


Poetry

Om O @
Criticism
Excerpts from Criticism of the Works

of the Most Significant and Widely
Studied Poets of World Literature

Volume 31

Ellen McGeagh
Editor

GALE GROUP
[



STAFF

Lynn M. Spampinato, Janet Witalec, Managing Editors, Literature Product
Ellen McGeagh, Editor
Mark W. Scott, Publisher, Literature Product

Justin Karr, Associate Editor
Rebecca J. Blanchard, Vince Cousino, Assistant Editors
Mary Ruby, Patti A. Tippett, Technical Training Specialists
Deborah J. Morad, Kathleen Lopez Nolan, Managing Editors, Literature Content
Susan M. Trosky, Director, Literature Content

Maria L. Franklin, Permissions Manager
Edna Hedblad, Permissions Specialist ;
Debra Freitas, Permissions Assistant

Victoria B. Cariappa, Research Manager
Tracie A. Richardson, Project Coordinator
Tamara C. Nott, Research Associate
Tim Lehnerer, Ron Morelli, Research Assistants

Dorothy Maki, Manufacturing Manager
Stacy L. Melson, Buyer

Mary Beth Trimper, Manager, Composition and Electronic Prepress
Gary Leach, Carolyn Roney, Composition. Specialists

Michael Logusz, Graphic Artist
Randy Bassett, Image Database Supervisor
Robert Duncan, Dan Newell, Imaging Specialists
Pamela A. Reed, Imaging Coordindtor
Kelly A. Quin, Editor, Image Content

Since this page carinot legibly accommodate all copyright notices, the acknowledgments constitute an extension of the copyright notice.

While every effort has been made to secure permission to reprint material and to ensure the reliability of the information presented in this publication, the
Gale Group neither guarantees the accuracy of the data contained herein nor assumes any responsibility for errors, omissions or discrépancies. Gale accepts o
payment for listing; and inclusion in the publication of any erganization, agency, institution, publication, service, or individual does not imply endorsement of
the editors or publisher. Etrors brought to the attention of the publisher and verified to the satisfaction of the publisher will be corrected in future editions.

This publication is a creative work fully profected by all applicable copyright laws, as well as by misappropriafion, trade secret, unfair competition, and other
applicable laws. The authors and editors of this work have added value to the underlying factual material herein through one or more of the following: unique
and original selection, eoordination, expression, arrangement, and classification of the information,
All rights to this publication will be vigorously defended.
Copyright © 2001 Gale Group, Inc.

27500 Drake Road
Farmington Hills, M1 48331-3535

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

Gale Group and Design is a trademark used herein under license.

Library of Congress Catalog Card Number 88-641014
ISBN 0-7876-3277-5
ISSN 1052-4851
Printed in the United States of America.

10987654321




Preface

graphical and bibliographical material to guide the interested reader to a greater understanding of the genre and its

creators. Although major poets and literary movements are covered in such Gale Literary Criticism series as Con-
temporary Literary Criticism (CLC), Twentieth-Century Literary Criticism (TCLC), Nineteenth-Century Literature Criticism
(NCLQ), Literature Criticism from 1400 to 1800 (LC), and Classical and Medieval Literature Criticism (CMLOQO), PC offers
more focused attention on poetry than is possible in the broader, survey-oriented entries on writers in these Gale series.
Students, teachers, librarians, and researchers will find that the generous excerpts and supplementary material provided by
PC supply them with the vital information needed to write a term paper on poetic technique, to examine a poet’s most
prominent themes, or to lead a poetry discussion group.

Poetry Criticism (PC) presents significant criticism of the world’s greatest poets and provides supplementary bio-

Scope of the Series

PC is designed to serve as an introduction to major poets of all eras and nationalities. Since these authors have inspired a
great deal of relevant critical material, PC is necessarily selective, and the editors have chosen the most important pub-
lished criticism to aid readers and students in their research. Each author entry presents a historical survey of the critical
response to that author’s work. The length of an entry is intended to reflect the amount of critical attention the author has
received from critics writing in English and from foreign critics in translation. Every attempt has been made to identify and
include the most significant essays on each author’s work. In order to provide these important critical pieces, the editors
sometimes reprint essays that have appeared elsewhere in Gale’s Literary Criticism Series. Such duplication, however,
never exceeds twenty percent of a PC volume.

Organization of the Book

Each PC entry consists of the following elements:

8 The Author Heading cites the name under which the author most commonly wrote, followed by birth and death
dates. Also located here are any name variations under which an author wrote, including transliterated forms for
authors whose native languages use nonroman alphabets. If the author wrote consistently under a pseudonym, the
pseudonym will be listed in the author heading and the author’s actual name given in parenthesis on the first line
of the biographical and critical introduction. Uncertain birth or death dates are indicated by question marks. Single-
work entries are preceded by the title of the work and its date of publication.

®  The Introduction contains background information that introduces the reader to the author and the critical debates
surrounding his or her work.

B A Portrait of the Author is included when available.

W The list of Principal Works is ordered chronologically by date of first publication and lists the most important
works by the author. The first section comprises poetry collections and book-length poems. The second section
gives information on other major works by the author. For foreign authors, the editors have provided original
foreign-language publication information and have selected what are considered the best and most complete
English-language editions of their works.

B Reprinted Criticism is arranged chronologically in each entry to provide a useful perspective on changes in critical
evaluation over time. All individual titles of poems and poetry collections by the author featured in the entry are
printed in boldface type. The critic’s name and the date of composition or publication of the critical work are given
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at the beginning of each piece of criticism. Unsigned criticism is preceded by the title of the source in which it
appeared. Footnotes are reprinted at the end of each essay or excerpt. In the case of excerpted criticism, only those
footnotes that pertain to the excerpted texts are included.

®  (Critical essays are prefaced by brief Annotations explicating each piece.
® A complete Bibliographical Citation of the original essay or book precedes each piece of criticism.

B An annotated bibliography of Further Reading appears at the end of each entry and suggests resources for addi-
tional study. In some cases, significant essays for which the editors could not obtain reprint rights are included
here. Boxed material following the further reading list provides references to other biographical and critical sources
on the author in series published by Gale.

Cumulative Indexes

A Cumulative Author Index lists all of the authors that appear in a wide variety of reference sources published by the
Gale Group, including PC. A complete list of these sources is found facing the first page of the Author Index. The index
also includes birth and death dates and cross references between pseudonyms and actual names.

A Cumulative Nationality Index lists all authors featured in PC by nationality, followed by the number of the PC volume
in which their entry appears.

A Cumulative Title Index lists in alphabetical order all individual poems, book-length poems, and collection titles con-
tained in the PC series. Titles of poetry collections and separately published poems are printed in italics, while titles of in-
dividual poems are printed in roman type with quotation marks. Each title is followed by the author’s last name and corre-
sponding volume and page numbers where commentary on the work is located. English-language transiations of original
foreign-language titles are cross-referenced to the foreign titles so that all references to discussion of a work are combined
in one listing.

Citing Poetry Criticism

When writing papers, students who quote directly from any volume in the Literary Criticism Series may use the following
general format to footnote reprinted criticism. The first example pertains to material drawn from periodicals, the second to
material reprinted from books.

Sylvia Kasey Marks, “A Brief Glance at George Eliot’s The Spanish Gypsy,” Victorian Poetry 20, no. 2 (Summer 1983),
184-90; reprinted in Poetry Criticism, vol. 20, ed. Ellen McGeagh (Detroit: The Gale Group), 128-31.

Linden Peach, “Man, Nature and Wordsworth: American Versions,” British Influence on the Birth of American Literature,
(Macmillan Press Ltd., 1982), 29-57; reprinted in Poetry Criticism, vol. 20, ed. Ellen McGeagh (Detroit: The Gale Group),
37-40.

Suggestions are Welcome

Readers who wish to suggest new features, topics, or authors to appear in future volumes, or who have other suggestions or
comments are cordially invited to call, write, or fax the Managing Editor:

Managing Editor, Literary Criticism Series
The Gale Group
27500 Drake Road
Farmington Hills, MI 48331-3535
1-800-347-4253 (GALE)
Fax: 248-699-8054

viii



Acknowledgments

The editors wish to thank the copyright holders of the excerpted criticism included in this volume and the permissions
managers of many book and magazine publishing companies for assisting us in securing reproduction rights. We are also
grateful to the staffs of the Detroit Public Library, the Library of Congress, the University of Detroit Mercy Library, Wayne
State University Purdy/Kresge Library Complex, and the University of Michigan Libraries for making their resources avail-
able to us. Following is a list of the copyright holders who have granted us permission to reproduce material in this volume
of PC. Every effort has been made to trace copyright, but if omissions have been made, please let us know.

COPYRIGHTED EXCERPTS IN PC, VOLUME 31, WERE REPRODUCED FROM THE FOLLOWING
PERIODICALS:

American Imago, v. 26, Summer, 1969. © The Johns Hopkins University Press. Reproduced by permission.—American
Literature, v. 17, November, 1945; v. 18, January, 1947. Copyright © 1945, 1947 by Duke University Press, Durham, NC.
Reproduced by permission.—Arizona Quarterly, v. 13, Spring, 1957. Copyright © 1957 by the Regents of the University
of Arizona. Reproduced by permission of the publisher and the author— Comparative Literature, v. 32, 1995. Copyright
1995 by The Pennsylvania State University. Reproduced by permission of The Pennsylvania State University Press—CLA
Journal, v. 28, September, 1994. Copyright, 1994 by The College Language Association. Used by permission of The Col-
lege Language Association.—Comparative Literature, v. 23, Fall 1971; v. 24, Fall, 1972.. © Copyright 1971, 1972 by Uni-
versity of Oregon. Reproduced by permission of Comparative Literature—Contemporary Literature, v. 27, Fall, 1986.
Copyright © 1986 The Board of Regents of the University of Wisconsin System. All rights reserved. Reproduced by per-
mission—Criticism, v. XXXIV, Fall, 1992. Copyright © 1992, Wayne State University Press. Reproduced by permission of
the publisher—ELH, v. 42, Summer, 1975; v. 55, Fall, 1988. Copyright © 1975, 1988. Reproduced by permission of The
Johns Hopkins University Press.—English Language Notes, v. XXXII, September, 1994. © Copyright 1994, Regents of
the University of Colorado. All rights reserved. Reproduced by permission—English Literary Renaissance, v. 13, Au-
tumn, 1983. Copyright © 1983 by English Literary Renaissance. Reproduced by permission.—English Studies in Africa, v.
26, 1983. © Witwatersrand University Press 1983. Reproduced by permission of the publisher and the author—~Essays in
Criticism, v. 5, July, 1955. Reproduced by permission of the publisher and Mount Holyoke College Archives and Special
Collections.—Journal of Modern Literature, v. 12, March, 1985. Reproduced by permission—Luso-Brazilian Review, v.
17, Winter, 1980; v. 22, Winter, 1985, Copyright © 1980, 1985 The Board of Regents of the University of Wisconsin Sys-
tem. All rights reserved. Reproduced by permission—PMLA, v. 87, October, 1972. Copyright © 1972 by the Modern Lan-
guage Association of America. Reproduced by permission of the Modern Language Association of America—The New
Statesman and Nation, v. XLII, September 1, 1951. © 1951 Statesman & Nation Publishing Company Limited. Repro-
duced by permission.— The Review of English Studies, v. XXI, May, 1970. Copyright © Oxford University Press 1970.
Reproduced by permission of Oxford University Press—Saturday Review of Literature, v. 29, June, 1946. © 1946 Satur-
day Review Magazine, © 1979 General Media International, Inc. Reproduced by permission—Sewanee Review, v. 75, Au-
tumn, 1968. Copyright © 1968 by The University of the South. All rights reserved. Reproduced with permission of the edi-
tor—Studies in English Literature: 1500-1900, v. XIV, Winter, 1974; v. 27, Winter, 1987. Copyright © 1974, 1987.
Reproduced by permission of The Johns Hopkins University Press.—Studies in Philology, v. XCII, Fall, 1996. Copyright ©
1996 by Studies in Philology. Reproduced by permission.—Texas Quarterly, v. 15, Winter, 1972. © 1972 by The University
of Texas at Austin. Reproduced by permission—UNESCO Courier, No. 4, April, 1989; No. 4, April, 1989. Reproduced by
permission.—Victorian Poetry, v. 32, Autumn, 1994, © Copyright 1994, West Virginia University. Reproduced by permis-
sion—Yeats Eliot Review, v. 9, Summer, 1988; v. 13, Summer, 1994. Reproduced by permission.

COPYRIGHTED EXCERPTS IN PC, VOLUME 31, WERE REPRODUCED FROM THE FOLLOWING
BOOKS:

Edwards, Philip. From Sir Walter Ralegh. Longmans, Green and Co., 1953. Reproduced by permission. —Fryxell, Donald
R. From “Understanding ‘The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock’” in Robert Frost’s Chicken Feathers and Other Lectures.
Edited by Arthur R. Husboe. The Augustana College Press, 1969. Reproduced by permission.—Greenblatt, Stephen J. From
Sir Walter Ralegh: The Renaissance Man and His Roles. Yale University Press, 1973. Copyright © 1973 by Yale Univer-



sity. Reproduced by permission. —Larsen, Jeanne. From “Lowell, Teasdale, Wylie, Millay, and Bogan” in Columbia His-
tory of American Poetry. Edited by Jay Parini. Columbia University Press, 1993. Copyright © 1993 Columbia University
Press, New York. All rights reserved. Republished with permission of the Columbia University Press, 562 W. 113th St.,
New York, NY 10025. —Lucas, F.L. From Authors Dead and Living. Chatto & Windus, 1926. © 1926 Statesman & Na-
tion Publishing Company Limited. Reproduced by permission. —DMay, Steven W. From Sir Walter Ralegh. Twayne Pub-
lishers, 1989. Copyright © 1989 by G. K. Hall & Co. Reproduced with the permission of Macmillan Library Reference
USA, a division of Ahsuog, Inc. —Melczer, William. From “The Place of Camoes in the European Cultural Conscience” in
Empire in Transition: The Portuguese World in the Time of Camoes. Edited by Alfred Hower and Richard A. Preto-
Rodas. University Presses of Florida, 1985. Copyright © 1985 by the Board of Regents of the State of Florida. Reproduced
with the permission of the University Press of Florida. —Quint, David. From Epic and Empire: Politics and Generic
Form from Virgil to Milton. Princeton University Press, 1993. Copyright © 1993 by Princeton University Press. Repro-
duced by permission. —Reese, Lizette. From “Four Women of the ‘Twilight Interval ‘: Reese, Guiney, Crapsey, and Teas-
dale,” in A History of American Poetry 1900-1940. Edited by Horace Gregory and Marya Zaturenska. Haracourt, Brace
and Company, 1942. Copyright 1942 by Harcourt, Brace and Company, Inc. All rights reserved. Reproduced by permis-
sion. —Schoen, Carol. From Sara Teasdale. Twayne’s Authors Series, The Gale Group. All rights reserved. —Severino,
Alexandrino Eusebio. From “The Adamastor and the Spirit-Spout: Echoes of Camoens in Herman Melville’s Moby Dick”
in From Dante to Garcia Marquez: Studies in Romance Literatures and Linguistics. Williams College, 1987. Copyright
© 1987 by The President and Trustees of Williams College. Reproduced by permission of the author. —Smith, Grover.
From “’Prufrock’ as Key to Eliot’s Poetry” in Approaches to Teaching Eliot’s Poetry and Plays. Edited by Jewel Spears
Brooker. The Modern Language Association of America, 1988. Copyright © 1988 by The Modern Language Association of
America. Reproduced by permission. —Spariosu, Mihai. From “Games of Consciousness” in Auctor Ludens: Essays on
Plays in Literature. Edited by Gerald Guinness and Andrew Hurley. John Benjamins Publishing Company, 1986. © Copy-
right 1986- All rights reserved. Reproduced by permission. —Sprague, Rosemary. From Imaginary Gardens: A Study of
Five American Poets. Chilton Book Company, 1969. Copyright © 1969 by Rosemary Sprague. Reproduced by permission.
—Sultan, Stanley. From “The Function of ‘Prufrock’ for Criticism” in T.S. Eliot Annual, Volume 1. Edited by Shyamal
Bagchee. The Macmillan Press Ltd., 1990. Editorial Material © Shyamal Bagchee 1990. © The Macmillan Press Ltd
1990. All rights reserved. Reproduced by permission of Macmillan, London and Basingstoke. —Ure, Peter. From “The
Poetry of Sir Walter Ralegh” in Elizabethan and Jacobean Drama: Critical Essays by Peter Ure. Edited by J. C. Max-
well. Liverpool University Press, 1974. Copyright © 1974 Liverpool University Press. Reproduced by permission.
—Walker, Cheryl. From Masks Outrageous and Austere. Indiana University Press, 1991. © 1991 by Cheryl Walker. All
rights reserved. Reproduced by permission. —Williamson, George. From A Reader’s Guide to T.S. Eliot: A Poem-By-
Poem Analysis. Thames and Hudson, 1955. © 1955 Thames and Hudson Ltd, London. All rights reserved. Reproduced by
permission. —Winton, John. From Sir Walter Ralegh. Michael Joseph, 1975. Copyright © 1975 by John Winton. Repro-
duced by permission. :

PHOTOGRAPHS AND ILLUSTRATIONS APPEARING IN PC, VOLUME 31, WERE RECEIVED FROM THE
FOLLOWING SOURCES:

Camdens, Luis Vaz De (standing and holding book), engraving. Archive Photos, Inc. Reproduced by permission.—Eliot, T.
S., photograph. The Library of Congress.—Mueller, Lisel, Illinois, 1997, photograph. AP/Wide World Photos. Reproduced
by permission.—Raleigh, Sir Walter (wearing a dark jacket decorated with bead-work), painting.—Teasdale, Sarah, photo-
graph. Archive Photos, Inc. Reproduced by permission.



Contents

Preface vii

Acknowledgments xi

Luis Vaz de Camdes 15247-1580 .............cccoormviiireririieieeeieisies e
Portuguese poet and playwright

T. S. ELOt 1888-1965 ........cocoiiiiiii ettt r e s ea s
American-born English poet, critic, essayist, playwright, and editor
Entry devoted to “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock”

Sir Walter Raleigh 1554-1618 .............ccooviiinrinicicee e
English poet, travel writer, historian, and essayist

Sara Teasdale 1884-1933 ............ccooviiiiiiicee ettt st et e e ee e et ea e
American poet and editor

Literary Criticism Series Cumulative Author Index 395
PC Cumulative Nationality Index 469

PC Cumulative Title Index 471



Luis Vaz de Camoes
15247-1580

(Also transliterated as Camoens) Portuguese poet and play-
wright.

INTRODUCTION

Author of the epic Os Lusiadas (1572; The Lusiads),
Camdes is considered the national poet of Portugal and its
greatest lyricist. A glorification of the Portuguese voyages
of discovery, The Lusiads portrays explorer Vasco da
Gama’s maritime journey to India using the forms of clas-
sical, heroic literature. Camdes also wrote numerous pieces
of posthumously published lyric poetry, which present his
principal theme of the tension between sensual and spiri-
tual love. Many of these are suffused with a deep melan-
choly rooted in Camdes’s sufferings while in exile, and are
noted for their simplicity, formal excellence, and passion-
ate intensity. In addition to Camdes’s enormous influence
on Portuguese poetry, he also was a minor dramatist who
composed three plays, comedies that combine classical
and Portuguese dramatic forms.

BIOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION

While the veracity of many events in Camdes’s life is un-
certain, he is thought to have been born in Lisbon in 1524
or 1525 into an aristocratic but destitute Galician family.
He likely attended the University of Coimbra, there ac-
quiring some of his considerable knowledge of classical
literature and philosophy. A member of King John III’s
court in Lisbon, he was by some accounts banished in
1547 upon discovery of his affair with Caterina de Ataide,
a lady-in-waiting to the queen. Camdes then began his
military career in North Africa, losing an eye during his
tour of duty in Morocco. He returned to Lisbon in 1550,
and was pardoned by the king in 1553 after assaulting a
royal official in the streets. Camdes soon after departed for
India as a soldier for the crown. He was subsequently as-
signed to a post in Macao, serving as trustee of personal
effects for the dead and absent. While returning to Goa in
western India after being accused of misconduct, Camdes
was shipwrecked in the Mekong Delta, but managed to
save himself and his manuscript of The Lusiads. The im-
poverished Camdes then made his way to Mozambique
where he was found by the Portuguese historian Diogo do
Couto who assisted him in his return to Lisbon, Back in
Portugal by 1570, Camdes saw his epic published in 1572.
That year he also was awarded a royal pension for his ser-
vice, but was paid only haphazardly. He died June 10,
1580 in Lisbon.

MAJOR WORKS

Camdes’s lyric poetry consists of numerous pieces in the
classical verse forms of eclogue, ode, elegy, and sonnet, as
well purely Portuguese cangoes, esparsas, motos, and re-
dondilhas. Such works range from elegant love lyrics to
melancholy expressions of anguish as they demonstrate
Camoes’ theme of the discord between idealized and sen-
sual love. The title of Camdes’s encyclopedic epic, The
Lusiads, is taken from the Latin term for Portugal, Lusita-
nia. Written in ten cantos of ottava rima, the work invokes
the great fifteenth-century journey of Portuguese discovery
undertaken by Vasco da Gama, celebrating the glorious
deeds and triumphs over nature of this explorer. While it
makes prophetic reference to Portuguese history, The Lu-
siads vilifies the commercial aspect of da Gama’s venture
and attacks the followers of Islam—a religion whose ad-
herents Camdes perceived as the principal threat to Chris-
tianity. While pursuing a Christian theme of universal
love, Camdes fills his epic with figures from pagan my-
thology, placing the fate of da Gama and his men in the
hands of the Olympians. With assistance from Venus and
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the opposition of Bacchus, the sailors make their way
around Africa. Impeded at the Cape of Good Hope by the
giant Adamastor, who vows to destroy them upon their re-
turn, the Portuguese explorers face violent storms, ship-
wreck, and war before reaching the object of their quest—
landfall in India.

CRITICAL RECEPTION

The appearance of The Lusiads in 1572 created something
of a sensation, and after Camdes’s death the publication of
his lyric works prompted increasing esteem for the poet.
As Camobes’s poetry began to appear in print, many at-
tempts were made to collect his shorter poems and to ex-
clude those pieces that were apocryphal; a process that
continued into the twentieth century. Judging from these
works, critics have deemed Camdes to be Portugal’s finest
lyric poet, praising the emotional intensity and virtuosity
of his writing. Meanwhile, scholars have continued to
view The Lusiads as the great epic poem of the Renais-
sance, perceiving in the work a harmonious balance be-
tween Camdes’s classical allusiveness and the sensual re-
alism of his descriptive language. Still, despite its fame in
Portugal, The Lusiads is less well-known elsewhere. More
recently, critics have acknowledged that The Lusiads and
other writings by Camdes have made a significant impact
on a number of English-speaking writers as they continue
to exert a considerable influence on the literature of Portu-
gal and Brazil.

PRINCIPAL WORKS

Poetry

Os Lusiadas [The Lusiads] 1572

Rhythmas de Luis de Camdes [Camoens: The Lyricks]
1595

*Rimas 1645

Poems from the Portuguese of Luis de Camédens 1803

Obras completas. 5 vols. 1946-47

Collected Poems 1957

Other Major Works

Auto dos Enfatrides (drama) 1587
Auto de Filodemo (drama) 1587

*Includes the drama Auto del-Rei Seleuco.

CRITICISM

George Edward Woodberry (essay date 1910)

SOURCE: “Camoens,” in The Inspiration of Poetry, The
Macmillan Company, 1910, pp. 58-84.

[In the following essay, Woodberry describes Camdes’s
personality and the degree to which his character and
imagination inform The Lusiads and his lyric poetry.]

Camoens, the maker of the only truly modern epic, offers
an illustration of poetic power which is to me one of the
most interesting, although the foreignness of his subject-
matter and the extraordinary lameness of its English trans-
lations make difficult obstacles to our appreciation; but for
that very reason he has the happiest fortune that can fall to
a poet in the fact that familiarity ever endears him the
more. He is a less pure type of the flame of genius than
Marlowe; poetic energy appears in him less a spiritual
power dwelling in its own realm of imagination; but, on
the other hand, his career admits us to a nearer view of a
poet’s human life, to what actually befalls the man so
doubtfully endowed with that inward passion of life, in the
days and weeks and years of his journey. Scarce any poet
is so autobiographical in the strict sense. Others have
made themselves the subject of their song; but usually,
like Shelley, they exhibit an ideal self seen under imagina-
tive lights and through the soul’s atmosphere, and in these
self-portraits half the lines are aspiration realized, the self
they dream of; but Camoens shows in his verse as he was
in life, with a naturalness and vigor, with an unconscious
realism, a directness, an intensity and openness that give
him to us as a comrade.

He was of the old blue blood of the Peninsula, the Gothic
blood, the same that gave birth to Cervantes. He was
blond, and bright-haired, with blue eyes, large and lively,
the face oval and ruddy,—and in manhood the beard short
and rounded, with long untrimmed mustachios,—the fore-
head high, the nose aquiline; in figure agile and robust; in
action “quick to draw and slow to sheathe,” and when he
was young, he writes that he had seen the heels of many,
but none had seen his heels. Born about the year 1524, of
a noble and well-connected family, educated at Coimbra, a
university famous for the classics, and launched in life
about the court at Lisbon, he was no sooner his own mas-
ter than he fell into troubles. He was a lover born, and the
name of his lady, Caterina, is the first that emerges in his
life; for such Romeo-daring he was banished from court
when he was about twenty, whether after a duel or a stolen
interview is uncertain; and on his return, since he contin-
ued faithful to his lady, he was sent into Africa, and in an
engagement with pirates in the Straits of Gibraltar he lost
his right eye. He fought the Moors for three years until he
was twenty-five, and returning to Lisbon, enlisted for the
Indies; but in consequence of a street affair with swords in
which he drew in defence of some masked ladies and un-
fortunately wounded a palace servant, he was held in
prison three years. Eleven days after his release he sailed,
and it is not unlikely that his sailing was a condition of his
release. He rounded the Cape of Good Hope and came to
India, where he served in campaigns and garrison, and oc-
casionally held official appointments, and from time to
time fell into prison. He cleared himself from all charges
of wrong-doing in office; but he was of the type that makes
both enemies and friends. He was outspoken, and he in-
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dulged his mood in satire, a dangerous employment in the
narrowness of colonial and army life. On the other hand,
he was a brave and gentle comrade and delighted in manly
traits; and so there was a round of companions in arms to
whom he was dear. He served far and wide, fought on the
coasts of the Red Sea, wintered in Ormuz in the Persian
Gulf, spent some years in China, and seems to have vis-
ited the Malay islands; once he was shipwrecked on the
Chinese coast. It is clear that he roamed the Orient on all
the lines of travel and enterprise, of commerce and war,
wherever the Portuguese ships could sail, and bore
throughout the name and character of a gentleman-
adventurer of that world, a daring, enterprising, hopeful,
unfortunate, and often distressed man.

Sixteen years of his manhood passed in these toils,—
In one hand aye the Sword, in one the Pen,

—along the tropical seas and under the alien skies; for
from the first, even before in his youth he planted a lance
in Africa, he had held to his breast that little manuscript
book where year by year, on the deck and the gun-breech,
in his grotto at Macao, in prison, wherever he might be
and under whatever aspect of fortune, he wrote down the
growing lines of that poem which is now the chief glory
of his native land. When he was shipwrecked in China, he
lost the little store of gold that he had accumulated in the
office which he was recalled from, but he held safe this
book,—

In his embrace the song that swam to land

From sad and piteous shipwreck dripping wet

’Scaped from the reefs and rocks that fang the
strand.

Now, after sixteen years, nostalgia, not simple homesick-
ness, but the nostalgia of him who fares forth into the
world and voyages long in stranger-lands, had fallen on
him, and was heavy in all his spirit. He had left Portugal,
indignantly saying that his country should not possess his
bones; but he had long changed this temper,—

Tagus yet pealeth with the passion caught
From the wild cry he flung across the sea;—

all his hopes had really rested on the honor of the song he
had built up for the glory of Portugal, and while every-
thing else that men name success faded away and escaped
him, with this poem surely he would find welcome home.
He stopped at Mozambique with the captain governor, and
when he wished to continue his voyage, this officer, who
was his host, consigned him to prison for a debt due him-
self, a small sum. Soon afterwards, however, a ship came
by, with a dozen of Camoens” old messmates and friends,
veterans, and they contributed the money for his release.
So, says the old biographer, “were simultanecously sold the
person of Camoens and the honor of Pedro Barreto” for
£25. With these friends Camoens sailed homeward, and ar-
rived safely, but not to find prosperity. It was three years
before his book was published; and he received for reward

only a pension of about one hundred dollars in our money
at its present worth, and this was not often paid. The entire
eight years of his life at Lisbon were filled with such pov-
erty and distress as we remember of the last dying days of
Spenser and Chatterton. He lived some part of this time in
a religious house, that is, an alms-house; at other times his
Javanese servant, who had stayed with him, begged food
for him at night, but the faithful servant died before his
wretched master. Even among the poets few have been so

homeless and destitute as Camoens in his life’s end, now

going about on crutches and suffering the last sad effects
of a hard-faring life. It was the moment just before his
death when the power of Portugal was extinguished on the
battle-field by Philip of Spain: “I die,” he wrote to a friend,
“not only in my country, but with it.” The time of his
death is uncertain, but he was about fifty-five years old.
He died in a hospital. “I saw him die,” says an old Car-
melite brother, “in the hospital of Lisbon, without a sheet
where-with to cover himself.” Such in its external events
was the life-story of Camoens.

If one throws upon this harsh narrative the light that flows
from Camoens’ poetry, the lines are softened in the retro-
spect; the hardship and misfortune are seen in that atmo-
sphere of melancholy that pervades his strong verse and
blends with it, as tenderness companions valor in the man
himself. To see properly the phases of his genius, one
should glance first at the lyrical works, and especially the
sonnets, that preceded and accompanied the heroic verse
of the epic. From his student days at the university, unlike
Marlowe, he was the heir of a developed art, and in all his
work is seen the fair background of the poetic tradi-
tion,—in the epic the forms of old mythology, and in the
lyrics the Italian example of Petrarch. To him his lady Ca-
terina was what Petrarch’s Laura had been, an ideal of
hopeless and pure passion. Her personality is not definitely
known, but she married and died while still young. Though
in his sonnets to her Camoens followed the poetic tradi-
tion, the reality of his devotion cannot be doubted in its
inception; and in its continuance through the years of his
youth, and especially of his long exile in the Orient, this
ideal passion stood for him, at least, as the sign and cer-
tainty of his first failure—his failure in love. It became,
perhaps, after long and hopeless years simply the cry of
his imagination, but it had its original being in the call of
the heart. Very sweet and noble, though conventional, is
his early pleading:—

Beautiful eyes, whereof the sunny sphere
‘When most with cloudless clarity of light
The infinite expanse he maketh bright,
Doubting to be eclipsed, doth stand in fear:
If T am held in scorn who hold you dear,
Then, having of all things such perfect sight,
Consider this thing too, that mortal night
To cover up your beauty draweth near.
Gather, O gather with unstaying hand,

The fruits that must together gathered be,
Occasion ripe, and Passion’s clasp divine.
And, since by you I live and die, command
Love, that he yield his tribute unto me,
Who unto you have freely yielded mine.
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After years of vain castle-building during which he seemed
his “own sorrow’s architect,” and in that wide roaming
which he describes,—

Now scattering my music as I pass,
The world I range,—

he still kept true to the lover’s creed:—

All evils Love can wreak behold in me,

In whom the utmost of his power malign

He willed unto the world to manifest:

But I, like him, would have these things to be.
Lifted by woe to ecstasy divine,

1 would not change for all the world possest.

When his lady died, he lifted his prayer in his loveliest
and most famous sonnet:—

Soul of my soul, that didst so early wing
From our poor world thou heldest in disdain,
Bound be I ever to my mortal pain,

So thou hast peace before the Eternal King!
If to the realms where thou dost soar and sing
Remembrance of aught earthly may attain,
Forget not the deep love thou did’st so fain
Discover my fond eyes inhabiting.

And if my yearning heart unsatisfied,

And pang on earth incurable have might

To profit thee and me, pour multiplied

Thy meek entreaties to the Lord of Light,
That swiftly He would raise me to thy side,
As suddenly He rapt thee from my sight.

In these sonnets and other lyrical poems the poet is hardly
more personal than in the heroic epic, but his personality
is more exclusively felt, and the topics are not confined to
his love. The most lasting impression made is of the pass-
ing of hope out of his life, Camoens was one of those
souls who are great in hope; and he often bent upon the
past reverted eyes, and drew the sum of his losses, ending
in that refrain—

For Death and Disenchantment all was made—
Woe unto all that hope! to all that trust!

The vein of melancholy in the lyrical poems opens the
tenderness of Camoens, and perhaps the softer note is
somewhat overcharged in these admirable but rather Ital-
ianated versions of Dr. Garnett’s that I have used; life-
weariness and profound discouragement, indeed, there is
in them; but they are not the simple outflow of a Petrarchan
lover’s complaint, but the sorrows of a much-toiling man;
for Camoens was both sailor and soldier, and as natural to
those ways of labor as to the handling of the lute. The
voyage, the march, and the battle made up the larger part
of his life.

This opens the second trait to be observed in the phases of
his development, namely, his absorption of the patriotic vi-
tality of his country. It is true that he inherited a developed
and conventionalized art, and had always that fair back-
ground of classical figures and Italian atmosphere which

were his portion of the Renaissance; but the Renaissance
was rather like a little mountain city where he was born
and drank his youth; he did not abide there, but came
down into the great modern world that was then to be,—
the world of the waste of waters and the spreading em-
pires. Portugal played a great part in that age which broke
the horizon bars and passed the western and the eastern
limit of the sun alike, and made the fleets as free of the
ocean as the sea-birds of every wandering wave. Camoens
was to make this the great theme of his song,—the ocean
fame of Portugal. But he was inducted into his passion of
patriotism by natural ways, before the glory of the ocean
discoveries was fully opened in his mind. Portugal, you
remember, was the child of battle, born of the conflict of
the Christian and the Moor; on the stricken field she found
her crown itself, and became a state; and in maintaining
the struggle that drove the Crescent back into Africa, and
in following across the straits to free the seaboard, she de-
veloped her strength, laid up her most heroic memories,
and built those navies that were to open and command so
many seas.

When Camoens in his youth fought his first campaigns in
Africa, he was united with his country’s cause and honor
in its great historic current, and it was by nature that there
flamed up in him that national pride, hating and triumph-
ing over the Moor, which is the historic substance of his
epic. He had found his theme in battling with the Moorish
power. The realization of this theme, the patriotic past of
his country, was the second phase of his development.
Then came, with his long and perilous voyage and his
years of wanderings through all the picturesque coasts of
the East, that expansion and enrichment of his theme which
reduced the original Moorish battle to the rank of episode
and background, while the maritime greatness of Portugal,
set forth in the story of the voyage of Da Gama round the
Cape of Good Hope as the main action, became the more
prominent subject. The poem itself yields these three main
elements corresponding to the division that has been made:
the background of classical mythology, which affords the
mechanism of the plot, and is of the Renaissance; the his-
tory of Portugal which affords the time perspectives and
the main episodes; and lastly the fortunes of Da Gama.
The poem thus grew with Camoens’ own growth, and con-
tains his artistic training in the school of Renaissance tra-
dition, his youthful African marches and raids, and his
manhood voyages. He made it embrace the whole glory of
Portugal, compressed into its stanzas all her romance,
heroism, and fable from the earliest record in antique days
to his own hour, spread in it the naval dominion of her
great contemporary age; and he did this, not as a reminis-
cent scholar in Virgil’s way or Tasso’s way, but as one
who had labored in the glorious action by sea and land,
near the port and far in the open, boy and man, with sword
and pen. The enthusiasm of a lifetime here gathers and
gives out the passion of a whole nation and makes a peo-
ple’s glory one with the poet’s fame. The Lusiads is the
principal monument of Portugal, and the chief national
bond that binds her children in one.
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It is this infusion of personality—and personality like
Marlowe’s of the daring Renaissance type—which makes
the Lusiads so different from all other epics. The theme is
not presented as an ideal action in remote time after the
manner of other poets, but seems a real event, something
that the poet had done and been. It is as if Ulysses had
written the Odyssey. Camoens was himself, like Ulysses,
such a traveller, a romantic wanderer, a hard-toiling man,
in the heroic exile of enterprise on the sea-edges of a
larger and unknown world. It is this temperament of the
wanderer that so endears him to all nomad souls. It is this
which made him attractive to Captain Burton, for example,
who made the labor of translating his works a part of his
task for twenty years; and though it is marvellously un-
readable, it is from this translation that I shall quote; for at
times, and not seldom, he catches the spirit of Camoens as
the sail catches the wind. The Lusiads is a sea-poem. No
poem approaches it in maritime quality except the Odys-
sey. The note of the whole is struck in Da Gama’s account
of the setting sail of the fleet from Lisbon:—

We from the well-known port went sorrowing,
After the manner of far-faring men.

The fleet made out to sea, and this is the parting view:—

Slow, ever slower, banisht from our eyne,
Vanisht our native hills, astern remaining;
Remained dear Tagus, and the breezy line

Of Cintran peaks, long, long, our gaze detaining;
Remainéd eke in that dear country mine

Our hearts, with pangs of memory ever paining;
Till, when all veiléd sank in darkling air,
Naught but the welkin and the wave was there.

The sense not only of the deep sea, as in this last line, but
of the undiscovered, is constantly present,—not only the
illimitable waste of waters, but the peril of them. It is a
growing peril, vaguely felt at first beside the new islands
and capes lately discovered, in the strangeness of the coasts
by which the ships drop southward, in the adventures with
the unfamiliar tribes at the landfalls; but the strangeness
becomes peril, slowly and surely,—that panic fear which
is not for a moment of alarm but for days and nights of in-
creasing dread—the mood which all great explorers have
known, from Columbus to the latest, who have had to
master their men with the desperate force of a higher cour-
age and hold them to the onward course. It is this gigantic
fear, rising from the endless rolling of the sea and driving
of the cloudy winds in the pathless ways of the lonely
sail,—it is this fear that Camoens gives body and a name
in the most daring and perhaps the most celebrated of the
inventions of his fancy,—the apparition of the giant phan-
tom, Adamastor, off the Cape of Good Hope. Adamastor
symbolizes the dangers of the ocean enterprise and the re-
venge of the elements outraged by the human victory over
their brute power.

What Camoens there renders by imagination and allegory
he draws again realistically in the account of the storm in
the Indian Ocean. The storm in Shakespeare’s Tempest is

the only sea-storm that compares with it for majesty and
violence, and at the same time for truth to sea-weather.
The little picture of the night-watch on deck with which
the scene opens gives perhaps in briefest space that unaf-
fected naturalism which distinguishes Camoens’ descrip-
tions of actuality:—

All half-numbed and chill
Shivered with many a yawn the huddling crew
Beneath the bulging mainsail, clothéd ill
To bear the nightly breath that keenly blew;
Their eyes kept open sore against their will
They rubbed and stretched their torpid limbs anew,—

and to keep awake they begin to spin yarns; in this case
the fine chivalric tale of the Twelve of England—in the
course of which the storm breaks on them with tropic sud-
denness.

The labor of the life is thus a main element in the poem,
which is solid with experience and sombre with it, also.
Camoens delighted in his companions, those vassals of the
king, “peerless in their worth,” but it is the darker side of
their lives that holds his imagination and memory alike:—

Look how they gladly wend by many a way:—
Self-doomed to sleepless night and foodless day,
To fire and steel, shaft-shower, and bullet-flight;
To torrid Tropics, Arctics frore and gray,

The Pagan’s buffet and the Moor’s despite;

To risks invisible, threating human life,

To wreck, sea-monsters and the wave’s wild strife.

The lonely death in a foreign land, always near in the
prospect, imparts a deep melancholy to the verse, that true
epic melancholy, which Virgil summed in that one of his
most immortal lines where the dying soldier “remembers
sweet Argos.” Camoens was a man of friendships, of that
comradeship which flowers only in such hardy soil, and
many of his verses lament the untimely death of the brave
heart in its youth. One sonnet on the death of a comrade
in Africa, in the form of an epitaph spoken by the victim,
best tells the story:—

Few years and evil to my life more lent,
All with hard toil and misery replete:

Light did so swiftly from my eyes retreat,
That ere five lustres quite were gone, I went.
Ocean I roamed and isle and continent,
Seeking some remedy for life unsweet;

But he whom Fortune will not frankly meet,
Vainly by venture wooes her to his bent.
First saw I light in Lusitanian land,

Where Alemquer the blooming nurtured me;
But, feeble foul contagion to withstand,

1 feed the fish’s maw where thou, rude sea,
Lashest the churlish Abyssinian strand,

Far from my Portugal’s felicity.

The same mood, in the Lusiads, fills the stanza which he
dedicates to the memory of all who fell by the wave and
along the trail:—

At last in tangled brake and unknown ground
Our true companions lost for aye we leave,
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Who mid such weary ways, such dreary round,
Such dread adventures, aidance ever gave.
How easy for man’s bones a grave is found!
Earth’s any wrinkle, ocean’s any wave,
Whereso the long home be, abroad, at home,
For every hero’s corse may lend a tomb.

Camoens is always directly faithful to the daily and hourly
life, to the physical scene and the human manners; but his
truth to the heroic spirit, the martial breath that filled the
sails of the great enterprise, and also his truth to the senti-
ment of the wanderer, the power whereby he renders the
melancholy which falls from the dry and sterile Arabian
peaks of rose-red rock, diffusing that nostalgia of the brave
heart, heightening all that bravery so, and thereby renews
for us, and illumines, that old type of the “much-enduring”
man,—all this constitutes a truth for which reality seems
but a faint and shadowy name. It is the truth not merely of
a voyage, but of man’s life on earth,—such as it is when
poetry presents it most nobly, most feelingly, and without
a veil. To Camoens the fortune of human life showed no
smiling face; it was not in fortune but in character that he
found life’s value. He was a lover of heroic men, those

By the doughty arm and sword that chase

Honor which man may proudly hail his own;

In weary vigil, in the steely case,

"Mid wrathsome winds and bitter billows thrown,
Suff’ring the frigid rigors in th” embrace

Of South, and regions lorn, and lere, and lone;
Swallowing the tainted rations’ scanty dole,
Salted with toil of body, moil of soul.

The character of Da Gama is very nobly drawn; he is all
that such a leader should be; a figure worthy of his place
in the poem, and of the fame to which he is exalted, akin
to @neas before him and to Tasso’s Godfrey who was born
after him. Camoens’ morality, his conception of the char-
acter of “a good king, a great captain, a wise councillor, a
Jjust judge, a pure priest,” as Burton draws the catalogue,
is always energetic and lofty. Of all his personal qualities
he is most proud of his own independence in judgment,
his honesty of speech, his perfect and entire fearlessness.
He returns repeatedly to this claim of truth-telling, which
he thought was his duty as a part of his fidelity to the
Muses; and when he invokes their aid, he makes this his
main plea:—

Aid me you only:—long indeed sware 1

No grace to grant where good doth not prevail,
And none to flatter, whatso their degrees

On pain of losing all my power to please.

In telling the story of Portugal, past and present, he had
much occasion to use this high ideal; not even in those
days did he hesitate to denounce and inveigh within the
pale of the Church itself. Morality, in the high sense of
character, pervades the poem; virtue, in the ancient and
manly meaning of the word,—the old epic “arms and the
man,”—is its substance, and charm is diffused over it as in
the @neid. This charm partly arises from that oriental col-
oring—the lux ex Oriente—natural to the scene, in the de-

tail of which, Burton says, Camoens rarely trips, being
more accurate than most modern authors, and that experi-
enced traveller wonders at the quality of the brain that
amassed so much information from sources so few and so
imperfect. The charm, however, lies also in the contrast
between the realism of the matter and the fantastic power
of Camoens’ imagination, which is one of his most power-
ful and fascinating traits and peculiarly a feature of his
originality. The Adamastor episode serves as an example;
but a nobler one is the ideal figuring of the rivers Indus
and Ganges, who appear like Neptunian forms in the dream
of the old king which was one of the motives of the voy-
age. The variation by which the scenes of pictured his-
tory—a tradition of the epic and seen by @neas, you re-
member, at Carthage—are here found spread on the
banners of the festally decorated Portuguese ships is a
happy play of the poet’s fancy. The isle of Venus, that re-
ceives the homeward-bound fleet, is perhaps the most sur-
prising, as it is certainly the loveliest, of these imaginative
fantasies. But it is not by any piecemeal criticism and
naming of passages that the quality of this epic can be
conveyed.

Yet one must add still another of its larger elements,
namely, its spaciousness. I mean the map of the world,
like that map I read from Tamburlaine, that it unfolds.
Camoens describes the European quarter early in the poem,
beginning from Russia and sweeping southward and west,
leaving England entirely out as if it were Iceland of to-
day, and finding, of course, in the little state of Portugal
the climax and summit of the world. It is a perspective to
which our thoughts are unused, but in its day was not an
untrue one; and for us to have it in mind-—to emigrate into
it, as it were—is a prerequisite to the appreciation of the
Lusiads, for such was Camoens’ world. He also describes
the voyaging of the fleet with great detail. But it is in the
last book of the poem that the face of the new earth is
shown, magically in the mystic globe of the planetary
sphere, to Da Gama by the Siren: that new earth, fresh as
it then arose from the uncovered waters,—the Asian seas
and continent and islands, the African coasts and uplands,
and the unknown west far as through Magellan’s Straits; it
is a wide reach, a finer vision than Milton gave from the
specular mount, and with it as in its own horizons the epic
ends.

The Lusiads is the only truly modern epic, but one seems
to breathe in it the early air of the Odyssey and Iliad more
than in any intervening poem; like the Jliad and the Odys-
sey, it has no love element in its plot, but the old heroic
life—man’s life of the oar-blade and the battle-field—rules
the scene. The sense of primitive life, however, is still
deeper-seated, in its neighborhood to nature, where the sky
is the tent of the bivouac and the roof of the deck-watch,
and man is a solitary figure in the landscape, and life a
hand-to-hand affair. Into that far alien field of earth and
waters the pride of Portugal is carried, as it were, on the
banners of a little squadron conquering a mighty world. It
was fitting in the Peninsular war that the regiments of Por-
tugal went into battle with lines of Camoens inscribed
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upon their flags. Yet it is a narrow view that would see in
the Lusiads only the self-glorification of a little state. It
has a larger significance. The blending of the East and
West at a great dawn of history is here rendered in a noble
form of human greatness, cast in the lives of a few brave
men equal to great tasks.

Such are a few of the traits of this epic. But what a fiery
soul must that have been which could carry such a passion
of poetry through the years of exile and ever cherish it as
a life above life itself! The deep melancholy of Camoens,
as it gathered in later years, is plain; his failure in love—
the hunger of the heart that was never to be appeased with
any earthly touch of the ideal—was but the sign of the
famine that fell upon him in all the ways of success. He
had no talent for success. He was filled with poet’s blood,
as the pure grape with wine. He was wild and free, amo-
rous, framed for enjoyment, Southern-hearted, a boon com-
rade, a tender friend; between the prison and the camp and
the ship’s deck he had a soldier’s gayety, was fond of fine
apparel and of golden suppers,—the adventurer’s change-
ful fortune; but failure was all he found in the East, and
the profound discouragement of his lot invaded his heart
at last. He reviewed his life in one of his last sonnets.

In lowly cell, bereaved of liberty,

Error’s meet recompense, long time I spent;
Then o’er the world disconsolate I went,
Bearing the broken chain that left me free;
My life I gave unto this memory;

No lesser sacrifice would Love content;
And poverty I bore and banishment;

So it was ordered, so it had to be.

Content with little, though I knew indeed
Content unworthy, yet, aloof from strife,

I loved to mark Man’s various employ.

But my disastrous star, whom now I read,
Blindness of death, and doubtfulness of life,
Have made me tremble when I see a joy.

The passing of hope out of his life was the history of his
soul. He came home only to make disaster sure, as the
event proved. Sick, old with wounds, the almshouse gave
him to the hospital, and the hospital to the grave, as a
corpse is cast from wave to wave till it sinks into a name-
less tomb. It seems—it is—pitiful.

Woe unto all that hope! to all that trust!—

it is the epitaph of most of the poets, Yet it is from the
consuming flame of such a passion and power of life as
burnt in this much-enduring soul that poetic genius gives
out its immortal star.

Sir Edmund Gosse (essay date 1925)

SOURCE: “Camoens,” in Silhouettes, William Heinemann,
L., 1925, pp. 33-9.

[In the following essay, Gosse summarizes the life of
Camges: “Portugal’s greatest national author.”]

Persistent industry of research has not enabled Portuguese
scholarship to fix the exact date of the birth of Portugal’s
greatest national author, but there seems little doubt that
the year was 1524. We were therefore at liberty to cel-
ebrate the fourth centenary whenever we pleased, so that it
does not slip our memory until after last December. Mr.
Aubrey Bell—whose admirable studies in Portuguese, or
(as we used to say) in the Portingall, language cannot be
too warmly praised—marked the moment by publishing a
succinct biography of the poet, which tells us all that is
certainly known about him. This is an occasion for recol-
lecting Froude’s delicious impertinence about the Cornish
saint, of whom he recounted “all we know, and more than
all, yet nothing to what the angels know.”

No writer has been, it appears, the victim of more fairytales
than Camoens, and these are impatiently brushed aside by
Mr. Aubrey Bell. But when all that is merely legend or
fiction is cleared away, we are left feeling that the life of
the author of The Lusiads must have been romantic far
beyond the wont of literary lives. The spirit of the great
navigators was in him; he wandered in Africa and Asia; he
was a soldier and a lover and a sailor on the grand scale.
He lived abreast of the heroic age of adventure. He was
still a youth when King Manoel 1. assumed the title Lord
of the Conquest, Navigation and Commerce of India,
Ethiopia, Arabia, and Persia. Camoens belonged to that
epoch of empire; he did not merely sum it up in immortal
verse, but he fought and suffered in the pulse and flood of
it. His life is like a gateway in some stupendous piece of
Manoelian architecture, such as the startled tourist sees to-
day at Batalha or Thomar.

It seems strange that we know little that is positive about
the career of a writer so famous and so representative as
Camoens. Sir Richard Fanshawe, who was no mean writer
of verse, put into the poet’s mouth this summary:—

Spain gave me noble birth; Coimbra arts,
Lisbon a high-placed love and courtly parts;
Afric a refuge when the Court did frown;
War, at an eye’s expense, a fair renown;
Travel experience, with no short sight

Of India and the world.

Mr. Bell will not hear of Spanish birth. The Galician fam-
ily of the poet’s ancestor, Vasco Perez de Camoens, had
been settled in Portugal for upwards of a century and a
half. The birth is claimed by Santarem and by Lisbon and
by Coimbra, and Mr. Bell’s arguments, expanded at great
length, tend to make the last conjecture the most probable.
The earliest editor of Camoens’ lyrics roundly declared
that “he was born in this our city of Coimbra.” The visitor
to that ancient and romantic university, the centre of Por-
tuguese learning, likes to think that the author of The Lu-
siads saw the light in one of these terraced streets which
still rise so elegantly over the curved waters of the
Mondego. It is even more certain that he was educated in
that Western Athens, where it is highly likely that he at-
tended the lectures of the shining and acid Scottish exile,
George Buchanan. It is believed that in 1543 the young
poet left Coimbra for Lisbon.
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In Lisbon, and in a church, on Good Friday, 1544,
Camoens first saw Catarina de Ataide, who was then a
lady-in-waiting to the Queen. This lady became to him
what Beatrice had been to Dante and Laura to Petrarch. As
in those cases, so in the famous Portuguese romance, it is
difficult to know how much was personal passion and how
much a poet’s tribute to the fashion of gallantry. Mr. Bell,
however, presents Camoens to us as a sort of Paris, with
three Caterinas all ambitious for the apple of immortality.
Mrs. Browning—who was particularly interested in Cate-
rina—would have been scandalised:—

When the palace ladies, sitting
Round your gittern, shall have said:—
“Poet, sing those verses written
For the lady who is dead”—
Will you tremble,
Yet dissemble,—
Or sing hoarse, with tears between,
“Sweetest eyes, were ever seen?”’

It would have been disconcerting indeed if the poet had
been obliged to ask Which of the three ladies do you
mean? Mr. Aubrey Bell even distracts us with a fourth, the
Infanta Maria, daughter of the formidable King Manoel
himself. This may be well enough; but we turn in indigna-
tion from a fifth suggestion, that Caterina was a Chinese
slave-girl. The poet was doubtless rather light of love.
What really matters is that the infatuation, to whomever it
was directed, inspired what is, by the unanimous verdict
of all good judges, the best lyric poetry written in Portu-
guese up to the present hour.

The incidents of the next few years are shrouded in a most
bewildering obscurity. There is no lack of record, but the
stories confute one another to a surprising degree. Set out
in the dry light of Mr. Bell's scepticism, they awaken the
doubt whether there ever was such a person as Camoens at
all, or whether he was not a solar myth. Happily, we can
put our feet down firmly on The Lusiads as on a solid
deck. Suddenly we emerge from among the floating débris
of legend and are in open water. In disgrace with the King,
probably about some too impertinent dramatic petulance,
Camoens was exiled to Africa in 1547. Here he spent two
years as a soldier in the fortress of Ceuta, and here, in a
battle with the Moors, he lost an eye. In 1549 he went
back to Portugal, and lived for some years in Lisbon as a
swashbuckler. He made himself disliked by the ladies,
who called him the “One-Eyed Devil,” and at last, during
the Corpus Christi procession, he fought a Court official in
the street and nearly killed him. This was the end of his
rowdy period, for he was thrown into prison for eight
months. In these unseemly adventures, Camoens ap-
proaches Villon, that rapscallion of genius. He was re-
leased at length on giving a pledge that he would enlist for
India, whither, “as one leaving this world for the next,” he
did proceed in March, 1553. He went, in his thirtieth year,
as a common soldier, pledged for three years’ service. He
was nearly wrecked in a storm off the Cape of Good Hope,
but after six months of hardship he duly arrived at Goa.

Camoens now launched out into such a life of activity in
strange places as hardly any other poet has ever conceived
possible. The dreamers have enormously outnumbered the
doers among the bards of the world. There have been By-
ron and Agrippa d’Aubigné and the Duke of Montenivoso
(formerly Gabriele d’ Annunzio). Lamartine is the eminent
political exception. In our own circle, the Poet Laureate,
greatly daring, sailed away to Ann Arbor in his eightieth
year. But, as a rule, the poets have sat beside their nectar,
contemplating the panorama of life, but taking no share in
it. For Camoens there was no bed of down. Scarcely ar-
rived at Goa, he started on a punitive expedition to the
coast of Malabar; presently he helped to scour the Red Sea
of pirates; then he hunted Turkish merchant-vessels in the
Persian Gulf, he visited Malacca, he explored the Moluc-
cas. No wonder that Mr. Aubrey Bell, though rigidly di-
vesting himself of all credulous enthusiasm, cannot help
exclaiming: “It is really extraordinary that, just as
Camoens” works embrace the whole of Portugal’s history,
he should have visited in person almost without exception
every part of the Portuguese Empire.” Meantime, he was
incessantly writing verses, no doubt the best that were
ever composed on the Indian Ocean. Finally, we find him
at Macao, in China, writing his epic of Portingall glory in
a grotto on the seashore. On the way back, his ship was
wrecked at the mouth of the Mekong River in Cambodia.
Camoens lost all that he possessed in the world, except
those cantos of the Lusiads which he had finished at
Macao. He describes the incident in the tenth canto of the
epic in terms which Fanshawe endeavours to render thus.
After describing the Mekong, the poet continues:—

Upon his soft and charitable Brim

The wet and ship-wrackt Song receive shall Hee,
Which in a lamentable plight shall swim

From shoals and Quicksands of tempestuous Sea.

The exhausted poet, clutching his manuscript, landed on
the shore of “Cauchinchina,” in a grove that “smelt hot of
Calambuco wood,” where Buddhist priests took pity on
his parlous condition.

His adventures were not ended, but they must be pursued
in his biographies. He was finally imprisoned at Mozam-
bique, of all places in the world, and accidentally suc-
coured there by literary friends, who paid his debts and
brought him home to Lisbon. In 1572 he succeeded in
publishing his Lusiads, and the fame of it spread through
Europe. The splendid “Aminta” of Torquato Tasso was
printed in the same year, and compliments passed between
the Italian and the Portuguese poets, the two most eminent
writers of the day. Camoens does not seem to have been
known in England, where Shakespeare was a child at Strat-
ford, but he was famous in Spain, where some of his po-
ems were published in Castilian. Lope de Vega, like
Shakespeare, was an infant, but we can “place” Camoens
by remembering that Cervantes was his younger contem-
porary. The end of all the brilliant adventures was sad
enough, Camoens died of the plague, in abject poverty, in
1579, and the stray note of a Spanish Carmelite monk has
preserved the only record of the event. That is what Fray
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José Indio wrote: “How grievous to see so great a genius
brought so low! I saw him die in a hospital at Lisbon,
without so much as a sheet to cover him, after having won
success in India and sailed 5,500 leagues of sea.” The
preservation of this note in a copy of the Lusiads now be-
longing to Lord Ilchester is in itself a romantic tale, fully
told by Mr. Bell in his appendix.

Although the Lusiads is one of the most famous poems of
all literature, it is not really well known in this country.
The editions, commentaries, criticisms, and general effu-
sions which Portuguese scholars have expended on
Camoens seem to be innumerable. He is the one great in-
tellectual glory of their country. But, in English, there is
no really standard edition. Sir Richard Fanshawe’s rough
and spirited version, a handsome folio of 1655, has never
been reprinted; Mickle’s, of 1776, gives no real impres-
sion of the poem. Sir Richard Burton produced a harsh
translation, said to be accurate, but very difficult to read. J.
J. Aubertin’s rendering, line by line, is much more satis-
factory. It would be an excellent thing for some young En-
glish poet to devote himself to a version of the Lusiads,
which is not very long for an epic, not half so long as the
“Jerusalem Delivered.” What is wanted would be the
power to transfer to English the mingled vigour and vo-
luptuousness of the Portuguese. When Camoens describes
what appear to be the Azores, this is how Fanshawe trans-
fers the landscape:—

A thousand gallant Trees to Heav’n up-shoot
With Apples Odoriferous and faire;
The Orange-tree hath in her sightly fruit
The colour Daphne boasted in her Haire;
The Citron-tree bends almost to her Root
Under the yellow burthen which she bare;
The goodly Lemmons with their button-Caps,
Hang, imitating Virgin’s fragrant Paps.

The savage-trees (That doeth Forest there
With leavie Haire innoble and adorn)
Are, Poplars of Alcides; Laurels, deare
In vain into the Golden God Unshorn;
Myrtles of Venus; the proud Pine severe,
That Cybele for meaner love did scorn;
The speared Cypress, from this vale of Vice,
Stands pointing at Celestial Paradice.

This was well enough in 1655, but a stout young Georgian
would do better in 1925.

Leonard Bacon (review date 1946)

SOURCE: A review of Os Lusiadas, in Saturday Review
of Literature, Vol. 29, No. 23, June 8, 1946, pp. 42-3.

[In the following review of The Lusiads, Bacon surveys
Camées’s life and highlights those elements of the poem
that will appeal to modern tastes.]

This noble edition of the noble Portuguese epic [Os Lusia-
das] in the original is the crowning work of one of the

greatest of Romance language scholars. Professor [J. D,
M.] Ford, who has already edited Sir Richard Fanshawe’s
fine seventeenth-century translation of the poem, must feel
that he has done good service to literature and to mankind.
And what more can a learned man desire? No doubt there
will be the usual jeering from the testy race of critics.
Slips are inevitable and will be pointed out with pleasure
by persons who do not expose themselves by undertaking
the enormously difficult. Judgments and testes differ, and
there may be matter for controversy. But this book sets a
splendid capstone on a fine career.

“T will not go so far as to defend Camoes,” said Hazlitt
rather turgidly—I forget against what, nor does it greatly
matter. The Portuguese poet has no particular need of as-
sistance from that quarter or any other. Changes in taste
and opinion leave Camoes untouched. And after nearly
four centuries men absorbed in the fashion or doctrine of
their own time return to him with an enthusiasm not un-
like the passion we feel when we are recaptured by “the
Homeric largeness and simplicity.” Even Voltaire could
see that darkly through the glass of translation. Though we
rail against “Old One-Eye’s” classical machinery or yawn
over his catalogue of viceroys, nevertheless we turn back
to Adamastor at the Cape, to Vasco da Gama’s landfall at
Calicut, to the episode of Ignez de Castro, to the similes
of the bull, of the leech, of the lion of Ceuta, and finally to
the nobility of spirit, intrinsic in the poem everywhere,
even in those places where, like every epic poet, Camoes
on occasion nods.

Professor Ford’s account of him is brief and good. The
cynical paradox, now dwindled to a platitude, that the less
is known about a great man the more is written, does not
apply. The facts about Camoes are not numerous, the leg-
ends are many, and the speculations beyond count. The
date of his birth is uncertain, though he was probably born
at Lisbon in 1524, His family was noble but poor. He at-
tended the University of Coimbra, where he became a
first-rate Latinist, but no one can be sure that he learned
Greek. It is supposed that later he had a romantic affair
with a lady-in-waiting at the Court of Lisbon and that pov-
erty prevented marriage. But it has also been thought that
the hot water he got into at the time suggests a too ambi-
tious passion for a princess and not for a mere lady-in-
waiting. Anyhow, he was exiled in 1546 and went as a pri-
vate soldier to Morocco, where he lost an eye. He appears
to have “written great poetry as a habit” at all times and
very likely kept up the practice during his banishment. He
was permitted to return, but in 1552 he stabbed a dignitary
in a brawl. This time he was exiled in a big way, for he
was released from prison on condition that he depart to In-
dia. In the Orient he went on various expeditions and held
at least one good job at Macao, where the grotto of
Camoes, which legend connects with literary labor, is still
shown to the tourist. He was ship-wrecked off the mouth
of the Mekong and swam ashore with the manuscript of
his epic, a circumstance he celebrates in the poem. On
several occasions he was imprisoned, and, when finally re-
leased and sent home, had great trouble on the way from



