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CAMOENS—THE LYRIC POET

Last year I spoke of Camoens at Yale University;
this year it is my good fortune again to speak of him
and to do it before the mstitution in which, as a true
poet, drawing inspiration more from woman than from
man, he would prefer, among all others of this country,
to anchor his fame, Love was the daily bread of his
genius; as a poet, he fed on love: in his early verses, as
the singer of his own joys and pains; in his maturity,
ag the mirror of its power on nature and mankind.
I will attempt tonight to give you an idea of the part
that the worship of woman plays in his work. DBut,
before, I had better say a word on the part it played in
his own life, and for this I will draw a short racecourci
of that life.

Much has been written on it that seems to me an
attempt at viviseetion. It is eruel to snateh the inner-
most secrets of a man from the privacy, nay, from the
oblivion, to which he wished his most clement Madonna
wonld relegate them, and to uncover his life before
masked posterity, simply because he created a mastor-
piece,

The principal events in the life of Camoens may be
resumed thus. He was born in 1524, and received a
strong classical education at Coimbra under his uncle,
the chancellor of the University, Frei Bento de Camoens.
After 1542 he settled in Lisbon, courting the beauties
of the Palace and writing to them no end of verses, until
he fell in true love with one of them, a voung Lady to
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and that of Dr. Storck, swarm with new conceptions of
the events in the poet’s life, nearly all based on their
reading of his poemes, dated and located by them anew.
There is much ingeniousness in their restorations, hut
1 feel sure the poet wonld wonder at many of the epi-
sodes and intentions sworn by them. 1 must say 1
speak with the highest respect for their knowledge and
their work and under a very great debt, but 1 cannot
belp thinking that both feel too sure of their divining
wift.

I am afraid that with the advance of years there is a
tendeney to concentrate admiration and to let one man
represent the literature of an epoch or of a people.
Something of the kind is happening to me with regard
to Camoens: but 1 have not yet reached the period of
fetichism, as Storck, Theophilo Braga, Richard Bur-
ton, and others did. Every truly great work must con-
tain much rock by the side of the gold. 1 find dreary,
long passages in Dante, Milton, or Camoens. I am
ecertainly wrong, and they right, as the author reads
what he composes at the light of his inspiration; his
writing iz only the shadow of what rushes on him,
pither through his brain or through hiz heart, and
which he tried to reduce to words, Other people read
without any interior light to illuminate them as to the
source of the thonght; they receive only the ashes of
the poet’s inspiration, the echo of his inner song, and
they interpret him, each in his own way.

There i a doubtful point in the history of Camoens
of the most intense interest. The dispute between his
claimant birth-cities move ounly their own citizens; the
dispute about the woman whose love inspired him
appeals to a much wider class, that of lovers, and not
only to lovers alone, to all who give them a smile. Tra-
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dition has fixed her name as Catherina de Athayde, and
her rank or employment as that of Lady to the Queen,
Dona Catherina. Unfortunately, there was, it seems,
more than one Dona Catherina de Athayde in the Royal
Palace of Lisbon; at least two: the daughter of
Dom Alvaro de Sonza, and the daughter of Dom An-
tonio de Lima. The chief biographers, including
Braga and Storck, agree that the poet's enchantress
was the latter; the claim of the first, however, has
revived since the publieation of a passage in the papers
of her confessor. The story with the daughter of Dom
Antonio de Lima would be this: Camoens saw her in
her adolescence, was relegated from Court for aspiring
te her, and remained faithful to that love through all
his persecutions and her neglect until her death. She
never married and died young in Counrt. The story
with the daughter of Dom Alvaro de Souza would be
this: Camoens loved her before her marriage, which
upset all his life and made him strong enemies in Court.
Persecution caused his exile and his enlistment for
Afriea. When he returns to Lisbon it is to hear of her
marriage. Hence his fight with one of her husband’s
relatives and his departure for India, having nothing
else to attach him to his country, There seems to exist
more reality in the second story: it acconnts better for
the tone of his love sonnets, and it alone accounts for
those in which he complains of having been sacrificed
to an unworthy rival; it accounts for the aggression he
made on a relative of hers in the King's serviee; it ae-
counts better for his distress, for the life he led, and for
his departure,

Une canmot help seeing a strange coincidence in the
assault committed by Camoens on Gongalo Borges,
half-brother of Ruy Borges, the husband of Dom
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Alvaro de Souza’s daughter. And what to say of her
words to her confessor, Frei Jodo do Rosario, from the
Dominican Convent of Aveiro, a house to which she
was mast attached and where she is believed to restf
This is the note about her found in her confessor’s
papers: ‘‘And every time I spoke to her of the poet,
exiled because of her, I had always the answer that it
was not so and that it was his great soul that had com-
mitted him to great enterprises in remote countries.’
As she died in 1551, the reference here is to the ab-
sence of Camoens in Africs. Perhaps she knew not
where he had gone. The questioning by her confessor
shows that the attachment of Camoens was well known
aronnd her, while her answer, although that of a
faithful wife, who wished to stop all murmurs, shows
<he conld not hide her admiration for the poet, who had
loved her in her maidenhood and loved her still without
hope.

The problem is not easy to solve, as the most beau-
tiful love verses of Camoens were written in India and
speak of a long sentiment, still in its constancy, al-
though subdued by vesignation and through the death
of all earthly hope, and there is no doubt, if dates on
tombstones are not altered, that the daughter of Dom
Alvaro died before his departure for the East. 1Is it
posgible that he had not heard of her death? One
thing, however, appears most probable from the verses
of Camoens: that the voung person he so ardently
laved married another man, and that lie remained faith-
ful to her.

The love of Dante for Beatrice did not die with her
marriage; the effect of the marriage on her poet was
only to render that love immortal by making her unat-
tainable to him. There is moeh resemblanee between
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the love verses of Camoens and those of Dante and
Petrarea indicating a similar story. The intensity of
despair which he puls in his verses speaks of un ob-
stacle more hopeless than the opposition of others to
the two lovers's will. The love that he received and
which he pours forth in his Lusians did not come from
the look of a young girl, soon after, and forever, an
absent and silent image in his mind. Tt speaks of the
full reciprocation of two hearts beating in unison.
Wordsworth, asking a critic not to scorn the sonnet,
reminded him of Shakespeare and of Camoens,

Camoene soothed with it an exiie's grief,

and when Elizabeth Browning wanted a title for her
love sonnets, that would veil for a moment her aunthor-
ship, Browning could notl find a better one than this—
Sonnets from the Portuguese. These two reminiscences
are suflicient to show the deep impression cansed among
the poets of England in past generations by Camoens's
sonnets.  Some of them appeared in the little book of
Lord Strangford, Poems from the Portuguese of Luis
de Camoens, printed in 1803, and many more in the
Memaoirs of the Life and Writings of Luis de Camoens
of John Adamson, published in 1820, The admiration
of Robert Southey, expressed by his own translations,
contributed much to place the love poems of Camoens
alongside those of Dante and Petrarea. In Camoens,
as in Dante, the epie eclypses entirely the lyrie, still the
Iyrie is of first magnitude. The reason is that the epie,
or colleetive, light is more powerful of its nature
than the lyrie, or personal, one. It is a very com-
siderable work, the Iyric work of Camoens. Some pre-
tend that even without the Lusians it would be enough

|
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to assure him his rank among the greatest poets. 1 be-
lieve that without the Lusians his name, owing to the
narrower cirele of Portugpuese, wonld not compete with
Petrarea, and T am afraid that be would not even be
recognized in Portugal and Brazil az infinitely above
all other native poets. [ do not speak for myself. I
place him in & solitary sphere in the literature of the
two sister languages, Portuguese and Spanish, Buat
when I eome to Dante and Petrarca, 1 muost say it
seems to me that they elosed the evele of the love son-
nets, and that all done after them iz either implied or
in germ in their work. In fact, Dante’s sonnet

Tanto pentile » tonto opestn pare
La donna mis guand’ ella altrol saluta

stands above all love sonnets as the bourn not to be
iwice attained, and which recedes with each new gen-
eration of poets that passes. I thought 1 had better re-
mind you of it, hoping it will be a lifelong friend of
ryours, as it has been of mine,*

“FPante gentlle & tankto onestan pare

La donna mia, gquand'alla mitrul saluta,
Che ool lngoa divien, trempando, muta,
B g1l occhl pon ardiscon 4l gukrdane,

Ella sen wa, sentendosi lnodare,
Benfgoamenta d'umilth westuto;
E poar che sln gon cosi Yonula
i ¢lelo In ferra o miracol mostraro.

Mostrasl ‘8l pincents a4 el & mirm,
Che dit per gzl occhl ona dolcerza al core,
Che Intender non b pud ehi non M prova,

B par che della sun labbla sl muoovn
Uno spirito foave & plen d'amors
Che va dicendo allanima:  soeplrat
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Still it is a splendid evop that of the seeds sown by the
Ttalian love poets of the early Renaissance, and no-
where they produced flowers so much like the primitive
ones as in the verses of Camoens. [ eannot associate
Shakespeare to them, as Shakespeare is a world apart,
entirely a new projection on the whole domain of
Poetry, but Dante, Petrarea and Camoens come from
the same divine pattern; the poetical soul of the first
resounded to the end in the seeond, and their combined
spirit passed on to the third and spent itself among
men. Camoens a8 a lyrie is the echo of Dante and
Petrarca: the echo net of their songs, but of their
singing. The three make a chain unigue in Poetry.
They were detached from the same chorus, which they
will have joined again.

Here is one of his sonnets, describing the first 1m-
prezsion he had of no longer being free. It was in
chureh, like Petrarca, and on a Holy Friday. T will
translate it into English prose. Translations in verse
do not associate only two different literatures, as it is
inevitable in any translation; they generally associate
also two very unequal poets:

“The religions rites were being celebrated in the. temple where
every belng glorified the divins Maker, who on that day had restorsd
hie work with hiz own sacred biood, Love, who watchad the
occasion, when 1 feli my will should be salesi, &tormied my mind
and sight with the rarest angelie figore. Believing that the place
defended mo from his wonted waye, and not knowing that nons was
too confident to escape him, [ let myself be made captive. But today,
realizing thal he wished me for vour siave, I repent of the time I
wii free”

0 oulto divinal &0 celebramm

No templo donde toda cresturn
Louva o Feftor divipo, que o felfara
Com e sagrado Sangue réestaarnyn.

oy



Amar alll, que o tempo me pgunrdava,
Onde o voptade tinha mais segurm,
Com uma rara e angelica fxurn,
A vista da razho me salteava.

Eu, crendo gue o lugar me defendia
D gy Tivee coztume, nao sabendo
Que nenhom conflado The fuging

Doixel me captivar; mas hoje vendo,
Benhora, que por vossoe me querks,
Do tempo que fol lyvre me arrependo,

This idea that love coneeals itsell in the eyez of one
who attracts us, to fall by snrprise on its prey, comes
again and again in different forms:

“The fond and sweel bird s arranging s plumage with its
Jittle bill and in the leavy branch it pours forth without restraint
its Joyful and amorous verses, while the cruel fowler, avolding in
gilence and on tiptos its sight, directs his arrow with a sure eye
against Itz heart giviog It on the Stygian lake an eteroal nest
In this way my heart, that wns moving about in freedom, althongh
long destined to this: fate, wap woeunded where i€ lenst expeciod,
ag the blind archer wolted to talke me unaware, concealed (o your
clear ayes"

Hstd o lasclve ¢ doce passarinho
Com o blquinho as pennas opdengndo;
0 verso gem medbds, alegee, & brando,
Despnlinde no rostico raminiio,

O oroel cagudor, que do caminho

He vom callado, & manso desvinndo,

Com prompia vistu o setta eodireltando,
Lhe di no Esiyglo Lago sterno ninho.

Desta are o coragdo, que livre andava,
{Posto gue J& do longes destinadod
Opde menos temia, fol ferido,
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Porgue o frechelro cegd me espernvm
Parn qoa me tomeese descaldsdo,
Em vossos elaros olhos escondido,

This is the usual tone of his sonnets: praises and com-
plaints, earesses and fears:

“Spring I8 concentrating ite colours In your Image, on your cheaks,
an your llps, It spregds on your brow roses, lilies snd carnationa
In eolouring your features, Nature shows all its art. HIill wnd
valley, river and forest are Jealous of such tints. But if you do not
allew him who loves you to eull the frolt of those Qowers, your ayes
wiil loge all their charm. As It t8 no use; folr Dome, for Love (o
sow leves (o vou, {f vour condition only produces thorne™

Eeid-an n Primavern trasladando
Bm wvossa vista deleltosn & honests;
Mas bollas faces, @ na boca, & tests,
Cocans, rosai o graves debuxando.

De sorte, vosso gests matizande,

Nitura quanto pods manifests

Que o monte, o camps, 6 rlo, & 4 Aorests
8¢ estdio de vés, Senhorn, namorando,

Bo agorn nfio quarals goe guem YoE Kma
Paegsn calher o frocto destns lores,
Perderiio toda o graga o vossos olhos

Porque pouco aprovelts, linds Dama,
Que semoasss 0 AMOT 8m ¥iE AMoToE,

Zp vossh condicho produze abrolhos
—XXVIIL

Compare with thiz one:

Give hack this whiteness Lo the [y and this orimson colour (o (he
pure roses. Gilve back to the sun the luminous flamea of those
ayes that condemn thes to consinnt robbery. Give back tha de-
iightful exdence of thiz volee to the swaeet giren, and this grace
io the Graces. who complain of having theirs lése serene on thy
seconnt. Hve back beauty to beauntiful Venus, wisdeom, geniuvs,

[
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art to Minpsrva;, and purlty to chaste Diana, Divest thysell of
this gremtness, all made of gifts, and thou shalt remaln with thy-
galf alope: that ia with inhumanity.

Tornal essa brancorn & nlvi Essucena,
H easn purpuron: ofr fs paras fosE )
Tarnal ao Bol ne chamman 1nmlooaas
P essa vista que & roubos vos condenm,

Toron! & suavisslmn slrens

Do gssn vor ne cadencias delelbopas;
Tornal & graghn 08 Gragas, que quelXosas
Estho da a Ler por v IMenes gerens.

Tornal & bellan Venus o belleza;
A Minerva o gaber, o engenho, & & arte;
E a pureza fi castisslma Dilann.

Diespojal-voa de tods essa grandezn

D diea; & flcarels em toda parts

Comovosco 8d, gua he 56 ser Inhumane
—{xX.

He studies the natore of love in his own heart, the
maze of 1ts contrasts:

Love 18 & fAre that burns without belng seen; o wound that aches,
without our minding it; it {8 a discontented contentment; a pain
that makes one rave without feeling the pain. It I to eare for
nothing but always to care; to llve solltary nmong people: not to
foal happy In bliss; to think one wins when one s losing

It is to remain in prizon for pleasare; to serve her who wine her
winmer; to be loyal to one who kille us, But how can Its favour
produce o much conformity In human hearts, belog love so con-
trary to Itsalf?

Amor & om fogo que arde poIm 6 -Yar;
B ferlda que doe, ¢ oo se sanlks;

E' hum eontantamento descontente;
B dopr gque desatina sem doer,
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E' um nio querer mals que bom guerir,
H' solitario andar por entfe a gente;
E' um nilo contentarse de contonie;

E' culdar que ge ganha em sa pordor,

E' um estar-se proso por voeatado
B aervir a quem ¥enee o vonosdor ]
B nm ter com guem nos maln lealdade.

Mas come causar pkie o sen favor
Npa moriaes eoraeses conformidads,
Sendo & & tho eontrario o mesmo amor?

Here 18 another that belongs to the metaphysics of
love, the essence of Platonism. It is composed on the
Petrarchian motif :

LS'amante nel amate s8] trasforme
in the T'rivmph of Love.

“The lover, by virtne of so much thinking of It, transforms him-
gelf In the loved thing. [ have nothing else Lo desire, ns the desired
object s within myself, If my soul I8 transformed 1o what elsa
eould the body ohiain® It may rest with lwelf alone, as the other
sonl g @lresdy tled ta it But this levely anpd pure half-Goddess, who,
g0 perfectly #s the accldent to its subject, eonforms herselfl to my
sotl, I8 In my thotght s the Idea, and the Hve and pure love of
which | am made, a5 slmple matter, seeka fa forom.”

Trangformi-se o apader na coush amnda,
Por viriude do multo intaginer:

Milo tenho logo mals que desejir,

Fole &m mim tenho o parcte doesejada.,

Bo nella estt minha alma transformiuda,
Que mais desela o corpo de aléabgnrT
Hm sl soments pode descansar,

Pole com ellé tal nimn eld 1iada.

=
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Mas eets Hnds o parn sap 8,
Que eomo o secidente em sen sijelio,
Asal com oo nlmd minhn 22 confirma,

Estd no penzamento como Bdén;

E o vivo & pure amor de que sou feiio,

Como & materin &lmplos husen o Odrma
—,

He looks as a swan who would sing his last song
every day:

“The swan, when he feels that his last hour 8 coming, spreads
with a doleful volee o greater harmony along the desert shores,
He wishes to enjoy a lengthier day and weeps It8 early flight.
Under the keen grief of depariure, he celebrates the sad end of the
journey, So, my Indy, when | saw the ssd end ressrved for my
devotion, finding myself without n thread of hope, | sang with
swetter accent your dizsfavors, your flse faith and my own love”

O cysne, quands sente sor chegada
A horn que poe termo | sun vida,
Harmonia maior, com vozr sentido,
Levanta por 4 prala Inhebitmdon.

[reseda lograr vida prolongadn,

E della: estd chorando o despedidn:
Com grande saudade da partida,
Celebra o iriste im desta jornada,

Aeal, Benhora minha, guando eu via
O triste fm que dovim meos amores,
Estando posto ji noextremo fo;

Com muals suave aecento de hrrmonia

Descuntel por of vossos desfnvores

Lo wuestrn falsa f8, v ol amor mio
—XLIIT.

Here is one that shows well how he imbibes in nature
all day long the poetry which he turns into love ca-
denees :
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The lovellness of these cool mountalns, the ghada of the verdant
chestniaiy, the st Aowing of the rivalets, from which all endness s
banlehed afar: the hoprse sound of the ssa, the strange land, the
goiting of the sun behind the hilly, the gathering of the Inta flocks,
the soft war of the clouda In the skles; In fine, all that Incomparable
Wature offera with such variety, makes mie only suffer, If T do not
e thes, Without thee all tires and Jdlsplenses ma; without thes 1
am over tasting, In the grestest Jovs, the greatest loneliness.

A formosurs dests frescn sarea,

B a sombra des verdes cagtanbolros:
O manes caminbar dextes ribairos,
Dionde tods n trisiezn se desterrn:

O rouco gom do mar, & estranha torra,
O escander do Sol pelos ouielros,

O recolber dog gados derradelros,
Dag puvens pelo ar a brands guerra;

Em fim, tudo o que o rarn nATOrEn
Com tante variedade nos offrece,
Me cstf, @0 nwo e velo, magoando.

Sem tl tudo me anojn, & me aborTees;
Sem bl perpetunments eston passando
Mas mirea alegring, mbdr tristozm,

—{LEXE.

We come to one of the most beautiful of his sonneta,
the one telling of his separation from his beloved one,
whether forever or for days, no one knows. It is the
Sonnet 24 of his Rhythmas. This sonnet is located by
Braga on the morning of Camoens’s exile from Lishon,
and by Storck on the morning of his departure for
India; but are great events really necessary to make
two dividing lovers shed streams of tears? Does not
the shortest separation often appear tragiec enough to
them, without any need of exile and persecution? This
i5 8 point which lovers ean judge better than erities, On
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the face of it, it was a separation of which it can be said
that all was lost, but love.

“rhat early mornlng, eo snd, yel o0 joyful, all (ol of sorrow nnd
of plty, ‘as long nd loving remembronce will exist on oarth, 1 wish
il ta be forever celebrated, It alome, when coming out fresh and
dappled to light the earth, saw the tearing away of two lovers,
whose wills shall never be divided. It alone Baw runniog from
thelr eyes threads of téara, which joloed Into a large stream. [t
alone heard the doleful words, which could render the fire cold mnd
give rest to the damnped souls.”

Aguells (riste o [6ds madrogndi,
Chain tode de migos @ de pledade,

Em guanto houver oo mundo saudade,
Quoro que 2eja sempre celebrnda.

Ella 86, quando amens & marchetada
Bakis, dando & terra claridade,

Vio apartarse de ums cubre vontade,
GQue punch poderd ver-se apartads.

Ella &6 vio as lagrimas em flo,
Que de uns e de outros olhos derivadas,
Juntando-se, formaram large rio

Ella ouyio as palavras magoadas,
Que puderam tornar o fogo frio,
H dar descanso fig almas condemondae.

Here you see his force, his earnestness, his power of
moving the heart, so great that one can hardly realize
that so much emotion can hold within o few lines.

Here is another in the same strain, although with a
touch of resignation, which, strange to say, comes from
the loss of all hope:

wWhat more can 1 expect from the World, If having given it o
much love, [ only got back discontent and disfavor, and finally digth,
than which npothiog could be more cruel. Bincs life does #ot
gatinte me of lving, nod since | find that o great griefl dots ool
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kill, if there Is anyihing that gives x sironger pain. 1 am rendy Lo
try it, as [ can endure nll, Death to my greatl gelef has lndored me

agalnst all possiblo calnmities. I hove lost her whom fear taoght
me Lo lose. Lo e | vecolved anly onlové; In dedth, the gredt Borrow
ihat remalns to me. Tt seoms that ondy for this | waa born,"

Que poderel do Mundo j& guerer,

Pols no mesmo  em guie pod lamanhe amor,
Mo vl senfio desgosto o deafavor,

B morte, sm fm, que mals nio pebde ser?

Pols me ndo farta o vida de viver,
Pols j& sel que niko mats grande dor,
Be houver cousp que miagon dé malor,
Eu a verel, que tndo posso ver.

A morts, it moun paEar, g aEseguron
Pe quante mal me vinha: Ji perd)
O que n perder ¢ medo me enainog.

Na vida desamor sorments vi;
Na morte a grande dor me fleo.
Pareca que parn isto a6 nasch

I will read a last one, his celebrated sonnet

Almn minha gentl]l gue te portiste,

considered the most beautiful of all. The story, as I
zaid, with the danghter of Dom Antonio de Lima makes
Camoens leave Portugal in her lifetime, and write his
sonnet on her death years afterwards in India. Braga
pretends that he wrote it as late as in 1561. If this
sonnet had been written in India on the delayved news
of the death of one seen for the last time years before,
as Braga believes, the verses wounld have more the char-
acter of a reminiscence than that of burning love, and
they would probably contain some mark of the poet’s
sad wanderings and of the great work he was then ah-
sorbed in.
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This zonnet has been often translated into English
verse, The two first verses are nearly the same as
the first in Petrarea’s sonnet

Quest'anlma gentll che 51 depurie,
Anzi tempo chinmata al altre vits;

but, if the start is the same, the flight is wholly differ-
ent:

“My own gentle soul, who so early hast departed disconsolate from
this 1ife, may von enjoy forever the rest of heaven and 1 live bore
on earth with my sorrow. I in the ethereul seat, to which thou didst
aecend, memortes of this life are allowed, do not forget that ardent
fove which thou bast seen so pure In my leok, And Il the grief,
that remains with me from the pain without remedy of losing
thee, deserves any reward, bessech God, who has shortened thy
years, o take me from here to see thes ps quoickly as from my
eves He took thes"

Almo minhn gentil, que e partiste
Tao cedo destn vida descontente,
Hepopsa i po Ced etergaments,

E viva ob o na terrn sempre trigie.

Se lii no nszentd Ethoreo, onde subiste,
Memorin desta vido se congeple,

Nio te esquecns de aqoelle amor ardenis,
Gue & nos olhos meas o puro viste,

E e vires gne pdide merecer-te
Alguma sousa a dor, gue me ficon
Dn mbgoen aem remedio de perder-ts:

fogn a [deus, que teus annos encurion,
Quie o cedo de ol me lave.n var-te,
Quio pedo de mens olhos to levow.

The melody of this short poem could not be exceeded
in our language: in it the predominant sentiment of
the race, the saudade, finds its perfect expression.
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I should not leave Vassar Collexe without trying to
plant here the word saudade. In the poems I have
read to vou | met it many times, but how to translate a
sentiment that is not expressed in any other langnage
by a single word? That word of ours we claim to be
the most beautiful word of any language; we consider
it the gem of human speech. It expresses the sad mem-
ories of life, but also i1ts abiding hopes. The tombs
bear that inseription, saudade; the lovers' message to
each other is saudade; saudade, the message of the ab-
sent to his country and to his friends. Saudade, you see,
15 the vy of the heart, attached to its roins and growing
i its solitude. To render its meaning, you would have
to take four English words: remembrance, love, grief
and longing. Without any one of them you could not
wholly express the feeling. Still saudade is simply a
new form, polished by tears, of the word soledade, soli-
tude, just as our word adeus, adieu, is the survival of
the two words, once said as farewell: 4 Deus, A Dieu,
to God. ‘1 commend thee to God." Solitude creates
loneliness; saudade is the feeling of loneliness, after
the loss of what kept company to one’s heart: either
the country, the home, the friends, any whom we love
or loved, be that separation a passing one, or be it
death. Hence the infinite scale of the word to express
all states of mind characterized by the void of the loved
thing in ome’s soul. It is most singular that only
one¢ human race has distilled from the word solitude
its impression over the heart; that only one possesses
a word for regret at loss or absence, mingled with the
wizh to see again, and that only one has that sentiment
constantly on its lips. The word longing must have
been an attempt at a comprehensive word for the same
feeling, taken not from the word loneliness, but from
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the word longe, being apart, for away, but it did not
obtain the same triumph in English as soudade in
Portuguese, perhaps because of your race not being a
nostalgic one. Longing, indeed, iz not the popular
eoin of your language, while saudade is the sounl, the as-
gemee, of Portuguese, and gives to it the perfume of
a field of viclets. That word is enongh by itself to
show the solitary nature of the race, its homesickness,
its attnchments to its early impressions, its innate sad-
ness, the sadness of those who never care for anything
futore that has no roots in the past.

Of the light, fancy verses of Camoens, the Leffer o
a Lady gives a sufficient idea. Tt is a pure badinage,
but it shows how his imagination was as active in the
aports of his heart as in its pangs:

“Mear the clear source of the Ganges the dwellers live on tes
perfume of the flowers that grow on the hill.  As the senses alone
ean’ give food to lfe, it 8- no wonder, if those live by emelling, that
1 live by sesing you.

"There 18 & trée which gets so sad among the goneral content-
ment, that, when It Ig night, It blossoms and ot daylight it loses ita
leaves. Myeelf, who feel all the price of looking at you, I got sad
ot your slght, as 1 know [ do nol dessrve the glory of belng sl

“& King of great power tralped himself with polson, so that ha
would not suffer, if, ns wes the custom, It was ever given to him ay
others, With me, who sines a child accustomed 'my sight to all
that is suffering, it happen=s that pain only huris me, when absent,

"Thore ig & Jlsesse of which one gots cured by o secrel of nafuce
an the simple sight of & bird, From the Illness which lowa fosters
within me, 1| wonld be curad by sesiog that Phonlx, were It not for
the dropey that remains of wishing more the more [ gat.

HlLgwe, In order to keap its power, made o reloctant will enamedrsd
of a statee and then copverted the statue Inte a woman, Whom
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could I complain of, or acenss of decelving me, IF [ follow and seek an
image, which from buman Iz turning herzelf ints marble?

“If nny one swoears false on the waters of a certaln ‘source, e
Gl oncé getd blind. You, tyrant of my [resdom; ¥ou order, when
I speak the truth, that T see you no more.

"The palm is so hard and 8o atrong thal welght does not break
it; on the eosntrary, In It concell, It rlses still mere whon bended.
The harm you do ma does not bend only my conataney, [t benda also
my dealre; yet, at once, [ love you still more

“If any one puts out the esyes of the gwallow, the mother Im-
medintely goes for an bherb that makes others grow. I have my
eves fixed on yours, which are stars: those of the understanding
got blind, but eame those of veason, so that I could enjoy my
LTIl

“While sailing towards theé Bast we diseoverod s Tiver and
wondered that the wood that foll in it was changed Into stons,
Yet, it I8 greator wonder that a heart be converied Into dlamond
in o flow of tears.

A dumb fish ean impress oo the line and on the rod such &
deadly shock that the arm of the angler will bo paralized. If my
é¥es begin to drink of this rapturous polgon they will not be able
to move at anything slss thal appears.

“How many contradictlons love causes to deuble our torments!
The gnme lovely sight, that makes me content, condemns me Lo sad-
ness, if the flame, that goos out with the wind, with the same wind
e kindled agnin”

Like the Ttalian poets, Camoens wrote also Cangdes,
Canzones. In these he was not limited to a small nom-
her of verses, and could let free his inspiration. They
are long talks with himself ahout his loves, lLis hopes,
and his desires, and nowhere the thrilling and melo-
dious kind of sonl he possessed appears in such a light :

One of the most beantiful iz the Cancio X, written
in the East, on the Arabian coast. T will read it in
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part. Braga calls it “the deepest expression of hu-
man grief.” 1 would not say that, after the Psalms
and the Boak of Job, and the Divine Comedy; 1 do not
compare love sufferings with the real tragedies of the
soul; but T agree that the kind of grief there is in dis-
appointed love was never expressed in a more har-
monions and touching strain.

“Hera 1 hiud no place where to e, not o single hope on which n
moment to rest omy bhead; all was for me paln, canse for sufering,
vot not for dying, a8 [ had to undergs my whole fobe, never once
appeased. These furions seas, | tame them with my sighs. These
winds, they seem to refrain, Imporiunsd by my voics, Only the
sovare Heaven, and the stars, and the ever croel fate find pleasure
in-my eternnd gufferiog, and In showing themse'ves indignant against
a plece of clay, a vile worm of the earth,

If after so many lsbours [ got at least o know for certaln that
gomne hour | wes remembered by the elear eyves which [ onee saw;
if thiz gad volee, briéaking the distance could touch the angelic sars
of the one on whoze zight I once Uved, and if she turned a Httle
on herself, revolving |n her anxious mind the times gone by of
my sweet fauliz, of the dear pains and wraths, suffered and
gought for her, ‘and were ghe, however Iate, to beconie compassionnts
and to weigh in her heart my woe, and within hersell to think she

pad beon cruel to me, . . . I 1 knew only that, It wonld be rest
for the life remaining to me and how would [ caress my suffer-
ing! ... Ahl' Beohora! Benhora!™

“How rlch you are, that hers, so far away, you feed me with
joy only by such a sweet fiction! As soom as the thought porirays
vou, all pain snd ol griel disappesrs. With your remsmbrance
anly 1 fesl safe and strong agalnat death's flercest countenanes
and ot once hopes flock to me, thanks (o which the brow, rendered
mors sarene, converts the hardest torments into goentle and suave
longings,

Here 1 remnin with my memories imquiring about you, from the win-
orous winds that blow from the parts whers you dwell: asking the
hirds, which there take their Dight, 4f they saw you, what wers you
doing ond talking, whers, how, with whom, whot dey and what
bour. And the tired lile recovers new spirits, with which {o win
fortume nnd toll, only L6 Feturn Lo see you, to serve and to love ¥ou
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mEpain, But the ardent desirs, that never suffered delay, rashly
reapens the wonnds of my enffering.

Afd thos I lUve. . . [f any one ssked thes, my Chansons, why
I' 20 not dle; answer that becanse death s my lifs."

Now we come to the eleventh Cancao, eertainly his
highest title ag a love poet. You will first take into ac-
count the great difference between a Portuguese poem
and an Englizsh translation, and thiz one by a foreigner,
who learned your language at random, and then judge
by yvourselves if it deserves or not the praise bestowad
upon it by his admirerzs. Dr. Wilhelm Storek, hiz (Ger-
man coryphoens, calls this Canzone “*the queen of all
Canzones of all poets preceding or following Camoens
or his contemporaries.”’ Richard Burton, his Fnglish
coryphoens, agrees with the Morgado de Mattens, one
of the Portuguese worshippers of Camoens, in ranking
the Cancao

Vinde i, meu tho certo Bscretnrio,

with two others of his, higher than the finest Canzones
of Petrarca. I do not like ranking masterpieces. All
elassification of them i only a personal eaprice of the
eritic. To be able to weigh comparatively the inspira-
tion of the most beautiful Canzones of Petrarea and
CUamoens wounld reguire a poet superior to either,
possessing not only the gifts of both, but the
gpirit of their two Ages and langnages. A eritic may
be a very unassuming person, but his profession, more
than that of the judge, as he makes his own law, is by
iteelf an assnmption of superiority. Willing and rea-
eoned admiration is never such a perfect tribute as the
unconscious one, that which does not know where it he-

gins and where it ends, [ am content to say that the-
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eleventh Cancio seems to me as beantiful a strain of
harmony as ever fell from a human instrument; that
no love tears glisten purer in Poetry than the ones
trembling forever in those verses.

“Come here, falthful Secrotary af the complaints I om Alwars
making, pager, on which [ unlond my heart. Let us tell the un-
reasong which the inexorable fate, deafl to temrs and prayers, deils
wme sinee 1 live, Let us throw o few drops of water on so. much
fre and kindie with oor onteries n tortore oew o all memories.
Lt wis tell guch wrong to Godd, to the sorld, to men, and, |n fine, to
the winds, to which so many times [ have confided it inm valn, as
I ang telling if now. Bot as [ wad born for endiess errors, | do oot
donbe that this will ba one more of them. And sines 1 am so far from
foding my clght way, I should not be aecused for erring also in this,
At lenst 1 have this one refoge for apeaking and for erciog, without
offense, frealy, How sad he who |s content sith so HEte,

1 havi long deslsted from  seeking ocure in complaining. but
who saffers I8 Mool to ery out, If the paln 8 excessive; 1 will shout,
thowogh the vaioe iz weak and small to relleve me, and that oot even
with shouting the grief will abate, Who will grant me ol least Lo
ponr tenrs and infinite sighe, equal to the sorrow that dwells within
miE? Bt whe conld ever messure grisf by tears oF cries?  Suill [ wiil
tell ihes that which weath, pain and thelr recollestion teach e

Al oo other paln is by imelf harder or stronger.  Come e,
who are In despair gnd listen to me, and let Ny away those who
Hye on hope, or those who imagine themeelves lo 1L bofanse love
nnd fortupe combing o leave them power to ascertain the troe
monsure of the woes thal may bafall them.

“SWhen | cime fresh o lght from the materns] tomb, anbagpy
sinrs at once put me o beadage, barring from me my true will;
I Eoew a thouwsand times in happiness the bettér and followsd
consirilnod the worke, To glve me ever tormsanis coenforming
with my ¥enrs, they ondersd that. when still oo infant, 1 gently
opened my aves, o blind boy would wound me. The tears of childhood
came already mingled with spnmonrsd jongings; my cries In the
erndle sounded to me Uke gighs.  Destiny and age were o accord,
and when thoy rocked me with sad love songs, my paturse ol onos
wns Inlled into slosp, fo much akin was it (o eadpess,

“My nurse was some weird creature o destiny di] nol wish
that & woman had soch name for tis, nor woas aony who conld, Thos
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was 1 snckied: [ drank from & ehild the amorous polson thot 1
wonld drink in fall age, 5o that it wonld not KIl me by my being
pocustomed (o it Then | saw the image and the Hikeness of that
feral humnan creature &0 beautifal, who reared me at the breasta of
Hope, and of whom [ afterwands saw the original, which makes
of my great errovs a proud mod sovereign ain, It seems it had the
human form, but (Cecintiliated divine apivita, It bad & demepnoor
and a presenes that sl ovil fell wain glory at ite sight; ile shadas
ard Hght execlled the power of Nature,

“What a kind so new of torment had love, thol was not only tried
on ma, but wholly execated! Implacable harghness had ashamed
and shaken from its purpose the fervent wigh, that gives strength
to thought, Haere were phantastle shades, brought from some daring
hopes: with them the true blieses were aléo painted and feigned,
but the pain of the eontempl which T recaived, pitting overy fancy
in confusion, disconoerted b5 ingenious dreams. My oetnpation
witd th guess and to hold as Eroth what was goess, and then to
uniny myssll in shame) in fine to lend ‘» contrary sense to what T
saw, to find reasong for everything—while the unreasons were much
mare avident.

*1 do not Enow. Il she knew that she was stealing my own vitels
with her rays and that thoy flad to her subily throogh my eyes
Little by little, Invinelhly, they went from me, just as the ardent
sun draws the subtle homours from the well of the sklesa. In fAne
the pure and Eransparent mlen, compared to which this name of
“"hoautiful” remains withont walos, the swest and sompassionnts
moving of the avesa, which held the souls in suepenss, were Lhe
magie horba which Heaven made me drink and which for long years
have transformed me into another belng. and | was g0 plenssd with
seeing myeell ao changed, that [ decelved my pains with my dreams;
and bafore my evea 1 held & vell to hide from myveell Ctha growlng
harm that wis inereasing within me, ke one who wie brooght up
with caresees from him for whom he had grown,

“Whe ocould palnt the sbsent lfe, my discomtent at all 1 saw:
my fealing always away from whersver 1 was; my spealing without
knowing what my words meant; my going without sseing through
whers, and my sighlng withoul knowing | was sighing, when
that state most tormented me, aad [ felt the paln that came o
thi world from the wiaters of Tartaris, more gevere than all others
and which ueod to convert soft grief fnto flercast rage? Then i
with pnin, and not wishing to cease to lowe, 1 toraed o another
direction for wengeanoe the wisl deprived of hopo, and which
hardly could be ehanged. Then ihe swest remembranees of the
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pret, n torment soft, pire, and dolefol, eame to convert thoss
furies into tears of lowe,

“What sxcuses did T not seel with myself alone when fond love
did not sufer me to fnd faolt in the loved thing, and how dearly
loved! Buch wers the remedios imagined by fenr of torment, which
tnnght my life to maintain itsell throgeh snarea,  In thie [ passed &
part of it, and In that prt, I T ever bad one joy, ahort, Imperioct,
timid nnd wrong. it was only the sead of a protracted and bitteresat
torture. This contlnnons courss of sadness, thets steps valnly seat.
tared, went on extingmnishing the ardont faste of those snamoured
thoughts which | had fixed so earnestly In my soul and with which 1
had fed my tender nature, The latter through the long habit of nd-
wvaralty, o whish no homan gtrength can resiet, snded hy turning te
the taste of feallng sund.

“Thos [ wenl changlng my life nto apother, not 1, my own adverse
fate, amd even 20 | would mot have changed that [ifs for any other,
It made me leave the loved paternal nest sand orogs the long sea,
which go many times (hreatened my life. Now experlencing the raras
fury of Mars, who wished me at oncs to touwch |n my own eyves lils
bitter frult, and in this sgcateheon of mine you will see the ploture of
the tereible fre, Now a pllgvim, wandering among the diferent Na-
tiong, apart in lnngoages, coptumes and qualities, only to follow thse
Fortone, that consumest W0e's ages, earrying before cacl of them a
hape Bellliant as & diamond, but which when 1L falls from thy hand
one recogniecs o be only uieless glnsa

"Human pity falled me; I exw the [rlendly poople hostile at my Brad
danger and o the gecand no land could [ fnd where [ eould sat my
foot: avedn ale 00 breaths was denled me: | had not for me either
tline or (he world, What nn ardosus aond desp mystery le thig! Ta
ba born Lo llve and vet to be refnsed all that the world has to Zive
for life. And notf o flnd o way of losing It I belng lost &80 many
times nlready! In fine thers wie oo trmnss of fortune, nor parll, nog
doubtiul cises, |injustices from thoss whom the confused law, the
anclent abhose - of the world, renders powerful over other men), that
I did not ear, attached ta the faithfal column of my sufforing, which
the importuning persecution of (11 broke g thousand times o piscas
I the strength of its arme.

“I do oot recall such suffering, &e one who after & rogliog storm
telly of lisn wrecks lneide s qulet port, as even now waverlng for-
tuns compels me to underge 20 many miseries that [ fesr to take a
slngle step more. Alréady | do not recoll hefore any coming avil, nor
do 1 pretend to any good which may be falling me, a8 1 find -
man connlopg of no avall against fate. T am pending from o sov-
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oreign  force, from Divine Providence, What I see and droam,
nometimes. T toke it a2'a comfort for so many wrangs. But when
human fradlty throws Ite eyes on current fortune and. only obinins a
memory of past years, what waters 1 then drink and what bread 1
eat, nre #ad tears, which I never can copirol éxcept by bulldiog in
the imagination phantastle pletures of joy,

“If It were: possibie for time {0 torn backwards, a3 mamory does,
over the traces of the first nge and, webhing again the old story of
my  Eweet errorg, IL carried me amidst the fowers of the: youth,
which | once eaw, and, then the remembrance of the loveld past be-
voming greater content for me If T onjoyed again the sacave and pleas-
ant talk where stood one and other koyve of my pressnt thought, the
ficlds, the wolks, the signals, the gight, the snow, the rose; the beauty,
the grace, the sweeiness, the courtesy, the simple friendship that de-
vintes away all enrthly and impure Intention, and the one like which
1 never spw any other! Alns, vilo memories! Whereto do you take my
feall heart, as 1 cannol yef wall time this ueelese deslte of youra®

“mo more, Cancho, no more, & 1 would speak Hke this for a thou-
gand years without feeling it, and if by chance they nccuse thea of
belng long and heavy, anewer thiat the whiter of the sea cannot bald
in such & narcow viase. Mot do 1 sing those delicate points for love
of prafee; 1 tell pore truths really lived by me. Would God they
wegrs (reams! "

I think I have read tonight enough of Camoens to
give you the idea that he really deserves to be counted
among the greatest lyrie poets. | believe the gems of
his poetry placed before you will last as long as the
other literary heirlooms of mankind. Modern reading
iz 20 indiseriminate that the popularity of an author is
no test of his intrinsic value, One had better not touch
Homer, or Dante, or Camoens, if one has contracted the
habit of reading to kill time. To enjoy their company
we need the contrary habit of reading to (reasure
up our passing hours in ondying recollections. To
read the great authors of the past is a duty for all who
are real particles of the human intelligence. If one lets
his taste for the writings of the day absorb him, he
overlooks that sacred duty of watching over the pre-
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cions deposits of the human mind, of keeping fresh and
retentive the memory of our race, of inereasing its
touch with the past the more it drifts away from us. A
humanity, wholly interested in the present, losing grad-
wally its memory, unahle to enjoy what shonld be its
greatest pleasure: that of living anew by recollection
in its ages of art and poetry and legend, would be a sad
sight, however great the material development around
it. Any shrinking of human imagination would be
fatal to mind and heart, however great might be the
increase of discovery. [ do not think any such caution
from & stranger is needed at your hearth, no more
than one from a barbarian on the keeping of the pal-
ladium wonld be needed at the house of the Roman
Vestals. | simply explain my coming here to speak of
Camoens and not of the passing literature of the day.

[ thought his name deserved to awake the echoes of
this Institution, which stands so far ahead of our
times, if the whole of mankind is considered. Immi-
gration was the greatest human fact of the nineteenth
century, and the social progress of woman will be
the greatest human fact of the twentieth. Both are
as yet prineipally American facts. As to the first,
the Lustaps can be called the Poem of Tmmigration.
As to the second. there is nothing expressed in it abou
the idea that inspired the creation of Vassar College;
but if the means arve left in the shade, the end is in full
light in the poem, and woman, as Camoens has drawn
her, is the noblest type that could be carved by cen-
turies of the highest education. 'To speak and to act
like his Venus, his Queen Maria; to die like his Ignez de
(Castro, or his Dona Leonor de 84, supposes and re-
quires the erystallisation of the soul as a divine mirror,
which certainly would be the goal of education, if all
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education had not of necessity to be content with a
limit, in order to give a higher average.

Were love to be banighed from life, from literature
and from art, the Lusmps, like the Iviap, and the
Upysaey, and the Biene, wonld ecease to eount for man-
kind ; but however supremely love might be purified by
Religion and moral dignity, the Luvsiaps would keep in-
tact its heat and its light. You will find in its poetry
the soul of the Renaissance purified by the breath of
Chivalry, It 1s the poem of heroism as well as that of
love; the poem of Neptone as the poem of Venus; that
1%, it represents the combined power of the two poles
of mankind: the masenline and the feminine.

In one single respect familiarity with the Lusmps
might be of some danger for women: it might make
them too conscious of their power. Already in the
relations of Venus with Jupiter at the beginning
the force of the womanly appeal shows itself ir-
resistible.  Throughout the poem beaunty and gentle-
ness operate miracles, which, although disguised under
mythological garb, are really symbolie of the power of
woman. But 1 think you are taught here not to abuse
that power.

Future alumnae of Vassar, | am glad to bring to yon
the greetings of your fellow students of Brazil. Our
country has a title to your sympathy : she has paid the
highest posible compliment to woman by rejecting,
when & Monarchy, the Sahe Law, and alone, of the
American nations, she was ruled over by a woman.
Among the daughters of our Continent none, except
your Mrs, Beecher Stowe, conld claim precedence in
History before the Brazilian Princess, who at-
tached her name to our two great Acts for the Eman-
cipation of the Slaves. We are proud of the magnifi-
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cent part of the earth God gave to ns and of many of
our national features, but by far our greatest pride is
the Brazilian woman, and our hope is that higher
education will enlarge her mind without touching at
her heart. We can well have that assurance, as this
is the greatest experience of Vassar College,

I feel most grateful to President Taylor for the great
oppoertunity he gave me of speaking to you of Camoens.
If I were to make a votive tablet for Matthew Vassar
in Camonian style I would only have to alter two
words of the stanza of the Lusmaps in honor of the poet-
king Dom Diniz, the founder of Coimbra University :

1t was he who frst caused the high eraft of Minarva (0 ba praes
tsed by wortan and whoe made the Moses desert the Helicon (o Uread
the rich verdure of fhe Hudson. All that could be expecied Prom
Athens ls given here by proud Apolle; bhere hs distributes the
wreaths of baccharls and evergreen laure] twined with gold."
—1LT, “§7.

Fez primeiro e Colmbia exercitar-se
0 valoreso officio de Minerva;
E de Hallconn niE Musns fox passar-se
A plaar do Mondego ' fertil herva,
Quanto pode d' Athenas deselar-se,
Tudo o soborba Apallo agul reseryi
Aqul as capellas di tecidas de ouaro,
Do bacchare, « do sempre verds louro.
101, 97,




