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	How to use
  
	In this edition you can read the complete novel in English and in Spanish. Also, the first word of each paragraph is a link that will take you to the same paragraph in the other language. Since on each paragraph the first word is a link to its counterpart in the other language, we have decided not to format or make those words stand out by underlining them, or with special colors, to avoid the distraction it might imply for the good flow of reading.

	In contrast with the notes in the English text, those in the Spanish text are not numbered but instead the word that links them has been highlighted in red.








Esta edición
 
En este Quijote bilingüe que tenemos el placer de presentar hemos reunido, junto a la cuidada edición del texto original a cargo del profesor Florencio Sevilla, la célebre traducción al inglés de John Ormsby (1829-1895), considerada aún hoy como una de las mejores y mas respetuosas con el original que se han hecho nunca, y que por primera vez se publica en formato electrónico con sus 980 notas al pie.

El texto en inglés incluye además la extensa introducción que escribió Ormsby –en la que defiende la interpretación puramente cómica de la obra frente a las interpretaciones alegóricas y dramáticas de sesgo romántico usuales por entonces– y un capítulo dedicado a los proverbios del Quijote que recopila 252 refranes españoles que aparecen en el texto original, junto a sus respectivas traducciones y enlaces a las páginas correspondientes.

Ambos textos de la novela, el original de Cervantes y su traducción al inglés, están emparejados línea a línea, y para facilitar el uso de una edición bilingüe de la extensión y complejidad de esta, el lector encontrará que la primera palabra de cada párrafo contienen un enlace al párrafo correspondiente en el otro idioma. Como excepciones, no hemos incluido dicho enlace cuando dicha palabra contiene a su vez una nota al pie, ni en los poemas o series de versos, que están enlazados sólo en su titulo o en su primer verso.

Las ediciones bilingües tienen un valor añadido especial. Facilitan la lectura en un idioma que se está estudiando, permitiendo conocer el vívido uso de la lengua en el contexto de un relato extraordinario, sin perder el hilo de la historia ni el interés por seguir leyendo. 

Para quien ya tiene un conocimiento avanzado del idioma, la edición bilingüe le estimula a practicarlo y disfrutar con el encuentro de expresiones, giros y estilos de escribir y hablar que hacen hermoso ese idioma y que brindan gran placer al extranjero cuando se siente capaz de entenderlos y usarlos. La edición bilingüe permite también que el lector se asome a las sutilidades de la traducción literaria y contrastar con el original los pasajes que le resulten poco claros. (párrafos ya traducidos, abajo, en azul)

En Bolchiro tratamos de aunar tradición y vanguardísmo técnico. Es decir, por un lado respeto al texto original, respeto a las tradiciones de la industria editorial que han hecho del libro un objeto fácilmente legible, manejable y bello, y por otro, incorporación de las prestaciones más avanzadas del libro electrónico de última generación.

Con esos criterios hemos elaborado esta edición bilingüe de Don Quijote, que esperamos resulte útil tanto para el estudioso como para todo aquel que quiera disfrutar de la lectura de esta obra genial, divertida y profunda, tanto en su idioma original como en la excelente traducción de John Ormsby.

Bolchiro Editorial, septiembre 2016.


Sobre esta edición del texto original

Salir al mercado del libro digital, a estas alturas, con un nuevo Quijote podrá ser considerado empeño banal, aunque sólo sea por la incontable cantidad de ediciones de la novela que cuelgan ya en la red. Pero unas veces por defecto y otras por exceso, el hecho es que la práctica totalidad de ediciones digitales disponibles se desvían alarmantemente de la literalidad primigenia de la obra: ya sea porque descuidan la procedencia del original utilizando copias poco o nada escrupulosas, ya sea porque obedecen a editores capaces de trascender el texto heredado y, en consecuencia, de enmendar la plana calamitosamente al mismísimo Miguel Cervantes. El eBook que aquí presentamos no es un Quijote más, sino el Quijote de Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra.

El texto ha sido preparado y anotado por D. Florencio Sevilla Arroyo y se atiene escrupulosamente a los únicos originales conservados de los dos libros de Cervantes que componen el Quijote: El ingenioso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha y Segunda parte del ingenioso caballero don Quijote de la Mancha, producidos por el impresor Juan de la Cuesta en 1605 y 1615 respectivamente. Se han expurgado cuidadosamente los errores incuestionables y modernizado la ortografía y puntuación, pero siempre, como dice Don Florencio Sevilla en su introducción a la obra, “con suma cautela, procurando no abusar de la «enmienda ingeniosa» que a menudo termina desfigurando el texto original”. Sólo nos hemos permitido la libertad de no incluir las admiraciones, guiones y otros signos de puntuación cuando inician el texto de un capítulo.

En el libro en español se incluyen 3.444 notas al pie que aportan información muy útil para que el lector actual disfrute de la novela. Las notas explican sobre todo términos y expresiones que hoy ya no se usan en español, así como información histórica y literaria.

Se ha cuidado al máximo la decoración visual del libro. 296 grabados de Gustav Doré de alta calidad acompañan el texto y hacen más agradable la lectura.








  
	This edition

	In this bilingual edition of Don Quixote which we are pleased to present to you, we have put together the original text of Cervantes - thoroughly reviewed by Professor Florencio Sevilla - with the famous translation into English by John Ormsby (1829-1895). Still considered to be one of the best and most faithful to the original work ever written, Ormsby’s translation is published here, including its 980 foot notes, in digital formatfor the first time ever.

	The text in English also includes the extensive introduction that Ormsby wrote – in which he supports the merely comical intepretation of the work in contrast to the allegorical and dramatic interpretations of a romantic nature that were common in those days – and a chapter devoted to the proverbs found in Don Quixote comprising 252 Spanish sayings that appear in the original text, along with their respective translations and links to the corresponding pages.

	Both texts of the novel, the original work by Cervantes and its translation into English, match each other line by line, and to facilitate the use of a bilingual edition as extensive and complex as this one is, the reader will see that the first word of each paragraph contains a link to the corresponding paragraph in the other language. As exceptions, we haven’t included such a link whenever the word in question has a foot note nor in the poems or series of verses, which have links only in their title or first line.

	Bilingual editions have a special added value. They make it easier to read in the language being studied, allowing knowledge of the vivid use of language in the context of an extraordinary exceptional novel, without losing the thread of the story or the interest to read on.

	For those who already have an advanced knowledge of the language, bilingual editions encourage them to practice and allow them to enjoy encountering expressions, twists & turns of phrases and styles of writing and speaking that make language beautiful, whilst providing great pleasure to the foreigners when they feel capable of understanding and using them. A bilingual edition also allows the reader to look into the subtleties of literary translation and contrast them with the original passages that may be unclear.

	In Bolchiro we try to combine tradition and technical vanguardism. That is to say, on the one hand, we wish to abide by the original text and show due respect for the traditions of the publishing industry thanks to which the book is beautiful, easy to read and use, and on the other hand, we want to make the most of cutting-edge technology as far as e-books are concerned.

	With these criteria in mind, we have developed this bilingual edition of Don Quixote, which we hope will be useful for students and scholars as well as all those who want to enjoy reading this brilliant work which is amusing and profound, both in its original language and in John Ormsby’s excellent translation.

	Bolchiro Editorial, September 2016.


	About the edition of the original text

	At this point in time, to launch onto the e-books’ market a new Don Quixote might seem to be a useless enterprise, if only because of the countless editions that are available in Internet. However, despite this, in actual fact almost all the digital editions that exist deviate to an alarming extent from the literalness of the original. That could be due to carelessness, resorting to poor copies, lack of meticulousness or even action by editors prepared to try to improve the work of none other than Miguel de Cervantes himself. The e-book we present here isn’t just another DonQuixote; it is the Don Quixote written by Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra.

	The text has been prepared and checked by Professor Florencio Sevila Arroyo and scrupulously abides by the only originals that are kept of the two books that comprise Cervantes’ work, Don Quixote: The Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha and Second part of The Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha, published by printer Juan de la Cuesta in 1605 and 1615 respectively. The mistakes that are unquestionable have been eliminated, and the orthography and punctuation modernized, though always, as Professor Florencio Sevilla Arroyo notes in his introduction to the work, “with extreme caution, trying not to overindulge in «smart corrections» that often result in a distortion of the original text.” We have only taken the liberty of not including the exclamation points, hyphens and other punctuation signs that appear in the text at the beginning of some chapters.

	In the book in Spanish 3,444 foot notes have been included that provide very useful information so that the readers might enjoy the novel as much as possible. Above all, the notes explain certain terms and expressions that are no longer used in Spanish as well as providing historical and literary information. 

	Maximum care has been devoted to the visual decoration of the book. 296 high quality illustrations drawn by Gustav Doré accompany the text and make the reading more pleasant.


  

	
  
	
  INTRODUCCIÓN

  1. Enfoque
  
  Miguel de Cervantes ideó el Quijote –bien sabido es– en circunstancias históricas, biográficas y creativas bien penosas: tenía a la vista el desmoronamiento irrecuperable de la España imperial, era ya viejo y posiblemente estaba encarcelado, se afanaba por conseguir un puesto de relieve entre los autores de su tiempo... Y lo diseñó como “historia poética” –“como novela”, vale decir–, pensada a ras de tierra y nada pretenciosa,

  
  al cabo de tantos años como ha que duermo en el silencio del olvido, salgo ahora, con todos mis años a cuestas, con una leyenda seca como un esparto, ajena de invención, menguada de estilo, pobre de concetos y falta de toda erudición y doctrina (Quijote, I-Pról.);

  
  además de un tanto disparatada: «la historia de un hijo seco, avellanado, antojadizo y lleno de pensamientos varios y nunca imaginados de otro alguno» (Quijote, I-Pról.). En todo caso, pues, lo concibió como relato, circunscrito al ámbito de lo libresco y, en consecuencia, enteramente dependiente del texto literario que le dio vida.

  El reconocimiento tardaría muchísimos años en llegar, pero acabaría haciéndolo y, en contra de lo que cabría esperar de orígenes tan apocados, en unas proporciones en verdad descomunales desde todos los puntos de vista: geográfico, cultural, lingüístico, etc. Con el devenir de la historia, la práctica totalidad de creadores, estudiosos y lectores, con independencia de su adscripción geografica, ideológica o idiomática, coincidiría en encumbrar el libro hasta las más altas cimas del Parnaso. De resultas, su impacto intelectual ha sido de tal calibre que lo quijotesco desbordó desde antaño el ámbito libresco de lo literario que lo vio nacer para instalarse en el terreno universal e intemporal de lo mítico y, desde él, multiplicarse prolíficamente en los demás campos artísticos: pintura, música, cine, etc. (por no descender a parcelas más variopintas: grabado, numismática, filatelia, etc.). Hoy por hoy, en consecuencia, con más de cuatrocientos años de expansión intelectual a la espalda, el ámbito en el que suelen ser abordadoel Quijote es el de la cultura universal, así como el enfoque comúnmente adoptado acostumbra a ser el mítico.

  Una vez asumido que la trayectoria diacrónica del fenómeno quijotesco evoluciona desde las páginas del libro hasta las cumbres de lo mítico, convirtiendo cada tema, motivo o personaje en filón inagotable de las más variadas explotaciones artísticas, parece indiscutible que tan legítimo será abordarlo ateniéndose a sus humildes orígenes librescos como remontándose a su magnífica grandeza artística; bien merecido lo tiene su singularidad creativa... Pero lo que ya no resulta tan defendible es aferrarse a su esplendor cultural, adquirido con el paso del tiempo, olvidándose de su primigenia dimensión exclusivamente libresca y –mucho más grave– postergando el texto literario que lo alumbró. Si perdemos de vista el arranque de la trayectoria aludida, corremos el riesgo de desenfocar gravemente, e incluso de falsear escandalosamente, tanto las verdaderas intenciones del creador como el sentido recto de la novela. Antes, pues, de remontarse a las alturas estelares de lo mítico-quijotesco, conviene volver la vista al libro que sirvió de plataforma primitiva.

  Conviene porque cuando así se hace, resulta que tanto Cervantes como el Quijote son –todavía a estas alturas, con toda su gloria a cuestas– todo problemas: del autor no sabemos, a ciencia cierta, prácticamente nada, más allá de los interrogantes sin respuesta que suscita su calamitosa existencia; del libro tan sólo contamos con un original, escandalosamente maltrecho por la imprenta, sobre el que se agolpan incontables desarreglos irresolublemente controvertibles, ya sean textuales, compositivos, exegéticos o de cualquier otra naturaleza. Se diría que el mastodóntico edificio artístico edificado con materiales cervantino-quijotescos se ha cimentado sobre bases un tanto inciertas que conviene, cuando menos, tener muy presentes para no traicionar su legado literario.

  Aquí, al menos, dejaremos de lado cualquier pretensión mitificadora y optaremos abiertamente por la exposición objetiva de los datos fidedignos, anteponiendo siempre un enfoque inmanente a la historia quijotesca relatada en el libro, pues estamos convencidos de que la única verdad absoluta en materia cervantina es el texto del Quijote; tal y como salió estampado –eso sobre todo– de las prensas de Juan de la Cuesta, entre 1605 y 1615, a partir de los “originales de imprenta” ideados por un excautivo tan entrado en años como ansioso de gloria.

  Sirva, pues, esta nueva entrega cervantina en soporte electrónico para facilitarle al lector, sencillamente, las claves históricas y literarias esenciales que le permitirán adentrarse a sus anchas en el texto del Quijote, con la absoluta certeza y tranquilidad de que tiene a la vista una copia escrupulosamente respetuosa del auténtico original de la novela.

  
  
  2. Cronología
  
    
  
    	Año 
    	Cervantes 
    	Historia, Cultura y    Literatura
  

  
    	1547
    	Miguel de Cervantes es bautizado, el 9 de    octubre, en Santa María la Mayor (Alcalá de Henares).
    	Carlos V victorioso en Mühlberg.

      Tiziano, “Carlos V a caballo”.

      J. Fernández, Don Belianís de Grecia.
  

  
    	1552
    	El padre es encarcelado en Valladolid.
    	 
  

  
    	1553
    	La familia se traslada al Sur (Córdoba).
    	Tiziano, “Dánae”.
  

  
    	1554
    	 
    	El futuro Felipe II casa con María Tudor.

      Anónimo, Lazarillo    de Tormes.
  

  
    	1555
    	 
    	Paz de Augsburgo.

      D. Ortúñez de Calahorra, El caballero del Febo.
  

  
    	1556
    	Muere el abuelo paterno en Córdoba.
    	Abdicación de Carlos V y coronación de Felipe    II.

      M. de Ortega, Felixmarte de Hircania.
  

  
    	1557
    	Muere la abuela paterna.
    	Batalla de San Quintín.
  

  
    	1558
    	 
    	Mueren Carlos V y Mª. Tudor.

      Advenimiento de I. de Inglaterra.
  

  
    	1559
    	 
    	Paz de Cateau-Cambrésis.

      Boda de Felipe II con I. de Valois.

      J. de Montemayor, La Diana.
  

  
    	1561
    	 
    	La Corte se traslada a Madrid.

      Anónimo, El    Abencerraje.
  

  
    	1563
    	 
    	Comienza las obras del Escorial.

      Final del Concilio de Trento.

      P. de Luján, El caballero de la Cruz (II).
  

  
    	1564
    	El padre de Cervantes, Rodrigo, ejerce como    médico en Sevilla.
    	Fracaso turco ante Orán.

      G. Gil Polo, La Diana enamorada.

      A. de Torquemada, Don Olivante de Laura.
  

  
    	1565
    	Su hermana Luisa profesa como carmelita.
    	Revuelta de los Países Bajos.

      J. de Contreras, Selva de aventuras.

      J. de Timoneda, El Patrañuelo.
  

  
    	1566
    	La familia Cervantes se muda a Madrid, donde    el escritor se inicia como poeta.
    	El duque de Alba, gobernador de los Países Bajos.

      L. de Zapata, Carlo famoso.
  

  
    	1567
    	Primer poema cervantino conocido: “Serenísima    reina, en quien se halla”.
    	 
  

  
    	1568
    	Miguel es discípulo de López de Hoyos, quien    le publica cuatro poemas en loor de la reina fallecida.
    	Mueren el príncipe Carlos e I. de Valois.

      Sublevación morisca en las Alpujarras.

      B. Díaz del Castillo, Historia verdadera.
  

  
    	1569
    	Aparece en Roma al servicio de Acquaviva.

      Información de limpieza de sangre e hidalguía    a favor del autor.
    	A. de Ercilla, La Araucana.

      J. de Timoneda, Sobremesa.
  

  
    	1570
    	Inicia su carrera militar con D. de Urbina.
    	Los turcos ocupan Chipre.

      Felipe II casa con A. de Austria.

      Se organiza la Liga Santa.

      A. de Torquemada, Jardín de flores curiosas.
  

  
    	1571
    	Combate en Lepanto, donde es herido en el    pecho y en la mano izquierda, .
    	Batalla de Lepanto.

      Fin de la guerra de las Alpujarras.
  

  
    	1572
    	Aun lisiado de la mano izquierda, continua    unos años en la milicia.
    	L. de Camoens, Os Lusiadas.
  

  
    	1573
    	 
    	M. Vázquez, secretario de Felipe II.

      J. Huarte de San Juan, Examen de ingenios.
  

  
    	1574
    	 
    	Don J. de Austria gana Túnez y La Goleta.

      M. de Santa Cruz, Floresta española.

      ElBrocense    comenta a Garcilaso.

      Se funda el corral de “La Pacheca” en Madrid.
  

  
    	1575
    	La galera en la que regresa a España, El Sol, es apresada por los corsarios    berberiscos y Cervantes hecho cautivo en Argel.
    	Segunda bancarrota de Felipe II.
  

  
    	1576
    	Fracasa su primer intento de fuga.

      Escribe algún soneto laudatorio.
    	Don J. de Austria, regente de los Países Bajos.
  

  
    	1577
    	La Merced rescata a su hermano Rodrigo.

      Segundo intento fallido de huida.
    	Hasán Bajá, rey de Argel.

      El Greco, “San Sebastián”.
  

  
    	1578
    	Tercer intento de evasión, también fracasado,    y condena a recibir 2000 palos.

      El Duque de Sessa certifica los servicios prestados    por Miguel de Cervantes.
    	J. de Escobedo, secretario de don Juan, es    asesinado.

      Proceso contra A. Pérez.

      Muere don J. de Austria.

      Batalla de Alcazarquivir.

      Nace el futuro Felipe III.

      A. deErcilla, Segunda parte de La Araucana.

      Santa Teresa, Las Moradas.
  

  
    	1579
    	Cuarto y último intento de fuga inútil.

      Escribe unas octavas laudatorias.
    	Caída de A. Pérez.

      Abren los primeros teatros madrileños.
  

  
    	1580
    	Los padres trinitarios rescatan al cautivo a    punto de partir hacia Constantinopla.

      Por fin, logra desembarcar en Denia.

      Su padre pide la información del cautiverio.
    	Felipe II, rey de Portugal.

      P. de Padilla, Tesoro de varias poesías.

      F. de Herrera, Anotaciones a Garcilaso.

      T. Tasso, La    Jerusalén.
  

  
    	1581
    	Lleva a cabo una oscura misión en Orán.

      Triunfo en el teatro (Trato de Argel, Numancia,    etc.).
    	Independencia de los Países Bajos.
  

  
    	1582
    	Solicita alguna vacante en América, sin éxito.

      Se integra bien en las camarillas literarias.
    	F. de Herrera, Poesías.

      L. Gálvez de Montalvo, El pastor de Fílida.
  

  
    	1583
    	Soneto laudatorio a Padilla.
    	P. de Padilla, Romancero.

      J. de la Cueva, Comedias y tragedias.

      Fr. L. de León, De los nombres de Cristo.
  

  
    	1584
    	Tiene una hija, Isabel, con A. Franca de    Rojas, pero al poco tiempo se casa en Esquivias con C. de Palacios.
    	Felipe II se traslada al Escorial.

      J. Rufo, La    Austriada.
  

  
    	1585
    	Publica La    Galatea.

      Muere el padre.
    	P. de Padilla, Jardín espiritual.

      San J. de la Cruz, Cántico espiritual.

      Santa Teresa, Camino de perfección.
  

  
    	1586
    	 
    	L. Barahona de Soto, La Angélica.

      López Maldonado, Cancionero.

      El Greco, “El entierro del Conde Orgaz”.
  

  
    	1587
    	Nombrado Comisario Real de Abastos para la    Invencible, inicia un largo peregrinaje por tierras andaluzas sin lograr más    que excomuniones y algún encarcelamiento.

      Sigue componiendo poemas laudatorios.
    	Preparativos para la Armada Invencible.

      Lope de Vega es desterrado de Madrid.

      C. de Virués, El Monserrate.

      B. González de Bobadilla, Las ninfas y pastores de Henares.
  

  
    	1588
    	 
    	Fracaso de la Armada Invencible.

      Santa Teresa, Libro de la vida.
  

  
    	1590
    	Vuelve a solicitar al Consejo de Indias una vacante,    que también se le deniega.

      El escritor anda a vueltas con varios títulos: El cautivo, Rinconete y Cortadillo, El    celoso extremeño, el Persiles,    etc.
    	A. Pérez se fuga a Aragón.
  

  
    	1591
    	Continúa con las requisas por Andalucía.
    	Revuelta de Aragón.

      A. de Villalta, Flor de romances.

      B. de Vega, El pastor de Iberia.
  

  
    	1592
    	Contrata seis comedias con Rodrigo Osorio.

      Es encarcelado en Castro del Río por embargo    ilegal de trigo.
    	Cortes de Tarazona.

      Clemente VIII, Papa.

      S. Vélez de Guevara, Flor de romances.

      Tintoretto, “La última cena”.
  

  
    	1593
    	Finaliza sus labores como Comisario.

      Muere su madre, Leonor de Cortinas.

      Publica el romance “La casa de los celos”.
    	 
  

  
    	1594
    	Actúa como recaudador de tasas atrasadas en    Granada que confía a un banquero en quiebra.
    	W. Shakespeare, Romeo y Julieta.
  

  
    	1595
    	Gana las justas poéticas a la canonización de    San Jacinto en Zaragoza.
    	G. Pérez de Hita, Guerras civiles de Granada.
  

  
    	1596
    	Soneto al saco de Cádiz: “Vimos en julio otra    Semana Santa”.
    	Saco de Cádiz por los ingleses.

      A. López Pinciano, Philosophía antigua poé-tica.

      J. Rufo, Las    seiscientas apotegmas.
  

  
    	1597
    	Es encarcelado en Sevilla de resultas de la    mencionada bancarrota.
    	 
  

  
    	1598
    	Muere A. Franca de Rojas.

      Soneto “al túmulo del rey que se hizo en    Sevilla”: “¡Voto a Dios que me espanta esta grandeza”.
    	Muere Felipe II.

      Felipe III, rey: gobierno del duque de Lerma.

      Se cierran los teatros.

      Lope de Vega, La Arcadia.
  

  
    	1599
    	Continúa en Sevilla.

      Isabel de Saavedra, la hija, entra al servicio    de su tía Magdalena de Cervantes.
    	Epidemia de peste en España.

      Felipe III casa con Margarita de Austria.

      M. Alemán, Guzmán    de Alfarache I.

      Lope de Vega, El Isidro.
  

  
    	1600
    	Sigue avecindado en Sevilla.

      Muere su hermano Rodrigo en Flandes.
    	Se abren los teatros.

      Nace P. Calderón de la Barca.

      Romancero    general de 1600.
  

  
    	1601
    	 
    	La Corte se traslada a Valladolid.

      J. de Mariana, Historia de España.
  

  
    	1602
    	El escritor está en Esquivias.
    	M. Luján de Sayavedra, Guzmán de Alfarache (apócrifo).
  

  
    	1603
    	Sigue endeudado con el erario público.

      Tras la Corte, los Cervantes se instalan en    Valladolid con toda la parentela femenina.
    	Muere I. de Inglaterra.

      A. de Rojas Villandrando, El viaje entretenido.
  

  
    	1604
    	 
    	Toma de Ostende.

      F. de Quevedo redacta El Buscón.

      M. Alemán, Guzmán    de Alfarache II.

      Lope de Vega, El peregrino en su patria.
  

  
    	1605
    	Aparece El    ingenioso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha con inmediato éxito.

      Sufre un fugaz encarcelamiento debido a un    asesinato ocurrido a las puertas de su casa.
    	Nace el futuro Felipe IV.

      Embajada de lord Howard.

      F. López de Úbeda, La pícara Justina.

      P. de Espinos, Flores de poetas ilustres.
  

  
    	1606
    	De nuevo tras la Corte, Cervantes se muda al    madrileño barrio de Atocha, donde cambiará frecuentemente de domicilio.
    	La Corte vuelve a trasladarse a Madrid.
  

  
    	1609
    	Ingresa en la Congregación de los Esclavos del    Santísimo Sacramento del Olivar.

      Muere Andrea de Cervantes.
    	Tregua de los Doce Años (Países Bajos).

      Se decreta la expulsión de los moriscos.

      Lope de Vega, Arte nuevo.
  

  
    	1610
    	Intenta viajar a Nápoles con el conde de Lemos    pero no es incluido en la comitiva.
    	El conde de Lemos, es nombrado virrey de    Nápoles.

      Toma de Larache.
  

  
    	1611
    	Fallece su hermana Magdalena.
    	 
  

  
    	1612
    	Muere su nieta I. Sanz del Águila.

      Asiste a las academias literarias de moda.

      El Quijote de 1605 es traducido al inglés.
    	D. de Haedo, Topographía... de Argel.

      J. de Salas Barbadillo, La hija de Celestina.

      L. de Góngora, El Polifemo.

      Lope de Vega, Los pastores de Belén.
  

  
    	1613
    	Ingresa en la Orden Tercera.

      Salen las Novelas    ejemplares.
    	L. de Góngora, Primera Soledad.
  

  
    	1614
    	Aparece el Viaje    del Parnaso.

      El Quijote de 1605 es traducido al francés.
    	A. Fernández de Avellaneda, Segundo tomo del ingenioso hidalgo…

      Lope de Vega, Rimas sacras.
  

  
    	1615
    	Aparece,    por fin, la Segunda parte del ingenioso    caballero don Quijote de la Mancha.

      Publica también sus Ocho comedias y ocho entremeses nuevos nunca representados.
    	Isabel de Borbón llega a España.
  

  
    	1616
    	Redacta la dedicatoria del Persiles.

      Fallece el 22 de abril y es enterrado al día    siguiente en las Trinitarias Descalzas.
    	Muere Shakespeare.
  

  
    	1617
    	Su viuda publica Los trabajos de Persiles y Sigismunda.
    	 
  




  
  3. Incertidumbres biográficas
  
  Cervantes fue bautizado, el 9 de octubre de 1547, en la parroquia de Santa María la Mayor, de Alcalá de Henares, con el nombre de Miguel, por lo que se ha supuesto que pudo haber nacido el 29 de septiembre, festividad del Santo. Era el cuarto hijo del matrimonio formado por Rodrigo y Leonor, sin más posibles que el oficio de «médico cirujano» del padre, lo que debió de acarrearle una infancia llena de privaciones y quizás de vagabundeos familiares (por Valladolid, Córdoba y Sevilla) en busca de mejor fortuna. Lo cierto es que desde 1566 la pareja está instalada en Madrid y el joven Cervantes estudiando con Juan López de Hoyos, bajo cuyo amparo se estrenaría poéticamente con unas composiciones dedicadas a la muerte de Isabel de Valois, aunque no lo menciona jamás en sus textos.

  Tres años después, lo hallamos en Roma al servicio del cardenal Acquaviva, sin que sepamos cómo ni por qué –acaso por algún altercado con Antonio de Sigura–, y, poco después, convertido en soldado, junto con su hermano Rodrigo, y embarcado en la galera Marquesa para participar en la batalla de Lepanto (1571) –reputada por él como «la más alta ocasión que vieron los siglos pasados, los presentes, ni esperan ver los venideros» (Pról. a Quijote II)– con notable valor, lo que le acarrearía dos arcabuzazos en el pecho y uno en la mano izquierda que se la dejaría tullida. Así y todo, sigue unos años en la milicia hasta que en 1575 decide regresar a España con cartas de recomendación del duque de Sessa y del mismísimo don Juan de Austria, sin duda con la esperanza de obtener algún cargo oficial como recompensa a su hoja de servicios. Pero, fatídicamente, la galera que lo traía, El Sol, es apresada por los corsarios berberiscos y nuestro soldado aventajado hecho cautivo en Argel, donde permanecería durante cinco largos años, no sin volver a dar muestras de su coraje al intentar fugarse, asumiendo toda la responsabilidad, hasta cuatro veces, bien que sin lograrlo y, sorprendentemente, sin que lo ejecutasen por ello. Tendría que esperar a septiembre de 1580 para que lo rescatasen los padres trinitarios y poder pisar la tierra patria un mes después, cuando desembarcase en Valencia. Por si no bastase de calamidades, a su llegada a la Corte comprobaría que sus méritos militares no serían recompensados nunca; ni siquiera con alguna vacante en Indias, a la que aspiró y se le denegó sistemáticamente.

  Pero el valeroso «Manco» había aprendido a «tener paciencia en las adversidades» (Pról. a las Ejemplares) y, pese a tan desalentadora suerte, estos son para él tiempos relativamente felices y aun triunfales: con la euforia del regreso y el orgullo imperialista sin desmoronarse todavía, se dedica de lleno a las letras. Se integra bien en el ambiente literario de la Corte, mantiene relaciones amistosas con los poetas más destacados y se dedica a redactar La Galatea, que vería la luz en Alcalá de Henares, en 1585, bien que sin pena ni gloria. Simultáneamente, sigue de cerca la evolución del teatro, acelerada por el nacimiento de los corrales de comedias, llevando a cabo una actividad dramática –si fiamos de su palabra– muy fecunda y exitosa («compuse en este tiempo hasta veinte comedias o treinta, que todas ellas se recitaron sin que se les ofreciese ofrenda de pepinos ni de otra cosa arrojadiza», Pról. a Ocho comedias), aunque tan solo se nos han conservado dos piezas con su nombre (El trato de Argel y La Numancia) y algún contrato referente a títulos no conservados.

  Entre tanto, saca tiempo para relacionarse con Ana Franca de Rojas (esposa de Alonso Rodríguez), de quien nacería, en 1584, su única hija: Isabel. Sin embargo, muy pronto viaja a Esquivias, donde conoce a Catalina de Salazar, de diecinueve años por entonces, con quien contrae matrimonio, cuando él rondaba los treinta y ocho, ese mismo año. De momento, se instala con su mujer en Esquivias, pero los viajes continuos irán en aumento y, pasados tres años, el recién casado abandonará el hogar familiar para no reunirse con su esposa definitivamente hasta principios del XVII.

  En 1587 reaparece instalado en Sevilla, donde, al fin, obtiene el cargo de comisario real de abastos para la Armada Invencible; años después, se le encomendaría la recaudación de las tasas atrasadas en Granada, habiéndole denegado previamente, una vez más, el oficio en Indias («Busque por acá en qué se le haga merced» le contestaron oficialmente) que volvería a solicitar en 1590. Tan desagradables empleos lo arrastrarían a soportar, hasta finales de siglo, un continuo vagabundeo mercantilista por el sur (Écija, Castro del Río, Úbeda, etc.), sin lograr más que excomuniones, denuncias y algún encarcelamiento (Castro del Río, en 1592 y Sevilla, en 1597), al parecer siempre turbios y nunca demasiado largos. Como contrapartida, el viajero entraría en contacto directo con las gentes de a pie, y aun con los bajos fondos, adquiriendo una experiencia humana magistralmente literaturizada luego en sus obras.

  Tan largo período de dedicación administrativa, llena de sinsabores, lo aparta en buena medida del quehacer literario: «Tuve otras cosas en que ocuparme, dejé la pluma y las comedias» –diría él mismo, en el prólogo a Ocho comedias–, pero sólo relativamente. El escritor se mantiene en activo: como poeta, sigue cantando algunos de los sucesos más sonados (odas al fracaso de la Invencible, soneto al saqueo de Cádiz o «Al túmulo de Felipe II» y numerosas composiciones sueltas aparecidas en obras de otros autores amigos); como dramaturgo, se compromete en 1592 con Rodrigo Osorio a entregarle seis comedias, entre las cuales han de contarse varias de las incluidas en el tomo de Ocho comedias y ocho entremeses (1615); como novelista, redacta varias novelas cortas (El cautivo, Rinconete y Cortadillo, El celoso extremeño, etc.) y, mucho más importante, esboza nada menos que la primera parte del Quijote y, quizás, el comienzo del Persiles. En esta etapa tan desapacible se sientan las bases, por tanto, del grueso de su creación futura, pese a que no vería la luz hasta los últimos años de su existencia.

  Con el comienzo de siglo, Cervantes se despide de Sevilla y sólo sabemos de él que anda dedicado de lleno al Quijote, seguramente espoleado por el éxito alcanzado por Mateo Alemán con su Guzmán de Alfarache (1599-1604). Lo seguro es que en 1603 el matrimonio Cervantes está instalado en Valladolid, nueva sede de la Corte con Felipe III, conviviendo con la parentela femenina: sus hermanas Andrea y Magdalena, su sobrina Costanza, hija de la primera, su propia hija Isabel y, por añadidura, una criada, María de Ceballos. Todas estaban bien experimentadas en desengaños amorosos, aunque debidamente cobrados, lo que les valió el mal nombre de «Las Cervantas», pero nuestro desventurado soldado y recaudador, ahora empeñado en imponerse como novelista, sin oficio ni beneficio, no tenía dónde caerse muerto y no podía sino refugiase al arrimo de sus parientas...

  Por fin, casi al filo de los sesenta años, la adversidad le daría un respiro al ya viejo excautivo y, a principios de 1605, de forma un tanto precipitada, ve la luz El ingenioso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha, en la imprenta madrileña de Juan de la Cuesta, con un éxito inmediato y varias ediciones piratas del mismo año. Aunque la alegría del éxito se vería turbada en seguida por un nuevo y breve encarcelamiento, también injusto, motivado por el asesinato de Gaspar de Ezpeleta a las puertas de los Cervantes, la suerte de nuestro escritor estaba echada y la gloria de nuestro novelista era ya imparable. ¡Le rondaba en la cabeza tanta literatura por perfilar y dar a la imprenta...!

  Otra vez al arrimo de la Corte, se traslada a Madrid en 1606, para dedicarse exclusivamente a escribir, sin mayor impedimento que alguna que otra mudanza (Atocha, Huertas, Francos...) y el ingreso en alguna orden religiosa (Orden Tercera de San Francisco), pues la edad no andaba ya «para burlarse con la otra vida» (Pról. a las Ejemplares), aunque no le faltaron ganas de integrarse en la camarilla literaria que acompañó al conde de Lemos a Nápoles, de la que sería excluido por Argensola. Amparado en su prestigio como novelista, se centra pacientemente en su oficio de escritor y va redactando gran parte de su producción literaria, aprovechando títulos y proyectos de antaño. Así, tras ocho años de silencio editorial desde la publicación de la novela que lo inmortalizaría, da a la luz una verdadera avalancha literaria: Novelas ejemplares (1613), Viaje del Parnaso (1614), Ocho comedias y ocho entremeses nuevos nunca representados (1615) y Segunda parte del ingenioso caballero don Quijote de la Mancha (1615). La lista se cerraría, póstumamente, con la aparición, gestionada por su viuda, de Los trabajos de Persiles y Sigismunda, historia setentrional (1617).

  Pero tan febril actividad creativa no se iba a imponer a la edad, que rondaba ya casi los setenta años, y el genial escritor arrastraba una grave hidropesía que acabaría con su vida en 1616: el 18 de abril recibe los últimos sacramentos; el 19 redacta, «puesto ya el pie en el estribo», su último escrito: la sobrecogedora dedicatoria del Persiles; el 22, poco más de una semana después que Shakespeare, el autor del Quijote fallece y es enterrado, al día siguiente, con el sayal franciscano, en el convento de las Trinitarias Descalzas de la actual calle de Lope de Vega. Nada se sabe del paradero de sus restos mortales...

  
  
  4. Apuestas literarias
  
  Ante una andadura biográfica tan sobrada de calamidades y penurias, bien cabría esperar una literatura acompasadamente sombría y aun resentida... Pues nunca tan al revés: se nos manifiesta resplandeciente, humanamente grandiosa y estéticamente radiante; en cabal contraste con su peripecia vital, la trayectoria literaria cervantina evoluciona desde los buceos experimentales en los tres grandes géneros (poesía, prosa y teatro), hasta la consolidación de una factura inconfundiblemente personal en cada uno de ellos; irrepetiblemente cervantina en el caso de la novela y definitivamente acabada si se trata del Quijote. Su mayor logro estriba en ser el primero –a su decir– que noveló en lengua castellana y en habernos legado lo que solemos denominar «la primera novela moderna»: el Quijote. Pero ello no anulará sus permanentes desvelos poéticos y teatrales.

  Así, la producción poética cervantina ocupa un espacio nada despreciable en el conjunto de sus obras completas: se halla diseminada a lo largo y ancho de sus escritos y recorre su biografía desde los inicios literarios hasta el Persiles. Viene alentada por una vocación profunda, de raigambre entre garcilacista y manierista, cultivada ininterrumpidamente (aunque no siempre con la inspiración necesaria) y no carente de aciertos, como bien demuestra algún soneto satírico-burlesco («Vimos en julio otra Semana Santa» y «¡Voto a Dios que me espanta esta grandeza!») o en el largo poema menipeo titulado El Viaje del Parnaso (1614), donde narra autobiográficamente, en ocho capítulos, un viaje fantástico al monte Parnaso, a bordo de una galera capitaneada por Mercurio, emprendido por muchos poetas buenos con el fin de defenderlo contra la plaga de poetastros que azota el panorama de la época. Más allá de la alegoría, la primera persona responde a un planteamiento claramente pseudoautobiográfico, imbuido de evocaciones relacionadas con la vida del autor, gracias a las cuales el Viaje termina convertido en un verdadero testamento literario y espiritual donde se despliegan los mejores recursos literarios cervantinos: humor, ironía, perspectivismo, etc.

  Al igual que la poesía, el teatro fue cultivado por Cervantes con asiduidad y empeño vocacionales: apuesta por él –decidido a medirse con Lope de Vega– desde sus más tempranos inicios literarios, recién vuelto del cautiverio, hasta sus últimos años, de modo que la cronología de sus piezas abarca desde comienzos de los ochenta hasta 1615, dejando escasos períodos inactivos. Al margen de las periodizaciones establecidas por la crítica, de las vacilaciones de orientación (más o menos próxima ya a los preceptos clásicos, ya a las recetas del arte nuevo), y del fracaso en los corrales que confinaría el grueso de su producción a la imprenta, el hecho es que las piezas conservadas ofrecen un ramillete interesantísimo de experimentos dramáticos donde figuran las más diversas modalidades: la tragedia (La Numancia), la tragicomedia (El trato de Argel) y la comedia; y dentro de la última, de cautivos (Los baños de Argel, La gran sultana, El gallardo español), de santos (El rufián dichoso), caballeresca (La casa de los celos), de capa y espada (El laberinto de amor, La entretenida), y aun alguna inclasificable si no es como «cervantina» (Pedro de Urdemalas). Y eso, olvidando los supuestos títulos perdidos (El trato de Constantinopla y muerte de Selim, La confusa, La gran turquesca, La batalla naval, La Jerusalén, La Amaranta o la del mayo, El bosque amoroso, La Única, La bizarra Arsinda y El engaño a los ojos), bajo los que podrían esconderse realidades tan tangibles como el todavía reciente descubrimiento de La conquista de Jerusalén.

  Mención aparte inexcusable merecen los ocho entremeses, aunque tampoco fueran representados nunca. Dejada al margen aquí la obsesión por las «reglas» clásicas, Cervantes los aborda en absoluta libertad, tanto formal como ideológica, desplegando por entero su genialidad creativa para ofrecernos auténticas joyitas escénicas, cuya calidad artística nadie les ha regateado jamás. Logra diseñar ocho «juguetes cómicos», protagonizados por los tipos ridículos de siempre (bobos, rufianes, vizcaínos, estudiantes, soldados, vejetes, etc.) y basados en las situaciones bufas convencionales, pero enriquecidos y dignificados con lo más fino de su genio creativo, de modo que salen potenciados hasta alcanzar cotas magistrales de trascendencia inalcanzable. Entre burlas y veras, el manco de Lepanto no deja de poner en solfa los más sólidos fundamentos de la mentalidad áurea: las relaciones maritales (El juez de los divorcios), las armas y las letras (La guarda cuidadosa), los celos (El viejo celoso), la justicia (La elección de los alcaldes de Daganzo), los casticismos más recalcitrantes (Retablo de las maravillas), etc.

  Pero sin duda –como anticipamos– es en el terreno novelesco donde Cervantes consigue imponerse a sus contemporáneos y donde obtiene logros capitales e imperecederos que le valdrían el título de creador de la novela moderna y aun de más grande novelista universal. En este género, sin acotar por las poéticas, encontraría el espacio suficiente para plasmar literariamente su compleja visión de las cosas, acertando de lleno en la elaboración de una fórmula literaria magistral, ya reconocida por sus contemporáneos y admirada por los mejores novelistas internacionales de todos los tiempos. En ella cuajarían sus mejores títulos: tras la concesión a la moda pastoril de La Galatea (1585), El ingenioso hidalgo (1605), las Novelas ejemplares (1613), la Segunda parte del ingenioso caballero (1615) y, póstumamente, la Historia de los trabajos de Persiles y Sigismunda (1617). El genial escritor había hallado, ¡por fin!, su acomodo intelectual y, consciente de ello, renovó todos los géneros narrativos de su tiempo (caballeresca, pastoril, bizantina, picaresca, cortesana, etc.), atreviéndose, incluso, a «competir con Heliodoro» (Ejemplares, Pról.), el novelista griego por antonomasia.

  Y, sorprendentemente, para llevar a cabo tan descomunal empresa no contaba con más guía que su genio creativo, pues la novela se entendía por entonces a la italiana, como relato breve, y no estaba contemplada teóricamente en las retóricas. La fórmula novelesca aplicada hay que ir a buscarla a sus propias obras, y no pasa de unas cuantas claves un tanto desdibujadas: verismo poético de los hechos, admiración de los casos, verosimilitud de los planteamientos, ejemplaridad moral, decoro lingüístico, etc. Son los mismos principios, por otro lado, que rigen el resto de sus creaciones, siempre situadas en esa franja mágica que queda a caballo entre la vida y la literatura, la verdad y la ficción, la moral y la libertad... Sin más recursos, Cervantes alumbra un realismo fascinante, bautizado como «prismático» por muchos, donde sólo se salvaguarda el perspectivismo y la libertad de enfoque de quien habla, para mayor asombro y convencimiento de los que escuchamos.

  La Galatea responde ya a ese universo creativo, aunque, obra primeriza, lo ofrece sólo en esbozo. En buena medida, supone una concesión al género de moda –los «libros de pastores»– con el que el escritor andaría a vueltas durante toda su vida: en varios pasajes del Quijote (Grisóstomo y Marcela, I, xi-xiv o la «Arcadia fingida», II-lviii), cuyo protagonista moriría con las ganas de convertirse en el pastor Quijotiz, en la Casa de los Celos o en el Coloquio de los perros. La novela entera gira en torno a la pastora Galatea, de cuya hermosura y honestidad están enamorados dos amigos, Elicio y Erastro, sin que ninguno de ellos pase de manifestarle su admiración a lo largo de toda la obra, hasta que, al final, su padre decide casarla con un portugués y el más favorecido, Elicio, se muestra dispuesto a impedirlo por la fuerza. Ese argumento, estático y antinovelesco donde los haya, se rellena con multitud de peripecias incorporadas por los muchos personajes que van llegando al escenario bucólico, cada uno de los cuales relata su peripecia vital (Lisandro-Leonida, Artidoro-Teolinda, Timbrio-Nísida, etc.). Además, se completa con un largo debate filosófico sobre el amor, mantenido por Tirsi y Lenio (IV), donde se airea la filosofía del amor propia del humanismo renacentista imperante, y con el «Canto de Calíope» (VI), especie de censo actualizado de los poetas españoles distribuido por regiones (Castilla, Andalucía, Aragón, Valencia, etc.). Por supuesto, el conjunto se agranda y adorna con el «cancionero», de corte marcadamente garcilacista y petrarquista, que constituyen las cerca de noventa composiciones poéticas recitadas por los personajes, y con la égloga incluida en el libro III. Obviamente, poesía, teatro y novela se dan ya la mano en el primer título cervantino.

  Los «doce cuentos» incluidos en el tomo de las Novelas ejemplares (1613) recogen una tarea narrativa que arranca muy de atrás; al menos algunos de ellos, Rinconete y Cortadillo y El celoso extremeño, estaban ya escritos a comienzos de siglo, pues andaban ya en manos de algún ventero del primer Quijote. Pero el Cervantes que los agrupa, retoca y completa, tres años antes de su muerte, es ya el autor del Quijote y, bien seguro de su talla como prosista de entretenimiento, despliega en ellos un muestreo novelesco de lo más variopinto, donde se recrea y se pasa revista a buena parte de las modalidades acuñadas por la tradición italiana de la novella: cortesana, bizantina, lucianesca, etc. Bien que todas salen renovadas y dignificadas, pues, sin esquivar las situaciones moralmente comprometidas inherentes a tal corriente, se plantean y resuelven siempre de manera «ejemplar». Claro que –es innegable– se trata de una «ejemplaridad» muy peculiarmente cervantina: La Gitanilla, El amante liberal, La española inglesa y La ilustre fregona subliman el verdadero amor, ajeno a conveniencias, intereses y apetitos rastreros, para ponerlo muy por encima de convenciones clasistas y de creencias religiosas: se alza como única verdad interior humana. La fuerza de la sangre, Las dos doncellas, El celoso extremeño y La señora Cornelia, por su parte, abordan el mismo tema desde la óptica contraria: se denuncian las traiciones, las infidelidades o los abusos pasionales, sin que resulten menos aleccionadores a la vista de los desenlaces. El licenciado Vidriera aborda, en solitario, el caso del loco-cuerdo: aplaudido cuando demente y menospreciado cuando lúcido. En fin, en el Rinconete y Cortadillo se arremete abiertamente contra la poética del género picaresco, puesto de moda por el Lazarillo, el Guzmán o el Buscón: frente al determinismo derivado del origen vil y al dogmatismo impuesto por el punto de vista único, Cervantes opta por el diálogo festivo mantenido por dos picaruelos, Rincón y Cortado, en ventas y caminos hasta integrarse en el mundo del hampa sevillana que rige Monipodio. Y, en la misma línea, el Coloquio de los perros se ve enmarcado en El casamiento engañoso, para ejemplificar los contras del género bribiático: su desarrollo dialogístico se utiliza para erradicar de la novela las digresiones satírico-morales que saturaban al Guzmán de Alfarache.

  Aunque publicados póstumamente (1617), Los trabajos de Persiles y Sigismunda bien pudieran ser empresa novelesca iniciada por Cervantes en la última década del XVI. En todo caso, la novela se cierra en el lecho de muerte, «puesto ya el pie en el estribo, / con las ansias de la muerte», lo que significa que está acabada por quien se sabe y autoestima como el primer novelista de su tiempo; tanto, que no vacila en medirse con Heliodoro, el autor de Las Etiópicas o la «novela» por excelencia. Ideado, pues, a la zaga de la novela griega, se destina a relatar la azarosa peregrinación llevada a cabo por Persiles y Sigismunda: dos príncipes nórdicos enamorados que, haciéndose pasar por hermanos bajo los nombres de Periandro y Auristela, emprenden un largo viaje desde el Septentrión hasta Roma con el objetivo de perfeccionar su fe cristiana antes de contraer matrimonio. Como era de esperar, el viaje está entretejido de multitud de «trabajos» (raptos, cautiverios, traiciones, accidentes, reencuentros, etc.), enriquecidos y complicados hasta el delirio por las historias de los personajes secundarios que se van incorporando en el trayecto (Policarpo, Sinforosa, Arnaldo, Clodio, Rosamunda, Antonio, Ricla, Mauricio, Soldino, etc.) y por las jugosas descripciones de los escenarios –particularmente de los nórdicos– geográficos.

  
  
  5. El Quijote como relato
  
  Naturalmente, no hará falta señalar que el Quijote ocupa un lugar central en ese universo literario, como máxima plasmación y culminación que es de la poética que lo rige, situándose a cien años luz de la poesía, del teatro e incluso de las otras novelas largas, La Galatea y el Persiles incluidas. Aunque su creador gustara de ofrecérnoslo como «la historia de un hijo seco y avellanado», acaso concebida en la «cárcel», representa la más alta cima «que vieron los siglos pasados y esperan ver los venideros...». Entre bromas y veras, entre descalabros cómicos y reflexiones irónicas, Alonso Quijano logra vivir literariamente, al modo caballeresco, los últimos años de su hidalguía, una vez convertido, por voluntad propia, en Don Quijote de la Mancha. Y Cervantes aprovecha tan ridículo empeño, calamitoso a más no poder, para erigir una grandiosa atalaya, ética y estética, cuajada de logros definitivos e imperecederos: identidad de vida y literatura, equilibrio entre admiración y verosimilitud, perspectivismo y polifonía narrativa, libertad como eje moral y creativo, decoro lingüístico polifónico, etc.

  
  5.1. Estructura
  
  Y no vaya a pensarse que para lograrlo se idean tramas enrevesadas o planteamientos altisonantes; antes al contrario, todo arranca y depende de un plan tan sencillo como ramplón: un viejo hidalgo manchego, enloquecido por las continuadas lecturas caballerescas, da en convertirse en caballero andante, bajo el nombre de Don Quijote de la Mancha, y, acompañado de su escudero Sancho Panza, sale varias veces de su aldea en busca de aventuras –auténticos disparates siempre–, hasta que, desengañado de su desvaríos caballerescos y agotado por los encontronazos con la realidad, regresa a su lugar, enferma y recobra el juicio. No hacía falta más para conjugar brillantemente la aplastante y prosaica realidad padecida día a día por el recaudador de abastos con el fantasmagórico y descomunal mundo de los caballeros andantes, para fundir inseparablemente vida y literatura, o literatura y vida, en una alianza tan admirable como verosímil, capaz de borrar las fronteras entre lo uno y lo otro. Así de tontamente, sin más preceptos retóricos, ni poéticas clásicas ni imitaciones reglamentadas, se ideaba un universo deslumbrante, que estaba llamado, aunque habitado por hidalgos lugareños enloquecidos, por destripaterrones zafios, por labradoras mostrencas, por una canalla sin escrúpulos..., a sentar los fundamentos más sólidos de la novela moderna.

  Sin embargo, el conjunto de la trama no está trazado de un tirón, sino que responde a un largo proceso creativo, de unos veinte años, un tanto sinuoso y accidentado: cabe la posibilidad de que Cervantes ni siquiera imaginara en los inicios cuál sería el resultado final; incluso, podría ser que inicialmente pensase sólo en escribir una «novela corta», inspirada en cierto Entremés de los romances, luego ampliada al compás de su propia elaboración literaria: «–Ahora digo –dijo don Quijote– que no ha sido sabio el autor de mi historia, sino algún ignorante hablador, que, a tiento y sin algún discurso, se puso a escribirla, salga lo que saliere, como hacía Orbaneja» (II-iii). Si fue así, ese «plan primitivo» se habría desarrollado «a tientas» para desembocar en la novela larga de 1605, diez años más tarde ampliada en una segunda parte no prevista en la primera.

  El proceso creativo, pues, pasa por tres momentos claramente diferenciables:

  
  1.º.- Novela corta (I, i-vii), inspirada en el Entremés de los romances.

  2.º.- El ingenioso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha (I, viii-lii), ampliación desarrollada como sarta de locuras quijotescas, repartidas en dos salidas (1ª: i-vii; 2ª: viii-lii) y en cuatro partes (1ª: i-viii, 2ª: ix-xiv, 3ª; xv-xxvii y 4ª: xxviii-lii), a la vez que gobernada por dos directrices básicas: a) nuevas aventuras en sarta (viii-xxii: molinos de viento, vizcaíno, rebaños, batanes, yelmo de Mambrino, galeotes, etc.) y b) ampliación concéntrica en torno a la venta (xxiii-xlvii: Cardenio y Luscinda, don Fernando y Dorotea, El curioso impertinente, El cautivo, etc.), perfectamente entrelazadas por la estancia en Sierra Morena.

  3.º.- Segunda parte del ingenioso caballero don Quijote de la Mancha (II, i-lxxiv), continuación añadida postizamente a la entrega de 1605 pero magistralmente suturada como tercera salida, sin perder nunca de vista ni el entorno lugareño del comienzo ni el trazado global del primer tomo: a) nuevas aventuras en sarta (viii-xxix: encantamiento de Dulcinea, Cortes de la Muerte, caballero del Bosque, caballero del Verde Gabán, bodas de Camacho, Cueva de Montesinos, Maese Pedro, etc.) y b) ensanchamiento circular con los duques (xxx-lvii: dueña Dolorida, Altisidora, doña Rodríguez, Clavileño, etc.).

  Ahora habría que añadir el cambio de rumbo hacia Barcelona y las aventuras (lix-lxxiv: Roque Guinart, caballero de la Blanca Luna, con los duques, don Álvaro Tarfe, etc.) que provoca la aparición del Quijote apócrifo de Avellaneda en 1614.

  
  Y, naturalmente, un proceso organizativo tan largo como vacilante no podía estar exento de desajustes –según analizaron Stagg o Martín Morán–: inconsecuencia de algunos epígrafes (I-x), desplazamiento de la historia de Grisóstomo y Marcela (de I-xxv a xi-xiv) con la subsiguiente desaparición de los pasajes dedicados al robo del rucio de Sancho, desvinculación de alguna novela intercalada (Curioso impertinente), etc. Pero lo importante y admirable es la increíble capacidad cervantina para atenerse a la letra del plan previo sin alterarlo ni un ápice por más elementos, salidas, partes o continuaciones que se le vayan sumando. De este modo, si el punto de partida contenía ya, en suma, todo el universo quijotesco (Sancho, Dulcinea, Cura, Barbero, Rocinante, rucio, locura, entorno caballeresco, encantadores, romances, aldea en la Mancha, etc.), que perdurará tal cual hasta la muerte del protagonista, la segunda parte se fundamenta, ante todo, en el hecho de que la primera haya sido ya publicada. De resultas, el conjunto queda perfectamente homogeneizado y, asombrosamente, Alonso Quijano el Bueno acaba muriendo al final de la segunda parte en el mismo «lugar de la Mancha» del que partió al comienzo de la primera, después de haber trazado un periplo vital tan disparatado como coherente.

  Tan orgánica homogeneidad del conjunto se logra, principalmente, porque incluso la disposición global de ambas partes, tan distintas en su génesis, tan diferentes en la distribución de componentes y tan disímiles en los materiales intercalados, parece responder a una estructuración externa visiblemente equiparable tanto a pequeña como a gran escala como . El hilo conductor viene dado siempre por el proyecto de “vida literaria” –como diría Avalle-Arce– emprendido por Alonso Quijano, el cual está vertebrado en una serie de “aventuras” del personaje que inventa y encarna, don Quijote de la Mancha, puesto ya a ejercer como caballero andante. Son aventuras circulares que entrañan otras tantas confrontaciones con la realidad, de las cuales el caballero suele salir malparado en la mayoría de los casos, si bien supera sus fracasos por vía de encantamiento... Responden a un patrón sistemático de naturaleza dramática:

  
  a) aproximación a la realidad desde un enfoque caballeresco,

  b) confrontación entre fantasía y realidad,

  c) descalabro físico o moral y

  d) recurso a los encantadores para salvaguardar el ideal caballeresco.

  
  Esta plantilla se repite una y otra vez –por encima de las partes de la novela– en la práctica totalidad de las aventuras caballerescas protagonizadas por don Quijote y Sancho, pues parecen organizadas en sarta, si bien todas y cada una de sus constantes se somete a una cuidada variatio que diversifica inconfundiblemente a los episodios: don Quijote confunde la realidad con mucha frecuencia (venta, molinos, bacía, aceñas...), pero no pocas veces se le ofrece falseada (Micomicona, Caballero de los Espejos, Dueña Dolorida, Clavileño...) o siendo irreal, parece verídica (Cortes de la Muerte, Retablo de Maese Pedro...), cuando no se trata de errores sólo morales (Andrés, galeotes...); la confrontación se planifica a diferentes niveles: físico (vizcaíno, rebaños), mental (penitencia en Sierra Morena, cueva de Montesinos) o intelectual (mono adivino, cabeza encantada); el desenlace suele acabar en descalabro (mercaderes toledanos, Maritornes, disciplinantes), pero también cabe el éxito (cuerpo muerto) o la suspensión (batanes), etc. Todo ello –claro es– sin rebasar el simple muestreo y dando por supuesta la libre combinatoria entre las distintas variables.

  Paralelamente y al hilo de esa sarta episódica central de cuadros caballerescos, el Quijote se ve enriquecido por toda una serie de novelitas cortas: unas veces nítidamente enmarcadas por la acción principal, conservando en mayor (Curioso) o menor (Cautivo) medida su autonomía según la técnica de intercalación elegida y la consiguiente interferencia con la historia marco (Cardenio y Luscinda); otras, sólo esbozadas en embrión o aludidas como historias potenciales correspondientes a los seres que, más o menos fugazmente, se cruzan con los protagonistas de la acción principal (Bodas de Camacho, Hija de doña Rodríguez, Ana Félix, etc.). Cervantes justifica cumplidamente la presencia, ausencia y naturaleza de todas ellas:

  
  El ir siempre atenido el entendimiento, la mano y la pluma a escribir de un solo sujeto y hablar por las bocas de pocas personas era un trabajo incomportable, cuyo fruto no redundaba en el de su autor, y que, por huir deste inconveniente, había usado en la primera parte del artificio de algunas novelas, como fueron la del Curioso impertinente y la del Capitán cautivo, que están como separadas de la historia, puesto que las demás que allí se cuentan son casos sucedidos al mismo don Quijote, que no podían dejar de escribirse. [...] Y así, en esta segunda parte no quiso ingerir novelas sueltas ni pegadizas, sino algunos episodios que lo pareciesen, nacidos de los mesmos sucesos que la verdad ofrece; y aun éstos, limitadamente y con solas las palabras que bastan a declar[ar]los (Quijote, II-xliv).

  
  De entre «los episodios que lo pareciesen» –también detectables en 1605–, pues no los identifica, cabe recordar: la historia de la «señora vizcaína, que iba a Sevilla, donde estaba su marido, que pasaba a las Indias con un muy honroso cargo» (I-viii), con ribetes autobiográficos y relacionable con el Celoso extremeño; los sucesos de Vivaldo (I-xiii), que invita a don Quijote a que le acompañe a Sevilla, por ser lugar «tan acomododado a hallar aventuras»; la Vida de Ginés de Pasamonte, (I-xxii) llamada a aventajar a todas las “picarescas”; las bodas de Camacho (II, xix-xxi); las desgracias del mancebo que va a la guerra impulsado por la necesidad (II-XXIV); la aventura del rebuzno (II, xxv-xxvii); la hija de doña Rodríguez (II, xlviii, LII y lvi); la hija de Diego en Barataria (II-xlix); la Carta de Teresa a Sancho Panza (II-lii), donde se esbozan tres cuentos (La Berrueca, Pedro Lobo y el paso por el lugar, tan teatralizable, de «una compañía de soldados»); Claudia Jerónima (II-lx); Ricote y Ana Félix (II, liv y lxiii); etc.

  
  5.2. Sentido
  
  Claro que semejante amalgama de cuadros episódicos, ya sean caballerescos o de de cualquier otra naturaleza, bien podían haber dado al traste con la novela toda. Si eso no ocurre, si el Quijote no se viene abajo pese a tan graves anomalías compositivas, posiblemente sea porque cuenta con un soporte intencional férreo, capaz de sustentarlo más allá de su desarrollo anecdótico o de sus quiebras organizativas: se trata de la parodia de los libros de caballerías, gestionada por una concepción de la locura sólo imaginable por nuestro genial creador. Si fiamos de sus declaraciones, el libro fue concebido como invectiva contra los libros de caballerías y estaba destinado a erradicarlos: «pues no ha sido otro mi deseo que poner en aborrecimiento de los hombres las fingidas y disparatadas historias de los libros de caballerías, que, por las de mi verdadero don Quijote, van ya tropezando, y han de caer del todo, sin duda alguna» (II-lxxiv). Con declaraciones como esa, el manco de Lepanto se inscribía en la corriente culta de protestas contra la «mal fundada máquina» de los disparates caballerescos, con la diferencia de que su magistral parodia sí terminaría desterrándolos del panorama literario, pese a la ingente difusión que los Amadises, Palmerines, Belianises y demás caterva habían alcanzado durante todo el siglo XVI.

  Para lograrlo, pergeña un diseño paródico deslumbrante, basado en la locura de su protagonista: resulta que ésta ha sido provocada por la lectura de los libros en cuestión, precisamente el objeto de la parodia. Ello, sobre sumarlo a las denuncias de moda, lo inscribe en la abundante literatura renacentista sobre la locura (Erasmo, Elogio de la locura; Huarte de San Juan, Examen de ingenios, Ariosto, Orlando furioso, etc.). Así, en un principio, don Quijote está rematadamente loco: «se le secó el celebro, de manera que vino a perder el juicio» (I-i), si bien no se trata de una esquizofrenia general, sino más bien de una monomanía tocante al mundo caballeresco («En los que escuchado le habían sobrevino nueva lástima de ver que hombre que, al parecer, tenía buen entendimiento y buen discurso en todas las cosas que trataba, le hubiese perdido tan rematadamente, en tratándole de su negra y pizmienta caballería», I-xxxviii), que deja amplio y lúcido espacio para la cordura: «no le sacarán del borrador de su locura cuantos médicos y buenos escribanos tiene el mundo: él es un entreverado loco, lleno de lúcidos intervalos» (I-xviii).

  Quiérese decir que Cervantes se ha cuidado muy mucho, ilustrándose en los tratados médicos de la época, de matizar perfectamente la falta de cordura de don Quijote, a fin de utilizarla como mejor le viene a cuento: como el recurso novelesco crucial de todo el libro (la novela empieza cuando Alonso Quijano enloquece y acaba cuando Alonso Quijano recobra el juicio). El pobre hidalgo, colérico donde los haya, tiene su «imaginativa» trastornada por la lectura de los libros de caballerías y comete dos errores garrafales: cree en la verdad de cuantos disparates caballerescos ha leído y piensa que en su época puede resucitarse la caballería andante: «aquel don Quijote de la Mancha, digo, que de nuevo y con mayores ventajas que en los pasados siglos ha resucitado en los presentes la ya olvidada andante caballería» (II-xxiii). Ello lo convierte, antes que en caballero, en todo un «anacronismo andante», cuyo atuendo y figura no deja de ser objeto de mofa: «pusiéronle el balandrán, y en las espaldas, sin que lo viese, le cosieron un pergamino, donde le escribieron con letras grandes: Éste es don Quijote de la Mancha» (II-lxii).

  Pero su inteligente creador perfiló milimétricamente, muy por encima de las burlas, cada matiz de ese enloquecimiento, para exprimirlo y rentabilizarlo novelescamente de forma irrepetible. No se trata de una situación estática, sino de un proceso complicadísimo, que no deja de entrañar –según se explicó siempre– un proyecto de vida conscientemente asumido: la empresa caballeresca se planifica detenidamente y se asume con decisión («Yo sé quién soy –respondió don Quijote–; y sé que puedo ser no sólo los que he dicho, sino todos los Doce Pares de Francia, y aun todos los Nueve de la Fama», I-v); tramada casi racionalmente, la supuesta locura evoluciona de forma lógica (primera salida: se desfigura la realidad; segunda salida: la realidad se acomoda al mundo caballeresco; tercera salida: se asume un mundo encantado por los demás); en fin, la demencia no deja de ofrecer perfiles de simple juego socarrón (cuando razona a quién imitar en Sierra Morena o cuando se mofa de lo caballeresco en la Cueva de Montesinos), como su inventor desvela al final del libro: «Yo, señores, siento que me voy muriendo a toda priesa; déjense burlas aparte» (II-LXXIV).

  De resultas, más que de un caso de locura, parece tratarse de un procedimiento creativo tendente a ilustrar literariamente el problema de la realidad y de la ficción. De hecho, Cervantes plantea con exquisito cuidado cada uno de los acercamientos de don Quijote a la realidad de Alonso Quijano, de modo que sus continuos equívocos no dependen necesariamente de la demencia (sí en el caso de la primera venta o de los frailes benitos); al contrario, suelen caer frecuentemente dentro de la más prosaica y lógica verosimilitud: son las circunstancias (el viento, cuando los molinos; el sol y la lluvia, en el caso del yelmo; la falta de visibilidad y el estruendo, la vez de los rebaños; la oscuridad y el ruido, si pensamos en los batanes; etc.), el contexto caballeresco (retablo de maese Pedro, caballero del Bosque, estancia con los duques), las malas mañas de los demás (encantamiento de Dulcinea, Clavileño) o el sueño (cueva de Montesinos) los que traicionan la percepción quijotesca de su entorno, espoleando sus delirios heroicos.

  Incluso, mucho más clara y asombrosamente, la realidad es tratada por el narrador de una forma ilusionista, prismática, como si estuviera contagiado de la misma locura del personaje, de modo que el pobre hidalgo, aquejado de su delirio caballeresco, es una permanente víctima, no más demente que nosotros mismos. Por eso, ante una realidad tan oscilante y escurridiza, no tiene por menos que engañarse, como lo hacemos los propios lectores en ocasiones (batanes) y como lo hace sistemáticamente Sancho Panza (Micomicona, cueros de vino, Barataria). La locura, en consecuencia, es realmente una estrategia de acercamiento a la realidad: un modo originalísimo de realismo idealista que aproxima tan perfecta como peligrosamente lo más prosaico a lo más disparatado, otorgando a lo segundo carta de naturaleza novelesca en la realidad cotidiana, mediante un juego de espejos, entre paródico, cómico e irónico, donde las imágenes habrán de ser fijadas por cada uno de los lectores.

  
  5.3. Polifonía
  
  Y, por supuesto, semejante entramado paródico y enloquecedor de acercamientos a la realidad no habría sido posible sin un juego de voces inagotable, desde las que se logra, en multitudinaria polifonía, dotar de absoluto relativismo y libertad incluso a la morfología de la novela misma, como siempre puso de relieve la crítica (Castro, Avalle, Hatzfeld, Rosenblat, Lázaro Carreter, etc.)

  Efectivamente, son incontables las voces que intervienen en la configuración de la historia quijotesca, imponiendo un punto de vista multitudinario e inimaginable en el marco de la tercera persona: novelista, narrador, Cide Hamete, traductor, personajes, Avellaneda, lectores, etc. El resultado no podía ser menos llamativo: un personaje, don Quijote, imagina como será la versión literaria de su vida caballeresca redactada por algún sabio encantador, mientras la estamos leyendo como traducción de una historia arcaica escrita por un moro embustero.

  Pero es que, además, ello ocurre en un mundo presidido enteramente por la libertad («la libertad, Sancho, es uno de los más preciosos dones que a los hombres dieron los cielos; con ella no pueden igualarse los tesoros que encierra la tierra ni el mar encubre; por la libertad, así como por la honra, se puede y debe aventurar la vida, y, por el contrario, el cautiverio es el mayor mal que puede venir a los hombres», II-lviii) que no deja de trascender incluso a la morfología del relato en todos sus planos: el escritor llega a desentenderse de su propia creación, los personajes no cuentan con atadura alguna (carecen de nombre fijo, pueden elegir su propia identidad, se inventan a los demás, carecen de pasado y tienen que decidir la realidad que los envuelve), la misma literatura llega a identificarse y confundirse con la vida (los personajes conviven con seres reales, o sacados de otras obras, que incluso han leído el cuento de sus aventuras), los lectores de dentro de la novela han de salir de ella para enjuiciarla y el lector real ha de meterse dentro de ella para tomar partido («Tú, lector, pues eres prudente, juzga lo que te pareciere», II-xxiv).

  Y, en fin –decíamos– tan cuajada forma de realismo no podía dejar de repercutir, si no es generada por su manejo, en la lengua y el estilo, habitualmente cifrados en el «escribo como hablo» valdesiano, en la línea de La Celestina, el Lazarillo o Santa Teresa: «la discreción es la gramática del buen lenguaje, que se acompaña con el uso. Yo, señores, por mis pecados, he estudiado Cánones en Salamanca, y pícome algún tanto de decir mi razón con palabras claras, llanas y significantes» (II-xix). Pero el mérito más notable no radica en la llaneza, sino –como explicó Lázaro Carreter– en la superación del discurso «monológico», propio de la novela idealista anterior, en beneficio del «heterológico», dando así lugar a la primera novela «polifónica» del mundo. En su marco hallan acomodo cuantos géneros y modalidades del discurso podamos recordar (caballeresco, pastoril, dialogístico, cronístico, oratorio, sentimental, ), siempre acoplados con esmerado decoro a la condición y maneras del hablante en cuestión (arcaísmos caballerescos en boca de don Quijote, galimatías del vizcaíno, prevaricaciones de Sancho Panza, etc.).

  
  
  6. Invitación al Quijote
  
  Claro que, sin perder de vista cuanto antecede, una vez constatada la grandeza literaria sin par de la novela, todavía queda pendiente una verdad inapelable que informa a la totalidad de la historia: contemplado en su totalidad, como libro –y ese era nuestro punto de partida–, el Quijote nos ofrece, esencialmente, una serie inorgánica e interminable de episodios caballerescos bufos, de escenas cómicas provocantes a risa –si se prefiere–, cuya razón de ser y objetivo último no acaban de estar claros.

  Ciertamente, el Cervantes empeñado en alumbrar la historia quijotesca, allá por el cambio de siglo que lo vio nacer, no atraviesa precisamente una buena racha –según decíamos–: marginado en poesía, fracasado en teatro, sin publicar nada desde hacía casi veinte años...; sin oficio ni beneficio, con la familia rota y a cuestas... no parece estar para entretenerse con pasatiempos bufos y parodias vacuas. Además, debía de tener muy claro que su Quijote, puesto a competir con las dos partes de El Guzmán de Alfarache –concebido como “atalaya de la vida humana” y auténtica enciclopedia moral de la época–, sólo podía resultar ridículo... y –peor aun– que Mateo Alemán, su autor, podía quitarle el puesto de novelista barroco por excelencia: su única opción de triunfar en el terreno literario. A sabiendas de todo ello, hubo de poner las miras de su nueva apuesta novelesca mucho más allá del simple pasatiempo jocoso y –a sabiendas de su orgullo creativo– tuvo que fijarse metas artísticas bastante más pretenciosas.

  Desde esos considerandos, bien mirados y leídos, todo induce a pensar que esos pasajes cómicos, que vertebran la historia quijotesca de principio a fin, no están pensados exactamente como aventuras seudocaballerescas llamadas a integrarse en un argumento novelesco global, pues éste no estáprevisto aquí, sino más bien –y en primera instancia– como tanteos experimentales de creador encaminados a poner a prueba su pericia como novelista; como novelista audaz empeñado en fundir indisolublemente los mundos más radical y disparatadamente opuestos: el caballeresco y el manchego. Cada uno de ellos aportará, obviamente, su propios pobladores (caballeros, princesas, gigantes... / aldeanos, labradoras, rebaños...), escenarios (reinos lejanos, castillos, selvas, grutas maravillosas... / aldeas, ventas, sierras, simas...) y registros (idealismo / realismo) de todo punto imposibles de casar, de modo que el plan no podía ser más complejo, disparatado y arriesgado. Pero lejos de arredrarse, nuestro «raro inventor» lo asume autoimponiéndose un pacto realista inquebrantable, según el cual el mundo manchego se impone aplastantemente como punto de salida y de llegada inevitable: si Alonso Quijano, o el propio novelista, quieren fantasear ha de ser a partir de su realidad monda y lironda, sin que valgan las invenciones carentes de respaldo palpable (rocín: Rocinante, Aldonza: Dulcinea; labrador: Sancho, molinos: gigantes, rebaños: ejércitos, bacía: yelmo, cueros de vino: gigantes, Sansón Carrasco: Caballero de los Espejos, Sima de Cabra: Cueva de Montesinos, Retablo de maese Pedro: Gaiferos y Melisendra, molineros: fantasmas, saco de gatos: legión de demonios; paje: Altisidora o Dulcinea, etc.); y ello –nótese bien, incluso en sueños o a oscuras–: la princesa del camaranchón es Maritornes, la Dulcinea de la Cueva de Montesinos es la labradora manchega, los endriagos son gatos, etc. Paralelamente, si los encantadores quieren metamorfosear las fantasías quijotescas, sólo pueden hacerlo ateniéndose a ese compromiso realista: Frestón hace desaparecer la biblioteca del hidalgo porque la muran, los gigantes han de ser molinos, los ejércitos se ven reducidos a rebaños y los caballeros a ovejas, las princesas se encarnan en fulanas, los castellanos ejercen de venteros, los yelmos se materializan en bacías, los corceles alígeros no pasan de caballos de madera, etc.; también ahora, incluso cuando encantan a Dulcinea, han de atenerse a una labradora zafia y si se desencantase, sólo podríamos reencontrarnos con Aldonza Lorenzo, la hija de Lorenzo Corchuelo y Aldonza Nogales (I-xxv), para más señas.

  En esa tesitura, lo quijotesco esencial no es tanto la anécdota caballeresca de turno, ni la comicidad lograda por vía paródica, como la habilidad y maestría del narrador para hibridar indisoluble y verosímilmente ambos mundos, borrando para siempre las fronteras que los separan y alumbrando, como fruto de la mezcla, un universo literario tan novedoso como exuberante. Y no será por falta de destreza, ciertamente: nuestro extraordinario novelista es capaz de hibridar irreconociblemente la realidad manchega más grosera con la ficción caballeresca más sublime sin mayor apoyatura ni trampantojo –anticipamos– que la observación perspicaz de su propia realidad y la sutilísima manipulación de sus circunstancias:

  
  Basta con un poco de viento para que los molinos, vistos desde lejos, agiten sus aspas y se conviertan en gigantes (I-viii).

  El polvo levantado por dos rebaños de ovejas sobra para metamorfosearlos en magníficos ejércitos (I-xviii).

  La oscuridad de la noche, unida al estruendo de unos mazos de batán, genera unas expectativas de fantasía desbordante (I-xx).

  Cuatro gotas de lluvia, amenazando al sombrero nuevo de un barbero pueblerino, convierten una vulgar bacía en el estupendo yelmo de Mambrino (I-xxi).

  El color tinto del vino basta para convertirlo en sangre y sobra para que Sancho vea la cabeza cortada de un gigantazo (I-XXXV).

  Unos metros de cuerda y el sueño del viejo hidalgo abren de par en par las puertas de la Cueva de Montesinos con su inimaginable mundo caballeresco (II-xxii).

  La harina de una vulgar aceña transforma en vestiglos a unos pobres molineros estupefactos (II-xxix).

  Con unos fuelles y unas estopas prendidas se consigue que una especie de balancín vuele cual caballo alígero (II-xli).

  En fin, un saco de gatos –que ya es decir– introduce en el cuarto de don Quijote a todos los diablos habidos y por haber (II-xlvi).

  
  Y nunca de otra manera –todo el libro está hecho así–, la realidad manchega más anodina y prosaica se literaturiza por sus propios medios para alzarse a las más altas cimas de la fantasía caballeresca y, desde allí, estrellarse contra sí misma... Claro que, a cambio, el Quijote deja de ser, automáticamente, la serie inorgánica e interminable de cuadros bufonescos provocantes a risa, merced a un zigzagueo delirante entre mundos opuestos, para convertirse en un magnífico repertorio de procedimientos narrativos capaces de generar una literatura totalmente nueva a partir de los materiales más inauditos y heterogéneos; mejor, en un espectacular mosaico de lecciones narrativas sabiamente ideadas y ajustadas por el mejor novelista imaginable.

  Reléase, si no, el libro desde esta perpectiva y, entre los demás aciertos, se descubrirá la voz omnipotente y omnipresente de un supernarrador puntillosamente obsesionado por constatar hasta el más minúsculo detalle que haga viable la maniobra novelística de turno: ésa es la voz de Miguel de Cervantes y no otra la esencia del Quijote.

  
  
  7. Bibliografía recomendada
  
  Ediciones

  El ingenioso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha, Madrid: Juan de la Cuesta, 1605 (BNE: CERV.-118 y RAE: R-28).

  Segunda parte del ingenioso caballero don Quijote de la Mancha, Madrid: Juan de la Cuesta, 1615 (BNE: R-32.177 y RAE: R-29).

  BLECUA, A., Madrid: Espasa-Calpe, 2007.

  Clemencín, D., Madrid: D. E. Aguado, 1833-1839 (6 vols.) y Madrid: Vda. de Hernando, 1894-1917 (8 vols.).

  GAOS, V., Madrid: Gredos, 1987 (3 vols.).

  RICO, F., coord., Barcelona: I.C. - Crítica, 1998 (2 vols.) y Barcelona: Galaxia Gutenberg - Círculo de Lectores - C.E.C.E., 2004 (2 vols.).

  RIQUER, M. de, Barcelona: Planeta, 1992.

  Rodríguez Marín, F., Madrid: Atlas, 1947-1949 (10 vols.).

  SCHEVILL, R., en Obras Completas, vols. XV-XVIII, ed. de R. Schevill y A. Bonilla, Madrid: Gráficas Reunidas, 1928-1941.

  Sevilla Arroyo, F., Madrid: Castalia, 1997 (2 vols.) y 1998 (2 vols.).

  —, en Miguel de Cervantes, Obras completas, Madrid: Castalia, 1999.

  —, Madrid: Ollero y Ramos, 2002 (2 vols.).

  —, Barcelona: Lunwerg, 2004.

  —, Guanajuato (México): MIQ, 2010.

  — y A. Rey Hazas, vol. I de la Obra completa, Alcalá de Henares: CEC, 1993.

  —, vols. 3 y 4 de la Obra completa, Madrid: Alianza Editorial, 1996 (2 vols.).

  —, Madrid: Alianza Editorial, 1998 (2 vols.). 

  —, Madrid: Sial, 2005.

  
  Estudios

  Alvar Ezquerra, A., Cervantes. Genio y libertad, Madrid: Temas de Hoy, 2004.

  Astrana Marín, L., Vida ejemplar y heróica de Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, Madrid: Instituto Editorial Reus, 1948-58 (7 vols.).

  Avalle-Arce, J.-B., Don Quijote como forma de vida, Madrid: Castalia-Fundación Juan March, 1976.

  Canavaggio, J., Cervantes. En busca del perfil perdido, trad. de M. Armiño, Madrid: Espasa-Calpe, 1992 (2ª).

  Castro, A., El pensamiento de Cervantes, nueva ed. con notas de J. Rodríguez Puértolas, Barcelona-Madrid: Noguer, 1980 (2ª).

  Close, A., Cervantes y la mentalidad cómica de su tiempo, Alcalá de Henares: CEC, 2006.

  HALEY, G. (ed.), El Quijote, Madrid: Taurus, 1984.

  Hatzfeld, H., El «Quijote» como obra de arte del lenguaje, Madrid: C.S.I.C., 1972 (2ª).

  Márquez Villanueva, F., Personajes y temas del «Quijote», Madrid: Taurus, 1975.

  —, Trabajos y días cervantinos, Alcalá de Henares: C.E.C., 1995.

  Martín Jiménez, A., El «Quijote» de Cervantes« y el Quijote» de Pasamonte: una imitación recíproca, Alcalá de Henares: C.E.C., 2001.

  Martín Morán, J. M., El Quijote en ciernes. Los descuidos de Cervantes y las fases de elaboración textual, Turín: Dell‘Orso, 1990.

  Montero Reguera, J., El «Quijote» y la crítica contemporánea, Alcalá de Henares: C.E.C., 1997.

  Paz Gago, J. Mª., Semiótica del “Quijote”. Teoría y práctica de la ficción narrativa, Amsterdam-Atlanta: Rodopi, 1995.

  REDONDO, A., Otra manera de leer el «Quijote», Madrid: Castalia, 1997.

  Rey Hazas, A., Poética de la libertad y otras claves cervantinas, Madrid: Ediciones Eneida, 2005.

  RICO, F., El texto del “Quijote”. Preliminares a una ecdótica del Siglo de Oro, Valladolid: CECE, MMV [2006] (y Barcelona: Destino, 2005 [2006]).

  Riley, E. O., Teoría de la novela en Cervantes, vers. castellana de C. Sahagún, Madrid: Taurus, 1981 (3ª).

  Riquer, M. de, Nueva aproximación al Quijote, Madrid: Teide, 1993 (8ª).

  ROSALES, L., Cervantes y la libertad, Madrid: Gráficas Valera, 1960 (2 vols.; y Eds. Cultura Hispánica, 1985, 2 vols.).

  Rosenblat, Á., La lengua del «Quijote», Madrid: Gredos, 1978.

  Salazar Rincón, J., El mundo social del «Quijote», Madrid: Gredos, 1986.

  Sevilla Arroyo, F., «Miguel de Cervantes: realidad, ficción y verosimilitud», Literatura Hispanoamericana del Siglo XX. Imaginación y fantasía, coord. G. Fernández Ariza, Málaga: Universidad de Málaga, 2004, págs. 91-128.

  —, «Madrid, Juan de la Cuesta, 1605 y 1615: el Quijote ‘definitivo‘», Filologia dei testi a stampa (area iberica), a cura di Patrizia Botta, Modena: Mucchi, 2005 (544 págs.), págs. 175-194.

  —, «Desencantar a Dulcinea o los límites de la literatura cervantina”, Actas del I Congreso Internacional: “El Quijote en clave de mujeres” (15 al 21 de noviembre de 2005), ed. de F. Rubio, Toledo: SECC - “Don Quijote de la Mancha 2005”, 2007, págs. 489-521.

  — «“Famoso [y valiente] hidalgo”: sobre conjeturas y deturpaciones textuales», Anales Cervantinos, XXXIX (2007), págs. 53-77.

  Torrente Ballester, G., El «Quijote» como juego, Madrid: Guadarrama, 1975.

  Varios, Cervantes, Alcalá de Henares: C.E.C., 1995.

  
  
  8. La edición
  
  La presente edición electrónica del Quijote, concebida desde el enfoque expuesto al comienzo de estas páginas, no persigue otro objetivo crítico que reproducir, con la mayor fiabilidad posible, los únicos originales conservados de la primera edición del Quijote: Madrid, Juan de la Cuesta, 1605 y 1615 para la primera y la segunda parte respectivamente. Originales que se han tratado, pese a que no incluyamos aparato crítico, con absoluto rigor filológico, a la vista de otros testimonios textuales relevantes de la época (Madrid, Juan de la Cuesta, 1605 [2ª], sobre todo) y de la práctica totalidad de ediciones publicadas hasta el momento: Clemencín, Schevill-Bonilla, Rodríguez Marín, Riquer, Murillo, Allen, Avalle-Arce, Gaos, Rico, Blecua, etc. De resultas, corregimos la editio princeps cuantas veces nos parece inequívocamente errada, pero siempre con suma cautela, procurando no abusar de la «enmienda ingeniosa» que termina desfigurando el texto original del Quijote tan alegre y lamentablemente como se viene haciendo en los últimos años.

  Ofrecemos, pues, un texto depurado filológicamente y transcrito de acuerdo con los criterios de modernización propios de las ediciones críticas más solventes: actualizamos sólo los usos ortográficos sin valor fónico, la puntuación, la acentuación, el uso de mayúsculas, la división en párrafos..., respetando cuantas peculiaridades (léxicas, morfológicas, sintácticas, fónicas...) son propias del español clásico y, desde luego, de la lengua del Quijote: concordancias anómalas, anacolutos, arcaísmos, registros lingüísticos específicos, etc.

  Este es, pues, el Quijote de Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra en soporte electrónico.

  
  Florencio Sevilla Arroyo

  Catedrático de Filología Española de la Universidad Autónoma de Madrid
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↩  PRIMER LIBRO: Con el fin de evitar confusiones, recordamos que El Quijote consta de dos libros. El primero se publicó por primera vez en 1605 y lleva por título "El ingenioso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha". Este libro aparece dividido en cuatro partes. El segundo libro se publicó en 1615 y lleva por título "Segunda parte del ingenioso caballero don Quijote de la Mancha" y no está dividido en partes. (Nota de la Editorial).
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Primera parte del ingenioso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha
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Capítulo Primero


  Que trata de la condición y ejercicio del famoso hidalgo don Quijote de la Mancha

  
  En un lugar de la Mancha, de cuyo nombre no quiero acordarme, no ha mucho tiempo que vivía un hidalgo de los de lanza en astillero,  adarga antigua, rocín flaco y galgo corredor. Una olla de algo más vaca que carnero,  salpicón las más noches, duelos y quebrantos los sábados, lantejas los viernes, algún palomino de añadidura los domingos, consumían las tres partes de su hacienda. El resto della concluían sayo de velarte, calzas de velludo para las fiestas, con sus pantuflos de lo mesmo, y los días de entresemana se honraba con su vellorí de lo más fino.  Tenía en su casa una ama que pasaba de los cuarenta, y una sobrina que no llegaba a los veinte, y un mozo de campo y plaza que así ensillaba el rocín como tomaba la podadera. Frisaba la edad de nuestro hidalgo con los cincuenta años; era de complexión recia, seco de carnes, enjuto de rostro, gran madrugador y amigo de la caza. Quieren decir que tenía el sobrenombre de Quijada o Quesada, que en esto hay alguna diferencia en los autores que deste caso escriben; aunque, por conjeturas verosímiles, se deja entender que se llamaba Quejana. Pero esto importa poco a nuestro cuento: basta que en la narración dél no se salga un punto de la verdad.

  Es, pues, de saber que este sobredicho hidalgo, los ratos que estaba ocioso, que eran los más del año, se daba a leer libros de caballerías, con tanta afición y gusto, que olvidó casi de todo punto el ejercicio de la caza y aun la administración de su hacienda. Y llegó a tanto su curiosidad y desatino en esto, que vendió muchas hanegas de tierra de sembradura para comprar libros de caballerías en que leer, y así, llevó a su casa todos cuantos pudo haber dellos; y de todos, ningunos le parecían tan bien como los que compuso el famoso Feliciano de Silva,  porque la claridad de su prosa y aquellas entricadas razones suyas le parecían de perlas, y más cuando llegaba a leer aquellos requiebros y cartas de desafíos, donde en muchas partes hallaba escrito: “La razón de la sinrazón que a mi razón se hace, de tal manera mi razón enflaquece, que con razón me quejo de la vuestra fermosura”. Y también cuando leía: “Los altos cielos que de vuestra divinidad divinamente con las estrellas os fortifican y os hacen merecedora del merecimiento que merece la vuestra grandeza”.

  Con estas razones perdía el pobre caballero el juicio, y desvelábase por entenderlas y desentrañarles el sentido, que no se lo sacara ni las entendiera el mesmo Aristóteles, si resucitara para sólo ello. No estaba muy bien con las heridas que don Belianís daba y recebía, porque se imaginaba que, por grandes maestros que le hubiesen curado, no dejaría de tener el rostro y todo el cuerpo lleno de cicatrices y señales. Pero, con todo, alababa en su autor aquel acabar su libro con la promesa de aquella inacabable aventura, y muchas veces le vino deseo de tomar la pluma y dalle fin al pie de la letra, como allí se promete;  y sin duda alguna lo hiciera, y aun saliera con ello, si otros mayores y continuos pensamientos no se lo estorbaran. Tuvo muchas veces competencia con el cura de su lugar –que era hombre docto, graduado en Sigüenza–,  sobre cuál había sido mejor caballero: Palmerín de Ingalaterra o Amadís de Gaula; mas maese Nicolás, barbero del mesmo pueblo, decía que ninguno llegaba al Caballero del Febo, y que si alguno se le podía comparar, era don Galaor, hermano de Amadís de Gaula, porque tenía muy acomodada condición para todo; que no era caballero melindroso, ni tan llorón como su hermano,  y que en lo de la valentía no le iba en zaga.

  En resolución, él se enfrascó tanto en su letura, que se le pasaban las noches leyendo de claro en claro,  y los días de turbio en turbio; y así, del poco dormir y del mucho leer, se le secó el celebro,  de manera que vino a perder el juicio. Llenósele la fantasía de todo aquello que leía en los libros, así de encantamentos como de pendencias, batallas, desafíos, heridas, requiebros, amores, tormentas y disparates imposibles; y asentósele de tal modo en la imaginación que era verdad toda aquella máquina de aquellas sonadas soñadas invenciones que leía, que para él no había otra historia más cierta en el mundo. Decía él que el Cid Ruy Díaz había sido muy buen caballero, pero que no tenía que ver con el Caballero de la Ardiente Espada,  que de sólo un revés había partido por medio dos fieros y descomunales gigantes. Mejor estaba con Bernardo del Carpio,  porque en Roncesvalles había muerto a Roldán, el encantado, valiéndose de la industria de Hércules, cuando ahogó a Anteo, el hijo de la Tierra, entre los brazos.  Decía mucho bien del gigante Morgante,  porque, con ser de aquella generación gigantea, que todos son soberbios y descomedidos, él solo era afable y bien criado. Pero, sobre todos, estaba bien con Reinaldos de Montalbán,  y más cuando le veía salir de su castillo y robar cuantos topaba, y cuando en allende robó aquel ídolo de Mahoma que era todo de oro, según dice su historia. Diera él, por dar una mano de coces al traidor de Galalón,  al ama que tenía y aun a su sobrina de añadidura.

  En efeto, rematado ya su juicio, vino a dar en el más estraño pensamiento que jamás dio loco en el mundo; y fue que le pareció convenible y necesario, así para el aumento de su honra como para el servicio de su república, hacerse caballero andante, y irse por todo el mundo con sus armas y caballo a buscar las aventuras y a ejercitarse en todo aquello que él había leído que los caballeros andantes se ejercitaban, deshaciendo todo género de agravio, y poniéndose en ocasiones y peligros donde, acabándolos,  cobrase eterno nombre y fama. Imaginábase el pobre ya coronado por el valor de su brazo, por lo menos, del imperio de Trapisonda; y así, con estos tan agradables pensamientos, llevado del estraño gusto que en ellos sentía, se dio priesa a poner en efeto lo que deseaba.

  Y lo primero que hizo fue limpiar unas armas que habían sido de sus bisabuelos,  que, tomadas de orín y llenas de moho, luengos siglos había que estaban puestas y olvidadas en un rincón. Limpiólas y aderezólas lo mejor que pudo, pero vio que tenían una gran falta, y era que no tenían celada de encaje, sino morrión simple; mas a esto suplió su industria, porque de cartones hizo un modo de media celada, que, encajada con el morrión, hacían una apariencia de celada entera.  Es verdad que para probar si era fuerte y podía estar al riesgo de una cuchillada, sacó su espada y le dio dos golpes, y con el primero y en un punto deshizo lo que había hecho en una semana; y no dejó de parecerle mal la facilidad con que la había hecho pedazos, y, por asegurarse deste peligro, la tornó a hacer de nuevo, poniéndole unas barras de hierro por de dentro, de tal manera que él quedó satisfecho de su fortaleza; y, sin querer hacer nueva experiencia della, la diputó y tuvo por celada finísima de encaje.

  Fue luego a ver su rocín, y, aunque tenía más cuartos que un real y más tachas que el caballo de Gonela, que tantum pellis et ossa fuit,  le pareció que ni el Bucéfalo de Alejandro ni Babieca el del Cid con él se igualaban. Cuatro días se le pasaron en imaginar qué nombre le pondría; porque, según se decía él a sí mesmo, no era razón que caballo de caballero tan famoso, y tan bueno él por sí, estuviese sin nombre conocido; y ansí, procuraba acomodársele de manera que declarase quién había sido, antes que fuese de caballero andante, y lo que era entonces; pues estaba muy puesto en razón que, mudando su señor estado, mudase él también el nombre, y [le] cobrase famoso y de estruendo, como convenía a la nueva orden y al nuevo ejercicio que ya profesaba. Y así, después de muchos nombres que formó, borró y quitó, añadió, deshizo y tornó a hacer en su memoria e imaginación, al fin le vino a llamar Rocinante?: nombre, a su parecer, alto, sonoro y significativo de lo que había sido cuando fue rocín, antes de lo que ahora era, que era antes y primero de todos los rocines del mundo.

  Puesto nombre, y tan a su gusto, a su caballo, quiso ponérsele a sí mismo, y en este pensamiento duró otros ocho días, y al cabo se vino a llamar don Quijote; de donde –como queda dicho–tomaron ocasión los autores desta tan verdadera historia que, sin duda, se debía de llamar Quijada, y no Quesada, como otros quisieron decir. Pero, acordándose que el valeroso Amadís no sólo se había contentado con llamarse Amadís a secas, sino que añadió el nombre de su reino y patria, por Hepila famosa, y se llamó Amadís de Gaula, así quiso, como buen caballero, añadir al suyo el nombre de la suya y llamarse don Quijote de la Mancha,  con que, a su parecer, declaraba muy al vivo su linaje y patria, y la honraba con tomar el sobrenombre della.

  Limpias, pues, sus armas, hecho del morrión celada, puesto nombre a su rocín y confirmándose a sí mismo, se dio a entender que no le faltaba otra cosa sino buscar una dama de quien enamorarse; porque el caballero andante sin amores era árbol sin hojas y sin fruto y cuerpo sin alma. Decíase él:

  –Si yo, por malos de mis pecados, o por mi buena suerte, me encuentro por ahí con algún gigante, como de ordinario les acontece a los caballeros andantes, y le derribo de un encuentro, o le parto por mitad del cuerpo, o, finalmente, le venzo y le rindo, ¿no será bien tener a quien enviarle presentado y que entre y se hinque de rodillas ante mi dulce señora, y diga con voz humilde y rendido: “Yo, señora, soy el gigante Caraculiambro,  señor de la ínsula Malindrania, a quien venció en singular batalla el jamás como se debe alabado caballero don Quijote de la Mancha, el cual me mandó que me presentase ante vuestra merced, para que la vuestra grandeza disponga de mí a su talante.

  ¡Oh, cómo se holgó nuestro buen caballero cuando hubo hecho este discurso, y más cuando halló a quien dar nombre de su dama! Y fue, a lo que se cree, que en un lugar cerca del suyo había una moza labradora de muy buen parecer, de quien él un tiempo anduvo enamorado, aunque, según se entiende, ella jamás lo supo ni le dio cata dello.  Llamábase Aldonza Lorenzo, y a ésta le pareció ser bien darle título de señora de sus pensamientos; y, buscándole nombre que no desdijese mucho del suyo, y que tirase y se encaminase al de princesa y gran señora, vino a llamarla Dulcinea del Toboso,  porque era natural del Toboso; nombre, a su parecer, músico y peregrino y significativo, como todos los demás que a él y a sus cosas había puesto.
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↩  Primera parte: entiéndase Primera parte (I-VIII) del Quijote de 1605, que salió dividido en cuatro subpartes (I-VIII, IX-XIV, XV-XXVII y XXVIII-LII), sin ser concebido como Primera parte de la continuación de 1615 (Segunda parte del ingenioso caballero...), que salió sin partición alguna.





↩ ingenioso hidalgo: ya desde el título se anticipa, al igual que en otros títulos cervantinos («celoso» extremeño, curioso «impertinente», licenciado «vidriera», rufián «dichoso», etc.), el rasgo principal del protagonista (‘inventivo, imaginativo, agudo’), aquí perfectamente acorde con la complexión física del hidalgo (según Juan Huarte de San Juan, Examen de ingenios para las ciencias, 1575) y con las metamorfosis imaginarias en las que se basa su «extraña locura».

 


↩  condición y ejercicio: ‘estamento y forma de vida’.




↩  En un lugar: ‘En un pueblo pequeño’. Es comienzo más propio de cuento (así empiezan El celoso extremeño y El cautivo) que de libro caballeresco, que coincide con el octosílabo de una ensaladilla anónima. Vid. II-lxxiv. 




↩  astillero: ‘lancera, estante para las lanzas’.




↩  adarga: ‘escudo ovalado de cuero’.




↩  más... carnero..: porque la carne de vaca, para el cocido (olla), era más barata que la de carnero.




↩  salpicón: ‘fiambre de carne picada’.




↩  duelos y quebrantos: ‘huevos con torreznos’.




↩  las tres partes: ‘las tres cuartas partes’.




↩  sayo... fino: son todas prendas de vestir ordinarias: sayo de velarte: ‘vestidura larga de paño fino, negro o azul, que se llevaba bajo la capa’; calzas de velludo: ‘medias de terciopelo o felpa’; pantuflos: ‘calzado que se ponía sobre los zapatos para abrigarse’; vellorí: ‘paño entrefino de color pardo’.




↩  un mozo: nótese que este ‘criado para todo’ no volverá a mencionarse.




↩  sobrenombre: ‘apellido’, manejado con gran variabilidad: Quijada (I-xlix), Quesada, Quejana; luego Quijana (I-v) y, finalmente, Alonso Quijano (II-lxxiv).




↩  los autores: además de la rumorología y del propio Cervantes, el lector tendrá ocasión de conocer a unos cuantos: cronistas de la Mancha, sabio encantador, Cide Hamete Benengeli, etc.; descuento hecho �claro está� del narrador (o narradores) y del traductor morisco.




↩  hanegas: fanegas; en Castilla, una media hectárea (sobre 7.000 metros cuadrados).




↩  Feliciano de Silva: aunque más conocido por su Segunda Celestina (1534), Feliciano de Silva (1492?-1558?) es autor de varias continuaciones del Amadís (Lisuarte de Grecia, 1514; Florisel de Niquea, 1532; Amadís de Grecia, 1530; etc.), siempre de estilo un tanto alambicado y pueril que aquí ridiculiza Cervantes (entricadas razones). No obstante, la razón de la sinrazón podría aludir a la Segunda Celestina: «¡Oh amor, que no hay razón en que tu sinrazón no tenga mayor razón en sus contrarios!» (I).




↩  No... heridas: ‘no le parecían bien...’, porque don Belianís recibía innumerables heridas (Clemencín contó 101 en los dos primeros libros) en la obra de Jerónimo Fernández ya citada.




↩  maestros: ‘cirujanos, médicos’.




↩  dalle fin... promete: el autor terminaba los cuatro libros pidiendo a quien encontrase el original griego, extraviado por el mago Fristón, que acabase la obra.




↩  saliera con ello: ‘lo consiguiera, lo lograra’.




↩  docto... Sigüenza: no tan docto, pues la de Sigüenza era «universidad menor» (lo mismo que la de Osuna en II-i y xlvii) y sus licenciados no disfrutaban de ningún prestigio.




↩  mejor caballero...: los que siguen (Palmerín, Amadís, Caballero del Febo y Galaor) son protagonistas y personajes célebres de los libros de caballerías y sus historias serán tratadas más detenidamente en el escrutinio de I-vi.




↩  maese: o maeso, ‘maestro’.




↩  llorón� hermano: porque Amadís llora continuamente por los desdenes de Oriana.




↩  de claro en claro: ‘de un tirón; desde el atardecer hasta el amanecer’.




↩  celebro: ‘cerebro’.




↩  Cid: don Quijote, sumido en sus desvaríos caballerescos, confunde y mezcla historia con ficción, equiparando a Rodrigo Díaz de Vivar con personajes legendarios y mitológicos.




↩  Caballero... Espada: Amadís de Grecia, en el El noveno libro de Amadís de Gaula, cuyo protagonista tenía estampada en su pecho una espada roja que quemaba como una brasa, según la novela de Feliciano de Silva.




↩  Bernardo del Carpio: es el héroe épico fabuloso que, según la leyenda, mató a Roldán en Roncesvalles.




↩  industria: ‘artimaña, estratagema; astucia, sagacidad’.




↩  ...entre los brazos: porque �según el mito�, cada vez que lo derribaba cobraba nuevas energías de la Tierra, su madre. Se repite en I-xxvi y en II-xxxii.




↩  Morgante: era tan educado y cortés, que fue convertido al cristianismo por Roldán en Il Morgante (c. 1470), de Luigi Pulci, luego traducido al castellano como Libro del esforzado gigante Morgante y de Roldán y Reinaldos (1533).




↩  Reinaldos de Montalbán: Renaut de Montauban, uno de los héroes épicos franceses más celebrados en la literatura caballeresca castellana. Los hechos que se aluden a continuación se cuentan en el Espejo de caballerías, ya mencionado en los Prels.




↩  en allende: ‘en allende el mar, en ultramar’.




↩  una mano: ‘una serie, una tunda’.




↩  Galalón: Guenelon (Ganelón), el célebre Conde de Maganza y traidor de la Chanson de Roland, por cuyas felonías murieron en Roncesvalles �según las leyendas carolingias� los Doce Pares de Francia.




↩  ocasiones: ‘trances, lances, riesgos’.




↩  acabándolos: ‘resolviéndolos, superándolos’.




↩  de sus bisabuelos: si las armas pertenecían a sus bisabuelos, tenían que ser de finales del XV o principios del XVI: de tiempos de los Reyes Católicos, en todo caso, lo que acentúa lo anacrónica e irrisoria que había de resultar la indumentaria del «caballero».




↩  ...celada entera: o sea que suplió con cartones la zona que quedaba al descubierto entre el morrión simple y la coraza, pues éste sólo cubría la parte superior de la cabeza, en tanto que la celada de encaje protegía hasta la coraza, en la que se encajaba; de ahí la gran falta. Sin duda, el morrión simple y la media celada, combinados, hacían un conjunto tan heterogéneo, arcaico y ridículo como don Quijote mismo.




↩  cuartos: en doble sentido: ‘moneda de ínfimo valor’ y ‘enfermedad de los cascos de las caballerías’.




↩  tantum... fuit: «era sólo piel y huesos» (Plauto, Aulularia, III, 6). Tanto Gonela, bufón del duque de Ferrara Borso d’Este, como su caballo eran motivo frecuente de burla por su extrema flaqueza, siendo ridiculizados en piezas burlescas y epigramas.




↩  Rocinante...: lo significativo del nombre se glosa burlescamente hacia el pasado (‘rocín antes’) y hacia el futuro (‘ante rocín’: ‘el primero de todos los rocines’); además, rocín era el potro que no llegaba a caballo. En I-ix se detallarán los atributos físicos que justifican el nombre.




↩  Hepila: así el texto de la príncipe, que respetamos en solitario, aunque no hace sentido aparente, porque la enmienda universalmente generalizada desde la segunda edición, hacerla, es de todo punto inadmisible ecdóticamente (como lectura facilior): resulta inexplicable que un cajista compusiese Hepila �con mayúscula� partiendo de un original hacerla.




↩  don Quijote de la Mancha: se miren como se miren, los tres términos del apelativo rezuman parodia y burla: el título, el sobrenombre y la «patria». El uso del don era impropio de hidalgos, además de motivo satírico frecuente en la época; la Mancha, por su parte, no entrañaba, en ámbitos caballerescos, menos sorna, según hemos adelantado; el nombre, en fin, extrema de todo punto la burla: sobre denotar ‘la pieza del arnés que cubría el muslo’, incorpora el sufijo -ote, con sus connotaciones ridiculizadoras, que alcanzan cotas de parodia caballeresca cuando se asocian con Lanzarote o con Camilote (el ridículo hidalgo, enamorado de la feísima Maimonda, en el Primaleón y Polendos [1516] y en Don Duardos [1522], de Gil Vicente).




↩  presentado: ‘regalado, ofrecido como presente’.




↩  Caraculiambro: como la «isla» Malindrania que sigue, es uno de tantos y tantos nombres imaginarios (compuestos burlescos) inventados por Cervantes para ridiculizar los delirios quijotescos.




↩  ínsula: latinismo por ‘isla’, según el uso propio de los libros de caballerías, que Cervantes mantendrá, con magistral acierto, a lo largo de toda la novela, para tener «engatusado» a Sancho, sin que éste llegue a entender nunca el sentido recto del «latinajo».




↩  ni le dio cata dello: ‘ni él le dio cuenta a ella del asunto’ o ‘ni ella le dio a catar su buen parecer’; pero quizás, ‘ni ella se dio por enterada del asunto’.




↩  Dulcinea del Toboso: también el nombre de la amada destila comicidad, además de rusticidad, pues se forma sobre dulce (de ahí la musicalidad que le inspira a don Quijote), partiendo de Aldonza («nombre en España, antiguo y ordinario», sobre el que corría el refrán: «A falta/mengua de moza, buena es Aldonza»), a la vez que entronca con la tradición literaria celestinesca: Melibea. Podría ser, acaso, anagrama sacado de Camila Lucinda, la amante de Lope de Vega.




↩  músico y peregrino: ‘armonioso y original o extraordinario’.





[image: El porquero toca el cuerno cuando Don Quijote llega a la venta]





Capítulo II

  Que trata de la primera salida que de su tierra hizo el ingenioso don Quijote

  
  Hechas, pues, estas prevenciones, no quiso aguardar más tiempo a poner en efeto su pensamiento, apretándole a ello la falta que él pensaba que hacía en el mundo su tardanza, según eran los agravios que pensaba deshacer, tuertos que enderezar,  sinrazones que emendar, y abusos que mejorar y deudas que satisfacer. Y así, sin dar parte a persona alguna de su intención, y sin que nadie le viese, una mañana, antes del día, que era uno de los calurosos del mes de julio, se armó de todas sus armas, subió sobre Rocinante, puesta su mal compuesta celada, embrazó su adarga, tomó su lanza y, por la puerta falsa de un corral, salió al campo con grandísimo contento y alborozo de ver con cuánta facilidad había dado principio a su buen deseo. Mas, apenas se vio en el campo, cuando le asaltó un pensamiento terrible, y tal, que por poco le hiciera dejar la comenzada empresa; y fue que le vino a la memoria que no era armado caballero y que, conforme a ley de caballería, ni podía ni debía tomar armas con ningún caballero; y, puesto que lo fuera, había de llevar armas blancas,  como novel caballero, sin empresa en el escudo, hasta que por su esfuerzo la ganase. Estos pensamientos le hicieron titubear en su propósito; mas, pudiendo más su locura que otra razón alguna, propuso de hacerse armar caballero del primero que topase, a imitación de otros muchos que así lo hicieron, según él había leído en los libros que tal le tenían. En lo de las armas blancas, pensaba limpiarlas de manera, en teniendo lugar, que lo fuesen más que un armiño; y con esto se quietó y prosiguió su camino, sin llevar otro que aquel que su caballo quería, creyendo que en aquello consistía la fuerza de las aventuras.

  Yendo, pues, caminando nuestro flamante aventurero, iba hablando consigo mesmo y diciendo:

  –¿Quién duda sino que en los venideros tiempos, cuando salga a luz la verdadera historia de mis famosos hechos, que el sabio que los escribiere no ponga, cuando llegue a contar esta mi primera salida tan de mañana, desta manera?:

  
  Apenas había el rubicundo Apolo tendido por la faz de la ancha y espaciosa tierra las doradas hebras de sus hermosos cabellos, y apenas los pequeños y pintados pajarillos con sus arpadas lenguas habían saludado con dulce y meliflua armonía la venida de la rosada aurora, que, dejando la blanda cama del celoso marido,  por las puertas y balcones del manchego horizonte a los mortales se mostraba, cuando el famoso caballero don Quijote de la Mancha, dejando las ociosas plumas,  subió sobre su famoso caballo Rocinante y comenzó a caminar por el antiguo y conocido campo de Montiel.

  
  Y era la verdad que por él caminaba. Y añadió diciendo:

  –Dichosa edad y siglo dichoso aquel adonde saldrán a luz las famosas hazañas mías, dignas de entallarse en bronces, esculpirse en mármoles y pintarse en tablas para memoria en lo futuro. ¡Oh tú, sabio encantador, quienquiera que seas, a quien ha de tocar el ser coronista desta peregrina historia, ruégote que no te olvides de mi buen Rocinante, compañero eterno mío en todos mis caminos y carreras!

  Luego volvía diciendo, como si verdaderamente fuera enamorado:

  –¡Oh princesa Dulcinea, señora deste cautivo corazón!, mucho agravio me habedes fecho en despedirme y reprocharme con el riguroso afincamiento de mandarme no parecer ante la vuestra fermosura. Plégaos, señora, de membraros deste vuestro sujeto corazón, que tantas cuitas por vuestro amor padece.

  Con éstos iba ensartando otros disparates, todos al modo de los que sus libros le habían enseñado, imitando en cuanto podía su lenguaje. Con esto, caminaba tan despacio, y el sol entraba tan apriesa y con tanto ardor, que fuera bastante a derretirle los sesos, si algunos tuviera.

  Casi todo aquel día caminó sin acontecerle cosa que de contar fuese, de lo cual se desesperaba, porque quisiera topar luego luego con quien hacer experiencia del valor de su fuerte brazo. Autores hay que dicen que la primera aventura que le avino fue la del Puerto Lápice;  otros dicen que la de los molinos de viento; pero, lo que yo he podido averiguar en este caso, y lo que he hallado escrito en los Anales de la Mancha, es que él anduvo todo aquel día y, al anochecer, su rocín y él se hallaron cansados y muertos de hambre; y que, mirando a todas partes por ver si descubriría algún castillo o alguna majada de pastores donde recogerse y adonde pudiese remediar su mucha hambre y necesidad, vio, no lejos del camino por donde iba, una venta, que fue como si viera una estrella que, no a los portales, sino a los alcázares de su redención le encaminaba. Diose priesa a caminar y llegó a ella a tiempo que anochecía.

  Estaban acaso a la puerta dos mujeres mozas, destas que llaman del partido,  las cuales iban a Sevilla con unos arrieros que en la venta aquella noche acertaron a hacer jornada;  y, como a nuestro aventurero todo cuanto pensaba, veía o imaginaba le parecía ser hecho y pasar al modo de lo que había leído,  luego que vio la venta, se le representó que era un castillo con sus cuatro torres y chapiteles de luciente plata, sin faltarle su puente levadiza y honda cava,  con todos aquellos adherentes que semejantes castillos se pintan. Fuese llegando a la venta, que a él le parecía castillo, y a poco trecho della detuvo las riendas a Rocinante, esperando que algún enano se pusiese entre las almenas a dar señal con alguna trompeta de que llegaba caballero al castillo. Pero, como vio que se tardaban y que Rocinante se daba priesa por llegar a la caballeriza, se llegó a la puerta de la venta, y vio a las dos destraídas mozas que allí estaban, que a él le parecieron dos hermosas doncellas o dos graciosas damas que delante de la puerta del castillo se estaban solazando. En esto, sucedió acaso que un porquero que andaba recogiendo de unos rastrojos una manada de puercos –que, sin perdón,  así se llaman– tocó un cuerno, a cuya señal ellos se recogen, y al instante se le representó a don Quijote lo que deseaba, que era que algún enano hacía señal de su venida; y así, con estraño contento, llegó a la venta y a las damas, las cuales, como vieron venir un hombre de aquella suerte, armado y con lanza y adarga, llenas de miedo, se iban a entrar en la venta; pero don Quijote, coligiendo por su huida su miedo, alzándose la visera de papelón y descubriendo su seco y polvoroso rostro, con gentil talante y voz reposada, les dijo:

  –No fuyan las vuestras mercedes ni teman desaguisado alguno; ca a la orden de caballería que profeso non toca ni atañe facerle a ninguno, cuanto más a tan altas doncellas como vuestras presencias demuestran. 

  Mirábanle las mozas y andaban con los ojos buscándole el rostro, que la mala visera le encubría; mas, como se oyeron llamar doncellas, cosa tan fuera de su profesión, no pudieron tener la risa, y fue de manera que don Quijote vino a correrse y a decirles:

  –Bien parece la mesura en las fermosas, y es mucha sandez además la risa que de leve causa procede; pero no vos lo digo porque os acuitedes ni mostredes mal talante; que el mío non es de ál que de serviros.

  El lenguaje, no entendido de las señoras, y el mal talle de nuestro caballero acrecentaba en ellas la risa y en él el enojo; y pasara muy adelante si a aquel punto no saliera el ventero, hombre que, por ser muy gordo, era muy pacífico, el cual, viendo aquella figura contrahecha,  armada de armas tan desiguales como eran la brida, lanza, adarga y coselete, no estuvo en nada en acompañar a las doncellas en las muestras de su contento. Mas, en efeto, temiendo la máquina de tantos pertrechos, determinó de hablarle comedidamente; y así, le dijo:

  –Si vuestra merced, señor caballero, busca posada, amén del lecho (porque en esta venta no hay ninguno), todo lo demás se hallará en ella en mucha abundancia.

  Viendo don Quijote la humildad del alcaide de la fortaleza, que tal le pareció a él el ventero y la venta, respondió:

  –Para mí, señor castellano, cualquiera cosa basta, porque


  
  mis arreos son las armas,

  mi descanso el pelear, etc. 



  
  Pensó el huésped que el haberle llamado castellano había sido por haberle parecido de los sanos de Castilla, aunque él era andaluz y de los de la playa de Sanlúcar,  no menos ladrón que Caco, ni menos maleante que estudiantado paje; y así, le respondió:

  –Según eso, las camas de vuestra merced serán duras peñas, y su dormir, siempre velar; y siendo así, bien se puede apear, con seguridad de hallar en esta choza ocasión y ocasiones para no dormir en todo un año, cuanto más en una noche.

  Y, diciendo esto, fue a tener el estribo a don Quijote, el cual se apeó con mucha dificultad y trabajo, como aquel que en todo aquel día no se había desayunado.

  Dijo luego al huésped que le tuviese mucho cuidado de su caballo, porque era la mejor pieza que comía pan en el mundo. Miróle el ventero, y no le pareció tan bueno como don Quijote decía, ni aun la mitad; y, acomodándole en la caballeriza, volvió a ver lo que su huésped mandaba, al cual estaban desarmando las doncellas, que ya se habían reconciliado con él; las cuales, aunque le habían quitado el peto y el espaldar, jamás supieron ni pudieron desencajarle la gola, ni quitalle la contrahecha celada,  que traía atada con unas cintas verdes, y era menester cortarlas, por no poderse quitar los ñudos; mas él no lo quiso consentir en ninguna manera, y así, se quedó toda aquella noche con la celada puesta, que era la más graciosa y estraña figura que se pudiera pensar; y, al desarmarle, como él se imaginaba que aquellas traídas y llevadas que le desarmaban eran algunas principales señoras y damas de aquel castillo, les dijo con mucho donaire:

 
  
    Nunca fuera caballero

  de damas tan bien servido

  como fuera don Quijote

  cuando de su aldea vino:

  doncellas curaban dél;

  princesas, del su rocino, 



  
  o Rocinante, que éste es el nombre, señoras mías, de mi caballo, y don Quijote de la Mancha el mío; que, puesto que no quisiera descubrirme fasta que las fazañas fechas en vuestro servicio y pro me descubrieran, la fuerza de acomodar al propósito presente este romance viejo de Lanzarote ha sido causa que sepáis mi nombre antes de toda sazón; pero, tiempo vendrá en que las vuestras señorías me manden y yo obedezca, y el valor de mi brazo descubra el deseo que tengo de serviros.

  Las mozas, que no estaban hechas a oír semejantes retóricas, no respondían palabra; sólo le preguntaron si quería comer alguna cosa.

  –Cualquiera yantaría yo –respondió don Quijote–, porque, a lo que entiendo, me haría mucho al caso.

  A dicha,  acertó a ser viernes aquel día, y no había en toda la venta sino unas raciones de un pescado que en Castilla llaman abadejo, y en Andalucía bacallao, y en otras partes curadillo, y en otras truchuela.  Preguntáronle si por ventura comería su merced truchuela, que no había otro pescado que dalle a comer.

  –Como haya muchas truchuelas –respondió don Quijote–, podrán servir de una trucha, porque eso se me da que me den ocho reales en sencillos que en una pieza de a ocho. Cuanto más, que podría ser que fuesen estas truchuelas como la ternera, que es mejor que la vaca, y el cabrito que el cabrón. Pero, sea lo que fuere, venga luego, que el trabajo y peso de las armas no se puede llevar sin el gobierno de las tripas.

  Pusiéronle la mesa a la puerta de la venta, por el fresco, y trújole el huésped una porción del mal remojado y peor cocido bacallao, y un pan tan negro y mugriento como sus armas; pero era materia de grande risa verle comer, porque, como tenía puesta la celada y alzada la visera,  no podía poner nada en la boca con sus manos si otro no se lo daba y ponía; y ansí, una de aquellas señoras servía deste menester. Mas, al darle de beber, no fue posible, ni lo fuera si el ventero no horadara una caña, y puesto el un cabo en la boca, por el otro le iba echando el vino; y todo esto lo recebía en paciencia, a trueco de no romper las cintas de la celada.

Estando en esto, llegó acaso a la venta un castrador de puercos; y, así como llegó, sonó su silbato de cañas cuatro o cinco veces, con lo cual acabó de confirmar don Quijote que estaba en algún famoso castillo, y que le servían con música, y que el abadejo eran truchas; el pan, candeal;  y las rameras, damas; y el ventero, castellano del castillo, y con esto daba por bien empleada su determinación y salida. Mas lo que más le fatigaba era el no verse armado caballero, por parecerle que no se podría poner legítimamente en aventura alguna sin recebir la orden de caballería.

  
  
[image: Primera comida de don Quijote en la venta]





 ↩  primera salida: el conjunto de la novela comprende tres salidas (1ª: I-ii a I-v; 2ª: I-viii a I-lii y 3ª: II-viii a II-lxxiii), cuyo final será siempre desastroso y terminará con el retorno al «lugar de la Mancha»: primero, apaleado y enloquecido; después, encantado y enjaulado; finalmente, derrotado como caballero andante.




↩  apretándole: ‘urgiéndole, obligándole’.




↩  la falta... que hacía: ‘el perjuicio que ocasionaba’.




↩  tuertos que enderezar: ‘agravios o injusticias que reparar’.




↩  embrazó: ‘ciñó en el brazo por las asas’.




↩  armas blancas: sin empresa ni insignia alguna grabada en el escudo, como correspondía a los caballeros noveles (‘novatos, recién armados’), según explica el propio texto; pero también ‘limpias’, por lo que sigue (pensaba limpiarlas).




↩  empresa: ‘divisa, emblema’ (vid. I-xviii).




↩  quietó: ‘sosegó, tranquilizó’.




↩  ...verdadera historia: repárese en el deslumbrante virtuosismo cervantino a la hora de establecer vínculos y perspectivismos entre vida y literatura: el personaje, puro ente de ficción, sale a la vida desde la literatura, pero bien consciente de que sus vivencias volverán a la literatura, sea en los «anales de la Mancha», en la «crónica de Cide Hamete», en la «continuación de Avellaneda» o en el propio Quijote, hasta el punto de que él mismo, todavía como protagonista del Quijote, tendrá noticia (en II, i-iv) de que su historia anda impresa y eso condicionará su actuación.




↩  desta manera...: lo que sigue es un amanecer mitológico en toda regla, bien que recreado burlescamente para ridiculizar el atildamiento propio del estilo caballeresco. El tópico culto reaparecerá en II-xiv.




↩  rubicundo: ‘rubio’, como dios del Sol.




↩  pintados: ‘coloridos, variopintos’.




↩  arpadas: ‘melódicas, armoniosas, canoras’.




↩  celoso marido: Titón, el amado mitológico de la Aurora.




↩  ociosas plumas: ‘colchones de pluma, cama’.




↩  Dichosa edad...: se anticipa el discurso de la Edad de Oro (I-xi).




↩  coronista: ‘cronista’.




↩  caminos y carreras: es frase hecha, donde carreras vale lo mismo que ‘caminos’.




↩  cautivo... padece: en lo que sigue, se vuelve a ridiculizar el lenguaje caballaresco pro su tendencia arcaizante, tanto morfológica (f-, -edes, artículo + posesivo) como léxica: cautivo: ‘desdichado, infeliz’; afincamiento: ‘apremio, congoja’; plégaos: ‘plázcaos’; membraros: ‘acordaros, recordad’; cuitas: ‘penas, aflicciones’.




↩  parecer: ‘aparecer, presentarme’.




↩  luego luego: ‘al punto, inmediatamente’.




↩  avino: ‘sucedió, aconteció’.




↩  la del Puerto Lápice: esto es, la del vizcaíno (I, viii-ix), ocurrida en Puerto Lápice (al noreste de Ciudad Real), que pertenece a la segunda salida (viii) y no es la primera aventura, como tampoco lo es la de los molinos de viento (viii).




↩  acaso: ‘por casualidad’.




↩  del partido: ‘golfas, prostitutas, rameras’.




↩  hacer jornada: ‘detenerse para descansar; pernoctar’.




↩  ...había leído: en eso precisamente radica la peculiar locura de Alonso Quijano, pues sabemos que había perdido el juicio «del mucho leer» historias caballerescas: se empeñará en adaptar la tosca realidad manchega a sus delirios andantescos. Ello le dejará numerosos «intervalos lúcidos», cuando se trate de otras materias, que dotan de absoluta verosimilitud al planteamiento del héroe y posibilitan la recuperación de su cordura final.




↩  chapiteles: ‘remates piramidales’.




↩  cava: ‘foso’.




↩  destraídas: ‘fulanas, sinvergüenzas’.




↩  graciosas: ‘hermosas y virtuosas; agraciadas’.




↩  sin perdón: se invierte irónicamente la costumbre popular de pedir perdón antes de nombrar algo desagradable o sucio.




↩  ...demuestran: nueva serie de arcaísmos caballarescos: desaguisado: ‘agravio’; ca: ‘porque’; non: ‘no’; etc.




↩  correrse: ‘avergonzarse, afrentarse; ofenderse, enojarse’.




↩  vos...: más arcaísmos: vos: ‘os’; acuitedes: ‘aflijáis’; ál: ‘otra cosa’.




↩  contrahecha: ‘disfrazada, fingida’.




↩  tan desiguales: ‘tan heterogéneas’ por pertenecer a diferentes tipos de armadura: la adarga y el coselete (‘coraza ligera de cuero’) eran propios de la caballería ligera (montaba a la jineta), en tanto que la brida era el modo propio de la caballería pesada (el de los caballeros andantes), armada con grandes escudos metálicos. Don Quijote, pues, montaba a lo caballero andante, pero con armadura ligera.




↩  amén: aquí, ‘menos, excepto’.




↩  alcaide: es el castellano o ‘gobernador de un castillo’; de ahí lo que sigue.




↩  mis... / ...pelear: son los dos primeros versos de un romance tan popular (recogido ya en el Cancionero de Amberes; c. 1550), que el ventero añadirá en su respuesta los versos tercero y cuarto: «Mi cama las duras peñas, / mi dormir siempre velar».




↩  huésped: designaba, indistintamente (latín hospes), al ‘hospedado’ y al ‘hospedero’.




↩  de los... Sanlúcar: como si dijese ‘de los pícaros y bellacos redomados’, pues la playa en cuestión era, junto con los demás sitios citados más abajo (I-iii), uno de los lugares típicos del denominado mapa picaresco; de ahí la asociación con Caco y con el estudiantado paje (‘estudiante fracasado’ o ‘paje maleado sirviendo a estudiantes’; ‘apicarado o experimentado paje’) al que se alude después.




↩  peto... celada: son todas piezas del arnés, que protegían las partes aludidas por sus respectivos nombres: el peto, el pecho; el espaldar, la espalda; la gola, el cuello; la celada, la cabeza.




↩  traídas y llevadas: ‘manoseadas, fulanas’.




↩  curaban: ‘cuidaban’.




↩  Nunca... / ...de su rocino: Don Quijote se identifica, como declara a continuación, con Lancelot du Lac, sobre quien corría un difundidísimo �así se nos dirá en I-xiii� romance viejo: «Nunca fuera caballero / de damas tan bien servido / como fuera Lanzarote / cuando de Bretaña vino, / que dueñas curaban dél, / doncellas del su rocino». Saldrá a colación varias veces más abajo (los cuatro primeros versos en I-xiii y los dos últimos en II-xxxi).




↩  fasta: ‘hasta’ (arcaísmo).




↩  pro: ‘provecho’ (arcaísmo).




↩  yantaría: ‘comería’.




↩  A dicha: aquí, ‘por casualidad’.




↩  truchuela: ‘bacalao curado’, aunque don Quijote entiende, según su respuesta, ‘trucha pequeña’ y aun cabría leer en sentido erótico...




↩  eso se me da: ‘lo mismo me da, igual me da’.




↩  en sencillos: ‘sueltos, en calderilla’, porque el real (unos 34 maravedís) se acuñaba en monedas de a cuatro y de a ocho.




↩  y alzada la visera: entiéndase: ‘y mantenía la visera en alto, sujetándola con ambas manos’, pues la forjó él mismo de cartón y la llevaba sujeta con unas cintas; así se explica bien lo que sigue, sin necesidad de retocar el texto.




↩  silbato de cañas: especie de ‘zampoña pequeña’, con una sola fila de cañas escalonadas.




↩  candeal: ‘de harina muy blanca’.




[image: Don Quijote vela las armas]


[image: Don Quijote solicita al ventero que lo ordene caballero]

Capítulo III


  Donde se cuenta la graciosa manera que tuvo don Quijote en armarse caballero

  
  Y así, fatigado deste pensamiento, abrevió su venteril y limitada cena; la cual acabada, llamó al ventero y, encerrándose con él en la caballeriza, se hincó de rodillas ante él, diciéndole:

  –No me levantaré jamás de donde estoy, valeroso caballero, fasta que la vuestra cortesía me otorgue un don que pedirle quiero, el cual redundará en alabanza vuestra y en pro del género humano.

  El ventero, que vio a su huésped a sus pies y oyó semejantes razones, estaba confuso mirándole, sin saber qué hacerse ni decirle, y porfiaba con él que se levantase, y jamás quiso, hasta que le hubo de decir que él le otorgaba el don que le pedía.

  –No esperaba yo menos de la gran magnificencia vuestra, señor mío –respondió don Quijote–; y así, os digo que el don que os he pedido, y de vuestra liberalidad me ha sido otorgado, es que mañana en aquel día me habéis de armar caballero, y esta noche en la capilla deste vuestro castillo velaré las armas; y mañana, como tengo dicho, se cumplirá lo que tanto deseo, para poder, como se debe, ir por todas las cuatro partes del mundo buscando las aventuras, en pro de los menesterosos, como está a cargo de la caballería y de los caballeros andantes, como yo soy, cuyo deseo a semejantes fazañas es inclinado.

  El ventero, que, como está dicho, era un poco socarrón y ya tenía algunos barruntos de la falta de juicio de su huésped, acabó de creerlo cuando acabó de oírle semejantes razones, y, por tener qué reír aquella noche, determinó de seguirle el humor; y así, le dijo que andaba muy acertado en lo que deseaba y pedía, y que tal prosupuesto era propio y natural de los caballeros tan principales como él parecía y como su gallarda presencia mostraba; y que él, ansimesmo, en los años de su mocedad, se había dado a aquel honroso ejercicio, andando por diversas partes del mundo buscando sus aventuras, sin que hubiese dejado los Percheles de Málaga, Islas de Riarán, Compás de Sevilla, Azoguejo de Segovia, la Olivera de Valencia, Rondilla de Granada, Playa de Sanlúcar, Potro de Córdoba y las Ventillas de Toledo y otras diversas partes, donde había ejercitado la ligereza de sus pies, sutileza de sus manos, haciendo muchos tuertos, recuestando muchas viudas, deshaciendo algunas doncellas y engañando a algunos pupilos y, finalmente, dándose a conocer por cuantas audiencias y tribunales hay casi en toda España; y que, a lo último, se había venido a recoger a aquel su castillo, donde vivía con su hacienda y con las ajenas, recogiendo en él a todos los caballeros andantes, de cualquiera calidad y condición que fuesen, sólo por la mucha afición que les tenía y porque partiesen con él de sus haberes, en pago de su buen deseo.

  Díjole también que en aquel su castillo no había capilla alguna donde poder velar las armas, porque estaba derribada para hacerla de nuevo;  pero que, en caso de necesidad, él sabía que se podían velar dondequiera, y que aquella noche las podría velar en un patio del castillo; que a la mañana, siendo Dios servido, se harían las debidas ceremonias, de manera que él quedase armado caballero, y tan caballero que no pudiese ser más en el mundo.

  Preguntóle si traía dineros; respondió don Quijote que no traía blanca,  porque él nunca había leído en las historias de los caballeros andantes que ninguno los hubiese traído. A esto dijo el ventero que se engañaba; que, puesto caso que en las historias no se escribía, por haberles parecido a los autores dellas que no era menester escrebir una cosa tan clara y tan necesaria de traerse como eran dineros y camisas limpias, no por eso se había de creer que no los trujeron; y así, tuviese por cierto y averiguado que todos los caballeros andantes, de que tantos libros están llenos y atestados, llevaban bien herradas las bolsas, por lo que pudiese sucederles; y que asimismo llevaban camisas y una arqueta pequeña llena de ungüentos para curar las heridas que recebían, porque no todas veces en los campos y desiertos donde se combatían y salían heridos había quien los curase, si ya no era que tenían algún sabio encantador por amigo, que luego los socorría, trayendo por el aire, en alguna nube, alguna doncella o enano con alguna redoma de agua de tal virtud que, en gustando alguna gota della, luego al punto quedaban sanos de sus llagas y heridas, como si mal alguno hubiesen tenido. Mas que, en tanto que esto no hubiese, tuvieron los pasados caballeros por cosa acertada que sus escuderos fuesen proveídos de dineros y de otras cosas necesarias, como eran hilas y ungüentos para curarse; y, cuando sucedía que los tales caballeros no tenían escuderos, que eran pocas y raras veces, ellos mesmos lo llevaban todo en unas alforjas muy sutiles, que casi no se parecían,  a las ancas del caballo, como que era otra cosa de más importancia; porque, no siendo por ocasión semejante, esto de llevar alforjas no fue muy admitido entre los caballeros andantes; y por esto le daba por consejo, pues aún se lo podía mandar como a su ahijado, que tan presto lo había de ser, que no caminase de allí adelante sin dineros y sin las prevenciones referidas, y que vería cuán bien se hallaba con ellas cuando menos se pensase.

  Prometióle don Quijote de hacer lo que se le aconsejaba con toda puntualidad; y así, se dio luego orden como velase las armas en un corral grande que a un lado de la venta estaba; y, recogiéndolas don Quijote todas, las puso sobre una pila que junto a un pozo estaba y, embrazando su adarga, asió de su lanza y con gentil continente se comenzó a pasear delante de la pila; y cuando comenzó el paseo comenzaba a cerrar la noche.

  Contó el ventero a todos cuantos estaban en la venta la locura de su huésped, la vela de las armas y la armazón de caballería que esperaba. Admiráronse de tan estraño género de locura y fuéronselo a mirar desde lejos, y vieron que, con sosegado ademán, unas veces se paseaba; otras, arrimado a su lanza, ponía los ojos en las armas, sin quitarlos por un buen espacio dellas. Acabó de cerrar la noche, pero con tanta claridad de la luna, que podía competir con el que se la prestaba, de manera que cuanto el novel caballero hacía era bien visto de todos. Antojósele en esto a uno de los arrieros que estaban en la venta ir a dar agua a su recua, y fue menester quitar las armas de don Quijote, que estaban sobre la pila; el cual, viéndole llegar, en voz alta le dijo:

  –¡Oh tú, quienquiera que seas, atrevido caballero, que llegas a tocar las armas del más valeroso andante que jamás se ciñó espada!, mira lo que haces y no las toques, si no quieres dejar la vida en pago de tu atrevimiento.

  No se curó el arriero destas razones (y fuera mejor que se curara, porque fuera curarse en salud); antes, trabando de las correas, las arrojó gran trecho de sí. Lo cual visto por don Quijote, alzó los ojos al cielo y, puesto el pensamiento –a lo que pareció– en su señora Dulcinea, dijo:

  –Acorredme, señora mía, en esta primera afrenta que a este vuestro avasallado pecho se le ofrece; no me desfallezca en este primero trance vuestro favor y amparo.

  Y, diciendo estas y otras semejantes razones, soltando la adarga, alzó la lanza a dos manos y dio con ella tan gran golpe al arriero en la cabeza, que le derribó en el suelo, tan maltrecho que, si segundara con otro, no tuviera necesidad de maestro que le curara. Hecho esto, recogió sus armas y tornó a pasearse con el mismo reposo que primero. Desde allí a poco, sin saberse lo que había pasado (porque aún estaba aturdido el arriero), llegó otro con la mesma intención de dar agua a sus mulos; y, llegando a quitar las armas para desembarazar la pila, sin hablar don Quijote palabra y sin pedir favor a nadie, soltó otra vez la adarga y alzó otra vez la lanza y, sin hacerla pedazos, hizo más de tres la cabeza del segundo arriero, porque se la abrió por cuatro. Al ruido acudió toda la gente de la venta, y entre ellos el ventero. Viendo esto don Quijote, embrazó su adarga y, puesta mano a su espada, dijo:

  –¡Oh señora de la fermosura, esfuerzo y vigor del debilitado corazón mío! Ahora es tiempo que vuelvas los ojos de tu grandeza a este tu cautivo caballero, que tamaña aventura está atendiendo.

  Con esto cobró, a su parecer, tanto ánimo, que si le acometieran todos los arrieros del mundo, no volviera el pie atrás. Los compañeros de los heridos, que tales los vieron, comenzaron desde lejos a llover piedras sobre don Quijote, el cual, lo mejor que podía, se reparaba con su adarga, y no se osaba apartar de la pila por no desamparar las armas. El ventero daba voces que le dejasen, porque ya les había dicho como era loco, y que por loco se libraría, aunque los matase a todos. También don Quijote las daba, mayores, llamándolos de alevosos y traidores, y que el señor del castillo era un follón y mal nacido caballero, pues de tal manera consentía que se tratasen los andantes caballeros; y que si él hubiera recebido la orden de caballería, que él le diera a entender su alevosía:

  –Pero de vosotros, soez y baja canalla, no hago caso alguno: tirad, llegad, venid y ofendedme en cuanto pudiéredes, que vosotros veréis el pago que lleváis de vuestra sandez y demasía. 

  Decía esto con tanto brío y denuedo, que infundió un terrible temor en los que le acometían; y, así por esto como por las persuasiones del ventero, le dejaron de tirar, y él dejó retirar a los heridos y tornó a la vela de sus armas con la misma quietud y sosiego que primero.

  No le parecieron bien al ventero las burlas de su huésped, y determinó abreviar y darle la negra orden de caballería luego, antes que otra desgracia sucediese. Y así, llegándose a él, se desculpó de la insolencia que aquella gente baja con él había usado, sin que él supiese cosa alguna; pero que bien castigados quedaban de su atrevimiento. Díjole cómo ya le había dicho que en aquel castillo no había capilla, y para lo que restaba de hacer tampoco era necesaria; que todo el toque de quedar armado caballero consistía en la pescozada y en el espaldarazo,  según él tenía noticia del ceremonial de la orden, y que aquello en mitad de un campo se podía hacer, y que ya había cumplido con lo que tocaba al velar de las armas, que con solas dos horas de vela se cumplía, cuanto más, que él había estado más de cuatro. Todo se lo creyó don Quijote, que él estaba allí pronto para obedecerle, y que concluyese con la mayor brevedad que pudiese; porque si fuese otra vez acometido y se viese armado caballero, no pensaba dejar persona viva en el castillo, eceto aquellas que él le mandase, a quien por su respeto dejaría.

  Advertido y medroso desto el castellano, trujo luego un libro donde asentaba la paja y cebada que daba a los arrieros, y con un cabo de vela que le traía un muchacho, y con las dos ya dichas doncellas, se vino adonde don Quijote estaba, al cual mandó hincar de rodillas; y, leyendo en su manual,  como que decía alguna devota oración, en mitad de la leyenda alzó la mano y diole sobre el cuello un buen golpe, y tras él, con su mesma espada, un gentil espaldarazo, siempre murmurando entre dientes, como que rezaba. Hecho esto, mandó a una de aquellas damas que le ciñese la espada, la cual lo hizo con mucha desenvoltura y discreción, porque no fue menester poca para no reventar de risa a cada punto de las ceremonias; pero las proezas que ya habían visto del novel caballero les tenía la risa a raya. Al ceñirle la espada, dijo la buena señora:

  –Dios haga a vuestra merced muy venturoso caballero y le dé ventura en lides.

  Don Quijote le preguntó cómo se llamaba, porque él supiese de allí adelante a quién quedaba obligado por la merced recebida; porque pensaba darle alguna parte de la honra que alcanzase por el valor de su brazo. Ella respondió con mucha humildad que se llamaba la Tolosa, y que era hija de un remendón natural de Toledo que vivía a las tendillas de Sancho Bienaya,  y que dondequiera que ella estuviese le serviría y le tendría por señor. Don Quijote le replicó que, por su amor, le hiciese merced que de allí adelante se pusiese don y se llamase doña Tolosa. Ella se lo prometió, y la otra le calzó la espuela, con la cual le pasó casi el mismo coloquio que con la de la espada: preguntóle su nombre, y dijo que se llamaba la Molinera, y que era hija de un honrado molinero de Antequera; a la cual también rogó don Quijote que se pusiese don y se llamase doña Molinera, ofreciéndole nuevos servicios y mercedes.

Hechas, pues, de galope y aprisa las hasta allí nunca vistas ceremonias, no vio la hora don Quijote de verse a caballo y salir buscando las aventuras; y, ensillando luego a Rocinante, subió en él y, abrazando a su huésped, le dijo cosas tan estrañas, agradeciéndole la merced de haberle armado caballero, que no es posible acertar a referirlas. El ventero, por verle ya fuera de la venta, con no menos retóricas, aunque con más breves palabras, respondió a las suyas y, sin pedirle la costa de la posada, le dejó ir a la buen hora.

  
     
[image: El ventero ordena caballero a don Quijote]
















































↩  graciosa: además de graciosa, ‘jocosa y burlesca’ �«por escarnio», obviamente�, en contraposición con la solemnidad propia de tales ceremonias en los libros caballerescos, de nuevo objeto de parodia. El afán ridiculizador es meditado, pues �según Riquer� en la cómica «ceremonia» concurren todas y cada una de las circunstancias señaladas por las Partidas (XXI-xii) para invalidarla: el ventero no tiene «poderío de lo fazer», don Quijote está loco y, además, es pobre.




↩  mañana en aquel día: pleonasmo épico-caballeresco: ‘mañana mismo’.




↩  cuatro... mundo: ‘Europa, Asia, África y América’, según se enumerarán en I-xlviii.




↩  prosupuesto: ‘propósito, designio, determinación’.




↩  Percheles... Toledo: son lugares típicos del ya mencionado «mapa picaresco»; ahora sólo se echan de menos las Almadrabas de Zahara, tenidas en IF como «el finibusterrae de la picaresca».




↩  recuestando: ‘requiriendo de amores, cortejando’.




↩  de nuevo: ‘nueva, con materiales nuevos’.




↩  blanca: ‘nada, ni un céntimo’ (la blanca valía medio maravedí).




↩  puesto caso que: ‘aunque, a pesar de que’.




↩  bien herradas: ‘llenas; bien provistas de dineros’.




↩  hilas: ‘vendas’.




↩  no se parecían: ‘no se veían, no asomaban’.




↩  andante: ‘[caballero] andante’.




↩  No se curó: ‘no se preocupó, no hizo caso’, recogido luego anfibológicamente: curara (‘reparara’) / curarse (‘prevenirse y sanarse’).




↩  follón: ‘bravucón, fanfarrón’.




↩  demasía: ‘agravio, descortesía’.




↩  negra: ‘maldita, infausta’.




↩  pescozada... espaldarazo: ambos son toques dados por el padrino al caballero envestido: el primero, con la mano o con el plano de la espada, en la nuca y el segundo, con la espada, en los dos hombros; de ahí sus nombres.




↩  que él estaba...: el narrador sigue en estilo directo libre, a no ser que se trate de una errata por y dijo que él estaba, según se corrigió ya en la segunda edición.




↩  asentaba: ‘apuntaba, registraba’.




↩  manual: ‘libro de oraciones, devocionario, o de cuentas’.




↩  a: ‘hacia, por’.




↩  Bienaya: o Minaya, en la plaza toledana del mismo nombre, junto al hospital de la Misericordia.




TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE


I: ABOUT THIS TRANSLATION
 
 It was with considerable reluctance that I abandoned in favour of the present undertaking what had long been a favourite project: that of a new edition of Shelton's "Don Quixote," which has now become a somewhat scarce book. There are some—and I confess myself to be one—for whom Shelton's racy old version, with all its defects, has a charm that no modern translation, however skilful or correct, could possess. Shelton had the inestimable advantage of belonging to the same generation as Cervantes; "Don Quixote" had to him a vitality that only a contemporary could feel; it cost him no dramatic effort to see things as Cervantes saw them; there is no anachronism in his language; he put the Spanish of Cervantes into the English of Shakespeare. Shakespeare himself most likely knew the book; he may have carried it home with him in his saddle-bags to Stratford on one of his last journeys, and under the mulberry tree at New Place joined hands with a kindred genius in its pages.

But it was soon made plain to me that to hope for even a moderate popularity for Shelton was vain. His fine old crusted English would, no doubt, be relished by a minority, but it would be only by a minority. His warmest admirers must admit that he is not a satisfactory representative of Cervantes. His translation of the First Part was very hastily made and was never revised by him. It has all the freshness and vigour, but also a full measure of the faults, of a hasty production. It is often very literal—barbarously literal frequently—but just as often very loose. He had evidently a good colloquial knowledge of Spanish, but apparently not much more. It never seems to occur to him that the same translation of a word will not suit in every case.

It is often said that we have no satisfactory translation of "Don Quixote." To those who are familiar with the original, it savours of truism or platitude to say so, for in truth there can be no thoroughly satisfactory translation of "Don Quixote" into English or any other language. It is not that the Spanish idioms are so utterly unmanageable, or that the untranslatable words, numerous enough no doubt, are so superabundant, but rather that the sententious terseness to which the humour of the book owes its flavour is peculiar to Spanish, and can at best be only distantly imitated in any other tongue.

The history of our English translations of "Don Quixote" is instructive. Shelton's, the first in any language, was made, apparently, about 1608, but not published till 1612. This of course was only the First Part. It has been asserted that the Second, published in 1620, is not the work of Shelton, but there is nothing to support the assertion save the fact that it has less spirit, less of what we generally understand by "go," about it than the first, which would be only natural if the first were the work of a young man writing currente calamo, and the second that of a middle-aged man writing for a bookseller. On the other hand, it is closer and more literal, the style is the same, the very same translations, or mistranslations, occur in it, and it is extremely unlikely that a new translator would, by suppressing his name, have allowed Shelton to carry off the credit.

In 1687 John Phillips, Milton's nephew, produced a "Don Quixote" "made English," he says, "according to the humour of our modern language." His "Quixote" is not so much a translation as a travesty, and a travesty that for coarseness, vulgarity, and buffoonery is almost unexampled even in the literature of that day.

Ned Ward's "Life and Notable Adventures of Don Quixote, merrily translated into Hudibrastic Verse" (1700), can scarcely be reckoned a translation, but it serves to show the light in which "Don Quixote" was regarded at the time.

A further illustration may be found in the version published in 1712 by Peter Motteux, who had then recently combined tea-dealing with literature. It is described as "translated from the original by several hands," but if so all Spanish flavour has entirely evaporated under the manipulation of the several hands. The flavour that it has, on the other hand, is distinctly Franco-cockney. Anyone who compares it carefully with the original will have little doubt that it is a concoction from Shelton and the French of Filleau de Saint Martin, eked out by borrowings from Phillips, whose mode of treatment it adopts. It is, to be sure, more decent and decorous, but it treats "Don Quixote" in the same fashion as a comic book that cannot be made too comic.

To attempt to improve the humour of "Don Quixote" by an infusion of cockney flippancy and facetiousness, as Motteux's operators did, is not merely an impertinence like larding a sirloin of prize beef, but an absolute falsification of the spirit of the book, and it is a proof of the uncritical way in which "Don Quixote" is generally read that this worse than worthless translation—worthless as failing to represent, worse than worthless as misrepresenting—should have been favoured as it has been.

It had the effect, however, of bringing out a translation undertaken and executed in a very different spirit, that of Charles Jervas, the portrait painter, and friend of Pope, Swift, Arbuthnot, and Gay. Jervas has been allowed little credit for his work, indeed it may be said none, for it is known to the world in general as Jarvis's. It was not published until after his death, and the printers gave the name according to the current pronunciation of the day. It has been the most freely used and the most freely abused of all the translations. It has seen far more editions than any other, it is admitted on all hands to be by far the most faithful, and yet nobody seems to have a good word to say for it or for its author. Jervas no doubt prejudiced readers against himself in his preface, where among many true words about Shelton, Stevens, and Motteux, he rashly and unjustly charges Shelton with having translated not from the Spanish, but from the Italian version of Franciosini, which did not appear until ten years after Shelton's first volume. A suspicion of incompetence, too, seems to have attached to him because he was by profession a painter and a mediocre one (though he has given us the best portrait we have of Swift), and this may have been strengthened by Pope's remark that he "translated 'Don Quixote' without understanding Spanish." He has been also charged with borrowing from Shelton, whom he disparaged. It is true that in a few difficult or obscure passages he has followed Shelton, and gone astray with him; but for one case of this sort, there are fifty where he is right and Shelton wrong. As for Pope's dictum, anyone who examines Jervas's version carefully, side by side with the original, will see that he was a sound Spanish scholar, incomparably a better one than Shelton, except perhaps in mere colloquial Spanish. He was, in fact, an honest, faithful, and painstaking translator, and he has left a version which, whatever its shortcomings may be, is singularly free from errors and mistranslations.

The charge against it is that it is stiff, dry—"wooden" in a word,—and no one can deny that there is a foundation for it. But it may be pleaded for Jervas that a good deal of this rigidity is due to his abhorrence of the light, flippant, jocose style of his predecessors. He was one of the few, very few, translators that have shown any apprehension of the unsmiling gravity which is the essence of Quixotic humour; it seemed to him a crime to bring Cervantes forward smirking and grinning at his own good things, and to this may be attributed in a great measure the ascetic abstinence from everything savouring of liveliness which is the characteristic of his translation. In most modern editions, it should be observed, his style has been smoothed and smartened, but without any reference to the original Spanish, so that if he has been made to read more agreeably he has also been robbed of his chief merit of fidelity.

Smollett's version, published in 1755, may be almost counted as one of these. At any rate it is plain that in its construction Jervas's translation was very freely drawn upon, and very little or probably no heed given to the original Spanish.

The later translations may be dismissed in a few words. George Kelly's, which appeared in 1769, "printed for the Translator," was an impudent imposture, being nothing more than Motteux's version with a few of the words, here and there, artfully transposed; Charles Wilmot's (1774) was only an abridgment like Florian's, but not so skilfully executed; and the version published by Miss Smirke in 1818, to accompany her brother's plates, was merely a patchwork production made out of former translations. On the latest, Mr. A. J. Duffield's, it would be in every sense of the word impertinent in me to offer an opinion here. I had not even seen it when the present undertaking was proposed to me, and since then I may say vidi tantum, having for obvious reasons resisted the temptation which Mr. Duffield's reputation and comely volumes hold out to every lover of Cervantes.

From the foregoing history of our translations of "Don Quixote," it will be seen that there are a good many people who, provided they get the mere narrative with its full complement of facts, incidents, and adventures served up to them in a form that amuses them, care very little whether that form is the one in which Cervantes originally shaped his ideas. On the other hand, it is clear that there are many who desire to have not merely the story he tells, but the story as he tells it, so far at least as differences of idiom and circumstances permit, and who will give a preference to the conscientious translator, even though he may have acquitted himself somewhat awkwardly.

But after all there is no real antagonism between the two classes; there is no reason why what pleases the one should not please the other, or why a translator who makes it his aim to treat "Don Quixote" with the respect due to a great classic, should not be as acceptable even to the careless reader as the one who treats it as a famous old jest-book. It is not a question of caviare to the general, or, if it is, the fault rests with him who makes so. The method by which Cervantes won the ear of the Spanish people ought, mutatis mutandis, to be equally effective with the great majority of English readers. At any rate, even if there are readers to whom it is a matter of indifference, fidelity to the method is as much a part of the translator's duty as fidelity to the matter. If he can please all parties, so much the better; but his first duty is to those who look to him for as faithful a representation of his author as it is in his power to give them, faithful to the letter so long as fidelity is practicable, faithful to the spirit so far as he can make it.

My purpose here is not to dogmatise on the rules of translation, but to indicate those I have followed, or at least tried to the best of my ability to follow, in the present instance. One which, it seems to me, cannot be too rigidly followed in translating "Don Quixote," is to avoid everything that savours of affectation. The book itself is, indeed, in one sense a protest against it, and no man abhorred it more than Cervantes. For this reason, I think, any temptation to use antiquated or obsolete language should be resisted. It is after all an affectation, and one for which there is no warrant or excuse. Spanish has probably undergone less change since the seventeenth century than any language in Europe, and by far the greater and certainly the best part of "Don Quixote" differs but little in language from the colloquial Spanish of the present day. Except in the tales and Don Quixote's speeches, the translator who uses the simplest and plainest everyday language will almost always be the one who approaches nearest to the original.



Seeing that the story of "Don Quixote" and all its characters and incidents have now been for more than two centuries and a half familiar as household words in English mouths, it seems to me that the old familiar names and phrases should not be changed without good reason. I am by no means sure that I have done rightly in dropping Shelton's barbarous title of "Curious Impertinent" by which the novel in the First Part has been so long known. It is not a translation, and it is not English, but it has so long passed current as the title of the story that its original absurdity has been, so to speak, effaced by time and use. "Ingenious" is, no doubt, not an exact translation of "Ingenioso"; but even if an exact one could be found, I doubt if any end would be served by substituting it. No one is likely to attach the idea of ingenuity to Don Quixote.1 "Dapple" is not the correct translation of "rucio," as I have pointed out in a note, but it has so long done duty as the distinctive title of Sancho's ass that nobody, probably, connects the idea of color with it. "Curate " is not an accurate translation of "cura," but no one is likely to confound Don Quixote's good fussy neighbor with the curate who figures in modern fiction. For "Knight of the Rueful Countenance," no defence is necessary, for, as I have shown (r. Chap, xix.), it is quite right; Sancho uses "triste figura" as synonymous with "mala cara."

 The names of things peculiarly Spanish, like "olla," "bota," "alforjas," etc., are, I think, better left in their original Spanish. Translations like "bottle" and "saddle-bags" give an incorrect idea, and books of travel in Spain have made the words sufficiently familiar to most readers. It is less easy to deal with the class of words that are untranslatable, or at least translatable only by two or more words; such words as "desengaño," "discreto," "donaire," and the like, which in cases where conciseness is of at least equal importance with literality must often be left only partially translated.

 Of course a translator who holds that "Don Quixote" should receive the treatment a great classic deserves, will feel himself bound by the injunction laid upon the Morisco in chapter ix. not to omit or add anything. Every one who takes up a sixteenth or seventeenth century author knows very well beforehand that he need not expect to find strict observance of the canons of nineteenth century society. Two or three hundred years ago, words, phrases, and allusions where current in ordinary conversation which would be as inadmissible now as the costume of our first parents, and an author who reflects the life and manners of his time must necessarily reflect its language also.

 This is the case of Cervantes. There is no more apology needed on his behalf than on behalf of the age in which he lived. He was not one of those authors for whom dirt has the attraction it has for the blue bottle; he was not even one of those that with a jolly indifference treat it as capital matter to make a joke of. Compared with his contemporaries and most of his successors who dealt with life and manners, he is purity itself; there are words, phrases, and allusions that one could wish away, there are things —though very few after all— that offend one, but there is no impurity to give offence in the writings of Cervantes.

 The text I have followed generally is Hartzenbusch's. But Hartzenbnsch, though the most scholarly of the editors and commentators of "Don Quixote," is not always an absolutely safe guide. His text is preferable to that of the Academy in being, as far as the First Part is concerned, based upon the first of La Cuesta's three editions, instead of the third, which the Academy took as its basis on the supposition (an erroneous one, as I have shown elsewhere) that it had been corrected by Cervantes himself. His emendations are frequently admirable, and remove difficulties and make rough places smooth in a manner that must commend itself to every intelligent reader; but his love and veneration for Cervantes too often get the better of the judicious conservatism that should be an editor's guiding principle in dealing with the text of an old author. Notwithstanding the abundant evidence before him that Cervantes was —to use no stronger word— a careless writer, he insists upon attributing every blunder, inconsistency, or slipshod or awkward phrase to the printers. Cervantes, he argues, wrote a hasty and somewhat illegible hand, his failing eyesight made revision or correction of his manuscript an irksome task to him, and the printers were consequently often driven to conjecture. He considers himself, therefore, at liberty to reject whatever jars upon his sense of propriety, and substitute what, in his judgment, Cervantes "must have written."

 It is needless to point out the destructive results that would follow the adoption of this principle in settling the text of old authors. In Hartzenbusch's "Don Quixote" it has led to a good deal of unnecessary tampering with the text, and, in not a few instances, to something that is the reverse of emendation. He is not, therefore, by any means an editor to be slavishly followed, though all who know his editions will cordially acknowledge his services, among which may be reckoned his judicious arrangement of the text into paragraphs, and the care he has bestowed upon the punctuation, matters too much neglected by his predecessors. Nor is the valuable body of notes he has brought together the least of them. In this respect he comes next to Clemencin; but the industry and erudition of that indefatigable commentator have left comparatively few gleanings for those who come after him.

To both, as well as to Pellicer, I have had frequent recourse, as my own notes will show.


		

				 The tales introduced by Cervantes in the First Part have been printed in a smaller type; they are, as he himself freely admits, intrusive matter, and if they cannot be removed, they should at least be distinguished as wholly subordinate.

				 It is needless to say that the account given in the appendix of the editions and translations of "Don Quixote" does not pretend to be a full bibliography, which, indeed, would require a volume to itself. It is, however, though necessarily an imperfect sketch, fuller and more accurate, I think, than any that has appeared, and it will, at any rate, serve to show, better than could be shown by any other means, how the book made its way in the world, and at the same time indicate the relative importance of the various editions.

				 The account of the chivalry romances will give the reader some idea of the extent and character of the literature that supplied Cervantes with the motive for "Don Quixote."

		


 Proverbs form a part of the national literature of Spain, and the proverbs of "Don Quixote" have always been regarded as a characteristic feature of the book. They are, moreover, independently of their wit, humor, and sagacity, choice specimens of pure old Castilian. The reader will probably, therefore, be glad to have them in their original form, arranged alphabetically according to what is of course the only rational arrangement for proverbs, that of key-words, and numbered for convenience of reference in the notes.



II: ABOUT CERVANTES AND DON QUIXOTE

Four generations had laughed over "Don Quixote" before it occurred to anyone to ask, who and what manner of man was this Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra whose name is on the title-page; and it was too late for a satisfactory answer to the question when it was proposed to add a life of the author to the London edition published at Lord Carteret's instance in 1738. All traces of the personality of Cervantes had by that time disappeared. Any floating traditions that may once have existed, transmitted from men who had known him, had long since died out, and of other record there was none; for the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries were incurious as to "the men of the time," a reproach against which the nineteenth has, at any rate, secured itself, if it has produced no Shakespeare or Cervantes. All that Mayans y Siscar, to whom the task was entrusted, or any of those who followed him, Rios, Pellicer, or Navarrete, could do was to eke out the few allusions Cervantes makes to himself in his various prefaces with such pieces of documentary evidence bearing upon his life as they could find.

This, however, has been done by the last-named biographer to such good purpose that he has superseded all predecessors. Thoroughness is the chief characteristic of Navarrete's work. Besides sifting, testing, and methodising with rare patience and judgment what had been previously brought to light, he left, as the saying is, no stone unturned under which anything to illustrate his subject might possibly be found. Navarrete has done all that industry and acumen could do, and it is no fault of his if he has not given us what we want. What Hallam says of Shakespeare may be applied to the almost parallel case of Cervantes: "It is not the register of his baptism, or the draft of his will, or the orthography of his name that we seek; no letter of his writing, no record of his conversation, no character of him drawn ... by a contemporary has been produced."

It is only natural, therefore, that the biographers of Cervantes, forced to make brick without straw, should have recourse largely to conjecture, and that conjecture should in some instances come by degrees to take the place of established fact. All that I propose to do here is to separate what is matter of fact from what is matter of conjecture, and leave it to the reader's judgment to decide whether the data justify the inference or not.

The men whose names by common consent stand in the front rank of Spanish literature, Cervantes, Lope de Vega, Quevedo, Calderon, Garcilaso de la Vega, the Mendozas, Gongora, were all men of ancient families, and, curiously, all, except the last, of families that traced their origin to the same mountain district in the North of Spain. The family of Cervantes is commonly said to have been of Galician origin, and unquestionably it was in possession of lands in Galicia at a very early date; but I think the balance of the evidence tends to show that the "solar," the original site of the family, was at Cervatos in the north-west corner of Old Castile, close to the junction of Castile, Leon, and the Asturias. As it happens, there is a complete history of the Cervantes family from the tenth century down to the seventeenth extant under the title of "Illustrious Ancestry, Glorious Deeds, and Noble Posterity of the Famous Nuno Alfonso, Alcaide of Toledo," written in 1648 by the industrious genealogist Rodrigo Mendez Silva, who availed himself of a manuscript genealogy by Juan de Mena, the poet laureate and historiographer of John II.

The origin of the name Cervantes is curious. Nuno Alfonso was almost as distinguished in the struggle against the Moors in the reign of Alfonso VII as the Cid had been half a century before in that of Alfonso VI, and was rewarded by divers grants of land in the neighbourhood of Toledo. On one of his acquisitions, about two leagues from the city, he built himself a castle which he called Cervatos, because "he was lord of the solar of Cervatos in the Montana," as the mountain region extending from the Basque Provinces to Leon was always called. At his death in battle in 1143, the castle passed by his will to his son Alfonso Munio, who, as territorial or local surnames were then coming into vogue in place of the simple patronymic, took the additional name of Cervatos. His eldest son Pedro succeeded him in the possession of the castle, and followed his example in adopting the name, an assumption at which the younger son, Gonzalo, seems to have taken umbrage.

Everyone who has paid even a flying visit to Toledo will remember the ruined castle that crowns the hill above the spot where the bridge of Alcantara spans the gorge of the Tagus, and with its broken outline and crumbling walls makes such an admirable pendant to the square solid Alcazar towering over the city roofs on the opposite side. It was built, or as some say restored, by Alfonso VI shortly after his occupation of Toledo in 1085, and called by him San Servando after a Spanish martyr, a name subsequently modified into San Servan (in which form it appears in the "Poem of the Cid"), San Servantes, and San Cervantes: with regard to which last the "Handbook for Spain" warns its readers against the supposition that it has anything to do with the author of "Don Quixote." Ford, as all know who have taken him for a companion and counsellor on the roads of Spain, is seldom wrong in matters of literature or history. In this instance, however, he is in error. It has everything to do with the author of "Don Quixote," for it is in fact these old walls that have given to Spain the name she is proudest of to-day. Gonzalo, above mentioned, it may be readily conceived, did not relish the appropriation by his brother of a name to which he himself had an equal right, for though nominally taken from the castle, it was in reality derived from the ancient territorial possession of the family, and as a set-off, and to distinguish himself (diferenciarse) from his brother, he took as a surname the name of the castle on the bank of the Tagus, in the building of which, according to a family tradition, his great-grandfather had a share.

Both brothers founded families. The Cervantes branch had more tenacity; it sent offshoots in various directions, Andalusia, Estremadura, Galicia, and Portugal, and produced a goodly line of men distinguished in the service of Church and State. Gonzalo himself, and apparently a son of his, followed Ferdinand III in the great campaign of 1236-48 that gave Cordova and Seville to Christian Spain and penned up the Moors in the kingdom of Granada, and his descendants intermarried with some of the noblest families of the Peninsula and numbered among them soldiers, magistrates, and Church dignitaries, including at least two cardinal-archbishops.

Of the line that settled in Andalusia, Deigo de Cervantes, Commander of the Order of Santiago, married Juana Avellaneda, daughter of Juan Arias de Saavedra, and had several sons, of whom one was Gonzalo Gomez, Corregidor of Jerez and ancestor of the Mexican and Columbian branches of the family; and another, Juan, whose son Rodrigo married Doña Leonor de Cortinas, and by her had four children, Rodrigo, Andrea, Luisa, and Miguel, our author.

The pedigree of Cervantes is not without its bearing on "Don Quixote." A man who could look back upon an ancestry of genuine knights-errant extending from well-nigh the time of Pelayo to the siege of Granada was likely to have a strong feeling on the subject of the sham chivalry of the romances. It gives a point, too, to what he says in more than one place about families that have once been great and have tapered away until they have come to nothing, like a pyramid. It was the case of his own.

He was born at Alcala de Henares and baptised in the church of Santa Maria Mayor on the 9th of October, 1547. Of his boyhood and youth we know nothing, unless it be from the glimpse he gives us in the preface to his "Comedies" of himself as a boy looking on with delight while Lope de Rueda and his company set up their rude plank stage in the plaza and acted the rustic farces which he himself afterwards took as the model of his interludes. This first glimpse, however, is a significant one, for it shows the early development of that love of the drama which exercised such an influence on his life and seems to have grown stronger as he grew older, and of which this very preface, written only a few months before his death, is such a striking proof. He gives us to understand, too, that he was a great reader in his youth; but of this no assurance was needed, for the First Part of "Don Quixote" alone proves a vast amount of miscellaneous reading, romances of chivalry, ballads, popular poetry, chronicles, for which he had no time or opportunity except in the first twenty years of his life; and his misquotations and mistakes in matters of detail are always, it may be noticed, those of a man recalling the reading of his boyhood.

Other things besides the drama were in their infancy when Cervantes was a boy. The period of his boyhood was in every way a transition period for Spain. The old chivalrous Spain had passed away. The new Spain was the mightiest power the world had seen since the Roman Empire and it had not yet been called upon to pay the price of its greatness. By the policy of Ferdinand and Ximenez the sovereign had been made absolute, and the Church and Inquisition adroitly adjusted to keep him so. The nobles, who had always resisted absolutism as strenuously as they had fought the Moors, had been divested of all political power, a like fate had befallen the cities, the free constitutions of Castile and Aragon had been swept away, and the only function that remained to the Cortes was that of granting money at the King's dictation.

The transition extended to literature. Men who, like Garcilaso de la Vega and Diego Hurtado de Mendoza, followed the Italian wars, had brought back from Italy the products of the post-Renaissance literature, which took root and flourished and even threatened to extinguish the native growths. Damon and Thyrsis, Phyllis and Chloe had been fairly naturalised in Spain, together with all the devices of pastoral poetry for investing with an air of novelty the idea of a dispairing shepherd and inflexible shepherdess. As a set-off against this, the old historical and traditional ballads, and the true pastorals, the songs and ballads of peasant life, were being collected assiduously and printed in the cancioneros that succeeded one another with increasing rapidity. But the most notable consequence, perhaps, of the spread of printing was the flood of romances of chivalry that had continued to pour from the press ever since Garci Ordonez de Montalvo had resuscitated "Amadis of Gaul" at the beginning of the century.

For a youth fond of reading, solid or light, there could have been no better spot in Spain than Alcala de Henares in the middle of the sixteenth century. It was then a busy, populous university town, something more than the enterprising rival of Salamanca, and altogether a very different place from the melancholy, silent, deserted Alcala the traveller sees now as he goes from Madrid to Saragossa. Theology and medicine may have been the strong points of the university, but the town itself seems to have inclined rather to the humanities and light literature, and as a producer of books Alcala was already beginning to compete with the older presses of Toledo, Burgos, Salamanca and Seville.

A pendant to the picture Cervantes has given us of his first playgoings might, no doubt, have been often seen in the streets of Alcala at that time; a bright, eager, tawny-haired boy peering into a book-shop where the latest volumes lay open to tempt the public, wondering, it may be, what that little book with the woodcut of the blind beggar and his boy, that called itself "Vida de Lazarillo de Tormes, segunda impresion," could be about; or with eyes brimming over with merriment gazing at one of those preposterous portraits of a knight-errant in outrageous panoply and plumes with which the publishers of chivalry romances loved to embellish the title-pages of their folios. If the boy was the father of the man, the sense of the incongruous that was strong at fifty was lively at ten, and some such reflections as these may have been the true genesis of "Don Quixote."

For his more solid education, we are told, he went to Salamanca. But why Rodrigo de Cervantes, who was very poor, should have sent his son to a university a hundred and fifty miles away when he had one at his own door, would be a puzzle, if we had any reason for supposing that he did so. The only evidence is a vague statement by Professor Tomas Gonzalez, that he once saw an old entry of the matriculation of a Miguel de Cervantes. This does not appear to have been ever seen again; but even if it had, and if the date corresponded, it would prove nothing, as there were at least two other Miguels born about the middle of the century; one of them, moreover, a Cervantes Saavedra, a cousin, no doubt, who was a source of great embarrassment to the biographers.

That he was a student neither at Salamanca nor at Alcala is best proved by his own works. No man drew more largely upon experience than he did, and he has nowhere left a single reminiscence of student life—for the "Tia Fingida," if it be his, is not one—nothing, not even "a college joke," to show that he remembered days that most men remember best. All that we know positively about his education is that Juan Lopez de Hoyos, a professor of humanities and belles-lettres of some eminence, calls him his "dear and beloved pupil." This was in a little collection of verses by different hands on the death of Isabel de Valois, second queen of Philip II, published by the professor in 1569, to which Cervantes contributed four pieces, including an elegy, and an epitaph in the form of a sonnet. It is only by a rare chance that a "Lycidas" finds its way into a volume of this sort, and Cervantes was no Milton. His verses are no worse than such things usually are; so much, at least, may be said for them.

By the time the book appeared he had left Spain, and, as fate ordered it, for twelve years, the most eventful ones of his life. Giulio, afterwards Cardinal, Acquaviva had been sent at the end of 1568 to Philip II by the Pope on a mission, partly of condolence, partly political, and on his return to Rome, which was somewhat brusquely expedited by the King, he took Cervantes with him as his camarero (chamberlain), the office he himself held in the Pope's household. The post would no doubt have led to advancement at the Papal Court had Cervantes retained it, but in the summer of 1570 he resigned it and enlisted as a private soldier in Captain Diego Urbina's company, belonging to Don Miguel de Moncada's regiment, but at that time forming a part of the command of Marc Antony Colonna. What impelled him to this step we know not, whether it was distaste for the career before him, or purely military enthusiasm. It may well have been the latter, for it was a stirring time; the events, however, which led to the alliance between Spain, Venice, and the Pope, against the common enemy, the Porte, and to the victory of the combined fleets at Lepanto, belong rather to the history of Europe than to the life of Cervantes. He was one of those that sailed from Messina, in September 1571, under the command of Don John of Austria; but on the morning of the 7th of October, when the Turkish fleet was sighted, he was lying below ill with fever. At the news that the enemy was in sight he rose, and, in spite of the remonstrances of his comrades and superiors, insisted on taking his post, saying he preferred death in the service of God and the King to health. His galley, the Marquesa, was in the thick of the fight, and before it was over he had received three gunshot wounds, two in the breast and one in the left hand or arm. On the morning after the battle, according to Navarrete, he had an interview with the commander-in-chief, Don John, who was making a personal inspection of the wounded, one result of which was an addition of three crowns to his pay, and another, apparently, the friendship of his general.

How severely Cervantes was wounded may be inferred from the fact, that with youth, a vigorous frame, and as cheerful and buoyant a temperament as ever invalid had, he was seven months in hospital at Messina before he was discharged. He came out with his left hand permanently disabled; he had lost the use of it, as Mercury told him in the "Viaje del Parnaso" for the greater glory of the right. This, however, did not absolutely unfit him for service, and in April 1572 he joined Manuel Ponce de Leon's company of Lope de Figueroa's regiment, in which, it seems probable, his brother Rodrigo was serving, and shared in the operations of the next three years, including the capture of the Goletta and Tunis. Taking advantage of the lull which followed the recapture of these places by the Turks, he obtained leave to return to Spain, and sailed from Naples in September 1575 on board the Sun galley, in company with his brother Rodrigo, Pedro Carrillo de Quesada, late Governor of the Goletta, and some others, and furnished with letters from Don John of Austria and the Duke of Sesa, the Viceroy of Sicily, recommending him to the King for the command of a company, on account of his services; a dono infelice as events proved. On the 26th they fell in with a squadron of Algerine galleys, and after a stout resistance were overpowered and carried into Algiers.

By means of a ransomed fellow-captive the brothers contrived to inform their family of their condition, and the poor people at Alcala at once strove to raise the ransom money, the father disposing of all he possessed, and the two sisters giving up their marriage portions. But Dali Mami had found on Cervantes the letters addressed to the King by Don John and the Duke of Sesa, and, concluding that his prize must be a person of great consequence, when the money came he refused it scornfully as being altogether insufficient. The owner of Rodrigo, however, was more easily satisfied; ransom was accepted in his case, and it was arranged between the brothers that he should return to Spain and procure a vessel in which he was to come back to Algiers and take off Miguel and as many of their comrades as possible. This was not the first attempt to escape that Cervantes had made. Soon after the commencement of his captivity he induced several of his companions to join him in trying to reach Oran, then a Spanish post, on foot; but after the first day's journey, the Moor who had agreed to act as their guide deserted them, and they had no choice but to return. The second attempt was more disastrous. In a garden outside the city on the sea-shore, he constructed, with the help of the gardener, a Spaniard, a hiding-place, to which he brought, one by one, fourteen of his fellow-captives, keeping them there in secrecy for several months, and supplying them with food through a renegade known as El Dorador, "the Gilder." How he, a captive himself, contrived to do all this, is one of the mysteries of the story. Wild as the project may appear, it was very nearly successful. The vessel procured by Rodrigo made its appearance off the coast, and under cover of night was proceeding to take off the refugees, when the crew were alarmed by a passing fishing boat, and beat a hasty retreat. On renewing the attempt shortly afterwards, they, or a portion of them at least, were taken prisoners, and just as the poor fellows in the garden were exulting in the thought that in a few moments more freedom would be within their grasp, they found themselves surrounded by Turkish troops, horse and foot. The Dorador had revealed the whole scheme to the Dey Hassan.

When Cervantes saw what had befallen them, he charged his companions to lay all the blame upon him, and as they were being bound he declared aloud that the whole plot was of his contriving, and that nobody else had any share in it. Brought before the Dey, he said the same. He was threatened with impalement and with torture; and as cutting off ears and noses were playful freaks with the Algerines, it may be conceived what their tortures were like; but nothing could make him swerve from his original statement that he and he alone was responsible. The upshot was that the unhappy gardener was hanged by his master, and the prisoners taken possession of by the Dey, who, however, afterwards restored most of them to their masters, but kept Cervantes, paying Dali Mami 500 crowns for him. He felt, no doubt, that a man of such resource, energy, and daring, was too dangerous a piece of property to be left in private hands; and he had him heavily ironed and lodged in his own prison. If he thought that by these means he could break the spirit or shake the resolution of his prisoner, he was soon undeceived, for Cervantes contrived before long to despatch a letter to the Governor of Oran, entreating him to send him some one that could be trusted, to enable him and three other gentlemen, fellow-captives of his, to make their escape; intending evidently to renew his first attempt with a more trustworthy guide. Unfortunately the Moor who carried the letter was stopped just outside Oran, and the letter being found upon him, he was sent back to Algiers, where by the order of the Dey he was promptly impaled as a warning to others, while Cervantes was condemned to receive two thousand blows of the stick, a number which most likely would have deprived the world of "Don Quixote," had not some persons, who they were we know not, interceded on his behalf.

After this he seems to have been kept in still closer confinement than before, for nearly two years passed before he made another attempt. This time his plan was to purchase, by the aid of a Spanish renegade and two Valencian merchants resident in Algiers, an armed vessel in which he and about sixty of the leading captives were to make their escape; but just as they were about to put it into execution one Doctor Juan Blanco de Paz, an ecclesiastic and a compatriot, informed the Dey of the plot. Cervantes by force of character, by his self-devotion, by his untiring energy and his exertions to lighten the lot of his companions in misery, had endeared himself to all, and become the leading spirit in the captive colony, and, incredible as it may seem, jealousy of his influence and the esteem in which he was held, moved this man to compass his destruction by a cruel death. The merchants finding that the Dey knew all, and fearing that Cervantes under torture might make disclosures that would imperil their own lives, tried to persuade him to slip away on board a vessel that was on the point of sailing for Spain; but he told them they had nothing to fear, for no tortures would make him compromise anybody, and he went at once and gave himself up to the Dey.

As before, the Dey tried to force him to name his accomplices. Everything was made ready for his immediate execution; the halter was put round his neck and his hands tied behind him, but all that could be got from him was that he himself, with the help of four gentlemen who had since left Algiers, had arranged the whole, and that the sixty who were to accompany him were not to know anything of it until the last moment. Finding he could make nothing of him, the Dey sent him back to prison more heavily ironed than before.

The poverty-stricken Cervantes family had been all this time trying once more to raise the ransom money, and at last a sum of three hundred ducats was got together and entrusted to the Redemptorist Father Juan Gil, who was about to sail for Algiers. The Dey, however, demanded more than double the sum offered, and as his term of office had expired and he was about to sail for Constantinople, taking all his slaves with him, the case of Cervantes was critical. He was already on board heavily ironed, when the Dey at length agreed to reduce his demand by one-half, and Father Gil by borrowing was able to make up the amount, and on September 19, 1580, after a captivity of five years all but a week, Cervantes was at last set free. Before long he discovered that Blanco de Paz, who claimed to be an officer of the Inquisition, was now concocting on false evidence a charge of misconduct to be brought against him on his return to Spain. To checkmate him Cervantes drew up a series of twenty-five questions, covering the whole period of his captivity, upon which he requested Father Gil to take the depositions of credible witnesses before a notary. Eleven witnesses taken from among the principal captives in Algiers deposed to all the facts above stated and to a great deal more besides. There is something touching in the admiration, love, and gratitude we see struggling to find expression in the formal language of the notary, as they testify one after another to the good deeds of Cervantes, how he comforted and helped the weak-hearted, how he kept up their drooping courage, how he shared his poor purse with this deponent, and how "in him this deponent found father and mother."

On his return to Spain he found his old regiment about to march for Portugal to support Philip's claim to the crown, and utterly penniless now, had no choice but to rejoin it. He was in the expeditions to the Azores in 1582 and the following year, and on the conclusion of the war returned to Spain in the autumn of 1583, bringing with him the manuscript of his pastoral romance, the "Galatea," and probably also, to judge by internal evidence, that of the first portion of "Persiles and Sigismunda." He also brought back with him, his biographers assert, an infant daughter, the offspring of an amour, as some of them with great circumstantiality inform us, with a Lisbon lady of noble birth, whose name, however, as well as that of the street she lived in, they omit to mention. The sole foundation for all this is that in 1605 there certainly was living in the family of Cervantes a Doña Isabel de Saavedra, who is described in an official document as his natural daughter, and then twenty years of age.

With his crippled left hand promotion in the army was hopeless, now that Don John was dead and he had no one to press his claims and services, and for a man drawing on to forty life in the ranks was a dismal prospect; he had already a certain reputation as a poet; he made up his mind, therefore, to cast his lot with literature, and for a first venture committed his "Galatea" to the press. It was published, as Salva y Mallen shows conclusively, at Alcala, his own birth-place, in 1585 and no doubt helped to make his name more widely known, but certainly did not do him much good in any other way.

While it was going through the press, he married Doña Catalina de Palacios Salazar y Vozmediano, a lady of Esquivias near Madrid, and apparently a friend of the family, who brought him a fortune which may possibly have served to keep the wolf from the door, but if so, that was all. The drama had by this time outgrown market-place stages and strolling companies, and with his old love for it he naturally turned to it for a congenial employment. In about three years he wrote twenty or thirty plays, which he tells us were performed without any throwing of cucumbers or other missiles, and ran their course without any hisses, outcries, or disturbance. In other words, his plays were not bad enough to be hissed off the stage, but not good enough to hold their own upon it. Only two of them have been preserved, but as they happen to be two of the seven or eight he mentions with complacency, we may assume they are favourable specimens, and no one who reads the "Numancia" and the "Trato de Argel" will feel any surprise that they failed as acting dramas. Whatever merits they may have, whatever occasional they may show, they are, as regards construction, incurably clumsy. How completely they failed is manifest from the fact that with all his sanguine temperament and indomitable perseverance he was unable to maintain the struggle to gain a livelihood as a dramatist for more than three years; nor was the rising popularity of Lope the cause, as is often said, notwithstanding his own words to the contrary. When Lope began to write for the stage is uncertain, but it was certainly after Cervantes went to Seville.

Among the "Nuevos Documentos" printed by señor Asensio y Toledo is one dated 1592, and curiously characteristic of Cervantes. It is an agreement with one Rodrigo Osorio, a manager, who was to accept six comedies at fifty ducats (about 6l.) apiece, not to be paid in any case unless it appeared on representation that the said comedy was one of the best that had ever been represented in Spain. The test does not seem to have been ever applied; perhaps it was sufficiently apparent to Rodrigo Osorio that the comedies were not among the best that had ever been represented. Among the correspondence of Cervantes there might have been found, no doubt, more than one letter like that we see in the "Rake's Progress," "Sir, I have read your play, and it will not doo."

He was more successful in a literary contest at Saragossa in 1595 in honour of the canonisation of St. Jacinto, when his composition won the first prize, three silver spoons. The year before this he had been appointed a collector of revenues for the kingdom of Granada. In order to remit the money he had collected more conveniently to the treasury, he entrusted it to a merchant, who failed and absconded; and as the bankrupt's assets were insufficient to cover the whole, he was sent to prison at Seville in September 1597. The balance against him, however, was a small one, about 26l., and on giving security for it he was released at the end of the year.

It was as he journeyed from town to town collecting the king's taxes, that he noted down those bits of inn and wayside life and character that abound in the pages of "Don Quixote:" the Benedictine monks with spectacles and sunshades, mounted on their tall mules; the strollers in costume bound for the next village; the barber with his basin on his head, on his way to bleed a patient; the recruit with his breeches in his bundle, tramping along the road singing; the reapers gathered in the venta gateway listening to "Felixmarte of Hircania" read out to them; and those little Hogarthian touches that he so well knew how to bring in, the ox-tail hanging up with the landlord's comb stuck in it, the wine-skins at the bed-head, and those notable examples of hostelry art, Helen going off in high spirits on Paris's arm, and Dido on the tower dropping tears as big as walnuts. Nay, it may well be that on those journeys into remote regions he came across now and then a specimen of the pauper gentleman, with his lean hack and his greyhound and his books of chivalry, dreaming away his life in happy ignorance that the world had changed since his great-grandfather's old helmet was new. But it was in Seville that he found out his true vocation, though he himself would not by any means have admitted it to be so. It was there, in Triana, that he was first tempted to try his hand at drawing from life, and first brought his humour into play in the exquisite little sketch of "Rinconete y Cortadillo," the germ, in more ways than one, of "Don Quixote."

Where and when that was written, we cannot tell. After his imprisonment all trace of Cervantes in his official capacity disappears, from which it may be inferred that he was not reinstated. That he was still in Seville in November 1598 appears from a satirical sonnet of his on the elaborate catafalque erected to testify the grief of the city at the death of Philip II, but from this up to 1603 we have no clue to his movements. The words in the preface to the First Part of "Don Quixote" are generally held to be conclusive that he conceived the idea of the book, and wrote the beginning of it at least, in a prison, and that he may have done so is extremely likely.

There is a tradition that Cervantes read some portions of his work to a select audience at the Duke of Bejar's, which may have helped to make the book known; but the obvious conclusion is that the First Part of "Don Quixote" lay on his hands some time before he could find a publisher bold enough to undertake a venture of so novel a character; and so little faith in it had Francisco Robles of Madrid, to whom at last he sold it, that he did not care to incur the expense of securing the copyright for Aragon or Portugal, contenting himself with that for Castile. The printing was finished in December, and the book came out with the new year, 1605. It is often said that "Don Quixote" was at first received coldly. The facts show just the contrary. No sooner was it in the hands of the public than preparations were made to issue pirated editions at Lisbon and Valencia, and to bring out a second edition with the additional copyrights for Aragon and Portugal, which he secured in February.

No doubt it was received with something more than coldness by certain sections of the community. Men of wit, taste, and discrimination among the aristocracy gave it a hearty welcome, but the aristocracy in general were not likely to relish a book that turned their favourite reading into ridicule and laughed at so many of their favourite ideas. The dramatists who gathered round Lope as their leader regarded Cervantes as their common enemy, and it is plain that he was equally obnoxious to the other clique, the culto poets who had Gongora for their chief. Navarrete, who knew nothing of the letter above mentioned, tries hard to show that the relations between Cervantes and Lope were of a very friendly sort, as indeed they were until "Don Quixote" was written. Cervantes, indeed, to the last generously and manfully declared his admiration of Lope's powers, his unfailing invention, and his marvellous fertility; but in the preface of the First Part of "Don Quixote" and in the verses of "Urganda the Unknown," and one or two other places, there are, if we read between the lines, sly hits at Lope's vanities and affectations that argue no personal good-will; and Lope openly sneers at "Don Quixote" and Cervantes, and fourteen years after his death gives him only a few lines of cold commonplace in the "Laurel de Apolo," that seem all the colder for the eulogies of a host of nonentities whose names are found nowhere else.

In 1601 Valladolid was made the seat of the Court, and at the beginning of 1603 Cervantes had been summoned thither in connection with the balance due by him to the Treasury, which was still outstanding. He remained at Valladolid, apparently supporting himself by agencies and scrivener's work of some sort; probably drafting petitions and drawing up statements of claims to be presented to the Council, and the like. So, at least, we gather from the depositions taken on the occasion of the death of a gentleman, the victim of a street brawl, who had been carried into the house in which he lived. In these he himself is described as a man who wrote and transacted business, and it appears that his household then consisted of his wife, the natural daughter Isabel de Saavedra already mentioned, his sister Andrea, now a widow, her daughter Constanza, a mysterious Magdalena de Sotomayor calling herself his sister, for whom his biographers cannot account, and a servant-maid.

Meanwhile "Don Quixote" had been growing in favour, and its author's name was now known beyond the Pyrenees. In 1607 an edition was printed at Brussels. Robles, the Madrid publisher, found it necessary to meet the demand by a third edition, the seventh in all, in 1608. The popularity of the book in Italy was such that a Milan bookseller was led to bring out an edition in 1610; and another was called for in Brussels in 1611. It might naturally have been expected that, with such proofs before him that he had hit the taste of the public, Cervantes would have at once set about redeeming his rather vague promise of a second volume.

But, to all appearance, nothing was farther from his thoughts. He had still by him one or two short tales of the same vintage as those he had inserted in "Don Quixote" and instead of continuing the adventures of Don Quixote, he set to work to write more of these "Novelas Exemplares" as he afterwards called them, with a view to making a book of them.

The novels were published in the summer of 1613, with a dedication to the Conde de Lemos, the Maecenas of the day, and with one of those chatty confidential prefaces Cervantes was so fond of. In this, eight years and a half after the First Part of "Don Quixote" had appeared, we get the first hint of a forthcoming Second Part. "You shall see shortly," he says, "the further exploits of Don Quixote and humours of Sancho Panza." His idea of "shortly" was a somewhat elastic one, for, as we know by the date to Sancho's letter, he had barely one-half of the book completed that time twelvemonth.

But more than poems, or pastorals, or novels, it was his dramatic ambition that engrossed his thoughts. The same indomitable spirit that kept him from despair in the bagnios of Algiers, and prompted him to attempt the escape of himself and his comrades again and again, made him persevere in spite of failure and discouragement in his efforts to win the ear of the public as a dramatist. The temperament of Cervantes was essentially sanguine. The portrait he draws in the preface to the novels, with the aquiline features, chestnut hair, smooth untroubled forehead, and bright cheerful eyes, is the very portrait of a sanguine man. Nothing that the managers might say could persuade him that the merits of his plays would not be recognised at last if they were only given a fair chance. The old soldier of the Spanish Salamis was bent on being the Aeschylus of Spain. He was to found a great national drama, based on the true principles of art, that was to be the envy of all nations; he was to drive from the stage the silly, childish plays, the "mirrors of nonsense and models of folly" that were in vogue through the cupidity of the managers and shortsightedness of the authors; he was to correct and educate the public taste until it was ripe for tragedies on the model of the Greek drama—like the "Numancia" for instance—and comedies that would not only amuse but improve and instruct. All this he was to do, could he once get a hearing: there was the initial difficulty.

He shows plainly enough, too, that "Don Quixote" and the demolition of the chivalry romances was not the work that lay next his heart. He was, indeed, as he says himself in his preface, more a stepfather than a father to "Don Quixote." Never was great work so neglected by its author. That it was written carelessly, hastily, and by fits and starts, was not always his fault, but it seems clear he never read what he sent to the press. He knew how the printers had blundered, but he never took the trouble to correct them when the third edition was in progress, as a man who really cared for the child of his brain would have done. He appears to have regarded the book as little more than a mere libro de entretenimiento, an amusing book, a thing, as he says in the "Viaje," "to divert the melancholy moody heart at any time or season." No doubt he had an affection for his hero, and was very proud of Sancho Panza. It would have been strange indeed if he had not been proud of the most humorous creation in all fiction. He was proud, too, of the popularity and success of the book, and beyond measure delightful is the naivete with which he shows his pride in a dozen passages in the Second Part. But it was not the success he coveted. In all probability he would have given all the success of "Don Quixote," nay, would have seen every copy of "Don Quixote" burned in the Plaza Mayor, for one such success as Lope de Vega was enjoying on an average once a week.

And so he went on, dawdling over "Don Quixote," adding a chapter now and again, and putting it aside to turn to "Persiles and Sigismunda"—which, as we know, was to be the most entertaining book in the language, and the rival of "Theagenes and Chariclea"—or finishing off one of his darling comedies; and if Robles asked when "Don Quixote" would be ready, the answer no doubt was: En breve—shortly, there was time enough for that. At sixty-eight he was as full of life and hope and plans for the future as a boy of eighteen.

Nemesis was coming, however. He had got as far as Chapter LIX, which at his leisurely pace he could hardly have reached before October or November 1614, when there was put into his hand a small octave lately printed at Tarragona, and calling itself "Second Volume of the Ingenious Gentleman Don Quixote of La Mancha: by the Licentiate Alonso Fernandez de Avellaneda of Tordesillas." The last half of Chapter LIX and most of the following chapters of the Second Part give us some idea of the effect produced upon him, and his irritation was not likely to be lessened by the reflection that he had no one to blame but himself. Had Avellaneda, in fact, been content with merely bringing out a continuation to "Don Quixote," Cervantes would have had no reasonable grievance. His own intentions were expressed in the very vaguest language at the end of the book; nay, in his last words, "forse altro cantera con miglior plettro," he seems actually to invite some one else to continue the work, and he made no sign until eight years and a half had gone by; by which time Avellaneda's volume was no doubt written.

In fact Cervantes had no case, or a very bad one, as far as the mere continuation was concerned. But Avellaneda chose to write a preface to it, full of such coarse personal abuse as only an ill-conditioned man could pour out. He taunts Cervantes with being old, with having lost his hand, with having been in prison, with being poor, with being friendless, accuses him of envy of Lope's success, of petulance and querulousness, and so on; and it was in this that the sting lay. Avellaneda's reason for this personal attack is obvious enough. Whoever he may have been, it is clear that he was one of the dramatists of Lope's school, for he has the impudence to charge Cervantes with attacking him as well as Lope in his criticism on the drama. His identification has exercised the best critics and baffled all the ingenuity and research that has been brought to bear on it. Navarrete and Ticknor both incline to the belief that Cervantes knew who he was; but I must say I think the anger he shows suggests an invisible assailant; it is like the irritation of a man stung by a mosquito in the dark. Cervantes from certain solecisms of language pronounces him to be an Aragonese, and Pellicer, an Aragonese himself, supports this view and believes him, moreover, to have been an ecclesiastic, a Dominican probably.

Any merit Avellaneda has is reflected from Cervantes, and he is too dull to reflect much. "Dull and dirty" will always be, I imagine, the verdict of the vast majority of unprejudiced readers. He is, at best, a poor plagiarist; all he can do is to follow slavishly the lead given him by Cervantes; his only humour lies in making Don Quixote take inns for castles and fancy himself some legendary or historical personage, and Sancho mistake words, invert proverbs, and display his gluttony; all through he shows a proclivity to coarseness and dirt, and he has contrived to introduce two tales filthier than anything by the sixteenth century novellieri and without their sprightliness.

But whatever Avellaneda and his book may be, we must not forget the debt we owe them. But for them, there can be no doubt, "Don Quixote" would have come to us a mere torso instead of a complete work. Even if Cervantes had finished the volume he had in hand, most assuredly he would have left off with a promise of a Third Part, giving the further adventures of Don Quixote and humours of Sancho Panza as shepherds. It is plain that he had at one time an intention of dealing with the pastoral romances as he had dealt with the books of chivalry, and but for Avellaneda he would have tried to carry it out. But it is more likely that, with his plans, and projects, and hopefulness, the volume would have remained unfinished till his death, and that we should have never made the acquaintance of the Duke and Duchess, or gone with Sancho to Barataria.

From the moment the book came into his hands he seems to have been haunted by the fear that there might be more Avellanedas in the field, and putting everything else aside, he set himself to finish off his task and protect Don Quixote in the only way he could, by killing him. The conclusion is no doubt a hasty and in some places clumsy piece of work and the frequent repetition of the scolding administered to Avellaneda becomes in the end rather wearisome; but it is, at any rate, a conclusion and for that we must thank Avellaneda.

The new volume was ready for the press in February, but was not printed till the very end of 1615, and during the interval Cervantes put together the comedies and interludes he had written within the last few years, and, as he adds plaintively, found no demand for among the managers, and published them with a preface, worth the book it introduces tenfold, in which he gives an account of the early Spanish stage, and of his own attempts as a dramatist. It is needless to say they were put forward by Cervantes in all good faith and full confidence in their merits. The reader, however, was not to suppose they were his last word or final effort in the drama, for he had in hand a comedy called "Engano a los ojos," about which, if he mistook not, there would be no question.

Of this dramatic masterpiece the world has no opportunity of judging; his health had been failing for some time, and he died, apparently of dropsy, on the 23rd of April, 1616, the day on which England lost Shakespeare, nominally at least, for the English calendar had not yet been reformed. He died as he had lived, accepting his lot bravely and cheerfully.

Was it an unhappy life, that of Cervantes? His biographers all tell us that it was; but I must say I doubt it. It was a hard life, a life of poverty, of incessant struggle, of toil ill paid, of disappointment, but Cervantes carried within himself the antidote to all these evils. His was not one of those light natures that rise above adversity merely by virtue of their own buoyancy; it was in the fortitude of a high spirit that he was proof against it. It is impossible to conceive Cervantes giving way to despondency or prostrated by dejection. As for poverty, it was with him a thing to be laughed over, and the only sigh he ever allows to escape him is when he says, "Happy he to whom Heaven has given a piece of bread for which he is not bound to give thanks to any but Heaven itself." Add to all this his vital energy and mental activity, his restless invention and his sanguine temperament, and there will be reason enough to doubt whether his could have been a very unhappy life. He who could take Cervantes' distresses together with his apparatus for enduring them would not make so bad a bargain, perhaps, as far as happiness in life is concerned.

Of his burial-place nothing is known except that he was buried, in accordance with his will, in the neighbouring convent of Trinitarian nuns, of which it is supposed his daughter, Isabel de Saavedra, was an inmate, and that a few years afterwards the nuns removed to another convent, carrying their dead with them. But whether the remains of Cervantes were included in the removal or not no one knows, and the clue to their resting-place is now lost beyond all hope. This furnishes perhaps the least defensible of the items in the charge of neglect brought against his contemporaries. In some of the others there is a good deal of exaggeration. To listen to most of his biographers one would suppose that all Spain was in league not only against the man but against his memory, or at least that it was insensible to his merits, and left him to live in misery and die of want. To talk of his hard life and unworthy employments in Andalusia is absurd. What had he done to distinguish him from thousands of other struggling men earning a precarious livelihood? True, he was a gallant soldier, who had been wounded and had undergone captivity and suffering in his country's cause, but there were hundreds of others in the same case. He had written a mediocre specimen of an insipid class of romance, and some plays which manifestly did not comply with the primary condition of pleasing: were the playgoers to patronise plays that did not amuse them, because the author was to produce "Don Quixote" twenty years afterwards?

The scramble for copies which, as we have seen, followed immediately on the appearance of the book, does not look like general insensibility to its merits. No doubt it was received coldly by some, but if a man writes a book in ridicule of periwigs he must make his account with being coldly received by the periwig wearers and hated by the whole tribe of wigmakers. If Cervantes had the chivalry-romance readers, the sentimentalists, the dramatists, and the poets of the period all against him, it was because "Don Quixote" was what it was; and if the general public did not come forward to make him comfortable for the rest of his days, it is no more to be charged with neglect and ingratitude than the English-speaking public that did not pay off Scott's liabilities. It did the best it could; it read his book and liked it and bought it, and encouraged the bookseller to pay him well for others.

It has been also made a reproach to Spain that she has erected no monument to the man she is proudest of; no monument, that is to say, of him; for the bronze statue in the little garden of the Plaza de las Cortes, a fair work of art no doubt, and unexceptionable had it been set up to the local poet in the market-place of some provincial town, is not worthy of Cervantes or of Madrid. But what need has Cervantes of "such weak witness of his name;" or what could a monument do in his case except testify to the self-glorification of those who had put it up? Si monumentum quoeris, circumspice. The nearest bookseller's shop will show what bathos there would be in a monument to the author of "Don Quixote."

Nine editions of the First Part of "Don Quixote" had already appeared before Cervantes died, thirty thousand copies in all, according to his own estimate, and a tenth was printed at Barcelona the year after his death. So large a number naturally supplied the demand for some time, but by 1634 it appears to have been exhausted; and from that time down to the present day the stream of editions has continued to flow rapidly and regularly. The translations show still more clearly in what request the book has been from the very outset. In seven years from the completion of the work it had been translated into the four leading languages of Europe. Except the Bible, in fact, no book has been so widely diffused as "Don Quixote." The "Imitatio Christi" may have been translated into as many different languages, and perhaps "Robinson Crusoe" and the "Vicar of Wakefield" into nearly as many, but in multiplicity of translations and editions "Don Quixote" leaves them all far behind.

Still more remarkable is the character of this wide diffusion. "Don Quixote" has been thoroughly naturalised among people whose ideas about knight-errantry, if they had any at all, were of the vaguest, who had never seen or heard of a book of chivalry, who could not possibly feel the humour of the burlesque or sympathise with the author's purpose. Another curious fact is that this, the most cosmopolitan book in the world, is one of the most intensely national. "Manon Lescaut" is not more thoroughly French, "Tom Jones" not more English, "Rob Roy" not more Scotch, than "Don Quixote" is Spanish, in character, in ideas, in sentiment, in local colour, in everything. What, then, is the secret of this unparalleled popularity, increasing year by year for well-nigh three centuries? One explanation, no doubt, is that of all the books in the world, "Don Quixote" is the most catholic. There is something in it for every sort of reader, young or old, sage or simple, high or low. As Cervantes himself says with a touch of pride, "It is thumbed and read and got by heart by people of all sorts; the children turn its leaves, the young people read it, the grown men understand it, the old folk praise it."

But it would be idle to deny that the ingredient which, more than its humour, or its wisdom, or the fertility of invention or knowledge of human nature it displays, has insured its success with the multitude, is the vein of farce that runs through it. It was the attack upon the sheep, the battle with the wine-skins, Mambrino's helmet, the balsam of Fierabras, Don Quixote knocked over by the sails of the windmill, Sancho tossed in the blanket, the mishaps and misadventures of master and man, that were originally the great attraction, and perhaps are so still to some extent with the majority of readers. It is plain that "Don Quixote" was generally regarded at first, and indeed in Spain for a long time, as little more than a queer droll book, full of laughable incidents and absurd situations, very amusing, but not entitled to much consideration or care. All the editions printed in Spain from 1637 to 1771, when the famous printer Ibarra took it up, were mere trade editions, badly and carelessly printed on vile paper and got up in the style of chap-books intended only for popular use, with, in most instances, uncouth illustrations and clap-trap additions by the publisher.

To England belongs the credit of having been the first country to recognise the right of "Don Quixote" to better treatment than this. The London edition of 1738, commonly called Lord Carteret's from having been suggested by him, was not a mere edition de luxe. It produced "Don Quixote" in becoming form as regards paper and type, and embellished with plates which, if not particularly happy as illustrations, were at least well intentioned and well executed, but it also aimed at correctness of text, a matter to which nobody except the editors of the Valencia and Brussels editions had given even a passing thought; and for a first attempt it was fairly successful, for though some of its emendations are inadmissible, a good many of them have been adopted by all subsequent editors.

The zeal of publishers, editors, and annotators brought about a remarkable change of sentiment with regard to "Don Quixote." A vast number of its admirers began to grow ashamed of laughing over it. It became almost a crime to treat it as a humorous book. The humour was not entirely denied, but, according to the new view, it was rated as an altogether secondary quality, a mere accessory, nothing more than the stalking-horse under the presentation of which Cervantes shot his philosophy or his satire, or whatever it was he meant to shoot; for on this point opinions varied. All were agreed, however, that the object he aimed at was not the books of chivalry. He said emphatically in the preface to the First Part and in the last sentence of the Second, that he had no other object in view than to discredit these books, and this, to advanced criticism, made it clear that his object must have been something else.

One theory was that the book was a kind of allegory, setting forth the eternal struggle between the ideal and the real, between the spirit of poetry and the spirit of prose; and perhaps German philosophy never evolved a more ungainly or unlikely camel out of the depths of its inner consciousness. Something of the antagonism, no doubt, is to be found in "Don Quixote," because it is to be found everywhere in life, and Cervantes drew from life. It is difficult to imagine a community in which the never-ceasing game of cross-purposes between Sancho Panza and Don Quixote would not be recognized as true to nature. In the stone age, among the lake dwellers, among the cave men, there were Don Quixotes and Sancho Panzas; there must have been the troglodyte who never could see the facts before his eyes, and the troglodyte who could see nothing else. But to suppose Cervantes deliberately setting himself to expound any such idea in two stout quarto volumes is to suppose something not only very unlike the age in which he lived, but altogether unlike Cervantes himself, who would have been the first to laugh at an attempt of the sort made by anyone else.

The extraordinary influence of the romances of chivalry in his day is quite enough to account for the genesis of the book. Some idea of the prodigious development of this branch of literature in the sixteenth century may be obtained from the scrutiny of Chapter VII, if the reader bears in mind that only a portion of the romances belonging to by far the largest group are enumerated. As to its effect upon the nation, there is abundant evidence. From the time when the Amadises and Palmerins began to grow popular down to the very end of the century, there is a steady stream of invective, from men whose character and position lend weight to their words, against the romances of chivalry and the infatuation of their readers. Ridicule was the only besom to sweep away that dust.

That this was the task Cervantes set himself, and that he had ample provocation to urge him to it, will be sufficiently clear to those who look into the evidence; as it will be also that it was not chivalry itself that he attacked and swept away. Of all the absurdities that, thanks to poetry, will be repeated to the end of time, there is no greater one than saying that "Cervantes smiled Spain's chivalry away." In the first place there was no chivalry for him to smile away. Spain's chivalry had been dead for more than a century. Its work was done when Granada fell, and as chivalry was essentially republican in its nature, it could not live under the rule that Ferdinand substituted for the free institutions of mediaeval Spain. What he did smile away was not chivalry but a degrading mockery of it.

The true nature of the "right arm" and the "bright array," before which, according to the poet, "the world gave ground," and which Cervantes' single laugh demolished, may be gathered from the words of one of his own countrymen, Don Felix Pacheco, as reported by Captain George Carleton, in his "Military Memoirs from 1672 to 1713."2 "Before the appearance in the world of that labour of Cervantes," he said, "it was next to an impossibility for a man to walk the streets with any delight or without danger. There were seen so many cavaliers prancing and curvetting before the windows of their mistresses, that a stranger would have imagined the whole nation to have been nothing less than a race of knight-errants. But after the world became a little acquainted with that notable history, the man that was seen in that once celebrated drapery was pointed at as a Don Quixote, and found himself the jest of high and low. And I verily believe that to this, and this only, we owe that dampness and poverty of spirit which has run through all our councils for a century past, so little agreeable to those nobler actions of our famous ancestors."

To call "Don Quixote" a sad book, preaching a pessimist view of life, argues a total misconception of its drift. It would be so if its moral were that, in this world, true enthusiasm naturally leads to ridicule and discomfiture. But it preaches nothing of the sort; its moral, so far as it can be said to have one, is that the spurious enthusiasm that is born of vanity and self-conceit, that is made an end in itself, not a means to an end, that acts on mere impulse, regardless of circumstances and consequences, is mischievous to its owner, and a very considerable nuisance to the community at large. To those who cannot distinguish between the one kind and the other, no doubt "Don Quixote" is a sad book; no doubt to some minds it is very sad that a man who had just uttered so beautiful a sentiment as that "it is a hard case to make slaves of those whom God and Nature made free," should be ungratefully pelted by the scoundrels his crazy philanthropy had let loose on society; but to others of a more judicial cast it will be a matter of regret that reckless self-sufficient enthusiasm is not oftener requited in some such way for all the mischief it does in the world.

A very slight examination of the structure of "Don Quixote" will suffice to show that Cervantes had no deep design or elaborate plan in his mind when he began the book. When he wrote those lines in which "with a few strokes of a great master he sets before us the pauper gentleman," he had no idea of the goal to which his imagination was leading him. There can be little doubt that all he contemplated was a short tale to range with those he had already written, a tale setting forth the ludicrous results that might be expected to follow the attempt of a crazy gentleman to act the part of a knight-errant in modern life.

It is plain, for one thing, that Sancho Panza did not enter into the original scheme, for had Cervantes thought of him he certainly would not have omitted him in his hero's outfit, which he obviously meant to be complete. Him we owe to the landlord's chance remark in Chapter III that knights seldom travelled without squires. To try to think of a Don Quixote without Sancho Panza is like trying to think of a one-bladed pair of scissors.

The story was written at first, like the others, without any division and without the intervention of Cid Hamete Benengeli; and it seems not unlikely that Cervantes had some intention of bringing Dulcinea, or Aldonza Lorenzo, on the scene in person. It was probably the ransacking of the Don's library and the discussion on the books of chivalry that first suggested it to him that his idea was capable of development. What, if instead of a mere string of farcical misadventures, he were to make his tale a burlesque of one of these books, caricaturing their style, incidents, and spirit?

In pursuance of this change of plan, he hastily and somewhat clumsily divided what he had written into chapters on the model of "Amadis," invented the fable of a mysterious Arabic manuscript, and set up Cid Hamete Benengeli in imitation of the almost invariable practice of the chivalry-romance authors, who were fond of tracing their books to some recondite source. In working out the new ideas, he soon found the value of Sancho Panza. Indeed, the keynote, not only to Sancho's part, but to the whole book, is struck in the first words Sancho utters when he announces his intention of taking his ass with him. "About the ass," we are told, "Don Quixote hesitated a little, trying whether he could call to mind any knight-errant taking with him an esquire mounted on ass-back; but no instance occurred to his memory." We can see the whole scene at a glance, the stolid unconsciousness of Sancho and the perplexity of his master, upon whose perception the incongruity has just forced itself. This is Sancho's mission throughout the book; he is an unconscious Mephistopheles, always unwittingly making mockery of his master's aspirations, always exposing the fallacy of his ideas by some unintentional ad absurdum, always bringing him back to the world of fact and commonplace by force of sheer stolidity.

By the time Cervantes had got his volume of novels off his hands, and summoned up resolution enough to set about the Second Part in earnest, the case was very much altered. Don Quixote and Sancho Panza had not merely found favour, but had already become, what they have never since ceased to be, veritable entities to the popular imagination. There was no occasion for him now to interpolate extraneous matter; nay, his readers told him plainly that what they wanted of him was more Don Quixote and more Sancho Panza, and not novels, tales, or digressions. To himself, too, his creations had become realities, and he had become proud of them, especially of Sancho. He began the Second Part, therefore, under very different conditions, and the difference makes itself manifest at once. Even in translation the style will be seen to be far easier, more flowing, more natural, and more like that of a man sure of himself and of his audience. Don Quixote and Sancho undergo a change also. In the First Part, Don Quixote has no character or individuality whatever. He is nothing more than a crazy representative of the sentiments of the chivalry romances. In all that he says and does he is simply repeating the lesson he has learned from his books; and therefore, it is absurd to speak of him in the gushing strain of the sentimental critics when they dilate upon his nobleness, disinterestedness, dauntless courage, and so forth. It was the business of a knight-errant to right wrongs, redress injuries, and succour the distressed, and this, as a matter of course, he makes his business when he takes up the part; a knight-errant was bound to be intrepid, and so he feels bound to cast fear aside. Of all Byron's melodious nonsense about Don Quixote, the most nonsensical statement is that "'t is his virtue makes him mad!" The exact opposite is the truth; it is his madness makes him virtuous.

In the Second Part, Cervantes repeatedly reminds the reader, as if it was a point upon which he was anxious there should be no mistake, that his hero's madness is strictly confined to delusions on the subject of chivalry, and that on every other subject he is discreto, one, in fact, whose faculty of discernment is in perfect order. The advantage of this is that he is enabled to make use of Don Quixote as a mouthpiece for his own reflections, and so, without seeming to digress, allow himself the relief of digression when he requires it, as freely as in a commonplace book.

It is true the amount of individuality bestowed upon Don Quixote is not very great. There are some natural touches of character about him, such as his mixture of irascibility and placability, and his curious affection for Sancho together with his impatience of the squire's loquacity and impertinence; but in the main, apart from his craze, he is little more than a thoughtful, cultured gentleman, with instinctive good taste and a great deal of shrewdness and originality of mind.

As to Sancho, it is plain, from the concluding words of the preface to the First Part, that he was a favourite with his creator even before he had been taken into favour by the public. An inferior genius, taking him in hand a second time, would very likely have tried to improve him by making him more comical, clever, amiable, or virtuous. But Cervantes was too true an artist to spoil his work in this way. Sancho, when he reappears, is the old Sancho with the old familiar features; but with a difference; they have been brought out more distinctly, but at the same time with a careful avoidance of anything like caricature; the outline has been filled in where filling in was necessary, and, vivified by a few touches of a master's hand, Sancho stands before us as he might in a character portrait by Velazquez. He is a much more important and prominent figure in the Second Part than in the First; indeed, it is his matchless mendacity about Dulcinea that to a great extent supplies the action of the story.

His development in this respect is as remarkable as in any other. In the First Part he displays a great natural gift of lying. His lies are not of the highly imaginative sort that liars in fiction commonly indulge in; like Falstaff's, they resemble the father that begets them; they are simple, homely, plump lies; plain working lies, in short. But in the service of such a master as Don Quixote he develops rapidly, as we see when he comes to palm off the three country wenches as Dulcinea and her ladies in waiting. It is worth noticing how, flushed by his success in this instance, he is tempted afterwards to try a flight beyond his powers in his account of the journey on Clavileno.

In the Second Part it is the spirit rather than the incidents of the chivalry romances that is the subject of the burlesque. Enchantments of the sort travestied in those of Dulcinea and the Trifaldi and the cave of Montesinos play a leading part in the later and inferior romances, and another distinguishing feature is caricatured in Don Quixote's blind adoration of Dulcinea. In the romances of chivalry love is either a mere animalism or a fantastic idolatry. Only a coarse-minded man would care to make merry with the former, but to one of Cervantes' humour the latter was naturally an attractive subject for ridicule. Like everything else in these romances, it is a gross exaggeration of the real sentiment of chivalry, but its peculiar extravagance is probably due to the influence of those masters of hyperbole, the Provencal poets. When a troubadour professed his readiness to obey his lady in all things, he made it incumbent upon the next comer, if he wished to avoid the imputation of tameness and commonplace, to declare himself the slave of her will, which the next was compelled to cap by some still stronger declaration; and so expressions of devotion went on rising one above the other like biddings at an auction, and a conventional language of gallantry and theory of love came into being that in time permeated the literature of Southern Europe, and bore fruit, in one direction in the transcendental worship of Beatrice and Laura, and in another in the grotesque idolatry which found exponents in writers like Feliciano de Silva. This is what Cervantes deals with in Don Quixote's passion for Dulcinea, and in no instance has he carried out the burlesque more happily. By keeping Dulcinea in the background, and making her a vague shadowy being of whose very existence we are left in doubt, he invests Don Quixote's worship of her virtues and charms with an additional extravagance, and gives still more point to the caricature of the sentiment and language of the romances.

One of the great merits of "Don Quixote," and one of the qualities that have secured its acceptance by all classes of readers and made it the most cosmopolitan of books, is its simplicity. There are, of course, points obvious enough to a Spanish seventeenth century audience which do not immediately strike a reader now-a-days, and Cervantes often takes it for granted that an allusion will be generally understood which is only intelligible to a few. For example, on many of his readers in Spain, and most of his readers out of it, the significance of his choice of a country for his hero is completely lost. It would be going too far to say that no one can thoroughly comprehend "Don Quixote" without having seen La Mancha, but undoubtedly even a glimpse of La Mancha will give an insight into the meaning of Cervantes such as no commentator can give. Of all the regions of Spain it is the last that would suggest the idea of romance. Of all the dull central plateau of the Peninsula it is the dullest tract. There is something impressive about the grim solitudes of Estremadura; and if the plains of Leon and Old Castile are bald and dreary, they are studded with old cities renowned in history and rich in relics of the past. But there is no redeeming feature in the Manchegan landscape; it has all the sameness of the desert without its dignity; the few towns and villages that break its monotony are mean and commonplace, there is nothing venerable about them, they have not even the picturesqueness of poverty; indeed, Don Quixote's own village, Argamasilla, has a sort of oppressive respectability in the prim regularity of its streets and houses; everything is ignoble; the very windmills are the ugliest and shabbiest of the windmill kind.

To anyone who knew the country well, the mere style and title of "Don Quixote of La Mancha" gave the key to the author's meaning at once. La Mancha as the knight's country and scene of his chivalries is of a piece with the pasteboard helmet, the farm-labourer on ass-back for a squire, knighthood conferred by a rascally ventero, convicts taken for victims of oppression, and the rest of the incongruities between Don Quixote's world and the world he lived in, between things as he saw them and things as they were.

It is strange that this element of incongruity, underlying the whole humour and purpose of the book, should have been so little heeded by the majority of those who have undertaken to interpret "Don Quixote." It has been completely overlooked, for example, by the illustrators. To be sure, the great majority of the artists who illustrated "Don Quixote" knew nothing whatever of Spain. To them a venta conveyed no idea but the abstract one of a roadside inn, and they could not therefore do full justice to the humour of Don Quixote's misconception in taking it for a castle, or perceive the remoteness of all its realities from his ideal. But even when better informed they seem to have no apprehension of the full force of the discrepancy. Take, for instance, Gustave Dore's drawing of Don Quixote watching his armour in the inn-yard. Whether or not the Venta de Quesada on the Seville road is, as tradition maintains, the inn described in "Don Quixote," beyond all question it was just such an inn-yard as the one behind it that Cervantes had in his mind's eye, and it was on just such a rude stone trough as that beside the primitive draw-well in the corner that he meant Don Quixote to deposit his armour. Gustave Dore makes it an elaborate fountain such as no arriero ever watered his mules at in the corral of any venta in Spain, and thereby entirely misses the point aimed at by Cervantes. It is the mean, prosaic, commonplace character of all the surroundings and circumstances that gives a significance to Don Quixote's vigil and the ceremony that follows.

Cervantes' humour is for the most part of that broader and simpler sort, the strength of which lies in the perception of the incongruous. It is the incongruity of Sancho in all his ways, words, and works, with the ideas and aims of his master, quite as much as the wonderful vitality and truth to nature of the character, that makes him the most humorous creation in the whole range of fiction. That unsmiling gravity of which Cervantes was the first great master, "Cervantes' serious air," which sits naturally on Swift alone, perhaps, of later humourists, is essential to this kind of humour, and here again Cervantes has suffered at the hands of his interpreters. Nothing, unless indeed the coarse buffoonery of Phillips, could be more out of place in an attempt to represent Cervantes, than a flippant, would-be facetious style, like that of Motteux's version for example, or the sprightly, jaunty air, French translators sometimes adopt. It is the grave matter-of-factness of the narrative, and the apparent unconsciousness of the author that he is saying anything ludicrous, anything but the merest commonplace, that give its peculiar flavour to the humour of Cervantes. His, in fact, is the exact opposite of the humour of Sterne and the self-conscious humourists. Even when Uncle Toby is at his best, you are always aware of "the man Sterne" behind him, watching you over his shoulder to see what effect he is producing. Cervantes always leaves you alone with Don Quixote and Sancho. He and Swift and the great humourists always keep themselves out of sight, or, more properly speaking, never think about themselves at all, unlike our latter-day school of humourists, who seem to have revived the old horse-collar method, and try to raise a laugh by some grotesque assumption of ignorance, imbecility, or bad taste.

It is true that to do full justice to Spanish humour in any other language is well-nigh an impossibility. There is a natural gravity and a sonorous stateliness about Spanish, be it ever so colloquial, that make an absurdity doubly absurd, and give plausibility to the most preposterous statement. This is what makes Sancho Panza's drollery the despair of the conscientious translator. Sancho's curt comments can never fall flat, but they lose half their flavour when transferred from their native Castilian into any other medium. But if foreigners have failed to do justice to the humour of Cervantes, they are no worse than his own countrymen. Indeed, were it not for the Spanish peasant's relish of "Don Quixote," one might be tempted to think that the great humourist was not looked upon as a humourist at all in his own country.

The craze of Don Quixote seems, in some instances, to have communicated itself to his critics, making them see things that are not in the book and run full tilt at phantoms that have no existence save in their own imaginations. Like a good many critics now-a-days, they forget that screams are not criticism, and that it is only vulgar tastes that are influenced by strings of superlatives, three-piled hyperboles, and pompous epithets. But what strikes one as particularly strange is that while they deal in extravagant eulogies, and ascribe all manner of imaginary ideas and qualities to Cervantes, they show no perception of the quality that ninety-nine out of a hundred of his readers would rate highest in him, and hold to be the one that raises him above all rivalry.

To speak of "Don Quixote" as if it were merely a humorous book would be a manifest misdescription. Cervantes at times makes it a kind of commonplace book for occasional essays and criticisms, or for the observations and reflections and gathered wisdom of a long and stirring life. It is a mine of shrewd observation on mankind and human nature. Among modern novels there may be, here and there, more elaborate studies of character, but there is no book richer in individualised character. What Coleridge said of Shakespeare in minimis is true of Cervantes; he never, even for the most temporary purpose, puts forward a lay figure. There is life and individuality in all his characters, however little they may have to do, or however short a time they may be before the reader. Samson Carrasco, the curate, Teresa Panza, Altisidora, even the two students met on the road to the cave of Montesinos, all live and move and have their being; and it is characteristic of the broad humanity of Cervantes that there is not a hateful one among them all. Even poor Maritornes, with her deplorable morals, has a kind heart of her own and "some faint and distant resemblance to a Christian about her;" and as for Sancho, though on dissection we fail to find a lovable trait in him, unless it be a sort of dog-like affection for his master, who is there that in his heart does not love him?

But it is, after all, the humour of "Don Quixote" that distinguishes it from all other books of the romance kind. It is this that makes it, as one of the most judicial-minded of modern critics calls it, "the best novel in the world beyond all comparison." It is its varied humour, ranging from broad farce to comedy as subtle as Shakespeare's or Moliere's that has naturalised it in every country where there are readers, and made it a classic in every language that has a literature.




↩ "Ingenio" was used in Cervantes' time in very nearly the same way as "wit" with us at about the same period, for the imaginative or inventive faculty. Collections of plays were always described as being by "los mejores ingenios"— "the best wits." By "Ingenioso" he means one in whom the imagination is the dominant faculty, overruling reason. The opposite is the "discreto," he in whom the discerning faculty has the upper hand —he whose reason keeps the imagination under due control. The distinction is admirably worked out in chapters XVI, XVII, and XVIII of Part II. 



↩ This book, it may be as well to remind some readers, is not, as it is still often described, one of Defoe's novels, but the genuine experiences of an English officer in Spain during the Succession War.
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Chapter I.


WHICH TREATS OF THE CHARACTER AND PURSUITS OF THE FAMOUS GENTLEMAN DON QUIXOTE OF LA MANCHA


In a village of La Mancha, the name of which I have no desire to call to mind, there lived not long since one of those gentlemen that keep a lance in the lance-rack, an old buckler, a lean hack, and a greyhound for coursing. An olla of rather more beef than mutton, a salad on most nights, scraps on Saturdays,1 lentils on Fridays, and a pigeon or so extra on Sundays, made away with three-quarters of his income. The rest of it went in a doublet of fine cloth and velvet breeches and shoes to match for holidays, while on week-days he made a brave figure in his best homespun. He had in his house a housekeeper past forty, a niece under twenty, and a lad for the field and market-place, who used to saddle the hack as well as handle the bill-hook. The age of this gentleman of ours was bordering on fifty; he was of a hardy habit, spare, gaunt-featured, a very early riser and a great sportsman. They will have it his surname was Quixada or Quesada (for here there is some difference of opinion among the authors who write on the subject), although from reasonable conjectures it seems plain that he was called Quexana. This, however, is of but little importance to our tale; it will be enough not to stray a hair's breadth from the truth in the telling of it.

You must know, then, that the above-named gentleman whenever he was at leisure (which was mostly all the year round) gave himself up to reading books of chivalry with such ardour and avidity that he almost entirely neglected the pursuit of his field-sports, and even the management of his property; and to such a pitch did his eagerness and infatuation go that he sold many an acre of tillageland to buy books of chivalry to read, and brought home as many of them as he could get. But of all there were none he liked so well as those of the famous Feliciano de Silva's composition, for their lucidity of style and complicated conceits were as pearls in his sight, particularly when in his reading he came upon courtships and cartels, where he often found passages like "the reason of the unreason with which my reason is afflicted so weakens my reason that with reason I murmur at your beauty;" or again, "the high heavens, that of your divinity divinely fortify you with the stars, render you deserving of the desert your greatness deserves."2

Over conceits of this sort the poor gentleman lost his wits, and used to lie awake striving to understand them and worm the meaning out of them; what Aristotle himself could not have made out or extracted had he come to life again for that special purpose. He was not at all easy about the wounds which Don Belianis3 gave and took, because it seemed to him that, great as were the surgeons who had cured him, he must have had his face and body covered all over with seams and scars. He commended, however, the author's way of ending his book with the promise of that interminable adventure, and many a time was he tempted to take up his pen and finish it properly as is there proposed, which no doubt he would have done, and made a successful piece of work of it too, had not greater and more absorbing thoughts prevented him. Many an argument did he have with the curate of his village (a learned man, and a graduate of Siguenza4) as to which had been the better knight, Palmerin of England or Amadis of Gaul. Master Nicholas, the village barber, however, used to say that neither of them came up to the Knight of Phoebus, and that if there was any that could compare with him it was Don Galaor, the brother of Amadis of Gaul, because he had a spirit that was equal to every occasion, and was no finikin knight, nor lachrymose like his brother, while in the matter of valour he was not a whit behind him.

In short, he became so absorbed in his books that he spent his nights from sunset to sunrise, and his days from dawn to dark, poring over them; and what with little sleep and much reading his brains got so dry that he lost his wits. His fancy grew full of what he used to read about in his books, enchantments, quarrels, battles, challenges, wounds, wooings, loves, agonies, and all sorts of impossible nonsense; and it so possessed his mind that the whole fabric of invention and fancy he read of was true, that to him no history in the world had more reality in it. He used to say the Cid Ruy Diaz was a very good knight, but that he was not to be compared with the Knight of the Burning Sword who with one back-stroke cut in half two fierce and monstrous giants. He thought more of Bernardo del Carpio because at Roncesvalles he slew Roland in spite of enchantments,5 availing himself of the artifice of Hercules when he strangled Antaeus the son of Terra in his arms. He approved highly of the giant Morgante, because, although of the giant breed which is always arrogant and ill-conditioned, he alone was affable and well-bred. But above all he admired Reinaldos of Montalban, especially when he saw him sallying forth from his castle and robbing everyone he met, and when beyond the seas he stole that image of Mahomet which, as his history says, was entirely of gold. To have a bout of kicking at that traitor of a Ganelon he would have given his housekeeper, and his niece into the bargain.6

In short, his wits being quite gone, he hit upon the strangest notion that ever madman in this world hit upon, and that was that he fancied it was right and requisite, as well for the support of his own honour as for the service of his country, that he should make a knight-errant of himself, roaming the world over in full armour and on horseback in quest of adventures, and putting in practice himself all that he had read of as being the usual practices of knights-errant; righting every kind of wrong, and exposing himself to peril and danger from which, in the issue, he was to reap eternal renown and fame. Already the poor man saw himself crowned by the might of his arm Emperor of Trebizond7 at least; and so, led away by the intense enjoyment he found in these pleasant fancies, he set himself forthwith to put his scheme into execution.

The first thing he did was to clean up some armour that had belonged to his great-grandfather, and had been for ages lying forgotten in a corner eaten with rust and covered with mildew. He scoured and polished it as best he could, but he perceived one great defect in it, that it had no closed helmet, nothing but a simple morion.8 This deficiency, however, his ingenuity supplied, for he contrived a kind of half-helmet of pasteboard which, fitted on to the morion, looked like a whole one. It is true that, in order to see if it was strong and fit to stand a cut, he drew his sword and gave it a couple of slashes, the first of which undid in an instant what had taken him a week to do. The ease with which he had knocked it to pieces disconcerted him somewhat, and to guard against that danger he set to work again, fixing bars of iron on the inside until he was satisfied with its strength; and then, not caring to try any more experiments with it, he passed it and adopted it as a helmet of the most perfect construction.

He next proceeded to inspect his hack, which, with more quartos than a real9 and more blemishes than the steed of Gonela, that "tantum pellis et ossa fuit," surpassed in his eyes the Bucephalus of Alexander or the Babieca of the Cid. Four days were spent in thinking what name to give him, because (as he said to himself) it was not right that a horse belonging to a knight so famous, and one with such merits of his own, should be without some distinctive name, and he strove to adapt it so as to indicate what he had been before belonging to a knight-errant, and what he then was; for it was only reasonable that, his master taking a new character, he should take a new name, and that it should be a distinguished and full-sounding one, befitting the new order and calling he was about to follow. And so, after having composed, struck out, rejected, added to, unmade, and remade a multitude of names out of his memory and fancy, he decided upon calling him Rocinante, a name, to his thinking, lofty, sonorous, and significant of his condition as a hack before he became what he now was, the first and foremost of all the hacks in the world.10

Having got a name for his horse so much to his taste, he was anxious to get one for himself, and he was eight days more pondering over this point, till at last he made up his mind to call himself "Don Quixote,"11 whence, as has been already said, the authors of this veracious history have inferred that his name must have been beyond a doubt Quixada, and not Quesada as others would have it. Recollecting, however, that the valiant Amadis was not content to call himself curtly Amadis and nothing more, but added the name of his kingdom and country to make it famous, and called himself Amadis of Gaul, he, like a good knight, resolved to add on the name of his, and to style himself Don Quixote of La Mancha, whereby, he considered, he described accurately his origin and country, and did honour to it in taking his surname from it.

So then, his armour being furbished, his morion turned into a helmet, his hack christened, and he himself confirmed, he came to the conclusion that nothing more was needed now but to look out for a lady to be in love with; for a knight-errant without love was like a tree without leaves or fruit, or a body without a soul. As he said to himself,

"If, for my sins, or by my good fortune, I come across some giant hereabouts, a common occurrence with knights-errant, and overthrow him in one onslaught, or cleave him asunder to the waist, or, in short, vanquish and subdue him, will it not be well to have some one I may send him to as a present, that he may come in and fall on his knees before my sweet lady, and in a humble, submissive voice say, 'I am the giant Caraculiambro, lord of the island of Malindrania, vanquished in single combat by the never sufficiently extolled knight Don Quixote of La Mancha, who has commanded me to present myself before your Grace, that your Highness dispose of me at your pleasure'?"

Oh, how our good gentleman enjoyed the delivery of this speech, especially when he had thought of some one to call his Lady! There was, so the story goes, in a village near his own a very good-looking farm-girl with whom he had been at one time in love, though, so far as is known, she never knew it nor gave a thought to the matter. Her name was Aldonza Lorenzo, and upon her he thought fit to confer the title of Lady of his Thoughts; and after some search for a name which should not be out of harmony with her own, and should suggest and indicate that of a princess and great lady, he decided upon calling her Dulcinea del Toboso—she being of El Toboso—a name, to his mind, musical, uncommon, and significant, like all those he had already bestowed upon himself and the things belonging to him.


      
[image: Alonso Quijano limpia sus armas]


↩  The national dish, the olla, of which the  puchero  of Central and Northern Spain is a poor relation, is a stew with beef, bacon, sausage, chick-peas, and cabbage for its prime constituents, and for ingredients any other meat or vegetable that may be available. There is nothing exceptional in Don Quixote's olla being more a beef than a mutton one, for mutton is scarce in Spain except in the mountain districts.  Salpicón (salad) is meat minced with red peppers, onions, oil, and vinegar,, and is in fact a sort of meat salad.  Duelos y quebrantos,  the title of the Don's Saturday dish, would be a puzzle even to the majority of Spanish readers were it not for Pellicer's explanation. In the cattle-feeding districts of Spain, the carcasses of animals that came to an untimely end were converted into salt meat, and the parts unfit for that purpose were sold cheap under the name of  duelos y quebrantos  — "sorrows and losses" (literally "breakings") and were held to be sufficiently unlike meat to be eaten on days when flesh was forbidden, among which in Castile Saturday was included in commemoration of the battle of Navas de Tolosa. Any rendering of such a phrase must necessarily be unsatisfactory, and in adopting "scraps" I have, as in the other cases, merely gone on the principle of choosing the least of evils. 



↩  The first passage quoted is from the Chronicle of Don Florisel de Xiqaea,  by Feliciano de Silva, the volumes of which appeared in 1532, 1536, and 1551, and from the tenth and eleventh books of the Amadis series. The second is from Olirante de Laura, by Torquemada (1564). Clemencin points out that the first passage had been previously picked out as a sample of the absurdity of the school, by Diego Hurtado de Mendoza.



↩  The History of Don Belianis de Grecia, by the Licentiate Jerónimo Fernández, 1.547. It has been by some included in the Amadis series, but it is in reality an independent romance.



↩  Sigüenza was one of the Universidades menores, the degrees of which were often laughed at by the Spanish humorists.



↩  The Spanish tradition of the battle of Roncesvalles is, of course, at variance with the Chanson de Roland, but it, is somewhat nearer historical truth, inasmuch as the slaughter of Roland and the rearguard of Charlemagne.'s army was effected not by Saracens, but by the Basque mountaineers.



↩  Ganelon, the arch-traitor of the Charlemagne legend. In Spanish lie appears as Galalon, in Italian as Gano; but in this as in the cases of Roland, Baldwin, and others, I have thought it best to give the name in the form in which it is best known, and will be most readily recognized, instead of Roldan, Valdovinos, etc.



↩  Like Reinaldos or Kinaldo, who came to be Emperor of Trebizond.



↩   That is, a simple head-piece without either visor or beaver.



↩  An untranslatable pun on the word "quarto," which means a sand-crack in a horse's hoof, as well as the coin equal to one-eighth of the real. Gonela, or Gonnella, was a jester in the service of Borso, Duke of Ferrara (1450-1470). A book of the jests attributed to him was printed in 1568, the year before Cervantes went to Italy.



↩  "Rocin" is a horse employed in labor, as distinguished from one kept for pleasure, the chase, or personal use generally; the word therefore may fairly be translated "hack." "Ante" is an old form of "Antes" = "before," whether in time or in order.



↩  Quixote —or, as it is now written, Quijote — means the piece of armor that protects the thigh  (cuissau, cuish).  Smollett's "Sir Lancelot Greaves" is a kind of parody on the name. Quixada and Quesada were both distinguished family names. The Governor of the Goletta, who was one of the passengers on board the unfortunate Sol galley, was a Quesada; and the faithful major-domo of Charles V and guardian of Don John of Austria was a Qixada.





[image: El porquero toca el cuerno cuando Don Quijote llega a la venta]





Chapter II.

WHICH TREATS OF THE FIRST SALLY THE INGENIOUS DON QUIXOTE MADE FROM HOME


These preliminaries settled, he did not care to put off any longer the execution of his design, urged on to it by the thought of all the world was losing by his delay, seeing what wrongs he intended to right, grievances to redress, injustices to repair, abuses to remove, and duties to discharge. So, without giving notice of his intention to anyone, and without anybody seeing him, one morning before the dawning of the day (which was one of the hottest of the month of July) he donned his suit of armour, mounted Rocinante with his patched-up helmet on, braced his buckler, took his lance, and by the back door of the yard sallied forth upon the plain in the highest contentment and satisfaction at seeing with what ease he had made a beginning with his grand purpose. But scarcely did he find himself upon the open plain, when a terrible thought struck him, one all but enough to make him abandon the enterprise at the very outset. It occurred to him that he had not been dubbed a knight, and that according to the law of chivalry he neither could nor ought to bear arms against any knight; and that even if he had been, still he ought, as a novice knight, to wear white armor,1 without a device upon the shield until by his prowess he had earned one. These reflections made him waver in his purpose, but his craze being stronger than any reasoning, he made up his mind to have himself dubbed a knight by the first one he came across, following the example of others in the same case, as he had read in the books that brought him to this pass. As for white armour, he resolved, on the first opportunity, to scour his until it was whiter than an ermine; and so comforting himself he pursued his way, taking that which his horse chose, for in this he believed lay the essence of adventures.

Thus setting out, our new-fledged2 adventurer paced along, talking to himself and saying,

"Who knows but that in time to come, when the veracious history of my famous deeds is made known, the sage who writes it, when he has to set forth my first sally in the early morning, will do it after this fashion?


'Scarce had the rubicund Apollo spread o'er the face of the broad spacious earth the golden threads of his bright hair, scarce had the little birds of painted plumage attuned their notes to hail with dulcet and mellifluous harmony the coming of the rosy Dawn, that, deserting the soft couch of her jealous spouse, was appearing to mortals at the gates and balconies of the Manchegan horizon, when the renowned knight Don Quixote of La Mancha, quitting the lazy down, mounted his celebrated steed Rocinante and began to traverse the ancient and famous Campo de Montiel;'


Which in fact he was actually traversing.3
 
"Happy the age, happy the time," he continued, "in which shall be made known my deeds of fame, worthy to be moulded in brass, carved in marble, limned in pictures, for a memorial for ever. And thou, O sage magician,4 whoever thou art, to whom it shall fall to be the chronicler of this wondrous history, forget not, I entreat thee, my good Rocinante, the constant companion of my ways and wanderings."

Presently he broke out again, as if he were love-stricken in earnest: 

"O Princess Dulcinea, lady of this captive heart, a grievous wrong hast thou done me to drive me forth with scorn, and with inexorable obduracy banish me from the presence of thy beauty. O lady, deign to hold in remembrance this heart, thy vassal, that thus in anguish pines for love of thee."

So he went on stringing together these and other absurdities, all in the style of those his books had taught him, imitating their language as well as he could; and all the while he rode so slowly and the sun mounted so rapidly and with such fervour that it was enough to melt his brains if he had any.

Nearly all day he travelled without anything remarkable happening to him, at which he was in despair, for he was anxious to encounter some one at once upon whom to try the might of his strong arm. Writers there are who say the first adventure he met with was that of Puerto Lapice; others say it was that of the windmills; but what I have ascertained on this point, and what I have found written in the annals of La Mancha, is that he was on the road all day, and towards nightfall his hack and he found themselves dead tired and hungry, when, looking all around to see if he could discover any castle or shepherd's shanty where he might refresh himself and relieve his sore wants, he perceived not far out of his road an inn,5 which was as welcome as a star guiding him to the portals, if not the palaces, of his redemption; and quickening his pace he reached it just as night was setting in.

At the door were standing two young women, girls of the district as they call them, on their way to Seville with some carriers who had chanced to halt that night at the inn; and as, happen what might to our adventurer, everything he saw or imaged seemed to him to be and to happen after the fashion of what he read of, the moment he saw the inn he pictured it to himself as a castle with its four turrets and pinnacles of shining silver, not forgetting the drawbridge and moat and all the belongings usually ascribed to castles of the sort. To this inn, which to him seemed a castle, he advanced, and at a short distance from it he checked Rocinante, hoping that some dwarf would show himself upon the battlements, and by sound of trumpet give notice that a knight was approaching the castle. But seeing that they were slow about it, and that Rocinante was in a hurry to reach the stable, he made for the inn door, and perceived the two gay damsels who were standing there, and who seemed to him to be two fair maidens or lovely ladies taking their ease at the castle gate. At this moment it so happened that a swineherd who was going through the stubbles collecting a drove of pigs (for, without any apology, that is what they are called) gave a blast of his horn to bring them together, and forthwith it seemed to Don Quixote to be what he was expecting, the signal of some dwarf announcing his arrival; and so with prodigious satisfaction he rode up to the inn and to the ladies, who, seeing a man of this sort approaching in full armour and with lance and buckler, were turning in dismay into the inn, when Don Quixote, guessing their fear by their flight, raising his pasteboard visor, disclosed his dry dusty visage,6 and with courteous bearing and gentle voice addressed them:

"Your ladyships need not fly or fear any rudeness, for that it belongs not to the order of knighthood which I profess to offer to anyone, much less to highborn maidens as your appearance proclaims you to be."

The girls were looking at him and straining their eyes to make out the features which the clumsy visor obscured, but when they heard themselves called maidens, a thing so much out of their line, they could not restrain their laughter, which made Don Quixote wax indignant, and say,

"Modesty becomes the fair, and moreover laughter that has little cause is great silliness; this, however, I say not to pain or anger you, for my desire is none other than to serve you."

The incomprehensible language and the unpromising looks of our cavalier only increased the ladies' laughter, and that increased his irritation, and matters might have gone farther if at that moment the landlord had not come out, who, being a very fat man, was a very peaceful one. He, seeing this grotesque figure clad in armour that did not match any more than his saddle, bridle, lance, buckler, or corselet, was not at all indisposed to join the damsels in their manifestations of amusement; but, in truth, standing in awe of such a complicated armament, he thought it best to speak him fairly, so he said:

"Señor Caballero, if your worship wants lodging, bating the bed (for there is not one in the inn) there is plenty of everything else here."

Don Quixote, observing the respectful bearing of the Alcaide of the fortress (for so innkeeper and inn seemed in his eyes), made answer,

"Sir Castellan, for me anything will suffice, for



'My armour is my only wear,

My only rest the fray.'"




The host fancied he called him Castellan because he took him for a "worthy of Castile,"7 though he was in fact an Andalusian, and one from the strand of San Lucar, as crafty a thief as Cacus and as full of tricks as a student or a page.



"In that case," said he, "Your bed is on the flinty rock,Your sleep to watch alway;8 and if so, you may dismount and safely reckon upon any quantity of sleeplessness under this roof for a twelvemonth, not to say for a single night."

So saying, he advanced to hold the stirrup for Don Quixote, who got down with great difficulty and exertion (for he had not broken his fast all day).

And then charged the host to take great care of his horse, as he was the best bit of flesh that ever ate bread in this world. The landlord eyed him over but did not find him as good as Don Quixote said, nor even half as good; and putting him up in the stable, he returned to see what might be wanted by his guest, whom the damsels, who had by this time made their peace with him, were now relieving of his armour. They had taken off his breastplate and backpiece, but they neither knew nor saw how to open his gorget or remove his make-shift helmet, for he had fastened it with green ribbons, which, as there was no untying the knots, required to be cut. This, however, he would not by any means consent to, so he remained all the evening with his helmet on, the drollest and oddest figure that can be imagined; and while they were removing his armour, taking the baggages who were about it for ladies of high degree belonging to the castle, he said to them with great sprightliness:



	"Oh, never, surely, was there knight

	So served by hand of dame,

	As served was he, Don Quixote hight,

	When from his town he came;

	With maidens waiting on himself,

	Princesses on his hack—8



—or Rocinante, for that, ladies mine, is my horse's name, and Don Quixote of La Mancha is my own; for though I had no intention of declaring myself until my achievements in your service and honour had made me known, the necessity of adapting that old ballad of Lancelot to the present occasion has given you the knowledge of my name altogether prematurely. A time, however, will come for your ladyships to command and me to obey, and then the might of my arm will show my desire to serve you."

The girls, who were not used to hearing rhetoric of this sort, had nothing to say in reply; they only asked him if he wanted anything to eat.

"I would gladly eat a bit of something," said Don Quixote, "for I feel it would come very seasonably."

The day happened to be a Friday, and in the whole inn there was nothing but some pieces of the fish they call in Castile "abadejo," in Andalusia "bacallao," and in some places "curadillo," and in others "troutlet;" so they asked him if he thought he could eat troutlet, for there was no other fish to give him.

"If there be troutlets enough," said Don Quixote, "they will be the same thing as a trout; for it is all one to me whether I am given eight reals in small change or a piece of eight; moreover, it may be that these troutlets are like veal, which is better than beef, or kid, which is better than goat. But whatever it be let it come quickly, for the burden and pressure of arms cannot be borne without support to the inside."

They laid a table for him at the door of the inn for the sake of the air, and the host brought him a portion of ill-soaked and worse cooked stockfish, and a piece of bread as black and mouldy as his own armour; but a laughable sight it was to see him eating, for having his helmet on and the beaver up,9 he could not with his own hands put anything into his mouth unless some one else placed it there, and this service one of the ladies rendered him. But to give him anything to drink was impossible, or would have been so had not the landlord bored a reed, and putting one end in his mouth poured the wine into him through the other; all which he bore with patience rather than sever the ribbons of his helmet.

While this was going on there came up to the inn a sowgelder, who, as he approached, sounded his reed pipe four or five times, and thereby completely convinced Don Quixote that he was in some famous castle, and that they were regaling him with music, and that the stockfish was trout, the bread the whitest, the wenches ladies, and the landlord the castellan of the castle; and consequently he held that his enterprise and sally had been to some purpose. But still it distressed him to think he had not been dubbed a knight, for it was plain to him he could not lawfully engage in any adventure without receiving the order of knighthood.


  
[image: Primera comida de don Quijote en la venta]





↩  Properly "blank" armor, but Don Quixote takes the word in its common sense of white.



↩   Flamante.  Shelton translates "burnished," and Jervas "flaming," but the secondary meaning of the word is "new," "fresh," "unused."



↩  The Campo de Montiel was "famous" as being the scene of the battle, in 13G9, in which Pedro the Cruel was defeated by his brother Henry of Trastámara supported by  Du Gueselin. The actual battle-field, however, lies some considerable distance to the south of Argamasilla, on the slope of the Sierra Morena, near the castle of Montiel in which Pedro took refuge.



↩ In the later romances of chivalry, a sage or a magician or some such personage was frequently introduced as the original source of the history.



↩  In Spain there are at least half a dozen varieties of inns each with its distinctive name, in Don Quixote the inn is almost always the venta the solitary roadside inn where travellers of all sorts stop to bait; and it has remained to this day much what Cervantes has described. The particular venta that he had in his eye in this and the next chapter is said to be the Venta de Quesada, about 2½ leagues north of Manzanares, on the Madrid and Seville road. (V.  map.) The house itself was burned down about a century ago, and has been rebuilt, but the yard at the back with its draw-well and stone trough arc said to remain as they were in his day.



↩  The commentators are somewhat exercised by the contradiction here. If Don Quixote raised Ids visor and disclosed his visage, how was it that the girls were unable "to make out the features which the clumsy visor obscured"? Cervantes probably was thinking of the make-shift pasteboard visor  (mala visera, as he calls  it),  which could not be put up completely, and so kept the face behind it in the shade. Hartzenbusch, however, believes the words to have been interpolated, and omits them.



↩  Sano de Castilla —a slag phrase from the Germania dialect for a thief in disguise  (ladrón disimulado — Vocabulario de Germania de Hidalgo).  "Castellano" and " alcaide " both mean governor of a castle or fortress, but the former means also a Castilian.



↩ The lines quoted by Don Quixote and  the  host are, in the original:

   "Mis arreos son las armas.
 
   Mi descanso el pelear,
 
   Mi cama, las duras peñas,
 
   Mi dormir, siempre velar."

  They occur first in the old, probably fourteenth century, ballad of  Moriana en un Castillo.,  and were afterwards adopted as the beginning of a serenade. In England it would be a daring improbability to represent the landlord of a roadside alehouse capping verses with his guest out of Chevy Chase  or  Sir Andrew Barton,  but in Spain familiarity with the old national ballad-poetry and proverbs is an accomplishment that may, even to this day, be met with in quarters quite as unpromising.







↩  A parody of the opening lines of the ballad of Lancelot of the Lake. Their chief attraction for Cervantes was, no doubt, the occurrence of rocino (rocin) in the last line.



↩  The original has,  la visera alzada,  "the visor up," in which case Don Quixote would have found no difficulty in feeding himself. Hartzenbusch suggests babera,  heaver, which I have adopted, as it removes the difficulty, and is consistent with what follows; when the landlord "poured wine into him" it must have been  over  the beaver, not  under  the visor.




[image: Don Quijote vela las armas]
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Chapter III.


WHEREIN IS RELATED THE DROLL WAY IN WHICH DON QUIXOTE HAD HIMSELF DUBBED A KNIGHT


Harassed by this reflection, he made haste with his scanty pothouse supper,1 and having finished it called the landlord, and shutting himself into the stable with him, fell on his knees before him, saying,

"From this spot I rise not, valiant knight, until your courtesy grants me the boon I seek, one that will redound to your praise and the benefit of the human race."

The landlord, seeing his guest at his feet and hearing a speech of this kind, stood staring at him in bewilderment, not knowing what to do or say, and entreating him to rise, but all to no purpose until he had agreed to grant the boon demanded of him.

"I looked for no less, my lord, from your High Magnificence," replied Don Quixote, "and I have to tell you that the boon I have asked and your liberality has granted is that you shall dub me knight to-morrow morning, and that to-night I shall watch my arms in the chapel of this your castle; thus tomorrow, as I have said, will be accomplished what I so much desire, enabling me lawfully to roam through all the four quarters of the world seeking adventures on behalf of those in distress, as is the duty of chivalry and of knights-errant like myself, whose ambition is directed to such deeds."

The landlord, who, as has been mentioned, was something of a wag, and had already some suspicion of his guest's want of wits, was quite convinced of it on hearing talk of this kind from him, and to make sport for the night he determined to fall in with his humour. So he told him he was quite right in pursuing the object he had in view, and that such a motive was natural and becoming in cavaliers as distinguished as he seemed and his gallant bearing showed him to be; and that he himself in his younger days had followed the same honourable calling, roaming in quest of adventures in various parts of the world, among others the Curing-grounds of Malaga, the Isles of Riaran, the Precinct of Seville, the Little Market of Segovia, the Olivera of Valencia, the Rondilla of Granada, the Strand of San Lucar, the Colt of Cordova, the Taverns of Toledo,2 and divers other quarters, where he had proved the nimbleness of his feet and the lightness of his fingers, doing many wrongs, cheating many widows, ruining maids and swindling minors, and, in short, bringing himself under the notice of almost every tribunal and court of justice in Spain; until at last he had retired to this castle of his, where he was living upon his property and upon that of others; and where he received all knights-errant of whatever rank or condition they might be, all for the great love he bore them and that they might share their substance with him in return for his benevolence.

He told him, moreover, that in this castle of his there was no chapel in which he could watch his armour, as it had been pulled down in order to be rebuilt, but that in a case of necessity it might, he knew, be watched anywhere, and he might watch it that night in a courtyard of the castle, and in the morning, God willing, the requisite ceremonies might be performed so as to have him dubbed a knight, and so thoroughly dubbed that nobody could be more so.

He asked if he had any money with him, to which Don Quixote replied that he had not a farthing,3 as in the histories of knights-errant he had never read of any of them carrying any. On this point the landlord told him he was mistaken; for, though not recorded in the histories, because in the author's opinion there was no need to mention anything so obvious and necessary as money and clean shirts, it was not to be supposed therefore that they did not carry them, and he might regard it as certain and established that all knights-errant (about whom there were so many full and unimpeachable books) carried well-furnished purses in case of emergency, and likewise carried shirts and a little box of ointment to cure the wounds they received. For in those plains and deserts where they engaged in combat and came out wounded, it was not always that there was some one to cure them, unless indeed they had for a friend some sage magician to succour them at once by fetching through the air upon a cloud some damsel or dwarf with a vial of water of such virtue that by tasting one drop of it they were cured of their hurts and wounds in an instant and left as sound as if they had not received any damage whatever. But in case this should not occur, the knights of old took care to see that their squires were provided with money and other requisites, such as lint and ointments for healing purposes; and when it happened that knights had no squires (which was rarely and seldom the case) they themselves carried everything in cunning saddle-bags that were hardly seen on the horse's croup, as if it were something else of more importance,4 because, unless for some such reason, carrying saddle-bags was not very favourably regarded among knights-errant. He therefore advised him (and, as his godson so soon to be, he might even command him) never from that time forth to travel without money and the usual requirements, and he would find the advantage of them when he least expected it.

Don Quixote promised to follow his advice scrupulously, and it was arranged forthwith that he should watch his armour in a large yard at one side of the inn; so, collecting it all together, Don Quixote placed it on a trough that stood by the side of a well, and bracing his buckler on his arm he grasped his lance and began with a stately air to march up and down in front of the trough, and as he began his march night began to fall.

The landlord told all the people who were in the inn about the craze of his guest, the watching of the armour, and the dubbing ceremony he contemplated. Full of wonder at so strange a form of madness, they flocked to see it from a distance, and observed with what composure he sometimes paced up and down, or sometimes, leaning on his lance, gazed on his armour without taking his eyes off it for ever so long; and as the night closed in with a light from the moon so brilliant that it might vie with his that lent it, everything the novice knight did was plainly seen by all. Meanwhile one of the carriers who were in the inn thought fit to water his team, and it was necessary to remove Don Quixote's armour as it lay on the trough; but he seeing the other approach hailed him in a loud voice,

"O thou, whoever thou art, rash knight that comest to lay hands on the armour of the most valorous errant that ever girt on sword, have a care what thou dost; touch it not unless thou wouldst lay down thy life as the penalty of thy rashness."

The carrier gave no heed to these words (and he would have done better to heed them if he had been heedful of his health), but seizing it by the straps flung the armour some distance from him. Seeing this, Don Quixote raised his eyes to heaven, and fixing his thoughts, apparently, upon his lady Dulcinea, exclaimed,

"Aid me, lady mine, in this the first encounter that presents itself to this breast which thou holdest in subjection; let not thy favour and protection fail me in this first jeopardy;"

And, with these words and others to the same purpose, dropping his buckler he lifted his lance with both hands and with it smote such a blow on the carrier's head that he stretched him on the ground, so stunned that had he followed it up with a second there would have been no need of a surgeon to cure him. This done, he picked up his armour and returned to his beat with the same serenity as before. Shortly after this, another, not knowing what had happened (for the carrier still lay senseless), came with the same object of giving water to his mules, and was proceeding to remove the armour in order to clear the trough, when Don Quixote, without uttering a word or imploring aid from anyone, once more dropped his buckler and once more lifted his lance, and without actually breaking the second carrier's head into pieces, made more than three of it, for he laid it open in four.5 At the noise all the people of the inn ran to the spot, and among them the landlord. Seeing this, Don Quixote braced his buckler on his arm, and with his hand on his sword exclaimed,

"O Lady of Beauty, strength and support of my faint heart, it is time for thee to turn the eyes of thy greatness on this thy captive knight on the brink of so mighty an adventure."

By this he felt himself so inspired that he would not have flinched if all the carriers in the world had assailed him. The comrades of the wounded perceiving the plight they were in began from a distance to shower stones on Don Quixote, who screened himself as best he could with his buckler, not daring to quit the trough and leave his armour unprotected. The landlord shouted to them to leave him alone, for he had already told them that he was mad, and as a madman he would not be accountable even if he killed them all. Still louder shouted Don Quixote, calling them knaves and traitors, and the lord of the castle, who allowed knights-errant to be treated in this fashion, a villain and a low-born knight whom, had he received the order of knighthood, he would call to account for his treachery.

"But of you," he cried, "base and vile rabble, I make no account; fling, strike, come on, do all ye can against me, ye shall see what the reward of your folly and insolence will be."

This he uttered with so much spirit and boldness that he filled his assailants with a terrible fear, and as much for this reason as at the persuasion of the landlord they left off stoning him, and he allowed them to carry off the wounded, and with the same calmness and composure as before resumed the watch over his armour.

But these freaks of his guest were not much to the liking of the landlord, so he determined to cut matters short and confer upon him at once the unlucky order of knighthood before any further misadventure could occur; so, going up to him, he apologised for the rudeness which, without his knowledge, had been offered to him by these low people, who, however, had been well punished for their audacity. As he had already told him, he said, there was no chapel in the castle, nor was it needed for what remained to be done, for, as he understood the ceremonial of the order, the whole point of being dubbed a knight lay in the accolade and in the slap on the shoulder, and that could be administered in the middle of a field; and that he had now done all that was needful as to watching the armour, for all requirements were satisfied by a watch of two hours only, while he had been more than four about it. Don Quixote believed it all, and told him he stood there ready to obey him, and to make an end of it with as much despatch as possible; for, if he were again attacked, and felt himself to be dubbed knight, he would not, he thought, leave a soul alive in the castle, except such as out of respect he might spare at his bidding.

Thus warned and menaced, the castellan forthwith brought out a book in which he used to enter the straw and barley he served out to the carriers, and, with a lad carrying a candle-end, and the two damsels already mentioned, he returned to where Don Quixote stood, and bade him kneel down. Then, reading from his account-book as if he were repeating some devout prayer, in the middle of his delivery he raised his hand and gave him a sturdy blow on the neck, and then, with his own sword, a smart slap on the shoulder, all the while muttering between his teeth as if he was saying his prayers. Having done this, he directed one of the ladies to gird on his sword, which she did with great self-possession and gravity, and not a little was required to prevent a burst of laughter at each stage of the ceremony; but what they had already seen of the novice knight's prowess kept their laughter within bounds. On girding him with the sword the worthy lady said to him,

"May God make your worship a very fortunate knight, and grant you success in battle."

Don Quixote asked her name in order that he might from that time forward know to whom he was beholden for the favour he had received, as he meant to confer upon her some portion of the honour he acquired by the might of his arm. She answered with great humility that she was called La Tolosa, and that she was the daughter of a cobbler of Toledo who lived in the stalls of Sanchobienaya,6 and that wherever she might be she would serve and esteem him as her lord. Don Quixote said in reply that she would do him a favour if thenceforward she assumed the "Don" and called herself Doña Tolosa. She promised she would, and then the other buckled on his spur, and with her followed almost the same conversation as with the lady of the sword. He asked her name, and she said it was La Molinera,7 and that she was the daughter of a respectable miller of Antequera; and of her likewise Don Quixote requested that she would adopt the "Don" and call herself Doña Molinera, making offers to her further services and favours.

Having thus, with hot haste and speed, brought to a conclusion these never-till-now-seen ceremonies, Don Quixote was on thorns until he saw himself on horseback sallying forth in quest of adventures; and saddling Rocinante at once he mounted, and embracing his host, as he returned thanks for his kindness in knighting him, he addressed him in language so extraordinary that it is impossible to convey an idea of it or report it. The landlord, to get him out of the inn, replied with no less rhetoric though with shorter words, and without calling upon him to pay the reckoning let him go with a Godspeed.


     
[image: El ventero ordena caballero a don Quijote]











↩  "Pothouse" —venteril  i.e. such as only a  venta  could produce.



↩  The localities here mentioned were, and some of them still are, haunts of the rogue and vagabond, or, «hat would be called in Spain, the pícaro class. The Curing-grounds of Malaga was a place outside the town where fish was dried; "the Isles of Riaran" was the slang name of a low suburb of the same city; the Precinct  (compas) of Seville was a district on the river side, not far from the plaza de toros;  the Little Market of Segovia was in the hollow spanned by the great aqueduct on the south side of the town ; the Olivera of Valencia was a small  plaza  in the middle of the town; the "Rondilla of Granada" was probably in the Albaycin quarter; the "Strand of San Lucar" and the "Taverns of Toledo" explain themselves sufficiently; and the "Colt of Cordova" was a district on the south side of the city, which took its name from a horse in stone standing over a fountain in its center. As Fermín Caballero says in a queer little book called the Geographical Knowledge of Cervantes, it is clear that Cervantes knew by heart the "Mapa picaresco de España."



↩  In the original, blanca, a coin worth about one-seventh of a farthing.



↩  The passage as it stands is sheer nonsense.  Clemencin tries to make sense of it by substituting "less" for "more;" but even with that emendation it remains incoherent. Probably what Cervantes meant to write and possibly did write was —"for that was another still more important matter, because," etc. 



↩  That is, inflicting two cuts that formed a cross.



↩ An old plaza  in Toledo, so called probably from a family of the name of Ben Haya; or, as Pellicer suggests, from a corruption of Minaya.



↩  i.e. “The Milleres.”
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!function(a,b){"object"==typeof module&&"object"==typeof module.exports?module.exports=a.document?b(a,!0):function(a){if(!a.document)throw new Error("jQuery requires a window with a document");return b(a)}:b(a)}("undefined"!=typeof window?window:this,function(a,b){var c=[],d=c.slice,e=c.concat,f=c.push,g=c.indexOf,h={},i=h.toString,j=h.hasOwnProperty,k={},l="1.11.3",m=function(a,b){return new m.fn.init(a,b)},n=/^[\s\uFEFF\xA0]+|[\s\uFEFF\xA0]+$/g,o=/^-ms-/,p=/-([\da-z])/gi,q=function(a,b){return b.toUpperCase()};m.fn=m.prototype={jquery:l,constructor:m,selector:"",length:0,toArray:function(){return d.call(this)},get:function(a){return null!=a?0>a?this[a+this.length]:this[a]:d.call(this)},pushStack:function(a){var b=m.merge(this.constructor(),a);return b.prevObject=this,b.context=this.context,b},each:function(a,b){return m.each(this,a,b)},map:function(a){return this.pushStack(m.map(this,function(b,c){return a.call(b,c,b)}))},slice:function(){return this.pushStack(d.apply(this,arguments))},first:function(){return this.eq(0)},last:function(){return this.eq(-1)},eq:function(a){var b=this.length,c=+a+(0>a?b:0);return this.pushStack(c>=0&&b>c?[this[c]]:[])},end:function(){return this.prevObject||this.constructor(null)},push:f,sort:c.sort,splice:c.splice},m.extend=m.fn.extend=function(){var a,b,c,d,e,f,g=arguments[0]||{},h=1,i=arguments.length,j=!1;for("boolean"==typeof g&&(j=g,g=arguments[h]||{},h++),"object"==typeof g||m.isFunction(g)||(g={}),h===i&&(g=this,h--);i>h;h++)if(null!=(e=arguments[h]))for(d in e)a=g[d],c=e[d],g!==c&&(j&&c&&(m.isPlainObject(c)||(b=m.isArray(c)))?(b?(b=!1,f=a&&m.isArray(a)?a:[]):f=a&&m.isPlainObject(a)?a:{},g[d]=m.extend(j,f,c)):void 0!==c&&(g[d]=c));return g},m.extend({expando:"jQuery"+(l+Math.random()).replace(/\D/g,""),isReady:!0,error:function(a){throw new Error(a)},noop:function(){},isFunction:function(a){return"function"===m.type(a)},isArray:Array.isArray||function(a){return"array"===m.type(a)},isWindow:function(a){return null!=a&&a==a.window},isNumeric:function(a){return!m.isArray(a)&&a-parseFloat(a)+1>=0},isEmptyObject:function(a){var b;for(b in a)return!1;return!0},isPlainObject:function(a){var b;if(!a||"object"!==m.type(a)||a.nodeType||m.isWindow(a))return!1;try{if(a.constructor&&!j.call(a,"constructor")&&!j.call(a.constructor.prototype,"isPrototypeOf"))return!1}catch(c){return!1}if(k.ownLast)for(b in a)return j.call(a,b);for(b in a);return void 0===b||j.call(a,b)},type:function(a){return null==a?a+"":"object"==typeof a||"function"==typeof a?h[i.call(a)]||"object":typeof a},globalEval:function(b){b&&m.trim(b)&&(a.execScript||function(b){a.eval.call(a,b)})(b)},camelCase:function(a){return a.replace(o,"ms-").replace(p,q)},nodeName:function(a,b){return a.nodeName&&a.nodeName.toLowerCase()===b.toLowerCase()},each:function(a,b,c){var d,e=0,f=a.length,g=r(a);if(c){if(g){for(;f>e;e++)if(d=b.apply(a[e],c),d===!1)break}else for(e in a)if(d=b.apply(a[e],c),d===!1)break}else if(g){for(;f>e;e++)if(d=b.call(a[e],e,a[e]),d===!1)break}else for(e in a)if(d=b.call(a[e],e,a[e]),d===!1)break;return a},trim:function(a){return null==a?"":(a+"").replace(n,"")},makeArray:function(a,b){var c=b||[];return null!=a&&(r(Object(a))?m.merge(c,"string"==typeof a?[a]:a):f.call(c,a)),c},inArray:function(a,b,c){var d;if(b){if(g)return g.call(b,a,c);for(d=b.length,c=c?0>c?Math.max(0,d+c):c:0;d>c;c++)if(c in b&&b[c]===a)return c}return-1},merge:function(a,b){var c=+b.length,d=0,e=a.length;while(c>d)a[e++]=b[d++];if(c!==c)while(void 0!==b[d])a[e++]=b[d++];return a.length=e,a},grep:function(a,b,c){for(var d,e=[],f=0,g=a.length,h=!c;g>f;f++)d=!b(a[f],f),d!==h&&e.push(a[f]);return e},map:function(a,b,c){var d,f=0,g=a.length,h=r(a),i=[];if(h)for(;g>f;f++)d=b(a[f],f,c),null!=d&&i.push(d);else for(f in a)d=b(a[f],f,c),null!=d&&i.push(d);return e.apply([],i)},guid:1,proxy:function(a,b){var c,e,f;return"string"==typeof b&&(f=a[b],b=a,a=f),m.isFunction(a)?(c=d.call(arguments,2),e=function(){return a.apply(b||this,c.concat(d.call(arguments)))},e.guid=a.guid=a.guid||m.guid++,e):void 0},now:function(){return+new Date},support:k}),m.each("Boolean Number String Function Array Date RegExp Object Error".split(" "),function(a,b){h["[object "+b+"]"]=b.toLowerCase()});function r(a){var b="length"in a&&a.length,c=m.type(a);return"function"===c||m.isWindow(a)?!1:1===a.nodeType&&b?!0:"array"===c||0===b||"number"==typeof b&&b>0&&b-1 in a}var s=function(a){var b,c,d,e,f,g,h,i,j,k,l,m,n,o,p,q,r,s,t,u="sizzle"+1*new Date,v=a.document,w=0,x=0,y=ha(),z=ha(),A=ha(),B=function(a,b){return a===b&&(l=!0),0},C=1<<31,D={}.hasOwnProperty,E=[],F=E.pop,G=E.push,H=E.push,I=E.slice,J=function(a,b){for(var c=0,d=a.length;d>c;c++)if(a[c]===b)return c;return-1},K="checked|selected|async|autofocus|autoplay|controls|defer|disabled|hidden|ismap|loop|multiple|open|readonly|required|scoped",L="[\\x20\\t\\r\\n\\f]",M="(?:\\\\.|[\\w-]|[^\\x00-\\xa0])+",N=M.replace("w","w#"),O="\\["+L+"*("+M+")(?:"+L+"*([*^$|!~]?=)"+L+"*(?:'((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\'])*)'|\"((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\\"])*)\"|("+N+"))|)"+L+"*\\]",P=":("+M+")(?:\\((('((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\'])*)'|\"((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\\"])*)\")|((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\()[\\]]|"+O+")*)|.*)\\)|)",Q=new RegExp(L+"+","g"),R=new RegExp("^"+L+"+|((?:^|[^\\\\])(?:\\\\.)*)"+L+"+$","g"),S=new RegExp("^"+L+"*,"+L+"*"),T=new RegExp("^"+L+"*([>+~]|"+L+")"+L+"*"),U=new RegExp("="+L+"*([^\\]'\"]*?)"+L+"*\\]","g"),V=new RegExp(P),W=new RegExp("^"+N+"$"),X={ID:new RegExp("^#("+M+")"),CLASS:new RegExp("^\\.("+M+")"),TAG:new RegExp("^("+M.replace("w","w*")+")"),ATTR:new RegExp("^"+O),PSEUDO:new RegExp("^"+P),CHILD:new RegExp("^:(only|first|last|nth|nth-last)-(child|of-type)(?:\\("+L+"*(even|odd|(([+-]|)(\\d*)n|)"+L+"*(?:([+-]|)"+L+"*(\\d+)|))"+L+"*\\)|)","i"),bool:new RegExp("^(?:"+K+")$","i"),needsContext:new RegExp("^"+L+"*[>+~]|:(even|odd|eq|gt|lt|nth|first|last)(?:\\("+L+"*((?:-\\d)?\\d*)"+L+"*\\)|)(?=[^-]|$)","i")},Y=/^(?:input|select|textarea|button)$/i,Z=/^h\d$/i,$=/^[^{]+\{\s*\[native \w/,_=/^(?:#([\w-]+)|(\w+)|\.([\w-]+))$/,aa=/[+~]/,ba=/'|\\/g,ca=new RegExp("\\\\([\\da-f]{1,6}"+L+"?|("+L+")|.)","ig"),da=function(a,b,c){var d="0x"+b-65536;return d!==d||c?b:0>d?String.fromCharCode(d+65536):String.fromCharCode(d>>10|55296,1023&d|56320)},ea=function(){m()};try{H.apply(E=I.call(v.childNodes),v.childNodes),E[v.childNodes.length].nodeType}catch(fa){H={apply:E.length?function(a,b){G.apply(a,I.call(b))}:function(a,b){var c=a.length,d=0;while(a[c++]=b[d++]);a.length=c-1}}}function ga(a,b,d,e){var f,h,j,k,l,o,r,s,w,x;if((b?b.ownerDocument||b:v)!==n&&m(b),b=b||n,d=d||[],k=b.nodeType,"string"!=typeof a||!a||1!==k&&9!==k&&11!==k)return d;if(!e&&p){if(11!==k&&(f=_.exec(a)))if(j=f[1]){if(9===k){if(h=b.getElementById(j),!h||!h.parentNode)return d;if(h.id===j)return d.push(h),d}else if(b.ownerDocument&&(h=b.ownerDocument.getElementById(j))&&t(b,h)&&h.id===j)return d.push(h),d}else{if(f[2])return H.apply(d,b.getElementsByTagName(a)),d;if((j=f[3])&&c.getElementsByClassName)return H.apply(d,b.getElementsByClassName(j)),d}if(c.qsa&&(!q||!q.test(a))){if(s=r=u,w=b,x=1!==k&&a,1===k&&"object"!==b.nodeName.toLowerCase()){o=g(a),(r=b.getAttribute("id"))?s=r.replace(ba,"\\$&"):b.setAttribute("id",s),s="[id='"+s+"'] ",l=o.length;while(l--)o[l]=s+ra(o[l]);w=aa.test(a)&&pa(b.parentNode)||b,x=o.join(",")}if(x)try{return H.apply(d,w.querySelectorAll(x)),d}catch(y){}finally{r||b.removeAttribute("id")}}}return i(a.replace(R,"$1"),b,d,e)}function ha(){var a=[];function b(c,e){return a.push(c+" ")>d.cacheLength&&delete b[a.shift()],b[c+" "]=e}return b}function ia(a){return a[u]=!0,a}function ja(a){var b=n.createElement("div");try{return!!a(b)}catch(c){return!1}finally{b.parentNode&&b.parentNode.removeChild(b),b=null}}function ka(a,b){var c=a.split("|"),e=a.length;while(e--)d.attrHandle[c[e]]=b}function la(a,b){var c=b&&a,d=c&&1===a.nodeType&&1===b.nodeType&&(~b.sourceIndex||C)-(~a.sourceIndex||C);if(d)return d;if(c)while(c=c.nextSibling)if(c===b)return-1;return a?1:-1}function ma(a){return function(b){var c=b.nodeName.toLowerCase();return"input"===c&&b.type===a}}function na(a){return function(b){var c=b.nodeName.toLowerCase();return("input"===c||"button"===c)&&b.type===a}}function oa(a){return ia(function(b){return b=+b,ia(function(c,d){var e,f=a([],c.length,b),g=f.length;while(g--)c[e=f[g]]&&(c[e]=!(d[e]=c[e]))})})}function pa(a){return a&&"undefined"!=typeof a.getElementsByTagName&&a}c=ga.support={},f=ga.isXML=function(a){var b=a&&(a.ownerDocument||a).documentElement;return b?"HTML"!==b.nodeName:!1},m=ga.setDocument=function(a){var b,e,g=a?a.ownerDocument||a:v;return g!==n&&9===g.nodeType&&g.documentElement?(n=g,o=g.documentElement,e=g.defaultView,e&&e!==e.top&&(e.addEventListener?e.addEventListener("unload",ea,!1):e.attachEvent&&e.attachEvent("onunload",ea)),p=!f(g),c.attributes=ja(function(a){return a.className="i",!a.getAttribute("className")}),c.getElementsByTagName=ja(function(a){return a.appendChild(g.createComment("")),!a.getElementsByTagName("*").length}),c.getElementsByClassName=$.test(g.getElementsByClassName),c.getById=ja(function(a){return o.appendChild(a).id=u,!g.getElementsByName||!g.getElementsByName(u).length}),c.getById?(d.find.ID=function(a,b){if("undefined"!=typeof b.getElementById&&p){var c=b.getElementById(a);return c&&c.parentNode?[c]:[]}},d.filter.ID=function(a){var b=a.replace(ca,da);return function(a){return a.getAttribute("id")===b}}):(delete d.find.ID,d.filter.ID=function(a){var b=a.replace(ca,da);return function(a){var c="undefined"!=typeof a.getAttributeNode&&a.getAttributeNode("id");return c&&c.value===b}}),d.find.TAG=c.getElementsByTagName?function(a,b){return"undefined"!=typeof b.getElementsByTagName?b.getElementsByTagName(a):c.qsa?b.querySelectorAll(a):void 0}:function(a,b){var c,d=[],e=0,f=b.getElementsByTagName(a);if("*"===a){while(c=f[e++])1===c.nodeType&&d.push(c);return d}return f},d.find.CLASS=c.getElementsByClassName&&function(a,b){return p?b.getElementsByClassName(a):void 0},r=[],q=[],(c.qsa=$.test(g.querySelectorAll))&&(ja(function(a){o.appendChild(a).innerHTML="<a id='"+u+"'></a><select id='"+u+"-\f]' msallowcapture=''><option selected=''></option></select>",a.querySelectorAll("[msallowcapture^='']").length&&q.push("[*^$]="+L+"*(?:''|\"\")"),a.querySelectorAll("[selected]").length||q.push("\\["+L+"*(?:value|"+K+")"),a.querySelectorAll("[id~="+u+"-]").length||q.push("~="),a.querySelectorAll(":checked").length||q.push(":checked"),a.querySelectorAll("a#"+u+"+*").length||q.push(".#.+[+~]")}),ja(function(a){var b=g.createElement("input");b.setAttribute("type","hidden"),a.appendChild(b).setAttribute("name","D"),a.querySelectorAll("[name=d]").length&&q.push("name"+L+"*[*^$|!~]?="),a.querySelectorAll(":enabled").length||q.push(":enabled",":disabled"),a.querySelectorAll("*,:x"),q.push(",.*:")})),(c.matchesSelector=$.test(s=o.matches||o.webkitMatchesSelector||o.mozMatchesSelector||o.oMatchesSelector||o.msMatchesSelector))&&ja(function(a){c.disconnectedMatch=s.call(a,"div"),s.call(a,"[s!='']:x"),r.push("!=",P)}),q=q.length&&new RegExp(q.join("|")),r=r.length&&new RegExp(r.join("|")),b=$.test(o.compareDocumentPosition),t=b||$.test(o.contains)?function(a,b){var c=9===a.nodeType?a.documentElement:a,d=b&&b.parentNode;return a===d||!(!d||1!==d.nodeType||!(c.contains?c.contains(d):a.compareDocumentPosition&&16&a.compareDocumentPosition(d)))}:function(a,b){if(b)while(b=b.parentNode)if(b===a)return!0;return!1},B=b?function(a,b){if(a===b)return l=!0,0;var d=!a.compareDocumentPosition-!b.compareDocumentPosition;return d?d:(d=(a.ownerDocument||a)===(b.ownerDocument||b)?a.compareDocumentPosition(b):1,1&d||!c.sortDetached&&b.compareDocumentPosition(a)===d?a===g||a.ownerDocument===v&&t(v,a)?-1:b===g||b.ownerDocument===v&&t(v,b)?1:k?J(k,a)-J(k,b):0:4&d?-1:1)}:function(a,b){if(a===b)return l=!0,0;var c,d=0,e=a.parentNode,f=b.parentNode,h=[a],i=[b];if(!e||!f)return a===g?-1:b===g?1:e?-1:f?1:k?J(k,a)-J(k,b):0;if(e===f)return la(a,b);c=a;while(c=c.parentNode)h.unshift(c);c=b;while(c=c.parentNode)i.unshift(c);while(h[d]===i[d])d++;return d?la(h[d],i[d]):h[d]===v?-1:i[d]===v?1:0},g):n},ga.matches=function(a,b){return ga(a,null,null,b)},ga.matchesSelector=function(a,b){if((a.ownerDocument||a)!==n&&m(a),b=b.replace(U,"='$1']"),!(!c.matchesSelector||!p||r&&r.test(b)||q&&q.test(b)))try{var d=s.call(a,b);if(d||c.disconnectedMatch||a.document&&11!==a.document.nodeType)return d}catch(e){}return ga(b,n,null,[a]).length>0},ga.contains=function(a,b){return(a.ownerDocument||a)!==n&&m(a),t(a,b)},ga.attr=function(a,b){(a.ownerDocument||a)!==n&&m(a);var e=d.attrHandle[b.toLowerCase()],f=e&&D.call(d.attrHandle,b.toLowerCase())?e(a,b,!p):void 0;return void 0!==f?f:c.attributes||!p?a.getAttribute(b):(f=a.getAttributeNode(b))&&f.specified?f.value:null},ga.error=function(a){throw new Error("Syntax error, unrecognized expression: "+a)},ga.uniqueSort=function(a){var b,d=[],e=0,f=0;if(l=!c.detectDuplicates,k=!c.sortStable&&a.slice(0),a.sort(B),l){while(b=a[f++])b===a[f]&&(e=d.push(f));while(e--)a.splice(d[e],1)}return k=null,a},e=ga.getText=function(a){var b,c="",d=0,f=a.nodeType;if(f){if(1===f||9===f||11===f){if("string"==typeof a.textContent)return a.textContent;for(a=a.firstChild;a;a=a.nextSibling)c+=e(a)}else if(3===f||4===f)return a.nodeValue}else while(b=a[d++])c+=e(b);return c},d=ga.selectors={cacheLength:50,createPseudo:ia,match:X,attrHandle:{},find:{},relative:{">":{dir:"parentNode",first:!0}," ":{dir:"parentNode"},"+":{dir:"previousSibling",first:!0},"~":{dir:"previousSibling"}},preFilter:{ATTR:function(a){return a[1]=a[1].replace(ca,da),a[3]=(a[3]||a[4]||a[5]||"").replace(ca,da),"~="===a[2]&&(a[3]=" "+a[3]+" "),a.slice(0,4)},CHILD:function(a){return a[1]=a[1].toLowerCase(),"nth"===a[1].slice(0,3)?(a[3]||ga.error(a[0]),a[4]=+(a[4]?a[5]+(a[6]||1):2*("even"===a[3]||"odd"===a[3])),a[5]=+(a[7]+a[8]||"odd"===a[3])):a[3]&&ga.error(a[0]),a},PSEUDO:function(a){var b,c=!a[6]&&a[2];return X.CHILD.test(a[0])?null:(a[3]?a[2]=a[4]||a[5]||"":c&&V.test(c)&&(b=g(c,!0))&&(b=c.indexOf(")",c.length-b)-c.length)&&(a[0]=a[0].slice(0,b),a[2]=c.slice(0,b)),a.slice(0,3))}},filter:{TAG:function(a){var b=a.replace(ca,da).toLowerCase();return"*"===a?function(){return!0}:function(a){return a.nodeName&&a.nodeName.toLowerCase()===b}},CLASS:function(a){var b=y[a+" "];return b||(b=new RegExp("(^|"+L+")"+a+"("+L+"|$)"))&&y(a,function(a){return b.test("string"==typeof a.className&&a.className||"undefined"!=typeof a.getAttribute&&a.getAttribute("class")||"")})},ATTR:function(a,b,c){return function(d){var e=ga.attr(d,a);return null==e?"!="===b:b?(e+="","="===b?e===c:"!="===b?e!==c:"^="===b?c&&0===e.indexOf(c):"*="===b?c&&e.indexOf(c)>-1:"$="===b?c&&e.slice(-c.length)===c:"~="===b?(" "+e.replace(Q," ")+" ").indexOf(c)>-1:"|="===b?e===c||e.slice(0,c.length+1)===c+"-":!1):!0}},CHILD:function(a,b,c,d,e){var f="nth"!==a.slice(0,3),g="last"!==a.slice(-4),h="of-type"===b;return 1===d&&0===e?function(a){return!!a.parentNode}:function(b,c,i){var j,k,l,m,n,o,p=f!==g?"nextSibling":"previousSibling",q=b.parentNode,r=h&&b.nodeName.toLowerCase(),s=!i&&!h;if(q){if(f){while(p){l=b;while(l=l[p])if(h?l.nodeName.toLowerCase()===r:1===l.nodeType)return!1;o=p="only"===a&&!o&&"nextSibling"}return!0}if(o=[g?q.firstChild:q.lastChild],g&&s){k=q[u]||(q[u]={}),j=k[a]||[],n=j[0]===w&&j[1],m=j[0]===w&&j[2],l=n&&q.childNodes[n];while(l=++n&&l&&l[p]||(m=n=0)||o.pop())if(1===l.nodeType&&++m&&l===b){k[a]=[w,n,m];break}}else if(s&&(j=(b[u]||(b[u]={}))[a])&&j[0]===w)m=j[1];else while(l=++n&&l&&l[p]||(m=n=0)||o.pop())if((h?l.nodeName.toLowerCase()===r:1===l.nodeType)&&++m&&(s&&((l[u]||(l[u]={}))[a]=[w,m]),l===b))break;return m-=e,m===d||m%d===0&&m/d>=0}}},PSEUDO:function(a,b){var c,e=d.pseudos[a]||d.setFilters[a.toLowerCase()]||ga.error("unsupported pseudo: "+a);return e[u]?e(b):e.length>1?(c=[a,a,"",b],d.setFilters.hasOwnProperty(a.toLowerCase())?ia(function(a,c){var d,f=e(a,b),g=f.length;while(g--)d=J(a,f[g]),a[d]=!(c[d]=f[g])}):function(a){return e(a,0,c)}):e}},pseudos:{not:ia(function(a){var b=[],c=[],d=h(a.replace(R,"$1"));return d[u]?ia(function(a,b,c,e){var f,g=d(a,null,e,[]),h=a.length;while(h--)(f=g[h])&&(a[h]=!(b[h]=f))}):function(a,e,f){return b[0]=a,d(b,null,f,c),b[0]=null,!c.pop()}}),has:ia(function(a){return function(b){return ga(a,b).length>0}}),contains:ia(function(a){return a=a.replace(ca,da),function(b){return(b.textContent||b.innerText||e(b)).indexOf(a)>-1}}),lang:ia(function(a){return W.test(a||"")||ga.error("unsupported lang: "+a),a=a.replace(ca,da).toLowerCase(),function(b){var c;do if(c=p?b.lang:b.getAttribute("xml:lang")||b.getAttribute("lang"))return c=c.toLowerCase(),c===a||0===c.indexOf(a+"-");while((b=b.parentNode)&&1===b.nodeType);return!1}}),target:function(b){var c=a.location&&a.location.hash;return c&&c.slice(1)===b.id},root:function(a){return a===o},focus:function(a){return a===n.activeElement&&(!n.hasFocus||n.hasFocus())&&!!(a.type||a.href||~a.tabIndex)},enabled:function(a){return a.disabled===!1},disabled:function(a){return a.disabled===!0},checked:function(a){var b=a.nodeName.toLowerCase();return"input"===b&&!!a.checked||"option"===b&&!!a.selected},selected:function(a){return a.parentNode&&a.parentNode.selectedIndex,a.selected===!0},empty:function(a){for(a=a.firstChild;a;a=a.nextSibling)if(a.nodeType<6)return!1;return!0},parent:function(a){return!d.pseudos.empty(a)},header:function(a){return Z.test(a.nodeName)},input:function(a){return Y.test(a.nodeName)},button:function(a){var b=a.nodeName.toLowerCase();return"input"===b&&"button"===a.type||"button"===b},text:function(a){var b;return"input"===a.nodeName.toLowerCase()&&"text"===a.type&&(null==(b=a.getAttribute("type"))||"text"===b.toLowerCase())},first:oa(function(){return[0]}),last:oa(function(a,b){return[b-1]}),eq:oa(function(a,b,c){return[0>c?c+b:c]}),even:oa(function(a,b){for(var c=0;b>c;c+=2)a.push(c);return a}),odd:oa(function(a,b){for(var c=1;b>c;c+=2)a.push(c);return a}),lt:oa(function(a,b,c){for(var d=0>c?c+b:c;--d>=0;)a.push(d);return a}),gt:oa(function(a,b,c){for(var d=0>c?c+b:c;++d<b;)a.push(d);return a})}},d.pseudos.nth=d.pseudos.eq;for(b in{radio:!0,checkbox:!0,file:!0,password:!0,image:!0})d.pseudos[b]=ma(b);for(b in{submit:!0,reset:!0})d.pseudos[b]=na(b);function qa(){}qa.prototype=d.filters=d.pseudos,d.setFilters=new qa,g=ga.tokenize=function(a,b){var c,e,f,g,h,i,j,k=z[a+" "];if(k)return b?0:k.slice(0);h=a,i=[],j=d.preFilter;while(h){(!c||(e=S.exec(h)))&&(e&&(h=h.slice(e[0].length)||h),i.push(f=[])),c=!1,(e=T.exec(h))&&(c=e.shift(),f.push({value:c,type:e[0].replace(R," ")}),h=h.slice(c.length));for(g in d.filter)!(e=X[g].exec(h))||j[g]&&!(e=j[g](e))||(c=e.shift(),f.push({value:c,type:g,matches:e}),h=h.slice(c.length));if(!c)break}return b?h.length:h?ga.error(a):z(a,i).slice(0)};function ra(a){for(var b=0,c=a.length,d="";c>b;b++)d+=a[b].value;return d}function sa(a,b,c){var d=b.dir,e=c&&"parentNode"===d,f=x++;return b.first?function(b,c,f){while(b=b[d])if(1===b.nodeType||e)return a(b,c,f)}:function(b,c,g){var h,i,j=[w,f];if(g){while(b=b[d])if((1===b.nodeType||e)&&a(b,c,g))return!0}else while(b=b[d])if(1===b.nodeType||e){if(i=b[u]||(b[u]={}),(h=i[d])&&h[0]===w&&h[1]===f)return j[2]=h[2];if(i[d]=j,j[2]=a(b,c,g))return!0}}}function ta(a){return a.length>1?function(b,c,d){var e=a.length;while(e--)if(!a[e](b,c,d))return!1;return!0}:a[0]}function ua(a,b,c){for(var d=0,e=b.length;e>d;d++)ga(a,b[d],c);return c}function va(a,b,c,d,e){for(var f,g=[],h=0,i=a.length,j=null!=b;i>h;h++)(f=a[h])&&(!c||c(f,d,e))&&(g.push(f),j&&b.push(h));return g}function wa(a,b,c,d,e,f){return d&&!d[u]&&(d=wa(d)),e&&!e[u]&&(e=wa(e,f)),ia(function(f,g,h,i){var j,k,l,m=[],n=[],o=g.length,p=f||ua(b||"*",h.nodeType?[h]:h,[]),q=!a||!f&&b?p:va(p,m,a,h,i),r=c?e||(f?a:o||d)?[]:g:q;if(c&&c(q,r,h,i),d){j=va(r,n),d(j,[],h,i),k=j.length;while(k--)(l=j[k])&&(r[n[k]]=!(q[n[k]]=l))}if(f){if(e||a){if(e){j=[],k=r.length;while(k--)(l=r[k])&&j.push(q[k]=l);e(null,r=[],j,i)}k=r.length;while(k--)(l=r[k])&&(j=e?J(f,l):m[k])>-1&&(f[j]=!(g[j]=l))}}else r=va(r===g?r.splice(o,r.length):r),e?e(null,g,r,i):H.apply(g,r)})}function xa(a){for(var b,c,e,f=a.length,g=d.relative[a[0].type],h=g||d.relative[" "],i=g?1:0,k=sa(function(a){return a===b},h,!0),l=sa(function(a){return J(b,a)>-1},h,!0),m=[function(a,c,d){var e=!g&&(d||c!==j)||((b=c).nodeType?k(a,c,d):l(a,c,d));return b=null,e}];f>i;i++)if(c=d.relative[a[i].type])m=[sa(ta(m),c)];else{if(c=d.filter[a[i].type].apply(null,a[i].matches),c[u]){for(e=++i;f>e;e++)if(d.relative[a[e].type])break;return wa(i>1&&ta(m),i>1&&ra(a.slice(0,i-1).concat({value:" "===a[i-2].type?"*":""})).replace(R,"$1"),c,e>i&&xa(a.slice(i,e)),f>e&&xa(a=a.slice(e)),f>e&&ra(a))}m.push(c)}return ta(m)}function ya(a,b){var c=b.length>0,e=a.length>0,f=function(f,g,h,i,k){var l,m,o,p=0,q="0",r=f&&[],s=[],t=j,u=f||e&&d.find.TAG("*",k),v=w+=null==t?1:Math.random()||.1,x=u.length;for(k&&(j=g!==n&&g);q!==x&&null!=(l=u[q]);q++){if(e&&l){m=0;while(o=a[m++])if(o(l,g,h)){i.push(l);break}k&&(w=v)}c&&((l=!o&&l)&&p--,f&&r.push(l))}if(p+=q,c&&q!==p){m=0;while(o=b[m++])o(r,s,g,h);if(f){if(p>0)while(q--)r[q]||s[q]||(s[q]=F.call(i));s=va(s)}H.apply(i,s),k&&!f&&s.length>0&&p+b.length>1&&ga.uniqueSort(i)}return k&&(w=v,j=t),r};return c?ia(f):f}return h=ga.compile=function(a,b){var c,d=[],e=[],f=A[a+" "];if(!f){b||(b=g(a)),c=b.length;while(c--)f=xa(b[c]),f[u]?d.push(f):e.push(f);f=A(a,ya(e,d)),f.selector=a}return f},i=ga.select=function(a,b,e,f){var i,j,k,l,m,n="function"==typeof a&&a,o=!f&&g(a=n.selector||a);if(e=e||[],1===o.length){if(j=o[0]=o[0].slice(0),j.length>2&&"ID"===(k=j[0]).type&&c.getById&&9===b.nodeType&&p&&d.relative[j[1].type]){if(b=(d.find.ID(k.matches[0].replace(ca,da),b)||[])[0],!b)return e;n&&(b=b.parentNode),a=a.slice(j.shift().value.length)}i=X.needsContext.test(a)?0:j.length;while(i--){if(k=j[i],d.relative[l=k.type])break;if((m=d.find[l])&&(f=m(k.matches[0].replace(ca,da),aa.test(j[0].type)&&pa(b.parentNode)||b))){if(j.splice(i,1),a=f.length&&ra(j),!a)return H.apply(e,f),e;break}}}return(n||h(a,o))(f,b,!p,e,aa.test(a)&&pa(b.parentNode)||b),e},c.sortStable=u.split("").sort(B).join("")===u,c.detectDuplicates=!!l,m(),c.sortDetached=ja(function(a){return 1&a.compareDocumentPosition(n.createElement("div"))}),ja(function(a){return a.innerHTML="<a href='#'></a>","#"===a.firstChild.getAttribute("href")})||ka("type|href|height|width",function(a,b,c){return c?void 0:a.getAttribute(b,"type"===b.toLowerCase()?1:2)}),c.attributes&&ja(function(a){return a.innerHTML="<input/>",a.firstChild.setAttribute("value",""),""===a.firstChild.getAttribute("value")})||ka("value",function(a,b,c){return c||"input"!==a.nodeName.toLowerCase()?void 0:a.defaultValue}),ja(function(a){return null==a.getAttribute("disabled")})||ka(K,function(a,b,c){var d;return c?void 0:a[b]===!0?b.toLowerCase():(d=a.getAttributeNode(b))&&d.specified?d.value:null}),ga}(a);m.find=s,m.expr=s.selectors,m.expr[":"]=m.expr.pseudos,m.unique=s.uniqueSort,m.text=s.getText,m.isXMLDoc=s.isXML,m.contains=s.contains;var t=m.expr.match.needsContext,u=/^<(\w+)\s*\/?>(?:<\/\1>|)$/,v=/^.[^:#\[\.,]*$/;function w(a,b,c){if(m.isFunction(b))return m.grep(a,function(a,d){return!!b.call(a,d,a)!==c});if(b.nodeType)return m.grep(a,function(a){return a===b!==c});if("string"==typeof b){if(v.test(b))return m.filter(b,a,c);b=m.filter(b,a)}return m.grep(a,function(a){return m.inArray(a,b)>=0!==c})}m.filter=function(a,b,c){var d=b[0];return c&&(a=":not("+a+")"),1===b.length&&1===d.nodeType?m.find.matchesSelector(d,a)?[d]:[]:m.find.matches(a,m.grep(b,function(a){return 1===a.nodeType}))},m.fn.extend({find:function(a){var b,c=[],d=this,e=d.length;if("string"!=typeof a)return this.pushStack(m(a).filter(function(){for(b=0;e>b;b++)if(m.contains(d[b],this))return!0}));for(b=0;e>b;b++)m.find(a,d[b],c);return c=this.pushStack(e>1?m.unique(c):c),c.selector=this.selector?this.selector+" "+a:a,c},filter:function(a){return this.pushStack(w(this,a||[],!1))},not:function(a){return this.pushStack(w(this,a||[],!0))},is:function(a){return!!w(this,"string"==typeof a&&t.test(a)?m(a):a||[],!1).length}});var x,y=a.document,z=/^(?:\s*(<[\w\W]+>)[^>]*|#([\w-]*))$/,A=m.fn.init=function(a,b){var c,d;if(!a)return this;if("string"==typeof a){if(c="<"===a.charAt(0)&&">"===a.charAt(a.length-1)&&a.length>=3?[null,a,null]:z.exec(a),!c||!c[1]&&b)return!b||b.jquery?(b||x).find(a):this.constructor(b).find(a);if(c[1]){if(b=b instanceof m?b[0]:b,m.merge(this,m.parseHTML(c[1],b&&b.nodeType?b.ownerDocument||b:y,!0)),u.test(c[1])&&m.isPlainObject(b))for(c in b)m.isFunction(this[c])?this[c](b[c]):this.attr(c,b[c]);return this}if(d=y.getElementById(c[2]),d&&d.parentNode){if(d.id!==c[2])return x.find(a);this.length=1,this[0]=d}return this.context=y,this.selector=a,this}return a.nodeType?(this.context=this[0]=a,this.length=1,this):m.isFunction(a)?"undefined"!=typeof x.ready?x.ready(a):a(m):(void 0!==a.selector&&(this.selector=a.selector,this.context=a.context),m.makeArray(a,this))};A.prototype=m.fn,x=m(y);var B=/^(?:parents|prev(?:Until|All))/,C={children:!0,contents:!0,next:!0,prev:!0};m.extend({dir:function(a,b,c){var d=[],e=a[b];while(e&&9!==e.nodeType&&(void 0===c||1!==e.nodeType||!m(e).is(c)))1===e.nodeType&&d.push(e),e=e[b];return d},sibling:function(a,b){for(var c=[];a;a=a.nextSibling)1===a.nodeType&&a!==b&&c.push(a);return c}}),m.fn.extend({has:function(a){var b,c=m(a,this),d=c.length;return this.filter(function(){for(b=0;d>b;b++)if(m.contains(this,c[b]))return!0})},closest:function(a,b){for(var c,d=0,e=this.length,f=[],g=t.test(a)||"string"!=typeof a?m(a,b||this.context):0;e>d;d++)for(c=this[d];c&&c!==b;c=c.parentNode)if(c.nodeType<11&&(g?g.index(c)>-1:1===c.nodeType&&m.find.matchesSelector(c,a))){f.push(c);break}return this.pushStack(f.length>1?m.unique(f):f)},index:function(a){return a?"string"==typeof a?m.inArray(this[0],m(a)):m.inArray(a.jquery?a[0]:a,this):this[0]&&this[0].parentNode?this.first().prevAll().length:-1},add:function(a,b){return this.pushStack(m.unique(m.merge(this.get(),m(a,b))))},addBack:function(a){return this.add(null==a?this.prevObject:this.prevObject.filter(a))}});function D(a,b){do a=a[b];while(a&&1!==a.nodeType);return a}m.each({parent:function(a){var b=a.parentNode;return b&&11!==b.nodeType?b:null},parents:function(a){return m.dir(a,"parentNode")},parentsUntil:function(a,b,c){return m.dir(a,"parentNode",c)},next:function(a){return D(a,"nextSibling")},prev:function(a){return D(a,"previousSibling")},nextAll:function(a){return m.dir(a,"nextSibling")},prevAll:function(a){return m.dir(a,"previousSibling")},nextUntil:function(a,b,c){return m.dir(a,"nextSibling",c)},prevUntil:function(a,b,c){return m.dir(a,"previousSibling",c)},siblings:function(a){return m.sibling((a.parentNode||{}).firstChild,a)},children:function(a){return m.sibling(a.firstChild)},contents:function(a){return m.nodeName(a,"iframe")?a.contentDocument||a.contentWindow.document:m.merge([],a.childNodes)}},function(a,b){m.fn[a]=function(c,d){var e=m.map(this,b,c);return"Until"!==a.slice(-5)&&(d=c),d&&"string"==typeof d&&(e=m.filter(d,e)),this.length>1&&(C[a]||(e=m.unique(e)),B.test(a)&&(e=e.reverse())),this.pushStack(e)}});var E=/\S+/g,F={};function G(a){var b=F[a]={};return m.each(a.match(E)||[],function(a,c){b[c]=!0}),b}m.Callbacks=function(a){a="string"==typeof a?F[a]||G(a):m.extend({},a);var b,c,d,e,f,g,h=[],i=!a.once&&[],j=function(l){for(c=a.memory&&l,d=!0,f=g||0,g=0,e=h.length,b=!0;h&&e>f;f++)if(h[f].apply(l[0],l[1])===!1&&a.stopOnFalse){c=!1;break}b=!1,h&&(i?i.length&&j(i.shift()):c?h=[]:k.disable())},k={add:function(){if(h){var d=h.length;!function f(b){m.each(b,function(b,c){var d=m.type(c);"function"===d?a.unique&&k.has(c)||h.push(c):c&&c.length&&"string"!==d&&f(c)})}(arguments),b?e=h.length:c&&(g=d,j(c))}return this},remove:function(){return h&&m.each(arguments,function(a,c){var d;while((d=m.inArray(c,h,d))>-1)h.splice(d,1),b&&(e>=d&&e--,f>=d&&f--)}),this},has:function(a){return a?m.inArray(a,h)>-1:!(!h||!h.length)},empty:function(){return h=[],e=0,this},disable:function(){return h=i=c=void 0,this},disabled:function(){return!h},lock:function(){return i=void 0,c||k.disable(),this},locked:function(){return!i},fireWith:function(a,c){return!h||d&&!i||(c=c||[],c=[a,c.slice?c.slice():c],b?i.push(c):j(c)),this},fire:function(){return k.fireWith(this,arguments),this},fired:function(){return!!d}};return k},m.extend({Deferred:function(a){var b=[["resolve","done",m.Callbacks("once memory"),"resolved"],["reject","fail",m.Callbacks("once memory"),"rejected"],["notify","progress",m.Callbacks("memory")]],c="pending",d={state:function(){return c},always:function(){return e.done(arguments).fail(arguments),this},then:function(){var a=arguments;return m.Deferred(function(c){m.each(b,function(b,f){var g=m.isFunction(a[b])&&a[b];e[f[1]](function(){var a=g&&g.apply(this,arguments);a&&m.isFunction(a.promise)?a.promise().done(c.resolve).fail(c.reject).progress(c.notify):c[f[0]+"With"](this===d?c.promise():this,g?[a]:arguments)})}),a=null}).promise()},promise:function(a){return null!=a?m.extend(a,d):d}},e={};return d.pipe=d.then,m.each(b,function(a,f){var g=f[2],h=f[3];d[f[1]]=g.add,h&&g.add(function(){c=h},b[1^a][2].disable,b[2][2].lock),e[f[0]]=function(){return e[f[0]+"With"](this===e?d:this,arguments),this},e[f[0]+"With"]=g.fireWith}),d.promise(e),a&&a.call(e,e),e},when:function(a){var b=0,c=d.call(arguments),e=c.length,f=1!==e||a&&m.isFunction(a.promise)?e:0,g=1===f?a:m.Deferred(),h=function(a,b,c){return function(e){b[a]=this,c[a]=arguments.length>1?d.call(arguments):e,c===i?g.notifyWith(b,c):--f||g.resolveWith(b,c)}},i,j,k;if(e>1)for(i=new Array(e),j=new Array(e),k=new Array(e);e>b;b++)c[b]&&m.isFunction(c[b].promise)?c[b].promise().done(h(b,k,c)).fail(g.reject).progress(h(b,j,i)):--f;return f||g.resolveWith(k,c),g.promise()}});var H;m.fn.ready=function(a){return m.ready.promise().done(a),this},m.extend({isReady:!1,readyWait:1,holdReady:function(a){a?m.readyWait++:m.ready(!0)},ready:function(a){if(a===!0?!--m.readyWait:!m.isReady){if(!y.body)return setTimeout(m.ready);m.isReady=!0,a!==!0&&--m.readyWait>0||(H.resolveWith(y,[m]),m.fn.triggerHandler&&(m(y).triggerHandler("ready"),m(y).off("ready")))}}});function I(){y.addEventListener?(y.removeEventListener("DOMContentLoaded",J,!1),a.removeEventListener("load",J,!1)):(y.detachEvent("onreadystatechange",J),a.detachEvent("onload",J))}function J(){(y.addEventListener||"load"===event.type||"complete"===y.readyState)&&(I(),m.ready())}m.ready.promise=function(b){if(!H)if(H=m.Deferred(),"complete"===y.readyState)setTimeout(m.ready);else if(y.addEventListener)y.addEventListener("DOMContentLoaded",J,!1),a.addEventListener("load",J,!1);else{y.attachEvent("onreadystatechange",J),a.attachEvent("onload",J);var c=!1;try{c=null==a.frameElement&&y.documentElement}catch(d){}c&&c.doScroll&&!function e(){if(!m.isReady){try{c.doScroll("left")}catch(a){return setTimeout(e,50)}I(),m.ready()}}()}return H.promise(b)};var K="undefined",L;for(L in m(k))break;k.ownLast="0"!==L,k.inlineBlockNeedsLayout=!1,m(function(){var a,b,c,d;c=y.getElementsByTagName("body")[0],c&&c.style&&(b=y.createElement("div"),d=y.createElement("div"),d.style.cssText="position:absolute;border:0;width:0;height:0;top:0;left:-9999px",c.appendChild(d).appendChild(b),typeof b.style.zoom!==K&&(b.style.cssText="display:inline;margin:0;border:0;padding:1px;width:1px;zoom:1",k.inlineBlockNeedsLayout=a=3===b.offsetWidth,a&&(c.style.zoom=1)),c.removeChild(d))}),function(){var a=y.createElement("div");if(null==k.deleteExpando){k.deleteExpando=!0;try{delete a.test}catch(b){k.deleteExpando=!1}}a=null}(),m.acceptData=function(a){var b=m.noData[(a.nodeName+" ").toLowerCase()],c=+a.nodeType||1;return 1!==c&&9!==c?!1:!b||b!==!0&&a.getAttribute("classid")===b};var M=/^(?:\{[\w\W]*\}|\[[\w\W]*\])$/,N=/([A-Z])/g;function O(a,b,c){if(void 0===c&&1===a.nodeType){var d="data-"+b.replace(N,"-$1").toLowerCase();if(c=a.getAttribute(d),"string"==typeof c){try{c="true"===c?!0:"false"===c?!1:"null"===c?null:+c+""===c?+c:M.test(c)?m.parseJSON(c):c}catch(e){}m.data(a,b,c)}else c=void 0}return c}function P(a){var b;for(b in a)if(("data"!==b||!m.isEmptyObject(a[b]))&&"toJSON"!==b)return!1;

return!0}function Q(a,b,d,e){if(m.acceptData(a)){var f,g,h=m.expando,i=a.nodeType,j=i?m.cache:a,k=i?a[h]:a[h]&&h;if(k&&j[k]&&(e||j[k].data)||void 0!==d||"string"!=typeof b)return k||(k=i?a[h]=c.pop()||m.guid++:h),j[k]||(j[k]=i?{}:{toJSON:m.noop}),("object"==typeof b||"function"==typeof b)&&(e?j[k]=m.extend(j[k],b):j[k].data=m.extend(j[k].data,b)),g=j[k],e||(g.data||(g.data={}),g=g.data),void 0!==d&&(g[m.camelCase(b)]=d),"string"==typeof b?(f=g[b],null==f&&(f=g[m.camelCase(b)])):f=g,f}}function R(a,b,c){if(m.acceptData(a)){var d,e,f=a.nodeType,g=f?m.cache:a,h=f?a[m.expando]:m.expando;if(g[h]){if(b&&(d=c?g[h]:g[h].data)){m.isArray(b)?b=b.concat(m.map(b,m.camelCase)):b in d?b=[b]:(b=m.camelCase(b),b=b in d?[b]:b.split(" ")),e=b.length;while(e--)delete d[b[e]];if(c?!P(d):!m.isEmptyObject(d))return}(c||(delete g[h].data,P(g[h])))&&(f?m.cleanData([a],!0):k.deleteExpando||g!=g.window?delete g[h]:g[h]=null)}}}m.extend({cache:{},noData:{"applet ":!0,"embed ":!0,"object ":"clsid:D27CDB6E-AE6D-11cf-96B8-444553540000"},hasData:function(a){return a=a.nodeType?m.cache[a[m.expando]]:a[m.expando],!!a&&!P(a)},data:function(a,b,c){return Q(a,b,c)},removeData:function(a,b){return R(a,b)},_data:function(a,b,c){return Q(a,b,c,!0)},_removeData:function(a,b){return R(a,b,!0)}}),m.fn.extend({data:function(a,b){var c,d,e,f=this[0],g=f&&f.attributes;if(void 0===a){if(this.length&&(e=m.data(f),1===f.nodeType&&!m._data(f,"parsedAttrs"))){c=g.length;while(c--)g[c]&&(d=g[c].name,0===d.indexOf("data-")&&(d=m.camelCase(d.slice(5)),O(f,d,e[d])));m._data(f,"parsedAttrs",!0)}return e}return"object"==typeof a?this.each(function(){m.data(this,a)}):arguments.length>1?this.each(function(){m.data(this,a,b)}):f?O(f,a,m.data(f,a)):void 0},removeData:function(a){return this.each(function(){m.removeData(this,a)})}}),m.extend({queue:function(a,b,c){var d;return a?(b=(b||"fx")+"queue",d=m._data(a,b),c&&(!d||m.isArray(c)?d=m._data(a,b,m.makeArray(c)):d.push(c)),d||[]):void 0},dequeue:function(a,b){b=b||"fx";var c=m.queue(a,b),d=c.length,e=c.shift(),f=m._queueHooks(a,b),g=function(){m.dequeue(a,b)};"inprogress"===e&&(e=c.shift(),d--),e&&("fx"===b&&c.unshift("inprogress"),delete f.stop,e.call(a,g,f)),!d&&f&&f.empty.fire()},_queueHooks:function(a,b){var c=b+"queueHooks";return m._data(a,c)||m._data(a,c,{empty:m.Callbacks("once memory").add(function(){m._removeData(a,b+"queue"),m._removeData(a,c)})})}}),m.fn.extend({queue:function(a,b){var c=2;return"string"!=typeof a&&(b=a,a="fx",c--),arguments.length<c?m.queue(this[0],a):void 0===b?this:this.each(function(){var c=m.queue(this,a,b);m._queueHooks(this,a),"fx"===a&&"inprogress"!==c[0]&&m.dequeue(this,a)})},dequeue:function(a){return this.each(function(){m.dequeue(this,a)})},clearQueue:function(a){return this.queue(a||"fx",[])},promise:function(a,b){var c,d=1,e=m.Deferred(),f=this,g=this.length,h=function(){--d||e.resolveWith(f,[f])};"string"!=typeof a&&(b=a,a=void 0),a=a||"fx";while(g--)c=m._data(f[g],a+"queueHooks"),c&&c.empty&&(d++,c.empty.add(h));return h(),e.promise(b)}});var S=/[+-]?(?:\d*\.|)\d+(?:[eE][+-]?\d+|)/.source,T=["Top","Right","Bottom","Left"],U=function(a,b){return a=b||a,"none"===m.css(a,"display")||!m.contains(a.ownerDocument,a)},V=m.access=function(a,b,c,d,e,f,g){var h=0,i=a.length,j=null==c;if("object"===m.type(c)){e=!0;for(h in c)m.access(a,b,h,c[h],!0,f,g)}else if(void 0!==d&&(e=!0,m.isFunction(d)||(g=!0),j&&(g?(b.call(a,d),b=null):(j=b,b=function(a,b,c){return j.call(m(a),c)})),b))for(;i>h;h++)b(a[h],c,g?d:d.call(a[h],h,b(a[h],c)));return e?a:j?b.call(a):i?b(a[0],c):f},W=/^(?:checkbox|radio)$/i;!function(){var a=y.createElement("input"),b=y.createElement("div"),c=y.createDocumentFragment();if(b.innerHTML="  <link/><table></table><a href='/a'>a</a><input type='checkbox'/>",k.leadingWhitespace=3===b.firstChild.nodeType,k.tbody=!b.getElementsByTagName("tbody").length,k.htmlSerialize=!!b.getElementsByTagName("link").length,k.html5Clone="<:nav></:nav>"!==y.createElement("nav").cloneNode(!0).outerHTML,a.type="checkbox",a.checked=!0,c.appendChild(a),k.appendChecked=a.checked,b.innerHTML="<textarea>x</textarea>",k.noCloneChecked=!!b.cloneNode(!0).lastChild.defaultValue,c.appendChild(b),b.innerHTML="<input type='radio' checked='checked' name='t'/>",k.checkClone=b.cloneNode(!0).cloneNode(!0).lastChild.checked,k.noCloneEvent=!0,b.attachEvent&&(b.attachEvent("onclick",function(){k.noCloneEvent=!1}),b.cloneNode(!0).click()),null==k.deleteExpando){k.deleteExpando=!0;try{delete b.test}catch(d){k.deleteExpando=!1}}}(),function(){var b,c,d=y.createElement("div");for(b in{submit:!0,change:!0,focusin:!0})c="on"+b,(k[b+"Bubbles"]=c in a)||(d.setAttribute(c,"t"),k[b+"Bubbles"]=d.attributes[c].expando===!1);d=null}();var X=/^(?:input|select|textarea)$/i,Y=/^key/,Z=/^(?:mouse|pointer|contextmenu)|click/,$=/^(?:focusinfocus|focusoutblur)$/,_=/^([^.]*)(?:\.(.+)|)$/;function aa(){return!0}function ba(){return!1}function ca(){try{return y.activeElement}catch(a){}}m.event={global:{},add:function(a,b,c,d,e){var f,g,h,i,j,k,l,n,o,p,q,r=m._data(a);if(r){c.handler&&(i=c,c=i.handler,e=i.selector),c.guid||(c.guid=m.guid++),(g=r.events)||(g=r.events={}),(k=r.handle)||(k=r.handle=function(a){return typeof m===K||a&&m.event.triggered===a.type?void 0:m.event.dispatch.apply(k.elem,arguments)},k.elem=a),b=(b||"").match(E)||[""],h=b.length;while(h--)f=_.exec(b[h])||[],o=q=f[1],p=(f[2]||"").split(".").sort(),o&&(j=m.event.special[o]||{},o=(e?j.delegateType:j.bindType)||o,j=m.event.special[o]||{},l=m.extend({type:o,origType:q,data:d,handler:c,guid:c.guid,selector:e,needsContext:e&&m.expr.match.needsContext.test(e),namespace:p.join(".")},i),(n=g[o])||(n=g[o]=[],n.delegateCount=0,j.setup&&j.setup.call(a,d,p,k)!==!1||(a.addEventListener?a.addEventListener(o,k,!1):a.attachEvent&&a.attachEvent("on"+o,k))),j.add&&(j.add.call(a,l),l.handler.guid||(l.handler.guid=c.guid)),e?n.splice(n.delegateCount++,0,l):n.push(l),m.event.global[o]=!0);a=null}},remove:function(a,b,c,d,e){var f,g,h,i,j,k,l,n,o,p,q,r=m.hasData(a)&&m._data(a);if(r&&(k=r.events)){b=(b||"").match(E)||[""],j=b.length;while(j--)if(h=_.exec(b[j])||[],o=q=h[1],p=(h[2]||"").split(".").sort(),o){l=m.event.special[o]||{},o=(d?l.delegateType:l.bindType)||o,n=k[o]||[],h=h[2]&&new RegExp("(^|\\.)"+p.join("\\.(?:.*\\.|)")+"(\\.|$)"),i=f=n.length;while(f--)g=n[f],!e&&q!==g.origType||c&&c.guid!==g.guid||h&&!h.test(g.namespace)||d&&d!==g.selector&&("**"!==d||!g.selector)||(n.splice(f,1),g.selector&&n.delegateCount--,l.remove&&l.remove.call(a,g));i&&!n.length&&(l.teardown&&l.teardown.call(a,p,r.handle)!==!1||m.removeEvent(a,o,r.handle),delete k[o])}else for(o in k)m.event.remove(a,o+b[j],c,d,!0);m.isEmptyObject(k)&&(delete r.handle,m._removeData(a,"events"))}},trigger:function(b,c,d,e){var f,g,h,i,k,l,n,o=[d||y],p=j.call(b,"type")?b.type:b,q=j.call(b,"namespace")?b.namespace.split("."):[];if(h=l=d=d||y,3!==d.nodeType&&8!==d.nodeType&&!$.test(p+m.event.triggered)&&(p.indexOf(".")>=0&&(q=p.split("."),p=q.shift(),q.sort()),g=p.indexOf(":")<0&&"on"+p,b=b[m.expando]?b:new m.Event(p,"object"==typeof b&&b),b.isTrigger=e?2:3,b.namespace=q.join("."),b.namespace_re=b.namespace?new RegExp("(^|\\.)"+q.join("\\.(?:.*\\.|)")+"(\\.|$)"):null,b.result=void 0,b.target||(b.target=d),c=null==c?[b]:m.makeArray(c,[b]),k=m.event.special[p]||{},e||!k.trigger||k.trigger.apply(d,c)!==!1)){if(!e&&!k.noBubble&&!m.isWindow(d)){for(i=k.delegateType||p,$.test(i+p)||(h=h.parentNode);h;h=h.parentNode)o.push(h),l=h;l===(d.ownerDocument||y)&&o.push(l.defaultView||l.parentWindow||a)}n=0;while((h=o[n++])&&!b.isPropagationStopped())b.type=n>1?i:k.bindType||p,f=(m._data(h,"events")||{})[b.type]&&m._data(h,"handle"),f&&f.apply(h,c),f=g&&h[g],f&&f.apply&&m.acceptData(h)&&(b.result=f.apply(h,c),b.result===!1&&b.preventDefault());if(b.type=p,!e&&!b.isDefaultPrevented()&&(!k._default||k._default.apply(o.pop(),c)===!1)&&m.acceptData(d)&&g&&d[p]&&!m.isWindow(d)){l=d[g],l&&(d[g]=null),m.event.triggered=p;try{d[p]()}catch(r){}m.event.triggered=void 0,l&&(d[g]=l)}return b.result}},dispatch:function(a){a=m.event.fix(a);var b,c,e,f,g,h=[],i=d.call(arguments),j=(m._data(this,"events")||{})[a.type]||[],k=m.event.special[a.type]||{};if(i[0]=a,a.delegateTarget=this,!k.preDispatch||k.preDispatch.call(this,a)!==!1){h=m.event.handlers.call(this,a,j),b=0;while((f=h[b++])&&!a.isPropagationStopped()){a.currentTarget=f.elem,g=0;while((e=f.handlers[g++])&&!a.isImmediatePropagationStopped())(!a.namespace_re||a.namespace_re.test(e.namespace))&&(a.handleObj=e,a.data=e.data,c=((m.event.special[e.origType]||{}).handle||e.handler).apply(f.elem,i),void 0!==c&&(a.result=c)===!1&&(a.preventDefault(),a.stopPropagation()))}return k.postDispatch&&k.postDispatch.call(this,a),a.result}},handlers:function(a,b){var c,d,e,f,g=[],h=b.delegateCount,i=a.target;if(h&&i.nodeType&&(!a.button||"click"!==a.type))for(;i!=this;i=i.parentNode||this)if(1===i.nodeType&&(i.disabled!==!0||"click"!==a.type)){for(e=[],f=0;h>f;f++)d=b[f],c=d.selector+" ",void 0===e[c]&&(e[c]=d.needsContext?m(c,this).index(i)>=0:m.find(c,this,null,[i]).length),e[c]&&e.push(d);e.length&&g.push({elem:i,handlers:e})}return h<b.length&&g.push({elem:this,handlers:b.slice(h)}),g},fix:function(a){if(a[m.expando])return a;var b,c,d,e=a.type,f=a,g=this.fixHooks[e];g||(this.fixHooks[e]=g=Z.test(e)?this.mouseHooks:Y.test(e)?this.keyHooks:{}),d=g.props?this.props.concat(g.props):this.props,a=new m.Event(f),b=d.length;while(b--)c=d[b],a[c]=f[c];return a.target||(a.target=f.srcElement||y),3===a.target.nodeType&&(a.target=a.target.parentNode),a.metaKey=!!a.metaKey,g.filter?g.filter(a,f):a},props:"altKey bubbles cancelable ctrlKey currentTarget eventPhase metaKey relatedTarget shiftKey target timeStamp view which".split(" "),fixHooks:{},keyHooks:{props:"char charCode key keyCode".split(" "),filter:function(a,b){return null==a.which&&(a.which=null!=b.charCode?b.charCode:b.keyCode),a}},mouseHooks:{props:"button buttons clientX clientY fromElement offsetX offsetY pageX pageY screenX screenY toElement".split(" "),filter:function(a,b){var c,d,e,f=b.button,g=b.fromElement;return null==a.pageX&&null!=b.clientX&&(d=a.target.ownerDocument||y,e=d.documentElement,c=d.body,a.pageX=b.clientX+(e&&e.scrollLeft||c&&c.scrollLeft||0)-(e&&e.clientLeft||c&&c.clientLeft||0),a.pageY=b.clientY+(e&&e.scrollTop||c&&c.scrollTop||0)-(e&&e.clientTop||c&&c.clientTop||0)),!a.relatedTarget&&g&&(a.relatedTarget=g===a.target?b.toElement:g),a.which||void 0===f||(a.which=1&f?1:2&f?3:4&f?2:0),a}},special:{load:{noBubble:!0},focus:{trigger:function(){if(this!==ca()&&this.focus)try{return this.focus(),!1}catch(a){}},delegateType:"focusin"},blur:{trigger:function(){return this===ca()&&this.blur?(this.blur(),!1):void 0},delegateType:"focusout"},click:{trigger:function(){return m.nodeName(this,"input")&&"checkbox"===this.type&&this.click?(this.click(),!1):void 0},_default:function(a){return m.nodeName(a.target,"a")}},beforeunload:{postDispatch:function(a){void 0!==a.result&&a.originalEvent&&(a.originalEvent.returnValue=a.result)}}},simulate:function(a,b,c,d){var e=m.extend(new m.Event,c,{type:a,isSimulated:!0,originalEvent:{}});d?m.event.trigger(e,null,b):m.event.dispatch.call(b,e),e.isDefaultPrevented()&&c.preventDefault()}},m.removeEvent=y.removeEventListener?function(a,b,c){a.removeEventListener&&a.removeEventListener(b,c,!1)}:function(a,b,c){var d="on"+b;a.detachEvent&&(typeof a[d]===K&&(a[d]=null),a.detachEvent(d,c))},m.Event=function(a,b){return this instanceof m.Event?(a&&a.type?(this.originalEvent=a,this.type=a.type,this.isDefaultPrevented=a.defaultPrevented||void 0===a.defaultPrevented&&a.returnValue===!1?aa:ba):this.type=a,b&&m.extend(this,b),this.timeStamp=a&&a.timeStamp||m.now(),void(this[m.expando]=!0)):new m.Event(a,b)},m.Event.prototype={isDefaultPrevented:ba,isPropagationStopped:ba,isImmediatePropagationStopped:ba,preventDefault:function(){var a=this.originalEvent;this.isDefaultPrevented=aa,a&&(a.preventDefault?a.preventDefault():a.returnValue=!1)},stopPropagation:function(){var a=this.originalEvent;this.isPropagationStopped=aa,a&&(a.stopPropagation&&a.stopPropagation(),a.cancelBubble=!0)},stopImmediatePropagation:function(){var a=this.originalEvent;this.isImmediatePropagationStopped=aa,a&&a.stopImmediatePropagation&&a.stopImmediatePropagation(),this.stopPropagation()}},m.each({mouseenter:"mouseover",mouseleave:"mouseout",pointerenter:"pointerover",pointerleave:"pointerout"},function(a,b){m.event.special[a]={delegateType:b,bindType:b,handle:function(a){var c,d=this,e=a.relatedTarget,f=a.handleObj;return(!e||e!==d&&!m.contains(d,e))&&(a.type=f.origType,c=f.handler.apply(this,arguments),a.type=b),c}}}),k.submitBubbles||(m.event.special.submit={setup:function(){return m.nodeName(this,"form")?!1:void m.event.add(this,"click._submit keypress._submit",function(a){var b=a.target,c=m.nodeName(b,"input")||m.nodeName(b,"button")?b.form:void 0;c&&!m._data(c,"submitBubbles")&&(m.event.add(c,"submit._submit",function(a){a._submit_bubble=!0}),m._data(c,"submitBubbles",!0))})},postDispatch:function(a){a._submit_bubble&&(delete a._submit_bubble,this.parentNode&&!a.isTrigger&&m.event.simulate("submit",this.parentNode,a,!0))},teardown:function(){return m.nodeName(this,"form")?!1:void m.event.remove(this,"._submit")}}),k.changeBubbles||(m.event.special.change={setup:function(){return X.test(this.nodeName)?(("checkbox"===this.type||"radio"===this.type)&&(m.event.add(this,"propertychange._change",function(a){"checked"===a.originalEvent.propertyName&&(this._just_changed=!0)}),m.event.add(this,"click._change",function(a){this._just_changed&&!a.isTrigger&&(this._just_changed=!1),m.event.simulate("change",this,a,!0)})),!1):void m.event.add(this,"beforeactivate._change",function(a){var b=a.target;X.test(b.nodeName)&&!m._data(b,"changeBubbles")&&(m.event.add(b,"change._change",function(a){!this.parentNode||a.isSimulated||a.isTrigger||m.event.simulate("change",this.parentNode,a,!0)}),m._data(b,"changeBubbles",!0))})},handle:function(a){var b=a.target;return this!==b||a.isSimulated||a.isTrigger||"radio"!==b.type&&"checkbox"!==b.type?a.handleObj.handler.apply(this,arguments):void 0},teardown:function(){return m.event.remove(this,"._change"),!X.test(this.nodeName)}}),k.focusinBubbles||m.each({focus:"focusin",blur:"focusout"},function(a,b){var c=function(a){m.event.simulate(b,a.target,m.event.fix(a),!0)};m.event.special[b]={setup:function(){var d=this.ownerDocument||this,e=m._data(d,b);e||d.addEventListener(a,c,!0),m._data(d,b,(e||0)+1)},teardown:function(){var d=this.ownerDocument||this,e=m._data(d,b)-1;e?m._data(d,b,e):(d.removeEventListener(a,c,!0),m._removeData(d,b))}}}),m.fn.extend({on:function(a,b,c,d,e){var f,g;if("object"==typeof a){"string"!=typeof b&&(c=c||b,b=void 0);for(f in a)this.on(f,b,c,a[f],e);return this}if(null==c&&null==d?(d=b,c=b=void 0):null==d&&("string"==typeof b?(d=c,c=void 0):(d=c,c=b,b=void 0)),d===!1)d=ba;else if(!d)return this;return 1===e&&(g=d,d=function(a){return m().off(a),g.apply(this,arguments)},d.guid=g.guid||(g.guid=m.guid++)),this.each(function(){m.event.add(this,a,d,c,b)})},one:function(a,b,c,d){return this.on(a,b,c,d,1)},off:function(a,b,c){var d,e;if(a&&a.preventDefault&&a.handleObj)return d=a.handleObj,m(a.delegateTarget).off(d.namespace?d.origType+"."+d.namespace:d.origType,d.selector,d.handler),this;if("object"==typeof a){for(e in a)this.off(e,b,a[e]);return this}return(b===!1||"function"==typeof b)&&(c=b,b=void 0),c===!1&&(c=ba),this.each(function(){m.event.remove(this,a,c,b)})},trigger:function(a,b){return this.each(function(){m.event.trigger(a,b,this)})},triggerHandler:function(a,b){var c=this[0];return c?m.event.trigger(a,b,c,!0):void 0}});function da(a){var b=ea.split("|"),c=a.createDocumentFragment();if(c.createElement)while(b.length)c.createElement(b.pop());return c}var ea="abbr|article|aside|audio|bdi|canvas|data|datalist|details|figcaption|figure|footer|header|hgroup|mark|meter|nav|output|progress|section|summary|time|video",fa=/ jQuery\d+="(?:null|\d+)"/g,ga=new RegExp("<(?:"+ea+")[\\s/>]","i"),ha=/^\s+/,ia=/<(?!area|br|col|embed|hr|img|input|link|meta|param)(([\w:]+)[^>]*)\/>/gi,ja=/<([\w:]+)/,ka=/<tbody/i,la=/<|&#?\w+;/,ma=/<(?:script|style|link)/i,na=/checked\s*(?:[^=]|=\s*.checked.)/i,oa=/^$|\/(?:java|ecma)script/i,pa=/^true\/(.*)/,qa=/^\s*<!(?:\[CDATA\[|--)|(?:\]\]|--)>\s*$/g,ra={option:[1,"<select multiple='multiple'>","</select>"],legend:[1,"<fieldset>","</fieldset>"],area:[1,"<map>","</map>"],param:[1,"<object>","</object>"],thead:[1,"<table>","</table>"],tr:[2,"<table><tbody>","</tbody></table>"],col:[2,"<table><tbody></tbody><colgroup>","</colgroup></table>"],td:[3,"<table><tbody><tr>","</tr></tbody></table>"],_default:k.htmlSerialize?[0,"",""]:[1,"X<div>","</div>"]},sa=da(y),ta=sa.appendChild(y.createElement("div"));ra.optgroup=ra.option,ra.tbody=ra.tfoot=ra.colgroup=ra.caption=ra.thead,ra.th=ra.td;function ua(a,b){var c,d,e=0,f=typeof a.getElementsByTagName!==K?a.getElementsByTagName(b||"*"):typeof a.querySelectorAll!==K?a.querySelectorAll(b||"*"):void 0;if(!f)for(f=[],c=a.childNodes||a;null!=(d=c[e]);e++)!b||m.nodeName(d,b)?f.push(d):m.merge(f,ua(d,b));return void 0===b||b&&m.nodeName(a,b)?m.merge([a],f):f}function va(a){W.test(a.type)&&(a.defaultChecked=a.checked)}function wa(a,b){return m.nodeName(a,"table")&&m.nodeName(11!==b.nodeType?b:b.firstChild,"tr")?a.getElementsByTagName("tbody")[0]||a.appendChild(a.ownerDocument.createElement("tbody")):a}function xa(a){return a.type=(null!==m.find.attr(a,"type"))+"/"+a.type,a}function ya(a){var b=pa.exec(a.type);return b?a.type=b[1]:a.removeAttribute("type"),a}function za(a,b){for(var c,d=0;null!=(c=a[d]);d++)m._data(c,"globalEval",!b||m._data(b[d],"globalEval"))}function Aa(a,b){if(1===b.nodeType&&m.hasData(a)){var c,d,e,f=m._data(a),g=m._data(b,f),h=f.events;if(h){delete g.handle,g.events={};for(c in h)for(d=0,e=h[c].length;e>d;d++)m.event.add(b,c,h[c][d])}g.data&&(g.data=m.extend({},g.data))}}function Ba(a,b){var c,d,e;if(1===b.nodeType){if(c=b.nodeName.toLowerCase(),!k.noCloneEvent&&b[m.expando]){e=m._data(b);for(d in e.events)m.removeEvent(b,d,e.handle);b.removeAttribute(m.expando)}"script"===c&&b.text!==a.text?(xa(b).text=a.text,ya(b)):"object"===c?(b.parentNode&&(b.outerHTML=a.outerHTML),k.html5Clone&&a.innerHTML&&!m.trim(b.innerHTML)&&(b.innerHTML=a.innerHTML)):"input"===c&&W.test(a.type)?(b.defaultChecked=b.checked=a.checked,b.value!==a.value&&(b.value=a.value)):"option"===c?b.defaultSelected=b.selected=a.defaultSelected:("input"===c||"textarea"===c)&&(b.defaultValue=a.defaultValue)}}m.extend({clone:function(a,b,c){var d,e,f,g,h,i=m.contains(a.ownerDocument,a);if(k.html5Clone||m.isXMLDoc(a)||!ga.test("<"+a.nodeName+">")?f=a.cloneNode(!0):(ta.innerHTML=a.outerHTML,ta.removeChild(f=ta.firstChild)),!(k.noCloneEvent&&k.noCloneChecked||1!==a.nodeType&&11!==a.nodeType||m.isXMLDoc(a)))for(d=ua(f),h=ua(a),g=0;null!=(e=h[g]);++g)d[g]&&Ba(e,d[g]);if(b)if(c)for(h=h||ua(a),d=d||ua(f),g=0;null!=(e=h[g]);g++)Aa(e,d[g]);else Aa(a,f);return d=ua(f,"script"),d.length>0&&za(d,!i&&ua(a,"script")),d=h=e=null,f},buildFragment:function(a,b,c,d){for(var e,f,g,h,i,j,l,n=a.length,o=da(b),p=[],q=0;n>q;q++)if(f=a[q],f||0===f)if("object"===m.type(f))m.merge(p,f.nodeType?[f]:f);else if(la.test(f)){h=h||o.appendChild(b.createElement("div")),i=(ja.exec(f)||["",""])[1].toLowerCase(),l=ra[i]||ra._default,h.innerHTML=l[1]+f.replace(ia,"<$1></$2>")+l[2],e=l[0];while(e--)h=h.lastChild;if(!k.leadingWhitespace&&ha.test(f)&&p.push(b.createTextNode(ha.exec(f)[0])),!k.tbody){f="table"!==i||ka.test(f)?"<table>"!==l[1]||ka.test(f)?0:h:h.firstChild,e=f&&f.childNodes.length;while(e--)m.nodeName(j=f.childNodes[e],"tbody")&&!j.childNodes.length&&f.removeChild(j)}m.merge(p,h.childNodes),h.textContent="";while(h.firstChild)h.removeChild(h.firstChild);h=o.lastChild}else p.push(b.createTextNode(f));h&&o.removeChild(h),k.appendChecked||m.grep(ua(p,"input"),va),q=0;while(f=p[q++])if((!d||-1===m.inArray(f,d))&&(g=m.contains(f.ownerDocument,f),h=ua(o.appendChild(f),"script"),g&&za(h),c)){e=0;while(f=h[e++])oa.test(f.type||"")&&c.push(f)}return h=null,o},cleanData:function(a,b){for(var d,e,f,g,h=0,i=m.expando,j=m.cache,l=k.deleteExpando,n=m.event.special;null!=(d=a[h]);h++)if((b||m.acceptData(d))&&(f=d[i],g=f&&j[f])){if(g.events)for(e in g.events)n[e]?m.event.remove(d,e):m.removeEvent(d,e,g.handle);j[f]&&(delete j[f],l?delete d[i]:typeof d.removeAttribute!==K?d.removeAttribute(i):d[i]=null,c.push(f))}}}),m.fn.extend({text:function(a){return V(this,function(a){return void 0===a?m.text(this):this.empty().append((this[0]&&this[0].ownerDocument||y).createTextNode(a))},null,a,arguments.length)},append:function(){return this.domManip(arguments,function(a){if(1===this.nodeType||11===this.nodeType||9===this.nodeType){var b=wa(this,a);b.appendChild(a)}})},prepend:function(){return this.domManip(arguments,function(a){if(1===this.nodeType||11===this.nodeType||9===this.nodeType){var b=wa(this,a);b.insertBefore(a,b.firstChild)}})},before:function(){return this.domManip(arguments,function(a){this.parentNode&&this.parentNode.insertBefore(a,this)})},after:function(){return this.domManip(arguments,function(a){this.parentNode&&this.parentNode.insertBefore(a,this.nextSibling)})},remove:function(a,b){for(var c,d=a?m.filter(a,this):this,e=0;null!=(c=d[e]);e++)b||1!==c.nodeType||m.cleanData(ua(c)),c.parentNode&&(b&&m.contains(c.ownerDocument,c)&&za(ua(c,"script")),c.parentNode.removeChild(c));return this},empty:function(){for(var a,b=0;null!=(a=this[b]);b++){1===a.nodeType&&m.cleanData(ua(a,!1));while(a.firstChild)a.removeChild(a.firstChild);a.options&&m.nodeName(a,"select")&&(a.options.length=0)}return this},clone:function(a,b){return a=null==a?!1:a,b=null==b?a:b,this.map(function(){return m.clone(this,a,b)})},html:function(a){return V(this,function(a){var b=this[0]||{},c=0,d=this.length;if(void 0===a)return 1===b.nodeType?b.innerHTML.replace(fa,""):void 0;if(!("string"!=typeof a||ma.test(a)||!k.htmlSerialize&&ga.test(a)||!k.leadingWhitespace&&ha.test(a)||ra[(ja.exec(a)||["",""])[1].toLowerCase()])){a=a.replace(ia,"<$1></$2>");try{for(;d>c;c++)b=this[c]||{},1===b.nodeType&&(m.cleanData(ua(b,!1)),b.innerHTML=a);b=0}catch(e){}}b&&this.empty().append(a)},null,a,arguments.length)},replaceWith:function(){var a=arguments[0];return this.domManip(arguments,function(b){a=this.parentNode,m.cleanData(ua(this)),a&&a.replaceChild(b,this)}),a&&(a.length||a.nodeType)?this:this.remove()},detach:function(a){return this.remove(a,!0)},domManip:function(a,b){a=e.apply([],a);var c,d,f,g,h,i,j=0,l=this.length,n=this,o=l-1,p=a[0],q=m.isFunction(p);if(q||l>1&&"string"==typeof p&&!k.checkClone&&na.test(p))return this.each(function(c){var d=n.eq(c);q&&(a[0]=p.call(this,c,d.html())),d.domManip(a,b)});if(l&&(i=m.buildFragment(a,this[0].ownerDocument,!1,this),c=i.firstChild,1===i.childNodes.length&&(i=c),c)){for(g=m.map(ua(i,"script"),xa),f=g.length;l>j;j++)d=i,j!==o&&(d=m.clone(d,!0,!0),f&&m.merge(g,ua(d,"script"))),b.call(this[j],d,j);if(f)for(h=g[g.length-1].ownerDocument,m.map(g,ya),j=0;f>j;j++)d=g[j],oa.test(d.type||"")&&!m._data(d,"globalEval")&&m.contains(h,d)&&(d.src?m._evalUrl&&m._evalUrl(d.src):m.globalEval((d.text||d.textContent||d.innerHTML||"").replace(qa,"")));i=c=null}return this}}),m.each({appendTo:"append",prependTo:"prepend",insertBefore:"before",insertAfter:"after",replaceAll:"replaceWith"},function(a,b){m.fn[a]=function(a){for(var c,d=0,e=[],g=m(a),h=g.length-1;h>=d;d++)c=d===h?this:this.clone(!0),m(g[d])[b](c),f.apply(e,c.get());return this.pushStack(e)}});var Ca,Da={};function Ea(b,c){var d,e=m(c.createElement(b)).appendTo(c.body),f=a.getDefaultComputedStyle&&(d=a.getDefaultComputedStyle(e[0]))?d.display:m.css(e[0],"display");return e.detach(),f}function Fa(a){var b=y,c=Da[a];return c||(c=Ea(a,b),"none"!==c&&c||(Ca=(Ca||m("<iframe frameborder='0' width='0' height='0'/>")).appendTo(b.documentElement),b=(Ca[0].contentWindow||Ca[0].contentDocument).document,b.write(),b.close(),c=Ea(a,b),Ca.detach()),Da[a]=c),c}!function(){var a;k.shrinkWrapBlocks=function(){if(null!=a)return a;a=!1;var b,c,d;return c=y.getElementsByTagName("body")[0],c&&c.style?(b=y.createElement("div"),d=y.createElement("div"),d.style.cssText="position:absolute;border:0;width:0;height:0;top:0;left:-9999px",c.appendChild(d).appendChild(b),typeof b.style.zoom!==K&&(b.style.cssText="-webkit-box-sizing:content-box;-moz-box-sizing:content-box;box-sizing:content-box;display:block;margin:0;border:0;padding:1px;width:1px;zoom:1",b.appendChild(y.createElement("div")).style.width="5px",a=3!==b.offsetWidth),c.removeChild(d),a):void 0}}();var Ga=/^margin/,Ha=new RegExp("^("+S+")(?!px)[a-z%]+$","i"),Ia,Ja,Ka=/^(top|right|bottom|left)$/;a.getComputedStyle?(Ia=function(b){return b.ownerDocument.defaultView.opener?b.ownerDocument.defaultView.getComputedStyle(b,null):a.getComputedStyle(b,null)},Ja=function(a,b,c){var d,e,f,g,h=a.style;return c=c||Ia(a),g=c?c.getPropertyValue(b)||c[b]:void 0,c&&(""!==g||m.contains(a.ownerDocument,a)||(g=m.style(a,b)),Ha.test(g)&&Ga.test(b)&&(d=h.width,e=h.minWidth,f=h.maxWidth,h.minWidth=h.maxWidth=h.width=g,g=c.width,h.width=d,h.minWidth=e,h.maxWidth=f)),void 0===g?g:g+""}):y.documentElement.currentStyle&&(Ia=function(a){return a.currentStyle},Ja=function(a,b,c){var d,e,f,g,h=a.style;return c=c||Ia(a),g=c?c[b]:void 0,null==g&&h&&h[b]&&(g=h[b]),Ha.test(g)&&!Ka.test(b)&&(d=h.left,e=a.runtimeStyle,f=e&&e.left,f&&(e.left=a.currentStyle.left),h.left="fontSize"===b?"1em":g,g=h.pixelLeft+"px",h.left=d,f&&(e.left=f)),void 0===g?g:g+""||"auto"});function La(a,b){return{get:function(){var c=a();if(null!=c)return c?void delete this.get:(this.get=b).apply(this,arguments)}}}!function(){var b,c,d,e,f,g,h;if(b=y.createElement("div"),b.innerHTML="  <link/><table></table><a href='/a'>a</a><input type='checkbox'/>",d=b.getElementsByTagName("a")[0],c=d&&d.style){c.cssText="float:left;opacity:.5",k.opacity="0.5"===c.opacity,k.cssFloat=!!c.cssFloat,b.style.backgroundClip="content-box",b.cloneNode(!0).style.backgroundClip="",k.clearCloneStyle="content-box"===b.style.backgroundClip,k.boxSizing=""===c.boxSizing||""===c.MozBoxSizing||""===c.WebkitBoxSizing,m.extend(k,{reliableHiddenOffsets:function(){return null==g&&i(),g},boxSizingReliable:function(){return null==f&&i(),f},pixelPosition:function(){return null==e&&i(),e},reliableMarginRight:function(){return null==h&&i(),h}});function i(){var b,c,d,i;c=y.getElementsByTagName("body")[0],c&&c.style&&(b=y.createElement("div"),d=y.createElement("div"),d.style.cssText="position:absolute;border:0;width:0;height:0;top:0;left:-9999px",c.appendChild(d).appendChild(b),b.style.cssText="-webkit-box-sizing:border-box;-moz-box-sizing:border-box;box-sizing:border-box;display:block;margin-top:1%;top:1%;border:1px;padding:1px;width:4px;position:absolute",e=f=!1,h=!0,a.getComputedStyle&&(e="1%"!==(a.getComputedStyle(b,null)||{}).top,f="4px"===(a.getComputedStyle(b,null)||{width:"4px"}).width,i=b.appendChild(y.createElement("div")),i.style.cssText=b.style.cssText="-webkit-box-sizing:content-box;-moz-box-sizing:content-box;box-sizing:content-box;display:block;margin:0;border:0;padding:0",i.style.marginRight=i.style.width="0",b.style.width="1px",h=!parseFloat((a.getComputedStyle(i,null)||{}).marginRight),b.removeChild(i)),b.innerHTML="<table><tr><td></td><td>t</td></tr></table>",i=b.getElementsByTagName("td"),i[0].style.cssText="margin:0;border:0;padding:0;display:none",g=0===i[0].offsetHeight,g&&(i[0].style.display="",i[1].style.display="none",g=0===i[0].offsetHeight),c.removeChild(d))}}}(),m.swap=function(a,b,c,d){var e,f,g={};for(f in b)g[f]=a.style[f],a.style[f]=b[f];e=c.apply(a,d||[]);for(f in b)a.style[f]=g[f];return e};var Ma=/alpha\([^)]*\)/i,Na=/opacity\s*=\s*([^)]*)/,Oa=/^(none|table(?!-c[ea]).+)/,Pa=new RegExp("^("+S+")(.*)$","i"),Qa=new RegExp("^([+-])=("+S+")","i"),Ra={position:"absolute",visibility:"hidden",display:"block"},Sa={letterSpacing:"0",fontWeight:"400"},Ta=["Webkit","O","Moz","ms"];function Ua(a,b){if(b in a)return b;var c=b.charAt(0).toUpperCase()+b.slice(1),d=b,e=Ta.length;while(e--)if(b=Ta[e]+c,b in a)return b;return d}function Va(a,b){for(var c,d,e,f=[],g=0,h=a.length;h>g;g++)d=a[g],d.style&&(f[g]=m._data(d,"olddisplay"),c=d.style.display,b?(f[g]||"none"!==c||(d.style.display=""),""===d.style.display&&U(d)&&(f[g]=m._data(d,"olddisplay",Fa(d.nodeName)))):(e=U(d),(c&&"none"!==c||!e)&&m._data(d,"olddisplay",e?c:m.css(d,"display"))));for(g=0;h>g;g++)d=a[g],d.style&&(b&&"none"!==d.style.display&&""!==d.style.display||(d.style.display=b?f[g]||"":"none"));return a}function Wa(a,b,c){var d=Pa.exec(b);return d?Math.max(0,d[1]-(c||0))+(d[2]||"px"):b}function Xa(a,b,c,d,e){for(var f=c===(d?"border":"content")?4:"width"===b?1:0,g=0;4>f;f+=2)"margin"===c&&(g+=m.css(a,c+T[f],!0,e)),d?("content"===c&&(g-=m.css(a,"padding"+T[f],!0,e)),"margin"!==c&&(g-=m.css(a,"border"+T[f]+"Width",!0,e))):(g+=m.css(a,"padding"+T[f],!0,e),"padding"!==c&&(g+=m.css(a,"border"+T[f]+"Width",!0,e)));return g}function Ya(a,b,c){var d=!0,e="width"===b?a.offsetWidth:a.offsetHeight,f=Ia(a),g=k.boxSizing&&"border-box"===m.css(a,"boxSizing",!1,f);if(0>=e||null==e){if(e=Ja(a,b,f),(0>e||null==e)&&(e=a.style[b]),Ha.test(e))return e;d=g&&(k.boxSizingReliable()||e===a.style[b]),e=parseFloat(e)||0}return e+Xa(a,b,c||(g?"border":"content"),d,f)+"px"}m.extend({cssHooks:{opacity:{get:function(a,b){if(b){var c=Ja(a,"opacity");return""===c?"1":c}}}},cssNumber:{columnCount:!0,fillOpacity:!0,flexGrow:!0,flexShrink:!0,fontWeight:!0,lineHeight:!0,opacity:!0,order:!0,orphans:!0,widows:!0,zIndex:!0,zoom:!0},cssProps:{"float":k.cssFloat?"cssFloat":"styleFloat"},style:function(a,b,c,d){if(a&&3!==a.nodeType&&8!==a.nodeType&&a.style){var e,f,g,h=m.camelCase(b),i=a.style;if(b=m.cssProps[h]||(m.cssProps[h]=Ua(i,h)),g=m.cssHooks[b]||m.cssHooks[h],void 0===c)return g&&"get"in g&&void 0!==(e=g.get(a,!1,d))?e:i[b];if(f=typeof c,"string"===f&&(e=Qa.exec(c))&&(c=(e[1]+1)*e[2]+parseFloat(m.css(a,b)),f="number"),null!=c&&c===c&&("number"!==f||m.cssNumber[h]||(c+="px"),k.clearCloneStyle||""!==c||0!==b.indexOf("background")||(i[b]="inherit"),!(g&&"set"in g&&void 0===(c=g.set(a,c,d)))))try{i[b]=c}catch(j){}}},css:function(a,b,c,d){var e,f,g,h=m.camelCase(b);return b=m.cssProps[h]||(m.cssProps[h]=Ua(a.style,h)),g=m.cssHooks[b]||m.cssHooks[h],g&&"get"in g&&(f=g.get(a,!0,c)),void 0===f&&(f=Ja(a,b,d)),"normal"===f&&b in Sa&&(f=Sa[b]),""===c||c?(e=parseFloat(f),c===!0||m.isNumeric(e)?e||0:f):f}}),m.each(["height","width"],function(a,b){m.cssHooks[b]={get:function(a,c,d){return c?Oa.test(m.css(a,"display"))&&0===a.offsetWidth?m.swap(a,Ra,function(){return Ya(a,b,d)}):Ya(a,b,d):void 0},set:function(a,c,d){var e=d&&Ia(a);return Wa(a,c,d?Xa(a,b,d,k.boxSizing&&"border-box"===m.css(a,"boxSizing",!1,e),e):0)}}}),k.opacity||(m.cssHooks.opacity={get:function(a,b){return Na.test((b&&a.currentStyle?a.currentStyle.filter:a.style.filter)||"")?.01*parseFloat(RegExp.$1)+"":b?"1":""},set:function(a,b){var c=a.style,d=a.currentStyle,e=m.isNumeric(b)?"alpha(opacity="+100*b+")":"",f=d&&d.filter||c.filter||"";c.zoom=1,(b>=1||""===b)&&""===m.trim(f.replace(Ma,""))&&c.removeAttribute&&(c.removeAttribute("filter"),""===b||d&&!d.filter)||(c.filter=Ma.test(f)?f.replace(Ma,e):f+" "+e)}}),m.cssHooks.marginRight=La(k.reliableMarginRight,function(a,b){return b?m.swap(a,{display:"inline-block"},Ja,[a,"marginRight"]):void 0}),m.each({margin:"",padding:"",border:"Width"},function(a,b){m.cssHooks[a+b]={expand:function(c){for(var d=0,e={},f="string"==typeof c?c.split(" "):[c];4>d;d++)e[a+T[d]+b]=f[d]||f[d-2]||f[0];return e}},Ga.test(a)||(m.cssHooks[a+b].set=Wa)}),m.fn.extend({css:function(a,b){return V(this,function(a,b,c){var d,e,f={},g=0;if(m.isArray(b)){for(d=Ia(a),e=b.length;e>g;g++)f[b[g]]=m.css(a,b[g],!1,d);return f}return void 0!==c?m.style(a,b,c):m.css(a,b)},a,b,arguments.length>1)},show:function(){return Va(this,!0)},hide:function(){return Va(this)},toggle:function(a){return"boolean"==typeof a?a?this.show():this.hide():this.each(function(){U(this)?m(this).show():m(this).hide()})}});function Za(a,b,c,d,e){
return new Za.prototype.init(a,b,c,d,e)}m.Tween=Za,Za.prototype={constructor:Za,init:function(a,b,c,d,e,f){this.elem=a,this.prop=c,this.easing=e||"swing",this.options=b,this.start=this.now=this.cur(),this.end=d,this.unit=f||(m.cssNumber[c]?"":"px")},cur:function(){var a=Za.propHooks[this.prop];return a&&a.get?a.get(this):Za.propHooks._default.get(this)},run:function(a){var b,c=Za.propHooks[this.prop];return this.options.duration?this.pos=b=m.easing[this.easing](a,this.options.duration*a,0,1,this.options.duration):this.pos=b=a,this.now=(this.end-this.start)*b+this.start,this.options.step&&this.options.step.call(this.elem,this.now,this),c&&c.set?c.set(this):Za.propHooks._default.set(this),this}},Za.prototype.init.prototype=Za.prototype,Za.propHooks={_default:{get:function(a){var b;return null==a.elem[a.prop]||a.elem.style&&null!=a.elem.style[a.prop]?(b=m.css(a.elem,a.prop,""),b&&"auto"!==b?b:0):a.elem[a.prop]},set:function(a){m.fx.step[a.prop]?m.fx.step[a.prop](a):a.elem.style&&(null!=a.elem.style[m.cssProps[a.prop]]||m.cssHooks[a.prop])?m.style(a.elem,a.prop,a.now+a.unit):a.elem[a.prop]=a.now}}},Za.propHooks.scrollTop=Za.propHooks.scrollLeft={set:function(a){a.elem.nodeType&&a.elem.parentNode&&(a.elem[a.prop]=a.now)}},m.easing={linear:function(a){return a},swing:function(a){return.5-Math.cos(a*Math.PI)/2}},m.fx=Za.prototype.init,m.fx.step={};var $a,_a,ab=/^(?:toggle|show|hide)$/,bb=new RegExp("^(?:([+-])=|)("+S+")([a-z%]*)$","i"),cb=/queueHooks$/,db=[ib],eb={"*":[function(a,b){var c=this.createTween(a,b),d=c.cur(),e=bb.exec(b),f=e&&e[3]||(m.cssNumber[a]?"":"px"),g=(m.cssNumber[a]||"px"!==f&&+d)&&bb.exec(m.css(c.elem,a)),h=1,i=20;if(g&&g[3]!==f){f=f||g[3],e=e||[],g=+d||1;do h=h||".5",g/=h,m.style(c.elem,a,g+f);while(h!==(h=c.cur()/d)&&1!==h&&--i)}return e&&(g=c.start=+g||+d||0,c.unit=f,c.end=e[1]?g+(e[1]+1)*e[2]:+e[2]),c}]};function fb(){return setTimeout(function(){$a=void 0}),$a=m.now()}function gb(a,b){var c,d={height:a},e=0;for(b=b?1:0;4>e;e+=2-b)c=T[e],d["margin"+c]=d["padding"+c]=a;return b&&(d.opacity=d.width=a),d}function hb(a,b,c){for(var d,e=(eb[b]||[]).concat(eb["*"]),f=0,g=e.length;g>f;f++)if(d=e[f].call(c,b,a))return d}function ib(a,b,c){var d,e,f,g,h,i,j,l,n=this,o={},p=a.style,q=a.nodeType&&U(a),r=m._data(a,"fxshow");c.queue||(h=m._queueHooks(a,"fx"),null==h.unqueued&&(h.unqueued=0,i=h.empty.fire,h.empty.fire=function(){h.unqueued||i()}),h.unqueued++,n.always(function(){n.always(function(){h.unqueued--,m.queue(a,"fx").length||h.empty.fire()})})),1===a.nodeType&&("height"in b||"width"in b)&&(c.overflow=[p.overflow,p.overflowX,p.overflowY],j=m.css(a,"display"),l="none"===j?m._data(a,"olddisplay")||Fa(a.nodeName):j,"inline"===l&&"none"===m.css(a,"float")&&(k.inlineBlockNeedsLayout&&"inline"!==Fa(a.nodeName)?p.zoom=1:p.display="inline-block")),c.overflow&&(p.overflow="hidden",k.shrinkWrapBlocks()||n.always(function(){p.overflow=c.overflow[0],p.overflowX=c.overflow[1],p.overflowY=c.overflow[2]}));for(d in b)if(e=b[d],ab.exec(e)){if(delete b[d],f=f||"toggle"===e,e===(q?"hide":"show")){if("show"!==e||!r||void 0===r[d])continue;q=!0}o[d]=r&&r[d]||m.style(a,d)}else j=void 0;if(m.isEmptyObject(o))"inline"===("none"===j?Fa(a.nodeName):j)&&(p.display=j);else{r?"hidden"in r&&(q=r.hidden):r=m._data(a,"fxshow",{}),f&&(r.hidden=!q),q?m(a).show():n.done(function(){m(a).hide()}),n.done(function(){var b;m._removeData(a,"fxshow");for(b in o)m.style(a,b,o[b])});for(d in o)g=hb(q?r[d]:0,d,n),d in r||(r[d]=g.start,q&&(g.end=g.start,g.start="width"===d||"height"===d?1:0))}}function jb(a,b){var c,d,e,f,g;for(c in a)if(d=m.camelCase(c),e=b[d],f=a[c],m.isArray(f)&&(e=f[1],f=a[c]=f[0]),c!==d&&(a[d]=f,delete a[c]),g=m.cssHooks[d],g&&"expand"in g){f=g.expand(f),delete a[d];for(c in f)c in a||(a[c]=f[c],b[c]=e)}else b[d]=e}function kb(a,b,c){var d,e,f=0,g=db.length,h=m.Deferred().always(function(){delete i.elem}),i=function(){if(e)return!1;for(var b=$a||fb(),c=Math.max(0,j.startTime+j.duration-b),d=c/j.duration||0,f=1-d,g=0,i=j.tweens.length;i>g;g++)j.tweens[g].run(f);return h.notifyWith(a,[j,f,c]),1>f&&i?c:(h.resolveWith(a,[j]),!1)},j=h.promise({elem:a,props:m.extend({},b),opts:m.extend(!0,{specialEasing:{}},c),originalProperties:b,originalOptions:c,startTime:$a||fb(),duration:c.duration,tweens:[],createTween:function(b,c){var d=m.Tween(a,j.opts,b,c,j.opts.specialEasing[b]||j.opts.easing);return j.tweens.push(d),d},stop:function(b){var c=0,d=b?j.tweens.length:0;if(e)return this;for(e=!0;d>c;c++)j.tweens[c].run(1);return b?h.resolveWith(a,[j,b]):h.rejectWith(a,[j,b]),this}}),k=j.props;for(jb(k,j.opts.specialEasing);g>f;f++)if(d=db[f].call(j,a,k,j.opts))return d;return m.map(k,hb,j),m.isFunction(j.opts.start)&&j.opts.start.call(a,j),m.fx.timer(m.extend(i,{elem:a,anim:j,queue:j.opts.queue})),j.progress(j.opts.progress).done(j.opts.done,j.opts.complete).fail(j.opts.fail).always(j.opts.always)}m.Animation=m.extend(kb,{tweener:function(a,b){m.isFunction(a)?(b=a,a=["*"]):a=a.split(" ");for(var c,d=0,e=a.length;e>d;d++)c=a[d],eb[c]=eb[c]||[],eb[c].unshift(b)},prefilter:function(a,b){b?db.unshift(a):db.push(a)}}),m.speed=function(a,b,c){var d=a&&"object"==typeof a?m.extend({},a):{complete:c||!c&&b||m.isFunction(a)&&a,duration:a,easing:c&&b||b&&!m.isFunction(b)&&b};return d.duration=m.fx.off?0:"number"==typeof d.duration?d.duration:d.duration in m.fx.speeds?m.fx.speeds[d.duration]:m.fx.speeds._default,(null==d.queue||d.queue===!0)&&(d.queue="fx"),d.old=d.complete,d.complete=function(){m.isFunction(d.old)&&d.old.call(this),d.queue&&m.dequeue(this,d.queue)},d},m.fn.extend({fadeTo:function(a,b,c,d){return this.filter(U).css("opacity",0).show().end().animate({opacity:b},a,c,d)},animate:function(a,b,c,d){var e=m.isEmptyObject(a),f=m.speed(b,c,d),g=function(){var b=kb(this,m.extend({},a),f);(e||m._data(this,"finish"))&&b.stop(!0)};return g.finish=g,e||f.queue===!1?this.each(g):this.queue(f.queue,g)},stop:function(a,b,c){var d=function(a){var b=a.stop;delete a.stop,b(c)};return"string"!=typeof a&&(c=b,b=a,a=void 0),b&&a!==!1&&this.queue(a||"fx",[]),this.each(function(){var b=!0,e=null!=a&&a+"queueHooks",f=m.timers,g=m._data(this);if(e)g[e]&&g[e].stop&&d(g[e]);else for(e in g)g[e]&&g[e].stop&&cb.test(e)&&d(g[e]);for(e=f.length;e--;)f[e].elem!==this||null!=a&&f[e].queue!==a||(f[e].anim.stop(c),b=!1,f.splice(e,1));(b||!c)&&m.dequeue(this,a)})},finish:function(a){return a!==!1&&(a=a||"fx"),this.each(function(){var b,c=m._data(this),d=c[a+"queue"],e=c[a+"queueHooks"],f=m.timers,g=d?d.length:0;for(c.finish=!0,m.queue(this,a,[]),e&&e.stop&&e.stop.call(this,!0),b=f.length;b--;)f[b].elem===this&&f[b].queue===a&&(f[b].anim.stop(!0),f.splice(b,1));for(b=0;g>b;b++)d[b]&&d[b].finish&&d[b].finish.call(this);delete c.finish})}}),m.each(["toggle","show","hide"],function(a,b){var c=m.fn[b];m.fn[b]=function(a,d,e){return null==a||"boolean"==typeof a?c.apply(this,arguments):this.animate(gb(b,!0),a,d,e)}}),m.each({slideDown:gb("show"),slideUp:gb("hide"),slideToggle:gb("toggle"),fadeIn:{opacity:"show"},fadeOut:{opacity:"hide"},fadeToggle:{opacity:"toggle"}},function(a,b){m.fn[a]=function(a,c,d){return this.animate(b,a,c,d)}}),m.timers=[],m.fx.tick=function(){var a,b=m.timers,c=0;for($a=m.now();c<b.length;c++)a=b[c],a()||b[c]!==a||b.splice(c--,1);b.length||m.fx.stop(),$a=void 0},m.fx.timer=function(a){m.timers.push(a),a()?m.fx.start():m.timers.pop()},m.fx.interval=13,m.fx.start=function(){_a||(_a=setInterval(m.fx.tick,m.fx.interval))},m.fx.stop=function(){clearInterval(_a),_a=null},m.fx.speeds={slow:600,fast:200,_default:400},m.fn.delay=function(a,b){return a=m.fx?m.fx.speeds[a]||a:a,b=b||"fx",this.queue(b,function(b,c){var d=setTimeout(b,a);c.stop=function(){clearTimeout(d)}})},function(){var a,b,c,d,e;b=y.createElement("div"),b.setAttribute("className","t"),b.innerHTML="  <link/><table></table><a href='/a'>a</a><input type='checkbox'/>",d=b.getElementsByTagName("a")[0],c=y.createElement("select"),e=c.appendChild(y.createElement("option")),a=b.getElementsByTagName("input")[0],d.style.cssText="top:1px",k.getSetAttribute="t"!==b.className,k.style=/top/.test(d.getAttribute("style")),k.hrefNormalized="/a"===d.getAttribute("href"),k.checkOn=!!a.value,k.optSelected=e.selected,k.enctype=!!y.createElement("form").enctype,c.disabled=!0,k.optDisabled=!e.disabled,a=y.createElement("input"),a.setAttribute("value",""),k.input=""===a.getAttribute("value"),a.value="t",a.setAttribute("type","radio"),k.radioValue="t"===a.value}();var lb=/\r/g;m.fn.extend({val:function(a){var b,c,d,e=this[0];{if(arguments.length)return d=m.isFunction(a),this.each(function(c){var e;1===this.nodeType&&(e=d?a.call(this,c,m(this).val()):a,null==e?e="":"number"==typeof e?e+="":m.isArray(e)&&(e=m.map(e,function(a){return null==a?"":a+""})),b=m.valHooks[this.type]||m.valHooks[this.nodeName.toLowerCase()],b&&"set"in b&&void 0!==b.set(this,e,"value")||(this.value=e))});if(e)return b=m.valHooks[e.type]||m.valHooks[e.nodeName.toLowerCase()],b&&"get"in b&&void 0!==(c=b.get(e,"value"))?c:(c=e.value,"string"==typeof c?c.replace(lb,""):null==c?"":c)}}}),m.extend({valHooks:{option:{get:function(a){var b=m.find.attr(a,"value");return null!=b?b:m.trim(m.text(a))}},select:{get:function(a){for(var b,c,d=a.options,e=a.selectedIndex,f="select-one"===a.type||0>e,g=f?null:[],h=f?e+1:d.length,i=0>e?h:f?e:0;h>i;i++)if(c=d[i],!(!c.selected&&i!==e||(k.optDisabled?c.disabled:null!==c.getAttribute("disabled"))||c.parentNode.disabled&&m.nodeName(c.parentNode,"optgroup"))){if(b=m(c).val(),f)return b;g.push(b)}return g},set:function(a,b){var c,d,e=a.options,f=m.makeArray(b),g=e.length;while(g--)if(d=e[g],m.inArray(m.valHooks.option.get(d),f)>=0)try{d.selected=c=!0}catch(h){d.scrollHeight}else d.selected=!1;return c||(a.selectedIndex=-1),e}}}}),m.each(["radio","checkbox"],function(){m.valHooks[this]={set:function(a,b){return m.isArray(b)?a.checked=m.inArray(m(a).val(),b)>=0:void 0}},k.checkOn||(m.valHooks[this].get=function(a){return null===a.getAttribute("value")?"on":a.value})});var mb,nb,ob=m.expr.attrHandle,pb=/^(?:checked|selected)$/i,qb=k.getSetAttribute,rb=k.input;m.fn.extend({attr:function(a,b){return V(this,m.attr,a,b,arguments.length>1)},removeAttr:function(a){return this.each(function(){m.removeAttr(this,a)})}}),m.extend({attr:function(a,b,c){var d,e,f=a.nodeType;if(a&&3!==f&&8!==f&&2!==f)return typeof a.getAttribute===K?m.prop(a,b,c):(1===f&&m.isXMLDoc(a)||(b=b.toLowerCase(),d=m.attrHooks[b]||(m.expr.match.bool.test(b)?nb:mb)),void 0===c?d&&"get"in d&&null!==(e=d.get(a,b))?e:(e=m.find.attr(a,b),null==e?void 0:e):null!==c?d&&"set"in d&&void 0!==(e=d.set(a,c,b))?e:(a.setAttribute(b,c+""),c):void m.removeAttr(a,b))},removeAttr:function(a,b){var c,d,e=0,f=b&&b.match(E);if(f&&1===a.nodeType)while(c=f[e++])d=m.propFix[c]||c,m.expr.match.bool.test(c)?rb&&qb||!pb.test(c)?a[d]=!1:a[m.camelCase("default-"+c)]=a[d]=!1:m.attr(a,c,""),a.removeAttribute(qb?c:d)},attrHooks:{type:{set:function(a,b){if(!k.radioValue&&"radio"===b&&m.nodeName(a,"input")){var c=a.value;return a.setAttribute("type",b),c&&(a.value=c),b}}}}}),nb={set:function(a,b,c){return b===!1?m.removeAttr(a,c):rb&&qb||!pb.test(c)?a.setAttribute(!qb&&m.propFix[c]||c,c):a[m.camelCase("default-"+c)]=a[c]=!0,c}},m.each(m.expr.match.bool.source.match(/\w+/g),function(a,b){var c=ob[b]||m.find.attr;ob[b]=rb&&qb||!pb.test(b)?function(a,b,d){var e,f;return d||(f=ob[b],ob[b]=e,e=null!=c(a,b,d)?b.toLowerCase():null,ob[b]=f),e}:function(a,b,c){return c?void 0:a[m.camelCase("default-"+b)]?b.toLowerCase():null}}),rb&&qb||(m.attrHooks.value={set:function(a,b,c){return m.nodeName(a,"input")?void(a.defaultValue=b):mb&&mb.set(a,b,c)}}),qb||(mb={set:function(a,b,c){var d=a.getAttributeNode(c);return d||a.setAttributeNode(d=a.ownerDocument.createAttribute(c)),d.value=b+="","value"===c||b===a.getAttribute(c)?b:void 0}},ob.id=ob.name=ob.coords=function(a,b,c){var d;return c?void 0:(d=a.getAttributeNode(b))&&""!==d.value?d.value:null},m.valHooks.button={get:function(a,b){var c=a.getAttributeNode(b);return c&&c.specified?c.value:void 0},set:mb.set},m.attrHooks.contenteditable={set:function(a,b,c){mb.set(a,""===b?!1:b,c)}},m.each(["width","height"],function(a,b){m.attrHooks[b]={set:function(a,c){return""===c?(a.setAttribute(b,"auto"),c):void 0}}})),k.style||(m.attrHooks.style={get:function(a){return a.style.cssText||void 0},set:function(a,b){return a.style.cssText=b+""}});var sb=/^(?:input|select|textarea|button|object)$/i,tb=/^(?:a|area)$/i;m.fn.extend({prop:function(a,b){return V(this,m.prop,a,b,arguments.length>1)},removeProp:function(a){return a=m.propFix[a]||a,this.each(function(){try{this[a]=void 0,delete this[a]}catch(b){}})}}),m.extend({propFix:{"for":"htmlFor","class":"className"},prop:function(a,b,c){var d,e,f,g=a.nodeType;if(a&&3!==g&&8!==g&&2!==g)return f=1!==g||!m.isXMLDoc(a),f&&(b=m.propFix[b]||b,e=m.propHooks[b]),void 0!==c?e&&"set"in e&&void 0!==(d=e.set(a,c,b))?d:a[b]=c:e&&"get"in e&&null!==(d=e.get(a,b))?d:a[b]},propHooks:{tabIndex:{get:function(a){var b=m.find.attr(a,"tabindex");return b?parseInt(b,10):sb.test(a.nodeName)||tb.test(a.nodeName)&&a.href?0:-1}}}}),k.hrefNormalized||m.each(["href","src"],function(a,b){m.propHooks[b]={get:function(a){return a.getAttribute(b,4)}}}),k.optSelected||(m.propHooks.selected={get:function(a){var b=a.parentNode;return b&&(b.selectedIndex,b.parentNode&&b.parentNode.selectedIndex),null}}),m.each(["tabIndex","readOnly","maxLength","cellSpacing","cellPadding","rowSpan","colSpan","useMap","frameBorder","contentEditable"],function(){m.propFix[this.toLowerCase()]=this}),k.enctype||(m.propFix.enctype="encoding");var ub=/[\t\r\n\f]/g;m.fn.extend({addClass:function(a){var b,c,d,e,f,g,h=0,i=this.length,j="string"==typeof a&&a;if(m.isFunction(a))return this.each(function(b){m(this).addClass(a.call(this,b,this.className))});if(j)for(b=(a||"").match(E)||[];i>h;h++)if(c=this[h],d=1===c.nodeType&&(c.className?(" "+c.className+" ").replace(ub," "):" ")){f=0;while(e=b[f++])d.indexOf(" "+e+" ")<0&&(d+=e+" ");g=m.trim(d),c.className!==g&&(c.className=g)}return this},removeClass:function(a){var b,c,d,e,f,g,h=0,i=this.length,j=0===arguments.length||"string"==typeof a&&a;if(m.isFunction(a))return this.each(function(b){m(this).removeClass(a.call(this,b,this.className))});if(j)for(b=(a||"").match(E)||[];i>h;h++)if(c=this[h],d=1===c.nodeType&&(c.className?(" "+c.className+" ").replace(ub," "):"")){f=0;while(e=b[f++])while(d.indexOf(" "+e+" ")>=0)d=d.replace(" "+e+" "," ");g=a?m.trim(d):"",c.className!==g&&(c.className=g)}return this},toggleClass:function(a,b){var c=typeof a;return"boolean"==typeof b&&"string"===c?b?this.addClass(a):this.removeClass(a):this.each(m.isFunction(a)?function(c){m(this).toggleClass(a.call(this,c,this.className,b),b)}:function(){if("string"===c){var b,d=0,e=m(this),f=a.match(E)||[];while(b=f[d++])e.hasClass(b)?e.removeClass(b):e.addClass(b)}else(c===K||"boolean"===c)&&(this.className&&m._data(this,"__className__",this.className),this.className=this.className||a===!1?"":m._data(this,"__className__")||"")})},hasClass:function(a){for(var b=" "+a+" ",c=0,d=this.length;d>c;c++)if(1===this[c].nodeType&&(" "+this[c].className+" ").replace(ub," ").indexOf(b)>=0)return!0;return!1}}),m.each("blur focus focusin focusout load resize scroll unload click dblclick mousedown mouseup mousemove mouseover mouseout mouseenter mouseleave change select submit keydown keypress keyup error contextmenu".split(" "),function(a,b){m.fn[b]=function(a,c){return arguments.length>0?this.on(b,null,a,c):this.trigger(b)}}),m.fn.extend({hover:function(a,b){return this.mouseenter(a).mouseleave(b||a)},bind:function(a,b,c){return this.on(a,null,b,c)},unbind:function(a,b){return this.off(a,null,b)},delegate:function(a,b,c,d){return this.on(b,a,c,d)},undelegate:function(a,b,c){return 1===arguments.length?this.off(a,"**"):this.off(b,a||"**",c)}});var vb=m.now(),wb=/\?/,xb=/(,)|(\[|{)|(}|])|"(?:[^"\\\r\n]|\\["\\\/bfnrt]|\\u[\da-fA-F]{4})*"\s*:?|true|false|null|-?(?!0\d)\d+(?:\.\d+|)(?:[eE][+-]?\d+|)/g;m.parseJSON=function(b){if(a.JSON&&a.JSON.parse)return a.JSON.parse(b+"");var c,d=null,e=m.trim(b+"");return e&&!m.trim(e.replace(xb,function(a,b,e,f){return c&&b&&(d=0),0===d?a:(c=e||b,d+=!f-!e,"")}))?Function("return "+e)():m.error("Invalid JSON: "+b)},m.parseXML=function(b){var c,d;if(!b||"string"!=typeof b)return null;try{a.DOMParser?(d=new DOMParser,c=d.parseFromString(b,"text/xml")):(c=new ActiveXObject("Microsoft.XMLDOM"),c.async="false",c.loadXML(b))}catch(e){c=void 0}return c&&c.documentElement&&!c.getElementsByTagName("parsererror").length||m.error("Invalid XML: "+b),c};var yb,zb,Ab=/#.*$/,Bb=/([?&])_=[^&]*/,Cb=/^(.*?):[ \t]*([^\r\n]*)\r?$/gm,Db=/^(?:about|app|app-storage|.+-extension|file|res|widget):$/,Eb=/^(?:GET|HEAD)$/,Fb=/^\/\//,Gb=/^([\w.+-]+:)(?:\/\/(?:[^\/?#]*@|)([^\/?#:]*)(?::(\d+)|)|)/,Hb={},Ib={},Jb="*/".concat("*");try{zb=location.href}catch(Kb){zb=y.createElement("a"),zb.href="",zb=zb.href}yb=Gb.exec(zb.toLowerCase())||[];function Lb(a){return function(b,c){"string"!=typeof b&&(c=b,b="*");var d,e=0,f=b.toLowerCase().match(E)||[];if(m.isFunction(c))while(d=f[e++])"+"===d.charAt(0)?(d=d.slice(1)||"*",(a[d]=a[d]||[]).unshift(c)):(a[d]=a[d]||[]).push(c)}}function Mb(a,b,c,d){var e={},f=a===Ib;function g(h){var i;return e[h]=!0,m.each(a[h]||[],function(a,h){var j=h(b,c,d);return"string"!=typeof j||f||e[j]?f?!(i=j):void 0:(b.dataTypes.unshift(j),g(j),!1)}),i}return g(b.dataTypes[0])||!e["*"]&&g("*")}function Nb(a,b){var c,d,e=m.ajaxSettings.flatOptions||{};for(d in b)void 0!==b[d]&&((e[d]?a:c||(c={}))[d]=b[d]);return c&&m.extend(!0,a,c),a}function Ob(a,b,c){var d,e,f,g,h=a.contents,i=a.dataTypes;while("*"===i[0])i.shift(),void 0===e&&(e=a.mimeType||b.getResponseHeader("Content-Type"));if(e)for(g in h)if(h[g]&&h[g].test(e)){i.unshift(g);break}if(i[0]in c)f=i[0];else{for(g in c){if(!i[0]||a.converters[g+" "+i[0]]){f=g;break}d||(d=g)}f=f||d}return f?(f!==i[0]&&i.unshift(f),c[f]):void 0}function Pb(a,b,c,d){var e,f,g,h,i,j={},k=a.dataTypes.slice();if(k[1])for(g in a.converters)j[g.toLowerCase()]=a.converters[g];f=k.shift();while(f)if(a.responseFields[f]&&(c[a.responseFields[f]]=b),!i&&d&&a.dataFilter&&(b=a.dataFilter(b,a.dataType)),i=f,f=k.shift())if("*"===f)f=i;else if("*"!==i&&i!==f){if(g=j[i+" "+f]||j["* "+f],!g)for(e in j)if(h=e.split(" "),h[1]===f&&(g=j[i+" "+h[0]]||j["* "+h[0]])){g===!0?g=j[e]:j[e]!==!0&&(f=h[0],k.unshift(h[1]));break}if(g!==!0)if(g&&a["throws"])b=g(b);else try{b=g(b)}catch(l){return{state:"parsererror",error:g?l:"No conversion from "+i+" to "+f}}}return{state:"success",data:b}}m.extend({active:0,lastModified:{},etag:{},ajaxSettings:{url:zb,type:"GET",isLocal:Db.test(yb[1]),global:!0,processData:!0,async:!0,contentType:"application/x-www-form-urlencoded; charset=UTF-8",accepts:{"*":Jb,text:"text/plain",html:"text/html",xml:"application/xml, text/xml",json:"application/json, text/javascript"},contents:{xml:/xml/,html:/html/,json:/json/},responseFields:{xml:"responseXML",text:"responseText",json:"responseJSON"},converters:{"* text":String,"text html":!0,"text json":m.parseJSON,"text xml":m.parseXML},flatOptions:{url:!0,context:!0}},ajaxSetup:function(a,b){return b?Nb(Nb(a,m.ajaxSettings),b):Nb(m.ajaxSettings,a)},ajaxPrefilter:Lb(Hb),ajaxTransport:Lb(Ib),ajax:function(a,b){"object"==typeof a&&(b=a,a=void 0),b=b||{};var c,d,e,f,g,h,i,j,k=m.ajaxSetup({},b),l=k.context||k,n=k.context&&(l.nodeType||l.jquery)?m(l):m.event,o=m.Deferred(),p=m.Callbacks("once memory"),q=k.statusCode||{},r={},s={},t=0,u="canceled",v={readyState:0,getResponseHeader:function(a){var b;if(2===t){if(!j){j={};while(b=Cb.exec(f))j[b[1].toLowerCase()]=b[2]}b=j[a.toLowerCase()]}return null==b?null:b},getAllResponseHeaders:function(){return 2===t?f:null},setRequestHeader:function(a,b){var c=a.toLowerCase();return t||(a=s[c]=s[c]||a,r[a]=b),this},overrideMimeType:function(a){return t||(k.mimeType=a),this},statusCode:function(a){var b;if(a)if(2>t)for(b in a)q[b]=[q[b],a[b]];else v.always(a[v.status]);return this},abort:function(a){var b=a||u;return i&&i.abort(b),x(0,b),this}};if(o.promise(v).complete=p.add,v.success=v.done,v.error=v.fail,k.url=((a||k.url||zb)+"").replace(Ab,"").replace(Fb,yb[1]+"//"),k.type=b.method||b.type||k.method||k.type,k.dataTypes=m.trim(k.dataType||"*").toLowerCase().match(E)||[""],null==k.crossDomain&&(c=Gb.exec(k.url.toLowerCase()),k.crossDomain=!(!c||c[1]===yb[1]&&c[2]===yb[2]&&(c[3]||("http:"===c[1]?"80":"443"))===(yb[3]||("http:"===yb[1]?"80":"443")))),k.data&&k.processData&&"string"!=typeof k.data&&(k.data=m.param(k.data,k.traditional)),Mb(Hb,k,b,v),2===t)return v;h=m.event&&k.global,h&&0===m.active++&&m.event.trigger("ajaxStart"),k.type=k.type.toUpperCase(),k.hasContent=!Eb.test(k.type),e=k.url,k.hasContent||(k.data&&(e=k.url+=(wb.test(e)?"&":"?")+k.data,delete k.data),k.cache===!1&&(k.url=Bb.test(e)?e.replace(Bb,"$1_="+vb++):e+(wb.test(e)?"&":"?")+"_="+vb++)),k.ifModified&&(m.lastModified[e]&&v.setRequestHeader("If-Modified-Since",m.lastModified[e]),m.etag[e]&&v.setRequestHeader("If-None-Match",m.etag[e])),(k.data&&k.hasContent&&k.contentType!==!1||b.contentType)&&v.setRequestHeader("Content-Type",k.contentType),v.setRequestHeader("Accept",k.dataTypes[0]&&k.accepts[k.dataTypes[0]]?k.accepts[k.dataTypes[0]]+("*"!==k.dataTypes[0]?", "+Jb+"; q=0.01":""):k.accepts["*"]);for(d in k.headers)v.setRequestHeader(d,k.headers[d]);if(k.beforeSend&&(k.beforeSend.call(l,v,k)===!1||2===t))return v.abort();u="abort";for(d in{success:1,error:1,complete:1})v[d](k[d]);if(i=Mb(Ib,k,b,v)){v.readyState=1,h&&n.trigger("ajaxSend",[v,k]),k.async&&k.timeout>0&&(g=setTimeout(function(){v.abort("timeout")},k.timeout));try{t=1,i.send(r,x)}catch(w){if(!(2>t))throw w;x(-1,w)}}else x(-1,"No Transport");function x(a,b,c,d){var j,r,s,u,w,x=b;2!==t&&(t=2,g&&clearTimeout(g),i=void 0,f=d||"",v.readyState=a>0?4:0,j=a>=200&&300>a||304===a,c&&(u=Ob(k,v,c)),u=Pb(k,u,v,j),j?(k.ifModified&&(w=v.getResponseHeader("Last-Modified"),w&&(m.lastModified[e]=w),w=v.getResponseHeader("etag"),w&&(m.etag[e]=w)),204===a||"HEAD"===k.type?x="nocontent":304===a?x="notmodified":(x=u.state,r=u.data,s=u.error,j=!s)):(s=x,(a||!x)&&(x="error",0>a&&(a=0))),v.status=a,v.statusText=(b||x)+"",j?o.resolveWith(l,[r,x,v]):o.rejectWith(l,[v,x,s]),v.statusCode(q),q=void 0,h&&n.trigger(j?"ajaxSuccess":"ajaxError",[v,k,j?r:s]),p.fireWith(l,[v,x]),h&&(n.trigger("ajaxComplete",[v,k]),--m.active||m.event.trigger("ajaxStop")))}return v},getJSON:function(a,b,c){return m.get(a,b,c,"json")},getScript:function(a,b){return m.get(a,void 0,b,"script")}}),m.each(["get","post"],function(a,b){m[b]=function(a,c,d,e){return m.isFunction(c)&&(e=e||d,d=c,c=void 0),m.ajax({url:a,type:b,dataType:e,data:c,success:d})}}),m._evalUrl=function(a){return m.ajax({url:a,type:"GET",dataType:"script",async:!1,global:!1,"throws":!0})},m.fn.extend({wrapAll:function(a){if(m.isFunction(a))return this.each(function(b){m(this).wrapAll(a.call(this,b))});if(this[0]){var b=m(a,this[0].ownerDocument).eq(0).clone(!0);this[0].parentNode&&b.insertBefore(this[0]),b.map(function(){var a=this;while(a.firstChild&&1===a.firstChild.nodeType)a=a.firstChild;return a}).append(this)}return this},wrapInner:function(a){return this.each(m.isFunction(a)?function(b){m(this).wrapInner(a.call(this,b))}:function(){var b=m(this),c=b.contents();c.length?c.wrapAll(a):b.append(a)})},wrap:function(a){var b=m.isFunction(a);return this.each(function(c){m(this).wrapAll(b?a.call(this,c):a)})},unwrap:function(){return this.parent().each(function(){m.nodeName(this,"body")||m(this).replaceWith(this.childNodes)}).end()}}),m.expr.filters.hidden=function(a){return a.offsetWidth<=0&&a.offsetHeight<=0||!k.reliableHiddenOffsets()&&"none"===(a.style&&a.style.display||m.css(a,"display"))},m.expr.filters.visible=function(a){return!m.expr.filters.hidden(a)};var Qb=/%20/g,Rb=/\[\]$/,Sb=/\r?\n/g,Tb=/^(?:submit|button|image|reset|file)$/i,Ub=/^(?:input|select|textarea|keygen)/i;function Vb(a,b,c,d){var e;if(m.isArray(b))m.each(b,function(b,e){c||Rb.test(a)?d(a,e):Vb(a+"["+("object"==typeof e?b:"")+"]",e,c,d)});else if(c||"object"!==m.type(b))d(a,b);else for(e in b)Vb(a+"["+e+"]",b[e],c,d)}m.param=function(a,b){var c,d=[],e=function(a,b){b=m.isFunction(b)?b():null==b?"":b,d[d.length]=encodeURIComponent(a)+"="+encodeURIComponent(b)};if(void 0===b&&(b=m.ajaxSettings&&m.ajaxSettings.traditional),m.isArray(a)||a.jquery&&!m.isPlainObject(a))m.each(a,function(){e(this.name,this.value)});else for(c in a)Vb(c,a[c],b,e);return d.join("&").replace(Qb,"+")},m.fn.extend({serialize:function(){return m.param(this.serializeArray())},serializeArray:function(){return this.map(function(){var a=m.prop(this,"elements");return a?m.makeArray(a):this}).filter(function(){var a=this.type;return this.name&&!m(this).is(":disabled")&&Ub.test(this.nodeName)&&!Tb.test(a)&&(this.checked||!W.test(a))}).map(function(a,b){var c=m(this).val();return null==c?null:m.isArray(c)?m.map(c,function(a){return{name:b.name,value:a.replace(Sb,"\r\n")}}):{name:b.name,value:c.replace(Sb,"\r\n")}}).get()}}),m.ajaxSettings.xhr=void 0!==a.ActiveXObject?function(){return!this.isLocal&&/^(get|post|head|put|delete|options)$/i.test(this.type)&&Zb()||$b()}:Zb;var Wb=0,Xb={},Yb=m.ajaxSettings.xhr();a.attachEvent&&a.attachEvent("onunload",function(){for(var a in Xb)Xb[a](void 0,!0)}),k.cors=!!Yb&&"withCredentials"in Yb,Yb=k.ajax=!!Yb,Yb&&m.ajaxTransport(function(a){if(!a.crossDomain||k.cors){var b;return{send:function(c,d){var e,f=a.xhr(),g=++Wb;if(f.open(a.type,a.url,a.async,a.username,a.password),a.xhrFields)for(e in a.xhrFields)f[e]=a.xhrFields[e];a.mimeType&&f.overrideMimeType&&f.overrideMimeType(a.mimeType),a.crossDomain||c["X-Requested-With"]||(c["X-Requested-With"]="XMLHttpRequest");for(e in c)void 0!==c[e]&&f.setRequestHeader(e,c[e]+"");f.send(a.hasContent&&a.data||null),b=function(c,e){var h,i,j;if(b&&(e||4===f.readyState))if(delete Xb[g],b=void 0,f.onreadystatechange=m.noop,e)4!==f.readyState&&f.abort();else{j={},h=f.status,"string"==typeof f.responseText&&(j.text=f.responseText);try{i=f.statusText}catch(k){i=""}h||!a.isLocal||a.crossDomain?1223===h&&(h=204):h=j.text?200:404}j&&d(h,i,j,f.getAllResponseHeaders())},a.async?4===f.readyState?setTimeout(b):f.onreadystatechange=Xb[g]=b:b()},abort:function(){b&&b(void 0,!0)}}}});function Zb(){try{return new a.XMLHttpRequest}catch(b){}}function $b(){try{return new a.ActiveXObject("Microsoft.XMLHTTP")}catch(b){}}m.ajaxSetup({accepts:{script:"text/javascript, application/javascript, application/ecmascript, application/x-ecmascript"},contents:{script:/(?:java|ecma)script/},converters:{"text script":function(a){return m.globalEval(a),a}}}),m.ajaxPrefilter("script",function(a){void 0===a.cache&&(a.cache=!1),a.crossDomain&&(a.type="GET",a.global=!1)}),m.ajaxTransport("script",function(a){if(a.crossDomain){var b,c=y.head||m("head")[0]||y.documentElement;return{send:function(d,e){b=y.createElement("script"),b.async=!0,a.scriptCharset&&(b.charset=a.scriptCharset),b.src=a.url,b.onload=b.onreadystatechange=function(a,c){(c||!b.readyState||/loaded|complete/.test(b.readyState))&&(b.onload=b.onreadystatechange=null,b.parentNode&&b.parentNode.removeChild(b),b=null,c||e(200,"success"))},c.insertBefore(b,c.firstChild)},abort:function(){b&&b.onload(void 0,!0)}}}});var _b=[],ac=/(=)\?(?=&|$)|\?\?/;m.ajaxSetup({jsonp:"callback",jsonpCallback:function(){var a=_b.pop()||m.expando+"_"+vb++;return this[a]=!0,a}}),m.ajaxPrefilter("json jsonp",function(b,c,d){var e,f,g,h=b.jsonp!==!1&&(ac.test(b.url)?"url":"string"==typeof b.data&&!(b.contentType||"").indexOf("application/x-www-form-urlencoded")&&ac.test(b.data)&&"data");return h||"jsonp"===b.dataTypes[0]?(e=b.jsonpCallback=m.isFunction(b.jsonpCallback)?b.jsonpCallback():b.jsonpCallback,h?b[h]=b[h].replace(ac,"$1"+e):b.jsonp!==!1&&(b.url+=(wb.test(b.url)?"&":"?")+b.jsonp+"="+e),b.converters["script json"]=function(){return g||m.error(e+" was not called"),g[0]},b.dataTypes[0]="json",f=a[e],a[e]=function(){g=arguments},d.always(function(){a[e]=f,b[e]&&(b.jsonpCallback=c.jsonpCallback,_b.push(e)),g&&m.isFunction(f)&&f(g[0]),g=f=void 0}),"script"):void 0}),m.parseHTML=function(a,b,c){if(!a||"string"!=typeof a)return null;"boolean"==typeof b&&(c=b,b=!1),b=b||y;var d=u.exec(a),e=!c&&[];return d?[b.createElement(d[1])]:(d=m.buildFragment([a],b,e),e&&e.length&&m(e).remove(),m.merge([],d.childNodes))};var bc=m.fn.load;m.fn.load=function(a,b,c){if("string"!=typeof a&&bc)return bc.apply(this,arguments);var d,e,f,g=this,h=a.indexOf(" ");return h>=0&&(d=m.trim(a.slice(h,a.length)),a=a.slice(0,h)),m.isFunction(b)?(c=b,b=void 0):b&&"object"==typeof b&&(f="POST"),g.length>0&&m.ajax({url:a,type:f,dataType:"html",data:b}).done(function(a){e=arguments,g.html(d?m("<div>").append(m.parseHTML(a)).find(d):a)}).complete(c&&function(a,b){g.each(c,e||[a.responseText,b,a])}),this},m.each(["ajaxStart","ajaxStop","ajaxComplete","ajaxError","ajaxSuccess","ajaxSend"],function(a,b){m.fn[b]=function(a){return this.on(b,a)}}),m.expr.filters.animated=function(a){return m.grep(m.timers,function(b){return a===b.elem}).length};var cc=a.document.documentElement;function dc(a){return m.isWindow(a)?a:9===a.nodeType?a.defaultView||a.parentWindow:!1}m.offset={setOffset:function(a,b,c){var d,e,f,g,h,i,j,k=m.css(a,"position"),l=m(a),n={};"static"===k&&(a.style.position="relative"),h=l.offset(),f=m.css(a,"top"),i=m.css(a,"left"),j=("absolute"===k||"fixed"===k)&&m.inArray("auto",[f,i])>-1,j?(d=l.position(),g=d.top,e=d.left):(g=parseFloat(f)||0,e=parseFloat(i)||0),m.isFunction(b)&&(b=b.call(a,c,h)),null!=b.top&&(n.top=b.top-h.top+g),null!=b.left&&(n.left=b.left-h.left+e),"using"in b?b.using.call(a,n):l.css(n)}},m.fn.extend({offset:function(a){if(arguments.length)return void 0===a?this:this.each(function(b){m.offset.setOffset(this,a,b)});var b,c,d={top:0,left:0},e=this[0],f=e&&e.ownerDocument;if(f)return b=f.documentElement,m.contains(b,e)?(typeof e.getBoundingClientRect!==K&&(d=e.getBoundingClientRect()),c=dc(f),{top:d.top+(c.pageYOffset||b.scrollTop)-(b.clientTop||0),left:d.left+(c.pageXOffset||b.scrollLeft)-(b.clientLeft||0)}):d},position:function(){if(this[0]){var a,b,c={top:0,left:0},d=this[0];return"fixed"===m.css(d,"position")?b=d.getBoundingClientRect():(a=this.offsetParent(),b=this.offset(),m.nodeName(a[0],"html")||(c=a.offset()),c.top+=m.css(a[0],"borderTopWidth",!0),c.left+=m.css(a[0],"borderLeftWidth",!0)),{top:b.top-c.top-m.css(d,"marginTop",!0),left:b.left-c.left-m.css(d,"marginLeft",!0)}}},offsetParent:function(){return this.map(function(){var a=this.offsetParent||cc;while(a&&!m.nodeName(a,"html")&&"static"===m.css(a,"position"))a=a.offsetParent;return a||cc})}}),m.each({scrollLeft:"pageXOffset",scrollTop:"pageYOffset"},function(a,b){var c=/Y/.test(b);m.fn[a]=function(d){return V(this,function(a,d,e){var f=dc(a);return void 0===e?f?b in f?f[b]:f.document.documentElement[d]:a[d]:void(f?f.scrollTo(c?m(f).scrollLeft():e,c?e:m(f).scrollTop()):a[d]=e)},a,d,arguments.length,null)}}),m.each(["top","left"],function(a,b){m.cssHooks[b]=La(k.pixelPosition,function(a,c){return c?(c=Ja(a,b),Ha.test(c)?m(a).position()[b]+"px":c):void 0})}),m.each({Height:"height",Width:"width"},function(a,b){m.each({padding:"inner"+a,content:b,"":"outer"+a},function(c,d){m.fn[d]=function(d,e){var f=arguments.length&&(c||"boolean"!=typeof d),g=c||(d===!0||e===!0?"margin":"border");return V(this,function(b,c,d){var e;return m.isWindow(b)?b.document.documentElement["client"+a]:9===b.nodeType?(e=b.documentElement,Math.max(b.body["scroll"+a],e["scroll"+a],b.body["offset"+a],e["offset"+a],e["client"+a])):void 0===d?m.css(b,c,g):m.style(b,c,d,g)},b,f?d:void 0,f,null)}})}),m.fn.size=function(){return this.length},m.fn.andSelf=m.fn.addBack,"function"==typeof define&&define.amd&&define("jquery",[],function(){return m});var ec=a.jQuery,fc=a.$;return m.noConflict=function(b){return a.$===m&&(a.$=fc),b&&a.jQuery===m&&(a.jQuery=ec),m},typeof b===K&&(a.jQuery=a.$=m),m});




OPS/imagenes/L1cap06_fincap_600895.jpg





OPS/imagenes/L1cap06_cabcap_600894.jpg





OPS/imagenes/L1cap07_comple_600898.jpg





OPS/imagenes/L1cap07_cabcap_600896.jpg





OPS/imagenes/Primera_portada.jpg
ELINCENIOSO

HIDALGO DON QVI-
XOTE DE LA MANCHA,

Compueflo por Miguel de Ceruantes

Saauncdra.

DIRIGIDO AL DVQVE DEBEIAR,
Marques de Gibraleon, Conde de Benalcagar , y Bafia-
res, Vizconde delaPueblade Alcozer, Seior de
las villas de Capilla, Curiel .y
Burguillos.

GONPRIVILEGIO,
EN XM ADRID PorluandelaCuefla.

Vondefe en cafadeFrancilco de Robles »librero del Reynio fefior.






OPS/imagenes/L1prologo_600874.jpg





OPS/imagenes/L1prologo_600876.jpg





OPS/js/jquery.balancetext.min.js
!function(a){"use strict";function d(){this.reset()}function k(){a(".balance-text").balanceText()}var b=document.documentElement.style,c=b.textWrap||b.WebkitTextWrap||b.MozTextWrap||b.MsTextWrap||b.OTextWrap;d.prototype.reset=function(){this.index=0,this.width=0};var e=function(a){return Boolean(a.match(/^\s$/))},f=function(b){b.find('br[data-owner="balance-text"]').replaceWith(document.createTextNode(" "));var c=b.find('span[data-owner="balance-text"]');if(c.length>0){var d="";c.each(function(){d+=a(this).text(),a(this).remove()}),b.html(d)}},g=function(a){return b=a.get(0).currentStyle||window.getComputedStyle(a.get(0),null),"justify"===b.textAlign},h=function(b,c,d){c=a.trim(c);var e=c.split(" ").length;if(c+=" ",2>e)return c;var f=a("<span></span>").html(c);b.append(f);var g=f.width();f.remove();var h=Math.floor((d-g)/(e-1));return f.css("word-spacing",h+"px").attr("data-owner","balance-text"),a("<div></div>").append(f).html()},i=function(a,b){return 0===b||b===a.length||e(a.charAt(b-1))&&!e(a.charAt(b))},j=function(a,b,c,d,e,f,g){for(var h;;){for(;!i(b,f);)f+=e;if(a.text(b.substr(0,f)),h=a.width(),0>e?d>=h||0>=h||0===f:h>=d||h>=c||f===b.length)break;f+=e}g.index=f,g.width=h};a.fn.balanceText=function(){return c?this:this.each(function(){var b=a(this),c=5e3;f(b);var e="";b.attr("style")&&b.attr("style").indexOf("line-height")>=0&&(e=b.css("line-height")),b.css("line-height","normal");var i=b.width(),k=b.height(),l=b.css("white-space"),m=b.css("float"),n=b.css("display"),o=b.css("position");b.css({"white-space":"nowrap","float":"none",display:"inline",position:"static"});var p=b.width(),q=b.height(),r="pre-wrap"===l?0:q/4;if(i>0&&p>i&&c>p){for(var s=b.text(),t="",u="",v=g(b),w=Math.round(k/q),x=w;x>1;){var y=Math.round((p+r)/x-r),z=Math.round((s.length+1)/x)-1,A=new d;j(b,s,i,y,-1,z,A);var B=new d;z=A.index,j(b,s,i,y,1,z,B),A.reset(),z=B.index,j(b,s,i,y,-1,z,A);var C;C=0===A.index?B.index:i<B.width||A.index===B.index?A.index:Math.abs(y-A.width)<Math.abs(B.width-y)?A.index:B.index,u=s.substr(0,C),v?t+=h(b,u,i):(t+=u.trimRight(),t+='<br data-owner="balance-text" />'),s=s.substr(C),x--,b.text(s),p=b.width()}v?b.html(t+h(b,s,i)):b.html(t+s)}b.css({position:o,display:n,"float":m,"white-space":l,"line-height":e})})},a(window).ready(k),a(window).resize(k)}(jQuery);
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