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SYNOPSIS




In “Dayless Dawn”, Machado de Assis tells the story of the young poet Luís Tinoco, who, moved by his passions, believes he is destined for a brilliant future in literature and oratory, even though his speeches and poems are somewhat exaggerated and disjointed. The story reveals, in Machado de Assis' brilliant irony, the disillusionment of the average Brazilian with their grand missions in life, guided by vanity and presumption, and their attachment to the material and concrete life of social reality.
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Notice




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given evolving social norms and our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Foreign language names will be preserved in their original form, without translation.




 








Dayless Dawn






 




At

that time, Luís Tinoco was twenty-one years old. He was a young man of medium

height, with lively eyes, disheveled hair, an inexhaustible tongue, and

impetuous passions. He held a modest job in the courts, from which he earned a

meager living, and lived with his godfather, whose means of subsistence

consisted of his retirement pension. Tinoco loved old Anastácio, who felt the

same affection for his godson.




Luís

Tinoco was convinced that he was destined for great things, and for a long time

this was the greatest obstacle in his life. At the time Dr. Lemos met him, his

poetic flame was beginning to burn. It is not known how it started. Naturally,

the laurels of others began to rob him of his sleep. What is certain is that

one morning Luís Tinoco woke up a writer and poet; the inspiration, still

budding the day before, dawned pompous and lush. The boy threw himself into his

writing with ardor and perseverance, and between six and nine o'clock, when

they called him for lunch, he had produced a sonnet, whose main flaw was that

five verses had too many syllables and another five had too few. Tinoco took

his work to the Correio Mercantil, which published it among the on

request. 




The

night before publication was sleepless, punctuated by interrupted dreams,

startles, and anxiety. Dawn finally broke, and Luís Tinoco, despite not being

an early riser, got up with the sun and went to read his printed sonnet. No

mother gazed upon her newborn child with more love than the young man read and

reread his poetic production, which he had memorized the day before. It seemed

to him that all the readers of the Correio Mercantil were doing the

same, and that each one admired the recent literary revelation, wondering who

this hitherto unknown name belonged to. 




He

did not rest on his imaginary laurels. Two days later, he wrote a new

composition, this time a long sentimental ode in which the poet complained to

the moon about the contempt with which his beloved had left him, and already

foresaw Gilbert's melancholic death in the future. Unable to afford the

expense, he arranged through a friend to have the poem printed for free, which

delayed its publication by a few days. Luís Tinoco swallowed the delay with

difficulty, and I do not know if he ever suspected the editors of the Correio

Mercantil of envy. The poem was finally published, and it made the poet so

happy that he immediately went to make the big revelation to his godfather.




"Have

you read the Correio Mercantil today, my godfather?" he asked.




"Man,

you know I only read the newspapers when I was a permanent employee. Since I

retired, I haven't read the newspapers anymore..."




"That's

a pity!" said Tinoco coldly; "I wanted you to tell me what you think

of some verses that are in there."




"Verses,

of all things! Don't the newspapers talk about politics anymore? In my day,

they talked about nothing else."




"They

talk about politics and publish verses, because both have a place in the press.

Would you like to read the verses?"




"Give

them here."




"Here

they are."




The

poet pulled the Correio Mercantil from his pocket, and old Anastácio

began to read his godson's work to himself. With his eyes fixed on his

godfather, Luís Tinoco seemed to want to guess the impressions that his lofty

ideas, metered with every possible and impossible freedom of consonance, were

making on him. Anastácio finished reading the verses and made a gesture of

boredom with his mouth.




"This

is dull," he said to his astonished godson; "what the devil does the

moon have to do with that girl's indifference, and why does this foreigner have

to die?"




Luís

Tinoco felt like rebuking his godfather, but he limited himself to throwing his

hair back and saying with supreme disdain:




"These

are things of poetry that not everyone understands; these dull verses

are mine."




"Yours?"

asked Anastácio in utter amazement.




"Yes,

sir."




"So

you write poetry?"




"So

they say."




"But

who taught you to write poetry?"




"It

cannot be learned; it is brought from the cradle."




Anastácio

read the verses again, and only then did he notice his godson's signature.

There was no doubt about it: the boy had become a poet. For the retired old

man, this was a great misfortune. He associated the idea of a poet with

begging. Camões and Bocage, the only literary names he knew, had been painted

to him as two street improvisers, spitting out sonnets in exchange for a few

coins, sleeping in churchyards and eating in the stables of great houses. When

he learned that his beloved Luís had been struck by this terrible affliction,

Anastácio was saddened, and it was on this occasion that he met Dr. Lemos and

told him about his godson's serious situation.




"I

have news that Luís is a poet."




"Really?"

asked Dr. Lemos. "And how is he as a poet?"




"I

don't care if he's good or bad. All I know is that it's the worst thing that

could have happened to him, because poetry is useless. I'm afraid he'll quit

his job and end up on street corners talking to the moon, surrounded by street

kids."




Dr.

Lemos reassured the man, telling him that poets weren't the vagabonds he

imagined them to be; he showed him that poetry was no obstacle to walking like

everyone else, to becoming a congressman, minister, or diplomat.




"However,"

said Dr. Lemos, "I would like to talk to Luís; I want to see what he has

been doing, because as I was also a bit of a poet myself, I can tell if the boy

has any talent."
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