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CHAPTER XXVI.
WHEREIN IS CONTINUED
THE DROLL ADVENTURE

OF THE PUPPET-SHOWMAN,
TOGETHER WITH OTHER
THINGS IN TRUTH RIGHT GOOD

All were silent, Tyrians and Trojans; I mean all who were
watching the show were hanging on the lips of the interpreter
of its wonders, when drums and trumpets were heard to sound
inside it and cannon to go off. The noise was soon over, and
then the boy lifted up his voice and said, "This true story which
is here represented to your worships is taken word for word
from the French chronicles and from the Spanish ballads that
are in everybody's mouth, and in the mouth of the boys about
the streets. Its subject is the release by Senor Don Gaiferos of



his wife Melisendra, when a captive in Spain at the hands of the
Moors in the city of Sansuena, for so they called then what is
now called Saragossa; and there you may see how Don Gaiferos
is playing at the tables, just as they sing it-

At tables playing Don Gaiferos sits,
For Melisendra is forgotten now.

And that personage who appears there with a crown on his
head and a sceptre in his hand is the Emperor Charlemagne, the
supposed father of Melisendra, who, angered to see his son-in-
law's inaction and unconcern, comes in to chide him; and observe
with what vehemence and energy he chides him, so that you
would fancy he was going to give him half a dozen raps with his
sceptre; and indeed there are authors who say he did give them,
and sound ones too; and after having said a great deal to him
about imperilling his honour by not effecting the release of his
wife, he said, so the tale runs,

Enough I've said, see to it now.

Observe, too, how the emperor turns away, and leaves Don
Gaiferos fuming; and you see now how in a burst of anger, he
flings the table and the board far from him and calls in haste
for his armour, and asks his cousin Don Roland for the loan
of his sword, Durindana, and how Don Roland refuses to lend
it, offering him his company in the difficult enterprise he is



undertaking; but he, in his valour and anger, will not accept it,
and says that he alone will suffice to rescue his wife, even though
she were imprisoned deep in the centre of the earth, and with
this he retires to arm himself and set out on his journey at once.
Now let your worships turn your eyes to that tower that appears
there, which is supposed to be one of the towers of the alcazar of
Saragossa, now called the Aljaferia; that lady who appears on that
balcony dressed in Moorish fashion is the peerless Melisendra,
for many a time she used to gaze from thence upon the road to
France, and seek consolation in her captivity by thinking of Paris
and her husband. Observe, too, a new incident which now occurs,
such as, perhaps, never was seen. Do you not see that Moor,
who silently and stealthily, with his finger on his lip, approaches
Melisendra from behind? Observe now how he prints a kiss upon
her lips, and what a hurry she is in to spit, and wipe them with
the white sleeve of her smock, and how she bewails herself, and
tears her fair hair as though it were to blame for the wrong.
Observe, too, that the stately Moor who is in that corridor is King
Marsilio of Sansuena, who, having seen the Moor's insolence,
at once orders him (though his kinsman and a great favourite
of his) to be seized and given two hundred lashes, while carried
through the streets of the city according to custom, with criers
going before him and officers of justice behind; and here you
see them come out to execute the sentence, although the offence
has been scarcely committed; for among the Moors there are no
indictments nor remands as with us."



Here Don Quixote called out, "Child, child, go straight on
with your story, and don't run into curves and slants, for to
establish a fact clearly there is need of a great deal of proof and
confirmation;" and said Master Pedro from within, "Boy, stick
to your text and do as the gentleman bids you; it's the best plan;
keep to your plain song, and don't attempt harmonies, for they
are apt to break down from being over fine."

"I will," said the boy, and he went on to say, "This figure
that you see here on horseback, covered with a Gascon cloak,
is Don Gaiferos himself, whom his wife, now avenged of the
insult of the amorous Moor, and taking her stand on the balcony
of the tower with a calmer and more tranquil countenance,
has perceived without recognising him; and she addresses her
husband, supposing him to be some traveller, and holds with him
all that conversation and colloquy in the ballad that runs —

If you, sir knight, to France are bound,
Oh! for Gaiferos ask —

which I do not repeat here because prolixity begets disgust;
suffice it to observe how Don Gaiferos discovers himself,
and that by her joyful gestures Melisendra shows us she has
recognised him; and what is more, we now see she lowers herself
from the balcony to place herself on the haunches of her good
husband's horse. But ah! unhappy lady, the edge of her petticoat
has caught on one of the bars of the balcony and she is left



hanging in the air, unable to reach the ground. But you see how
compassionate heaven sends aid in our sorest need; Don Gaiferos
advances, and without minding whether the rich petticoat is torn
or not, he seizes her and by force brings her to the ground,
and then with one jerk places her on the haunches of his horse,
astraddle like a man, and bids her hold on tight and clasp her
arms round his neck, crossing them on his breast so as not to fall,
for the lady Melisendra was not used to that style of riding. You
see, too, how the neighing of the horse shows his satisfaction with
the gallant and beautiful burden he bears in his lord and lady.
You see how they wheel round and quit the city, and in joy and
gladness take the road to Paris. Go in peace, O peerless pair of
true lovers! May you reach your longed-for fatherland in safety,
and may fortune interpose no impediment to your prosperous
journey; may the eyes of your friends and kinsmen behold you
enjoying in peace and tranquillity the remaining days of your life
— and that they may be as many as those of Nestor!"

Here Master Pedro called out again and said, "Simplicity, boy!
None of your high flights; all affectation is bad."

The interpreter made no answer, but went on to say, "There
was no want of idle eyes, that see everything, to see Melisendra
come down and mount, and word was brought to King Marsilio,
who at once gave orders to sound the alarm; and see what a stir
there is, and how the city is drowned with the sound of the bells
pealing in the towers of all the mosques."

"Nay, nay," said Don Quixote at this; "on that point of the



bells Master Pedro is very inaccurate, for bells are not in use
among the Moors; only kettledrums, and a kind of small trumpet
somewhat like our clarion; to ring bells this way in Sansuena is
unquestionably a great absurdity."

On hearing this, Master Pedro stopped ringing, and said,
"Don't look into trifles, Senor Don Quixote, or want to have
things up to a pitch of perfection that is out of reach. Are there
not almost every day a thousand comedies represented all round
us full of thousands of inaccuracies and absurdities, and, for all
that, they have a successful run, and are listened to not only with
applause, but with admiration and all the rest of it? Go on, boy,
and don't mind; for so long as I fill my pouch, no matter if I show
as many inaccuracies as there are motes in a sunbeam."

"True enough," said Don Quixote; and the boy went on: "See
what a numerous and glittering crowd of horsemen issues from
the city in pursuit of the two faithful lovers, what a blowing of
trumpets there is, what sounding of horns, what beating of drums
and tabors; I fear me they will overtake them and bring them
back tied to the tail of their own horse, which would be a dreadful
sight."

Don Quixote, however, seeing such a swarm of Moors and
hearing such a din, thought it would be right to aid the fugitives,
and standing up he exclaimed in a loud voice, "Never, while
I live, will I permit foul play to be practised in my presence
on such a famous knight and fearless lover as Don Gaiferos.
Halt! ill-born rabble, follow him not nor pursue him, or ye



will have to reckon with me in battle!" and suiting the action
to the word, he drew his sword, and with one bound placed
himself close to the show, and with unexampled rapidity and
fury began to shower down blows on the puppet troop of Moors,
knocking over some, decapitating others, maiming this one and
demolishing that; and among many more he delivered one down
stroke which, if Master Pedro had not ducked, made himself
small, and got out of the way, would have sliced off his head
as easily as if it had been made of almond-paste. Master Pedro
kept shouting, "Hold hard! Senor Don Quixote! can't you see
they're not real Moors you're knocking down and killing and
destroying, but only little pasteboard figures! Look — sinner that
I am! — how you're wrecking and ruining all that I'm worth!"
But in spite of this, Don Quixote did not leave off discharging a
continuous rain of cuts, slashes, downstrokes, and backstrokes,
and at length, in less than the space of two credos, he brought
the whole show to the ground, with all its fittings and figures
shivered and knocked to pieces, King Marsilio badly wounded,
and the Emperor Charlemagne with his crown and head split in
two. The whole audience was thrown into confusion, the ape fled
to the roof of the inn, the cousin was frightened, and even Sancho
Panza himself was in mighty fear, for, as he swore after the storm
was over, he had never seen his master in such a furious passion.

The complete destruction of the show being thus
accomplished, Don Quixote became a little calmer, said, "I wish
I had here before me now all those who do not or will not believe



how useful knights-errant are in the world; just think, if I had
not been here present, what would have become of the brave
Don Gaiferos and the fair Melisendra! Depend upon it, by this
time those dogs would have overtaken them and inflicted some
outrage upon them. So, then, long live knight-errantry beyond
everything living on earth this day!"

"Let it live, and welcome," said Master Pedro at this in a feeble
voice, "and let me die, for I am so unfortunate that I can say with
King Don Rodrigo —
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