1

, Py
Speniny ﬂigh ﬁtl]nnl 104 E. Wilson St. ‘;

SALEM, OREGON July &, 1936

J. C. NELSON, PRINCIPAL EMERITUS
AND HEAD OF HISTORY DEPT.

Dear Mr. Salles:
T have received and read with great delight your charming
letter of Moy 22--it ig most regretiable that the mails are so slow-and
I am deeply grateful for your kindness in giving me the very valuable sketch
of Brazilizn literature, in which the hand of the master is clearly evident.
Y90 in order to get myself oriented, I think I will devote the major part of
‘ thie letter to a2 liet of what I have read in your literature; you will then |
be better able to decide what I should read in order %o arrive at an adequate
judgment.
And first the suthors whom you mention; here is the list of what I have

real of each one:

Alencer:0 Cuarany, Iracema, O Gesucho, Luciola, and the two plays 0 Jesuita
and Ag Azas de un Anjo.

Mechado de Assis: Memorias de Braz Cubas, Esau e Jacob
Aluizio Azevedo:O Mulato

Goelho Netto: O Sertéd(contos), Rei Negro
ATTenio Peixoto: A Eefinge

w

Tpen I have reed the following, all of which I venture to hope have some
significance!

~ L
Visconde de Tsunay:Innocencia, No Declinio, A Retirade da Leguna i
Je I, de Macedo: A lMoreninha . o ]
¥, A, de Almeidai Ay Memorias de um Sargento de Milicias . (I, is my opin-
ion that if this ydung man had lived, he would have been the greatest
name in Brazilian literature. The book is full of faults; but to have pro-
duced such 2 piece of realism ifd the full tide of the Rometic movement shows
2 very marked originelity and_power) i .
Be Jo de Silva Guimardes: A Escrava Isaura
Franklin Tgvore: O Cgbelleira“ G
Grace Aranha: Chanaan »
Fuclvdes da Cunha: Os Sertoes (THis book is in the field of history what
vour Aves is in fiction--azn undoubted masterpiece)
Raul ?angla: O~Atheneu :
ToZo dO Rio: Dentro da Noite(contos)
Julio Ribeiro: & Carne( "livro defeitueso", but the best attempt I have seen
Yo Tollow in the footsteps of Zola)
Rudoloho Tweophilo: A Fome
Aiberto Rencel: Inferno Verde(next to yourself the greatest stylist in
Brazil)
Arthur Azegedo: Contos Ephemeros(your greatest humorist)

i

And then of the "moderns", withoﬁﬂspeciiying titles, I have read something

of each of the following:
José Ling do Rego, '‘onteiro Lobato, Gustavo Barroso, femotti del Picchisa,
Gastfo Cruls, Bilberto Freyre, Agrippino Griece, lario Guedes, Origines

Lessa, Alcldes llaye, Lauro Palhano, Jorge Amado, llarques Rebello
; b}
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Mario lello, Cornelio Penna, Tasso Fragoso, Ruy Barbosa, Jodgo Adolpho dos

d=ntos, Viriato Correa, Mario Marroquim, Jayme de Altavilla, Olympio:
cuilherme, Paulo Setubal, M. Bomfim, liaria Sabina, and last but not least
Rachel de Queiroz, whose "Jos€ Miguel" I have read as well as "O Quinze".

Then in the literature of Portugal I have read Os Lusiadas, nearly all
o% Ega de Queiroz, and something of each of the following: Camillo _
Castello Branco, Almeida Gerrett, Abel Botelho, Guerra Jynqueiro, Julio
Diniz, Herculano, Jogo Grave, Ferreira de Castro, and Theophilo Braga.

In the matter of poetry you will note I have read almost nothinge. Only
the very highest type of peetry appeals to ge ; prose rhythm affects me
much more powerfully than verse.

!

In the way of histories of literature,'l have read Isaac Goldberg's !

"Brazilian Literature" in English, and Agrippino Griece's "Evolugédo da
Prosa Brasileira". I try to keep up with current literature by reading

the "Boletim de Ariel"; and my friend Mr, Arthur Coelho is indefatigable
in trying to keep me en rapport with the new books.
For a dictionary I am forced to depend ofi Michaelis, which is 2ll right
for Portugsl, but very unsatisfactory for the language of Brazil. I

shohld like %to have your advice on this matter of a dictionary. Last sum—
mer, when I visited the Brazilian Consul in Sen Francdésco(lMr. lMario San-
toss I noticed that he used the dictionary of Seguiexr; would this Dbe
better for me than a Portuguese~Engligh dictionary?
Now I suspect you will smile at my very desultory rgading.b¥qy muet
remember that Taunay's "Innocencia' ig the only Por&uguese,\hat ig uged

in our schools, and so I have had no guide in the matter of constfucting

a course of reading. But I hope you will conclude that I have read enough o
Brazilian literature to justify me in the judgment I have formed of your
own work—-a Jjudgment that remains unsheken, to-wit: that in the "Aves

de Arribagéo“ you have produced the greatest masterpiece of the native lit-

erature—- 2 book that will bear comparison with the wveey best work of Fiahce‘

and Portugel, and that will come to be regarded as time goes on as ent
tling you to a secure place at the summit of the Brazilian Parnessus.

Your expression "gyneko-psychologista" as you apply it to Peixoto could
with equal proprigty be applied to yourself; no one has ever penétrated . 44

have contented themselves with building an external picture of their
"milieuf~whewe psychological =nalysis has been subordinated to their study of
local conditions; they hesve not realized that the hyman sgoul can rise

above its environment. The Tragedy of Florzinha is made a tragedy be-

cause of her environment; it descends to the very roots of being, and
makes of her a "universal" who deserves to fake place alongside of Ophelisa
and Cordelia.

And in the metter of style, it is simply impossible for me to adequately
express my profound admirstion. Those six concluding pages re ain for me
the finest piece of Portuguese vrose in existence-anc in poetry they are
only surpassed by the roar and thunder of those sublime strophes of "Os
Lusiadas". It is only once in a great while and for single instants that
any Brazilian prose-writer has attained this style-~ Taunay has it for

one single sentence-the one beginning "Riscava—se o oriente de dubias 1inhg

vermelhes"; but that is landscape, not the human soul; Raclhel de Queiroz

reacks it in the sentence &"'seria um elo partédo na immensa cadeia dz_ humen

. \ - . s
1daée“; end Alberto Rengel approaches it in several passages of the "Infers

no Verde"; but these are only fleeting glimpses of what you have madé habi

tual, The languege in your hands is made

ue to i
great orgen, While your contemporasries s produce music like that of a

Ve to content themselves with re
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more profoundly, intricacies of the feminine stché. Most of the "regionalis
"




dering” the same a2ir on the flute or the violin. Are you femiliar with Zola'a
115 Faute d& 1'Abb€ Mouret"? With a langusge of much less sonority and :
golemnity than the Port.guese, he has produced effetts in his pictures of the
enchanted garden that sre not unlike yours. The profound melancholy and ﬂ
dignified stateliness—to which Pyrtuguese is better suited than any other
fore ign language— are conve“yed in those closing pages such as no Brazilian
tan ever hope to surpasse Tell me now, from your own knowledge of the liter-
ature of Brazil, who has ever written such prose as this? Perhaps you will
say Alencer, in Iracems'but that is pure imagination-a prose poem, not a
gtudy of real human beings; he has sprouted. wings and soared into the empy-
rean, but he has not interpreted humsn life.
So I hope you will forgive me if I persist in hailing you as the most
significant figure in your literature; and I have no fear that in what I
have not read I shall find anything that will compel me to modify this :
« judgment. The miracle of creative genius has been performed before our ‘|
eyes—=0 simply, soﬁbstentatiously, that we hawve not realized what has hap—
- perted; and no doubt you yourself least of 211 can explain how you did it.
But_ if7chn throw any light on the genesis of the novel, or what literary
influences =ffected you, I should be deeplv interested te have you “tell me.
I suspect you are familisr with the work of Paul Bourget and Marcel Prévost,
both of whom have some of your insight into the feminine soul, though in
} ¥ style they fall fa=r below you. And where did you make your studies of the
2 small town of the sertfo? Are you, like Festher Rosa, 2 son of the interior?\
El . There 'is one other picture of the skmall town to which I wou’ld like to call
your intention-OdilonAzevedo's "A lMulher do Promotor"— haveiyou everread -
it} His smell town ig¥mede very life-like-of course in other respects |
the book will not bear comparison with yours. [ ’
Now I wonder if I can persuadeJto indulge in a little autobiography?-some
glight picture of your earlier 1life =znd a list of your other writingsg gwould |
be of deep interest to me, if the request is not impertinent. I shall |
never be sufficéently grateful to Destiny for bringing us together; and -
to use the ‘homely American phrase, "I must meke hay while the sun shineg". |
And I hope you will also tell me something of your reading in Engligh-
k with which you seem to be perfectly familiare. IT theére is enything you have |
not read that I could send yQu, it will be a great pleasure and honor if
I may do 80e o+« Now I think = heve sufficiently exhsusted your patience ¥or
this time; but let me hope I may soon -again have the honor of heering
from you.. I have the honor to be, with deep respect,
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Affectionately yours, g

7},&?. Mels o

:&S"QM“w¥q ‘ e Ohy{ij




