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Since the 1970’s, Vamberto Freitas has published the most 
significant reviews and literary criticism available on Portu-
guese-American literature. A recognized expert on the literary 

landscape of  the Portuguese Diaspora in the US and Canada, Freitas is a 
writer, essayist and literary critic from the Azores. 

His critical works include studies and essays on American literature, 
Portuguese American literature and criticism, and profiles of Azorean 
and Azorean American writers. 

An eminent translator of  Portuguese-American writers like Frank 
Gaspar into Portuguese, Freitas is a life-long champion of  the written 
word. His publishing credits have included coordinating the Azorean 
culture Supplement (SAC) and directing the Atlantic Supplement of 
Arts and letters (SAAL). He is a member of  the Advisory Board for 
the peer-reviewed Gávea-Brown: the Bilingual Journal of  Portuguese American 
Letters and Studies at Brown University, Rhode Island. 

Born in Fontinhas, Terceira Island, Portugal, Freitas immigrated to 
California with his family as a child, and graduated from California State 
University Fullerton in 1974 with a degree in Latin American Studies. 
He returned to Portugal as an adult and now resides in Ponte Delgado 
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in The Azores. A professor at the University of  the Azores, Freitas is a 
regular contributor to the literary supplement of  the Lisbon newspaper 
Diário de Notícias, Salamander, and Jornal de Cultura. 

We conducted this interview in English, over a period of  many 
months via email from 2013-2014.1 

Millicent Borges Accardi: Your critical book borderCrossings, (2013) 
what impact do you anticipate or hope it will have on Portuguese American literature 
in the US? North America? Globally? 

Vamberto Freitas: Probably not much, I’m sorry to say. Never mind 
“globally.” On the other hand, we now have cultural and literary niches 
everywhere, due to global and instant communications. Any text pub-
lished in an Azorean island can be transmitted to a fair number of  inter-
ested readers everywhere, as most writers have experienced by now. Por-
tuguese America literature is just now reaching a maturity – quantity and, 
I dare say, high quality – in search of  a reading public, most probably 
still limited to a few interested academics and other writers within the 
lusophone world. But I know for a fact that some of  these Portuguese 
American writers are already well known as far as Brazil, the novelist 
Katherine Vaz and the poet/novelist Frank X. Gaspar at the forefront. 

The interest in modern Azorean literature will naturally lead to an 
interest in Portuguese American writing. After all, Portuguese American 
literary works will inevitably become part of  two national canons: Amer-
ican and Portuguese. The question of identity in the twenty-first century, 
in a globalized and increasingly standardized world, is more important to 
a greater number of  people in all modern societies, and especially in mul-
tiethnic and multicultural societies, which is practically the whole West-
ern world. As for my book, or books, including Imaginários Luso-America-
nos e Açorianos: do outro lado do espelho (Azorean Portuguese Americans and 
imagination: the other side of  the mirror), I’m still waiting to see what 
results or impact they’ve had among a reduced Portuguese American 
public. 

1 Note: [  ] indicate comments by the interviewer and (  ) indicate notations 
by Vamberto Freitas 
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BorderCrossings leituras transatlânticas received quite a few notices, and 
was generously reviewed by Expresso, the leading Lisbon weekly. I’ve also 
read with much pleasure (and sense of  a “mission” on its way to being 
completed sometime in the future) the long interview that Michael Col-
son did with the poet Carlo Matos, especially when Carlo says that my 
last two books of  critical essays place me “on the front lines of  our 
movement…. He brings some cohesion to what is, at the moment, noth-
ing more than a wild bunch of  hungry and exciting young writers. He has 
written two books which are must-reads for anyone interested in what 
is going on right now in Portuguese American literature.” (Portuguese 
American Journal, 2013). Let me just add this: Carlo’s words are so grat-
ifying for me that they alone justify my having written those two books. 

MBA: You are working on the second volume of borderCrossings. What writers 
will be included? 

VF: As far as Portuguese American writers are concerned, these among 
others: Sam Pereira, Frank X. Gaspar, Carlo Matos, Julian Silva, Dar-
rell Kastin, Alfred Lewis, and Anthony Barcellos. I’m also about to read 
for the first time the poet Nancy Vieira Couto, and will very probably 
include her in BorderCrossings II. 

MBA: What do you think are the next steps in promoting Portuguese American 
Literature in the US? 

VF: I believe these steps are presently being taken. Great work is being 
done at the university level: anthologies such as Luso-American Literature: 
Writings of Portuguese-Speaking Authors in North America (selected and edited 
by Robert Henry Moser and Antonio Luciano de Andrade Tosta) and 
the recently released The Gávea-Brown Book of  Portuguese American Poetry 
(Gavea-Brown University Press 2012), beginning with Emma Lazarus’ 
words in a plaque of  the Statue of  Liberty, and bringing this steady poet-
ical current from the nineteen century up to your own generation. And 
then there is the magazine Gávea-Brown: A Bilingual Journal of  Portuguese 
American Letters and Studies (Brown University Press, 2013) of the Depart-
ment of  Portuguese and Brazilian Studies that since the early 80’s has 
been faithfully publishing the best of Portuguese American writing, thus 
introducing this literature to many other universities, libraries, and aca-



44 

demic and literary colleagues everywhere. 
Here in Portugal we are also doing our part in the generalist press 

and other publications, with most major Portuguese universities now 
fairly aware of the existence of Portuguese American writers and their 
works. Frank X. Gaspar and Katherine Vaz have participated for many 
years now in colloquiums and other conferences in Portugal dealing with 
diaspora literatures and other narratives. In October of  2008, the Uni-
versity of  Lisbon organized a major conference titled precisely “Narrat-
ing the Portuguese Diaspora: International Conference on Storytelling.” 

The same institution, in conjugation with the New University of 
Lisbon/Universidade Nova de Lisboa, will again organize in July of  this 
year (2013), through their respective Faculty of Letters and Faculty of 
the Humanities and Social Sciences, another great event under the title 
“Neither Here Nor There Yet Both: International Conference on the 
Luso-American Experience”. The yearly Disquiet Dzanc Books Liter-
ary Program in Lisbon always includes Portuguese American writers as 
active participants. These are huge contributions to both the dissemina-
tion and legitimization of  Portuguese American Literature. 

As for the US, only the writers themselves and their friends in the 
press together with a great range of  other cultural and literary publica-
tions can push for a wider reading public. It takes time, but it will happen. 
As our young people increasingly enroll in higher studies, they will also 
become aware that they are not alone in their quest or reaffirmation 
of  their dual identities, literature remaining the most serious and lasting 
repository of  ancestral memory and creativity. 

MBA: What do you think are important motifs in Portuguese literature? 

VF: The notion of  “literature and society” has always been a strong 
thematic pull in our literature, particularly from the so-called first Por-
tuguese literary modernist movement with Fernando Pessoa and Co. 
The question of  bringing and integrating a centuries-old society into the 
higher European mode has been an intellectual obsession, with the indi-
vidual artists and thinkers at the center of  the storm. 

Until very recently, Portugal has been a very homogeneous society, 
ethnically, religiously and culturally. The question of identity, or of  rede-
fining it, has had a rather pointed place in our best literature. It’s been 
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also an epic and anti-epic literature, either the aggrandizement of  our 
long and troubled history, or once again the anti-epic condition after 
the fall of  the empire, an obsessive and masochist turning inward, “the 
voyage in”, as Edward Said would say. 

Obviously, the question of Europe has influenced some of our con-
temporary writers, but this has only begun to color our best fiction and 
poetry in our days. The existential pain of being alive in this corner of 
southern Europe and the simultaneous impulse to move into the Atlan-
tic, now as emigrants and not discovers and colonialists, is what marks a 
great part of  our best writings, along with a period from the thirties until 
the seventies when neo-realism, or the protest novel, as was once called in 
America, reigned supreme, the leftist influence similar to what happened 
with American literature during the economic troubles in the thirties. 

Azorean literature, an integral part of the national canon -- even if 
some continentals don’t know it yet -- has had to redefine and reaffirm 
our regional or island identity, or identities, for there has always been 
cultural and even linguistic diversity among the nine islands. Obviously 
this also includes our first generation immigrant writers, especially in the 
United States. Portuguese Americans are now searching for or establish-
ing a hybrid cultural identity, as they recognize their dual or even multiple 
cultural heritages as Americans and as descendants of Azorean immi-
grants, with many of you still having active families and/or distant but 
recognized relatives within the archipelago itself. The “loyalty”, if  you 
will, towards this fast receding cultural past is an evident development 
among most Portuguese American writers. I firmly believe they are res-
cuing and redefining their own being, and choosing or constructing their 
own place within the great American human mosaic. 

This is why, perhaps, American literature was, throughout twentieth 
century, and continues to be, one of  the most vital and consequential 
literatures in the world. Its fantastic diversity is what feeds its greatness. 
No other country in the world, not a single one, can make this claim for 
its literary arts. The number of  American writers who deserve the Nobel 
Prize every year would be embarrassing for the rest of  us, and would 
cause a new type of  rage among others. 

MBA: Why do you think P and PA literature has not taken off  and become popu-
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lar in North America like, say for example, Cuban literature? 

VF: It’s an old story, Millicent. I’ll give you an example from a few years 
back. The American translator Gregory Rabassa (who translated One 
Hundred Years of  Solitude, the great translation of  Gabriel Garcia Mar-
quez’ novel Cien anos de Soledad, and of many other Latin American and 
Brazilian writers as well as some Portuguese novels and creative works 
in different genres), after having translated João de Melo’s O Meu Mundo 
Não É Deste Reino/My World Is Not Of  This Kingdom, submitted it to a 
major publishing house in New York, and the answer came back a few 
days later: great novel, but nobody knows anything about the Portu-
guese, and even less about the Azoreans! I think out of  politeness they 
also may have wanted to say: and nobody cares about them. Rabassa had 
to wait until 2003, when an ex-student of his who was in charge (as edi-
tor, I think) of Aliform Publishing, in Minneapolis, took and published 
João de Melo’s novel. In the last few years we’ve seen a small change of 
attitude due to Fernando Pessoa’s inevitability and José Samarago’s trans-
lated novels, especially after he received the Nobel Prize in 1998, and also 
with much help from such influential critics as Harold Bloom, as far as 
American readers were concerned. 

Cuba, on the other hand, is right next door. And its political his-
tory in our time made it popular among left leaning critics and publish-
ers, the Cuban dissidents also being supported by the other side. Cuban 
writers also profited from the Latin literary boom in the 60’s, started by 
such authors as Carlos Fuentes, Mario Vargas Llosa and Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez. It seems that for Americans there are only three European 
countries of  any import, both politically and culturally: Great Britain, 
Germany and France. The rest is mere “periphery”, in every sense of 
the word. 

It isn’t easy to cure such long standing and entrenched ignorance, 
nor to say anything about the chauvinism with which Anglo Americans 
have always looked at southern Europe. Never mind that we’re the cra-
dle of  much that is good and virtuous in Western culture: democracy, 
philosophy and the arts in general (the Greeks), architecture and law 
(the Romans), and, yes, even the Mediterranean food is an ancient art 
of  goodness and taste. Portugal not only “discovered” or reached most 
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lands that had remained unknown to most Europeans until the caravels 
left the Tagus River for triumph and tragedy, but began what is called 
today “globalization,” and on the way “pushed” our part of  the world 
into modernity, both in science and knowledge gained from experience 
and pure invention. Do read the recent Utopias Em Dói Menor: Conversas 
Transalânticas com Onésimo (Utopias in Transatlantic Conversations with Onesi-
mus), a summing up of  some of  these issues by the Brown University 
Professor Onésimo Teotónio Almeida. 

I might be wrong here, but Portuguese American writers will have to 
deal with these same issues and resistance within contemporary Amer-
ican culture. You’ll have to be accepted and appreciated one by one, 
and through literary works that will stand first as great aesthetic perfor-
mances. Content, theme and referential geographies will then impose 
themselves on other serious readers of  literature. Not every writer in 
America has the privilege of saying: I also come from a literary tradition 
of  a small nation that, among a few other great writers, produced Fer-
nando Pessoa and José Saramago. 

MBA: There is The Interdisciplinary Journal of Portuguese Diaspora 
Studies which focuses on the Portuguese-American Diaspora. What other literary 
journals in the US do you read? 

VF: The Paris Review, including all the interviews that were collected in the 
series Writers at Work, now just called The Paris Review Interviews, The New 
York Review of  Books, The New Yorker, The Partisan Review, until their last 
issue in, I believe, 2003, Kenyon Review and The Southern Review. 

I check out The New York Times Book Review every week, just in case 
they get distracted and review a great novel or a poetry book, or even any 
book of  interest, such a literary biography or autobiography, and then 
Onésimo T. Almeida brings me piles of  it that he saves every Sunday, 
knowing that I’ll want to feel and smell the paper! 

I used to read the British Granta (I have a few issues here in my 
bookshelf), especially when they did an issue on American or diaspora 
literature with writers from their ex-colonies. 

MBA: What books would you use if  you were teaching a Survey of  Portuguese 
American literature in the US? 
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VF: We now have, fortunately, plenty from which to choose. I would defi-
nitely use Luso-American Literature: Writings by Portuguese-Speaking Authors in 
North America (Moser and Andrade Tosta), Portuguese American Literature, a 
collection of  essays by Reinaldo Francisco Silva, and of  course The Gávea-
Brown Book of  Portuguese American Poetry (Clemente e Monteiro). What a 
great contribution the work of  these academics has made to our cultural 
and literary canons in the diaspora, and here in Portugal. Most examples 
of  our best prose and poems are contained within these two anthologies. 
I would choose some poems and prose represented in these works, and 
then extended passages from such works as Through a Portuguee Gate, the 
autobiography of  Charles Reis Felix, and passages from Never Backward: 
The Autobiography of  Lawrence Oliver (San Diego, California), written in the 
70’s and giving us a whole vision of Azorean immigrants in the fishing 
industries. For the reading of  whole novels I would probably assign Sau-
dade by Katherine Vaz, Leaving Pico by Frank X. Gaspar, and Land of  Milk 
and Money by Anthony Barcellos. I would also use prose, poems and even 
dramatic writings from a first generation of writers, particularly from 
those belonging to my own generation, those who introduced a kind of 
late literary modernism and postmodernism into immigrant writings in 
the Portuguese language, beginning in the 70’s up to today. 

MBA: Can you describe a typical day? 

VF: Early in the morning to the university, late in the afternoon home 
again. In between classes, I try to get done anything related to the infer-
nal (as Jorge de Sena used to say) bureaucratic exigencies now made from 
every teacher in the Western world, leading, of  course, to nothing most 
of  the time. Any free minute I have, I read and/or do some writing. This 
is really a daily routine. I write every day, even if  it is just a single line or 
a paragraph that will then let me {“rethink” about it} later, any text until 
it is completed. For the past two years I have only worked on my weekly 
columns for the Açoriano Oriental (Ponte Delgada) and the Portuguese Times 
(New Bedford), some of  these pieces being also published occasionally 
in the literary page Maré Cheia edited by Diniz Borges in the Portuguese 
Tribune/Tribuna Portuguesa (Modesto, CA newspaper), or even for one or 
another publication in Lisbon. These are short essays I then compile into 
borderCrossings: leituras transatlânticas, shaping them into what becomes – or 
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I hope they become – my own narrative as a literary and cultural history 
here and in the diaspora, including Brazilian literary works pertaining to 
our historical presence there. Volume two is almost ready. 

During the last ten years, my personal life has been dedicated to tak-
ing care of  my wife Adelaide, limiting almost totally my movements, even 
within the islands. I seldom participate in literary or cultural events, but 
then I spent a whole lifetime travelling from one conference to another. 
I have sort of  sublimated my present condition -- plenty of  time to read 
at home, reflect upon what I read, and then do as much writing as I wish 
or need to do. 

MBA: You spent most of  your youth in Orange County, California: what compelled 
you to return to Portugal, to live? 

VF: Love. I fell in love with the woman who would become my wife 
when I met her at a literary conference, here in São Miguel, in 1990. But, 
then I was professionally ready to return to Portugal, either the continent 
or the Azores. I had been teaching for fourteen years at a high school in 
southern California, but also writing regularly for Diário de Notícias, the 
Lisbon leading daily until the mid-nineties, and also for Azorean and 
Portuguese-language weeklies in our immigrant communities. I found 
myself  returning frequently, visiting Lisbon and my native Terceira 
Island. 

Everything fell into place when I met Adelaide and we decide to 
marry. She was my perfect companion for many years, until she got 
stricken with the disease that is now slowly destroying her. She was an 
Associate Professor of American Literature at the University of the 
Azores, and also an essayist, poet and novelist. Adelaide finished her 
novel Sorriso Por Dentro Da Noite (now being translated into English in 
the US) shortly after she was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. Our whole life 
together had language and literature as the basis for our work, pleasure 
and passion. 

MBA: What do you miss about California? 

VF: Space! I miss getting on my car and driving at high speed in the 
early morning hours through the serpentine (out of LA) and then the 
flat, mythical California 99 up to Tulare, in the San Joaquin Valley, where 
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most of  my family lives. I miss the best bookstores in Orange County or 
in the LA area, including Westwood where I used to hang out on some 
Saturday nights, going to film premiers or to a bookstore with huge tables 
of  hard cover remainders. I miss walking through the beautiful campus 
of  my alma mater, California State University, at Fullerton, and sit in the 
quad in the California spring and summer reading a magazine or simply 
watching people go by, books under their arms, laughter in their hearts. 

Portuguese society is in an extreme depressed state, and we hardly 
see a way out of this economic and financial mess. The only thought or 
ray of  hope that keeps us going with our lives and professional respon-
sibilities is remembering that Portugal is almost nine hundred years old, 
and we always survive a maddening State governed by incompetent, cor-
rupt and shamelessly greedy politicians. And I miss the huge cholester-
ol-filled American breakfast I used to eat by stopping midway on 99, 
after descending the LA mountains, and right before Bakersfield. 

MBA: How often do you return to the US? Do you have family here? 

VF: I used to go back every year when Adelaide [his wife] could still 
travel, either to visit the family in the San Joaquin Valley and in the LA 
area, or to participate in literary events on both coasts. Now it’s been 
more than five years since my last visit. The more I know and experience 
“Europe” the more America becomes dear to me. I compare the period 
we’re living through, politically speaking, with the 30’s: America elected 
a real-social democrat, Franklin D. Roosevelt, and “Europe” elected Hit-
ler, and permitted and then “accepted” the traitorous Vichy regime in 
France, opposed only by a handful of courageous French in the Resis-
tance; today the US elected Barak Hussein Obama, another great Amer-
ican social-democrat, and “Europe” elected that charming lady by the 
name of  Angela Merkel (greatly admired by right-wing Republicans), 
and my country is “occupied” by a foreign financial and political power 
called, without any shame or remorse, “The Troika”. 

Please don’t ask me why I write “Europe” in quotation marks. I’m 
not the only one who does. I now dream of  having my country back, and 
a passport that simply states: República Portuguesa/Portuguese Repub-
lic. Obviously, it’s not going to happen. Germany wants and demands a 
new empire, which makes me miss America, especially California, even 
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more; too late at my age and present family circumstances. 

MBA: What are your pet peeves as far as things you do not like in writing. Tech-
niques or gimmicks writers use that irritate you? Or maybe genres you personally 
dislike? 

VF: No idiotic proverbs in my writing, ever. I dislike and avoid writers 
who are always asking what I’m working on, just as measure of  their own 
“greatness”, or trying their insecure ideas on you, pretending humble-
ness but actually getting free information out of  you. I refuse to listen 
to a writer telling me about “constructing” a situation or character in 
their work in progress. I no longer get past any second page of  deliberately 
obscure prose. No, I have never and will never read Finnegan’s Wake, and 
will die just as knowledgeable and happy about literature in general. 

I don’t like reading drama, but I adore a seeing a great play. Opera, 
for me, is the silliest and most ingenuous genre in the arts, all that sup-
posed love, betrayal, abandonment, blood, sweat, tears and murder -- in 
Italian or German, mostly. Poupa-me! 

MBA: What are you reading? What’s on your bedside table? 

VF: On my bedside table, just a Chinese alarm clock that often fails 
to go off. My desk here keeps on getting piled up, as with most impul-
sive readers and writers. At the moment I have to read books that will 
fit into the thematic line of my borderCrossings: Páginas sobre Açorianidade, 
by António M. B. Machado Pires; Late Rapturous (poems), by Frank X. 
Gaspar; The Gávea-Brown Book of  Portuguese American Poetry, selected by 
Alice R. Clemente and George Monteiro; The Face in the Water (poems), by 
Nancy Vieira Couto; Al-Andalus Rediscovered: Iberia’s New Muslims, by Mar-
vine Howe; American Dreamers: How The Left Changed a Nation, by Michael 
Kazin; Mazagran: Recordações & outras fantasies, by J. Rentes de Carvalho; 
Os Malaquias, by Andréa Del Fuego (a Brazilian writer who received the 
José Saramago Literary Prize in 2011); Exílio, by Marcela Tagliaferri (also 
Brazilian, and little known in Portugal) Joseph Anton: A Memoir, by Salman 
Rushdie; the fourth volume of The Paris Review Interviews, a reprint of 
writers at work from the 50’s to 2008. 

MBA: Across the board, there is a lack of  exports from Portugal to the US. Portu-
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gal has GREAT wines, foods, music and yet most are unknown in the United States. 
Other small countries seem to have their cultural exports more widely adopted and 
enjoyed. Why do you think Portugal has been ignored? Hidden? 

VF: I believe I have given some tentative answers to some of  your pre-
vious questions. We have never been part of  the American imaginary, or 
imagination. Their loss, obviously. But you have to remember that we fig-
ure in the imagination of some American intellectuals and academics at a 
higher level. When most American writers think of  us, from Mark Twain 
to John Steinbeck, for example, we’d rather be forgotten: all their preju-
dices and Anglo-American chauvinism come forth. Again, ignorance is, 
unfortunately, a universal vice or a widespread condition. 

{for example, in Innocents Abroad, Twain writes in a passage about 
visiting The Azores: “The community is eminently Portuguese--that is to 
say, it is slow, poor, shiftless, sleepy, and lazy.”} 

Even when Barak Obama, in a speech about a year ago, wanted to 
score some points with the American public, he cried out that “We’re not 
Portugal.” Well, no, we existed centuries before the United States became 
a super power, before America, as an organized country, was even “imag-
ined”, and we “connected the world” (as CNN International likes do 
brag for themselves) way before the pilgrims arrived at the Plymouth 
rocks, and we also demonstrated to the rest of  Europe that they would 
not fall off  the water if  they sailed in a straight course, and “we” wrote 
one of the greatest epic poems in European literature (The Lusiads by 
Luís Vaz de Camões) at least two centuries before those thirteen British 
colonies organized themselves into a federal state, brought spices from 
the Far East that the English are still trying to figure how to use in their 
bland “cuisine.” 

Yes, we’re just a small country of  a little over ten million people, 
and presently going through some rough waters. But we’re used to them, 
we’re survivors. We’ve been around for a long time, and will continue to 
be around for a long time, European Union -- or no European Union. 

MBA: Can you give us a short quote from something you have written? 

VF: From a critical piece (1980) published in The Portuguese Tribune on a 
book of  great poetical prose, Plural Transitivo, by Urbino de San-Payo, 
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an immigrant from northern Portugal, who lived with his wife for many 
years in Beverly Hills while in the service of  some movie barons: “A 
América tornou-se-lhe, como talvez para a maioria de nós, numa espécie de ‘bela 
indesejada’, um fruto proibitivo e logo saboroso demais para largar. Parte dele (de nós) 
morreu cá; parte dele (de nós) nasceu cá. É de toda essa ambiguidade que nascem as 
presentes crónicas. Está agora a pagar, com paciência e estilo próprio, a sua pena”. 

Translation: “America became for him, maybe for most of  us, a kind 
of  ‘Undesired Beauty,’ a forbidden fruit, thus too tasty to let go. Part of 
him (of  us) died here; part of him (of us) was born there. It is out of  this 
ambiguity that these chronicles are born. He is now paying, in patience 
and in his own style, his sentence” (translated by Elisabeth Figueiredo 
Kastin). 

MBA: What frustrates you with your writing? 

VF: Writing has always been a pleasure for me. What frustrates me? 
The new graphics in most Portuguese periodicals: it’s as if  now the text 
illustrates the pictures, rather than the other way around. Space! Write 
just few words, they demand, even if  to discuss with readers a great and 
complex novel, or any other book! Therefore, I feel privileged in writing 
for Açoriano Oriental, The Portuguese Times and Tribuna Portuguesa -- all the 
space I need within rational limits. I could publish more often in Lisbon, 
but book reviews or essays are relegated to whatever corner is left from 
“cultural” news, and favored “personalities” in the arts. I look at The 
New York Review of  Books with much pleasure – here’s a real literary and 
cultural journal. 

MBA: Is there something you are trying to accomplish but haven’t yet? 

VF: Write a literary biography of  my Azorean generation, both here and 
in the United States. Write a book on some currents in the criticism and 
essays of  Edmund Wilson. 

MBA: Do you think there is such as thing as Portuguese American or Portu-
guese-Canadian literature (as a separate canon?). Like, for example, Italian-Amer-
ican literature? If  so, what are the “markers” of  Portuguese North American writ-
ing? 

VF: Yes, I do, but limited to the United States. Portuguese-Canadians 
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are still lagging behind in their writings in which Portuguese ancestral 
roots would be present. However, we have two great Portuguese-Cana-
dian writers that I am aware of, and I have written on their novels: My 
Darling Dead Ones (translated into Portuguese as Meus Queridos Mortos) and 
Between the Stillness and the Grove, by Erika Vasconcelos, and Barnacle Love 
(translated as Terra Nova), by Anthony De Sa. There is an Angolan-born 
writer, Paulo da Costa, residing in British Columbia, who has a very good 
book of  interrelated short stories, The Scent of  a Lie. But a “canon” they 
do not make, yet. 

I do believe, however, that there is now a substantial canon of  Por-
tuguese American literature. One cannot use numbers {of  books} to 
define a “canon,” but from the 90’s up to today our literary production 
{of  books written by Portuguese-Americans} in the US has been devel-
oping at a great pace (thanks also to your generation) and with unde-
niable quality. Of  course, this is always a subjective judgment – as all 
judgments are -- on any critic’s part. 

There is now a whole literary corpus which distinguishes itself  for 
having a clear thematic unifying line: the Portuguese experience of being 
either a son or daughter, or even of  a generation further removed from 
its roots, of  immigrants from all parts of  Portugal, the Continent or the 
islands, in America. In addition, all of  these writers (some mentioned 
here, many others not), whether in prose, poetry or in any other form, 
make multiple artistic callings on their ancestral histories and memories. 
As for Portuguese American writing being a separate canon, yes and no. 

After all, all American literature, from its very beginnings, is richly 
“divided” into a great human or ethnic mosaic: Anglo-Americans, 
Irish-Americans, Afro-Americans, Hispanic-Americans, Jewish-Ameri-
cans, Southern Literature, etc. Yet, they, or at least most of  them, all 
fit into the national canon of American literature, as is shown, for 
example, in The Heath Anthology of  American Literature, in which even an 
Indian-American and award-wining writer, Bharati Mukherjee (who is 
a friend of  Katherine Vaz, let’s appreciate these connections for they 
are very important) is present. There is no other country in the world 
that can boast such artistic diversity and richness. Portuguese American 
literature has to promote itself to the point where future and “open”, 
well-informed, national anthologies will include some of  our writers. 
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We’ve been much distanced from these cultural objectives, but I firmly 
believe we’ll get there, despite some of  the historical attitudes we’ll have 
to overcome, mentioned before in our conversation. 

MBA: Who are your favorite Portuguese writers? Can you share a significant line or 
passage and explain its importance? 

VF: Eça de Queirós, Fernando Pessoa, Jorge de Sena, José Rodrigues 
Miguéis, Eugénio Lisboa, Onésimo T. Almeida, Urbano Bettencourt, 
João de Melo, Eduardo Lourenço, Almeida Faria, and many other liter-
ary modernists, including a good number of  Azorean, Brazilian and, of 
course, Portuguese American writers. Camões is a founding father, and 
one loves him as such, as well as Fernão Mendes Pinto, the first great 
anti-imperialist European writer. Wish he’d be around for us in these 
darkened times. 

Jorge de Sena, from his great poem “In Crete, With the Minotaur”, 
in a translation by George Monteiro (In Crete, With the Minotaur and Other 
Poems): 

I shall collect nationalities like shirts that are shed – 
One wears them and one throws them away – with all the respect 
Due clothes one has worn and which have given good wear. 
I am my own homeland. The homeland 
I write about is the language into which by chance of  generations 
I was born. 

This is, for me, part of  the greatest emigrant/immigrant poem ever 
written in the Portuguese language. It encapsulates all the themes, all the 
anxieties suffered, I believe, by all those who, willingly or unwillingly, 
become strangers in a strange land, when flags and national anthems 
say very little to their hearts. It is a ferociously anti-nationalist poem, yet 
patriotic in the best sense of  the word: adherence to a language, solidar-
ity with all who become the others anywhere, and yet survive with courage 
and dignity. 

MBA: If  I asked you at age 12 what you wanted to be when you grew up, what 
would you have said? 

VF: Underwater archeologist, after having read a book by Jacques Cous-
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teau, whose title I don’t remember, about his underwater explorations of 
ancient civilizations in the Adriatic Sea. There was just a little problem 
with my early ambition: I’m terrified of the ocean, and never learned how 
to swim! I believe I’ve always been a continental posing as an islander. 

MBA: Who has been your biggest influence? Or mentor? 

VF: Three great professors at California State University, Fullerton: 
Nancy T. Baden (Portuguese and Brazilian literatures), Michael Holland 
(American and European literatures), and William Koon (American, par-
ticularly Southern, literature). They taught me the essential theorical or 
hermeneutical approaches to any text, but also gave me the firm idea 
that great literature is always a portrait not only of  an individual and his 
circumstances – as Ortega y Gasset wrote – but also of  a whole society 
or community. All the rest is wasteful narcissistic gesture that may be fun 
but inconsequential at all levels. 

Then there was my epiphanic discovery of  Edmund Wilson in the 
early 70’s. Again, literature, society and history are the fundamental ref-
erences of  all great prose and poetry. He showed me that clear and con-
cise writing can only come from deep involvement with a text, from an 
almost intuitive understanding of  subtexts and historical undercurrents 
in any narrative. He seldom wrote on books he didn’t like, rather ignored 
or dismissed them in private letters, as he did with his friend/nemesis 
Vladimir Nabokov about Lolita, even though he helped to get it pub-
lished in America. 

He was also a master of, let’s say, critical creative writing, using and 
elevating the good works of  others while creating his own narratives 
on American literature and culture. On the other hand, Wilson was the 
first great, canonical critic of the twentieth century to dedicate himself 
to minority cultures and ethnic literatures: Red, Black, Blond and Olive: 
Studies of  Four Civilizations (1956), Apologies to the Iroquois (1960), and even 
Canadian literature, almost totally ignored in the US when he published 
O Canada: An American’s Notes on Canadian Culture (1963). We may even 
include here The Scrolls from the Dead Sea (1959). More than from anybody 
else, I drew from him the certainty that those small literatures not only 
have to be given their due, but that we must: these literatures are the 
aesthetic and permanent records of  other cultures and their existence 
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and contributions to the building of  societies, to the sharing of  their 
humanity with all others. He did this while explaining to the American 
readers the early literary modernism, coming first from Europe (Axel’s 
Castle: A Study in the Imaginative Literatures of  1870-1930 (1930) and cul-
tivated in America, with New York as the center or heart for invention 
and literary daring. 

MBA: What draws you to literature? 

VF: All of  the above. 

MBA: Is there a tune or music that has affected you? 

VF: “The World Over”, by Frank Sinatra, and recently “Saudade,” by 
Mariza, from her fantastic album Terra. “Adagios” by Albinoni and “The 
Four Seasons” by Vivaldi always affect my state of  mind, help me remem-
ber that sadness and happiness are most natural feelings or sentiments 
shared by all humanity, as dark winter is followed by spring and summer. 

MBA: The critic and writer George Monteiro at Brown University states, “It is time 
for an anthology of  Portuguese American poetry. If  it cannot be called The Oxford 
Book of  Portuguese American Verse; we propose to call it, with little or no 
levity, The Gávea-Brown Book of Portuguese American Verse.” What 
impact do you think this anthology will have? 

VF: I have it here in front of  me, to read word by word, line by line, 
including every biographical note of  the twenty four poets gathered in 
its pages. It is one of  the greatest and timely contributions to Portuguese 
American literature, encompassing various generations, from Emma 
Lazarus in the ninetieth century to the present. You won’t say it, but 
I will: your poetry opens the anthology. Congratulations on being so 
prominently present in such a book. 

I also want to take this opportunity to state the following: No one 
among us has even a fraction of  the work in bringing Portuguese Amer-
ican literature to the forefront as Professor, essayist and poet George 
Monteiro. Fortunately, since The Gávea-Brown Book of  Portuguese American 
Poetry was also organized and selected by Alice R. Clemente, his own 
poetry has been justly included in these pages. His poems in The Coffee 
Exchange (1982) and in Double Weaver’s Knot (1988) are now part of  the 



58 

canon we’ve been discussing along this conversation. 
I can think of  no more important and, once again, timely book for 

all of  us – it is now a permanent book of  academic reference, pure plea-
sure as text, setter of  standards among future poets. I also appreciate the 
criteria in putting it together, and I’ll quote from the introduction: “Early 
on, we determined that our selection of  poetry by Portuguese Americans 
would be governed by aesthetic rather cultural criteria… While it will 
include poems on Portuguese American themes, the major criterion for 
inclusion is that the poems themselves – regardless of  subject matter or 
theme – be work of  the highest aesthetic quality.” 

And so it should be. No hiding here behind fabricated identity 
excuses. Yet, it is also, and rightly so, questions of identity that come forth 
in these marvelous and competent poems. All literature is memory and 
identity, confirmation or an exercise in the search for them. Not a single 
institution either in the US or in Portugal has done as much since the 
70’s to promote Portuguese American writers – and, no, I’m not forget-
ting anybody or any other institution. George Monteiro and Onésimo 
T. Almeida started it all, and now with active collaboration of  Professor 
Alice R. Clemente, secretaries and others, continue to do their work with 
Gávea-Brown: a Bilingual Journal of  Portuguese American Letters and Studies, 
founded in 1980. Gávea-Brown continues to be the flag publication for 
Portuguese American writing -- essays, book reviews, fiction, poetry and 
any document pertinent to our studies or curiosity in this field. 

With the contributions of Tagus Press at UMass, Dartmouth, 
directed by General Editor Frank F. Sousa, in publishing or republishing 
books by Portuguese American authors of  all generations, we are now 
probably in a much better cultural and literary position than many other 
ethnic or minority writers. 

MBA: Can you share an excerpt of  what you are working on right now? 

VF: The pleasure is all mine. From a review of Sinais de Fogo: Estudos 
de Literatura, by Professor and essayist António Manuel Ferreira, from 
the University of  Aveiro talks about the poetry of  Joaquim Manuel 
Magalhães, in ‘ consequences of  place or already known Royal ‘ in a ‘ 
back to the poetry from seventies contravenes a ‘ lyricism ‘ hollow and 
empty of  collective sense, I believe that we will also be able to deduce 
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that the vision of  the critic and essayist in these texts takes us to the age-
old question of  ‘ literature and society ‘, that is, each text is not only by 
express their interior design writer or poet, for the originality with which 
sees itself  and the ability to transform their existential condition in art, 
as in particular the place to which it belongs, individual and community 
or society in a Dialogic inevitable, standing out the whole spirit of  a par-
ticular human geography and of  an era.” 

MBA: What do you think writers can do to enhance communication between North 
America and Portugal? 

VF: Continue to do the things you’re now doing: publishing, going to 
readings and conferences, coming to Portugal every chance you get, par-
ticipate, when invited, in writing and discussion programs, such as the 
summer gathering of  Disquiet, in Lisbon. We here in Portugal should 
organize more literary events for that very purpose throughout the aca-
demic year, and of  course invite as many Portuguese American writers 
as financial support permits. Unfortunately, you know all too well of our 
current national situation, financial and economic meltdown with no end 
in sight, despite government propaganda to the contrary. 

MBA: Why do you think so few Portuguese writers’ work is translated into English? 

VF: Only a very few foreign writers sell well in the US. Without generous 
institutional financial support nothing can de done about it. Most of our 
writers, some of  the best in contemporary European literature, would 
quickly end up in the remainder tables. But again, this is also true of 
many of  the best and serious American writers. Our personal collection 
here in our house, with thousands of American hard cover books of fic-
tion, poetry and essays of  all types and subjects was practically all bought 
from those tables when Adelaide and I made frequent trips to America. 

MBA: Why do you think the immigrant experience can be bitter sweet? 

VF: The greatest spiritual and cultural hurt happens when you leave fam-
ily, friends, language, and all native references built and cultivated over 
many generations to restart life in a foreign and distant land. Eventually, 
the immigrant readjusts and assimilates a new way of  being and living, 
even reinventing his language, creating new families through marriages 
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and births of  sons, daughters, and the following generations. 
Nevertheless, an immigrant will forever be a divided soul, perma-

nently longing for what has been lost: longing for his/her homeland, and 
in periodical visits, if  they happen, longing for the new county and the 
acquired costums. But the Portuguese people have made movement from 
one continent to another a historical way of  being in the world, accept 
for our traditional elite, always steady, rapacious and unjust. Exactly what 
we are living at this moment. Just in the last few years, over two hundred 
thousand of  our people have emigrated in search of  a better life. Not 
too long ago one of  our sickening politicians {name withheld} actually 
declared in a public event in Brazil that our well-educated and no so-well 
educated young people should leave what he cynically called the “com-
fort zone”, that is, their families, friends, language and all native refer-
ences I’ve mentioned, while he, no doubt, excusing himself  from such 
ventures, and continuing to suck out of  the public treasury. 

MBA: Which comes first? The character or the plot? 

VF: Character, of  course. Plot is really out of  fashion, unless you’re 
reading a political or a crime thriller. I myself  am a great fan of  Ray-
mond Chandler (The Long Goodbye and The Lady In The Lake), and of 
Rubem Fonseca (A Grande Arte and Agosto), Brazilian novelist, and one 
of  the best writers of  the Portuguese language who rightly combines 
politics and delinquent crime in all his novels and short stories. In 2003, 
he received the most prestigious literary prize in the Portuguese-speaking 
world, Prémio Camões. 

MBA: Do you consider yourself  a realist or a romantic? 

VF: Perhaps a romantic realist? This is what keeps me, and I think most 
Portuguese, going. We believe in ourselves despite a country that has 
been searching for its rightful place in the world since the loss of  the 
empire. We bite our lips and dry our tears, but keep going. Anywhere in 
the world! A few days ago a television program discussed and showed 
young and older Portuguese people in other countries in Europe, and far 
away (Australia and Hong Kong, for example). They talked about miss-
ing family and friends, but then would smile and say they were alright, 
and being successful in their various professions or occupations. This 
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is our people, a great people, or no less greater than those of  any other 
nationality or country. 

Millicent Borges Accardi is the author of  three poetry books: 
Injuring Eternity, Woman on a Shaky Bridge, and Only More So (forthcom-
ing Salmon Press Ireland). She is the recipient of fellowships from the 
National Endowment for the Arts (NEA), Fulbright, CantoMundo, the 
California Arts Council, Fundação Luso-Americana (FLAD), Formby 
Foundation at Texas Tech and the Barbara Deming Foundation and has 
been a writer in residence at Keystone College, The Muse, University of 
Texas at Austin, and Nimrod at University of  Oklahoma. She organizes 
the literary series “Kale Soup for the Soul,” featuring Portuguese-Amer-
ican writers reading work about family, food and culture. 
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	Palavras-chave:

	ste trabalho exploratório pretende destacar o contributo de Vamberto Freitas como um intelectual açoriano que, por entre duas pátrias: EUA e Açores (nasceu nos Açores, cresceu e formou-se nos EUA e, posteriormente, retomou à pátria), tem tido um papel imprescindível no debate em torno do reconhecimento da cultura, e em particular da literatura açoriana. A sua narrativa pessoal é claramente marcada por uma  (Gadamer, 1975: 289-290) culturais. Ou seja, por uma fusão de numerosas referências intercultu-rais fr
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	O contato, desde cedo na Califórnia, com uma sociedade multicul-tural, onde coexistiam múltiplos universos simbólicos, códigos culturais e estilos de vida, proporcionou a V. Freitas um elevado grau de autorre-é “[n]a Totalidade-Mundo, [que] eu me transformo trocando-me com o outro, permanecendo eu mesmo, sem renegar-me, sem diluir-me, e é preciso toda uma poética para conceber estes impossíveis [...]”. Ora, foi nesta relação poética e dialógica com o “Outro”, que o crítico literário desenvolveu um vasto rep
	flexividade identitário-cultural. Pois, como afirma E. Glissant, 1995: 43), 
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	de grupos culturais minoritários. Com efeito, é a partir dos anos 70 que o multiculturalismo, com a sua acrescida atenção aos valores e necessidades das comunidades étnicas, ganha centralidade na política norte--americana e, posteriormente, na Europa. Todavia, há que reconhecer que no centro do debate público e político sobre o multiculturalismo surgem várias questões, nomeadamente, como conciliar os excessivos particularismos identitário-culturais com os valores democráticos univerhá que compatibilizar as 
	-
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	sais como a igual dignidade? Segundo Ch. Taylor ([1992] 1993: 60-61), 
	-

	Con el tránsito del honor a la dignidad sobrevino la política del universalismo que subraya la dignidad igual de todos los ciu-dadanos, y el contenido de esta política fue la igualación de los derechos y de los títulos. En ella, lo que hay que evitar a toda costa es la existencia de ciudadanos de ‘primera clase’ y de ciu-dadanos de ‘segunda clase’ [...] Por contraste, el segundo cambio, el desarrollo del concepto moderno de identidad, hizo surgir la política de la diferencia. 
	Ainda sobre este debate, A. Touraine ([2005] 2007: 150) sublinha a necessidade de associar aos direitos culturais os direitos políticos, que são universais, para não corrermos o risco que estes se tornem anti-democráticos, autoritários ou até mesmo instrumentos totalitários e A. Giddens (2002: 8) assume que o processo de reconhecimento de grupos e culturas minoritárias não pode ser um processo liderado pelos “guardiões da tradição”, mas sim por atores cosmopolitas capazes de observar as culturas humanas com
	-
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	Com efeito, tal reconhecimento político da pluralidade de vozes das minorias no espaço público teve repercussões imediatas no espaço académico, até então impregnado por cânones absolutos. A legitimação institucional dos estudos étnicos na academia norte-americana surge 
	Com efeito, tal reconhecimento político da pluralidade de vozes das minorias no espaço público teve repercussões imediatas no espaço académico, até então impregnado por cânones absolutos. A legitimação institucional dos estudos étnicos na academia norte-americana surge 
	elitismo intelectual e hermético da academia. Segundo V. Freitas (2012: 187), 
	numa altura em que os intelectuais das minorias começaram a desafiar o 


	[a] escrita ‘étnica’, cuja temática insistia em chamamentos múltiplos e transnacionais, começava a impor-se ao literário e académico do país. Era o novo cosmopolitismo que se contrapunha à noção do suposto intelectual fechado no seu reduto claustrofóbico, sofrendo um existencialismo fabricado, e depois lançando ao mundo algumas das mais ilegíveis e irrelevantes obras. 
	-
	establishment 
	-

	Com a erupção dos novos movimentos sociais nos anos 60 e 70, muitos dos ativistas revoltaram-se contra a falsa objetividade e neutralidade epistémica da academia e do conhecimento ocidental. Os grupos minoritários, que dantes se encontravam numa situação de marginalidade e discriminação face ao paradigma dominante, insurgem-se veemente contra a colonização do olhar ocidental. É, todavia, com a polémica obra  (1978) de E. Said, que a hegemonia do discurso ocidental, e a sua já duradoura apropriação enviesada
	-
	Orientalism
	mainstream
	-
	gender studies
	post-colonial studies
	subaltern studies
	afro-american studies
	gay studies
	aboriginal studies
	-
	identity politics
	-
	Para S. Hall (2003: 123), 

	correntes de pensamento são rompidas, velhas constelações deslocadas, e elementos novos e velhos são reagrupados ao redor de uma nova gama de premissas e temas. Mudanças em uma questões propostas, as formas como são propostas e a maneira como podem ser adequadamente respondidas. Tais mudanças 
	correntes de pensamento são rompidas, velhas constelações deslocadas, e elementos novos e velhos são reagrupados ao redor de uma nova gama de premissas e temas. Mudanças em uma questões propostas, as formas como são propostas e a maneira como podem ser adequadamente respondidas. Tais mudanças 
	[o] que importa são as rupturas significativas – em que velhas 
	-
	problemática transformam significativamente a natureza das 

	intelectual, mas também a maneira como os desenvolvimentos e as verdadeiras transformações históricas são apropriados no pensamento e fornecem ao Pensamento, não sua garantia de ‘correção’, mas suas orientações fundamentais, suas condições de existência. É por causa dessa articulação complexa entre do pensamento e na contínua dialética entre ‘poder’ e ‘conhecimento’, que tais rupturas são dignas de registo. 
	de perspetiva refletem não só os resultados do próprio trabalho 
	pensamento e realidade histórica, refletida nas categorias sociais 
	-


	Deste modo, enquanto a ruptura com os modelos tradicionais permitiu uma observação mais ampla da pluralidade cultural do tecido social; a deslocação de perspectivas veio possibilitar diferentes formas de problematizar e estudar o mesmo objeto de análise. 
	-

	Perante este contexto, onde as vozes das minorias conquistam gradualmente espaço na academia, não é admirar que o reconhecimento pela cultura e literatura açoriana se tenha instaurado primeiramente nos EUA. É com o prestigiado impulso de Onésimo T. Almeida, que os estudos açorianos alcançam, em 1978, legitimidade académica e institucional na Brown University, MA. A partir daí, e recorrendo à gíria hegeliana, as questões culturais açorianas deixam o seu espaço restrito e enclausurado  (em si) e agora (por si
	-
	-
	-
	an sich
	für sich 
	mouvance
	cultura açoriana no discurso oficial e na Universidade: a realidade da per
	-
	afirmadas e defendidas”. 

	Segundo V. Freitas, a defesa de uma identidade e de uma literatura são de um grupo de intelectuais que – desde a criação da revista açoriana de cultura (dirigida por J. H. Santos Barros e 
	Segundo V. Freitas, a defesa de uma identidade e de uma literatura são de um grupo de intelectuais que – desde a criação da revista açoriana de cultura (dirigida por J. H. Santos Barros e 
	específica açoriana tem sido, desde longa data, objeto de análise e discus
	-
	A Memória da Água Viva
	1 
	1 


	Urbano Bettencourt, nasceu em Lisboa e durou dois anos 1978-1980), encabeçada por um espírito de resistência da geração de Abril açoriana, passando pelas tertúlias na freguesia da Maia em São Miguel, até ao último volume da (fundada e dirigida por Onésimo T. Almeida e George Monteiro) – acresocial comum a nós todos, e que, nestes dias de grande confusão política e cultural em todo o mundo, é-nos indispensável a um mais aprofundado entendimento de quem somos e como somos” (Freitas, 1999: 242). 
	Gávea-Brown: Revista Bilingue de Letras e Estudos Luso-Americanos 
	-
	dita que “[...] a ficção açoriana [...] é uma inigualável fonte de história 


	momento de resistência, mas sobretudo, creio, pela nova teorização das questões fulcrais da cultura e literatura, que estavam submergidas num pântano ideológico e opressivo que se havia sobreposto à criatividade das geração anteriores, e reclamando para si tanto o direito de redizer o seu passado como de redimen-
	1 
	Ver Freitas, 2012: 101 (“A Memória da Água-Viva ficará como esse 
	-
	-

	É no interior deste grupo de intelectuais com elevado capital cultural que surge, no pós-25 de Abril e na costa oeste dos EUA, a voz crítica de mesmo na diáspora transpirava censura, intolerância e fortes rasgos de beatice salazarista por parte de líderes comunitários, colocou a sua con-à terminologia de Natália Correia, a sua  açoriana, estava a viver um 
	V. Freitas. A sua irreverência e indignação contra um regime bafiento que 
	dição de pertença cultural no fio da navalha. Do longínquo pacífico, V. Freitas (1999: 202-201-203) apercebe-se de que a sua pátria e, recorrendo 
	mátria
	grande momento de libertação política. Afirma que essa 

	pátria que já me era apenas teórica tornava-se agora viva, coisas, gente e livros mexiam e aguavam insistentemente as minhas raízes, dando-me a alegria de um renascimento, e, sim, a dor e perplexidade de quem se sente mais vivo e mais pertencente, mas não sabendo por enquanto o que fazer com essa redescoberta. Eu tinha-me safado deste confronto humano como muitos desenraizados na Califórnia [...]”; “Eu pensava nos Açores meramente como sendo uma só ilha, da qual eu conhecia uma freguesia e uma cidadezinha, 
	pátria que já me era apenas teórica tornava-se agora viva, coisas, gente e livros mexiam e aguavam insistentemente as minhas raízes, dando-me a alegria de um renascimento, e, sim, a dor e perplexidade de quem se sente mais vivo e mais pertencente, mas não sabendo por enquanto o que fazer com essa redescoberta. Eu tinha-me safado deste confronto humano como muitos desenraizados na Califórnia [...]”; “Eu pensava nos Açores meramente como sendo uma só ilha, da qual eu conhecia uma freguesia e uma cidadezinha, 
	-
	-
	-
	-
	vam eram alguns parentes e uma ou outra figura que, como com 

	que tudo isso tinha a ver comigo, tudo isso era o meu mundo, o meu passado quase perdido, um mundo tão importante [...]. 

	sionar o espaço literário que era todo seu.”) 
	clima, a uma história e a uma literatura despertou em V. Freitas o desejo de regressar imediatamente à terra que o viu nascer. 
	Este sentimento de pertença a um povo, a uma geografia, a um 

	Não obstante, a pátria, outrora imaginária e agora real, enquanto encarada como um novo de construção e reconstrução do (Eu), potenciador de novas experiências interpessoais, interculturais e políticas, foi também um , no qual o crítico literário/professor univer-sitário/ensaísta/cronista/tradutor preferiu adotar uma existência entre “duas margens”. Porém, não se refugiou no particular, mas adoptou uma atitude cosmopolita de que se “é daqui como de toda a parte”. V. Freitas é, deste modo, um intelectual aço
	Não obstante, a pátria, outrora imaginária e agora real, enquanto encarada como um novo de construção e reconstrução do (Eu), potenciador de novas experiências interpessoais, interculturais e políticas, foi também um , no qual o crítico literário/professor univer-sitário/ensaísta/cronista/tradutor preferiu adotar uma existência entre “duas margens”. Porém, não se refugiou no particular, mas adoptou uma atitude cosmopolita de que se “é daqui como de toda a parte”. V. Freitas é, deste modo, um intelectual aço
	locus 
	Self 
	-
	locus
	2 
	2 

	deve ser, como frisa o sociólogo A. Giddens ([1999] 2000: 23) “[...] ape
	-
	também um fenómeno ‘interior’, que influencia aspetos íntimos e pes
	-
	Como “filho” dos novos movimentos sociais dos anos 60 e 70 nos EUA 

	prolonga-se numa tradição herdada de longe, e que tem deixado marcas notáveis na história das letras portuguesas” (Almeida, 2011: 15). 

	Blogue V. Freitas “Nas duas margens”. 
	2 

	A literatura açoriana, constata V. Freitas, possui um , uma estética, uma intimidade cultural e um discurso muito peculiar, pois ou interior do homem das ilhas, onde quase obcessivamente, os artistas [açorianos] [...] caminham à procura da sua identidade e tentam penetrar e comunicar a condição humana que lhes foi dado ver e viver” (Freitas, 1992: 7). Segundo o ensaísta, existe igualmente uma relação muito próxima, e até íntima, entre a literatura açoriana e a da diáspora, pois crê ser ‘verdade’ literária q
	leitmotiv
	“[...] está primeiramente caraterizada pela fuga constante, geográfica e/ 
	-
	esse o fio condutor que atravessa fronteiras “[...] em busca de beleza e 
	-
	ria de andanças no outro lado do Atlântico” (Freitas, 2012: 13). 

	ções da “geração atlântica”, por um lado, e a percepção dos efeitos da identidade açoriana. É, neste contexto, que a cultura açoriana parte, a partir dos anos 70, para o exterior, “num diálogo que se quer aberto e diálogo que rejeita as tendências de um discurso hegemónico e absolu-tizante e que respeita a retórica da diversidade cultural. Segundo O. T. Almeida (2011: 9), o período que se segue, i.e., “[e]ntre a década de 1980 e os princípios deste milénio, os Açores atravessaram um ciclo de grande criativi
	Entretanto, a afirmação e o fortalecimento da cultura e das tradi
	-
	globalização, por outro, contribuíram para a própria reconfiguração da 
	descomplexado, refletido e estético” (Freitas, 1999: 34). Ou seja, num 
	-
	-
	-
	ilhas em terra
	principalmente nos Estados Unidos e no Canadá (V. Freitas, 1999: 38). 

	Face ao exposto, torna-se evidente que tanto a audácia intelectual e o agudo sentido crítico, como a ação contestatária de V. Freitas no 
	Face ao exposto, torna-se evidente que tanto a audácia intelectual e o agudo sentido crítico, como a ação contestatária de V. Freitas no 
	espaço público, vão para além da representação do intelectual pós-moderno proposto por Z. Bauman (1987) que é somente “o de traduzir as diferentes tradições [...]”. Este tem tido a capacidade de demonstrar ao longo dos seus ensaios, da crítica literária e das posições culturais assumi-dasno espaço público açoriano (dentro e fora das ilhas), uma intervenção que é também política e desestabilizadora do . Ao apoiar-se a uma espécie de negatividade estético-literária (Adorno, 1996), V. Freitas considerem as nov
	-
	status quo
	luta pela afirmação da cultura insular açoriana e contesta práticas que não 
	-
	mais alargado, tem instigado uma reflexão tanto estética, como política, 
	-
	E. Said (1993] 2000: 18), que afirma que o intelectual é “[...] um espírito 


	Em suma, Vamberto Freitas tornou-se num dos mais distintos intedos estudos culturais açorianos como ‘estudos étnicos´ conferiu-lhe um papel destacado tanto nos Açores, como na diáspora. Face às perplexidades e labirintos culturais emergentes da sociedade global, Vamberto Freitas propõe um círculo hermenêutico aberto, que não só adote uma postura simultaneamente crítica e cumulativa, como também instigue uma re-atualização e re-invenção constante do “imaginário cultural açoriano”. 
	-
	lectuais açorianos dos séculos XX e XXI. O seu contributo na afirmação 
	-
	-
	-
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	Portuguese Immigration to Danbury 
	Maria Lucília Marques 
	ne of the reasons I chose the Portuguese Immigration to Danbury as my object of study is personal. Both my parhand what it was like to be the daughter of Portuguese immigrants in the Portuguese community of Danbury, Connecticut and in the wider American community. I felt great pride in my Portuguese heritage. This feeling was instilled in me very early on, for I watched and participated in the various manifestations of cultural pride. It was an honor to be a member of such an old and unique culture. 
	O
	-
	ents came to the United States in the 1960s and I felt first
	-

	Furthermore, although there was Portuguese immigration to Danappeared in 1924), as early as 1910, it is among the least known of all immigrant communities. I hope that my project, carried out in the ’90s as I prepared my Master’s thesis, can be a contribution to the history of Portuguese immigration in Danbury. This project was written with the clear intention of providing information gathered from interviews I conducted with people who lived in Danbury in every decade from the 1920s to the 1990s. These int
	-
	bury (the city where the first Portuguese club in the United States 

	My deepest thank you to all those who in some way—through interviews, pictures, books, moral support—contributed to the writing of this document, especially my parents—José Ereio Marques and Emília da Encarnação Ribeiro Marques—for being my pillars and my role models. 
	-

	In the hope of presenting an accurate picture of Portuguese immigration to Danbury, I have interviewed thirteen people who lived there in the period about which they spoke. From the 1920s to the 1990s I have gathered information on the various aspects related to immigration: the language, culture and living conditions of the immigrants and their adaptation to the host country. All the interviewees are of Portuguese descent, some having been born in Portugal, others in the United States, but all are, or were
	-
	-

	appeared in the census of that year: a Portuguese woman, her daughter and her thirteen boarders. They had come from Fall River and Providence because there was little work in the local factories. The boarders either worked in a glue shop or as farm hands. The woman worked in a fur shop. 
	The first Portuguese immigrants arrived in Danbury in 1910. They 
	-

	Some of the interviewees mentioned that their parents had come to Danbury after having lived in Bristol, MA, or Pawtucket, RI.  Portuguese workers had built a good reputation in the Lee Hat Factory in Massachusetts and were aggressively recruited to work on local road construction crews. A considerable group of people had also come to Danbury from these areas because of the textile crisis.  At the same time, the majority of the Portuguese community came from two Portuguese regions: Lousã and the outskirts o
	-

	In the 1920s, there were more Portuguese men than women in Danbury. Some of the men married Italian women because they were similar to the women they had left behind. They were good cooks, good housekeepers, good mothers and even the language was understandable. One interviewee mentioned the names of six Portuguese men who married Italian women (A. Ventura, personal communication, February 4, 1998). It was also very common for men to come single and then return Portugal to marry. Others spent years apart fr
	-
	-
	-

	Because there was such a large number of single men, the  appeared (A. C. Azevedo, personal communication, February 2, 1998). Groups of men would live together in a house and would share the responsibility of cooking, cleaning and performing household chores. Many of these houses had comical names and they represented an all-male environment. There were three such houses in the city of Danbury. All of the men who lived in the  worked in construction. 
	casas de malta
	casas de malta

	Two of the interviewees, whose fathers owned grocery stores (A. Ventura, personal communication, February 4, 1998 & N. Lopes, personal communication, February 17, 1998), remembered going to take orders from the men living in  at four p.m. One of the interviewees (A. Ventura, personal communication, February 4, 1998) had a very vivid memory pertaining to the living conditions in these houses: they had no carpet, no linoleum, the tables were made by the men, as were the benches they used. The grocery store wo
	-
	casas de malta
	-

	The families that immigrated together would usually rent a large house in order to take in boarders. Many of the single men decided to live as boarders, because in this way they had someone to cook for them, someone to wash their clothes and the comfort of being part of the family. It was also important for the family to have boarders because it was an added income. Some of the money was used to pay the rent and the rest was saved. The women stayed home at the time, so they took care of the boarders. Needle
	The families that immigrated together would usually rent a large house in order to take in boarders. Many of the single men decided to live as boarders, because in this way they had someone to cook for them, someone to wash their clothes and the comfort of being part of the family. It was also important for the family to have boarders because it was an added income. Some of the money was used to pay the rent and the rest was saved. The women stayed home at the time, so they took care of the boarders. Needle
	descent and limited their living and shopping to the Portuguese commerce already in existence. These houses were called , taking the American word “board” and including it in a Portuguese phrase. It was customary to take in as many as six boarders (E. Hilário, personal communication, February 16, 1998). Usually, the children had to make their beds, for everyone’s effort was appreciated. Sometimes the boarders would sit and talk with the family. Respect was key: if it were absent they were asked to leave. 
	-
	casas de bordo
	-


	Amazingly, various interviewees (M. T. Salgado, personal communication, February 18, 1998 & I. Barreto, personal communication, February 18, 1998) mentioned that in addition to taking care of the house, the family and the boarders, many of their mothers still took care of children during the day. Not only did mothers work in the household, but they also made most of the important decisions. Their husbands accepted whatever the wives did as long as they were informed of the decisions. They still wanted to ma
	-
	-

	The only language spoken at home was Portuguese, for some Portuguese parents did not understand English, and all of them wanted their children to keep alive the language of their heritage. Even between siblings, speaking Portuguese was the law. One of the interviewees started school speaking very little English, even though she had been born and raised in Danbury. This example just proves how valued the learning of the Portuguese language was at the time. One interviewee (A. Antonio, personal communication,
	-
	-

	In one striking example, João Cunha is said to have built his own house in 1929. This event amazed both Portuguese and Americans. He had not been in the country very long, yet he was courageous enough to tackle all the bureaucracy that building a house entails. He, like many Portuguese immigrants, was truly trying to make his stay in America as 
	much like home as possible. 
	(three owned by the parents of three interviewees), three Portuguese bakeries and two Portuguese restaurants (one owned by the parents of one of the interviewees) in the Danbury area. The Portuguese commuserving their own community. This community felt more comfortable going to a Portuguese store, where someone spoke their language and understood their diet, than to the other markets. It became a haven for them where they could buy products similar to the ones they had left they shopped almost every day. No
	As early as the 1930s, there were four Portuguese grocery stores 
	-
	nity soon realized that it could invest its money, and see it flourish, by 
	behind. Eighty-five to ninety percent of the clients were Portuguese and 

	I am very proud to state that the two Portuguese restaurants were the only ones in Danbury to serve food and drink to black people during the years of segregation. Perhaps the emotional, social and cultural change brought about by immigration made them realize that all of us are different, just as all of us are the same. 
	-

	person to open a Portuguese grocery store in Danbury in 1924. She was a woman named Maria José Santos and her store sold meats, groceries, vegetables and fruits. She used to make  (Portuguese sausage) to sell, for it was indispensable in the Portuguese diet.  It was common for boarders to shop there, three of whom lived above the store with the family. 
	I had the honor of interviewing one of the daughters of the first 
	chouriça

	My interviewee (M. J. Enteado, personal communication, February 9, 1998) helped in the store, met her husband there and later had her son work there, too. She remembers a man from Newburgh coming once a week to get food for his forty boarders. He was an overseer of road construction and his wife would cook for the boarders. 
	For entertainment she remembers playing , a game typical of the northern part of Portugal. In the game, someone has the  (ball) in the right hand and throws it in the air. Whoever is able to catch the ball wins. There is also a bench in the game, if the ball hits the bench one wins. 
	péla
	péla

	The parents of one interviewee (A. Antonio, personal communica-
	The parents of one interviewee (A. Antonio, personal communica-
	tion, February 16, 1998) bought a restaurant, It primarily served the single men of the community by preparing and packing their lunch and by cooking for them a typically Portuguese dinner consisting of soup and a hot dish. They would sometimes serve as lars a week; only rarely would they not pay. It was very uncommon to see a family eating out: 90% of the customers were men. In order to show solidarity with the Portuguese merchants, the restaurant would buy food from one store one week and from another sto
	Chave D’Ouro
	, in 1939 and kept it until 1973. The restaurant catered to the Portuguese community. 
	-
	many as seventy to eighty men. The men would have to pay fifteen dol
	-


	The father of one interviewee (N. Lopes, personal communication, February 17, 1998) was in contact with steamship companies before the war and sold passages to Portugal. He did all this knowing little or no English. During the war there were no ships, but as soon as the war ended he was back in business. When the airlines came, he went to New York to try to do business with them. He could not get an appointment 1945, he bought a grocery store and put a travel agency on the second 
	before showing he could sell the tickets, so that was his first step. In 
	floor. This agency would later be bought by his son. 

	The members of the Portuguese community started buying more Franklin Neves—was criticized for buying it so far away from the community, even though he was only one street down (M. A. Andrade, personal communication, February 22, 1998). 
	property in the mid-1940s. One of the first individuals to buy a house— 
	-
	-

	One interviewee was constantly surrounded by the Portuguese language since he worked in his parent’s restaurant and many times became ees, whose parents owned a grocery store, remember taking men to work places to translate for them. It was a common practice to help the newcomers whenever possible. As more immigrants came from Portugal, the Portuguese residents felt they had more power. The one thing that continued to bother them was that they had no one in high places, no one who could lend them a hand in 
	-
	the men’s advocate at the doctor’s or the lawyer’s office. Two interview
	-
	-

	In the hope of making their influence more present in the Ameri
	-

	can society where they lived, Portuguese immigrants formed the Civic League. This league had the clear objective of helping the Portuguese population of Danbury become an active and valid member of its social framework. In this framework no area was considered impossible harder. Thanks to the efforts of this league, Álvaro Rodrigues, Nelson Macedo (nominated police chief in 1977), Eurico Oliva and Arnaldo Souza became policemen, a previously unheard of position for members of the community. 
	to reach: if it was more difficult, there was just the more reason to try 

	There were two important meeting places for community events: the old Invicta club founded in 1929 (prior to the Portuguese American Club which was founded in 1946) and the Sons of Portugal club founded in 1924. At the Invicta club, a man named Mr. Coutinho would rehearse plays with the youth and then present them to the rest of the community, sometimes even to Portuguese communities in other states. 
	Figure
	Figure
	The drama group that rehearsed with Mr. Coutinho. 
	Later, at the Portuguese American Club (PAC), they formed a folklore group to present the songs and dances of the mother country. How important and emotional it is to see our culture appreciated in another land! In the Sons of Portugal Club there were many important cultural Portugal Band founded in 1941 and the scholarships awarded to students of Portuguese heritage (1964). 
	-
	associations: the Women’s Drill team founded in the 1930s, the Sons of 

	Figure
	The Sons of Portugal Band in the early years. 
	at the Sons of Portugal club. Soda and food were sold and all the money went to the club.  A group of girls, with their mothers, went to these dances. The mothers would stand on one side and the girls would stand on the other. Young men from neighboring cities would come and the girls preferred to dance with them. There was no dating at the time, just meetings at the club. Later on, they naturally married someone from the Portuguese group because that was the group they knew well. Parents’ opinion and autho
	From the ’30s right up to the ’60s, every Saturday there was a dance 
	over fifty years. 

	The clubs were not solely devoted to cultural events. They also served a vital function for the men who lived in the , because they provided them with a place to take a shower. Renting a house back then was very different than it is today—sometimes even baths were limited. 
	casas de malta

	 Francisco Cruz, as a member of the PAC, would read the Portuguese newspaper  of New Bedford to those who could not read. He is also said to have written many letters to American people. Other men would write in Portuguese for the men who were not fortunate enough to be able to communicate to their relatives due to their lack of formal instruction. Those who knew how to read and write did it for others who did not; it was truly a community where mutual help was prominent. 
	Tio
	-
	Diário de Notícias
	-

	Some of the men who knew how to read and write taught many very much since early on there were no Portuguese language teachers available. 
	second generation immigrants. This assistance benefited the learners 

	Another activity that emerged later on in the ’40s was the coming of artists from Portugal. They would come to the US and the community would gather at the club to eat a Portuguese meal to the sound of authentic Portuguese music: and . It was an opportunity to be with friends and to reminisce about “.” 
	-
	fado 
	corridinho
	aquela aldeia que eu deixei atrás do mar

	At Christmastime a group of Portuguese would sing the  and would go to people’s houses. The  are typical of Christmas and New Year’s Eve and involve singing and going from house to house Anyone could join the group singing through the streets. I remember my parents and their friends keeping this tradition alive. We did not go in the streets but we visited each other, sang the songs and gathered in a very joyful atmosphere. I am very sorry to see that these traditions, which used to bring the community toget
	janeiras
	janeiras
	in order to interact and eat figs, nuts, cake and all the festive goodies. 

	Other holidays united Portuguese and American cultures to form uniquely Portuguese-American celebrations. People would make outwould proudly display them in a parade on Main Street. Another Portuguese-American holiday was Memorial Day and the Memorial Day 
	Other holidays united Portuguese and American cultures to form uniquely Portuguese-American celebrations. People would make outwould proudly display them in a parade on Main Street. Another Portuguese-American holiday was Memorial Day and the Memorial Day 
	-
	fits for Halloween representing different Portuguese regions and they 
	-

	Parade. The Portuguese community would make it a point to participate as much as possible by means of the Band, the Women’s Drill Team and or 1960 and it is a tradition that is still strong today. Although it was forgotten, it has now emerged stronger than ever. 
	The Ladies Auxiliary. The first Portuguese Day Parade was either in 1959 
	-


	Figure
	The Drill Team and The Ladies Auxiliary marching in the Memorial Day Parade in the ’40s. 
	The father of one of the interviewees (M. T. Salgado, personal communication, February, 18, 1998) traveled expressly to New Jersey to get a teacher. He wanted the children of Danbury to learn the Portuguese language with all its grammar and vocabulary, as well as Portuguese history and culture. Parents paid something like one dollar a month and the Sons of Portugal club contributed the rest in order to pay for the teacher’s service to the community. 
	-
	-

	All the interviewees were unanimous in saying that they felt no discrimination, even in the American school system. One did mention 
	All the interviewees were unanimous in saying that they felt no discrimination, even in the American school system. One did mention 
	that there was little or no contact between the school and the home, most likely due to the language barrier. I was informed that Ms. Beatriz 
	Almeida was the first Portuguese person to have graduated from high school (in the year of 1939-1940). 


	something  rare in the community at that time. Her father said that he wanted to leave his children with an education, a notion not very common at a time when children were put to work as soon as possible. Another interviewee remembers going to work in a hat factory at the age of sixteen. Her father died when her brothers were in high school, but her mother paid for them to go to college. Sometimes being the oldest or being female burdens a child with greater responsibility in the household, for her perhaps
	One of the interviewees has the honor of being among the first Portuguese students to finish high school, and to finish with honors, 
	extremely

	When the Portuguese arrived in the late ’20s, many went to work on the construction of railroads. They lived in work camps and took turns, trading off weekly the responsibilities of cooking and doing the laundry (M.A. Andrade, personal communication, February 22, 1998). The camps would move as the work on the railroad progressed. The atmosphere at these camps was truly multiethnic because they gathered people from all over the world. One interviewee even mentioned that her friends at the camps. 
	maternal grandfather had learned to speak fluent Italian with some of his 

	A lot of people returned to Portugal during the Depression because they felt they had no means to survive without a secure job. Social Secuselves. Surprisingly enough Social Security became a reality as early as 
	-
	rity benefits did not exist at the time, so they had to rely solely on them
	-
	the ’30s. 

	The workers in the hat factory were almost all of Portuguese descent. While it was still dark they would leave home, only to return home in During the war, many had to go to Bridgeport to work in the defense factories, a move some of them feared because they were leaving a sure job. 
	the dark once more. Their salary at the time was fifteen dollars a week. 

	in fur shops. Very few women stayed at home, a change from their initial 
	In the late ’30s, Portuguese women worked either in hat factories or 

	role. They had the job of opening the furs, while the men in the fur shop had the dangerous job of separating the fur from the animal with spikes. It was a risky, dirty and bad-smelling job that caused some Portuguese men to become handicapped (A Antonio, personal communication, February 16, 1998). 
	-

	It is important to keep in mind that the women worked out of the house and then came home to a second job. They had to cook, clean and and even then it was only for the very well off. 
	wash the clothes by hand. The first washing machine only came in 1939, 

	Another place where a majority of Portuguese men worked was the construction company of B. J. Dolan. In the 1940s construction would earned in the hat factories. As unskilled workers, the pay was more than they expected, besides which, they felt that they had no choice. When they were working far from home, they would build shanties to live in. Mr. Alípio Lopes, the owner of one of the grocery stores, would take the workers food for the entire week. In the winter, when construction was impossible, they woul
	pay anything from twenty-five to fifty cents an hour, a lot more than was 
	-
	-

	immigrating to Danbury; most Portuguese immigrants came from small villages and had little instruction. There was one exception to this rule: Joaquim Oliveira. Soon after he arrived, he started teaching children at the Sons of Portugal club. He was a teacher in Portugal and wanted to share his knowledge with others. He was an educated person who had 
	Between the ’30s and the ’50s, it was rare to see educated persons 
	fled from the political regime in Portugal—Salazar’s dictatorship. 

	ping became a family activity because everyone was needed to carry bags 
	ping became a family activity because everyone was needed to carry bags 
	Having a car in the early 1930s was considered a luxury. Going shop
	-

	(I. Barreto, personal communication, February 18, 1998). Those who had grocery stores had trucks, but the others had to wait until the late a car. They would have to walk to work, even in the winter time. There were no days off because of snow or ice. Sometimes they had to crawl, but they went to work. Working and saving were the reasons they had come to America and they meant to make things happen. There was a trolley to Bethel, a nearby town where some Portuguese people worked, Lopes, personal communicati
	’30s. They did not earn much money, so they really had to save to get 
	but many refused to take the trolley so they could save the five cents (N. 


	Teenagers gave all the money they earned (sometimes eighteen dolan allowance, but they were not bitter because their parents gave them the best they could afford. 
	-
	lars and fifty cents a week) to their parents. They only got fifty cents as 

	One interviewee’s parents helped many Portuguese immigrants upon their arrival to Danbury by helping them get jobs and settle in (M. T. Sal-gado, personal communication, February 18, 1998). This philanthropic action lasted well into the ’70s. There was an atmosphere of helping each to support the members of the community. 
	other that I witnessed first-hand with my parents, who were always ready 

	The only real rivalry that existed was between the two Portuguese clubs. The second club, the PAC, came into existence in 1946 because of an argument and that rivalry existed for many years. Today, both clubs have come together in the Portuguese Cultural Centre. One interviewee even mentioned that people coming to Danbury already knew, in Portugal, what club they were going to belong to (M. A. Andrade, personal communication, February 22, 1998). The club was, and continues to be, a spot where Portuguese men
	-

	Solidarity amongst the Portuguese community was very strong. The community was small and concentrated in one area (Little Portugal), so everybody knew everybody else. People had nicknames for each other, a sign of the closeness that existed at the time, and many were even called by  and  (uncle and aunt). When a member of the Portuguese community died, all the second shift workers would take off work to go 
	Solidarity amongst the Portuguese community was very strong. The community was small and concentrated in one area (Little Portugal), so everybody knew everybody else. People had nicknames for each other, a sign of the closeness that existed at the time, and many were even called by  and  (uncle and aunt). When a member of the Portuguese community died, all the second shift workers would take off work to go 
	tio
	tia

	to the wake and the funeral was paid for by the community if necessary. They would not go to work the next day. It was their way of showing friendship and unity. I was told a story about a Portuguese man who was killed working on the railroad. The community paid for everything and was able to gather some money and send it to his family in Portugal. When someone died, their family would wear black and not listen to the radio for a year, no matter where the deceased was. 

	Figure
	(1935). This convention helped many people at various levels of community life. 
	The sixth annual convention of the Portuguese Continental Union of the USA 

	During the war, there was a lot of work in the defense industries. People worked long hours and had money, but sometimes there was nothing to buy. The owner of the had all the coupons he needed for the restaurant, so many times he would give them to people who did not have them. After the war, things got much better. 
	Chave D’Ouro 

	When one of the Portuguese boys came back from the war, he was 
	so happy that he grabbed a guitar and began singing through the streets at one in the morning. The mother of one interviewee threw water down on him to make him stop, but he just kept on singing. The joy of a Portuguese heart when it has returned home! 
	-

	a factory in Danbury (E. Cruz, personal communication, February 11, 1998). He opened his plastic company, Danbury Plastics Inc., in 1950 with seven employees, two or three of whom were Portuguese. In 1952 he bought land and in 1956 he put up a building on Beaver Brook Road. The factory manufactured various objects in plastic, from fancy dress buttons to bottle caps. The factory is currently run by his son. It has approximately ten employees and is devoted to the manufacturing of plastic products. 
	I had the honor of interviewing the first Portuguese person to open 

	came to the US, he was anxious to learn the language, for he wanted desperately to communicate. He read all the street signs in his own way and he constantly used Portuguese-English and English-Portuguese dictionaries. He learned to read and write by himself and never went to school to learn English. One way he learned was by listening to the radio with a pad and pencil and attempting to write what was being said. He also read everything he could get his hands on. 
	In order to be the first Portuguese businessman in Danbury, Mr. Cruz had to learn how to weave with an American thread. When he first 
	-
	-

	The opinions of the interviewees vary on the subject of church-going. All the men indicated that going to church was rare because it was impossible for the Portuguese community to relate to the English used there. One even mentioned that, upon going to the local priest to get a paper for school, the priest said that no Portuguese people came to Mass after having been baptized. The women, on the other hand, said that every Sunday they would go to church. It did not matter that they did not understand the cer
	-
	-

	The celebration of two popular saints was of great importance to the Portuguese community: Saint Anthony and Saint John. Both celebra-
	The celebration of two popular saints was of great importance to the Portuguese community: Saint Anthony and Saint John. Both celebra-
	tions occurred in the month of June. There were outdoor picnics and the grocery stores would alternate offering the leg of beef for the day. Just like any Portuguese party, there was a band playing and it became a festival of food and sound. I might say that there was little veneration of the saints in question. The picnics were important because they provided opportunities for people to come together. For some it was also a time of prayer, a prayer to the saints that were closest to their Portuguese heart.

	In 1959 a law was passed that allowed American citizens to send for their siblings. Even better, it was now easier for entire families to come together. There was no longer the need to wait years and years to reunite parents and children. As a consequence, the ’60s and ’70s saw the second wave of Portuguese immigration to Danbury. The Portuguese population increased greatly and Little Portugal became, at one point, totally inhabited by Portuguese immigrants and dominated by Portuguese stores. In 1959, a liq
	-

	The immigrants who came after 1960 were more educated than those who had come before. Some had already begun their studies in Portugal, so to them the reality of America was surprising but not completely foreign. They were able to progress more quickly and were more ambitious: buying a house sometimes did not take more than two or three years of hard work. By now, the Portuguese had the reputation ing arrived. I can remember two factories in which the majority of the workers were Portuguese. There it seemed
	-
	of being hard workers, so it was normal to find a job shortly after hav
	-
	-

	Everyone bought a car as soon as possible, because winters were very harsh and some distances were much greater than what they were used to in Portugal. Things were no longer concentrated in the Main Street area. One of the interviewees opened an insurance agency in the back of his grocery store (N. Lopes, personal communication, February 
	Everyone bought a car as soon as possible, because winters were very harsh and some distances were much greater than what they were used to in Portugal. Things were no longer concentrated in the Main Street area. One of the interviewees opened an insurance agency in the back of his grocery store (N. Lopes, personal communication, February 
	17, 1998) in 1964-1965 and he certainly saw it prosper. The Portuguese were coming to realize how necessary insurance and other bureaucratic measures, which they did not have at home, were in the US. 

	In 1974, they were fortunate enough to have a weekly Portuguese radio program: Radio Portugal and a Portuguese newspaper  PorConnecticut to have daily broadcasting, began. It was reassuring, and a bit nostalgic, to hear Portuguese music and news from Portugal. The radio station was one more bridge linking immigrants to their land and their culture. They could hear , a type of music much appreciated by the Portuguese community because many times it related their situation as immigrants.  Still they felt that
	Impacto
	-
	tuguese News. In 1980, WFAR, the first Portuguese Radio Station in 
	fado

	The Portuguese community continued to keep their language and culture alive by maintaining the activities performed in the past: dances, picnics, social and cultural associations and religious practices, but two things were missing: a church and a place to create a Portuguese school. They needed a place where they could worship and teach their language and culture. Parents could teach some of what they knew, but with both parents working it would be extremely hard (E. E. Marques, personal communication, Feb
	Figure
	A procession in honor of the Our Lady of Fátima. (1970s) 
	On September 28, 1975, the Portuguese school began at the Saint Peter School in Danbury. The Saint Peter Parish allowed the Portuguese community to use its church and school. At the time, it functioned two days a week with four teachers for the elementary and middle school enrolled. Through the years, Portuguese school was held at many different public schools in the evening and there were always problems because things went missing. It is hard to teach children four to six hours a week a language they thin
	levels. Thirty-seven students, between the ages of six and fifteen, were 
	-

	Finally, in 1982, the Portuguese community was able to buy a church they named The Immaculate Heart of Mary Parish. They had raised almost one million dollars to do so. They no longer had to celebrate in 
	Finally, in 1982, the Portuguese community was able to buy a church they named The Immaculate Heart of Mary Parish. They had raised almost one million dollars to do so. They no longer had to celebrate in 
	another community’s church because they would now have their own house of worship. It was a dream they had nurtured since the arrival of Bridgeport in a true labor of Christian solidarity (M. C. Mimoso, personal communication, February 27, 1998). Later, the priests stayed at Saint Peter’s Rectory, but there was nothing comparable to having their own space. In their own rectory, the Portuguese and American languages were in common and equal play. 
	the first Portuguese priest in the ’60s. This priest traveled to and from 
	-


	The building bought by the community had a church, a rectory, an area they converted to a hall and a community center where Sunday school, as well as all the religious and cultural activities, could take place. The church was also to be a place where newcomers could go if they needed help with getting a job or getting settled in. Since the community way, those in need knew where to go for assistance. The church building was a place to pray, and also to contribute to the growth of the individual as a whole: 
	had grown so much, it was not as easy to find people to help and, in this 

	It is amazing when one realizes all the effort, all the long hours of work and all the motivation that went into raising the money and then renovating the building for the community. To raise the money the community used dinners, dances, bazaars, booths at the Danbury Fair, door-to-door knocking and telethons, because the more raised the better. The whole community became involved and all disagreements were put aside because they had a common goal. Many Portuguese immigrants worked without getting paid a ce
	-

	tor who is available for spiritual guidance, weekly mass and devotions and the religious celebrations so dear to the community (A. C. Azevedo, personal communication, February 2, 1998). 
	The church has approximately five hundred parishioners and a pas
	-

	Many cultural and social associations came about through the church’s intervention: Girl and Boy Scouts, youth groups and folklore singing (M. C. Mimoso, personal communication, February 27, 1998). 
	groups that keep the Portuguese flame alive through their dancing and 

	Also in the year of 1982, the Portuguese school began to function in 
	the rectory because the pastor gave up his room in order for the children to have a place to receive their education. It was not until 1987 that the school had its own building and was named  after one of its greatest promoters. It still functions in this building today. The school now has over 40 students and three teachers and it is able to persist thanks to the tuition the parents pay. It has little support from the Portuguese or American governments. It is truly created for and by the community. 
	Escola Manuel Cipriano

	There was one sad episode that showed how united and how much home-town spirit there was among the community. This was the unforall the information on how it was thought to have started, the death of an elderly Portuguese man, the rescue procedures, but nothing about the solidarity that came afterwards. Even the seven families who were left homeless were amazed at the speed and the care the community took in helping them. The radio station, near the burned building, and the church immediately started a clot
	-
	tunate fire of March 1984. It made the first page of the local paper with 
	(Fernandes, originally Ventura’s) on the first floor, a Portuguese grocery store that had been there since the ’30s. It was wonderful to see that a 

	The number of Portuguese-owned businesses is so great now that it is even hard to be exact about their number. From jewelry stores to construction companies, to travel agencies, to bakeries: the number is immense. All have Portuguese-speaking employees and all cater to the Portuguese and American communities in the best way they know how. Many of them sell products that have come directly from Portugal. It reminds one simultaneously how Portugal is so far away and yet so close. 
	Not only has the Portuguese community gone into business, but it has also concentrated more on education. Nowadays, all students go ant for all Portuguese youth, even going back to the ’60s, to have a Portu-
	Not only has the Portuguese community gone into business, but it has also concentrated more on education. Nowadays, all students go ant for all Portuguese youth, even going back to the ’60s, to have a Portu-
	through high school and most of them finish college. It was very import
	-

	guese lawyer practicing in the community. This proved that taking other avenues was a possibility. Now the range of professions occupied by Portuguese people is varied. They are at almost every level of life in Danbury: doctors, engineers, teachers, nurses, accountants—the list could go on. The community no longer has to worry about having Portuguese people in high places because it has become a reality. There are even several members of the city common council that are Portuguese, showing that they have ev
	-
	-
	-


	The more educated members of the community also keep in contact with the Portuguese culture. It becomes a means of reliving the past, of having a feeling of belonging, of telling their offspring that the Portuguese worked hard, but they were able to create an atmosphere that molded them into who they are today. They also try to help the community in any way they can. The Portuguese lawyer offered free consultations when the church building was being bought and he often aids the community without asking much
	-
	-
	that the first community of Portuguese were to each other. The sense of mutual aid has endured and influences the actions of today’s community 

	The tradition of having yearly picnics or dinners for the Portuguese regions with greater representation in the city began in the late ’40s and continues to this day (A. Ventura, personal communication, February 4, 1998). Every year immigrants from , , , and  come together with others from their village to eat, dance to Portuguese music and reminisce about the past. The important thing is that these gatherings are not limited to reliving the past; on the contrary, most of the money they make is used for the
	Folgosinho
	Ferreirós do Dão
	Ribamon-dego
	Vila Franca
	-
	proud to see it flourish with their contributions. If there is a crisis in the 

	tunate, they are able to say thank you to all who helped them back home. 
	existence through the years. It is surprising to see how interested the teenagers are in participating in this activity. Not only are they the majority in the folklore groups; they are also predominant in the drama club too. Some of these teenagers are third generation Portuguese-Americans and it is reassuring to see that they are intent on preserving the Portuguese language and culture as they learned it from their parents and even grandparents. Their participation demonstrates that it is possible to integ
	Drama groups also began in the ’30s and have been in and out of 
	-
	-
	-
	-

	A celebration that clearly demonstrates Portuguese pride and the desire to convey this pride to all around is the Portuguese Day Festivities on or around the tenth of June. The tenth of June is the day devoted to the Discoveries,  and the Portuguese communities around the world. The festivities begin with a small ceremony and the raising of in Rogers Park. The memorial commemorates Perry’s contribution to perpetuating Portuguese Day. The ceremony is followed by a Mass at the Portuguese church where members 
	Camões
	both the Portuguese and the American flags, at the John Perry Memorial 
	-
	at large. After the mass, the various floats are organized and the parade 

	tugal as themes. The folklore groups (from the church and the club) and the Sons of Portugal band make the parade come alive with their dancing and their music. During the parade, speeches are made and the community is reminded of the importance of this day for all Portuguese people around the world. 
	These floats have cultural and religious traditions, mythical and rel
	-
	evant figures of Portuguese history and the traditions of villages in Por
	-

	The parade ends at Portuguese Square with the recognition of a fellow Portuguese community member who has helped the community grow. It is a day in which the community’s pride in being Portuguese is even more evident and certainly more manifest to the entire Danbury population. 
	Figure
	The Immaculate Heart of Mary Folk Dancers participate in the Portuguese Day Celebrations. 
	It is not so much that the Portuguese Day festivities are front page news, but that the Portuguese heritage is brought to light for the entire day. The day is solely dedicated to activities related to this event. After the parade, those who contribute to the celebration eat lunch together and each year this lunch is the responsibility of either the club or the church. 
	Portuguese language and culture refers to not only the past, but also the present. The community does not dwell on the great achievements of its countrymen of hundreds of years ago. It tries to make its own place in history, the history of the Portuguese community of Danbury. Yes, it is important to know the past, for without it we would not know where we belong, but constructing the future is a task the Portuguese community takes on with great responsibility. 
	Ending this section are two quotes from a member of the Portuguese community on two different Portuguese Day festivities. One quote is a reason to keep this tradition alive: “We don’t want our children to 
	Ending this section are two quotes from a member of the Portuguese community on two different Portuguese Day festivities. One quote is a reason to keep this tradition alive: “We don’t want our children to 
	-

	forget where they came from and the achievements of our people”(M. Ribeiro, 1991). The other is the embodiment of the ideal behind the community: “Five hundred years ago, the imagination and spirit of the Portuguese people had no boundaries. I ask you to have no boundaries as we build our community right here” (M.  Ribeiro, 1992). Having no boundaries in imagination and spirit is the backbone of the community. 
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	Afterthoughts: an Interview with Vamberto Freitas 
	Millicent Borges Accardi 
	ince the 1970’s, Vamberto Freitas has published the most guese-American literature. A recognized expert on the literary landscape of the Portuguese Diaspora in the US and Canada, Freitas is a writer, essayist and literary critic from the Azores. 
	S
	significant reviews and literary criticism available on Portu
	-

	His critical works include studies and essays on American literature, and Azorean American writers. 
	Portuguese American literature and criticism, and profiles of Azorean 

	An eminent translator of Portuguese-American writers like Frank Gaspar into Portuguese, Freitas is a life-long champion of the written word. His publishing credits have included coordinating the Azorean culture Supplement (SAC) and directing the Atlantic Supplement of Arts and letters (SAAL). He is a member of the Advisory Board for the peer-reviewed  at Brown University, Rhode Island. 
	Gávea-Brown: the Bilingual Journal of Portuguese American Letters and Studies

	Born in Fontinhas, Terceira Island, Portugal, Freitas immigrated to California with his family as a child, and graduated from California State University Fullerton in 1974 with a degree in Latin American Studies. He returned to Portugal as an adult and now resides in Ponte Delgado 
	Born in Fontinhas, Terceira Island, Portugal, Freitas immigrated to California with his family as a child, and graduated from California State University Fullerton in 1974 with a degree in Latin American Studies. He returned to Portugal as an adult and now resides in Ponte Delgado 
	in The Azores. A professor at the University of the Azores, Freitas is a regular contributor to the literary supplement of the Lisbon newspaper , , and . 
	Diário de Notícias
	Salamander
	Jornal de Cultura


	We conducted this interview in English, over a period of many 
	months via email from 2013-2014.
	1 
	1 


	Your critical book , (2013) what impact do you anticipate or hope it will have on Portuguese American literature in the US? North America? Globally? 
	Millicent Borges Accardi: 
	borderCrossings

	Probably not much, I’m sorry to say. Never mind “globally.” On the other hand, we now have cultural and literary niches everywhere, due to global and instant communications. Any text published in an Azorean island can be transmitted to a fair number of interested readers everywhere, as most writers have experienced by now. Portuguese America literature is just now reaching a maturity – quantity and, I dare say, high quality – in search of a reading public, most probably still limited to a few interested aca
	Vamberto Freitas: 
	-
	-
	-

	The interest in modern Azorean literature will naturally lead to an interest in Portuguese American writing. After all, Portuguese American literary works will inevitably become part of two national canons: Amerin a globalized and increasingly standardized world, is more important to a greater number of people in all modern societies, and especially in mul-tiethnic and multicultural societies, which is practically the whole Western world. As for my book, or books, including  (Azorean Portuguese Americans an
	-
	ican and Portuguese. The question of identity in the twenty-first century, 
	-
	Imaginários Luso-America-nos e Açorianos: do outro lado do espelho

	Note: [  ] indicate comments by the interviewer and (  ) indicate notations by Vamberto Freitas 
	1 

	 received quite a few notices, and was generously reviewed by , the leading Lisbon weekly. I’ve also read with much pleasure (and sense of a “mission” on its way to being completed sometime in the future) the long interview that Michael Col-son did with the poet Carlo Matos, especially when Carlo says that my last two books of critical essays place me “on the front lines of our movement…. He brings some cohesion to what is, at the moment, nothing more than a wild bunch of hungry and exciting young writers. 
	BorderCrossings leituras transatlânticas
	Expresso
	-
	American Journal, 2013). Let me just add this: Carlo’s words are so grat
	-

	 You are working on the second volume of . What writers will be included? 
	MBA:
	borderCrossings

	 As far as Portuguese American writers are concerned, these among others: Sam Pereira, Frank X. Gaspar, Carlo Matos, Julian Silva, Darrell Kastin, Alfred Lewis, and Anthony Barcellos. I’m also about to read include her in . 
	VF:
	-
	for the first time the poet Nancy Vieira Couto, and will very probably 
	BorderCrossings II

	What do you think are the next steps in promoting Portuguese American Literature in the US? 
	MBA: 

	 I believe these steps are presently being taken. Great work is being done at the university level: anthologies such as (selected and edited by Robert Henry Moser and Antonio Luciano de Andrade Tosta) and the recently released (Gavea-Brown University Press 2012), beginning with Emma Lazarus’ words in a plaque of the Statue of Liberty, and bringing this steady poetical current from the nineteen century up to your own generation. And then there is the magazine ment of Portuguese and Brazilian Studies that sin
	VF:
	Luso-American Literature: Writings of Portuguese-Speaking Authors in North America 
	The Gávea-Brown Book of Portuguese American Poetry 
	-
	Gávea-Brown: A Bilingual Journal of Portuguese American Letters and Studies 
	(Brown University Press, 2013) of the Depart
	-

	demic and literary colleagues everywhere. 
	Here in Portugal we are also doing our part in the generalist press and other publications, with most major Portuguese universities now fairly aware of the existence of Portuguese American writers and their works. Frank X. Gaspar and Katherine Vaz have participated for many years now in colloquiums and other conferences in Portugal dealing with diaspora literatures and other narratives. In October of 2008, the University of Lisbon organized a major conference titled precisely “Narrating the Portuguese Diasp
	-
	-

	The same institution, in conjugation with the New University of Lisbon/Universidade Nova de Lisboa, will again organize in July of this the Humanities and Social Sciences, another great event under the title “Neither Here Nor There Yet Both: International Conference on the Luso-American Experience”. The yearly Disquiet Dzanc Books Literary Program in Lisbon always includes Portuguese American writers as active participants. These are huge contributions to both the dissemination and legitimization of Portugu
	year (2013), through their respective Faculty of Letters and Faculty of 
	-
	-

	As for the US, only the writers themselves and their friends in the press together with a great range of other cultural and literary publications can push for a wider reading public. It takes time, but it will happen. As our young people increasingly enroll in higher studies, they will also of their dual identities, literature remaining the most serious and lasting repository of ancestral memory and creativity. 
	-
	become aware that they are not alone in their quest or reaffirmation 

	 What do you think are important  in Portuguese literature? 
	MBA:
	motifs

	 The notion of “literature and society” has always been a strong tuguese literary modernist movement with Fernando Pessoa and Co. The question of bringing and integrating a centuries-old society into the higher European mode has been an intellectual obsession, with the individual artists and thinkers at the center of the storm. 
	VF:
	thematic pull in our literature, particularly from the so-called first Por
	-
	-

	Until very recently, Portugal has been a very homogeneous society, ethnically, religiously and culturally. The question of , or of rede
	Until very recently, Portugal has been a very homogeneous society, ethnically, religiously and culturally. The question of , or of rede
	identity
	-
	fining it, has had a rather pointed place in our best literature. It’s been 

	also an epic and anti-epic literature, either the aggrandizement of our long and troubled history, or once again the anti-epic condition after the fall of the empire, an obsessive and masochist turning inward, “the voyage in”, as Edward Said would say. 

	poetry in our days. The existential pain of being alive in this corner of southern Europe and the simultaneous impulse to move into the Atlantic, now as emigrants and not discovers and colonialists, is what marks a great part of our best writings, along with a period from the thirties until the seventies when , or the , as was once called in with American literature during the economic troubles in the thirties. 
	Obviously, the question of Europe has influenced some of our con
	-
	temporary writers, but this has only begun to color our best fiction and 
	-
	neo-realism
	protest novel
	America, reigned supreme, the leftist influence similar to what happened 

	Azorean literature, an integral part of the national canon -- even if our regional or island identity, or identities, for there has always been cultural and even linguistic diversity among the nine islands. Obviously United States. Portuguese Americans are now searching for or establishing a hybrid cultural identity, as they recognize their dual or even multiple cultural heritages as Americans and as descendants of Azorean immigrants, with many of you still having active families and/or distant but recogniz
	some continentals don’t know it yet -- has had to redefine and reaffirm 
	this also includes our first generation immigrant writers, especially in the 
	-
	-
	among most Portuguese American writers. I firmly believe they are res
	-
	cuing and redefining their own being, and choosing or constructing their 

	This is why, perhaps, American literature was, throughout twentieth century, and continues to be, one of the most vital and consequential literatures in the world. Its fantastic diversity is what feeds its greatness. No other country in the world, not a single one, can make this claim for its literary arts. The number of American writers who deserve the Nobel Prize every year would be embarrassing for the rest of us, and would cause a new type of rage among others. 
	 Why do you think P and PA literature has not taken off and become popu-
	MBA:

	lar in North America like, say for example, Cuban literature? 
	It’s an old story, Millicent. I’ll give you an example from a few years back. The American translator Gregory Rabassa (who translated , the great translation of Gabriel Garcia Marquez’ novel , and of many other Latin American and Brazilian writers as well as some Portuguese novels and creative works in different genres), after having translated João de Melo’s O Meu /, submitted it to a major publishing house in New York, and the answer came back a few days later: great novel, but nobody knows anything about
	VF: 
	One Hundred Years of Solitude
	-
	Cien anos de Soledad
	Mundo Não É Deste Reino
	My World Is Not Of This Kingdom
	-
	to wait until 2003, when an ex-student of his who was in charge (as edi
	-
	inevitability
	-
	with much help from such influential critics as Harold Bloom, as far as 

	Cuba, on the other hand, is right next door. And its political history in our time made it popular among left leaning critics and publishers, the Cuban dissidents also being supported by the other side. Cuban such authors as Carlos Fuentes, Mario Vargas Llosa and Gabriel Garcia Marquez. It seems that for Americans there are only three European countries of any import, both politically and culturally: Great Britain, Germany and France. The rest is mere “periphery”, in every sense of the word. 
	-
	-
	writers also profited from the Latin literary boom in the 60’s, started by 

	It isn’t easy to cure such long standing and entrenched ignorance, nor to say anything about the chauvinism with which Anglo Americans have always looked at southern Europe. Never mind that we’re the cradle of much that is good and virtuous in Western culture: democracy, philosophy and the arts in general (the Greeks), architecture and law (the Romans), and, yes, even the Mediterranean food is an ancient art of goodness and taste. Portugal not only “discovered” or reached most 
	It isn’t easy to cure such long standing and entrenched ignorance, nor to say anything about the chauvinism with which Anglo Americans have always looked at southern Europe. Never mind that we’re the cradle of much that is good and virtuous in Western culture: democracy, philosophy and the arts in general (the Greeks), architecture and law (the Romans), and, yes, even the Mediterranean food is an ancient art of goodness and taste. Portugal not only “discovered” or reached most 
	-

	lands that had remained unknown to most Europeans until the caravels left the Tagus River for triumph and tragedy, but began what is called today “globalization,” and on the way “pushed” our part of the world into modernity, both in science and knowledge gained from experience and pure invention. Do read the recent  (), a summing up of some of these issues by the Brown University Professor Onésimo Teotónio Almeida. 
	Utopias Em Dói Menor: Conversas Transalânticas com Onésimo
	Utopias in Transatlantic Conversations with Onesi-mus


	I might be wrong here, but Portuguese American writers will have to deal with these same issues and resistance within contemporary American culture. You’ll have to be accepted and appreciated one by one, mances. Content, theme and referential geographies will then impose themselves on other serious readers of literature. Not every writer in America has the privilege of saying: I also come from a literary tradition of a small nation that, among a few other great writers, produced Fernando Pessoa and José Sar
	-
	and through literary works that will stand first as great aesthetic perfor
	-
	-

	There is  which focuses on the Portuguese-American Diaspora. What other literary journals in the US do you read? 
	MBA: 
	The Interdisciplinary Journal of Portuguese Diaspora Studies

	The Paris ReviewWriters at WorkThe Paris Review InterviewsNew York Review of BooksThe New YorkerThe Partisan ReviewKenyon ReviewThe Southern Review
	VF: 
	, including all the interviews that were collected in the series 
	, now just called 
	, The 
	, 
	, 
	, until their last 
	issue in, I believe, 2003, 
	 and 
	. 

	I check out  every week, just in case they get distracted and review a great novel or a poetry book, or even any book of interest, such a literary biography or autobiography, and then Onésimo T. Almeida brings me piles of it that he saves every Sunday, knowing that I’ll want to feel and smell the paper! 
	The New York Times Book Review

	I used to read the British  (I have a few issues here in my bookshelf), especially when they did an issue on American or diaspora literature with writers from their ex-colonies. 
	Granta

	 What books would you use if you were teaching a Survey of Portuguese American literature in the US? 
	MBA:

	nitely use  (Moser and Andrade Tosta), , a collection of essays by Reinaldo Francisco Silva, and of course  (Clemente e Monteiro). What a great contribution the work of these academics has made to our cultural and literary canons in the diaspora, and here in Portugal. Most examples of our best prose and poems are contained within these two anthologies. I would choose some poems and prose represented in these works, and then extended passages from such works as , the autobiography of Charles Reis Felix, and 
	VF: 
	We now have, fortunately, plenty from which to choose. I would defi
	-
	Luso-American Literature: Writings by Portuguese-Speaking Authors in North America
	Portuguese American Literature
	The Gávea-Brown Book of Portuguese American Poetry
	Through a Portuguee Gate
	Never Backward: The Autobiography of Lawrence Oliver
	70’s and giving us a whole vision of Azorean immigrants in the fishing 
	Sau-dade
	Leaving Pico
	Land of Milk and Money
	dramatic writings from a first generation of writers, particularly from 

	 Can you describe a typical day? 
	MBA:

	 Early in the morning to the university, late in the afternoon home again. In between classes, I try to get done anything related to the infernal (as Jorge de Sena used to say) bureaucratic exigencies now made from every teacher in the Western world, leading, of course, to nothing most of the time. Any free minute I have, I read and/or do some writing. This is really a daily routine. I write every day, even if it is just a single line or a paragraph that will then let me {“rethink” about it} later, any text
	 Early in the morning to the university, late in the afternoon home again. In between classes, I try to get done anything related to the infernal (as Jorge de Sena used to say) bureaucratic exigencies now made from every teacher in the Western world, leading, of course, to nothing most of the time. Any free minute I have, I read and/or do some writing. This is really a daily routine. I write every day, even if it is just a single line or a paragraph that will then let me {“rethink” about it} later, any text
	VF:
	-
	Açoriano Oriental
	the Portuguese Times 
	Maré Cheia
	Portuguese Tribune
	Tribuna Portuguesa
	borderCrossings: leituras transatlânticas

	I hope they become – my own narrative as a literary and cultural history here and in the diaspora, including Brazilian literary works pertaining to our historical presence there. Volume two is almost ready. 

	During the last ten years, my personal life has been dedicated to taking care of my wife Adelaide, limiting almost totally my movements, even within the islands. I seldom participate in literary or cultural events, but then I spent a whole lifetime travelling from one conference to another. I have sort of sublimated my present condition -- plenty of time to read or need to do. 
	-
	at home, reflect upon what I read, and then do as much writing as I wish 

	 You spent most of your youth in Orange County, California: what compelled you to return to Portugal, to live? 
	MBA:

	Love. I fell in love with the woman who would become my wife when I met her at a literary conference, here in São Miguel, in 1990. But, then I was professionally ready to return to Portugal, either the continent or the Azores. I had been teaching for fourteen years at a high school in southern California, but also writing regularly for , the Lisbon leading daily until the mid-nineties, and also for Azorean and Portuguese-language weeklies in our immigrant communities. I found myself returning frequently, vi
	VF: 
	Diário de Notícias

	Everything fell into place when I met Adelaide and we decide to marry. She was my perfect companion for many years, until she got stricken with the disease that is now slowly destroying her. She was an Associate Professor of American Literature at the University of the novel  (now being translated into English in the US) shortly after she was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. Our whole life together had language and literature as the basis for our work, pleasure and passion. 
	Azores, and also an essayist, poet and novelist. Adelaide finished her 
	Sorriso Por Dentro Da Noite

	 What do you miss about California? 
	MBA:

	 Space! I miss getting on my car and driving at high speed in the early morning hours through the serpentine (out of LA) and then the 
	 Space! I miss getting on my car and driving at high speed in the early morning hours through the serpentine (out of LA) and then the 
	VF:
	flat, mythical California 99 up to Tulare, in the San Joaquin Valley, where 

	most of my family lives. I miss the best bookstores in Orange County or in the LA area, including Westwood where I used to hang out on some of hard cover remainders. I miss walking through the beautiful campus of my , California State University, at Fullerton, and sit in the quad in the California spring and summer reading a magazine or simply watching people go by, books under their arms, laughter in their hearts. 
	Saturday nights, going to film premiers or to a bookstore with huge tables 
	alma mater


	Portuguese society is in an extreme depressed state, and we hardly ray of hope that keeps us going with our lives and professional responsibilities is remembering that Portugal is almost nine hundred years old, and we always survive a maddening State governed by incompetent, corrupt and shamelessly greedy politicians. And I miss the huge cholester
	see a way out of this economic and financial mess. The only thought or 
	-
	-
	-
	ol-filled American breakfast I used to eat by stopping midway on 99, after descending the LA mountains, and right before Bakersfield. 

	 How often do you return to the US? Do you have family here? 
	MBA:

	 I used to go back every year when Adelaide [his wife] could still travel, either to visit the family in the San Joaquin Valley and in the LA area, or to participate in literary events on both coasts. Now it’s been “Europe” the more America becomes dear to me. I compare the period a real-social democrat, Franklin D. Roosevelt, and “Europe” elected Hitler, and permitted and then “accepted” the traitorous Vichy regime in France, opposed only by a handful of courageous French in the Resistance; today the US el
	VF:
	more than five years since my last visit. The more I know and experience 
	we’re living through, politically speaking, with the 30’s: America elected 
	-
	-
	-
	and my country is “occupied” by a foreign financial and political power 

	Please don’t ask me why I write “Europe” in quotation marks. I’m not the only one who does. I now dream of having my country back, and a passport that simply states: República Portuguesa/Portuguese Republic. Obviously, it’s not going to happen. Germany wants and demands a new empire, which makes me miss America, especially California, even 
	-

	more; too late at my age and present family circumstances. 
	 What are your pet peeves as far as things you do not like in writing. Techniques or gimmicks writers use that irritate you? Or maybe genres you personally dislike? 
	MBA:
	-

	 No idiotic proverbs in my writing, ever. I dislike and avoid writers who are always asking what I’m working on, just as measure of their own “greatness”, or trying their insecure ideas on you, pretending humbleness but actually getting free information out of you. I refuse to listen to a writer telling me about “constructing” a situation or character in their . I no longer get past any second page of deliberately obscure prose. No, I have never and will never read , and will die just as knowledgeable and h
	VF:
	-
	work in progress
	Finnegan’s Wake

	I don’t like reading drama, but I adore a seeing a great play. Opera, for me, is the silliest and most ingenuous genre in the arts, all that supposed love, betrayal, abandonment, blood, sweat, tears and murder -- in Italian or German, mostly. ! 
	-
	Poupa-me

	 What are you reading? What’s on your bedside table? 
	MBA:

	On my bedside table, just a Chinese alarm clock that often fails to go off. My desk here keeps on getting piled up, as with most impulsive readers and writers. At the moment I have to read books that will : , by António M. B. Machado Pires; (poems), by Frank X. Gaspar; , selected by Alice R. Clemente and George Monteiro; , by Nancy Vieira Couto; , by Mar-vine Howe; , by Michael Kazin; , by J. Rentes de Carvalho; , by Andréa Del Fuego (a Brazilian writer who received the José Saramago Literary Prize in 2011)
	VF: 
	-
	fit into the thematic line of my 
	borderCrossings
	Páginas sobre Açorianidade
	Late Rapturous 
	The Gávea-Brown Book of Portuguese American Poetry
	The Face in the Water (poems)
	Al-Andalus Rediscovered: Iberia’s New Muslims
	American Dreamers: How The Left Changed a Nation
	Mazagran: Recordações & outras fantasies
	Os Malaquias
	Exílio
	Joseph Anton: A Memoir
	The Paris Review Interviews

	 Across the board, there is a lack of exports from Portugal to the US. Portu-
	MBA:

	gal has GREAT wines, foods, music and yet most are unknown in the United States. Other small countries seem to have their cultural exports more widely adopted and enjoyed. Why do you think Portugal has been ignored? Hidden? 
	 I believe I have given some tentative answers to some of your previous questions. We have never been part of the American imaginary, or ure in the imagination of some American intellectuals and academics at a higher level. When most American writers think of us, from Mark Twain to John Steinbeck, for example, we’d rather be forgotten: all their prejudices and Anglo-American chauvinism come forth. Again, ignorance is, unfortunately, a universal vice or a widespread condition. 
	VF:
	-
	imagination. Their loss, obviously. But you have to remember that we fig
	-
	-

	{for example, in , Twain writes in a passage about visiting The Azores: “The community is eminently Portuguese--that is to say, it is slow, poor, shiftless, sleepy, and lazy.”} 
	Innocents Abroad

	Even when Barak Obama, in a speech about a year ago, wanted to score some points with the American public, he cried out that “We’re not Portugal.” Well, no, we existed centuries before the United States became a super power, before America, as an organized country, was even “imagined”, and we “connected the world” (as CNN International likes do brag for themselves) way before the pilgrims arrived at the Plymouth rocks, and we also demonstrated to the rest of Europe that they would not fall off the water if 
	-
	The Lusiads 
	the Far East that the English are still trying to figure how to use in their 

	Yes, we’re just a small country of a little over ten million people, and presently going through some rough waters. But we’re used to them, we’re survivors. We’ve been around for a long time, and will continue to be around for a long time, European Union -- or no European Union. 
	 Can you give us a short quote from something you have written? 
	MBA:

	 From a critical piece (1980) published in  on a book of great poetical prose, , by Urbino de San-Payo, 
	VF:
	The Portuguese Tribune
	Plural Transitivo

	A América tornou-se-lhe, como talvez para a maioria de nós, numa espécie de ‘bela indesejada’, um fruto proibitivo e logo saboroso demais para largar. Parte dele (de nós) morreu cá; parte dele (de nós) nasceu cá. É de toda essa ambiguidade que nascem as presentes crónicas. Está agora a pagar, com paciência e estilo próprio, a sua pena
	an immigrant from northern Portugal, who lived with his wife for many years in Beverly Hills while in the service of some movie barons: “
	”. 

	Translation: “America became for him, maybe for most of us, a kind of ‘Undesired Beauty,’ a forbidden fruit, thus too tasty to let go. Part of him (of us) died here; part of him (of us) was born there. It is out of this ambiguity that these chronicles are born. He is now paying, in patience and in his own style, his sentence” (translated by Elisabeth Figueiredo Kastin). 
	 What frustrates you with your writing? 
	MBA:

	 Writing has always been a pleasure for me. What frustrates me? The new graphics in most Portuguese periodicals: it’s as if now the text illustrates the pictures, rather than the other way around. Space! Write just few words, they demand, even if to discuss with readers a great and complex novel, or any other book! Therefore, I feel privileged in writing for ,  and  -- all the space I need within rational limits. I could publish more often in Lisbon, but book reviews or essays are relegated to whatever corn
	VF:
	Açoriano Oriental
	The Portuguese Times
	Tribuna Portuguesa
	New York Review of Books

	 Is there something you are trying to accomplish but haven’t yet? 
	 Is there something you are trying to accomplish but haven’t yet? 
	MBA:

	 Write a literary biography of my Azorean generation, both here and in the United States. Write a book on some currents in the criticism and essays of Edmund Wilson. 
	VF:

	 Do you think there is such as thing as Portuguese American or Portuguese-Canadian literature (as a separate canon?). Like, for example, Italian-American literature? If so, what are the “markers” of Portuguese North American writing? 
	MBA:
	-
	-
	-


	 Yes, I do, but limited to the United States. Portuguese-Canadians 
	VF:

	are still lagging behind in their writings in which Portuguese ancestral roots would be present. However, we have two great Portuguese-Canadian writers that I am aware of, and I have written on their novels:  (translated into Portuguese as ) and , by Erika Vasconcelos, and (translated as ), by Anthony De Sa. There is an Angolan-born writer, Paulo da Costa, residing in British Columbia, who has a very good book of interrelated short stories, . But a “canon” they do not make, yet. 
	-
	My Darling Dead Ones
	Meus Queridos Mortos
	Between the Stillness and the Grove
	Barnacle Love 
	Terra Nova
	The Scent of a Lie

	I do believe, however, that there is now a substantial canon of Portuguese American literature. One cannot use numbers {of books} to {of books written by Portuguese-Americans} in the US has been developing at a great pace (thanks also to your generation) and with undeniable quality. Of course, this is always a subjective judgment – as all judgments are -- on any critic’s part. 
	-
	define a “canon,” but from the 90’s up to today our literary production 
	-
	-

	There is now a whole literary  which distinguishes itself for having a clear thematic unifying line: the Portuguese experience of being either a son or daughter, or even of a generation further removed from its roots, of immigrants from all parts of Portugal, the Continent or the islands, in America. In addition, all of these writers (some mentioned here, many others not), whether in prose, poetry or in any other form, make multiple artistic callings on their ancestral histories and memories. As for Portugu
	corpus

	After all, all American literature, from its very beginnings, is richly “divided” into a great human or ethnic mosaic: Anglo-Americans, Irish-Americans, Afro-Americans, Hispanic-Americans, Jewish-Americans, Southern Literature, etc. Yet, they, or at least most of them, all example, in , in which even an Indian-American and award-wining writer, Bharati Mukherjee (who is a friend of Katherine Vaz, let’s appreciate these connections for they are very important) is present. There is no other country in the worl
	After all, all American literature, from its very beginnings, is richly “divided” into a great human or ethnic mosaic: Anglo-Americans, Irish-Americans, Afro-Americans, Hispanic-Americans, Jewish-Americans, Southern Literature, etc. Yet, they, or at least most of them, all example, in , in which even an Indian-American and award-wining writer, Bharati Mukherjee (who is a friend of Katherine Vaz, let’s appreciate these connections for they are very important) is present. There is no other country in the worl
	-
	fit into the national canon of American literature, as is shown, for 
	The Heath Anthology of American Literature

	believe we’ll get there, despite some of the historical attitudes we’ll have to overcome, mentioned before in our conversation. 
	We’ve been much distanced from these cultural objectives, but I firmly 


	Who are your favorite Portuguese writers? Can you share a significant line or 
	MBA: 
	passage and explain its importance? 

	 Eça de Queirós, Fernando Pessoa, Jorge de Sena, José Rodrigues Miguéis, Eugénio Lisboa, Onésimo T. Almeida, Urbano Bettencourt, João de Melo, Eduardo Lourenço, Almeida Faria, and many other liter-ary modernists, including a good number of Azorean, Brazilian and, of course, Portuguese American writers. Camões is a founding father, and anti-imperialist European writer. Wish he’d be around for us in these darkened times. 
	VF:
	one loves him as such, as well as Fernão Mendes Pinto, the first great 

	Jorge de Sena, from his great poem “In Crete, With the Minotaur”, in a translation by George Monteiro (): 
	In Crete, With the Minotaur and Other Poems

	I shall collect nationalities like shirts that are shed – 
	I shall collect nationalities like shirts that are shed – 
	One wears them and one throws them away – with all the respect 
	Due clothes one has worn and which have given good wear. 
	I am my own homeland. The homeland 

	I write about is the language into which by chance of generations I was born. 
	This is, for me, part of the greatest emigrant/immigrant poem ever written in the Portuguese language. It encapsulates all the themes, all the anxieties suffered, I believe, by all those who, willingly or unwillingly, say very little to their hearts. It is a ferociously anti-nationalist poem, yet patriotic in the best sense of the word: adherence to a language, solidarity with all who become the  anywhere, and yet survive with courage and dignity. 
	become strangers in a strange land, when flags and national anthems 
	-
	others

	If I asked you at age 12 what you wanted to be when you grew up, what would you have said? 
	If I asked you at age 12 what you wanted to be when you grew up, what would you have said? 
	MBA: 

	 Underwater archeologist, after having read a book by Jacques Cous-
	VF:


	teau, whose title I don’t remember, about his underwater explorations of ancient civilizations in the Adriatic Sea. There was just a little problem to swim! I believe I’ve always been a continental posing as an islander. 
	with my early ambition: I’m terrified of the ocean, and never learned how 

	 Who has been your biggest influence? Or mentor? 
	MBA:

	 Three great professors at California State University, Fullerton: Nancy T. Baden (Portuguese and Brazilian literatures), Michael Holland (American and European literatures), and William Koon (American, particularly Southern, literature). They taught me the essential theorical or that great literature is always a portrait not only of an individual and his circumstances – as Ortega y Gasset wrote – but also of a whole society or community. All the rest is wasteful narcissistic gesture that may be fun but inc
	VF:
	-
	hermeneutical approaches to any text, but also gave me the firm idea 

	Then there was my epiphanic discovery of Edmund Wilson in the early 70’s. Again, literature, society and history are the fundamental references of all great prose and poetry. He showed me that clear and concise writing can only come from deep involvement with a text, from an almost intuitive understanding of subtexts and historical undercurrents in any narrative. He seldom wrote on books he didn’t like, rather ignored or dismissed them in private letters, as he did with his friend/nemesis Vladimir Nabokov a
	-
	-
	Lolita
	-

	He was also a master of, let’s say, critical creative writing, using and elevating the good works of others while creating his own narratives on American literature and culture. On the other hand, Wilson was the to minority cultures and ethnic literatures:  (1956),  (1960), and even Canadian literature, almost totally ignored in the US when he published include here  (1959). More than from anybody else, I drew from him the certainty that those small literatures not only have to be given their due, but that 
	He was also a master of, let’s say, critical creative writing, using and elevating the good works of others while creating his own narratives on American literature and culture. On the other hand, Wilson was the to minority cultures and ethnic literatures:  (1956),  (1960), and even Canadian literature, almost totally ignored in the US when he published include here  (1959). More than from anybody else, I drew from him the certainty that those small literatures not only have to be given their due, but that 
	first great, canonical critic of the twentieth century to dedicate himself 
	Red, Black, Blond and Olive: Studies of Four Civilizations
	Apologies to the Iroquois
	O Canada: An American’s Notes on Canadian Culture 
	(1963). We may even 
	The Scrolls from the Dead Sea

	and contributions to the building of societies, to the sharing of their humanity with all others. He did this while explaining to the American tivated in America, with New York as the center or heart for invention and literary daring. 
	readers the early literary modernism, coming first from Europe (
	Axel’s Castle: A Study in the Imaginative Literatures of 1870-1930 
	(1930) and cul
	-


	 What draws you to literature? 
	MBA:

	 All of the above. 
	VF:

	 Is there a tune or music that has affected you? 
	MBA:

	 “The World Over”, by Frank Sinatra, and recently “Saudade,” by Mariza, from her fantastic album . “Adagios” by Albinoni and “The Four Seasons” by Vivaldi always affect my state of mind, help me remember that sadness and happiness are most natural feelings or sentiments shared by all humanity, as dark winter is followed by spring and summer. 
	VF:
	Terra
	-

	 The critic and writer George Monteiro at Brown University states, “It is time for an anthology of Portuguese American poetry. If it cannot be called ; we propose to call it, with little or no levity, .” What impact do you think this anthology will have? 
	MBA:
	The Oxford Book of Portuguese American Verse
	The Gávea-Brown Book of Portuguese American Verse

	 I have it here in front of me, to read word by word, line by line, including every biographical note of the twenty four poets gathered in its pages. It is one of the greatest and timely contributions to Portuguese American literature, encompassing various generations, from Emma Lazarus in the ninetieth century to the present. You won’t say it, but I will: your poetry opens the anthology. Congratulations on being so prominently present in such a book. 
	VF:

	I also want to take this opportunity to state the following: No one among us has even a fraction of the work in bringing Portuguese American literature to the forefront as Professor, essayist and poet George Monteiro. Fortunately, since  was also organized and selected by Alice R. Clemente, his own poetry has been justly included in these pages. His poems in  (1982) and in  (1988) are now part of the 
	-
	The Gávea-Brown Book of Portuguese American Poetry
	The Coffee Exchange
	Double Weaver’s Knot

	canon we’ve been discussing along this conversation. 
	I can think of no more important and, once again, timely book for all of us – it is now a permanent book of academic reference, pure pleasure as text, setter of standards among future poets. I also appreciate the criteria in putting it together, and I’ll quote from the introduction: “Early on, we determined that our selection of poetry by Portuguese Americans would be governed by aesthetic rather cultural criteria… While it will include poems on Portuguese American themes, the major criterion for inclusion 
	-

	And so it should be. No hiding here behind fabricated identity excuses. Yet, it is also, and rightly so, questions of  that come forth in these marvelous and competent poems. All literature is memory and institution either in the US or in Portugal has done as much since the 70’s to promote Portuguese American writers – and, no, I’m not forgetting anybody or any other institution. George Monteiro and Onésimo T. Almeida started it all, and now with active collaboration of Professor Alice R. Clemente, secretar
	identity
	identity, confirmation or an exercise in the search for them. Not a single 
	-
	Gávea-Brown: a Bilingual Journal of Portuguese American Letters and Studies
	Gávea-Brown 
	continues to be the flag publication for Portuguese American writing -- essays, book reviews, fiction, poetry and any document pertinent to our studies or curiosity in this field. 

	With the contributions of Tagus Press at UMass, Dartmouth, directed by General Editor Frank F. Sousa, in publishing or republishing books by Portuguese American authors of all generations, we are now probably in a much better cultural and literary position than many other ethnic or minority writers. 
	 Can you share an excerpt of what you are working on right now? 
	MBA:

	 The pleasure is all mine. From a review of , by Professor and essayist António Manuel Ferreira, from the University of Aveiro talks about the poetry of Joaquim Manuel Magalhães, in ‘ consequences of place or already known Royal ‘ in a ‘ back to the poetry from seventies contravenes a ‘ lyricism ‘ hollow and empty of collective sense, I believe that we will also be able to deduce 
	 The pleasure is all mine. From a review of , by Professor and essayist António Manuel Ferreira, from the University of Aveiro talks about the poetry of Joaquim Manuel Magalhães, in ‘ consequences of place or already known Royal ‘ in a ‘ back to the poetry from seventies contravenes a ‘ lyricism ‘ hollow and empty of collective sense, I believe that we will also be able to deduce 
	VF:
	Sinais de Fogo: Estudos de Literatura

	that the vision of the critic and essayist in these texts takes us to the age-old question of ‘ literature and society ‘, that is, each text is not only by express their interior design writer or poet, for the originality with which sees itself and the ability to transform their existential condition in art, as in particular the place to which it belongs, individual and community or society in a Dialogic inevitable, standing out the whole spirit of a particular human geography and of an era.” 
	-


	 What do you think writers can do to enhance communication between North America and Portugal? 
	MBA:

	 Continue to do the things you’re now doing: publishing, going to readings and conferences, coming to Portugal every chance you get, participate, when invited, in writing and discussion programs, such as the summer gathering of Disquiet, in Lisbon. We here in Portugal should organize more literary events for that very purpose throughout the academic year, and of course invite as many Portuguese American writers in sight, despite government propaganda to the contrary. 
	VF:
	-
	-
	as financial support permits. Unfortunately, you know all too well of our current national situation, financial and economic meltdown with no end 

	 Why do you think so few Portuguese writers’ work is translated into English? 
	MBA:

	 Only a very few foreign writers sell well in the US. Without generous writers, some of the best in contemporary European literature, would quickly end up in the remainder tables. But again, this is also true of many of the best and serious American writers. Our personal collection tion, poetry and essays of all types and subjects was practically all bought from those tables when Adelaide and I made frequent trips to America. 
	VF:
	institutional financial support nothing can de done about it. Most of our 
	here in our house, with thousands of American hard cover books of fic
	-

	 Why do you think the immigrant experience can be bitter sweet? 
	MBA:

	 The greatest spiritual and cultural hurt happens when you leave family, friends, language, and all native references built and cultivated over many generations to restart life in a foreign and distant land. Eventually, the immigrant readjusts and assimilates a new way of being and living, even reinventing his language, creating new families through marriages 
	VF:
	-

	and births of sons, daughters, and the following generations. 
	Nevertheless, an immigrant will forever be a divided soul, permanently longing for what has been lost: longing for his/her homeland, and in periodical visits, if they happen, longing for the new county and the acquired costums. But the Portuguese people have made movement from one continent to another a historical way of being in the world, accept for our traditional elite, always steady, rapacious and unjust. Exactly what we are living at this moment. Just in the last few years, over two hundred thousand o
	-
	-
	-

	 Which comes first? The character or the plot? 
	MBA:

	 Character, of course. Plot is really out of fashion, unless you’re reading a political or a crime thriller. I myself am a great fan of Raymond Chandler ( and ), and of Rubem Fonseca (and), Brazilian novelist, and one of the best writers of the Portuguese language who rightly combines he received the most prestigious literary prize in the Portuguese-speaking world, Prémio Camões. 
	VF:
	-
	The Long Goodbye
	The Lady In The Lake
	A Grande Arte 
	 Agosto
	politics and delinquent crime in all his novels and short stories. In 2003, 

	 Do you consider yourself a realist or a romantic? 
	MBA:

	Perhaps a romantic realist? This is what keeps me, and I think most Portuguese, going. We believe in ourselves despite a country that has been searching for its rightful place in the world since the loss of the empire. We bite our lips and dry our tears, but keep going. Anywhere in the world! A few days ago a television program discussed and showed young and older Portuguese people in other countries in Europe, and far away (Australia and Hong Kong, for example). They talked about missing family and friends
	Perhaps a romantic realist? This is what keeps me, and I think most Portuguese, going. We believe in ourselves despite a country that has been searching for its rightful place in the world since the loss of the empire. We bite our lips and dry our tears, but keep going. Anywhere in the world! A few days ago a television program discussed and showed young and older Portuguese people in other countries in Europe, and far away (Australia and Hong Kong, for example). They talked about missing family and friends
	VF: 
	-

	is our people, a great people, or no less greater than those of any other nationality or country. 

	 is the author of three poetry books: , , and  (forthcoming Salmon Press Ireland). She is the recipient of fellowships from the National Endowment for the Arts (NEA), Fulbright, CantoMundo, the California Arts Council, Fundação Luso-Americana (FLAD), Formby Foundation at Texas Tech and the Barbara Deming Foundation and has been a writer in residence at Keystone College, The Muse, University of Texas at Austin, and Nimrod at University of Oklahoma. She organizes the literary series “Kale Soup for the Soul,” 
	Millicent Borges Accardi
	Injuring Eternity
	Woman on a Shaky Bridge
	Only More So
	-
	-
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	DOCUMENTS 

	Captain Manuel Zora, Provincetown 
	George Monteiro 
	remembered (but only vaguely) having previously encountered the name when I saw it typed over a half-page of Louis Sheaf-fer’s notes—“Manuel Zora—Provincetown.”  A seasoned news reporter and columnist, Sheaffer was then working on a biography of the playwright Eugene O’Neill.
	I 
	1 
	1 


	Sheaffer’s notes suggest that Manuel Zora’s memories of the playwright smack of local legendry, especially what Zora says is corroborated by no one else.  In the 1910s and early 1920s O’Neill spent a good deal of time in Provincetown, for a while, along with his wife the writer Agnes useful to Sheaffer, these notes, foreshortened as they appear to be, nevertheless piqued my interest in Manuel Zora.  They brought to the fore a si-folkloric import.  His given name—Manuel—indicated that in all likelihood Manue
	-
	Bolton and their son Shane, as a year-round inhabitant. Not specifically 
	-
	figure Provincetown history vaguely remembered by me as one of qua
	-
	-

	Notes by Louis Sheaffer, “Manuel Zora—Provincetown,” Sheaffer-Eugene O’Neill Collection, Shain Library, Connecticut College, New London, Connecticut. 
	1 
	-

	bell in my ears.  Was “Zora,” I considered, a made-up name in and for America, something concocted at Ellis Island, perhaps, by an ignorant to  Manuel for the rest of his life?  Or was it a perfectly good Portuguese surname, one that might be explained as deriving from a common trade or now arcane occupation, a village or other geographical place or feature?  A check of my pocket Portuguese-English dictionary offered a for “zorra” is “an old fox.  Now that was news to me, since the only Portuguese word for 
	immigration official eager to get on with his work, a name that had stuck 
	-
	solution right off. While it does not list “zora,” the first meaning it gives 
	-
	“The Sea Fox.” He had earned this honorific epithet for his skill in never 

	he recalled that the young O’Neill was a poor drinker—“eight drinks and he’d be pretty stewed”—and when a barroom argument (usually started and say, “Go ahead, Manny.”  Zora felt the playwright was “damn close to a genius,” but “wasn’t really a nice person.”  But “we respected one another,’ he insisted.  He felt I was good in my line, as he is in his,” conceded Captain Zora.   If O’Neill’s “line” was drama or literature, Zora’s Captain Zora was not impressed with O’Neill’s knowledge of the sea or his experi
	Manuel Zora was already celebrated as a skilful fisherman when he first met Eugene O’Neill. Seven years younger than the budding writer, 
	by O’Neill) came to the point of a fight, he would get behind Zora 
	-
	was fishing and, during the years of Prohibition, rum-running. And if 

	Manuel Zora was born in 1895 in Portugal, in the Algarvian seacoast alone in the United States in his mid-teens, and, at the age of eighty-four, died in Portugal.  He had gone back in Olhão, probably in 1962, where as an “americano” (a returned Portuguese who even gave English lessons at about, holding forth about his rum-running days in Provincetown and 
	fishing village of Olhão (where smuggling was wide-spread), arrived 
	times) he was a figure interesting enough to be interviewed and written 

	the celebrities he had met.
	2 
	2 


	had tried on several other hats.  He modeled for at least one artist, ran a restaurant (the “White Whale”) in the 1920s, and performed with the Provincetown group, “The Wharf Players,” notably in the lead role in expertise and derring-do as a rum-runner that turned him into one of Provincetown’s own year-round celebrities.  In fact, so well-known was Zora’s rum-running that in 1956 he became the subject of a book.  Published by the reputable New York publisher, Thomas Y. Crowell,  bears the subtitle “The Ad
	During his Provincetown years, besides fishing and rum-running, he 
	“Fish for Friday,” a play about Portuguese fishermen by Arthur Robin
	-
	son, produced in 1932.
	3 
	3 

	But it was his prowess as a fisherman and his 
	-
	The Sea Fox

	occasions—such as the ceremonies surrounding the visit of the ship children—on his dragger, “Sea Hawk,” at no charge—to get an up-close look at the replica of the historical ship.  And his patriotism extended beyond such local matters to the broader sweep of national politics and issues.  In the late 1940s he took great interest in the policies of Henry Wallace, the Progressive Party’s candidate for President of the United States, going so far as to campaign on his behalf in several cities.  At a later time
	In his later years Captain Zora became a fixture at public patriotic 
	Mayflower II to Provincetown in 1957 when he took ten boatloads of 
	-
	4
	4

	Boston Globe
	5
	5


	2 
	2 
	http://www.olhao.web.pt/Personalidades/Zora.htm 
	http://www.olhao.web.pt/Personalidades/Zora.htm 


	“Plays Current at Summer Theatres,” 
	3 
	Boston Globe
	, July 3, 1932, p. A29. 

	Frank Crotty, , (Barre, MA: Barre Gazette, 1958); 
	4 
	Provincetown Profiles and Others on Cape Cod
	http://capecodhistory.us/genealogy/family/f1096.html 
	http://capecodhistory.us/genealogy/family/f1096.html 


	“Free Rides to See Mayflower Thrills Provincetown Youth,” June 13, 1957, p. 3. 
	5 
	Boston Globe
	, 

	there is a sort of monument to him in literature.  In O’Neill’s great trilogy of plays, man, with a hoarse bass voice.  He has matted gray hair and a big grizzled mustache.  He is sixty.” He is drunk, as are his drinking friends, and in the course of their drinking the old captain “bursts into song”: 
	-
	Mourning Becomes Electra 
	(1931) there appears “a Portuguese fishing captain,” one Joe Silva.” O’Neill describes him: “a fat boisterous 
	6
	6


	A bottle of beer and bottle of gin 
	And a bottle of Irish whiskey oh! 
	And a bottle of Irish whiskey oh! 
	So early in the morning 
	A sailor likes his bottle oh!  

	A moment or two later, Joe exclaims, regarding the wife of one of his companions, “By God, if ghosts look like the livin’, I’d let Ezra’s woman’s ghost set on my lap!  ().”  This remark is compatible with Manny Zora’s reputation as a lover (or, at least, kisser). In , Frank Crotty reports what one of Manny’s friends told him about “a demonstration of love-making” that Manny once gave. 
	He smacks his lips lasciviously
	Provincetown Profiles

	It seems Manny was standing by during a rehearsal of a group of P’town actors. The leading man, playing the role of a was doing a poor job of it and getting the director exasperated. Finally the director spotted Manny. 
	Portuguese fisherman, was making love to the leading lady. He 

	“Hey, Manny,” he yelled, “go up there on the stage and show 
	this fellow how a Portuguese fisherman makes love.” 

	“Will I!” Manny hooted, rolling up his sleeves. 
	“Will I!” Manny hooted, rolling up his sleeves. 
	They say the actress escaped with minor injuries.
	7 
	7 



	In O’Neill’s play the choric banter between Joe Silva and his buddies continues beyond his smacking his lips “lasciviously.”  Turning to another of his companions, the Captain promises jokingly (in bad taste): “I’ll water your grave every Sunday after church!  That’s the kind of man I be, by God.  I don’t forget my friends when they’re gone!” (818)  Later he offers testimony on the existence of ghosts: “There is 
	-

	Joseph Wood Krutch (New York: Modern Library, n.d.), pp. 683-867. 
	6 
	Eugene O’Neill, 
	Mourning Becomes Electra
	, in 
	Nine Plays by Eugene O’Neill
	, intr. 

	7 
	7 
	http://capecodhistory.us/genealogy/family/f1096.html 
	http://capecodhistory.us/genealogy/family/f1096.html 


	ghosts, by God!  My cousin, Manuel, he seen one!  Off on a whaler in the injun Ocean, that was.  A man got knifed and pushed overboard. After than on moonlight nights, they’d see him a-settin’ on the yards and hear him moanin’ to himself.  Yes, sir, my cousin Manuel, he ain’t no liar neither—’ceptin’ when he’s drunk—and he seen him with his own eyes!” (818-19).  Incidentally, as I read about Captain Manny Zora’s many and various exploits—the weathering of squalls and storms at sea and his evasion of Coast G
	thought that this historical avatar of the Provincetown fishing boat cap
	-
	tain may be a precursor of the fictional grandfather in 
	Leaving Pico
	8
	8

	Caravella
	, who will not die until he has fin
	-
	of the 38-foot “Mary Ellen,” fabled fisherman, and ultra professional 
	dory fishing” (2).  

	Frank X. Gaspar,  (Hanover and London: University Press of New England, 1999). 
	8 
	Leaving Pico

	Ecuadorian Journal (1970) 
	George Monteiro 
	uring my year-and-a-half stay in Brazil as Fulbright professor of American literature at the University of Sao Paulo, in 1969-70, I was asked by the United States Information Service (U.S.I.S.) to give lectures throughout much of the country. In February 1970, I also agreed to teach for two weeks in Guayaquil, Ecuador. While in Ecuador I kept a journal. To be sure, nothing extraordinary happened in Ecuador while I was there, certainly nothing that would lished until now. 
	D
	-
	-
	make my notations of historical significance. It has remained unpub
	-

	Guayaquil 
	15.2.70. 
	15.2.70. 
	15.2.70. 
	Saw a passing bus named “Moby Dick”—many buses here have individual names. Reminded me of Melville’s Quito doubloon and the fact that somehow Melville, indirectly or directly, is remembered here. high and only twelve miles from the equator. In the course of the afternoon I learned that Ecuador has its currency printed outside the country. 
	Guayaquil is 288 miles away from the capital city of Quito, 9 375 feet 
	-


	17.2.70. 
	17.2.70. 
	Visited the “Museu de Ouro” (Prehistoric Art), looking for Melville’s coin, but there weren’t any coins there. While walking around I ran into, on Rua Victor M. Rundou, a sign for medical services: 
	Visited the “Museu de Ouro” (Prehistoric Art), looking for Melville’s coin, but there weren’t any coins there. While walking around I ran into, on Rua Victor M. Rundou, a sign for medical services: 
	+
	+
	+
	 Policlinicas Navas 





	Cirurgia del Cerebro Hemorragia Cerebral Traumatismo de Craneo Columna Vertebral 
	A found poem. I photographed the sign. Maybe it will come out. 
	19.2.70. 
	19.2.70. 
	19.2.70. 
	Found something else last night. Stepped off the sidewalk Terrible smell. Also walked by an open shop displaying American-style metal caskets. As with all other shops of all other types, the protective door was up and one could walk in directly from the street. There were a half-dozen caskets, perhaps, displayed on stands and camions. There is constantly an armed soldier outside the entrance to the Centro Ecuatori-he was sitting facing the entrance, having his shoes shined by a little boy. His gun he held l
	Found something else last night. Stepped off the sidewalk Terrible smell. Also walked by an open shop displaying American-style metal caskets. As with all other shops of all other types, the protective door was up and one could walk in directly from the street. There were a half-dozen caskets, perhaps, displayed on stands and camions. There is constantly an armed soldier outside the entrance to the Centro Ecuatori-he was sitting facing the entrance, having his shoes shined by a little boy. His gun he held l
	into the flow before a stopped sewer. Half way up my right pants leg. 
	ano Norte Americano. He wears an automatic rifle. Today, when I arrived 
	-

	in introducing her as she took in telling us about Peruvian poetry. He even recited one of her poems, following it with the breathless comment that there was nothing he could now say. After the talk every woman in cheek. Strange that the Bi-National Ecuadorian who recommended the talk to me did not show up, and the Ecuadorian who backed her up appeared, but only to introduce the introducer, immediately disappearing out of the door after doing so and not to return at all. 
	the place filed along for a congratulatory peck at the honored Peruvian 




	Earlier I visited an art gallery which was displaying works by conwho showed me around (they were interested because I had asked the young, good-looking receptionist whether they had a catalogue for the show— and I had spoken in English) and explained paintings and artists. Later it was revealed that one of them, Hernan Zungi (?), aged 25, a poet and painter. He informed me that avant-garde painting in Guayaquil was far superior to the painting exhibited in this gallery. He had been refused space in this pa
	-
	temporary Ecuadorian artists. Talked to two young men, aged 23 and 25, 
	having been influenced by the drawings in the periodical 
	Screw
	-
	badly to be of it. They guessed that I was twenty-five, and hence of their 

	20.2.70. 
	20.2.70. 
	20.2.70. 
	me and the other gringos at this Bi-National Center Conference by begging us to ask him to recite one stanza—any stanza—of Poe’s “The Raven.” I asked him to recite the sixth, and he promptly did so, going on afterwards to the seventh stanza. Later, wanting to repeat his triumph, he begged me to name another stanza. I did. The thirteenth. He thought for thirty seconds and once again came up with it verbatim. An amazing performance. A questionable talent. 
	The U.S.I.S. Cultural Affairs Officer, Jack Bright, surprised 
	-



	Quito 
	21.2.70. 
	21.2.70. 
	21.2.70. 
	about ten or eleven straddled another chick (about 2), holding her down 
	about ten or eleven straddled another chick (about 2), holding her down 
	Watched from second floor window while an Indian girl 

	while she picked nits or lice out of its hair and off its clothes, and eating the lice all the while (at least so it appeared to me). At times the older child kissed the younger one on the mouth. Later on they pretended to box. This took place on the elevated landing alongside the steps leading to the side entrance of one of the huge churches in Quito. It was was delayed nearly two hours because the Quito airport was shut down because of heavy fog. In early afternoon it rained—a cold rain—just after I’d had
	-
	cloudy and cool when I arrived this morning. The flight from Guayaquil 
	-
	dollars when quoting prices. Got into difficulty with one bag-man who 
	una otra cosa
	at my back of “Get out, get out.” By then, I was about fifteen feet away. I turned around angrily and stood there scowling at him for ten or fif
	-
	Discretion is the lasting part of valor, especially for an identified gringo in his first hours in a strange city. By that time, about three or four, it 




	became a symbol for my depression, one which was constantly before my eyes since this city is full of them. I doubt that I shall ever try to buy another. The hills which surround Quito are lovely, even on a dark, cloudy day such as this has been. Some, of course, are the high peaks of mountains far off from the city. The near hills have houses all the way difference is that these houses, unlike the shacks in Rio, do not belong to the . Tomorrow, a Sunday, I shall dutifully tour some churches, Quito. I guess
	up, or at least 2/3 of the way up. It reminded me, obviously, of Rio. The 
	favelados
	take some pictures. It is now 7 p.m. I have not enjoyed my first day in 
	conventionally shaped coffins in the less affluent. Passed one funeral 

	22.2.70. Still Quito. While shaving, heard loud martial music in the street. Saw from the window that the music was being made by two 
	22.2.70. Still Quito. While shaving, heard loud martial music in the street. Saw from the window that the music was being made by two 
	bands, one traditionally military, the other Nelson Eddy-military, marching quickly up the street by the Plaza de la Independencia. Went out fairly early to buy stamps, and then took a couple of pictures, one of the huge cathedral at the Plaza San Francisco, another off to north, across the square, of one of the uninhabited hillsides. Ran across a couple more suggests to the statistician that the mortality rate must be high. To the humanist it suggests that the Spanish have indelibly marked Quito with a med
	-
	funerarias 
	as well as a coffin-maker. The latter’s door was wide-open and his shop was stacked up with unpainted wooden coffins of all sizes. This 
	Memento mori
	nuns, brothers, cathedrals, churches, and coffin-shops, there is no won
	-
	-
	ing vendors flocked around the doors and landings of these enormous 
	-
	-
	ing tickets at the Bolivar movie-house to see “Hello Dolly” at 9:30 a.m. 
	he shifted into fluent English. He needed to get back home to Argen
	-
	-
	pace

	just how much inspiration and faith they express (and expressed), particularly for the Indian slaves who built them. Took pictures of Indian women and of some clothing stretched out across and down alongside corner of Calle Chile and Calle Garcia Moreno. Their stands advertise American cigarettes such as Lark and Hilton 100’s. An interesting conjunction of local authority and American merchandising. One-way and two-way signs advertise Seven-up, and myriads of peddlers deal (often exclusively) in Chiclets or
	-
	a series of steep steps. Also took a picture of a typical traffic cop, at the 
	-
	were closed. By 2:30 the doors were opened for admission. By the time 
	Los Hombres del Triciclo
	-
	Waiting for Godot
	End Game
	Zoo Story
	sucres
	sucre

	in late afternoon carried bags of sticks on their back. While walking the twenty or so blocks out to the theater, I thought it best to check my direction two or three times by questioning other pedestrians. Though I spoke Portuguese (with a little Spanish), they thought that I was another American trying unsuccessfully to speak Spanish. I suppose my clothes reinforced their assumption. Obviously it is the poor damned American tourist (virtually everyone knows that 20 equals one dollar -actually it is closer
	sucres 
	sucres
	housing both a soda fountain and a branch post-office on the first floor. 


	than Guayaquil. The city is on a high plateau surrounded by breathtakingly beautiful mountains of patchwork green. The houses expand to the base of the mountains in all directions and beginning to spread lymphatically into the mountains themselves. But socially, it is my quick impression, the city is less spontaneous than Guayaquil. Much of the city is tourist-wise. There are many stops with English-American names. There is even a “Mr. Nixon”  (movie house). There have been, as I suggested before, too many 
	23.2.70. Physically, naturally, and structurally, Quito is far lovelier 
	-
	pelicula
	only 10 or 12 people in the place, at least five (including me) were Amer
	-

	—On the plane, at takeoff two men (one next to me and the other in Saturday morning there was heavy fog which precluded our seeing the mountains; but today was bright, clear, sunny. I saw the snow-peaked mountains in the west after leaving Quito. On the whole, the view was 
	—On the plane, at takeoff two men (one next to me and the other in Saturday morning there was heavy fog which precluded our seeing the mountains; but today was bright, clear, sunny. I saw the snow-peaked mountains in the west after leaving Quito. On the whole, the view was 
	across from me) blessed themselves. The air trip was fine. When we came 

	quietly spectacular. The density of greenery and the steepness of the mountains suggested that any sort of guerrilla army or force would be 
	virtually impossible to flush out in any quick hurry. 


	Guayaquil 
	23.2.70. 
	23.2.70. 
	23.2.70. 
	Arrived at Guayaquil airport at nine; was back at the Metropolitan Hotel before 9:30; at the Centro Ecuatoriano-Norteamericano 
	-
	less than a half hour later. Taught my class (on E. Dickinson) at 12:00. 


	24.2.70. 
	24.2.70. 
	Had lunch yesterday with Jacques and Clotilde Wilson at the Guayaquil Tennis Club where we had eaten the Sunday I arrived. Later in the afternoon I squared away my return ticket at Braniff. In the evening we (same as above) ate “paella.” It rained last night, was still raining lightly this morning. When I looked out of my window at the Guayas River I Fulbright report, between 11-12 wrote a paragraph on Emily Dickinson and , from 12-1 gave an examination. Skipped lunch in order to read the 25 exams. For me t
	saw large clumps of sod and turf floating on the river, obviously washed down by the rain. Taught at 8, between 9-11 filled out my seven-page 
	Manzanilla
	three hours. I have five or six poets to cover. It is now mid-afternoon and that turf is still floating down the river, 


	25.2.70. 
	25.2.70. 
	mine, the half for Wilson, who did not get back from Quito until 1:30. Quito was fogged in. It is now mid-afternoon and I have finished my enough to verge on enjoyment for me. My plane leaves at 5:30 a.m,, scheduled to arrive in Campinas around 2:30 p.m., a total of seven hours 
	Rained last evening and all night. This morning was dark, cool, overcast, slightly humid. Taught three and half hours, three of 
	stint for Ecuadorian secondary education. The classes were low-pressure 
	(given the two-hour time difference) , 


	26.2.70. 
	26.2.70. 
	another angry American tourist, who was ready to bust a gut over a fancied injustice. Thought I got preference in the line to arrange seats on plane because I spoke “Spanish.” Especially angry when he noticed that that neither I nor others were blamable. He was obviously a naturalized 
	another angry American tourist, who was ready to bust a gut over a fancied injustice. Thought I got preference in the line to arrange seats on plane because I spoke “Spanish.” Especially angry when he noticed that that neither I nor others were blamable. He was obviously a naturalized 
	In the plane at Guayaquil airport at 5:30 a.m. Ran into 
	-
	I had a U.S. passport. Actually it was a slight case of airline inefficiency 

	American since he spoke with a heavy accent. He seemed to be overly jealous of his American perquisites. Guayaquil looks quite lovely from the air. The lights make an orderly, precise pattern. The streets are laid out surprisingly straight, unlike those of the older city Quito. American when they make their announcements in Spanish, Lima has a modern, minutes later), going over hilly, almost totally barren ground stretching for miles and miles. Yet there are occasional settlements couched here and there in 
	pilots on international flights all try to sound like John Wayne, especially 
	attractive airport, unlike that pigsty, Rio’s Galeão. Leaving Lima (about 30 
	-




	Lost in America: 
	Lost in America: 
	Portuguese Denizens in a Land of Nod 

	George Monteiro 
	“Nod” is the Hebrew root of the verb ‘to wander.’ 
	ccasionally, and usually by chance, one discovers the name of one of those many nondescript “unknowns” whose very existence is a fact lost to time and history over the long centuries of the Portuguese Diaspora.  Thus the import of the “recoveries” of men living in eighteenth-century Philadelphia (a “gentleman” from Madeira and a Roman Catholic painter-glazier), a colorful bartender in mid-nineteenth-century New Orleans, the ancient survivor of what was “probably the oldest living family in the United States
	O
	-

	1. 
	After the Reformation, it has been noted, “discursive epitaphs and newspaper obituaries replaced Catholic masses for the dead.”Of tantism in America has much to do with the country’s practice of the newspaper obituary.  In any event, it is unlikely that the two Portuguese residents of Philadelphia at the time of their deaths, in 1766 and 1777, respectively, would have warranted a newspaper notice had they remained in the native land.  In the democratic state named for William Penn, howof the kind of lives t
	1 
	1 

	course, it would be an over-simplification at best to think that Protes
	-
	-
	ever, they qualified as subjects for obituaries intended to give some sense 
	Pennsylvania Gazette

	On Tuesday, 26th ult. (August), departed this life Seignior Joseph Joachim De Ornellas Evasconcellos de Figuera, a young Portuguese gentleman of good family in the Island of Madeira, who had resided in this city about seven years, during which time his conduct was so approved and his manners so engaging that, perhaps, few funerals have been attended by so many friends, who sincerely regretted the loss of the deceased.  As he had no relations in this country, six of his intimates appeared as mourners, and ot
	-
	2 
	2 


	The second of the two Pennsylvania obituaries recovered here appears in the  on January 24, 1776: 
	Pennsylvania Journal and Weekly Advertiser

	Hilary Mantell, “Dreams & Duels of England,” (Oct. 22, 2009), 56:12. 
	1 
	New York Review of Books 

	Quoted in “Catholic Historical Notes,” (Apr. 1901), 18: 91.  The examples of Joseph Joachim De Ornellas Evasconcel-los de Figuera and Emanuel Holmes can be used to counter LeGrand Cannon’s prejudice in the creation of Joe Felipe, the “Portygee” blacksmith who is cast as villain in  (1942).  This is especially remarkable in that Cannon’s novel about pioneering life in the New Hampshire Grants in seventeenth-century colonial America, was accepted by historians as “a transcript from the American past executed”
	2 
	American Catholic Historical Researches 
	Look to the Mountain
	-
	Saturday Review

	On Sunday last was interred in the Roman Catholic churchyard in this city the remains of Emanuel Holmes, painter and glazier, of the district of Southwark, a Portuguese by birth, yet he loved liberty; for the defence of which he joined one of the compathem.  A foreigner almost a stranger, without relations (except his wife and children) without dependents, extensive connections or acquaintance, and although esteemed an honest man, not eminent as a tradesman, yet his remains were attended to the churchyard, 
	-
	nies of riflemen of this county, and constantly exercised with 
	-
	-
	a respect, which wealth cannot purchase nor flattery bestow. 
	3 
	3 


	When the  journal reprinted the Holmes obituary, it expatiated on the fact that Holmes had been a memtherefore, in the intensity of public feeling at the time, his interment was made the occasion of a public manifestation of all classes of the honor due to all who had like this foreign born Catholic, taken up arms in defense of the rights and liberties of his adopted country.”
	American Catholic Historical Researches
	-
	ber of a company of riflemen: “This description makes it probable that Emanuel Holmes was the first Associator of Philadelphia who died and, 
	4 
	4 


	2. 
	Joining Joseph Joachim De Ornellas Evasconcellos de Figuera and Emanuel Holmes on the list of “recoveries” is Louis D’Jose.  In New Orleans, a city with a Portuguese population large enough to support both a mutual benevolent association and, a few years later, a synagogue, Louis D’Jose was known to most people only as “Joe Portuguese,” a celebrated local character who in the last year of his life (as it turned out) 
	“Emanuel Holmes, a Portuguese Catholic of Philadelphia.  ‘Loved Liberty’ and Joined the Association in its Defense.  His Burial in St. Mary’s Graveyard in 1776.  A Demonstration of Respect to a Defender of the Rights of America,” quoted in the  (Oct. 1900), 17: 156. 
	3 
	American Catholic Historical Researches 1887

	“Emanuel Holmes,” 156. 
	4 

	was written up in the New Orleans : 
	Daily Picayune

	Anyone who knows New Orleans knows Taylor’s, of the Merchants’ Exchange, and everyone who knows Taylor’s Merchants’ Exchange, knows Joe—Portuguese Joe—Joe, the barkeeper, whose language, like his punch, is composed of various ingredients; such as his vernacular, his broken English, and grammatical Choctaw.  Joe’s ambition to “shine,” is bounded within narrow limits indeed.  It does not extend beyond the sphere of his bar—the scene of his daily occupation, where he practices with the most unremitting industr
	-
	-
	-
	assumed; when engaged in the most scientific experiments in his 
	-

	Ask him about the probable fate of McLeod, and he will tell you he does not keep that , but informs you that he has got some excellent orgeat.  Inquire of him if it be his opinion that President Tyler will veto the bank bill, and he replies that it makes no difference, for bank bills are than specie, London porter.  In fact, Joe is a “strict constructionist” of the old adage, that “every man should mind his own business.”  He therefore leaves McLeod and the war question to be discussed by statesmen in petti
	liquor
	us better 
	and then flies off at a tangent to pass an eulogium on his prime 
	way and men of limited means, while he manages to find full 

	He is generally urbane and polite, but once “travel out of the record,” ask him any question that does not immediately count on an abrupt reply, no matter how courteous the tone in which it may have been put. 
	bear on his business, and you at once ruffle his temper, and may 

	The following scene will illustrate our position: 
	“Jo, Joe, Jowaw, my dear fellow, Jowaw,” said a lisping blackleg, yesterday, disguised in the dress of a gentleman, and affecting the foppery of a dandy. 
	-
	-

	“Yes, sir,” said Joe, seizing an empty tumbler in his left hand by the base and making it perform a summersol in his hand— “what you take, sir?” 
	“Make me a fiscal agent, Jowaw,” said the cozening cox
	-
	comb. 

	mation as Michael, of the American, was ignorant of what a age, though the “poker”-man was “running a saw” on him, and abruptly replied in his own peculiar disjointed method of giving you want him, go Curns—he agent for dem works.  What you take, sir?” said Joe to a customer, from whom he anticipated more money and less querulous trouble. 
	Now Joe, not being a gentleman of such diversified infor
	-
	fiscal agent means, either in the political sense or as a bever
	-
	expression to his ideas—“O, d---n, me no got no fiscal agent; if 

	“Jo—Joe—Jowaw,” said the dandy, “you are an infernally ignorant brute,” and he sloped.
	5 
	5 


	with the details of his life as a “character,” told the story of his one great patriotic deed, performed many years earlier in a place far from New Orleans.  Portuguese Joe, it was reported, had participated in the  under Commodore Thomas McDonough.   This unexpected American victory over superior British forces catapulted Commodore McDonough to prominence.  McDonough’s fame spread across the country, turning him by war’s end, a rival to Andrew Jackson, the hero of the battle of New Orleans.  Contemporary a
	with the details of his life as a “character,” told the story of his one great patriotic deed, performed many years earlier in a place far from New Orleans.  Portuguese Joe, it was reported, had participated in the  under Commodore Thomas McDonough.   This unexpected American victory over superior British forces catapulted Commodore McDonough to prominence.  McDonough’s fame spread across the country, turning him by war’s end, a rival to Andrew Jackson, the hero of the battle of New Orleans.  Contemporary a
	When Joe Portuguese died in a fire in 1841, the obituaries, along 
	famous sea-fight on Lake Champlain in the War of 1812, serving on the 
	Saratoga
	officer as a single heroic figure in a great victory over an enemy with 

	Portuguese, McDonough’s captain of the main-top, would be given its small share of the permanence newsprint accords only on the occasion of his death.  

	“Portuguese Joe: A Fiscal Agent,”  (Aug. 8, 1841), p. 2. 
	5 
	Times Picayune

	In death Joe Portuguese became something different and more honorable than merely a comical barman.  He was given a hero’s funeral, and in its report the  told the story of Joe’s one extraordinary deed: 
	Daily Picayune
	-

	We long ago heard an anecdote of poor old Joe that obtained some of local knowledge by verbal communication from one to the other.  He was captain of the main-top on board of Com. McDonough’s ship “Saratoga,” at the famous battle of Lake thick as hail, he stuck a hammer in his belt, a dozen nails in his ished long before in progress of the engagement.  Joe nailed the enthusiastic cheers of his shipmates!  The anecdote we had often intended to tell before, but, among many other matters well worthy of type, i
	Champlain, at the time that the American flag was shot from the mast. In the very heat of the action, when shots were flying 
	pocket, the flag in his mouth, and mounted to the mast-head. All means of fastening the flag in any other manner had van
	-
	the flag to the topmast and descended safely to the deck amid 

	To this anecdote the added the information that while he was “known here by almost everybody only as ‘Portuguese Joe,’ few were aware of his right name, which we found some trouble in ascertaining yesterday. He was called, when addressed properly, Louis D’Jose, and he will be consigned to the tomb today.”
	Daily Picayune 
	6 
	6 


	Several months later the , capitalizing on a recent meeting with Capt. Aaron Fitzgerald, a marine aboard the  under Commodore McDonough in 1812, chose to recall still again Joe Portuguese’s remarkable feat: 
	Daily Picayune
	-
	Saratoga
	-

	Capt. Fitzgerald interested us deeply with his description of the 
	Quoted in the  (Massachusetts) (Dec. 15, 1842), p. 2, and the  (Jan. 10, 
	6 
	Boston Daily Atlas 
	(Dec. 13, 1842, p. 1. See also the 
	Barre Gazette
	Vermont Gazette
	1843), p. 2. 

	sails and rigging.  There was a single instant’s pause when the every eye in the vessel was turned aloft, and every voice broke out in long, deafening cheers, when brave Joe was seen dashing up the shrouds, with his mouth full of nails, a hammer in his belt, and the banner of the Union around his neck!  He ran like a squirrel to the mast-head, and there clung as a living target for the breeze, he hung beneath it, waving his tarpaulin at the British vessels, and returning triumphantly the shouts and cheers o
	exciting scene.—The flag had been twice shot down, and fell at length to the deck. Bullets were flying like hail through the 
	flag dropped, as if all hearts sunk with it, and the next moment 
	the British marines, until he drove his last nail through the flag into the truck; and, as the glorious stripes floated off again upon 
	7 
	7 


	Unfortunately, Joe Portuguese’s story has not yet attracted its Charles Dibdin, an English poet and composer known for his songs celebrating heroic deeds of patriotism, but it does make a cameo appearance in a dialect poem addressed to the  in 1842: 
	Daily Picayune

	I hears of things, sometimes, my Pic, 
	I hears of things, sometimes, my Pic, 
	Vot sets my eyes a veepin’, 
	And often sorrows come so thick 
	One don’t care how they deepen. 
	In von short moment vot we once 
	Gets all knock’d into smashes,— 
	Poor, poor old ‘Joe,’ the ‘Portuguese’— 

	(Apr. 18, 1843), p. 1, and  (Charleston, S.C.) (Apr. 26, 1843), p. 2. 
	7 
	“Old Portuguese Joe,” New Orleans 
	Daily Picayune 
	Southern Patriot

	 Peace, peace be to his !
	ashes
	8 
	8 


	Obituaries and doggerel verse notwithstanding, it was the fate of Joe Portuguese to have both his names disappear almost immediately, unlike, for example, that of Wyoming’s John “Portugee” Phillips, the emigrant from the island of Pico whose extraordinary exploit is celebrated on a monument erected by the Historical Landmark Commission of WyoIndian infested country to Fort Laramie to summon aid for the garrison of Fort Phil Kearny beleaguered by Indians following the Fetterman massacre.”  
	-
	ming in 1936, with these words: “In honor of John (Portugee) Phil
	-
	lips who Dec. 22-24, 1866, rode 236 miles in sub-zero weather through 

	3. 
	Here is information on another forgotten Portuguese sailor, one whose moment of fame—such as it was—came in the form of the recollections of one Henry Wright, a gunner on the Hartford during the Civil War.  Of “Pete,” a Portuguese sailor, who also served with him, Wright recalls:   
	-

	“One of the interesting characters on the  was ‘Pete,’ a Portuguese who was one of the steersmen.  He was a spry old man of 65 to 70 years, short, broad shouldered, with a fringe of gray whiskers around his weather beaten face, and he talked in very broken English.  While a boy he had enlisted in the British navy, and he was a sailor on the , 
	Hartford
	-
	Guer-riere

	when that ship was captured by the  in the war of enlisted in the United States, and served until he was retired and sent and sent to the sailors’ home at Washington.  When the civil war broke out he pleaded so earnestly to be allowed to enlist again, that he was taken into the service, and, as he fervently prayed to go with Farragut, he was sent to the .  He was chief mastman, and his duties consisted largely of seeing that the upper deck was kept ship shape, but, as he was experienced 
	Constitution
	1812. For a time he was held a prisoner of war, but he finally 
	Hartford

	“To the Pic—Forebodings,”  (Dec. 27, 1842), p. 2, and 
	8 
	Daily Picayune
	South
	-
	ern Patriot
	 (Charleston, S.C.) (Jan. 5, 1843), p. 1. 

	under fire and cool headed, he was also made one of the four returned to the home after the war was over, and what finally soundly, and he replied. ‘American gunners fire so tam quickly they tear us all to pieces. They fire two, t’ree four time to our 
	steersmen, who steered the ship through all her battles.”  ‘Pete’ 
	became of him Mr. Wright does not know.  One day Mr. Wright asked him how the 
	Constitution
	 happened to whip the 
	Guerriere
	 so 
	one.’”
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	9 


	4. 
	The nineteenth and early twentieth century annals of the Alves family in the United States can only be hinted at in the following newspaper account in 1920.  The occasion for the story was the 108th birthday of Antoinette Smith, an emigrant from the island of Madeira, a member of what was “probably the oldest living family in the United States.”  There may what Huck Finn called “stretchers” in the account—namely Queen Victoria’s intervention, for instance—but the longevity of Alves family members seems cred
	-

	Woman, 108, Thinks God Has Forgotten Born on Island Near Portugal in 1812; Wants to Die 
	Antoinette Smith, aged 108 years—wants to know if God has forgotten her.  She believes He has, for she wants to die.  To her life is a trial. 
	Springfield, Ill., May 12.—Illinois’ oldest woman—Mrs. 

	On the day before she celebrated her 108th birthday—April 16—Mrs. Smith said: “God has forgotten I’m here.” 
	The woman’s history is an interesting one.  It dates back to 1812 when she was born on the island of Madeira, near Portugal.  Mrs. Smith is a Portuguese.  Before her marriage her name was Alves.  When a child the family, through persecution, was forced into exile, Religion was the cause.  Her mother was con-
	The woman’s history is an interesting one.  It dates back to 1812 when she was born on the island of Madeira, near Portugal.  Mrs. Smith is a Portuguese.  Before her marriage her name was Alves.  When a child the family, through persecution, was forced into exile, Religion was the cause.  Her mother was con-
	-

	demned to die, but appeals were taken to Queen Victoria of England by interested friends and her sentence was commuted her friendship with Queen Donna Marie, the then ruling sovereign of Portugal.  But Mrs. Smith’s mother could not pay the there they emigrated to America.  Shortly after arriving in New York the family came by tedious stages to Illinois, settling in Jacksonville, a few miles from here. 
	to a fine. Queen Victoria obtained the commutation through 
	-
	fine, so she was kept in prison for twenty-three months. When released the family fled to Trinidad. After two years’ residence 


	“In and About Springfield with Farragut at Mobile Bay,” 
	9 
	Springfield Republi
	-
	can
	 (Massachusetts) (Dec. 22, 1907), p. 8. 

	The Alves family is probably the oldest living family in the United States.  All its members are noted for longevity.  John Alves, of Salt Lake City, who is only eighty years, is the “baby.” Manuel Alves, a farmer living near Jacksonville, is ninety-six years old; Mrs. J. Figueria, of Brooklyn, eight-seven, and J. J. Alves, of Farmingdale, Ill., eighty-three.  Mrs. Smith is the oldest member of the family. 
	But the Smiths are vying with the Alves for the longevity eight-one years and her youngest sixty-four.  The latter, incidentally, could easily pass for forty. 
	record. Mrs. Smith has five living children, twenty-seven grand
	-
	children and five great-great-grandchildren. Her oldest child is 
	-

	Prohibition was a blow to Mrs. Smith.  It took away regular libations of wine in which she indulged. 
	“She thinks old people ought to have a little wine as a stimulant,” her youthful sixty-four-year-old daughter explains. 
	-

	Last fall the “baby” of the Alves family visited Springfield. It was the first time in sixty years that he had seen his sister, Mrs. 
	Smith.
	10 
	10 


	5. 
	Perhaps it is not entirely surprising to learn that individuals like Emanuel Holmes, Joseph Joachim De Ornellas Evasconcellos de Figura, in the common doom, have disappeared from the annals of history.  But 
	Perhaps it is not entirely surprising to learn that individuals like Emanuel Holmes, Joseph Joachim De Ornellas Evasconcellos de Figura, in the common doom, have disappeared from the annals of history.  But 
	Louis D’Jose, and even the Alves family, after fulfilling their natural part 

	it is surprising to learn of the disappearance from all histories—national, regional or local—of a whole enclave of Portuguese emigrants in New York.immigrant colony in New York,” but that even as late as 1898 it numbered “no more than about 100 individuals.” It is pretty certain that that in 1889 was written up in the New York  as “People from Portugal: A Picturesque Colony on Conover-Street in South Brooklyn”: 
	11 
	11 

	In 1873, Leo Pap tells us, there was “a very small Portuguese 
	-
	12
	12

	Pap’s figure does not include the members of the Portuguese enclave 
	Times


	 (Kentucky) (May 13, 1920), p. 5. 
	10 
	Lexington Herald

	The Portuguese colony in this city is comparatively small, and the immigrants from the little strip of land on the Atlantic’s European shore are quickly swallowed up among the Spaniards, Cubans, and Italians who make their homes together in the city. But there is a little bit of water front in South Brooklyn where the Portuguese vessels all seem to tie up, and there the language can be heard any day and a glimpse of the true, though poorer, class of inhabitants of Portugal can be obtained.  The vinous and o
	-
	-
	rately-carved and brilliantly painted or gilded figure-heads. The 

	In “Portuguese Enclaves: The Invisible Minority,” an essay based on work done in communities in Rochester and Corning, New York; Provincetown and Fall River, Massachusetts; Newark, New Jersey; Toronto, Canada; and London, “a spatially cohesive neighborhood.”  The places she chose for her study were largely major Portuguese communities (, ed. Thomas K. Fitzgerald [Athens: Southern Anthropological Society, distributed by the University of Georgia Press, 1974], pp. 82, 90).  When the emphasis smaller Portugues
	11 
	England, the anthropologist M. Estellie Smith defines “a territorial enclave” as 
	Identity: Problems of Persistence and Change
	-
	falls on the term “neighborhood” in this definition of “enclave,” a plethora of 
	-
	hem and Erie (Pennsylvania), Springfield (Illinois), Ludlow, Lowell and Peabody 

	Leo Pap,  (Boston: Twayne, 1981), pp. 64-65. 
	12 
	The Portuguese-Americans

	qualities. 
	Conover-street is a curious place.  For nearly half a mile it is practically a pier, for it is all planked, and, for the most part, blocked with piles of merchandise.  Finally it emerges from under an arch into a broad street lined with houses, where seafaring men have their homes.  Along the portion where the bows of the Portuguese ships extend over the planked way on a pleasant Sunday afternoon the Portuguese can be seen in their glory.  Women in scarlet bodices and skirts of the colors of the rainbow are
	below, in groups of five to a dozen, the swarthy-looking men 
	into cups from wicker flasks. 

	Mixed in the crowd are black-faced half-breeds and negroes, sailors from the Canaries and Southern Islands. The book idea of a Spanish Main pirate is pictured on many a face, though their ferocity is mostly expressed in countenance and is only skin deep.  The police do not have near as much trouble with them as with their Italian neighbors.  They keep to their ships and rarely wander far for purposes of sightseeing. Yesterday there was a great crowd of them chattering like so many parrots and giving the str
	13 
	13 


	There seem to be no follow-up stories in the New York Times or elsewhere.  The fate of this “little colony” remains a mystery to this day. 
	6. 
	And then there were the Portuguese ships.  The “Elvira,” a Portuguese schooner, 1488 tons, was the subject of an entry in the journals of 
	And then there were the Portuguese ships.  The “Elvira,” a Portuguese schooner, 1488 tons, was the subject of an entry in the journals of 
	-

	Wallace Stevens, who would achieve great fame as a modernist poet but who was then just another young man working in New York City as a 
	journalist.  On August 3, 1900, he wrote: 


	“People from Portugal: A Picturesque Colony on Conover-Street in South Brooklyn,” New York  (August 12, 1889), p. 2. 
	13 
	Times

	To-day I had a fascinating time.  I received no assignments + from the point-of-view of money-making the day was a failure; from that of enjoying myself ‘a grand success.’  In the morning I read poetry + inwardly told the rest of the world to go to the devil (where I wish a good  really might go + stay).  In the afternoon I wandered about—saw the Tombs, on the tail end of a dray till my rear was full of splinters + my entrails had changed places; and poked in + out among the wharves.  I found a charming sai
	-
	many of them
	with Howe & Hummel’s law offices right across the street; rode 
	several sailors hanging like monkeys. The officers quarters were 
	of filthy berths—excuse me! One fellow—the real thing—was 
	was an extraordinarily fine mise en scène for a ‘wee bit tale.’ I’m 
	chickens—several fighting cocks with which the sailors proba
	-

	be gone four months.”
	14 
	14 


	7. 
	, was staged at the Le Petit Theatre due Vieux Carre, in New Orleans.  In 1924 it was published by D. Appleton in its Modern Plays series, edited by Frank Shay.  In 1925 Frank Shay, as director of the Provincetown Barnstormers, included the play in its summer season, along with Eugene O’Neill’s  and Susan Glaspell’s .   was subsequently staged, during the week of May 2, 1927, by the Memphis Little Theatre of Memphis, Tennessee, in the week-long Little Theatre Tournament for the David Belasco Trophy, at Frol
	On April 4, 1923, Walter McClellan’s one-act, 
	The Delta Wife
	-
	Gold
	The Verge
	The Delta Wife
	-
	-
	the rising waters of a Mississippi flood. Except for a slight bit of over
	-
	15
	15

	Times
	The Delta Wife
	16
	16


	It is not Walter McClellan as playwright, however, that has piqued my interest, but McClellan as poet, who was an early contributor to the , the fabled New Orleans small magazine started in 1921. To the summer 1921 issue McClellan contributed a sonnet, “Arrangement in Black and Gold,”—the title appropriates James Abbott McNeil Whistler’s title for his portrait of Robert Montesquiou-Fezebsac—with 
	Double Dealer
	-

	, ed. Holly Stevens (New York: Knopf, 1966), pp. 44-55. 
	14 
	The Letters of Wallace Stevens

	“Little Theatres in Finals Tonight,” New York  [May 7, 1927], p. 15; “British Group Seen in Theatre Tourney,” New York  [May 6, 1927], p. 20; and , ed. Burns Mantle [New York: Dodd, Mead, 1947], pp. 521-24. 
	15 
	Times
	Times

	“Curtain Club to give Two Playlets,” New York p. 25. 
	16 
	Times 
	(December 2, 1930), 

	the words “New Orleans, 1821” in italics below the title.  
	The lovely Portuguese is dead, 
	Tall candles burn about her head. 
	Tall candles burn about her head. 
	Her negro slave, Lili-Alixe, 
	Prays with an ivory crucifix. 
	Until strange men knock on the door,                                                                                                                       
	And walk upon the painted floor. . . 
	O men who bear this poor dead woman                                                                                                           
	Unto that place where nothing’s human,                                                                                                            
	Behold your shadows this noon day                                                                                                                   
	And know that she is less than they.                                                                                                                   
	Rejoice that these black phantoms move, 
	Your living presences to prove: 
	Yourselves that still the heavy sun 
	Finds here alive, and shines upon. 

	The identity of “the lovely Portuguese” is unknown as is the seemoccurs to me that the poem may be based on a painting, engraving or illustration of some sort.  
	-
	ingly historical occasion identified only as “New Orleans, 1821.” It 

	As for the details of Walter McClellan’s life, all that I have discovered to date is that he contributed a second poem to the , “Gayoso Girls are Golden,” which was reprinted in  (Mar. or thereabouts. 
	-
	Double Dealer
	The Bookman
	1923), p. 37, and that he seems to have hailed from Memphis, Tennessee, 

	Vida dos Marinheiros 
	by Manuel Thomaz Lopes translated and edited by Geoffrey L. Gomes 
	riginally published as a booklet in 1916 by , a long-defunct Portuguese-language weekly in New Bedford, Massachusetts, is an autobiographical narrative in verse. The unwieldy original title was . It covers a period of twenty years beginning in 1896. The author was Manuel Thomaz Lopes, born in 1880 to an unwed mother, Anna Thomazia, in the village of Fajazinha, on the west coast of Flores, in the Azores. He was named after his maternal grandfather, Manuel Thomaz Dias. At what point and for what reason the yo
	O
	O Independente
	Vida dos Marinheiros 
	Vida dos Marinheiros Manuel Lopes, Joao Ventura, Francisco Marcial (das Flores) e do Piloto Manuel Francisco Santos (do Corvo)
	-
	-

	When he left Flores, Lopes was sixteen years old. He was accompanied by two others, one of whom, Joao Ventura, was also born in Fajazinha in the same year as Lopes. The other, Francisco Marcial, ures prominently in the narrative, Marcial is mentioned by name only once. Indeed, the author was loath to identify people by name, whether except that it took him to Africa and Brazil. Six months later, he and time they made their way to St. John’s, Newfoundland. In St. John’s they signed on for another whaling voy
	lived in Santa Cruz, on the other side of the island. While Ventura fig
	-
	employers, coworkers, ship’s officers, fellow crewmen, or others whose paths he crossed. Lopes also had little to say of his first whaling voyage, 
	his two companions jumped ship, presumable in Brazil. After a difficult 
	second voyage, lasting fifteen months, that makes up the bulk of Lopes’ 
	finally a miner in Nevada. Of a somewhat impetuous nature, he returned to his homeland briefly, probably around 1904-05, staying only a month 
	-

	Written in quatrains,  is of more historical than literary interest. It is an account of the author’s mundane struggle to earn a living, his relationships with employers and coworkers, and his encounter with indigenous people in the Arctic. Unfortunately, the memoir is short on many details. Lopes fails even to name the ships on which he sailed. It is from other sources that we learn he sailed to Hudson Bay on the schooner , out of New Bedford. The  made at least three voyages to Hudson Bay during this peri
	Written in quatrains,  is of more historical than literary interest. It is an account of the author’s mundane struggle to earn a living, his relationships with employers and coworkers, and his encounter with indigenous people in the Arctic. Unfortunately, the memoir is short on many details. Lopes fails even to name the ships on which he sailed. It is from other sources that we learn he sailed to Hudson Bay on the schooner , out of New Bedford. The  made at least three voyages to Hudson Bay during this peri
	Vida dos Marinheiros
	-
	Francis Allyn
	Francis Allyn
	-
	Gibbons, while the first mate was a fellow Azorean, Manuel Francisco 

	only as . He was referring to Eskimos (Inuit). The word  can be interpreted in different ways (brave, wild, savage), and Lopes’ meaning is not entirely clear, though it was probably not complimentary. 
	ing conditions, and encounters with the indigenous people he identifies 
	bravos
	bravo


	Throughout the narrative, time frames are uncertain and the sequence of events sometimes confusing. The author is also extremely vague regarding locations. Other details that might interest the reader are absent as well. As noted above, he writes of going to Africa and Regarding his sojourn in Massachusetts he mentions Boston and New he notes only that for a time he lived in Golconda, a small town in the north-central part of the state that experienced a mining boom in the early 1900s. However, he does not 
	Brazil during his first whaling voyage but fails to specify a region or city. 
	Bedford, but of Montana he identifies no locale whatsoever. Of Nevada 
	lead. Yet, despite its flaws, the work gives us an intriguing glimpse into 
	-
	-

	Toward the end of his life, in poor health following what was probably a stroke, Lopes went east to Massachusetts. From there he returned to Flores a second and last time, probably not long after publication of . He died in his native village in 1920 at the age of forty. Lopes was a lifelong bachelor, unlike his friend Joao Ventura, who on a trip to Flores in 1906 married a young woman from Fajazinha. Returning to the United States, he and his wife lived in Fresno, California, until his death in 1948. A son
	Toward the end of his life, in poor health following what was probably a stroke, Lopes went east to Massachusetts. From there he returned to Flores a second and last time, probably not long after publication of . He died in his native village in 1920 at the age of forty. Lopes was a lifelong bachelor, unlike his friend Joao Ventura, who on a trip to Flores in 1906 married a young woman from Fajazinha. Returning to the United States, he and his wife lived in Fresno, California, until his death in 1948. A son
	-
	Vida dos Marinheiros
	prominent figure in local politics and served for several years as a Fresno 

	Francisco Santos went on to command several whaling ships. He perished at sea in 1919 when the whaling schooner  went down with all hands in a storm off Bermuda. In a twist of fate, Capt. Gibbons met his death on yet another whaling expedition to Hudson Bay in 1915, when the 
	-
	Ellen A. Swift
	A. T. Gifford
	 caught fire and sank with the loss of all aboard. 


	Note: This translation, in prose, is based on a reprint edition produced by the Camara Municipal de Lajes das Flores in 1988, with narrative, several Internet sources have been utilized, principal among these being the following: “American Offshore Whaling Voyages,” www. Paroquiais dos Acores (Inventario Genealogico),” www.culturacores. azores.gov.pt; and “Whaling Crew List Database,” www.whalingmuseum. org. The quatrains have been separated by slashes, and the original punctuation, erratic at best, has bee
	an introduction by J. A. Gomes Vieira. To fill some of the gaps in the 
	integratedstatistics.com
	integratedstatistics.com

	; “Find a Grave,” 
	www.findagrave.com
	www.findagrave.com

	; “Fundos 
	-

	I. Whaling Voyages 
	They talk of whaling like it’s nothing; now I’ll tell you of my past life. / I was 16 years old, a well-mannered boy; I ran away from my mother to of clothes but no money. / Six months later I deserted my captain in a very poor country, where earning a living was hard. / I went to the coast of Africa, where there are black people and monkeys, and from there to Cruz [Francisco Marcial]. / There [Brazil?] the three of us wandered from one place to another; by now we were out of money, so we had to sell our cl
	They talk of whaling like it’s nothing; now I’ll tell you of my past life. / I was 16 years old, a well-mannered boy; I ran away from my mother to of clothes but no money. / Six months later I deserted my captain in a very poor country, where earning a living was hard. / I went to the coast of Africa, where there are black people and monkeys, and from there to Cruz [Francisco Marcial]. / There [Brazil?] the three of us wandered from one place to another; by now we were out of money, so we had to sell our cl
	evade conscription. / The way I fled was on a whaling ship; I had plenty 
	Brazil, where the fever kills cats. / I fled, together with Joao Ventura, in the care of Good Jesus. Also fleeing with us was a fellow from Santa 
	sic

	a ship coming in. / I told my companions: this is no joke, we ought to go aboard, for it’s a whaler. / When I boarded the ship I talked to an Englishtion and right away asked us if we wanted to ship out. / I told him yes, with a most sorrowful heart on thinking that I would be leaving the island of St. John. / What a beautiful land it was, cool both in winter and summer, but I had to leave in order to earn my bread. / I walked to the city in order to enlist, there at the American consulate I went to sign my
	-
	man; he told me right away: the first mate is a Portuguese [Manuel Fran
	-
	cisco Santos]. / The first mate came over to me; he started a conversa
	-
	-
	ber 1900], at the end of the fifteen to return to America. / I went aboard with lunch on my mind; when I arrived I heard the first mate giving 
	cook, you’re killing me! / I finished my dinner [and] went below to lie 
	steering with skill, the first mate came to me: Manuel, steer steady. / I 
	-

	and came back to talk to me. / When we were approaching where the giving orders. / When we entered we lowered the sails, surrounded by drop anchor, and there I fell into the sea, almost dying from the cold. / I grow weary of this life that gives me heartache; I’ll never again go whaling unless I’m the captain. / I went to change my clothes so as better to the ice is closing in; if the ship breaks up, death is a sure thing. / We were mate was telling us: now we’ll get out. / As soon as we had enough open wat
	/ Well, the first mate was an experienced Portuguese; he looked at the ice 
	ship would enter the ice, it was the captain at the helm and the first mate 
	ice; oh my God, what have I gotten into? / The first mate ordered us to 
	-
	warm up, [when] I heard the first mate say: / Life for us is already short, 
	there fifteen days, some sad, some funny, there enveloped in ice, unable to get out. / The wind finally changed [and] carried off the ice; the first 
	[Then] after fifteen days with our ship under sail, we had no wind; we 
	almost died of fright. / I fired four shots at them, but it was only to scare 
	running up a jagged hill, and I heard four [more] shots; it was the first 
	first mate he had already killed them. / [I asked] what kind of animal is this, for I saw them up above; I even fired four shots to make them run 
	first mate if we’d had any luck. / At the same time he looked and saw the 
	-
	the first mate when would we arrive at that land of 
	bravos
	-

	of six weeks, while we were having breakfast, a sailor came below shouting in this manner[:] / Move it, eat fast, for we’re close to land; already I see three boats approaching under sail! / Well, I quit my breakfast, for which by now I had no appetite, and I arrived on deck to see who was coming. / When I went outside I felt very cold; then I saw [that] there were ten  coming aboard. / When they came aboard I counted them, and there were ten, but I couldn’t tell if they were men or women. / They were all t
	-
	bravos
	hair dragging on the floor. / Their shoes were the same, their gloves the 
	sic
	anchorage; the one who ended her life was the first mate. / The [whale] 
	boats, on the go all day. / The first mate spotted walruses; there they were on top of the ice, lying down at rest. / The first mate told us, speak
	-
	-
	ruses] try to come toward the boat, we should pull back. / The first mate got ready, firing a shot of a sort that the walrus looked downward [and] 
	care, and in less than a second we were now out of the way. / The first 
	captain [said the first mate]; I’m the one who gives orders here, [and] I’ve got it all under control. / Well do I know that’s all true, first mate of the 
	-
	tom for sure. / You’re too fearful [said the first mate], such is my bad 
	didn’t figure on you turning against me here. / I know how to swim well 

	but don’t want to try, here in this frigid water, for I’m afraid of freezing. / That walrus you could have easily killed, because you shot it but not in a good spot. / The shot that she took hit her in the mandible; she dove harpooner: send her one of those harpoons [and] hold onto her please! / The walrus was already deep, [and] the harpoon didn’t get her; it wasn’t was the most angry, for us having such malice as to pull the boat back. / We headed for the ship, on the way to get dinner, without the walrus
	into the water like it was nothing. / The first mate shouted, facing the 
	pretty seeing the first mate as angry as he was. / At me and Ventura he 
	bravos
	bravos
	the first mate told us not to go back to the 
	bravos
	bravos 
	bravo
	weather]; the first mate gave orders that we had to work. / We worked all 
	bravos 
	with dogs. / We went twenty-five miles away from the ship; for 
	deer hide. / In the first mate’s crew were four Portuguese, and we had to cook, each by his turn. / The first mate’s harpooner was like a giant; he 
	my [deer] hides, asleep and snoring, I heard the first mate call out in this 

	when it was so cold, but the harpooner left us and went back to the ship. / He came to tell the captain that he was very frightened, [that] he didn’t serve as harpooner. / The black was a strong man but without much understanding [of whales]; he would lose all his strength whenever he black, poor fellow, not one of them harpooned. / We went to the other side [of the bay]: eighty miles and a half; we were close to land and spotpoon her; the whale felt it [and] took off with the boat [in tow]. / The there [sa
	wishing that I were inside the ship. / The first mate ordered us to get up 
	want to be with the first mate, who was very ill-tempered. / The captain transferred him as a favor and to the first mate sent a black [man] to 
	saw a whale. / On top of three whales the first mate took him, and the 
	-
	ted a whale. / Now the third mate [in another boat] was the first to har
	-
	first mate was telling us [to] row towards the third [mate]: if I don’t get 
	-
	light tomorrow. / The first mate then told him: she’s coming windward; 
	surfaced [while] we were under sail; the first mate killed her [with] a har
	-
	poon in her back. / She raised her tail in such a powerful way that I flung myself to the other side of the boat. / The first mate [was] shouting: 
	We moved away from her at the same moment, [and] the first mate shot 
	living; the first mate stuck a lance in its belly. / She finally died and was 
	crew to be very careful. / Well, the first mate said to the second mate: yes, 
	afraid to press his luck, until the first mate told him: the whale is already 
	[and then] we raised sail to try our luck [again]. / This first mate was very 

	lucky, but the harpooner he had was cursed. / Then we saw another one; the second mate got it, but she was very mad, [and] he was helped by [were] very far from the ship, so we just had to suffer [i.e., go hungry]. / a day that was very cold. / There was no wind at all that would make the boat move, [so] we lowered the sail and started to row. / After having gone ten miles from land, we took in the oars and raised the sail. / In less than two hours [with] our boat under sail, the weather was so bad that I l
	luck. / The sea biscuits were finished; we had nothing else to eat and 
	The first mate then gave orders to return to the ship, in the morning on 
	wished to be on land. / The first mate’s boat appeared to be flying; in a 
	[signal] flag for the first mate to wait, for he [the first mate] was in charge 
	bravos
	by land; I told the first mate that wasn’t the right place. / He said: be quiet; don’t make me angry; a ship’s first mate ought to know how to 
	dinner [while] the captain was questioning the first mate: / Where’s the 
	where did he get to? The first mate to the captain spoke in this manner: 
	you were dead; you should have come alongside the first mate the whole 

	the ship, beginning by cutting the ice, but it was extremely cold. / We started cutting the ice with a crane and saw [but] got tired of walking around outside the ship. / On June 29 [1900], St. Peter’s Day, the ship was freed from the ice, but by now I was afraid. / The captain went up the mast as a precaution; we were running fast with our ship under sail. sails, for I can see the bottom of the sea! / But it was too late when he shouted that he could see the bottom; the ship hit the shoal, [but] it seemed 
	/ Well, it didn’t take long for the captain to shout: first mate, take in the 
	The captain said this to the first mate: cut the mizzenmast to save the provisions. / The first mate told him: let’s wait one more hour, because I 
	bravos
	sick. / The damned fellow fell ill [and] we were without a cook; the first 
	-
	when the sea wasn’t rough. / We sighted a ship that was fishing for cod; 

	The captain of that [fishing] boat was a man of mettle; he gave us plenty of cod to bring back to our ship. / We ate fresh fish for quite awhile; by 
	orders from the captain, but we took a long time because of thick fog. / 
	now I wasn’t thinking of America or of anything else. 


	II. From Massachusetts to Montana 
	We reached America, all of us gladly; I was very happy [to be] in a land of liberty. / A week later I went to get my wages, but they were thieves [and] gave me almost nothing. / Twenty-three and a half dollars I bought a suit of clothes, a hat and handkerchief, and [with] the rest of the money I left for Boston. / And the very next day I went out to work for an Irish woman, not knowing what I would earn. / Ten days later, right after lunch, I asked the Irish woman how much she was going to pay me. / She rep
	We reached America, all of us gladly; I was very happy [to be] in a land of liberty. / A week later I went to get my wages, but they were thieves [and] gave me almost nothing. / Twenty-three and a half dollars I bought a suit of clothes, a hat and handkerchief, and [with] the rest of the money I left for Boston. / And the very next day I went out to work for an Irish woman, not knowing what I would earn. / Ten days later, right after lunch, I asked the Irish woman how much she was going to pay me. / She rep
	were all my earnings [for] fifteen months on a ship, with my life at risk. / 
	mush [and] the rest I’ll figure out. / When making mush Ventura would fill the pot; soon we tired [of it]; [so] we had to make bread. / We started 
	made a lot of money. / The bread rose and almost filled the oven; Ven

	tura was calling out: Manuel, come see the bread. / I took it out of the oven [and] covered it with an apron; at midday we had lunch, [but] the bread lacked salt. / But that was an oversight on Ventura’s part, for after that one time it had plenty of salt. / The priest separated us and put us to work; we were far from one another, each in his own place. / He [the priest] put me to cutting down pine trees; at the place where he sent me a pine tree fell on me; it almost killed me. / A sheepherder passed by; h
	-
	I stayed fifteen months working for the priest. / After fifteen months I 


	III. The Far West: Nevada and California 
	I set out for a place that was very good for earning money; the boss asked me if I was a good miner. / It was something I’d never done but would like to learn, because this is a job I’d like to do. / He ordered me in, far down beneath the ground; many men were there, all with hammers in hand. / I worked there almost a year; they call it a season; down there shoveling I hardly did anything. / I’d look at the miners [and] would forget the shovel in my hand, but the worst of the work was watching out for the b
	I set out for a place that was very good for earning money; the boss asked me if I was a good miner. / It was something I’d never done but would like to learn, because this is a job I’d like to do. / He ordered me in, far down beneath the ground; many men were there, all with hammers in hand. / I worked there almost a year; they call it a season; down there shoveling I hardly did anything. / I’d look at the miners [and] would forget the shovel in my hand, but the worst of the work was watching out for the b
	-

	destination, on a very large ship that resembled a granary [i.e., shaped like one day we arrived in Sao Miguel at lunchtime. / I stayed there a week waiting for the  [a packet, in service 1884-1927]; it went to all the islands to deliver the royal mail. / She rolled a great deal and pounded along its length; I said: this damned thing is going to sink with me [in it]. / The captain was wise [and] knew the channel; not lingering in Pico, he went to the island of Faial. / He remained at the dock [in Faial] for
	a cylindrical grain silo]. / A voyage of five days took us across the ocean, 
	Funchal
	me thirty-five feet and my partner a distance of nine or ten. / They heard 
	-
	After ten days I was a braggart; I had no fear, even of a coffin. / After five months we finished the job; I had already forgotten like nothing had 

	happened. / I went to work for wages for the same company but [later] leave often, for I would get fatigued when the work was hard, [and] I’d tell them to go to hell. / I worked there three years, always underground; getting to know too much, I didn’t want to see the boss. / Finally I left the place when I saw it was too much [work] and never again had the desire to go back. / I worked another three years, always underground; this was at another place, and the boss was good. / Afterwards I went to Californi
	went to another place because at the first I couldn’t go on. / I would 
	spent fighting death; I had no one to help me, such was my misfortune. 


	IV. Farewell 
	Bedford, near Boston. / [As for] Marcial and Joao Ventura, I haven’t seen them in a long time; they’re in the city of Fresno [California], which is far from here [New Bedford?]. / And [regarding] the rest of the crew, I 
	Bedford, near Boston. / [As for] Marcial and Joao Ventura, I haven’t seen them in a long time; they’re in the city of Fresno [California], which is far from here [New Bedford?]. / And [regarding] the rest of the crew, I 
	Well, the good first mate [Santos] is a captain today; he lives in [New] 

	can’t tell you if any of them are still alive, for I never saw them again. / If I had the love of God and His divine grace, nothing of this world I’d want nor [care] what happens in it. / To all my friends I’m very thankful [for] all that you’ve done for me; God will reward you. 

	Manuel T. Lopes 
	End 
	POESIA/
	POETRY 

	3 Poems 
	Nancy Jasper 
	Tudo Isto É Fado 
	dedicated to Ana and Jose Vinagre and their dog, Binnie 
	The fado singers have a dog. 
	They tell us everything is fado, nothing is beyond the reach of fado. 
	So the dog must be fado, too.  
	The singing of fado is stylized and passionate. 
	Gestures with dark shawls, generational tides  of longing. 
	The dog waits outside the tent. 
	The dog waits outside the tent. 
	He is good. 
	Then he is not good. 
	He runs onto the stage.  
	His heart 
	cannot be contained. 

	Amalia In Fox Point   
	Yes, 
	Amalia visited  
	Amalia visited  
	Fox Point.  

	She went to Friends Market, and posed for a picture with the owner and his wife. 
	Even now, she’s not that far from us. 
	This morning, on Ives Street, 
	Joe cues up  
	Joe cues up  
	Amalia  
	on Pandora. 

	The fadista, that veteran of distances, slips into the room. 
	Não Sou Nascida Do Fado 
	for Ana Laíns  

	The wit  
	waits in the text.  
	It is waiting for the fadista to spring  its trap.  
	She will move  
	through dor  e pranto. 
	She is not afraid  
	of eloquence, the turning  of sonnet  
	knowledge, and she is not afraid  
	of that other  
	knowledge, the water  
	beneath the text. 
	2 Poems 
	Roberto Christiano 
	Memoir 
	After the fados of Amália 
	I did not ask to be a fadista. I hid myself behind cups of wine and smoke, knowing well the wages of poverty, the taste of secrecy, the winks and whistles at my back. Salazar said every fado singer had to carry an identity card. He called me a little creature. But you lifted me  on an altar of incense. You tuned your guitars to the key of the black shawl draped about my shoulders. What I sang was sadness. It was not my sadness. It was ours. 
	On Hearing the Fado O Gente da Minha Terra Oh People of My Land 
	to Mariza 

	Yes, this sorrow is mine. Yes, this sorrow is yours. This is our beautiful destiny and there we must go. The guitar speaks the truth and we know the name of the song. and our catch was tears. We lost a dream and the dream was the world. This is what we cannot deny. Our sighs are our only tenderness. If I could write a poem that was merely happy I would not be Portuguese— I would not be one of you. So let me sing my song and we will call it fado. Oh my people, let me go to church and light my candle. 
	We fished the ocean 
	The flame is sorrow. 

	TRANSLATIONS 
	TRADUÇÕES/

	Two poems 
	Margarida Vale de Gato 
	Declaração de Intenções 
	Para aqueles que insistem diluir isto que escrevo aquilo que eu vivo é mesmo assim, embora aluda aqui a requintes que com rigor esquivo. À língua deito lume, o que invoco te chama e chama além de ti, mas versos são uma disciplina que macera o corpo e exaspera quanto toco. Fazer poesia é árido cilício, mesmo que ateie o sangue, apenas pus se extrai, nem nunca pela escrita um sólido balança, ou se levita. Então sobre o poema, o artifício, a borra baça, a mim a extrema luz. 
	Translated by Richard Simas 
	Declaration of Intentions 
	For those who insist on diluting this that I write with what I live it is as such, although I allude here calls you and calls beyond you, but verses are a discipline that macerates the body and exasperates all I touch. Making poetry is an arid cilice, is extracted, writing can’t even sway a solid, or lift one. the opaque sediment, extreme light to me. 
	to the finesse that I avoid with rigor. I set fire to language, what I invoke 
	even if it enflames the blood, only pus 
	So about the poem, the artifice, 

	Mutilação 
	Se por fora não pareço oca dentro podre ao centro estou. 
	Sem querer armar-me em modernista tenho Alturas em que experimento a lúcida percepção quase materialista e táctil do progresso da loucura sou tal película sobreposta sobre-exposta, precipitado cálculo de abertura – aí o pânico a insónia eu cindida. 
	Só escrever me alivia um pouco e dantes inclusive consolava; agora é mais um corte que sob a pele se exerce a prevenir a coisa mais violenta que me pulsa na cabeça e compulsivamente desta forma se escoa mas não seca nunca estanca apenas se desloca. 
	E quanto disto não assenta na suspeita de que me torno assim pior pessoa? 
	Mutilation 
	If on the outside I do not appear hollow within rotten in the center I am. 
	Not wanting to pass myself off as a modernist I get high when I test the lucid perception almost materialist and tactile of advancing madness overexposed, hurried calculation of the aperture-then the panic and insomnia I am split. 
	I am that superimposed film 

	Only writing relieves me a little and at times released me; now it is more a cut on the skin that acts to prevent what pulses more violently in the head and compulsively in this way drains but does not dry never staunches only displaces. 
	And how much of this is not founded in the suspicion that this way I am becoming a worse person? 
	RECENSÕES CRÍTICAS/
	REVIEWS 

	Lawrence Oliver (1972), Tradução e organização de Francisco Cota Fagundes, Ver Açor, 2014. 
	Para Trás anda a Lagosta. A autobiografia de um luso-americano. 

	Elsa Lechner 
	Elsa Lechner 
	CES, Coimbra 

	Lawrence Oliver (obra inicialmente editada em inglês na Califórnia em 1972), publicada em 2014 pela editora Ver Açor, oferece ao público português e lusófono mais do que um livro: permite aos leitores conhecerem de perto a vida e experiência de um português açoriano emigrado no início do século XX para os EUA, através de um testemunho que funciona como uma verdadeira “mediação coletividade. Trata-se de uma história que não só conta o percurso de um homem e sua família, como retrata um período histórico da c
	A 
	tradução de Francisco Cota Fagundes da autobiografia de 
	-
	histórica” (utilizando as palavras de Cota Fagundes), entre biografia e 

	Mais do que isso, a função de arquivo que esta obra cumpre (agora na língua materna do biografado), alcança ainda uma fase de maturação da experiência da emigração portuguesa ao trazer para o espaço público um retrato-quadro da sua história mais vasta longamente caracterizada pela desvalorização dos homens e mulheres que tiveram de deixar Portugal de forma estrutural e sistemática ao longo dos tempos. 
	-

	Com efeito, acompanhando o movimento de inauguração daquilo 
	a que Eduardo Lourenço chamou “o Portugal que se experimenta a si nia, atualiza em língua portuguesa um certo futuro que a comunidade portuguesa (açoriana) nos EUA (e não só) havia imaginado. Entendemos esta imaginação como um projeto antes de partir para a emigração, mas também como um sonho - assim nos foi dito muitas vezes no terreno e – sonho que levou a escrever e a publicar as memórias para um público anónimo de leitores (seja em inglês ou em português). Apesar do facto de as comunidades portuguesas d
	próprio”, a tradução do livro autobiográfico deste português na Califór
	-
	é dito neste livro como noutras autobiografias de portugueses nos EUA 
	-
	em todas as autobiografias de emigrantes), os primeiros passos de uma 
	de fuga sem fim; destino que coroou de névoa essa nostalgia, a distancia
	-

	Da saudade relativa de uma infância pobre vivida na Ilha do Pico – que nenhum orgulho trouxe ao ego do autor senão o da bravura da sua vontade de partir comum a tantos e tantas outro/as antes, durante a após desde o segundo capítulo, na sua experiência norte-americana. Primeiro Boston, Massachusetts, após sete dias de barco viajando na terceira classe num quadro idêntico ao descrito por José Rodrigues Miguéis no conto com esse mesmo nome (Miguéis,1962); logo depois New Bedford onde a sua irmã já se encontra
	ele – o texto autobiográfico deste português saído clandestinamente de um cais de São Miguel no dia dos seus desaseis anos em 1903, entra logo, 
	-
	e depois, finalmente, a Califórnia, primeiro Chico, onde morava um tio e 

	 Ao longo dos vinte cinco capítulos restantes, Lourenço Oliveira convertido em 1918 em Lawrence Oliver quando obteve a cidadania 
	americana, descreve o seu percurso exemplar num texto que podemos considerar de uma “extrospeção” onde são elencados os eventos mais marcantes para o autor. Nesta escolha, Lawrence dá relevo no seu texto à voz de sua mulher, Maria Miller, que aparece ao longo de muitas páginas como “narradora embutida”, sobretudo para enquadrar acontecimentos públicos e privados que requereram algum estudo ou pesquisa prévia à elaboração do livro. É o caso da história da cidade de San Diego. Este aspeto é relevante pois emb
	-
	femininas e apoiou incondicionalmente o estudo de sua filha e de outras 
	-

	o biografado apresenta como ilustrações de acontecimentos, lugares, pessoas importantes no seu caminho. Outras aparecem como rastos/tra-como objeto-vestígio de um acontecimento (o caso da foto queimada pelo incêndio que vitimou um dos irmãos de Maria). Outras imagens funcionam ainda como um  ao autor, que revisita o passado através do registo de imagem na foto, ou que o leva a procurar na memória (incluindo a não memória: “não me lembro” “não consigo recordar” “não sei quem é”), bem como nos arquivos, algun
	Também ao longo dos capítulos podemos ver várias fotografias que 
	ços de eventos que não ficaram registados no negativo mas sim na foto 
	aide-mémoire
	-

	bém complementos semióticos das identidades dos seus autores (Ramos Villar, 2014), as que constam deste livro retratam bem os lugares de pertença do autor: o menino pobre criado pela avó, tomando conta do gado em idade escolar, levantando-se de madrugada para chegar aos pastos ao amanhecer fugindo do medo da noite, sozinho; Lourenço o rapaz valente, 
	bém complementos semióticos das identidades dos seus autores (Ramos Villar, 2014), as que constam deste livro retratam bem os lugares de pertença do autor: o menino pobre criado pela avó, tomando conta do gado em idade escolar, levantando-se de madrugada para chegar aos pastos ao amanhecer fugindo do medo da noite, sozinho; Lourenço o rapaz valente, 
	Se as fotos nas obras autobiográficas contribuem para ilustrar tam
	-
	-

	cansado de dormir num colchão de folhas de milho e musgo, do trabalho árduo nos campos, da violência do pai, desejoso de “ir para a América”; Lawrence, o português açoriano trabalhador nas hortas de fruta do Tio João em Chico, Califórnia, onde começou a frequentar a escola Salem aos dezoito anos, por indicação do tio “um homem extraordinário”; o jovem procurando trabalho na indústria do peixe em San Diego onde a presença açoriana foi pioneira, e onde o trabalho entre grupos étnicos, culturais e linguísticos
	-
	minha educação… mas cedo outras preocupações fizeram-me esquecer 


	As fotos e o texto de Oliver e Miller, organizados e introduzidos por Rita Larkin Wolin na edição original, vão contando a história destas vidas, no cruzamento com tantas outras vidas, falantes de outros idiomas e crentes de outros credos, que o autor faz questão de dizer que respeita e convive com. Os lugares retratados dão conta simultaneamente da preservação da cultura portuguesa-açoriana da comunidade local (comunhões, bodas, pesca ao espadarte levada pelos açorianos para a Califórnia, Festas do Espírit
	As fotos e o texto de Oliver e Miller, organizados e introduzidos por Rita Larkin Wolin na edição original, vão contando a história destas vidas, no cruzamento com tantas outras vidas, falantes de outros idiomas e crentes de outros credos, que o autor faz questão de dizer que respeita e convive com. Os lugares retratados dão conta simultaneamente da preservação da cultura portuguesa-açoriana da comunidade local (comunhões, bodas, pesca ao espadarte levada pelos açorianos para a Califórnia, Festas do Espírit
	-
	-
	-
	financeiros da família através dos negócios de sucesso, bem ilustrados 
	Belle of Portugal

	Oliver (p. 140). A grandeza destas posses, no entanto, é acompanhada portugueses de muito sucesso na diáspora, que sempre mostram as origens humildes da família, a manutenção de valores e gostos tradicionais/ rurais, nesta obra patentes no episódio do vinho escondido em plena época da lei seca, ou do rancho de animais que o autor faz questão de dos”, “o meu cavalo Chief ”, “Herefords de sangue puro”). 
	e do terreno e mansão construída em 1934 em Point Loma pelo casal 
	na economia do texto pelas imagens típicas do perfil sociológico dos 
	-
	mostrar também em fotografias (fotos “um dos meus novilhos premia
	-


	Os tributos e honras que o casal recebeu, fazem parte relevante dos no trato com as várias classes sociais com que se relacionaram na sociedade norte-americana, como na portuguesa, ou outra, segundo dizem no livro. Clubes, associações, empresas estatais em San Diego, bancos, a Igreja Católica (que lhe atribuiu a Comenda da Ordem de São Gregório em Santa Inês, em 1954), o governo português, o governo brasileiro, reconheceram publicamente as pessoas e obras do casal, atribuindo-lhes distinções que o autor ret
	anos maduros das suas vidas abastadas financeiramente mas humildes 
	-
	-

	comerciais e industriosos do casal, assim como parecem fazer manter as práticas e crenças religiosas norteadoras do pensamento e ação dos pais: a fé, o amor, a determinação. Bem inseridos e ativos no tecido social multicultural dos EUA sem diluírem a sua cultura de origem (sem se assimilarem), os Oliver-Miller realizaram o sonho americano muito para além do que haviam imaginado, granjeando simultaneamente conquistas materiais mas também simbólicas e espirituais como o livro mostra no desta feita com a marca
	comerciais e industriosos do casal, assim como parecem fazer manter as práticas e crenças religiosas norteadoras do pensamento e ação dos pais: a fé, o amor, a determinação. Bem inseridos e ativos no tecido social multicultural dos EUA sem diluírem a sua cultura de origem (sem se assimilarem), os Oliver-Miller realizaram o sonho americano muito para além do que haviam imaginado, granjeando simultaneamente conquistas materiais mas também simbólicas e espirituais como o livro mostra no desta feita com a marca
	Entende-se que as gerações dos filhos e dos netos seguem os passos 
	final. É no último capítulo que encontramos uma introspeção do autor, 

	ria com o episódio “Chantilly no bolo”, onde a sua paixão pelo canto sobretudo onde pôde mostrar a todos os convivas da boda e aos noivos, que o bem querer aos outros é mais valioso do que tudo o resto. Até mais importante do que parecer estar à altura dos méritos que o próprio (ou os outros) podem querer relativizar: Lawrence confessa nas últimas páginas que sempre guardou um complexo de inferioridade por não ter estudado portugueses (por exemplo, Felicidade Almeida, 2009; Comendador José ter sido capaz de
	finalmente se expressa a solo num microfone alcançado no palco, mas 
	como queria, tema recorrente em muitas autobiografias de emigrantes 
	dos Santos por Baldomiro Soares, 2013; e Tozé Silva, 2012), por nunca 
	limitações na sua formação escolar e profissional. Mas conclui dizendo 
	gratificação da sua vida. No episódio ilustrativo, desejou o bem da jovem 
	E ela ficou boa. Tanto que se casou e deu uma festa onde o octoge
	-
	-
	E outros convivas confirmaram: “Tu foste o Chantilly no bolo”. 


	Confirmado e reconhecido por todos, Lawrence Oliver foi ainda postumamente perfilhado pela historiografia norte-americana pelo condução em português da sua autobiografia contribua para que a história Portugal. O gesto autobiográfico, esse, é um gesto de emancipação quer 
	-
	tributo e legado que deixou na história de San Diego. Talvez esta tra
	-
	da emigração portuguesa seja capaz de equivalente reconhecimento das histórias de vida destes homens e mulheres que continuam a ter de deixar 
	tenha público de leitores ou não (Lechner, 2014). 

	que aqui nos traz, diz respeito a duas ausências de nota no texto de Lawrence, um fazedor da história: por ocasião do período da grande 
	que aqui nos traz, diz respeito a duas ausências de nota no texto de Lawrence, um fazedor da história: por ocasião do período da grande 
	Um comentário final que não pretende desmerecer em nada o livro 

	rar uns anos para poder construir a sua mansão em Point Loma; e a referência à II Guerra Mundial é meramente indicativa. O que terá pensado e sentido este homem (e a sua esposa) em tão importantes momentos da história dos EUA e do mundo? O livro diz-nos que os temas políticos eram assunto quente na casa, mas apenas para não os tratar como gostaria um/a leitor/a interessado/a pela opinião de um português que viveu entre países, culturas, línguas. A omissão das questões políticas portugueculdade de um imigran
	recessão de 1929/30 o autor apenas refere a necessidade de ter de espe
	-
	-
	-
	-
	sas também é evidente. Mas neste assunto é mais fácil adivinhar a difi
	-
	-
	-
	gráfico acarretou. Por exemplo, saber como viveu na pele este autor a sua origem portuguesa e açoriana nos EUA, já que ficou patente a sua não 
	guetização
	-
	estar em situação irregular num país (como ele esteve), e desafiante viver 


	Ficamos com a discriminação positiva desta extrospeção de Lawrence Oliver como exemplo de uma grande determinação que nos consegue comover, mas também como contracena de outras vozes e experiências que a sua veia artística por explorar talvez lhe tivesse e nos tivesse dado, aos leitores, a (re)conhecer. 
	Uma nota técnica sobre a edição em português: com todo o mérito e valor da tradução que já referi, penso que esta versão em português ganhava em traduzir alguns termos em desuso na nossa linguagem urbana corrente, e em corrigir as várias gralhas que encontramos no texto. Mas estes são aspetos marginais que cabe à editora corrigir.  
	Coimbra, 20 de Agosto de 2015 
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	Ricardo Manuel Madruga da Costa 
	ocorrência no ano de 2010, quase em simultâneo, da ins-talação da “Azorean Whaleman Gallery” no “New Bedford Whaling Museum” e da edição da obra de Donald Warrin, , marca como que o ponto de viragem numa persistente visão deformada, do cabo-verdiano, embarcado a bordo dos navios da frota baleeira . Uma breve consulta de alguns clássicos, como Alexander Starbucke Clifford Ashley, revelará uma estranha parcimónia nas escassas referên-cias ao papel dos ilhéus como tripulantes dos navios da frota americana sulc
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	-
	So ends this day. The Portuguese in American Whaling 1765-1927
	1 
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	mesmo intelectualmente pouco honesta, que a historiografia americana reflete quanto à presença e à relevância do baleeiro açoriano, e também 
	yankee
	2 
	2 

	3
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	Donald Warrin, , Dartmouth Mass., Center for Portuguese Studies and Culture, University of Massachusetts, 2010. 
	1 
	So ends this day. The Portuguese in American Whaling 1765-1927

	Alexander Starbuck, , Secaucus, Castle Books, 1989. 
	2 
	History of the American Whale Fisheries

	Clifford W. Ashley, , Garden City; New York, Halcyon House, 1942. 
	3 
	The Yankee Whaler

	lavra de Eric Jay Dolin reedita com idêntica avareza. A verdade é que de um século, não pode ser reduzida à magreza de umas linhas breves e, não poucas vezes, com uma inaceitável tonalidade xenófoba. 
	4
	4

	uma presença tão significativa e relevante, construída no decurso de mais 

	O livro de Donald Warrin que o “Centre for Portuguese Studies” da “University of Massachusetts” editou em 2010, vem desfazer equívocos e devolver aos homens das ilhas dos Açores e de Cabo Verde, que em grande número habitaram o “forecastle” dos navios dos portos do Leste dos EUA, com destaque para New Bedford, o reconhecimento pelo notável protagonismo que lhes é devido. 
	-

	autores americanos relativamente aos naturais dos Açores e da sua importância para o desenvolvimento da indústria baleeira dos EUA, já havia sido feita por João Afonso em ensaio a que deu elucidativo título de “Baleação pelos Açores na dinâmica Atlântica desde o século XVIII”e, mais de uma década depois, na sua mais importante e elaborada obra sobre este tema, . 
	A denúncia desta anómala omissão constatável na bibliografia de 
	5 
	5 

	Mar de Baleias e de Baleeiros
	6
	6


	O trabalho de Donald Warrin a este propósito, revela-se exemplar pela objetividade e rigor das conclusões que autoriza e que se fundamentam em extensa e sólida investigação baseada em fontes primárias de proveniência muito variada que, permitindo um entrecruzar de observações, conferem grande credibilidade a este livro. Não só enaltece o grando em número crescente as tripulações, como comprova que é a crédito da sua persistência que a atividade se prolonga até 1927. Diga-se, entretanto, que será a esta coex
	O trabalho de Donald Warrin a este propósito, revela-se exemplar pela objetividade e rigor das conclusões que autoriza e que se fundamentam em extensa e sólida investigação baseada em fontes primárias de proveniência muito variada que, permitindo um entrecruzar de observações, conferem grande credibilidade a este livro. Não só enaltece o grando em número crescente as tripulações, como comprova que é a crédito da sua persistência que a atividade se prolonga até 1927. Diga-se, entretanto, que será a esta coex
	-
	-
	significado do contributo dos naturais dos Açores e de Cabo Verde, inte
	-
	apenas nas obras de carácter historiográfico, porquanto em relatos de 

	viagens e obras de índole diversa, idêntico sentimento perpassa sem dis-farce e mesmo com recurso a uma linguagem de grande agressividade. Veja-se, apenas como exemplo, J. R. Brown, Elmo Paul Hohman ou Briton Cooper Busch, podendo ainda mencionar-se autores, como John Frost, que exalta as virtudes dos americanos embarcados a bordo dos navios americanos como se a eles, em exclusividade, coubesse o mérito da espantosa aventura dos baleeiros tripulando as centenas de navios que ao longo dos séculos cruzaram os
	7 
	7 

	8
	8

	9
	9

	10 
	10 

	e a que os casos antes referidos não serão alheios, refira-se o trabalho de 
	11 
	11 



	Eric Jay Dolin, , New York, W.W. Norton & Company, 2007. 
	4 
	Leviathan: The history of whaling in America

	João Dias Afonso, “Baleação pelos Açores na dinâmica do Atlântico desde o século XVIII”, in , Angra do Heroísmo, Vol. XLV, t. II, 1988. 
	5 
	Boletim do Instituto Histórico da Ilha Terceira

	João Dias Afonso, , Angra do Heroísmo, Direcção Regional da Cultura, 1998. 
	6 
	Mar de Baleias e de Baleeiros

	Uma breve recensão da obra em breve percurso por cada um dos seus capítulos, ajudar-nos-á a compreender o alcance temático que o autor conseguiu, revelando a real dimensão do envolvimento dos insula-res dos dois arquipélagos em apreço. 
	arquipélagos em que se sublinha a sua importância no quadro da navega-ção Atlântica dos séculos XVIII e XIX tendo em conta as condicionantes que pesavam sobre os meios de transporte dessa época, completando-se este enquadramento com um historial da atividade baleeira americana e sua evolução, particularizando aspetos de natureza técnica e detalhando a dureza da vida a bordo. 
	No primeiro capítulo fica esboçada uma caracterização de ambos os 

	No capítulo 2 expõe-se a evolução histórica da indústria, desde a fase pioneira iniciada nos portos de Nantucket e de Martha’s Vineyard, 
	No capítulo 2 expõe-se a evolução histórica da indústria, desde a fase pioneira iniciada nos portos de Nantucket e de Martha’s Vineyard, 
	fico. Neste capítulo introduz-se o tema central da obra, assinalando-se a presença precoce de portugueses que o autor identifica e que ocorre petivamente nos anos de 1763 e de 1765. A problemática relativa aos preconceitos e conflitos resultantes da coexistência de homens das mais variadas origens, confinados ao espaço reduzido e bafiento do lendário na indústria baleeira, a que está também ligada a gradual afirmação da 
	assinalando-se a trajetória para o Horn na abertura decisiva para o Pací
	-
	a par da descoberta dos bancos da Costa da Guiné e dos Açores, res-
	“forecastle”, não é descurada. Ficam ainda apontados os contornos da Revolução Americana e da Guerra de 1812 com o seu grande impacto 
	primazia de New Bedford e do seu papel no ressurgimento da atividade. 


	J. Ross Browne,  (1.ª ed. 1846), Cambridge, The Belknap Press of Harvard University Press, 1968. 
	7 
	Etchings of a whaling cruise

	Elmo Paul Hohman, , New York; London; Toronto, Lyman’s Green & Co., 1928. 
	8 
	The American whaleman. A study of life and labor in the whaling industry

	Whaling will never do for me. The American whaleman in the Nineteenth Century
	9 
	Briton Cooper Busch, 
	, Lexington, The University Press of Kentucky, 1994. 

	The Panorama of Nations: comprising the characteristics of courage, perseverance, enterprise, cunning, shrewdness, vivacity, ingenuity, contempt of dander and of death exhibited by people of the principal nations of the world, as illustrated in narrative of peril and adventure
	10 
	John Frost, 
	, Auburn; Buffalo, Ed. John E. Beardsley, 1852. 

	Reinaldo Silva, , North Dartmouth, Mass., University of Massachusetts Dartmouth, 2008. 
	11 
	Representations of the Portuguese in American Literature

	Na história do desenvolvimento da indústria baleeira dos Estados mia americana, como na expansão extraordinária da frota que ultrapassa e é neste capítulo da obra que se destaca o Atlântico e a relevância das ilhas e das suas gentes, sobretudo com os açorianos, já que a importânpartir da década de 60. Do ponto de vista do contributo dos portugueses das ilhas que o livro analisa, este é certamente um capítulo fundamental. Donald Warrin “percorre” portos e oceanos, surpreendendo com precisão a presença de ilh
	Na história do desenvolvimento da indústria baleeira dos Estados mia americana, como na expansão extraordinária da frota que ultrapassa e é neste capítulo da obra que se destaca o Atlântico e a relevância das ilhas e das suas gentes, sobretudo com os açorianos, já que a importânpartir da década de 60. Do ponto de vista do contributo dos portugueses das ilhas que o livro analisa, este é certamente um capítulo fundamental. Donald Warrin “percorre” portos e oceanos, surpreendendo com precisão a presença de ilh
	Unidos, o período que decorre entre os anos de 1835 a 1860, representa a sua idade de ouro, tanto do ponto de vista do seu significado na econo
	-
	os 700 navios. É o tratamento deste período que o capítulo 3 contempla 
	-
	cia da participação dos cabo verdianos ganhará peso mais significativo a 
	-
	paragens ignoradas até aos confins do Ártico e dando conta da lenta mas 
	-
	-
	-

	Açores e de Cabo Verde por ignotas paragens das ilhas dos Mares do Sul ou nos inóspitos gelos do Ártico, numa vida aventurosa. Estes “bea-chcombers” trazem à memória, de forma irresistível, os “lançados” da costa africana na época da expansão portuguesa. Eram baleeiros desertores ou simplesmente desembarcados, designadamente em ilhas remobem a nota de uma forma de vida marginal a qual, independentemente do juízo moral que sobre isso possa fazer-se, revela uma ousadia e um arrojo de lenda a sugerir personage
	quase tocam a ficção, como é o ousado peregrinar de portugueses dos 
	-
	-
	tas do Pacífico, contando-se entre eles açorianos e cabo-verdianos, tra
	-
	ficando e intermediando interesses entre tripulações e nativos, o que dá 
	por paragens que nem a cartografia havia ainda revelado. 


	Não menos relevante do ponto de vista da temática do livro, mesmo referindo-se já ao período de decadência da baleação americana, é o seu açorianos aos postos de comando de navios da frota baleeira ocorre com mais frequência e, também, aquele em que o peso relativo dos cabo-ver-dianos alcança maior expressão. Com a corrida ao ouro na Califórnia e a descoberta do petróleo na Pennsylvania em 1859, quase coincidente com o grande incêndio de New Bedford acontecido dias antes, mais a Guerra da Secessão, acumulam
	capítulo 4. Afinal, o período de declínio é aquele em que a promoção dos 
	e é neste período que o autor identifica uma presença mais vincada de 
	-
	-
	a deriva aventurosa de muitos ilhéus por terras do fim do mundo, sem 

	Ainda mais um capítulo assinala o termo da atividade baleeira americana. É curioso notar que alguns dos temas tratados por Donald Warrin, pela sua natureza, condizem com este declinar melancólico de uma ativi-dade outrora tão pujante. Na transição para o século XX, a operação dos navios baleeiros registava uma meia dúzia de saídas que se limitavam à área do Atlântico e com reduzida duração. Afundamentos e naufrágios; motins e deserções; recrutamentos forçados e o oportunismo de “engajadores” na obtenção de 
	-
	-
	quer como capitães e oficiais, esta arriscada atividade a qual, no entanto, se revelava cada vez menos viável. Neste capítulo final, o autor volta a 
	identificar os que nesta fase última se derramaram por sítios e paragens 

	Terminado este capítulo 5 o livro regista uma conclusão e um epílogo. 
	-

	Nas conclusões o autor faz notar que a indústria ao longo dos anos se manteve, em termos tecnológicos, quase inalterada, mas aponta para um crescente contributo de açorianos, mais acentuado a partir dos anos cabo-verdianos de forma mais notória já no último quartel do mesmo humana em comunidades tão díspares como as da Nova Inglaterra e da Califórnia, mas também, certamente menos reconhecíveis, na Nova Zelândia, Austrália e Alasca. 
	30 do século XIX, com lenta promoção na hierarquia de bordo e de 
	século. Deste longo historial ficaram marcas indeléveis desta presença 

	Como manifestações deste legado Donald Warrin destaca a arte do “scrimshaw”, alcançando por vezes expressões de elevado grau artístico, para além da organização de armações baleeiras em estações localizadas nas costas, tanto das ilhas como da Califórnia. No epílogo o autor tece 
	Como manifestações deste legado Donald Warrin destaca a arte do “scrimshaw”, alcançando por vezes expressões de elevado grau artístico, para além da organização de armações baleeiras em estações localizadas nas costas, tanto das ilhas como da Califórnia. No epílogo o autor tece 
	12
	12

	um comentário final a apontar para o facto de que, afinal, a indústria não 

	se extinguiu; apenas evoluiu tecnologicamente sob outras bandeiras e com outros desígnios. 

	Ver David E. Bertão, , 1854-1904, San Jose, Calif., Portuguese Heritage Publications of California, 2006. 
	12 
	The Portuguese Shore Whalers of California

	Completa a obra um conjunto de anexos em que o autor compila uma lista dos portos americanos associados à atividade baleeira; um segundo apresenta a lista de capitães portugueses e luso-americanos e o último dos anexos é constituído por um mapa das viagens realizadas sob comando de portugueses ou de luso-americanos. Um glossário, uma lista encerra estas 416 páginas de uma edição cujo conteúdo é enriquecido por alguns mapas e gravuras alusivas ao tema. 
	de arquivos e uma seleção bibliográfica, mais um conjunto de índices, 

	Julgamos útil e apropriado retomar as considerações iniciais. Esta obra, então tão inesperada quanto relevante para a própria história de Portugal nos mares, no dizer de João Afonso citando Stuart C. Sherman, impõe alguns breves comentários que vão para além do elenco sintetizado dos conteúdos de cada capítulo. 
	-

	é, na verdade, um livro extraordinário e um trabalho notável para o reconhecimento do contributo dos portugueses dos Açores e de Cabo-Verde na história, até agora mal contada, da indústria da baleação americana. É, por isso, um livro que devolve a dignidade e a grandeza do que foi a participação do baleeiro açoriano e cabo verdiano durante mais de um século de “caça à baleia”, numa dimensão que não é legítimo subestimar-se. 
	So ends this day 
	-

	Importa ainda salientar que o conteúdo deste livro, oferecendo uma clara unidade temática, se desenvolve de modo a consentir uma leitura segundo três vertentes distintas. Temos, antes de mais, uma síntese da própria história da indústria da baleia dos Estados Unidos da América a qual, quando a confrontamos com outras, como por exemplo as dos autores que acima referimos, revela aspetos e detalhes merecedores de valorização, mas que aqueles ignoraram. Contra este pano de fundo, o autor foi “colando” as person
	Importa ainda salientar que o conteúdo deste livro, oferecendo uma clara unidade temática, se desenvolve de modo a consentir uma leitura segundo três vertentes distintas. Temos, antes de mais, uma síntese da própria história da indústria da baleia dos Estados Unidos da América a qual, quando a confrontamos com outras, como por exemplo as dos autores que acima referimos, revela aspetos e detalhes merecedores de valorização, mas que aqueles ignoraram. Contra este pano de fundo, o autor foi “colando” as person
	-
	-
	protagonismo de gentes bem identificadas que em grande número ajuda
	-

	dos Unidos da América. Não é uma história marginal ou um episódio menor da grande aventura ; é a mesma história e parte indissociável do seu percurso secular. 
	yankee


	longo e aturado trabalho de investigação que Donald Warrin desenvolve rianos em localidades dos Estados Unidos da América às quais, habitualmente, não se associa a emigração das ilhas dos Açores. A presente obra é um contributo claramente inovador e de grande importância nesta linha temática, desta feita numa visão abrangente que até agora ninguém explorou. Apenas referiremos em brevíssima menção, já que um comen-tico, extravasando o âmbito desta recensão, que a obra de Donald War-rin pela relevância e enqu
	Por fim, este livro autoriza uma terceira leitura, aliás na linha do 
	já há bastantes anos, na busca e identificação de comunidades de aço
	-
	-
	-
	tário mais elaborado justificaria um tratamento de pendor mais ensaís
	História do Atlântico. E para que se compreenda o que afirmamos, será suficiente citar A. Hyatt Verril na sua obra editada há quase um século, 
	The real story of the whaler
	: “Ever the first to penetrate unknown seas and 

	Nesta recensão, resta aludir a um aspeto merecedor de grande apreço e cuja avaliação criteriosa revela que Donald Warrin não se poupou a esforços na investigação que realizou. A leitura atenta das mais de 800 notas que apoiam os capítulos da edição, evidenciam um trabalho de pesquisa de uma invulgar envergadura. Para além do manuseamento tes primárias que conferem à sua obra uma credibilidade e uma solidez notáveis.  e diários pessoais de tripulantes de navios baleeiros; imprensa da época e ; registos de pa
	-
	de extensa bibliografia, Donald Warrin privilegiou a consulta de fon
	-
	Log-books
	scrapbooks
	genealógicas e censos demográficos; registos paroquiais, alfandegários e fontes judiciais; documentos oficiais relativos às sessões do Congresso 
	web
	itinerância por arquivos oficiais e particulares, de uma costa à outra dos 

	pode conjeturar-se que esta é a obra de uma vida. 
	já que o seu percurso académico esclarece e reforça o crédito de que é cas que o tempo permitiu obter, um historiador. Entretanto, tanto o seu mestrado como o doutoramento incidiram sobre as literaturas portuguesa e brasileira, sendo que no ensino, nomeadamente na California keley. Extensa e variada a obra publicada, concentrando-se, todavia, na problemática da literatura e cultura portuguesas a que acresce o tema da emigração açoriana. 
	A natureza da obra justifica que façamos uma referência ao autor, 
	merecedora. Donald Warrin é, antes de outras qualificações académi
	-
	-
	State University, se manteve fiel a estas vertentes. É atualmente historia
	-
	dor no Regional Oral History Office da University of California, Ber
	-

	gonismo dos baleeiros portugueses dos Açores e de Cabo-Verde na história da baleação americana, à qual não é possível recusar a marca distinta de um empreendimento verdadeiramente épico, não representa para nós como que um prolongamento ou um capítulo em jeito de adenda, na prossecução da grande aventura do desbravamento dos Oceanos que os portugueses realizaram desde Quatrocentos? 
	Por fim, permita-se que coloque esta interrogação: será que o prota
	-
	-

	editor e que a FLAD –Fundação Luso-Americana, como patrocinadora, se apressem na urgente iniciativa da tradução desta obra que passa a ser 
	Do que dito fica, esperamos bem e muito justificadamente, que o 
	incontornável na bibliografia sobre os temas que a sua leitura suscita. 
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