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Part One

Their status, their spirit,
their code of laws, their will.

Don Quixote, Part One
It was past midnight,

so the old tales tell,

when midst dreams and silence

gloom blanketed the earth,

the living seemed dead,

the dead left their tombs.

It was the hour

of muffled, frightened

voices, of soft,

hollow footfalls,

and of terrified dogs

howling at the sight

of frightful phantoms roaming

in the darkness:

the hour when the bell

of a ruined church

tolls unfathomable

curses and anathemas,

summoning witches

to their Sabbath feast.

The mournful wind howled,

and not one star twinkled

in the sombre sky;

silhouetted against the night

the church towers

and soaring ramparts

of the gothic castle

stood out like black ghosts;
there the frightened sentry

stood singing, perhaps praying.

At midnight, then,

that ancient city, served

by the waters of the River Tormes,

was as still as a tomb

for the sleeping dead;

exalted Salamanca,

sung by the poets,

renowned for arms and arts,

father to famous men,

and noble archive of the sciences.

Suddenly, crossing swords ring out,

followed by a scream;

a deathly scream, a shriek

that penetrates the heart,

chilling the very marrow 

of shuddering listeners.

The cry of someone’s

last farewell to the world.

Then,

in the silence,

a man

passes

muffled,

his discrete

brim

pulled down

to his eyes.

Creeping along,

he slips

by the wall

of a church,

and steals away

into the shadows.

Street of the Coffins:

a steep and narrow way

forever in shadows and hooded 

in the eternal cloak of gloom

as if hung with black crêpe;

at night, lit only

by the lamp shining on

a shrine to Jesus;

the sword in the hand 

of the enshrouded man 

comes alive in the light

of the cross as he passes.

The moon hides behind a gloomy cloud,

framing it with silver fringes;

but with a touch of wind, the cloud frays,

seeping into the air in a white vapour:

shadows of light and mist wander,

a blurred vision of mystery and air,

now shining, now hidden by dense darkness

like sweet hope, like vain illusion.

Deep in the night the street is sombre,

and the sad lamp gasps for air,

flickering light on the sacred image,

and then dying, darkening the shadow.

Is that a shimmering ghost

that seems to approach with urgent steps,

and then vanishes into the shadows?

A troubled soul yearning for the man he once was?

Such a spirit would strike fear and terror

in the most reckless heart of steel

and bring a prayer to the cursing lips

of the fiercest bandit.

But the ghost does not scare the muffled man,

his sword dripping still with blood;

steadfast and blade firmly in hand,

the man advances on to the fight.

A second Don Juan,

a fierce and insolent soul,

irreligious and brave,

arrogant and quarrelsome:

insult in his eyes,

irony on his lips,

he fears nothing, trusting only

his sword and his valour.

His empty heart mocks

the woman he courts,

spurning today

yesterday’s fancy.

He spares no thought

for the future,

for jilted women,

or for riches lost.

The ghosts of those defeated in duels

never trouble his dreams,

nor is his resolve ever

ruffled by timid caution.

Always in quarrels and love affairs,

always in Bacchic orgies,

his impious words

throw together jokes with curses.

The daring student

stands out from the crowd,

known by all in Salamanca

for his life and easy ways;

ruled only by his daring,

he is excused by his wealth,

his generous nobility,

his masculine beauty.

His arrogance and vices,

chivalrous elegance, 

agility and bravery

are matched by none:

and even his crimes,

his impiety and his arrogance

carry the noble seal of

Don Félix de Montemar.


____

Elvira, innocent and broken hearted,

was more beautiful and pure than the blue sky;

her languid and radiant sweet eyes

shone with love through the veil of modesty

that covered her innocence;

she was a timid star reflecting the glow

of glimmering light on the earth,

a pure angel of love inspiring love.

Elvira, once cherished by the student,

was tender and happy and proud of him;

so her heart blossomed with her pleasure,

like the morning rose basking in the sun;

dying with thirst, she drank

the false honey that flowed from the lips

of her deceitful lover, her trusting breast

innocent to the sweet, wicked poison.

No innocent infant rested

so carefree in her mother’s arms

as she did in the false flattering snares

that the seductive lover astutely wove:

in her divine illusion, the sad Elvira 

dreamed that those sweet caresses, 

languid embraces, oh! pleasures 

gone in an instant, would last forever.

The purity of that virgin soul,

flattered by the charm of a nacrine dream,

judged everything true and holy,

and lent virtue and beauty to everything.

She gave a touch of splendour, life and colour

to air, to meadows and fragrant flowers,

just as the blue sky twinkles in a jewelled cloak,

and the radiant sun glimmers in immortal wealth.

The hapless maiden, deceived by love,

entrusted all her joy in Don Félix;

his eyes were to her eyes

stars of glory, springs of life.

When his lips sealed hers, she was

enraptured by the god who courted her;

she listened, enthralled by his voice,

and gazed, in sweet, ecstatic adoration.

[image: image1.jpg]



