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Oh, dream not helm or harness
The sign of valor true;
Peace hath higher tests of manhood
Than battle ever knew.

- John G. Whittier
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About the Author:
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According to his biography in the Junior

Book of Authors (1951), Baldwin, a native of India-
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

CERVANTES
WHO FIRST TOLD THE STORY OF "DON QUIXOTE."

THE romance entitled "The Achievements of the

Ingenious Gentleman, Don Quixote de la Mancha," was
originally written in Spanish by Miguel de Cervantes Sa-
avedra. It was published in two parts, the first in 1605 and
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the second in 1615—mnow just about three hundred years
ago. Among the great books of the world it holds a per-
manent place. It has been translated into every language
of Europe, even Turkish and Slavonic. It has been publis-
hed in numberless editions. It has been read and enjoyed
by men of the most diverse tastes and conditions.

The story is so simple that every one can understand it,
and yet it has in it so much wisdom that the wisest may
derive pleasure from it. It touches the sense of humor in
every heart. It moves to pity rather than ridicule, and to
tears as well as laughter. And herein lies its chief claim to
greatness, that it seems to have been written not for one
country nor for one age alone, but to give delight to all
mankind. "It is our joyfullest modern book."

In its original form, however, it is a bulky work, disma-
ying the present-day reader by its vastness. For it fills mo-
re than a thousand closely printed pages, and the story
itself is interrupted and encumbered by episodes and tedi-
ous passages which are no longer interesting and which
we have no time to read. The person who would get at the
kernel of this famous book and know something of its
plan and its literary worth, must either struggle through
many pages of tiresome details and unnecessary digressi-
ons, or he must resort to much ingenious skipping. In the-
se days of many books and hasty reading, it is scarcely
possible that any person should read the whole of Don
Quixote in its original form. And yet no scholar can afford
to be ignorant of a work so famous and so enjoyable.
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These considerations have led to the preparation of the
present small volume. It is not so much an abridgment of
the great book by Cervantes as it is a rewriting of some of
its most interesting parts. While very much of the work
has necessarily been omitted, the various adventures are
so related as to form a continuous narrative; and in every
way an effort is made to give a clear idea of the manner
and content of the original. Although Cervantes certainly
had no thought of writing a story for children, there are
many passages in Don Quixote which appeal particularly
to young readers; and it is hoped that this adaptation of
such passages will serve a useful purpose in awakening a
desire to become further acquainted with that great
world's classic.
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GETTING READY FOR
ADVENTURES

MANY years ago there lived in Spain a very old-

fashioned gentleman whom you would have been glad to
know. This gentleman had so many odd ways and did so
many strange things that he not only amused his neigh-
bors and distressed his friends, but made himself famous
throughout the world.

What his real name was, no one outside of his village
seemed to know. Some said it was this, some said it was
that; but his neighbors called him "the good Mr. Quixa-
na," and no doubt this was correct.

He was gentle and kind, and very brave; and all who
knew him loved him. He had neither wife nor child. He
lived with his niece in his own farmhouse close by a quiet
little village in the province of La Mancha.

His niece was not yet twenty years of age. So the house
was kept and managed by an old servant woman who was
more wrinkled than wise and more talkative than hand-
some. A poor man who lived in a cottage near by was
employed to do the work on the farm; and he did so well
that the master had much leisure time and was troubled
but little with the cares of business.

Mr. Quixana was rather odd in his appearance and
dress, as all old-fashioned gentlemen are apt to be.

~13~



He was more than fifty years of age, and quite tall and
slender. His face was thin, his nose was long, his hair was
turning gray.

He dressed very plainly. On week days he wore a coar-
se blouse and blue trousers of homespun stuff. On Sun-
days, however, he put on a plush coat and short velvet
breeches and soft slippers with silver buckles.

In the hallway of his old-fashioned house a short, rusty
sword was always hanging; and leaning against the wall
were a rusty lance and a big rawhide shield. These wea-
pons had belonged to his great-grandfather, long ago,
when men knew but little about guns and gunpowder.

On the kitchen doorstep an old greyhound was always
lying. This dog was very lean and slender, and his hunting
days had long been past. But all old-fashioned gentlemen
kept greyhounds in those days.

In the barn there was a horse as old and as lean as the
greyhound. But of this horse I will tell you much more in
the course of my story.

Like many other gentlemen, Mr. Quixana did not work
much. He spent almost all his time in reading, reading,
reading.
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He was seldom seen without a book in his hand. When
the weather was fine he would sit in his little library, or
under the apple trees in his garden, and read all day.

He often forgot to come to his meals. He was so wrap-
ped up in his books that he forgot his horse, his dog, and



even his niece. He forgot his friends; he forgot himself.
Sometimes he sat up and read all night.

Now, what kind of books do you suppose he read?

He read no histories nor books of travel. He cared not-
hing for poetry or philosophy. His whole mind was given
to stories—stories of knights and their daring deeds.

He read so many of these stories that he could not think
of anything else. His head was full of knights and knightly
deeds, of magic and witchcraft, of tournaments and battle-
fields.

If he had read less, he would have been wiser; for much
reading does not always improve the mind.

At length this old-fashioned gentleman said to himself,
"Why should I always be a plain farmer and sit here at
home? Why may I not become a famous knight?"

The more he thought about this matter the more he
wished to be a hero like those of whom he had read in his
books.

"Yes, I will be a knight," he said to himself. "My mind
is fully made up. I will arm myself in a coat of mail, I will
mount my noble steed, I will ride out into the world to
seek adventures.

"No danger shall affright me. With my strong arm I
will go forth to protect the weak and to befriend the fri-
endless. Yes, I will be a knight, and I will fight against
error wherever I find it."

~ 16~



So he began at once to get ready for his great underta-
king.

The first thing to be done was to find some suitable ar-
mor. For what knight ever rode out into the world without
being incased in steel?

In the garret of his house there was an old coat of mail.
It had lain there among the dust and cobwebs for a hund-
red years and more. It was rusted and battered, and some
of the parts were missing. It was a poor piece of work at
the very best.

But he cleaned it as well as he could, and polished it
with great care. He cut some pieces of pasteboard to
supply the missing parts, and painted them to look like
steel. When they were properly fitted, they answered very
well, especially when no fighting was to be done.

With the coat of mail there was an old brass helmet. It,
too, was broken, and the straps for holding it on were lost.
But Mr. Quixana patched it up and found some green rib-
bons which served instead of straps. As he held it up and
looked at it from every side, he felt very proud to think
that his head would be adorned with so rare a piece of
workmanship.

And now a steed must be provided; for every knight
must needs have a noble horse.

The poor old creature in the barn was gaunt and thin
and very bony; but he was just the stuff for a war horse,
wiry and very stubborn. As the old-fashioned gentleman
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looked at him he fancied that no steed had ever been so
beautiful or so swift.

"He will carry me most gallantly," he said, "and I shall
be proud of him. But what shall I call him? A horse that is
ridden by a noble knight must needs have an honorable
and high-sounding name."

So he spent four days in studying what he should call
his steed.
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At last he said, "I have it. His name shall be Rozinan-
te."

"And why do you give him that strange name?" asked
the niece.
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"T will tell you," he answered. "The word rozin means
'common horse,' and the word ante is good Latin for 'befo-
re' or 'formerly.' Now if I call my gallant steed "Formerly-
a-Common-Horse,' the meaning is plain; for everybody
will understand that he is now no longer common, but
very uncommon. Do you see? So his name shall be Rozi-
nante."

Then he patted the horse lovingly, and gently repeated,
"Rozinante! Rozinante!"

He thought that if he could only find as good a name
for himself, he would feel like riding out and beginning his
adventures at once. For what more could he need?

"Every knight," he said, "has the right to put Don at the
beginning of his name; for that is a title of honor and res-
pect. Now, I shall call myself Don—Don—Don somet-
hing; but what shall it be?"

He studied this question for eight days. Then a happy
thought came into his mind.

"T will call myself Don Quixote," he cried; "and since
my home is in the district of La Mancha, I shall be known
throughout the world as Don Quixote de la Mancha.
What name is more noble than that? What title can be
more honorable?"

The name was indeed not very different from his real
name. For have we not said that his neighbors called him
Quixana?
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The good old gentleman had now mended and polis-
hed his armor and found new names for himself and his
steed. He felt himself well equipped for adventures. But
suddenly the thought came to him that still another thing
must be settled before he could ride out and do battle as a
real and true knight.

In all the stories he had read, every hero who was
worthy of knighthood had claims to some fair lady whom
he invoked in time of peril, and to whom he brought the
prizes which he had won. It was at her feet that the knight
must kneel at the end of every quest. It was from her that
he must receive the victor's crown. To him, therefore, a
lady friend was as necessary as a steed or a suit of armor.

Now Don Quixote was not acquainted with many la-
dies, but he felt that, as a knight, he must center his tho-
ughts upon some one who would be his guiding star as he
went faring through the world.

‘Who should it be?

This question troubled him more than any other had
done. He sat in his house for two whole weeks, and tho-
ught of nothing else.

How would his niece do?

Well, she was very young, and he was her uncle. In all
the books in his library there was no account of a knight
kneeling at the feet of his own niece. She was not to be
thought of.
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As for his housekeeper, she was too old and homely.
He could never think of doing homage to one in her
humble station.

At length he remembered a handsome, red-cheeked
maiden who lived in or near the village of Toboso. Her
name was Adonza Lorenzo, and many years ago she had
smiled at him as he was passing her on the road. He had
not seen her since she had grown up, but she must now be
the most charming of womankind. He fancied that no
lady in the world was better fitted to receive his knightly
homage.

"Adonza Lorenzo it shall be!" he cried, rubbing his
hands together.

But what a name! How would it sound when coupled
with that of the valorous Don Quixote de la Mancha? Su-
rely it was too common, and she must have a title more
like that of a princess. What should it be?

He studied over this for many days, and at last hit upon
a name which pleased him much.

"It shall be Dulcinea," he cried. "It shall be Dulcinea
del Toboso. No other name is so sweet, so harmonious, so
like the lady herself."

Thus, after weeks of labor and study, Don Quixote de
la Mancha at length felt himself prepared to ride forth into
the world to seek adventures. He waited only for a suitab-
le opportunity to put his cherished plans into execution.
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THE ADVENTURE AT
THE INN

ONE morning in midsummer, Don Quixote arose

very early, long before any one else was awake.

He put on his coat of mail and the old helmet which he
had patched with pasteboard and green ribbons.

He took down the short sword that had been his great-
grandfather's, and belted it to his side. He grasped his long
lance. He swung the leather shield upon his shoulder.

Then he went out very quietly by the back door, lest he
should awaken his niece or the housekeeper.

He went softly to the barn and saddled his steed. Then
he mounted and rode silently away through the sleeping
village and the quiet fields.

He was pleased to think how easily he had managed
things. He was glad that he had gotten away from the ho-
use and the village without any unpleasant scenes.

"T trust that I shall presently meet with some worthy
adventure," he said to himself.

But soon a dreadful thought came into his mind: He
was not a knight, for no one had conferred that honor
upon him; and the laws of chivalry would not permit him
to contend in battle with any one of noble rank until he
himself was knighted.
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"Whoa, Rozinante!" he said. "I must consider this mat-
ter."

He stopped underneath a tree, and thought and tho-
ught. Must he give up his enterprise and return home?

"No, that I shall never do!" he cried. "I will ride
onward, and the first worthy man that I meet shall make
me knight."

So he spoke cheeringly to Rozinante and resumed his
journey. He dropped the reins loosely upon the horse's
neck, and allowed him to stroll hither and thither as he
pleased.

"It is thus," he said, "that knights ride out upon their
quests. They go where fortune and their steeds may carry
them."

Thus, leisurely, he sat in the saddle, while Rozinante
wandered in unfrequented paths, cropped the green her-
bage by the roadside, or rested himself in the shade of so-
me friendly tree. The hours passed, but neither man nor
beast took note of time or distance.

"We shall have an adventure by and by," said Don
Quixote softly to himself.

The sun was just sinking in the west when Rozinante,
in quest of sweeter grass, carried his master to the summit
of a gentle hill. There, in the valley below him, Don
Quixote beheld a little inn nestling snugly by the roadside.

"Ha!" he cried. "Did I not say that we should have an
adventure?"
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He gathered up the reins; he took his long lance in his
hand; he struck spurs into his loitering steed, and charged
down the hill with the speed of a plow horse.

He imagined that the inn was a great castle with four
towers and a deep moat and a drawbridge.

At some distance from the gate he checked his steed
and waited. He expected to see a dwarf come out on the
wall of the castle and sound a trumpet to give notice of the
arrival of a strange knight; for it was always so in the bo-
oks which he had read.

But nobody came. Don Quixote grew impatient. At
length he urged Rozinante forward at a gentle pace, and
was soon within hailing distance of the inn. Just then a
swineherd, in a field near by, blew his horn to call his pigs
together.

"Ah, ha!" cried Don Quixote. "There is the dwarf at
last. He is blowing his bugle to tell them that I am co-
ming." And with the greatest joy in the world he rode
onward to the door of the inn.

The innkeeper was both fat and jolly; and when he saw
Don Quixote riding up, he went out to welcome him. He
could not help laughing at the war-like appearance of his
visitor—with his long lance, his battered shield, and his
ancient coat of mail. But he kept as sober a face as possib-
le and spoke very humbly.

"Sir Knight," he said, "will you honor me by alighting
from your steed? I have no bed to offer you, but you shall
have every other accommodation that you may ask."
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Don Quixote still supposed that the inn was a castle;
and he thought that the innkeeper must be the governor.
So he answered in pompous tones:—

"Senior Castellano, anything is enough for me. I care
for nothing but arms, and no bed is so sweet to me as the
field of battle."

The innkeeper was much amused.

"You speak well, Sir Knight," he said. "Since your
wants are so few, I can promise that you shall lack not-
hing. Alight, and enter!" And with that he went and held
Don Quixote's stirrup while he dismounted.

The poor old man had eaten nothing all day. His armor
was very heavy. He was stiff from riding so long. He could
hardly stand on his feet. But with the innkeeper's help he
was soon comfortably seated in the kitchen of the inn.
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"I pray you, Senior Castellano," he said, "take good ca-
re of my steed. There is not a finer horse in the universe."

The innkeeper promised that the horse should lack not-
hing, and led him away to the stable.

When he returned to the kitchen he found Don Quixo-
te pulling off his armor. He had relieved himself of the
greater part of his coat of mail; but the helmet had been
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