however, was so positive they were giants that he neither heard the
cries of Sancho, nor perceived, near as he was, what they were.

“Fly not, cowards and vile beings,” he shouted, “for a single knight
attacks you.”

A slight breeze at this moment sprang up, and the great vanes
began to move.

“Though ye flourish more arms than the giant Briareus, ye have to
reckon with me!” exclaimed Don Quixote, when he saw this.

So saying, he commended himself with all his heart to his lady
Dulcinea, imploring her to support him in such a peril. With lance
braced and covered by his shield, he charged at Rocinante’s fullest gal-
lop and attacked the first mill that stood in front of him. But as he
drove his lance-point into the sail, the wind whirled it around with such
force that it shivered the lance to pieces. It swept away with it horse and
rider, and they were sent rolling over the plain, in sad condition indeed.

Sancho hastened to his assistance as fast as the animal could go.
When he came up he found Don Quixote unable to move, with such
an impact had Rocinante fallen with him.

“God bless me!” said Sancho. “Did I not tell your worship to watch
what you were doing, because they were only windmills? No one
could have made any mistake about it unless he had something of
the same kind in his head.”

“Silence, friend Sancho,” replied Don Quixote. “The fortunes of war
more than any other are liable to frequent fluctuations. Moreover I
think, and it is the truth, that that same sage Freston who carried off
my study and books, has turned these giants into mills in order to
rob me of the glory of vanquishing them, such is the enmity he bears
me. But in the end his wicked arts will avail but little against my
good sword.”

“God'’s will be done,” said Sancho Panza, and helping him to rise got
him up again on Rocinante, whose shoulder was half dislocated. Then,
discussing the adventure, they followed the road to Puerto Lapice, for
there, said Don Quixote, they could not fail to find adventures in abun-
dance and variety, as it was a well-traveled thoroughfare. For all that,
he was much grieved at the loss of his lance, and said so to his squire.

“] remember having read,” he added, “how a Spanish knight, Diego
Pérez de Vargas by name, having broken his sword in battle, tore
from an oak a ponderous bough or branch. With it he did such things
that day, and pounded so many Moors, that he got the surname of
Machuca, and he and his descendants from that day forth were
called Vargas y Machuca. | mention this because from the first oak I
see | mean to tear such a branch, large and stout. I am determined
and resolved to do such deeds with it that you may deem yourself
very fortunate in being found worthy to see them and be an eyewit-
ness of things that will scarcely be believed.”

“Be that as God wills,” said Sancho, “I believe it all as your worship
says it. But straighten yourself a little, for you seem to be leaning to
one side, maybe from the shaking you got when you fell.”
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