NOTAS

SOBRE A SEMANA DE LINCOLN

No més de maio ultimo, o Diretério Académico, em colaboragao
com o Departamento de Historia e 0 Departamento de Letras (Sec¢ao
Literatura Norte-Americana), organizou uma Semana de Conferén-
cias sobre Lincoln e sua Epoca associando-se as comemoracoes en-
tusidsticas, com que o mundo ocidental festejou o centenario da morte
do martir da abolicao dos escravos.

Mr. Maclain, Consul dos U.S.A. no Parana, natural de Ilinois,
discorreu sobre “Os Anos de Formacao de Lincoln” abordando inte-
ressantes aspectos de carater local ou regional do Martir da Unidade
Americana.

Profa. Altiva Pilatti Balhana, da Cadeira de Histéria das Amé-
ricas, discorreu sobre o tema: A Conjunctura Historica da Guerra
Civil.

Prof. Heriberto Arns, regente da Cadeira de Literatura Norte-
Americana, apresentou uma analise do Debate Calhoun x Webster,
sObre a Escravatura e a Uni2o Americana. A conferéncia transfor-
mou-se em interessante sessao literaria quando o conferencista foca-
lizou — na segunda parte — a posicdo dos escritores e poetas em
face da Escraviddao e estudantes d eLiteratura Norte-Americana re-
citaram os poemas: ‘“The Symphony”, de S. Lanier; “Ichabod”, de
J. G. Whittier e “O Captain! My Captain!”, de W. Whitman.

O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!
(For Lincoln’s Death)

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
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O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up-for you the flag is flung-for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths-for you the shores crowding
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

Here Captain! dear father!
The arm beneath your head!
It is some dream that on the deck,
You’ve fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,
The ship is anchor’d safe sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won:

Exult O shore, and ring O bells!
But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
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