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Del romance de Durandarte
From Part II chapter XXIII

“And so I say that the venerable Montesinos led me into the crystalline palace, where, in
downstairs chamber that was exceptionally cool and made all of alabaster, there was a
marble sepulcher crafted with great skill, and on it I say a knight stretched out to his full
length, and made not of bronze, or marble, or jasper, as is usual on other sepulchers, but
of pure flesh and pure bone. His right hand, which seemed somewhat hairy and sinewy 
to me, a sign that its owner was very strong, lay over his heart, and before I could ask
anything of Montesinos, who saw me looking with wonder at the figure on the 
sepulcher, he said:

“This is my friend Durandarte, the flower and model of enamored and valiant knights of
his time; here he lies, enchanted, as I and many others are enchanted. What astonishes 
me is that I know, as well as I know that it is day, that Durandarte ended the days of his 
life in my arms, and that when he was dead I removed his heart with my own hands; and 
the truth is that it must have weighed two pounds, because according to naturalists, the 
man who has a larger heart has greater courage than the man whose heart is small. If this 
is the case, and if this knight really died, why does he now moan and sigh from time to 
time, as if he were alive? When this was said, the wretched Durandarte gave a great 
shout and said:

“O my cousin Montesinos! The last thing I asked of you was, when I had breathed my 
last and my soul had flown away, to cut my heart out of my breast with a dagger or a 
blade, and bear it as an offering to my lady, fair Belerma”

-----------------------------------------------------------------------

"Durandarte, Durandarte,
good and proven knight,
you should remember
those good times past,

"When in pageants and inventions
you displayed your wit.
Now, estranged, tell me
why have you forgotten me?"

"These are flattering words,
lady, and suit your taste,
for if I ever changed
it was you who drove me to it.
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For you loved Gayferos
when I was banished
and I will die in desperation
rather than suffer outrage."
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