longing Senfes to delight
With Charms fo pleafing to the Sight.
Cardenio guels'd, if he appear’d,
The Knight might fhake him by the Beard,
And, in his Freaks, renew his Spleet
Abour the Barber and the Queen ;
He thereforz thought ‘twas beft to ftay
Behind, left he thould caufe a Fray
By his Appearance, that might hurt
Their good Defign, and {poil their Sport.
The Curate alfo thought "twas beft

For him to lag behind the reft, .
Did
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Did therefore readily agree
To kdep Cardenio Company 3
So that the Queen, between the *Squires,
Rode tow’rds the Knight, thro’ Sloughs and
And, ata Dif’cance, t'other two Bryars 4
Walk’d after, keeping juft in View.
Thus on they travell'd half a League,
In Hafte, t’accomplifh their Intrigue ;
And then the Princefs came in Sight
Of the forlorn le Mancha Knight,
Who now had got his Cloths upon
His Back, tho’ not his Armour on ;
So that by Woman he might be
Approach’d, without Indecency.
No fooner was the Lady told,
That there fhe might the Don behold,
But brifkly fhe began to flog
Her palfry Drone, like any Dog,
That Quixoste, by her Speed, might guels

She was driv'n thither in Diftrefs.
Vol. il Gg At
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At length, when near the penfive Knight,
Her *Squire did off his Steed alight,
And from the Saddle, in his Arms,
Took down the Queen, all over Charms,
Who, when difmounted, putting on
A ftately Mein, approach’d the Don
With lovely Page behind her Rump,
Bearing her Train in mighty Pomp,
T'1ll fhe came clofe, and then upon
Her Kuees fhe dropt moft humbly down,
Like a Stage-Paramour, before
Some bulky Prince, return’'d from War,
And in an old romantick Speech,
Did thus his Worthip’s Aid befeech.

Thrice val'rous and viClorious Knight,
Whafe Eame extends as far as Light,
Decreed to be the fole Defence
Of belplefs injur'd Innocence,
Compaffionate the wretched Cafe

Of a wrong'd Virgin in Diftrefs, Who
)
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Who, led from Home by your Renown,
Has travell'd far to beg @ Boon,
Which [ball redound to your own Glory,
As well as bers who kneels before ye
Therefore, O gen'rous Knight, vouchfafe
To grant what we [o bumbly crave :
Befriend, dear Sir, a Royal Maid;
4 [uff’ring Princefs, with your Aid,
Detbron'd by an outrageous Foe;
And thus expos’d to Want and Woe 3
Nor will ber Mis'ries end, ’till you
Her pow'rful Enemy fubdue,
And lug bim beadlong from that Throne
Which now be rules, tho not bis own 4
Therefore take Pity on my Touth,
Do Fuftice, and defend the Truth,
And to a King's diftre[Jed Daughter,
Reftore what you may fbare hereafier.

Moft beaseous Princefs, quoth the Knight,

That &er appear’d so Human Sighty
Gg 2 1
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I cannot anfwer, “till you pleafe
To rife from your fubmiffive Knees ;
An bumble Tribute, only due
To Heav'n, fromone fo bright as you.
My Knees fball firft be rooted here,

Replies the. fair Petitioner,

Unlefs you condefiend to grant

Your F;'iendﬂiip to your Supplz’c"ant 5
For which, by Sea and Land, I'm come
So many tirefome Leagues from Home.

Then rife, .dear. Lady, crys the Don,

‘Be what it will, 1 grant your Boon,
Provided ’tis within the Bounds

Of Honour, and gn, rightecus Grounds,
And tending to ngBreach of Duty

1o my King, Country, or that Beauty,
Who muft for ever keep the Key

Of my Soul, Heart, and Liberty.

1 feornto afk, replies the Dame,

4 Boon that (bould eclipfe your Fame.
' R What
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Whar I implore, will ratber raife
Your Glory, and advance your -Pmijk,
And bring you, if you ftand my Friend,
To Crowns and Sceptres in the Fnd,

Sancho, well pleas'd to hear the Lady
Make fuch large Promifes already,
Cheer'd up with wond’rous Hopes, ftept clofe
The Knight, and whifper’d to-him thus:

Good Sir, oblige the Queen, I pray,
"Twil] be your oton another Day.

Lord, Sir, tis bur a trifling Fafk,

At beft, that fbe prefumes to afk s

Yowll quickly do’t, you need-not doubt it,

If once you do but go about i.

*Tis nothing bur to gz"fue a Gyant

A mortal Wound, that be may die on't

Cut off bis Noddle at a Blow, |

Or chine bim down the Back, or fo 3

Thar's all, and pleafe your doughty Worfbip,

For awbich fbe ufes all this Courtfbip. ‘
Gg 3 She’s
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She's the true Heirefs ta she Throna
of that vgft Land Micomicon,
I think ttis call d, ﬂhd, you muft know,
This looky Gyant is ber Foe
A Rafeal, who, b;e‘Dz’ntiof Arms,
Has been too pow’rful for ber Charms,
And riggl'd bis unweildy Rump |
Into ber Royal Seat of Pamp s
. Therefore I think you're bound to fee
That Right be done to Majefly.

Let ber be'what fhe will, reply’d
The Knight, my Honour is kzy Guide 5
Nor will I forink from Death or Duty,
When call’d tot by fuch imjur'd Beauty s
Then turning to the Lady, faid, \
Rife up, thoy fair and Royal Maid;
Whatever you demand, this Arm
Qf mine fbgll fzgz’;‘bﬁtl‘,{y perform.

'. All that I afk, reply’d the Dame,
fn Tears and Blufbes, tomy Shame,



(455)

Is, that you'll inflantly agree
To take up Arms, and follow me,
And promife, that you will not enter
On any Combat or Adventure,
"Till yor've reveng'd my Wrongs upon
The Traytor who ufitrps my Throne,
And rules thar Empire which is mine
By Laws both Human and Divine.

This will I grant, reply’d the Knight 3
My strenuous Arm fball do you Right
Therefore, dear Lady, dry your Tears,
And fhake off your defponding Fears 5
Revive your Hopes, and be affur’d
Your Kingdom fball be foon reflor'd,
In [pight of all the trayt’rous Foes,
That dare your lawful Right oppofe.
My Valour foon [ball make the Throne
Of your dead Anceftors, your own:
Il pierce the vile \Uﬁﬁ'ﬁé’?',.f Heart,

And give bis Rebels t/ogrgD:fert : o
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I make their giddy Numbera ﬂmke

And crufb whole Armws for your Sﬂke
But let’s be bafly 5 for Delays,
Ingreat Deﬁghs, new Déznger: raife.
Come, my good 'Squire, and buckle .agx
My trufly Armoz)} 5 let’s be gone, |
For great Attempts ﬂwula’ be purfiid,
By Heroes, in the Heat of Blood.
The Princefs havmg thus obtain’d
The Knight to be her valiant Friend,
Made hix_ﬁ a thankful fhort Oration,
With all obfequious Veneration
Whilft the proud Knight, with eager Hafte,
Girt on his Armour Back and Breaft 5 |
Then gives the Royal pretty Soul
A gentle Tefs upon her Mule,
And after mounts himfelf upon
His own old Strammel of a Droue,
Leaving the *Squire once more to curfg

His Srars, on foot, for want of Horfe,
However,
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However, now buoy’d up with what
He hop'd ¢er long wouid be his Lot,
In cafe his Mafter could but rout
This Gyant, which he did not doubt,
And wed: the Princefs, to reward
The brave Atchievements of his Sword,
Caus'd him to trudge thro'Slosghsand Thorns,
Without complaining of his Corns,
Expeéting fome great Poft at laft,
Would make Amends for Troubles paft s
But that which gave his Mind fome Pain,
Was, thinking that the Knight thould reign
O’er Negroes, in a Kingdom where
His Hell-born Subjecs would appear,
With their black Faces, likea Train
Of Devils, rather than like Men.

At length, thought Sanche, Tis no Matter,
Their being Blacks, may prove the better 5
A S/az'p-lozzd carry'd into Spain,
Will be good Jl/[erclazzigdize? that's fldin s

b Enough

A



by
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Enough will glidly take *em off

" At ready Mmié), Sure enoz)gla;

Sothar T'll raifé 4 good round Sum,

And buy an Offcé bere at Home,

That I may lead a bappy Life

With my own Children, and my Wife,

And leave bis Worfbip to command

His Athiopian Heathen Land,

Where Blacks may fan bim while its light,

- And bis Queen fwear bim well at Nighs.

Hang bim, 1 j‘zzj, that bas no Shift

To bélp bim out at @ dead Lift.

My merry Grannum oft would ufe

To fay, “twas but a forry Goofe

That would not bzift berfelf, when turning,
To keep ber dripping Sides frokf»burning.
He's an ill Cook that cannot lick

His Fingers, ere be's bunger-fick.

Beit as’twill, about I'll work it,

And bring my Hogsto a [air Market. B
: g i
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Big with thefe wild Imaginations,
Poor Sancho trudg'd on foot with Patiences
And tho’ he us’d to hobble worfe
‘Than any Higler’s founder'd Horfe,
His bufy Noddle now forgot
The Torments of his tirefome Trot,
That with Light Heels, and lighter Heart,
He did his fading Strength exert ;
And tho’ well paft his youthful Days,
Ne'er boggl'd at the ftony Ways,
But, without honing, follow’d after
His Mafter, and the Emp’ror’s Daughter.

Cardenio and the Curate ftood,
At fome {mall Diftance, in the Woad,
Where laughing, they beheld, between
The Shrubs and Trees, the pleafant Scenc.
Both willing now to join the reft,
The better to improve the Jeft;
But fcarce knew how it thould be done,

Without Cardenio’s being known 3 _
o ‘ Fearing,
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Fearing, that if he fhotdld, the Knight
Might reeolled their former Fight,
And pick a Quarrel, to reftore
~ The Hopour he had loft before.

At length, the merry Prieft, whole Skull
Was of Contrivance very full,
Remember'd, that he wore a Pair
Of Sciffars to curtail his Hajr,

And keeps it, that it might not rife

In length aheve cananic Size;

So from his Breeches-Pocket whipping
The ufeful Snippers, fell to clipping
Cardenio’s Beard, ’till he had fo
Difguis'd him, none his Face could know,
That in his Solitude had feen

The frowzy Thicket round his.Chin 3
Then pulling off a Riding-Hood

And Nightrail-Cloak, in which he rode,
Flung ’emupon Cardznis's Shoulders,

As if defign’d to fcare Beholders s
Then
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Then crofy’d the Wood, in this{ame Plight,
To intercept the Queen and Knight,
No fooner was the armed Don,
With glitt'ring Majefty, come on
So far into the bryary Wood,
As where the Prieft and Scare-crow ftood,
But ftepping forth, the Curate ftar'd
Upon his Worfhip very hard,
As Paffengers are apt to do
On thofe they only think they know ;
Then, like a Man, who in foreign Parts
Meets an old Friend, he forward ftarts
With Arms wide open, to embrace
The Knight, with Gladnefs in his Face,
Crying, Don Quixote de la Mancha,
It you 2 O Providence, I thank ye
For kindly throwing in my way
'T/ae Flow'r of Gallantry this Day 4
The Cream of Erranity, the Blood

And Soul of all that’s Great and Good s
Mirror
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Mirior of Knightbosd, andthe ready
Defender of the Wrong'd and Needy 5
The very Quinteffence of Brav'ry,
That refcues from Diftrefs and Slav'rys
How joyd am I to mees fo dear
A Friend, the beft of Worthies, bere 2
This faid, the left Leg of the Knight
He hugg’d and kifs’d with fuch Delight,
As if the batter'd Limb had been
Belonging to the beauteous Queen, %
Who'd two for Man to ftep between.

The Knight well pleas’d, and yet amaz'd
To find himfelf thus highly prais'd,
Knew not at firft who ’twas fet forth
His Magnanimity and Worth 5
But looking wifhfully, at laft,
Remember’d "twas his Parifh-Prieft :
At which Difcovery, the Knight
Inftantly offer’d to alight,
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To fhew him that Refpeét he thought
Was due to all Men of his Coat

But the Prieft willing to prevent
So’xtravagant a Compliment,
Would not permit him to difmount
Upon fo trifling an Account,

But cry’d, Good Sir', don’t think of quitting
Your noble Steed s for’tis not fitting
A worthy Knight of your Renown,
Should pay fisch Honour to the Gown,
In cafe I'd brought the rev'rend Cloth
Upon my Backy but, by my Troth,

I came without, *caufe Roads are dufly,
To fuve the Robe from growing rufly
And therefore beg you will poftpone
Difmounting, ’till 1 put it on,

And now confider me no other,

Than an umworthy frail Lay-Brother 5
For *tis the Badge, not Man, we ko,

That awes the World to bow fo I,
Dear
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Dear S"i‘f, Feanior ﬁt npow
My Horfe with Eafe, replies the Dot
And fee a boly Man of your
Unfpotted Life atd Charaéler,
Stand, like.a Lackey, by my Side
On Foot, whilft I in Triumph ride 4
Thercfore pray give me Leave to [hew
Your Perfon what Refpei is due.

In Verbo Sacerdotis, Sir,
You fball not from your Saddle ftir,

b

Wherein you daily do perform

Such Wonders by your frenuous Arm.
The only Favour I entreat,

Except the Honour be tao great,

~ Is, that on Foot Imay not vire,”

But mount bebind your bearded *Squire,
And I fball be as proud of riding

With bim, asif Iwas beftriding

Swift Pegalus, or that buge Beaft

Big as ap Elepbant, at leaft,
The
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The Zebra, Pad-Nig to ths Mbor
Mufaraqu’e, whofe Stable-Doot
Was like a Caftle-Gate, or greater;
To fit the Largene[s of the Creature;
Whofe Mafler lies, as People [ay;
Inchanted, at this very Day,
I'th’ Caveris of Zulema, near
To Great Compluto, God knows where.

Si#, quoth the Knight, 4 Man of Lettets
Is always bonour'd by bis Betters : |
Tour Learning merits, o'er and o'et,
Whatever you can afk, or moreé.

The Princefs will command bér’Squite

To grant fo flender 2 Defiré 5

Not only [0, but, tobe fure,

Ord'r bit to let you ride before 5

For *tis not fit @ holy Prieft

Should mount the Rump-End of the Beaft.
Quoth Cow-Tail ‘Squite, The Lord forbid,

And (0 difinounted from bis Steed, .
Vol fH 4 Refignic
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Refigning tothe Prieft bis Saddle,
Who on the fame foon got a-ftraddle
With Fey, becaufe be wifely knew
Four Legs were batter far than two
And that it was no more than fit
A Guide [hould bave the foremoft Seat.

No fooner in, the Saddle plumb,
Had Curate fix’d canonic Bum,
Byt the poor Barber, like a Fool,
Stepping abaft the reifty Mule,
'To mount behind his holy Friend,
By {kipping up at Buttock-End,
But the vex'd Palfrey, full of Trouble,
"To think that {he muft carry double,
Jerk'd up her Arfe fo very hard,,
That the knock’d off the Cow-Tail Beard;
And gave the Barber fuch a Thump,
Not with her Heels, but with her-Rump,
That. ti}g Blow,made hiin cutfe the Beafl,

And look but; {pugly.at the Prieft.
However,
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However, fearing that the Don
Should know him, now his Beard was gohe,
Tho’ not fo hurt by the Difafter,
As to want Pity, or a Plaifter,
Yet he began to roar and grin,
And clapt both Hands upon his Chin,
As if his Grinders, by the Stroke,
Had becen knock’d out, or Jaw-bone broke,
‘Till he’ad confider'd how he might
Difguife his Features from the Knight,
Who.c Eyes difcov'ring, as he ftar’d
About him, fuch a menft’rous Beard
Upon the Ground, cry'd, Blefs my Soul!
0! Hrange furprizing Miracle,
That fuch a Beaft (bould, by the Force
OF ber robuft unruly Arfé,
Shave, at one Sitoke, the bearded Chin
OF morzal Man [o very clean!
Sure fpeas been rid by Hags or Furiries,

Coniuration, carries
And, by fome WJHH ;1 2 Inchanted
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Incbdnted'Scép:trs in ber Tail,
Or Jbe could ne’er clip Beards fo well.

The Curate, fearing this Mifchance
Should their Intrigue difcountenance,
In cafe the Barber fthould be known
Unto the freakith hafty Don,
Stept off his Mule, and taking up
"The Beard that did untimely drop,
And nimbly to the Barber running,
Refix'd it with fuch Art and Cunning,
As if the dext’rous new Plantation
Of Hair, was made by Conjuration,
Mutt’ring the while he ty’d the Beard on,
Such a ftrange bocus pocus Jargon, |
That not alone amuz'd, but frighted
The mounted Miracle of Knighthood,
And caus’'d him to believe, the Prieft
Was dealing with the Devl, at leaft,
If not invoking him to rife

With cloven: Feet and faucer Eyes.
“The
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The Curate, when the Beard was faft,
Crying, Zandagolon, svaft :
Zundey Bhundunder, Fiends, begone,
For now the mighty Deed is done,

Don Quixote, much amaz'd to find
The fallen Beard fo ftrangely joinrd
To th’ Chin it had before forfaken,
From whence "t'ad been as oddly taken,
And not conceiving, or difcerning
The Fraud, admir’d the Pow'r of Learning,
That could reftore, to human Face,
A Beard difmounted from its Place,
And alfo heal the wounded Part,
That juft before felt fo much Smart ;
For now the Barber, you muft know,
Had done complaining of the Blow,
And being pleas’d, began to frifk
About, and look fo yery brifk,
As if his Strength concenter’d were
In Beard, as Smnpfg’}sl in his Hair ;

A harefnre
3 Therefors
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Therefore the Knight, who could not reft
Without this Secret in his Breaft, -
Begg’d that the Prieft would {pare, atLeifure,
This Charm out of his learned Treafyre,
Knowing, that what was good to fix |
Diffever'd Beards to Chin and Checks, .
Muft needs be ufeful for a Knight
To folder Limbs lopp'd off in Fight,
The Curate readily reply’d,
~ His Worthip fhould be gratifyd ;
As foon as he had Time to write,
He'd give it him in Black and White.

The Barber, finding that the Mule,
Altho’ a Drudge, was no {uch Fool

To bear two looby Knaveswpon

Her Back, who had enough of one,
Took Warning by his firft Salute,
And rather chofe to walk on Foot,
At length it was by all thought fit,

"That each, inT'urn, {hould mount the Tit,
Hat ¢ Ui, i : " ST,



(471)
"Till, in this Order, they arrivd
At the next Inn, to be revivd
With Food and Wine, to which the Knight
And Queen had no {mall Appetite,

When thus they had agreed together,
Knighthood went on he knew not whither;
Next Majefty of high Degree,

And after her, Divinity ;
I'th’ Rear, upon their ten Toes, march’d
ThreeScarecrows,had theWorldbeen fearch’d,

"I'would fcarce have match'd fuch frightful
(Figures;
Who, had they met with Wolves or Tygers,

The latter would have flinch’d and fcow’r’d,
Fearing they fhould have been devourd.
Thus in a Wild-goofe Train they mov'd,
And o’er the woody Mountains rov’d,
Like Gypfies, marching in a Clufter
Thro’ By-ways, to their gen'ral Mufter.

As thus they jogg’d along, in Sight

r, quoth the Knight
Of one another, g e g Unto

R
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Unto the Queen, Dear Lady fair,
I beg you'll now inform me 'Lybcrg"
I to | peifor}gz the valiant Ta_/é-
Tou; Ladyfbip vouchfaf'd to afk? .
 The liftning Curate hearing this,
And fearing fhe’d reply amifs, ?
Thought fit to interpofe a Queftion,
‘That might remind her of her Leflon,
Addiﬁg, I t/n’_niz, moft fov'reign Lady,
You told bis Worfbip once alreadly,
That the vaft Kingdom where yoyr Throng
Is feated, is Micomxcon
| Madam remz:mb ring now her Cue,
Cry’ d Tes, .Su wlm J;ou f 9, is true.

T i&‘f:’l, quoth the Curate, we mt ﬁ Heer
Our Cousfe to the fame Village, wb:re :
1 live, zgjlen I am there, and tbﬁ; -
We've a fireight Road to Cafthagén’
Where we may all embark together 5 5

And if we’ re ]m)o o a’ by the Weatber
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A profy’rous Gale tnay waft us o'er 3y
In Jeven Years, or [omething more, %
T tl’ Sudorifick Golden Shore 5
An;i then we've but two Years by Land
To travel, upon curious Sand,
Before we fball defcend upm:z.
The Borders of Micomicon 5
Thar Country, where we hbope to fee
Your Higlnefs reign from Rivals free, %
In all your Pomp and Majefly.
| But, Sir, reply’d the Queén, Jor'rewrong
" To make the Fourney nine Years long 5 |
For Iin lefs than eight came bither,
Altho’ 1 met with crofs-grain'd Weather 5
{fnd, in that Time, obtain'd the Sight
Of this illuftrigus worthy Knight,
Whofe greqr Atchievements, Valour, Nams,
And matchlefs univerfal Fame,
Have drawn me bither, to entreat

His gen'rous Friendjbip at bis Fect.
' C Dear
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i Dear Madam, quoth the Knight, no more 4
Si_}cb Adulavion 1 abbor.
1 chank my Stars, my Soulis raisd
Above Defire of being prais'd.
I labour to deferve & Name,
But fudy to avoid the fame
Hide from the World, that I may fkreen
My [elf from that Applanfe I win.
A 1 fball [zy, illuftrious Lady,
| If I'm unworthy, $#ll I'm ready
To fpsnd my Blood inthe Defence
Of Royal injur'd Innacence. L
Then turnipg from the Queen his Head,
Thus to_the Prieft the Champion faid.
Pray,Kev’tend Sir, what brought )aszz'tker‘,
Thus far from Home, tbis fultry Weatber,
In fuch a Difabil, withour
Your Gown, a Servant, and on Foot 2
I muft confefs, reply’d the Prieft, -

1 am but very addly dreft 5
i " Tet,
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Let, when you bear my fad Misfortune,
Tou can’t but pity me, I'm certain ;
Therefore pray liften, and alas.L
DIl tell you my unbappy Cafe.
I'th’ Indies I've 2 Brother living,
Exceffive, opulent, and thriving,
Who was [0 kind of late, to fend me
Cobs vwenty thoufand to befriend me
A bleffed Sight, not one Piece under
Full Weight 5 and that, you know's, aWoné’ét‘i;
Upon Advice, that this round Sum
W as to the Town of Sevil come, |
Nich’lace, my Loneft Friend and Neighbour,
And I, agreed to take the Labour
To go and tell this mighty Wealsh,
And bring it Home Bye-ways by Stealth,
For fear fome Rogues fhould interpofe,
And change our Money into Blows
But [pight of all the Care and Thouglot

We took, ’tis gone, Sir, ev'yy Groat.
| Four
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Four Ruffians met us on the Road,
And at once ens'd us of our Load 5
Compleated what we only feard,
And 10b8'd poor Nich'lace of bis Beard ;. .
Stript both of s of our upper Drefs,
And left us bere in this Diftrefs.
Now, fome Folks tell us, that the Knaves
Who usd us thus, were Roguifh Slaves,
Sav'd for the Gallies from the Gallows,
But refen'd by oo fighting Fellows
From &b’ Oﬁz'"ger.r,_pal‘o.oiwmt to guard
The fetter' d Villains fafe on Board.
Now, thofe m[aé weyld releafe fuch Wolves,
Muft furely be as pad themfelves 5
Nay, they are Rebels, which is worfe,
Againft their Prince, and fiop she Courfe
Of Law and Fuflice, to the great .
Abufe and Inj'ry of the State,

Toth Hazard (like unthinking Fools)

/ 1. .- . .
Not only of their Lives, but Souls, 3
&l B .This
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This Application of the bold
Adventure, which the ‘Squire had told
The Prieft before, fo gall'd the Knight,
That he was out of Humour quite,
And look'd as penfive and as dull,

As jaded Horfe, or pounded Bull,
‘Unwilling to confefs ’twas he

That gave the Slaves their Liberty 5
But rode before the Train hum drum,
Asif at once ftruck deaf and dumb.

*Tis the beft Gallantry, to fhun
Thofe Things we dare not own, when done,
And to purfue no Tafk or Adtion,

But what is fweet in the Reflexion.

FINIS
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4 Catologue of BOOKS,

Old Plato was reckon’d Divine,
He wifely to Virtue was prone ;
But had it ‘not been for good Wine,
His Merits had never been known,

By Wine we are generous made,
It furnifbes Fancy with Wings 5
Without i, we ne’er fbould have had
Philofophers, Poets, or Kings.

Diogenes, furly and prosd :
Who fnarl'd at the Macedon Youth,

Delighted in \Vine that was good,
Becaufe in good Wine there was Trath.

*Till growing as poor a5 & Job
Unable togpnrc%ajé a Flgxé,,

He chofe for bis Manfin, a Tub,
And liv'd by the Scent of the Cask,

Heraclitus would never deny
A Bumper to comfort his Hears ;
But when be was mandlin, wonld cry,
Becaufe be had empty'd his Quart.

Tho fome are fo foolifb to think
That he wept at Man's Folly and Vice,
When *twas only his Caftum t0 drink,
*Till the Liquor flow'd ous of hts Eyes.

Democrates always was glad
To tipple and cherifb his Soul ;
Wonld laugh, like a Man thas was mad,
When over a flowing Bowl,

As long as bis Cellar was fror'd,
His Liguor be'd merrily guaff 5
And when he was drunk as 4 Lord,
i thofe that were fobir, he'd lagh.

The
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