








































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Glossar.,v. 737

SPRENT, past part. sprinkled.
SPRITE, n. spirit, soul, shade, apparition"

• STOCCADO, or STOCKADO, n, (Fr. estoc) a thrust, stab.
. STOWRE, STOUR, or STOURE (Fr. estourss battle, tumult, trouble,
I SUZERAIN, It. a sovereign and yet not a sovereign.

SVNK, n. time.

TANE, or TA'EN, past part. taken (tan, Chaucer).
T ARGE, n. a target, small shield (Chaucer).
TEEN, n; grief, injury (tine, Spenser; teene, Chaucer).
THERIACK, It. (Lat. theriaca, whence treacle) an antidote.
THOLE, u, to hear, endure, suffer; still used in Scotland.
THORPE, or THORP (Germ. dor/) a hamlet.
THRID, n, and v. a thread; to thread.
TOFORN, pr~p. before, in front (to-for and to-fore, Chaucer).
TOQUE, n. (Lat. torfJuu) a neck-chain.

• TRAVAIL, n. (Fr. travail) toil, with pain.
TRINE, n, and adj. a trio, a triad (of three), threefold, triple.
TROW, u. to think, trust, believe.
TYNE, 'D. to lose, to be lost.

UNDIVAGOUS, adj. Lat. wandering over the waves.
UNEATH, adj. and adu, uneasy, unable, scarcely, with difficulty

(Fairfax).

VALVARTE, ft. a bulwark.
VATICINATEu. (Lat. vatict"nare) to foretell.
VAVASOUR, H. a vassal or feudal tenant, a baron, etc. (vavaser,

Chaucer).
VAYWARD, or VAWARD,n, van, vanward, vanguard.
VENERAND,past part. venerable.
VERIDIC, VERIDICAL, ad]: (Lat. oeridicus ; Fr. vlritiique) truth.

telling, truthful.
VERT and VENERIE, n, green, covert, and chaseable beasts.
VITTAILLE, n, victuals (Chaucer).
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W APPEN'D, adj. worn out (Shakespeare).
WEEN, v. to think, to fancy.
WEET, or WIT, u, to know.
WELKIN, n, (Germ. wolk~) sky, vaults of heaven (welken, Chaucer).
WHILERE, adj. while ere, ere while, just now.
WASTREL, H. a waster, a profligate.
WIS, u. to know, to think; t"1'IP~if. and past part. wist.
WONE, v. and n, (Germ. WOhltelt) to dwell; a dwelling, custom,

habit (won, Spenser).
WRACK, v. and n, to wreck or rack; a wreck, a flying cloud.
WRAITH, n, an apparition, ghost, spirit.

YARL, n. (Iceland, jarl) earl.
'YARELY, adu, adroitly, handily (yare, quick, nimble, Shakespeare).

Obscurata diu populo bonus eruet atque .
P.roferet in lucem speciosa vocabula rerum,
'Qure priscis rnemorata Catonibus at que Cethegis,
Nunc citus informis premit et desert'). vetustas.

HOR., Epist. ii. 2, 115-- 18,

FI~IS.

WYMAN AND SOl'S, PJ<I~TI£RS, GREAT QUERN STRRET, LO~OOS.
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ABOUT

CAPTAIN BU.RTON'S LUSIADS OF CAMOENS.
2 Vols, 12:nO. 1880.

From the Daily Telegraph, February 21, 1881.

CAPTAIN BURTON is well known to Englishmen as a great traveller
and linguist, and the author of delightful books bearing on the strange
scenes and places which it has been his lot in life to explore or visit.

S; He it was who led, with the adventurous Speke as his second in com­
mand, that journey into the Dark Continent which culminated in the
discovery of Lake Tanganyika, and his account of wanderings in strange
lands has made him a modem Ulysses, while he was the first to under­
take the task-perilous enough for any foreigner, above all for one not
a Mohammedan-of penetrating in disguise to the sacred shrines of
Mecca. In the last exploit no doubt this most enterprising and cos­
mopolitan of explorers was vastly assisted by his perfect knowledge of
Arabic, as, indeed, of most of the languages spoken by civilised men

· on the face of the globe. The great voyager has just given to the
book-reading public an unexpected treat in a translation of the master
work of the Portuguese poet Camoens, that stirring epic of war, travel,
and adventure, which he called "The Lusiads," after its heroes the
Lusitanians, or "brave Portingalls," who set out to find a seaway to
India. This noble poem is already known to the English public through
the version of William Julius Mickle, a Scottish poet of the eighteenth
century. Nevertheless, we cannot afford to overlook such a contribution
to our literature as Captain Burton's admirable rendering of Portugal's
greatest poetical genius, and the two volumes, which deserve to be
widely read wherever the English language is spoken, are all the more
remarkable from the circumstances under which they came to be
written. In his· preface Captain Burton has explained the causes
which have been powerful enough to make him diverge from hi~ life-
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work of travel and adventure to the more tranquil task of translating
a literary masterpiece entombed in a little-read Continental language.
Camoens, he says, is "the perfection of a traveller's study. A way­
farer and a voyager from his youth; a soldier, somewhat turbulent
withal, wounded, and blamed for his wounds; a doughty Sword and
yet doughtier Pen, a type of the chivalrous age, a patriot of the purest
water, so jealous of his country's good fame that nothing would satisfy
him but to see the world bow before her perfections; a genius, the first
and foremost of his day, who died in the direst poverty and distress."
These are good titles to admiration in any case, and we cannot wonder
that a great English traveller, himself too a poet, should have been
captivated all these long years, by the charm of that beautiful Portu­
guese tong-ue and those noble and stirring sentiments which stand
enshrined in Camoens' deathless pages. If it be true that Chapman's
" Iliad" is a great work because of the intense love and admiration
which its author had for the blind old bard of Greece, then certainly
Captain Burton's labour, which has taken" up twenty years of a much­
occupied life, ought, for the same reason, to be able to stand the test
of time, inasmuch as it is the fruit of genuine and heartfelt devotion on
the part of the translator to the author and his poetic masterpiece. .

Upwards of three hundred years ago Vasco da Gama set sail from
Lisbon on his adventurous voyage, which ended in the colonisation of
part of the" Morning-land" of India as well as of Mozambique; and
since that time the Portuguese have done just what their great poet
warned them not to do-they have rested contented with their •• puny
part of earth." Not untruly did the II great Pilgrim poet of the sea
and land," whose work Captain Burton has at length given in a mas­
terly shape to British readers, when he returned from his perilous
shipwrecks and travels in the East, remark that he had come back
'1 to die in his country and with his country." Perhaps the worst blot
on the scutcheon of Portugal, even at this day, is that she allowed her
g-reatest poetic genius to die a beggar, with a pension of five paltry
pounds from King Sebastian, and dependent on the precarious bounty
of patrons and friends for his daily bread.

There never was a more pathetic story than that of the life and death
of Camoens, and perhaps it was the roving spirit of adventure in him
which attracted our modern African explorer to the translator's desk,
almost as much as the real beauties of his poem. •. 1\ly Master,
Camoens," Captain Burton calls him, and goes on to pay his tribute
of gratitude for the real solace which the much-loved volume has been
in many wanderings. 'IOn board raft and canoe, sailing vessel and
steamer, on the camel and the mule, under the tent and the jungle-tree,
on the fire-peak and the snow-peak," writes the accomplished I' Hadji,"
II Camoens (meaning all the works of the great poet) has been my
companion, my consoler, my friend;" and we may remark that a study
of Camoens, who is an ideal patriot, as well as a constant lover whose
fair one was snatched away by death at the age of twenty, would be
useful in the present day as an antidote to schools of thought which
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banish both patriotism and romance, as far as they can, into the region
of forbidden sentiments. Indeed, so intensely patriotic is the bard
that in the opening of his epic he bids Achilles, Alexander, and all
other ancient warriors and travellers. cease to •• vaunt long voyage
made in bygone day," as if the •• better bravery" of 'he Lusitanian
explorers fairly threw into the shade all attempts in the same line
which had been made before. This may be going a little too far, but,
at all events, it is a fault in the right direction.

Captain Burton has rendered a fitting tribute on behalf of England
to the great poet of Portugal.

The romantic life story of Camoens is quite as attractive as his
poetry, and will always procure readers for the poet whom Captain
Burton justly terms the Virgil of Portugal. All English-speaking
lovers of a fine poetic achievement must feel gratetul to the fortune
which has given them a translation equal in its majesty of diction and
eru.dition to Fair!ax'~ Tasso, through the twenty years' labour of love
which the great English traveller has expended on his poet-traveller of
Portugal.

From the Graphic, March 5, 1881.
IN the beginning of 1878 a new translation of the •• Lusiads" of

Camoens was announced from the pen of Mr. ]. J. Aubertin, who had
spent many years in Brazil, and had studied this author as his first
master in Portuguese; and to this publication the very Important fea­
ture was attached of its containing the original text, side by side with
the English. At the same time it was reported in literary circles that
Captain Burton, the well-known traveller, who had for several years
occupied the position of Consul at Santos, in Brazil, was also engaged
in a translation of the great Epic. Mr. Aubertin's work appeared in
due course, and was fully noticed in these columns; nor have we found,
on reperusal, any reasons for modifying the high opinion which we then
expressed of his performance.

To-day we have before us tlu promised translation by Captain Burton,
which, we can at once say, bears full euidence of havingproceededfrom,
the pell of a master. Despite its peculiarities, for which the Preface
emphatically prepares us, we Izave found the style captivating itt its
character,· nor can we fail to express our astonishment, on comparing
this work with that of Mr. Aubertin, that two scholars, both evidently
comprehending their author thoroughly, rendering him faithfully in
text and feeling, and both adopting the same metre-happily that of
the original-should have been able to produce two such wholly dif­
ferent translations. We have rarely passed a more entertaining literary
morning than in studying these two works together, aided by the timely
pages of the original poem furnished in Mr. Aubertin's volumes. The
smooth and easy run of the versification in the stanzas of the latter
contrasts charmingly with the power and picturesque/less of Captain



Burton: wllo in this work, as' in a/I others that lJear kis name, luzs
carved Oil! his OWIl indtpendent course. In these two productions we
have before us, as it were, two pictures of the same subject by two
entirely different masters; as it might be, for example, a picture by
Claude and a picture by Salvator Rosa.

We have referred to the peculiarities of Captain Burton's work, and
we observe by a letter he has addressed to a contemporary, that he has
already been called to account for his "English of the period" and his
U perplexing diction." Against these charges, which he was, of course,
quite prepared for, and which may doubtless avail with many readers,
he defends himself with much force. He calls attention to what be
terms "the linguistic medley of the original," and enumerates the
various figures in which Camoens indulges in the II Lusiads, " which he
considers it was essential to regard. Among these the hyperbaton is
(as Captain Burton says) Ie excessive." This figure, indeed, we find
very frequent in Mr. Aubertin's translation, though as regards the
others, he would seem (if he indeed acknowledged them) to have care­
fully smoothed them over, for the sake of his lines. But without the
hyperbaton, at all events, Camoens would not be Camoens, and.
abundant classical grace and dignity are very often produced by the
use of it. i

In the Sonnets, Captain Burton tells us, scarcely any of the figures
above referred to are found; and. we await with Interest the appearance
of these compositions of the "Portuguese Petrarch " in our English
language. The whole of the II Rimas" are already promised by Burton,
and an anthology of .. Seventy Sonnets," accompanied by the original
text, is on the eve of publication by Aubertin. A dissertation on the
whole subject, in two volumes, by Burton, is also already in the press.
We wish these two gentlemen as much success in their coming transla­
tions as we have felt able to accord to them in their past; and if such
be the issue, surely they will have jointly contributed, as none before
have done, to rnake t he name and the works of Luiz de Camoens
known and appreciated in English literature.

4 OpilllOllS of the Press about
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From the A thenaIIIII , March 26, 188 I.

CAPT. BURTON has devoted the leisure moments of almost twenty
years to an English version of this great voyagcr-epic : and his com­
mand of his own language gives him many facilities for imparting to
his pages something of that Eastern perfume which the Lusitanians
exhale, and for causing them to re-echo the ringing trumpet-notes of
their original's martial music.

For the most part, however, Capt. Burton's version is vivid, pic­
turesque, and as interesting as his original allows. He duly enforces
the sense by reproducing Camoens's emphatic verbal repetitions; he
only occasionally offends by an imperfect rhyme : and he gr~fics the
ear, like his master, Spenser, by abundance of alliteration.
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,
From the Daily News, June 23, 1881.

THE indefatigable industry and zeal of Captain Burton are so well
known that it WIll perhaps occasion little surprise that he has found
leisure, in the midst of all his travels, voyages, and literary labours, to
make a new translation of Camoens, now published in two volumes
(Quaritch), under the editorship of his wife, the sharer in so many of
his enterprises. A noteworthy feature of this translation is the render­
ings of the numerous stanzas suppressed by the poet, which have not
hitherto been presented to the public. Mr. Burton has with character­
istic courage executed his whole task in the octave stanza of the
original, which necessarily conveys a better notion of Camoens than
the stately heroic couplets of Mickle; and it is hardly necessary to say
that Captain Burton does not adopt the free and easy notions of that
unscrupulous translator, who did not hesitate to omit long passages,
and even in one case to add about 300 lines of his own invention.
Captain Burton is, on the contrary, though not always absolutely
faithful, at least as faithful as it is perhaps possible to be under the
iifficult conditions which he imposes on himself. His quaint turns of
ohmse, uncouth archaisms, and occasional rugged lines, will not be

..0 all tastes; but they have an antique flavour not out of keeping with
this, the oldest of all epics in the modem tongues.

From the Academy, June 25, 1881.
CAPT. BURTON'S translation is, beyond all comparison, the closest,

the most flexible, and the most poetic version that has yet appeared of
the great Portuguese epic. . • . • • • It is to be supposed that no one
will attempt it after him, for no translator can again be expected to
combine the qualifications of Capt. Burton, who, like Camoens, is
himself at once a traveller, a scholar, a litterateur, a soldier, and as he
now incontestably proves himself to be, a true poet The
truth is, that, if Camoens was to be translated at all, it was not to be
done on the old lines. In most versions into foreign languages, except
one into Spanish, the .. Lusiads " appear as a bald, an artificial, and a
very wearisome performance-a farrago of foreign adventure, of geo­
graphy, of patriotic and inaccurate history, and of doubtful classicism.
The attitude of the intelligent foreign critic has mostly been, ., It must
be good, for the Portuguese say so.. and they ought to know. The
truth is that Camoens wrote an impossible epos, but, being a great poet
and an exquisite stylist, he left the mark of genius on his stanzas.
That mark has unfortunately as a rule been effaced by the translators
into staid English verse, with all the sins upon them of omission and
commission common to the majority of translators. The fire that
bums in this Portuguese Odyssey has certainly never warmed the reader
of the epic in an English version. To say that in Capt. Burton's
version there is all of this same fire and poetic fervour would be to
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say of his translati~n what caEnot be said of any translation of any
great poet. It cannot be said even of Fairfax, or of Carey, or of Tieck,
that they have mirrored more than a faint likeness of Tasso, of- Dante,
and of Shakespere : and of Capt. Burton all that can be said is that
in his lines the English reader will find the most living image yet given
of the great Portuguese epos. A critic may ent~in reasonable doubts
whether Capt. Burton's method be ab:;oluteIJ a fair one, but the
translator may urge that by no other could his task be accomplished
at aU; and, after a little charitable consideration, such hard words as
tC to weet " and II to nill," .. val-varte," tC fair-faxt," "treachetour."
•• sprent," CI salty," .. whilere," CI haught," and H sit-hence" will come
to seem no stumbling-blocks at all. Capt. Burton's version has been

.called archaic, but so is the Portuguese of the original; it is the
Portuguese of three hundred years ago, and even when it was written
it was hardly more the language of its own day than the •• Faerie
Queen" was the English spoken by Spenser's contemporaries. It was,
therefore, I think good judgment in Capt. Burton to tum the
.. Lusiads" into a somewhat archaic English. . . . • " " To a
Portuguese, Camoens is an omnis homo, as Shakespeare to us. His
countrymen find in him all poetic, all descriptive, all narrative, all
pathetic, all romantic excellence-nil teti~it quod no« ornavit _" and
the •I Lusiads" furmsh many a text of practical philosophy. I select
from among scores of wise maxims a home-truth from the camp-a
truism, perhaps, but useful, and most excellently expressed-

" A disciplina miiitar prestante
Nao se apprehende, Senhor, no phantasia
Sonhando, imaginando on estudando
Senao vendo, tratando e pelejando,"

Here again the English is not far behind, if, indeed, it is not quite
equal to, the strength and energy of the original:

" Scnhor! the soldiers' discipline is more
Than men may learn by mother-fancy guided:
Not musing, dreaming, reading what they write;
'Tis seeing, doing, fighting, teach to fight."

Capt. Burton has in the volumes before us sounded, for the first time,
an echo not unworthy of the •I great organ-voice" of Portugal.

OSWALD CRAWFURD.

LONDON:
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