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PREFACE.

e may

ik,

TaavErume home from Rome, some years ago,
we chavced to pass the Easter Sunday in & certain
town of the Italien Tyrol. Long before church-time,
every road and mountain-path in the neighbourhocd
swarmed with peasantry, old and young, on feot and
on horseback ; and, as widday approached, not only
the church but the churcl-yard, and & good acre
or two of meadow slope bevond, were densely
crowded. At twelve, the bells ccased ringing, and
a profound silence fell upon the congregation. This
silence was presently interropted by a prolonged
flourish of trumpets. The flourish of trumpets was
followed by & popular overtmre of Rosmini's, very
creditably performed by a proviociel band.  Then
came another flourish of trumpets; them marched
in eighteen porgeous beadles, two and two, with
cocked hats and balberts, and erimson sill shoulder-
searves, embroidered with gold ; and then ., .. ..
a very little boy in a soiled surplice, several inches
too long for bim, whe looked terribly frightened, and
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lit the candles! We had expected to see a bizhop
st the very least.

The word PrErFace, at the top of this page, put
us in mind, somehow, of that Easter Bunday. Qur
story of Cervantes is & velume of slender bulk and
few pretensions. The little which we have to eay
ebout it may be told in a few words—might, perhaps,
be left altogether unsaid, without loas to the reader—
and scarcely deserves meuntion in this place at all.
In short, we have serious misgivings leet our Preface
may come o bo regarded ss & wastefol and ridienlouns
expenditure of trumpets end besdles, with a mere
small boy to follow.

Briefly, then, truth of historical fact and truth of
local colour are the oply merite to which this litile
story lays clsim. For the former we have chiefly
relied on Mr. Hoscoe's * Lifo of Cervantes” a work
which may justly be regarded as an authentic
epitome of all hitherto sscertained information upon
the subject. That the bulk of this informstion
should mnot, efter all, be more copious is matter for
regret ; Dut the lives of great poets have, for the
most part, come dowa to us in fragments ; avd these
fragments, of which Miguel Cervantes is the hero,
sre doubtless more than usually smple snd satis-
factory. He lived in stirring times; he took part
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in stirring deeds ; he fought his way to fazme, wword
in hand, end wes known to his contemporarics for
hia welour, his virtnes, and his wisfortunes, long
years bofore his plays filled the theatres of Madrid,
or his “Don Quixote” charmed the melancholy of
Philip of Bpain. Henoe we find record of him in
meny directions; read his praise in military de-
epatches ; are enabled to follow bim in his cam-
paigns ; hear of him in Algiers, through the memoirs
of bLis fellow captives; and trace the slow progres
of his release and afier carear by means of all kinds
of monldering petitions, official letters, and hali-
forgotten parchments, which have from time to time
been sought oot and deciphered by smopessive gene-
rations of biographera We ghould deem ourselves
Tich in precious knowledge if we pomesed bot half
as many perticulars of the life of cur own Shake- °
speare. Of these details, then, dry and somewbat
monotonous as they frequently are, we have availed
ourselves sé fully as the Hmits of this littls tale would
permit. We have taken them for the basis of every
important incident, adhered to them oconscientiously
throughout, and, however we may have wventared
to embellish them by the eid of fiction, have in no
case distorted or falsfied them to suit the purposes of
the story.



