Fernando Pessoa was born in Lisbon in 1888. He spent most
of his life there but, after his father’s death, he lived in South
Africa for nine years when his mother married the Portuguese
consul in Durban. In those years he became fluent in English
and developed a love for English writers such as Shakespeare
and Milton. This influenced him to write his first collections of
poems and journals in English, while his first book in Portuguese
was published just two years before his death.

On leaving South Africa he returned to Lisbon, where he
became involved in the modernist group ‘Orpheu’ and had a
major role in the development of modernism in Portugal. During
his life he was virtually unknown, avoiding society and the
literary world, and although he wrote a vast amount, most of it
was published posthumously. After his death in Lisbon in 1935,
a trunk was found containing over 25,000 items — among them
were collections of poems, letters and journals, from which The
Book of Disquiet is a selection.
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Praise for The Book of Disquiet

‘It could not have been written in England: there is too much
thought racing hopelessly around. The elegance of the style, well
conveyed in what seems to be a more than adequate translation, is
an important component and a very ironic one. The diary disturbs
from beginning to end... There is a distinguished mind at work
beneath the totally acceptable dullness of clerking. The mind is
that of Pessoa. We must be given the chance to learn more about
him’ Anthony Burgess, Ohserver

‘Pessoa’s near-novel is a complete masterpiece, the sort of book
one makes friends with and cannot bear to be parted with.
Boredom informs it, but not boringly. Pessoa loved the minutiae
of what we care to deem the ordinary life, and that love enriches
and deepens his art’ Paul Bailey, Independent

‘The very book to read when you wake at 3am and can’t get back to
sleep — mysteries, misgivings, fears and dreams and wonderment.
Like nothing else’ Philip Pullman

‘It was a real bonus when Serpent’s Tail published The Book
of Disquiet, a meandering, melancholic series of reveries and
meditations. Pessoa’s amazing personality is as beguiling and
mysterious as his unique poetic output. We cannot learn too

much about him’ William Boyd, TLS Books of the Year
‘In a time that celebrates fame, success, stupidity, convenience
and noise, here is the perfect antidote’ John Lanchester, Daily

Telegraph

‘[A] classic of existential literature’ Emma Tennant, Independent
on Sunday
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‘Many British reviewers have pegged Pessoa as a great long-
lost modernist, but he also calls up echoes of Beckett’s exquisite
boredom; the dark imaginings of Baudelaire; Melville’s evasive
confidence man; the dreamscapes of Borges; even the cranky
hermeticism of Witold Gombrowicz’ Village Voice

“This is an astonishing novel, one which batters you, pierces you,
awakens and numbs you’ Independent on Sunday

‘This book has moved me more than anything I have read in
years. I have rarely encountered such exhilarating lugubriousness’
Daily Telegraph

‘Portugal’s greatest poet’ The Times

‘A haunting mosaic of dreams, psychological notations, autobio-

graphical vignettes, shards of literary theory and criticism and
maxims’ George Steiner, Observer

42758_The_Book Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:20



42758_The_Book Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:20



42758_The_Book Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:20



Fernando Pessoa
Edited by Maria José de Lancastre
Translated by Margaret Jull Costa

Introduction by William Boyd

42758_The_Book Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:20



A complete catalogue record for this book can be obtained from the
British Library on request

The right of Fernando Pessoa to be identified as the author of this
work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and
Patents Act 1988

Translation copyright © 1991 by Serpent’s Tail
Introduction copyright © William Boyd 2010

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without
the prior permission of the publisher.

First published as Livro do desassossego por Bernardo Soares

This edition follows the selection made by Maria José de Lancastre for
the Italian edition published by Feltrinelli.

First published in 1991 by Serpent’s Tail,
an imprint of Profile Books Ltd
3A Exmouth House
Pine Street
London EC1R 0JH
website: www.serpentstail.com

First published in this edition in 2010

ISBN 978 1 84668 735 8

Printed and bound in Great Britain by CPI Bookmarque,
Croydon, Surrey

10987654321

42758_The_Book Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37

: 20



Introduction

O homem n&o é um animal
E uma carne inteligente
Embora as vezes doente.

[Man is not an animal
Is intelligent flesh
Although sometimes ill.]

Something of the baffling, beguiling, disturbing appeal of
Fernando Pessoa is contained in these three lines of poetry taken
from a short poem he wrote in 1935, the year of his death, called
‘Love is the Essential’. Pessoa was obsessed by the schism between
our ‘concrete’ and our ‘abstract’ natures — summed up here in the
concept of carne inteligente. Sometimes he wished he were a simple
unreflecting animal, untroubled by self-consciousness, but he saw
in our uniquely human ability to reflect on and analyse ourselves
the source of all our pleasures in life (he described sunsets as ‘an
intellectual experience’) —and its pain. Hence the wry rejoinder —
‘although sometimes ill’ — a very Pessoa-esque note to strike. The
comedic aspects of our short, troubled existences also entertained
him. The hilarious absurdity of the human predicament was as
obvious to him as its inherent, melancholy pointlessness.
Fernando Pessoa (1888-1935) is one of the great figures of
20th-century European modernism. The most exotic portion of
his life occurred in his youth. At the age of seven he left Lisbon for
Durban, South Africa, where he lived with his mother and step-
father until he was seventeen. This sojourn provoked in him an
enduring anglophilia (his first poems were in English) and a sense
of being a permanent outsider. It is perhaps helpful to see him as a
Portuguese cross between Franz Kafka and TS Eliot — a maverick,
unclassifiable spirit wrapped up in a carapace of petit-bourgeois
conformity. Like Kafka (insurance) and Eliot (banking), Pessoa
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earned his living on his return from South Africa in a humdrum
professional world. He became a commercial translator, writing
business letters in English and French for Portuguese companies.
In the many photographs we have of him in his adult life he looks
the perfect dry functionary: moustachioed, dapper, always with
a hat and a tie — I’homme moyen sensual — as if the rectitude and
tedium of his daily job were in some way necessary to curb the
teeming, abundant life of the mind within.

Intriguingly, Pessoa’s literary fame is entirely posthumous.
During his life he was a very minor figure on the fringes of
the Lisbon artistic and intellectual scene, an obscure footnote
in the annals of 20th-century Portuguese poetry. He published
hardly anything and it was only the discovery of a vast trunk of
manuscripts after his death that has provided us with the copious
poetry and other prose writings — of which The Book of Disquiet is
by far the major element.

What makes Pessoa extraordinary in a modernist-literary
sense is his invention of what he called ‘heteronyms’. Pessoa
published poems under his own name but also under the names
of other identities. Possessing a disguise far more complex than
mere pseudonyms, these heteronym-poets had styles, biographies
and personalities of their own, as if they really were distinct
individuals who were born, lived and died apart from their creator.
There are seventy-two distinct heteronyms in the Pessoa oeuvre
but four predominate: the poets Alberto Caiero, Ricardo Reis,
and Alvaro de Campos and the author of The Book of Disquiet,
Bernardo Soares.

Pessoa regarded Soares as the closest to himself — a minor
clerk whiling away his life in rented rooms — describing him as
a ‘mutilation of my personality’. The Soares heteronym evolved
earlier and lasted far longer than any of the others and his life’s
work — the fragmented journal and collection of philosophical
musings that make up The Book of Disquiet — was both incomplete
and unorganised when Pessoa died in 1935 (of hepatitis, in fact:
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Pessoa was also a dedicated but discreet alcoholic). Indeed, the
form that the published book takes is something of an estimation
— so random and confused were Pessoa’s plans for the finished
volume. But, fittingly, the mystery and disorder of the jottings and
pages somehow suit the book’s tone and atmosphere. Pessoa has
been described by Octavio Paz as a ‘solemn investigator of futile
things’, the epitome of an empty man who, in his helplessness,
creates a world in order to discover his true identity. It’s in this
spirit that we should read The Book of Disquiet, not only to locate
the echo of our own disquiet about our life and the world we
occupy, but also to go on a mesmerizing journey with one of the
most fascinating minds in European literature.
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Translator’s note

The Book of Disquiet (Livro do desassossego) is the most extensive
prose work written by Portugal’s greatest poet, Fernando Pessoa.
He was engaged in writing it, always in fragmentary form,
from 1912 until his death in 1935, although the first complete
Portuguese edition only appeared in 1982. As well as writing
under his own name, Pessoa created a number of ‘heteronyms’,
imaginary authors to whom he gave complete biographies and
who wrote in styles and expressed philosophies and attitudes
different from his own. Pessoa attributed the authorship of The
Book of Disquiet to Bernardo Soares, who was, he said only ‘a semi-
heteronym because, although his personality is not mine, it is not
different from but rather a simple mutilation of my personality.
It’s me minus reason and affectivity.’

Very little of this ‘intimate diary’ was published in his
lifetime. The book itself was handwritten in notebooks or typed
on frequently undated and undatable sheets of paper. The work
of deciphering and collating all this material was carried out by
Maria Aliete Galhoz, Teresa Sobral Cunha and Jacinto do Prado
Coeclho. This translation is based on the thematic selection edited
by Maria José dc Lancastre, a leading Pessoa scholar. The numbers
given in parentheses at the beginning of each text refer to the
numbering of the original 1982 edition published in Lisbon by
Atica. [. . .] indicates that words or phrases in the original are
either illegible or missing.

The translator would like to thank Pete Ayrton, Annella
McDermott, Faye Carney and Martin Jenkins for all their help
and advice.
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Introduction

Bernardo Soares

Installed on the upper floors of certain respectable taverns in
Lisbon can be found a small number of restaurants or eating places,
which have the stolid, homely look of those restaurants you see in
towns that lack even a train station. Amongst the clientele of such
places, which are rarely busy except on Sundays, one is as likely
to encounter the eccentric as the nondescript, to find people who
are but a series of parentheses in the book of life.

There was a period in my life when a combination of economic
necessity and a desire for peace and quiet led me to frequent just
such a restaurant. I would dine at around seven each night and, as
chance would have it, I was almost always there at the same time
as one particular man. At first I took little notice of him but as
time passed he came to interest me.

He was a man in his thirties, thin, fairly tall, very hunched
when sitting though less so when standing, and dressed with a
not entirely unselfconscious negligence. Not even the suffering
apparent in his pale, unremarkable features added any interest to
them nor was it easy to pinpoint the origin of that suffering. It
could have been any number of things: hardship, grief or simply
the suffering born of the indifference that comes from having
suffered too much.

He always ate sparingly and afterwards would smoke a cigarette
rolled from cheap tobacco. He would watch the other customers,
not suspiciously, but as if genuinely interested in them. He did
not scrutinize them as though wanting to fix their faces or any
outward evidence of their personalities in his memory, rather he
was simply intrigued by them. And it was this odd trait of his that
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first aroused my curiosity.

I began to observe him more closely. I noticed that a certain
hesitant intelligence illuminated his features, but his face was so
often clouded by exhaustion, by the inertia of cold fear, that it was
usually hard to see beyond this.

I learned from a waiter at the restaurant that he worked as a
clerk in a company that had its office nearby.

One day there was a scuffle in the street immediately outside
the restaurant — a fight between two men. The customers all
rushed to the windows, as did I and the man I've been describing.
I made some banal comment to him and he replied in kind. His
voice was dull and tremulous, the voice of one who hopes for
nothing because all hope is vain. But perhaps it was foolish of me
to attribute so much to my evening companion at the restaurant.

I don’t quite know why but after that we always used to greet
each other. And then one day; prompted perhaps by the foolish
coincidence of us both turning up for supper later than usual, at
half past nine, we struck up a casual conversation. At one point he
asked me if I was a writer. I said I was. [ mentioned the magazine
Orpheu”, which had recently come out. To my surprise he praised
it, indeed praised it highly. When I voiced my surprise, saying
that the art of those who wrote for Orpheu tended to appeal only
to a small minority, he replied that maybe he was one of that
minority. Anyway, he added, he was not entirely unfamiliar with
that art for, he remarked timidly, since he had nowhere to go and
nothing to do, no friends to visit and no interest in reading books,
after supper he usually returned to his rented room and passed the
night writing.

Fernanda Pessoa

* The literary magazine Orpheu was formed in 1915 by Femando
Pessoa, Mirio Sa de Carneiro and Luis de Montalvor. Although
only two issues were produced the magazine had a considerable

impact on the evolution of modern Portuguese literature.
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1{90]

Sometimes I think I will never leave Rua dos Douradores. Once
written: down, that seems to me like eternity.

2[124]
The journey in my head

In the plausible intimacy of approaching evening, as I stand
waiting for the stars to begin at the window of this fourth floor
room that looks out on the infinite, my dreams move to the rhythm
required by long journeys to countries as yet unknown, or to
countries that are simply hypothetical or impossible.

3[81]

Today, during one of those periods of daydreaming which, though
devoid of either purpose or dignity, still constitute the greater part
of the spiritual substance of my life, Timagined myself free forever
of Rua dos Douradores, of my boss Vasques, of Moreira the
book-keeper, of all the other employees, the errand boy, the post
boy, even the cat, In dreams, that freedom felt to me as if the South
Seas had proffered up a gift of marvellous islands as yet uadis-
covered, Freedom would mean rest, artistic achtevement, the
inteliectual fulfilment of my being.

But suddenly, even as [ imagined this (during the brief holiday
afforded by my lunch break}, a fecling of displeasure erupted into
the dream: I would be sad. Yes, [ say it quite seriously: I would be

1
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FERINANDO PESSOA

sad. For my boss Vasques, Moreira the book-keeper, Borges the
cashier, all the lads, the cheery boy who takes the letters to the post
office, the errand boy, the friendly cart - they have all become part
of my life. I conld never leave all that behind withoutr weeping,
without realizing, however displeasing the thought, that part of
me would remain with them and that losing them would be akin o
death.

Moreover, ¥ § left them all tomorrow and discarded this Rua dos
Douradores suit of clothes T wear, what else woutd | do? Because ]
wouid have to do something. And what suit would Fwear? Because
{ would have to wear another suit.

We ali have a Senhor Vasques; sometitnes he’s a tangible human
being, sometimes not. In my case he really is called Vasques and
he’s a pleasant, healthy chap, a bit brusque at times but he’s no
doubledealer. He's selfish but basically fair, much fairer than many
of the great geniuses and many of the human marvels of civilization
on both feft and right, For many people Vasques takes the form of
vanity, a desire for greater wealth, for glory or immortahty . ..
Personally I prefer to have Vasques as my real life boss since, in
times of difficulty, he’s easier to deal with than any abstraction the
world has to offer.

The other day a friend, who's a partner in a prosperous company
that does business throughout the country and who considers my
salary to be distinctly on the low side, said to me: “You're being
exploited, Soares.” This made me realize that indeed I am; bue since
it’s the fate of everyone in this life to be exploited, my question
would be: is it any worse being exploited by Senhor Vasques and
his textile company thaa by vanity, glory, resentment, envy or the
impossibic?

Some, the prophets and saints who walk this vacuous world, are
exploited by God himseif,

And I return to an other’s house, to the spacious office in the
Rua dos Douradores, the way some return to their homes. |
approach my desk as if it were a bulwark against life. I feef such an
overwhelming sense of tenderness that my eyes fill with tears for
my books that are in reality the books of other people whose

2
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THE BOOK QF DISQUIET

accounts I keep, for the inkwell I use, for Sergio’s stooped
shoulders as, not far from me, he sits writing out bills of lading. 1
feel iove for all this, perhaps because 1 have nothing else to love or
perhaps too, because even though nothing truly merits the love of
any soul, if, out of sentiment, we must give it, [ might just as well
lavish it on the smaliness of an inkwel as on the grand indiffereace
of the stars.

4[114]

With the soul’s equivalent of a wry smile, I calmly confront the
prospect that my life will consist of nothing more than being shut
up for ever in Rua dos Douradores, in this office, surrounded by
these people. I have enough money 1o buy food and drink, T have
somewhere te live and enough free time i which to dream, write -
and sleep ~ what more can Lask of the gods or hope for from Fate?

I had great ambitions and extravagant dreams, but so did the
errand boy and the scamstress, for everyone has dreams; the only
difference is whether or not we have the strength to fulfii themora
destiny that will fulfil them through us.

When it comes to dreams, I'm no different from the errand boy
and the seamstress. The only thing that distinguishes me from
them is that I can write, Yes, that's an acuvity, a real fact about
myselfthat distinguishes me from them. Butin my soui Pm just the
same.

I know that there are islands in the South and grand cosmo-
politan passions and [. . .J. I'm sure that even if T held the worid in
my hand, Pd exchange it all for a tram ticket back to Rua dos
Douradores.

Perhaps it’s my destiny to remain a book-keeper for everand for
poetry and literatare to rermain simply butterflics thatalight onmy
head and merely underline my own ridiculousness by their very
beauty.

Il miss Moreira, but what does missing someone matter
compared with a chance for real promotion?

3
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FERNANIDQ PESSOA

I know that the day P'm made chief book-keeper to Vasques &
Co. will be one of the greatest days of my life. I know it with a
prescient bitterness and irony but I know it with all the finality that
certainty can bring.

5{91]

Senhor Vasques. 1 often find myself mesmenzed by Senhor
Vasques. What does this man represent to me beyond the chance
inconvenience of his being master of my time, of the daylight hours
of my life? He trears me well, he always talks to me in a friendly
enough manner except on the odd occasion when he’s been
offhand because of some private worry, but then he was offhand
with everyone. So why do I think about him so much? Is he a
symbol? A motive force? What is he to me?

Senhor Vasques. I remember him now as Fwill in the future with
the nostalgia [ know I will feel for him then. I'll be living quietlyina
little house somewhere in the suburbs, enjoying a peaceful
existence not writing the book Pm not writing now and, so as to
continuc not doing so, I will come up with different excuses from
the ones [ use now to avoid actually confroating myself. Or else Pll
be interned in a poorhouse, content with my utter failure,
mingling with the riffraff who believed they were geniuses when in
fact they were just beggars with dreams, mixing with the
anonymous mass of people who had neither the strength to
triumph nor the power to turn their defeats into victories,
Wherever I am, I will think nostalgically of my boss Serhor
Vasques and the office in Rua dos Douradores, and for e the
monotony of my daily life will be like the memory of ioves that
never came my way and of triumphs that were never to be mine.

Senhor Vasques. I see him from that furare perspective as clearly
as I sce him here today: medinm height, thickset, coarse, with his
particular lmtations and affections, frank and astute, brusque and
affable. It isn’t only money that marks him outas a boss, you can see
it i his stow, hairy hands marked by plamp veins like coloured

4
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THE BQOK QF DISQUIET

muscles, his neck, strong but not too thick, and his firm, rosy
cheeks above the dark, neatly trimmed beard. I see him, sce the
deliberate but energetic gestures, his eyes reflecting from within
his thoughts abour the world without. Pm troubled if I displease
him and my soul 1s gladdened by his smile, a broad, human smile,
warm as the applause of a large crowd.

Perhaps the reason the ordinary, almost vulgar figure of Senhor
Vasques so often tangles with my intelligence and distracts me
from myself is simply because there’s no one eise in my life of
greater stature, I think there’s some symbolism inall this. I believe,
or almost believe, that somewhere in a distant life this man was
something more to me than he is today.

6{155]

Ah, now I understand! Senhor Vasques is Life; Life, monotonous
and necessary, commanding and unknowable. This bapal man
represents the banality of life. On the surface he is everything to
me, just as, on the surface, Life is everything to me.

And if the office in the Rua dos Douradores represents Life for
me, the second floor room 1 live in on that same street represents
Art, Yes, Art, living on the same street as Life but in a different
room; Art, which offers relief from life without actually relieving
one of living, and which is as monotonous as life itself but in a
different way. Yes, for me Rua dos Douradores embraces the
meaning of all things, the resolution of all mysteries, except the
existence of mysteries themseives which is something beyond
resolution.

7 [63]
I went into the barber’s as T usually do, experiencing the pleasure

always get from being able to enter places known to me without
suffering the least distress. My sensitivity to all things new is a
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FERNANDO PESSOA

constant affliction to me; I only feel safe in places I have been in
before.

When [ sat down in the chair and the young barber placed a
clean, cold linen towel around my neck, it cecurred to me to ask
after his colieague, a vigorous, older man, who had been ill but
who usually worked at the chair to my right. The question arose
spontancously, simply because the place reminded me of him. As
fingers busied themselves tucking in the last bit of towei between
my neck and my collar, the voice behund the towel and me answered
flatly: “He died yesterday.” My irrational good humour died as
suddenly as the now eternally absent barber from the chair beside
me. My every thought froze. I said nothing.

Nostalgta! 1 feel it even for someone who meant nothing to me,
out of anxiety for the flight of time and a sickness bred of the
mystery of life. If one of the faces I pass daily on the streets
disappears, I feel sad; yer they meant nothing to me, other than
being a symbol of all life.

The dull old man with dirty gaiters I often used to pass at half
past gine in the morning. The lame lotrery salesman who pestered
me withour success. The plump, rosy old gentleman with the cigar,
who used to stand at the door of the tobacconist’s. The pale-
cheeked tobacconist himself. What has become of those people
who, just because I saw them day after day, became part of my life?
Tomorrow 1 too will disappear from Rua da Prata, Rua dos
Douradores, Rua dos Fanqueiros. Tomorrow [ too - this fecling
and thinking soul, the universe I am to myself - yes, tomorrow 1
too will be someone who no longer walks these streets, someone
others wili evoke with a vague: ‘I woander what’s become of him?
And everything I do, everything { feel, everything I expenence, will
be just one less passer-by on the datly streets of some city or other.

8 [153] 25.4.1930

The sleeping partner of the company, a man much troubled by
obscure ailments, was suddeniy raken with the notion {a caprice

6
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THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

that came on him, it seems, between afflictions) that he wanted to
have a group photograph taken of the office staft. So, the day
before yesterday, following the instructions of the jolly photo-
grapher, we all lined up against the grubby white partition that
serves as a rickety wooden division between the general office and
Senhor Vasques’s office. In the centre stood Vasqgues himself; on
either side of him, according to a hierarchy that began logically
enough but rapidly broke down, stood the other men who gather
here each day, in body, to perform the small rasks, the ultimate aim
of which is a secret known only to the gods.

Today, when Iarrived at the office, a littie late and having in fact
completely forgotten about the frozen moment captured twice by
the photographer, I found Moreira, an unexpectedly early bird,
and one of the clerks poring over some blackish objects that [
recognized with a start as being the first prints of the photographs.
They were, in fact, two copies of the same photograph, the one that
had come out best.

I experienced the pain of truth when I saw myself there, because,
inevitably, it was my face I looked for first. T have never had a very
high opinion of my physical appearance but never before have I felt
stuch a nonentity as I did then, comparing myself with the other
faces, so familiar to me, in that line-up of my daily companions. [
look like a rather dull Jesuit. My thin, inexpressive face betrays no
intelligence, no intensity, nothing whatever to make 1t stand out
from the stagnant tide of the other faces. But they’re not a stagnant
tide. There are some really expressive faces there. Senhor Vasgues
is exactly as he is in real life - the firm, hikable face, the steady gaze,
all set offby the stiff moustache. The energy and intelligence of the
man - qualitics which are after all utterly banal and to be found in
thousands of other men al} over the world - are stamped on that
photograph as if it were a psychological passport. The two
travelling salesmen ook superb; the clerk has come out well but
he’s half hidden behind Moreira. And Moreira! My immediate
superior Morcira, the embodiment of monotony and routine,
looks much more human than I do! Even the errand boy - T detect
in myself, without being able to suppressit, a fecling that I hope is

7
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FERNANDO PESSOA

not envy — has a directness in his smile that far outshines the
mnsignificant duliness of my face, of me, the sphinx of the
stationery cupboard.

Whar does all this mean? Is 1t true that the camera never lies?
What is this truth documented by a cold lens? Who am I that I
possess such a face? Honestly. .. And then to add insult to injury . ..
Moreira suddenly said ro me: ‘It’s a really good one of you.” And
then, turning to the clerk, “It’s the absolute image of hum, isn’t it
The clerk’s happy and companionable agreement signalled my
final relegation to the rubbish heap.

9{27]

My soul is a hidden orchestra; [ know not what instraments, what
fiddlestrings and harps, drums and tambours I sound and clash
inside myself. All 1 hear is the symphony.

10[28] 1121931

Today, suddenly, I reached an absurd bur unerring conclusion. Ina
moment of enlightenment, I realized that Pm nobody, absolutely
nobody. When the lightning flashed, T saw that whar T had thought
to be a city was in fact a deserted plain and, in the same sipister light
thar revealed me ro myself, there seemed to be no sky above it. Iwas
robbed of any possibility of having existed before the world. If
was ever reincarnated, st have done so without myself, withowt
a self to reincarnate,

Fam the outskirts of some non-existent town, the long-winded
prologue to an unwritten book. I'm nobody, nobody. I don’t know
how o feel or think or love. Pm a character in a novel as yet
unwritten, hovering in the air and undone before Pve even existed,
amongst the dreams of someone who never quite managed to
breathe life into me,

Pm always thinking, always fecling, but my thoughts lack all
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reason, my emotions al} feeling. 'm falling through a trapdoor,
through infinite, infinitous* space, in a directionless, empty fali,
My soul is a black maelstrom, a great madness spinning about a
vacuum, the swirling of a vast ocean around 2 hole in the void, and
in the waters, more like whirlwinds than waters, float images of all
I ever saw or heard in the world: houses, faces, books, boxes,
snatches of music and fragments of voices, all caught up in a
sinister, bottomless whiripool.

And I, T myself, am the centre that exists only because the
geometry of the abyss demands it; T am the nothing around which
all this spins, I exist so that it can spin, 1am a centre that exists only
because every circle has one. I, I myseif, am the well in which the
walls have fallen away to leave only viscous slime. 1 am the centre of
everything surrounded by the great nothing,

And it is as if hell itself were laughing within me but, instead of
the human touch of diabolical laughter, there’s the mad croak of
the dead universe, the circling cadaver of physical space, theend of
all worlds drifting blackly in the wind, misshapen, anachronistic,
without the God who created it, without God himself who spinsin
the dark of darks, impossible, unique, everything,

If only I could think! If only I could feel!

My mother died very young; I never knew her. . .

11129]

Give to each emotion a personality, to each state of mind a soul.

12 [67} 20.6.1931

Today is one of those days when the monotony of everything closes
about me as if I had just entered a prison, That monetony,

*Pessoa uses a neologism ‘infinitepla’.

9
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however, s just the monotony of being me. Each face, even if it
belongs to someone we saw only yesterday, is different roday
simply because today is not yesterday. Each day is the day it 1s, and
there will never be another like it in the world. Only in the soul is
there the absolute identity (albeit a false identity) in which
everything resembles everything else and everything is simplified.
The world is made up of promontories and peaks but all our
myopic vision allows us to see 1s a thin all-pervading mist.

T’d like to run away, ro flce from what T know, from what is mine,
from what I love. I want to set off, not for some impossibie Indies
or for the great islands thar lie far to the south of all other lands,
but for anywhere, be it village or desert, thar has the virtue of not
being here. What I want is not to see these faces, this daily round of
days. I want a rest from, to be other than, my habitual pretending. I
want to feel the approach of sieep as if it were a promise of fife, not
rest. A hut by the sea, even a cave on a rugged mountain ledge,
would be enough. Unfortunately, my will alone cannot give me
that,

Stavery is the only faw of life, there is no other, because this law
must be obeyed; there is no possible rebellion against it or refuge
from it. Some are born slaves, some become slaves, some have
slavery thrust upon them. The cowardly love we all have of freedom
- which if it were given to us we would all repudiate as being too
new and strange — is the irrefutable proof of how our slavery
weighs upon us, Even I, who have just expressed my desire to have
a hut or a cave where 1 could be free from the monotony of
everything, that is to say from the monctony of being myself,
would I really dare to go off to this hut or cave, knowing and
understanding that, since the monotony exists In me alone, I
would never be frec of it? Suffocating where [ am and because Iam
where I am, would I breathe any better there when it 1s my lungs
that are diseased and not the air about me? Who is to say that ],
longing out loud for the pure sun and the open fields, for the
bright sea and the wide horizon, would not miss my bed, or my
meals, or having to go down cight flights of stairs to the street, or
dropping in at the tobacconist’s on the corner, or saying good
moraing to the barber standing idly by?

1G
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Everything that surrounds us becomes part of us, 1t seeps info us
with every experience of the flesh and of Hife and, like the web of the
great Spider, binds us subtly to what is near, ensnares us ina fragile
cradie of stow death, where we lic rocking in the wind. Everything
is us and we are everything, but what is the point if everything is
nothing? A ray of sun, a cloud whose own sudden shadow warns of
its coming, a brecze getting up, the silence thar follows when st
drops, certain faces, some voices, the casy smiles as they talk, and
then the night into which emerge, meaningless, the broken
hicroglyphs of the stars.

13 [133]

I often wonder what kind of person I would be if 1 had been
protected from the cold wind of fate by the screen of wealth, and
my uncle’s moral hand had never fed me toan office in Lisbon, and
I had never moved on from there to other offices 1o reach the
tawdry heights of being a good assistant book-keeper in 2 job that
is about as demanding as an afternoon nap and offers a salary that
gives me just enough to live on.

1 know that had thar non-existent past existed, I would not now
be capable of writing these pages, which, though few, are at least
betrer than all the pages I would undoubtedly have only day-
dreamed about given more comfortable circumstances. For
banality is a form of intelligence, and reality, especially if it is
brutish and rough, forms a natural complement to the soul.

Much of what I feel and think T owe to my work as a book-keeper
since the former exists as a negation of and flight from the latter.

If T had to fili in the space provided on a questionnaire to list
one’s formative literary influences, on the first dotted line I would
write the name of Cesdrio Verde*, but the fist would be

*Cesdrio Verde ({1855-1886) was one of the forzrunners of modern
Portuguese poetry wheo worked most of his life as a clerk. Pessoa feir a deep
affinity with his poetry and shared his love of Lisbos.
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incompiete without the names of Senhor Vasques, Moreira the
book-keeper, Vieira the cashier and Antonio the office boy. And
after cach of them I would write in capital letters the key word:
LISBON.

In fact, they were all as important as Cesario Verde in providing
corrective coefficients for my vision of the world. I think ‘corrective
coefficients’ is the term {though, of course, I'm unsure of its exact
meaning) that engineers use of a methodology that applies mathe-
matics to life. If it is the term, tha’s what they were to me. If it isn’,
fet it stand for what might have been, and my intention serve in
place of a failed metaphor.

When I consider, with all the clarity I can muster, what my life
has apparently been, I imagine it as some brightly coloured scrap
of litter - a chocolate wrapper or a cigar ring - that the
cavesdropping waitress brushes lightly from the soiled tablecloth
into the dustpan, amongst the crumbs and crusts of reality itseif. It
stands out from those things whose fate it shares by virtue of a
privilege that is also destined for the dustpan. The gods continue
their conversations above the sweeping, indifferent to these
incidents in the world below.

Yes, if I had been rich, cosseted, carefully groomed and
ornamental, I would never have known that brief moment as a
pretty piece of paper amongst the breadcrumbs; I would have been
left on one of fortune’s trays — “Not for me, thank yow’ - and
returned to the sideboard to grow old and stale. Discarded once 1
have served my purpose, 1 am thus relegated to the rubbish bin,
along with the crumbs of what remains of Christ’s body, unable
even to imagine what will come after, under what stars; but 1 know
there will be an ‘after’.

14 [118]
P’ve come to the realization that Pm always thinking and listening
to two things at once, I expect everyone does that a little. Some

impressions are so vague that only when we remember them
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afterwards are we aware of them at all. 1 think these impressions
form a part (the internal part, perhaps) of this double attention we
all pay to things. I my case the two realiries I attend to have equal
weight. In that lies my originality. In that, perhaps, lic both my
tragedy and the comedy of my tragedy.

I write carefully, bent over the book ir which I measure out in
balance sheets the futiie history of an obscure company and, at the
same time and with equal attention, my thoughts follow the route
of an imaginary ship through oriental landscapes that have never
existed. The two things are equally clear, equally visible to me: the
ruled page on which I meticulously write the lines of the epic
commercial poem thar is Vasques & Co. and the deck where, a little
to one side of the lines made by the tarred spaces between the
planks, I watch intently the rows of deckchairs and the stretched-
out legs of people relaxing on the voyage.

(I 1 were knocked down by a child’s bicycle, that bicycle would
become part of my story.)

The smoking room protrades on to the deck, preventing me
from seeing anything more than their legs.

1 reach for the inkwell with my pen and from the door of the
smoking room - [. . .] right where I feel myself to be standing -
emerges the figure of the stranger, He turns his back on me and
goes over to the others. He walks slowly and  can deduce nothing
from his back [. .. 1. I begin another entry in the accounts book. 1
try to see where I went wrong. Marques’s accounts should be
debited not credited (T imagine him: plump, amiable, full of jokes
and, 1n an instant, the ship has vanished).

15 {20} 30.12.1932

After the fast of the rain had fallen from the sky and come to earth -
leaving the sky clear and the carth damp and gieaming - the world
below grew joyful in the cool left by the rain, and the greater clarity
of life that returned with the blue of the heavens furnished each
soul with its own sky, each heart with a new freshness.

13
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Whether we like it or not, we are slaves to the hour in all its forms
and colours, we are the subjects of heaven and earth. The partof us
that despises its surroundings and plunges deepest into the forests
within us does not take the same paths when it rains as when the sky
is clear. Simply because it’s raining or has stopped raining, obscure
transmutations take place, felt only perhapsin the very heart of our
most abstract feelings; we feel these transmutations without
knowing it because we feel the weather even when we are unaware
that we do.

Fach of us is more than one person, many people, a proliferation
of our one self. That’s why the same person who scorns his
surroundings is different from the person who is gladdened or
made to suffer by them. In the vast colony of our being there are
many different kinds of people, ali thinking and feeling differently.
Today, as I note down these few impressions in a legitimare break
brought about by a shortage of work, I am the person carefully
transcribing them, the person who is pleased not to have to work
just now, the person who looks at the sky even though he can’t
actually see it from here, the person who is thinking all this, and the
person feeling physically at ease and noticing that his hands are stilf
slightly cold. And, like a diverse but compact muititude, this whole
world of mine, composed as it is of different people, projects buta
single shadow, that of this calm figure who writes, leaning against
Borges’s high desk where I have come to find the blotter he
borrowed from me.

16 [74]

[...] ships that pass in the night and neither acknowledge nor
recognize one another {...]

17 [96]
As with all tragedies, the real tragedy of my life is just an irony of

14
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Fate. I reject life because itis a prison sentence, I reject dreams as
being a vulgar form of escape. Yer [ live the most sordid and
ordinary of real tives and the most intense and constant of dream
lives. P'm like a slave who gets drunk during his rest hour - two
miseries inhabiting one body,

With the clarity afforded by the lightning flashes of reason that
pick out from the thick blackness of life the immedtiate objectsitis
composed of, I see with utter fucidity all that is base, flaccid,
neglected and factitious in this Rua dos Douradores that makes up
my entire life: the squalid office whose squalor seeps into the very
marrow of its inhabitants’ bones, the room, rented by the month,
in which nothing happens except the living death of its occupant,
the grocer’s shop on the corner whose owner I know only in the
casual way people do know cach other, the boys standing at the
door of the old tavern, the laborious futlity of each identical day,
the same characters constantly rehearsing their roles, like a drama
consisting only of scenery and in which even that scenery is facing
the wrong way . . .

But T also see that in order to flee from all this T must either
master it or repudiate it. I do not master it because I cannot rise
above reality and I do not repudiate it because, whatever [ may
dream, I always remain exactly where T am.

And what of my dreams? That shameful flight into myself, the
cowardice of mistaking for life the nubbish tip of a soul that others
only visit in their sleep, in that semblance of death through which
they snore, in that calm state in which, more than anything, they
look like highly evolved vegetables! Unable to make a singte nobie
gestirre other than ro myself, or to have one vain desire that was not
utterly vain!

Caesar gave the ultimate definition of ambition when he said:
*Better to be the chiefof a village than a subaltern in Rome’, I enjoy
no such position either in a village or in Rome. At least the grocer
merits some respect on the block between Rua da Assumpgio and
Rua da Victoria; he’s the Caesar of the whole block. Am I superior
to him? In what respect when nothingness confers no superiority,
no inferiority, and permits no comparisons?

i5
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The grocer is the Caesar of a whole block and the women, quite
rightly, adore him.

And so 1 drag myself along, doing things I don’t want to do and
dreaming of what I cannot have [. . ] as pointiess as a pubhc clock
that’s stopped. . .

18 [107)

In the first few days of this sudden aurumn, when the darkness
seems in some way premature, it feels as if we have lingered too
tong over our daily tasks and, even in the midst of the daily round, I
savour in advance the pleasure of not working that the darkness
brings with it, for darkness means night and night means slecp,
home, freedom. When the lights go on in the big office, banishing
the darkness, and we move seamiessly from day vo evening shift, I
am assailed by an absurd sense of comfort, like the memory of
another, and { feel as contented with whar Iwrite asif I were sitting
reading myself to sleep in bed.

We are all of us the slaves of external circumstance: even at a
tabic in some backstreet caf¢, a sunny day can open up before us
visions of wide fields; a shadow over the countryside can cause us
to shrink inside ourselves, secking unecasy shelter in the doorless
house that is our self; and, even in the midst of daytime things, the
arrival of darkness can open out, like a slowly spreading fan, a deep
awareness of our need for rest.

But we dor’t get behind in our work because of this, rather it
cheers us on, We're not working any more; we're enjoying
ourselves performing the task to which we are condemned. And
suddenty, there on the vast ruled sheet of my book-keeper’s destiny,
stands my old aunts’ house, quite shut off from the world, where
the tea is still brought in at the sieepy hour of ten o’clock, and the
oil lamp of my lost childhood, its pool of light illuminating only
the tablecloth, plunges into darkness my vision of Moreira,
infinitely far from me, lit now by a black electricity, Tea is served -
by the maid who’s even older than my aunts and who brings it in
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with the slightly sleepy demeanour and the rtetchily patient
tenderness of very old servants - and across the whole of my dead
past 1 faultlessly write a number or a sum. I am reabsorbed into
myself again, I lose myself in me, 1 forget myself in those far-off
nights, unpoliuted by duty and the world, virginally pure of
mystery and future,

And so gentle is this fecling distracting me from my debit and
credit columns that if someone asks me a question, 1 reply with
equal gentieness, as if my very being were hollow, as if T were
nothing but a typewrirer that I carry with me, a portable version of
my own open sclf. Such an interruption of my dreams does notjar;
so gentle are they that I continue to dream them even while I speak,
write, answer, carry on a conversation. At last the lost teatime
draws to an end and its time for the office to close. 1 slowly shut the
book and raise my cyes, weary with unshed tcars, and of all the
mingled feelings this arouses, I feel more than anything a sense of
sadness that the closing of the office may mean the ending of my
dream; that the gesture of my hand closing the book may mean
covering up my own irreparable past; that Twill go to the bed of life
not in the least tired, but companionless and troubled, caught in
the ebb and flow of my confused consciousness, twin tides flowing
in the black night, at the outer limits of nostalgia and desolation.

19{115)

Today my body felt afflicted by the old anguish that occastonally
wells up inside me and at the restaurant or eating house, whose
upstairs room provides some basis of continuity ro my existence, 1
neither ate properly nor drank as much as I would normally drink.
When I left, the waiter, noticing that the bottie of wine was still
half-full, turned to me and said; ‘Goodnight, Senhor Soares. Hope
you feel better tomorrow.”

Just as if the wind had suddenly dispersed the clouds obscuring
the sky, the clarion call of that simple phrase eased my soul. And
then I realized something I have never fully recogmized before: that
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I have a spontaneous, natural sympathy with these waiters in cafés
and restaurants, with barbers and street corner errand boys, which
I cannot honestly say I feel for those with whom 1 have more
intimate relations, if ‘intimate” is the right word. . .

Fratermty is a very subtle thing,

Some govern the world, others are the world. Berween an
American millionaire with property in England and Switzerland
and the Socialist boss of a village there is no qualitative difference,
only quantitative. Below [. . .] them come us, the amorphous ones,
the unruly dramatist Williarn Shakespeare, the school teacher John
Milton, that vagabond Dante Alighieri, the boy whe ranan errand
for me vesterday, the barber who always tells me stories, and the
waiter who, simply because I drank only half my bottic of wine,
proffered the fraternal hope that T would feel better tomorrow,

20 [56]

Only one thing surprises me more than the stupidity with which
most men live their fives and that is the intelligence inherent in that
stupidity.

To all appearances, the monotony of ordinary lives is horrific.
Pm having lanch in this ordinary restaurant and I look over at the
cook behind the counter and at the old waiter right next to me,
serving me as he has served others here for, 1 believe, the past thirty
years. What are these men’s lives like? For forty years the cook has
spent nearly all of every day in a kitchen; he has a few breaks; he
sleeps relatively little; sometimes he goes back to his village whence
he returns unhesitatingly and without regret; he sfowly accumulates
his slowty carned money, which he does not propose spending; he
would fall il if he had ro abandon (for ever) his kitchen for the land
he bought in Galicia; he’s lived in Lisbon for forty years and he's
never even been to the Rotunda*, or to the theatre, and only once

*The Rotunda was the name given by lishoetas { natives of Lisbon) 1o the Praga
Marqués de Pombal.
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1o the Cohiseu (whose clowns stili inhabit the inner interstices of
his life). He got married, how or why I don’t know, has four sons
and one daughter and, as he leans out over the counter towards my
rable, his smile conveys a great, solemn, contented happiness. He
is’t pretending, nor does he have any reason to. If he seems happy
it’s because he really is.

Andwhat about the old waiter who serves me and who, for what
must be the millionth time in his career, has just placed a coffec on
the table before me? His life is the same as the cook’s, the only
difference being the four or five yards that separate the kitchen
where one works from the restaurant dining room where the other
works. Apart from minor differences like having two rather than
five children, paying more frequent visits to Galicia, and knowing
Lisbon better than the cook {as well as Oporto where he lived for
four years}, he is equally contented.

1iook again, with real terror, at the panorama of those lives and,
just as 'm about to feel horror, sorrow and revuision for them,
discover that the people who feel no horror or sorrow or revulsion
are the very people who have the most right to, the people living
those lives. That is the cenrral error of the literary imagination: the
idea that other people are like us and must therefore feel like us.
Fortunately for humanity, each man is only himself and only the
genius is given the ability to be others as well.

In the end, everything is relative. A tiny incident in the street,
which draws the restaurant cook to the door, affords him more
entertainment than any I might get from the contemplation of the
most original idea, from reading the best book or from the most
pleasant of uscless dreams. And, if life is essentially monotonous,
the truth is that he has escaped from that monotony better and
more easily than I He is no more the possessor of the truth than I
am, because the truth doesn’ belong to anyone; but whar he does
possess is happiness.

The wise man makes his iife monotonous, for then cven the
riniest incident becomes imbued with great significance. After his
third hon the honhuater loses interest in the adventure of the hunt.
For my monotonous cook there is something modestly apocalyptic
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about every streetfight he witnesses, To someone who has never
been out of Lisbon the tram ride to Benfica is like a trip to the
infinite and if one day he were to visit Sintra, he would feel asif he
had journeyed to Mars. On the other hand, the traveller who has
covered the globe can find nothing new for 5,000 miles around,
because he’s always seeing new things; there’s novelty and there’s
the boredom of the eternally new and the latter brings about the
death of the former.

The truly wise man could enjoy the whole spectacle of the world
from his armchair; he wouldn’t need to talk to anyone or vo know
how to read, just how to make use of his five senses and a soul
innocent of sadness.

One must monotonize existence n order to rid 1t of monotony.
One must make the everyday so anodyne that the slightest incident
proves entertaining. In the midst of my day-to-day work, dull,
repetitive and pointless, visions of escape surface in me, vestiges of
dreams of far-off islands, parties held in the avenues of gardens in
some other age, different landscapes, different feelings, a different
me. But, between balance sheets, T realize that if | had all thar, nrone
of it would be mine. The truth is that Senhor Vasques is worth
more than any Dream King; the office in Rua dos Douradores is
worth more than all those broad avenues in impossibie gardens.
Because 1 have Senhor Vasques 1 can enjoy the dreams of the
Dream Kings; because I have the office in Rua dos Douradores I
can enjoy my inner visions of non-existent landscapes. Bur if the
Dream Kings were mine, what would 1 have to dream about? If ]
possessed the impossible landscapes, what would remain of the
impossible?

May I aiways be blessed with the monotony, the dull sameness of
identical days, my indistinguishable todays and vesterdays, so that I
may enjoy with an open heart the fly that distraces me, drifting
randomly past my eyes, the gust of laughter that wafts volubly up
from the street somewhere down below, the sense of vast freedom
when the office closes for the night, and the infinite rest of my days
off.

Because I am nothing, 1 can imagine myself to be anyrhing. If 1
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were somebody, I wouldn’t be able to. An assistant book-keeper
can imagine himsclfto be a Roman emperor; the King of England
can’t do that, because the King of England has lost the ability in his
dreams to be any other king than the one he is, His reality limits
what he can feel.

21{119]

The morning unfurls itself upon the city, interleaving light and
shade (or rather degrees of intensity of light) amongst the houses,
It does not seem to come from the sun but from the city itself, for
the light issues forth from the city’s walls and roofs (not from them
physicaily but from the simple fact of their being there).

As I feel that, 1 feel full of hope, at the same time recognizing
that hope is a purely literary feeling. Tomorrow, spring and hope
are all words connected poetically with one emotion and in the soul
with the memory of that emotion, No, if I observe myself as closely
as I observe the city, I realize that all T have to hope foris thar today,
like every other day, will come to an end. The eyes of reason also
look at the dawn and 1 sec that the hope I placed i it, if it ever
existed, was not mine. It belonged to those men who live for the
passing hour and whose way of thinking I, for a moment,
unwittingly embodied.

Heope? What have I got to hope for? The only promise the day
holds for me is that it will be justanother day with a fixed conrse 1o
run and a conclusion. The light cheers but does not change me for I
will feave here as I came - older by a few hours, gladdened by a new
feeling but saddened by thought. Whenever something is being
born one can as castly concentrate on the fact of its birth as imagine
its inevitable death. Now, in the strong, generous sunlight, the ciry
landscape looks like a field of houses - broad, natural and orderly.
But, even as 1 sce all this, can [ really forget my own existence?
Deep down my consciousness of the <ity is my consclousness of
mysclf, .

1 suddenly remember as a child seeing, as I can no longer see ir,
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day breaking over the city. The sun did not risc for me then, it rose
for alt of life, because I (still an unconscious being) was life. I saw
the morning and I was happy; today I sce the morning and I am
first happy, then sad. The child in me is stil there but has failen
silenit. T sec as T used to see but from behind my eyes I see myseif
seeing and that one fact darkens the sun, dulls the green of the rrees
and withers the flowers before they even appear. Yes, once 1
belonged here; today, however new a landscape might be tome, 1
return from my first sight of it a foreigner, a guest and a wanderer,
a stranger to ali I see and hear, old man that I am.

Pve seen everything before, even what I have never seen and
never will see. Even the least significant of future landscapes flows
aiready in my blood and the anguish of knowing that I will have to
sec again fandscapes seen before fills me in advance with boredom.

Leaning over the balcony, enjoying the day, looking out at the
diverse shapes of the whole city, just one thought fills my soui - the
deep-seated will to die, to finish, no more to sce light falling ona
city, not to think or feel, to leave behind me, like discarded
wrapping paper, the course of the sun and all its days, and to peel
off the involuntary effort of being as one would discard one’s heavy
clothing at the foot of the great bed.

22[123]

With an enormous effort I rise from my seat only to find thar Tstill
seern to be carrying it around with me, only now it’s even heavier
because it's become the seat of my own subjectivity.

23 {65)

In these lingering summer cvenings, I love the quiet of this the
commercial part of town, ail the more because it’s such a contrast
with the noisy bustle that fills it during the day. Rua do Arsenal,

Rua da Alfindega, the sad roads that reach our to the east where
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the Alfindega ends, and the long, solitary line of quiet quays: they
comfort me with sadness on those evenings when I choose to share
their solitude. I'm transported back to a time fong before the one
actually live in. I like to imagine myself a contemporary of Cesario
Verde* and feel within myself, not more verses like the ones he
wrote, but the substance of his verses,

The life I drag around with me uatii night falls is not dissimilar
to that of the streets themselves. By day they are full of meaningless
bustle and by night full of an equally meamingless fack of bustie. By
day T am nothing, by night I am myself. There is no difference
berween me and the streets around the Alfaindega, except that they
are streets and T am a human soul, and this, when weighed against
the essence of all things, might also count for fittle. Men and
objects share a common abstract destiny: to be of equally
insignificant value in the algebra of hife’s mystery.

Burthere is something else ..., In those slow, empty hoursa sense
of the sadness of all existenee rises from my soul to my mind, the
bitter sense thar everything is at once both felt by me and external
to me, and that I am powerless to change ir. How often have I seen
my own dreams take physical shape - assatling me from without in
the form of a tram rurning the corner at the end of the street, or the
voice of a streetseller at pight (selling who knows what) singing an
Arab melody, a sudden gush of sound breaking the monotony of
the evening - not i order to provide me with a substitute reality
but to declare themselves equal in their independence from my
will.

24 [68]

I'm writing late on 2 Sunday morning, on a day full of soft light in
which the blue of the still new sky above the ragged rooftops of the

* Cesirio Verde (1855-1886) was one of the forerunners of modern
Portuguese poctry who worked most of his life as a clerk. Pessoa felt a deep
affinity with his poetry and shared his love of Lisbon,
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city locks up in oblivion the mysterious existence of the stars. . .

It’s Sunday inside me as well. ..

And my heart dons a child’s velver suit to go to a church it does
not know; its face, above a wide, white collar, is flushed with the
excitement of first impressions, and smiles with not a trace of
sadness in its eyes.

25[12]

Ienvy - though Pm not sure if envy is the right word - those people
about whom one could write a biography, or who could write their
autobiography. Through these deliberately unconnected impres-
sions 1 am the indifferent narrator of my autobiography without
cvents, of my history without a life. These are my Confessions and
if T say nothing in them it's because I have nothing to say.

What couid anyone confess that would be worth anything or
serve any useful purpose? What has happened to us has either
happened to everyone or to us alone; if the former it has no novelty
value and if the Jatter it will be incomprehensible. 1 write down
what I feel in order to lower the fever of feeling. What [ confess is
of no importance because nothing is of any importance. I make
landscapes out of whart I feel. I make a holiday of sensation. [
understand women who embroider out of grief and those who
crochet because life is whar it is. My old aunt passed the infinite
evenings playing patience. These confessions of my feelings are my
game of patience. I dor’t interpret them, the way some read cards
to know the future, I don’t scrutinize them because in games of
patience the cards have no value in themselves. Tunwind myselflike
a length of multicoloured yarn, or make cat’s cradies out of myself,
like the ones children weave around stiff fingers and pass from one
to the other. Taking care that my thumb doesn’t miss the vital loop
I eurn it over to reveal a different pattern. Then I start again.

Living is like crocheting patterns to someone else’s design. But
while one works, one’s thoughts are free and, as the ivory hook
dives in and out amongst the wool, all the enchanted princes that

24

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:20



THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

ever existed are free to stroll through their parks. The crochet of
things . .. A pause ... Nothing. ..

For the rest, what qualities can I count on in myself? A hormbly
keen awareness of sensation and an all too deep consciousness of
feeling . .. A sharp self-destructive inteiligence and an extraordinary
talent for dreams to entertain myself with . .. A defunctwilland a
reflective spiric in which to cradle it like a Hiving child . . . In short,
crochet . ..

26 [24]

At the end of this day there remains what remained yesterday and
what will remain tomerrow: the insatiable, unquantifiable longing
to be both the same and other.

27 [59]
Thunderstorm

A low sky of unmoving clouds. The biuc of the sky was sullied with
transparent white,

The post boy at the other end of the office pauses for a moment
in his eternal tying up of parcels . . . “Listen to that [...]," he
remarks appreciatively.

A cold silence. The sounds from the street stop as if cut with a
knife. For what secemed an age one sensed a malaise in everything, a
cosmmc holding of breath. The whole universe stopped. Minutes
and minutes passed. The darkness grew black with silence.

Then, suddenty, the flash of brighe steel {...].

How human the metullic clanking of the trams seemed! How
jovful the landscape of simple rain falling in streets dragged back
from the abyss!

Oh, Lisbon, niy home!
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28 [40]

In the gentlest of voices, he was singing a song from some far-off
fand. The music made the strange words seem familiar. It sounded
itke a fisdo composed for the soul, though it was nothing like a fade
realiy.

Through its veited words and its human melody, the song spoke
of things that exist in every soul and yet are unknown to all of us.
He was singing asif in a trance, standing in the strect wrappedin a
sort of ecstasy, not even aware he had an audience.

The people who had gathered there to hsten to him did so
without a trace of mockery. The song belonged to us all and
sometimes the words spoke to us directly of the oriental secrer of
some lost race. The noise of the city, if we noticed it at all, went
unheard and the cars passed so close to us that one brushed my
jacket. But Fonly feltit, [ didn’t hear it. There was an intensity in the
stranger’s singing that nourished the dreamer in us, or the part that
cannot dream, For us, though, it was just something to look atin
the street and we all noticed the policeman coming slowly round
the corner. He came towards us at the same siow pace then paused
fora moment behind the boy selling umbrellas, like someone who
has just spotted something. At that point the singer stopped. No
onc said a word. Then the policeman stepped in.

29 (87]

In the light morning mist of mid spring the Baixa* comes
sluggishly awake and even the sun seems to rise only slowly. A quiet
joy fills the chilly air and, in the gentle breath of a barely existent
breeze, life shivers slightly in the cold that is already past, shiversat
the memory of the cold rather than at the cold itself, ar the contrast
with the coming summer rather than at the present weather.

*The Raixais Lishons lower town, containing the main shopping streets and
offices, where Pessoa {(and Bernardo Soares) worked.
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Apart from cafés and dairies nothing 1s open yet, but the.
guictness is npot the indolent quiet of Sunday mornings, it is simply
quiet. The air has a blonde edge to it and the blue sky reddens
through the thinning mist. A few passers-by signal the first hesitant
stirrings of life in the streets and high up at a rare open window the
occasionaj early morning face appears, Asthe trams pass, they trace
ayellow, numbered furrow through the air, and minute by minute
the streets begin to people themselves once more.

I drift, without thoughts or emotions, attending only to my
senses. | woke up early and came out to wander aimlessly through
the streets. I observe them meditatively. 1 see them with my
thoughts. And, absurdly, a light mist of emotion rises within me;
the fog that is lifting from the outside world seems slowly to be
seeping nto me,

I realize with a jolt that I have been thinking about my life. 1
didr’t know Fhad been, but it’s erue. I thought T'was just seeing and
listening, that in my idle wanderings I was nothing but a reflector
of received images, a white screen onto which reality projected
coloursand light instead of shadows, But, though I was unaware of
it, I was more than that. I was sall my self-denving soul, and my
own abstract observation of the street was in itself a denial.

As the mist lifts, the air covers itself in pale light in which the
mist is somehow mingled. I notice suddenly that there is much
more noise, that there are many more people about. The footsteps
of this larger number of passers-by seem less hurried. Making a
reappearance on the street, in sharp contrast to the lesurely pace of
everyone clse, come the brisk step of the women selling fish and the
swaying stride of the bakers with their monstrous baskets. The
diverse monotony of the sellers of other produce is broken only by
what’s in their baskets, varying more in colour than in content. The
milkmen rattie the miscellaneous meral cans of their meandering
trade as if they were a bunch of absurd holiow keys, The policemen
stand stolidly at the crassroads, civilization’s uniformed denial of
the imperceptibly rising day.

If only, I feel now, if only I could be someone abie to see all this
as if he had no other relation with it than that of seeing it, someone
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able to observe everything as if he were an adult traveller newly
arrived today on the surface of life! If only one had not learned,
from birth onwards, 1o give certain accepted meanings to every-
thing, but instead was able to see the meaning inherent in cach
thing rather than that imposed on it from without. If only one
could know the human reality of the woman selling fish and go
beyond just labelling her a fishwife and the known fact that she
exists and sells fish. If only one could see the policeman as God sees
him. If only one could notice everything for the first time, not
apocalyptically, as if they were revelations of the Mystery, but
directly as the flowerings of Reality.

I hear the hour struck by some bell or clocktower - it must be
eight o’clock though I don’t count. The banal fact of the existence
of time, the confines that social life imposes on continuous time - a
frontier around the abstract, a limit on the unknown - brings me
back to myself, I come to, look around at everything, full of life and
ordinary humanity now, and I see that, apart from the patches of
imperfect blue where it stili lingers, the mist has cleared completely
from the sky and seeped instead into my soul and into all things,
into that part of them that touches my soul. T've lost the vision of
what I saw. I'm blinded by sight. My feelings belong now to the
banal realm of knowledge. This is no longer Reality: it is simply
Life.

.. Yes, Life ro which I belong and which belongs to me; not
Reality which belongs only to God or to itself, contains neither
mystery nor rruth and, given that it is real or pretends to be, exists
somewhere in some fixed form, free from the need to be either
transient or erernal, an absolute image, the ideal form of a soul
made visible.

Slowly (though not as sfowly as I imagine) I make my way back.
to my own deor in order to go up to my room again. BurIdontgo
in, [ hesitate then continue on. The Praga da Figueira, replete with
goods of various celours, fills with customers and peoples my
horizon with vendors of all kinds. T advance slowly, a dead man,
and my vision, no longer my own, is nothing now: it is merely that
of a human animal who unwittingly inherited Greek culture,
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Roman order, Christian morality and all the other tiusions that .
make up the civilization in which I live and feel,
What’s become of the fiving?

30[142] 26.1.1932

One of my constant preoccupations is trying to understand how it
is that other people exist, how it is that there are souls other than
mine and consclousnesses not my own, which, because it is a
consciousness, seems to me unigue. [ understand perfectly that the
man before me uttering words similar to mine and making the
same gestures 1 make, or could make, is in some way my fellow
creature. However, [ feel just the same aboutr the people in
ilustrations I dream up, about the characters I see in novels or the
dramatis personae on the stage who speak through the actors
representing them.

I suppose no one truly admits the existence of another person.
One might concede that the other person is alive and feels and
thinks like oneself, but therc will always be an eclement of
difference, a perceptibie discrepancy, that one cannot quite put
one’s finger on. There are figures from times past, fantasy-images
in books that seem more real to us than these specimens of
indifference-made-flesh who speak to us across the counters of
bars, or catch our eye in trams, or brush past us in the empty
randomness of the streets. The others are just part of the landscape
for us, usually the invisible fandscape of 2 familiar street.

I feel closer ties and more intimarte bonds with certain characters
in books, with certain images I've seen in engravings, than with
many supposedly real people, with that metaphysical absurdity
known as “flesh and blood”. In fact “flesh and blood’ describes them
very well: they resembie cuts of meat laid out on the butcher’s
marble slab, dead creatures biceding as though still alive, the
sirtoin steaks and cutlets of Fate.

Pm not ashamed to feel this way because I know ir’s how
everyone feels. The lack of respect between men, the indifference
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that allows them to kill others without compunctios (as urderers
do) or without thinking that they are killing (as soldiers do), comes
from the fact that no one pays due attention to the apparently
abstruse idea that other people have souls too.

On certain days, at certain times, with an awareness wafted to me
on some unknown breeze, reveated to me by the opening of some
secret door, Lam suddenly conscious that the grocer on the corner
is a spiritual being, that his assistant at the door, bending down
over a sack of potatoes, truly is a soul capable of suffering.

Yesterday, when they told me thar the assistant in the
tobacconist’s had commatted suicide, 1 couldn™ believe it. Poor
lad, so he existed oot We had ail forgotten that, all of us; we who
knew him only about as well as those who dida’t know him at all.
We'll forget him more easily tomorrow. Bur what is certain is that
he had a soul, enough soul to kill himself. Passions? Worries? Of
course. But for me, and for the rest of humanity, all that remains is
the memory of a foolish smile above a grubby woollen jacket that
didn’t fit properly at the shoulders. That isall that rematns to rae of
someone who felt deeply enough to kill himself, because, after all
there’s no other reason to kill oneself . .. 1 remember thinking
once, when I was buying some cigarettes from him, that he would
probably go prematurely bald. In the event, he didn’t have time to
go bald. But that’s just 2 memory I have of him, But whar other
memory is likely to remain of him, if my memory is not in fact of
him but of a thought I had?

I have a sudden vision of the corpse, of the coffin they placed him
in, of the alien grave to which they must have carried him. And 1see
that in a way, badly cut jacket and all, the tobacconist’s assistant
represents all humaniry,

The vision fasted onlya moment. Today, of course, being merely.
human, I think only that he died. Nothing more.

No, other people don’texist. .. Ivis for me alone that the serting
sutn holds out its heavy wings of harsh, misty colours. It is for me
alone, even though I cannot see its waters flowing, that the wide
river glitters benecath the sunset. It is for me alone that this open
square was built looking out over the riverand its turning tide. Was
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it today that the tobacconist’s assistant was buried in a common
grave? Today’s nset is not for him. But, even as 'm thinking that,
quite against my will I suddenly understand that it’s not for me
either ...

31 [150] 25.2.1929

The two large pages of the heavy book lie before me on the writing
desk; from the sioping pages I raisc my weary cyes and a soul
wearier still. Beyond the nothingness that all this represents, the
warchouse stretches as far as Rua dos Douradores, displaying its
regufar rapks of shelves and employees, the human order and peace
afforded by the ordinary. Against the windowpane beats the noise
of the diverse world, and that noise is as ordinary as the peace that
prevails niear the shelves.

I lower refreshed eyes to the two white pages on which my
carcful sumbers transcribe the company balance sheer. And,
smiling to myself, I remember that life, which contains these
pages, some biank, others ruled or written on, with their names of
textiles and sums of money, also includes the great navigators, the
great saints, poets from every era, none of whom appear on any
balance sheet, being the vast offspring cast out by those who decide
what is and isa’t valuable in this world.

On the same page that contains the pames of unfamiliar textiles,
the doors to the Indus and to Samarkand swing open, and the
poetry of Persia, which ts nothing to do with either of those two
places, lends distant support to my disquiet in quatrains whose
every third line is ieft unrhymed. Yet I make no mistakes, I write
and add up and so the keeping of the accounts by a clerk of this
establishment continues uninterrupted.

32 [151] 10 and 11.9.1931
Contrary to the sunny custorn of this bright city, the successive
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rows of houses, the empty lots, the ragged outline of roads and
buildings have, since carly morning, been wrapped in a light
blanket of mist that the sun has siowly turned to gold, Towards
midmorning the soft fog began to unravel and, tenuously, in
shadowy gusts like the lifting of veils, to vanish, By ten o’clock, the
only remaining evidence of the vanished mist was a slight hesitancy
in the blue of the sky.

As the mask of veils fell away, the features of the city were
reborn. The day, which had already dawned, dawned anew, asifa
window had been suddenly flung open. The noises in the streets
took on a slightdy different quality, as if they too had only just
appeared. A bhlueness insinuated itseif even into the cobblestones
and the impersonal auras of passers-by. The sun was hot but gave
off a humid heat as if infiltrated by the now non-existent mist.

Pve always found the awakening of a city, whether wreathed in
mists or not, more moving than sunrise in the country. There isa
stronger sense of rebirth, more to look forward to; the sun, instead
of merely iluminating the fields, the sithouetres of trees and the
open palms of leaves with first dark then liquid light and finally
with pure laminous gold, multiplies its every effect in windows, on
walls, on roofs { ... . Seeing dawn in the countryside does me
good, sceing dawn in the city affects me for both good and ill and
therefore does me even more good. For the greater hope it brings
me contains, as does al hope, the far-off, nostalgic aftertaste of
unreality. Dawn in the countryside just exists; dawn in the city
overflows with promise. One makes you live, the other makes you
think. And, along with all the other great unfortunates, I've always
believed it better to think than to live,

33 [154] 15.9.1931
Clouds . . . I'm very conscious of the sky today, though there are
days when, though I feel it, I don’t see it, living as I do in the aity
and not out in the country where the sky is always so present,

Clouds . . . They are the principal reality of the day and I'm as

32

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:21



THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

preoccupied with ther as if the clouding over of the sky were one
of the great dangers that fate has in store for me. Clouds . .. From
the river up to the castle, from west to cast, they drift along, a
disparate, naked tumult. Some are white, the tatrered vanguard of
some unknown army; others, more ponderous and almost black,
are swept stowly along by the audible wind; besmirched with
white, they seem inclined to linger and plunge into darkness the
ilusion of space afforded to the serried ranks of houses by the
narrow streets, a darkness provoked more by their approach than
by any actual shadow they cast,

Clouds. .. Texist uncensciousty and TH die unwillingly. Iam the
interval between what I am and what 1 am not, berween what 1
dream and what life has made of me, the abstract, carnal halfway-
house berween things, like myself, that are nothing. Clouds . . .
How disquieting it is to feel, how troubling to think, how vain to
want! Clouds ... They continute to pass, some so large (though just
how large it’s hard to judge because of the houses) they seem about
to take over the whole sky; others, of uncertain size, which could be
two clouds together or one about to split to two, drift,
directionless, through the high air across the weary sky; to one
side, in grand and chilly isolation, are other smaller clouds that
look like the playthings of powertul creatures, irregularly shaped
balls to be used in some absurd game.

Ciouds . .. T question myself but do not know myself. I've done
nothing nor will I ever do anything uscful to justify my existence.
The part of my life not wasted in thinking up confused inter-
pretations of nothing at all, has been spent making prose poems
out of the incommunicable feelings I use to make the unknown
universe my own. Both objectively and subjectively speaking, I'm
sick of myself, P'm sick of everything, and of everything about
everything. Clouds . . . Today they are everything, dismantled
fragments of heaven, the only real things berween the empty carth
and the non-existent sky, indescribable scraps of a tedium Fimpose
on them, mist condensed into bland threats, soiled rufts of cotton
wool in a hospirtal without walls. Clouds . . . They are, like me, a
ruined road between sky and earth, at the mercy of some invisibie
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impulse, they may or may not thunder, they gladden the earth with
their whiteness, sadden it with their darkness, fictions bora of
empty intervals and aimless meanderings, remote from earthly
noises, but facking the silence of the sky. Clouds. .. They continue
to drift past, on and on, as they always will, like a constantly
interrapted winding and unwinding of dull varns, the diffuse
profongartion of a false, fragmented sky.

34 [158] 16.12.1931

Today, the man we call the office boy left for hus village, for good
they say; today, the same man whom Pve come to consider part of
this human company and, therefore part of me and my world, left.
When we met by chance in the corridor for the inevitable surprise
of our farewelis, he shyly reciprocated my embrace and I mustered
enough seif-control not to cry even though, against my will, my
heart and burning eyes fonged to.

Everything that was ours, simply because it was once ours, even
those things we merely chanced to live with or see on a daily basis,
becomes part of us. It was not the office boy who left today for
some place in Galicia unkaown to me, it was a part, vital because
both visual and human, of the very substance of my life. Today Tam
diminished, no longer quite the same. The office boy left today.

Everything that happens in the world we Iive in, happens in us.
Anything that ceases to exist in the world we see around us, ceases
to exist in us. Everything that was, assuming we noticed it when it
was there, is torn from us when it leaves. The office boy left today.

As Isit down at the high desk and return to yesterday’s accounts,
1 feel heavier, older, my will weaker. But today’s vague tragedy
interrupts what should be the automatic process of drawing up
accounts with meditations that I have to struggle to suppress. The
only way I can find the heart to work is by turning myself, through
active inertia, into my own stave, The office boy feft today.

Yes, tomorrow or another day or whenever the silent bell of
death or departure tolis for me, it will be me who is no fonger here,
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an old copybook to be tidied away into a cupboard under the stairs.
Yes, tomorrow, or whenever Fate decrees, what was supposedly me
will die. Wil T go back to my native village? Who knows where Pll
go. Today tragedy is made visible by an absence and tangible
because it barety deserves to be felt. Ah, but the office boy left
today.

351597 21.4.1930

Some feelings are like dreams that pervade every corner of one’s
spirit like a mist, that do not let one think or act or even be. Some
trace of our dreams persists in us as if we had not slept properly,
and a daytime torpor warms the stagnant surface of the senses. Itis
the intoxication of being nothing, when onc’s will is a bucket of
water kicked over in the yard by some clumsy passing foot.

Onc looks but does not see. The long street crowded with
human creatures is like a fallen inn sign en which the jumbled
fetters no longer make sense. The houses are merely houses.
Although one sces things clearly, it’s impossible to give meaning to
what one sees.

The ringing hammer blows coming from the boxmaker’s shop
have a familiar strangeness, Bach blow is scparated in time, each
with its echo and each utterly vain. The passing carts sound the way
they do on days when thunder threatens. Voices emerge not from
people’s throats but from the air itself. In the background, even the
river scems weary.

ftis not redinm that one feels. It is not grief. Iris the desire to go
to sleep clothed in a different personality, to forget, dulled by an
increase in salary. You feel nothing except the mechanical rise and
fail of your legs as they walk involuntarily forwards on feet
conscious of the shoes they’re wearing. Perhaps you don’t even feel
that much. Something tightens inside your head, blinding youand
StOpping up your cars.

1t’s fike having a cold in the soul. And with that fiterary image of
illness comes a fonging for life to be like a long period of
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convalescence, confined to bed; and the idea of convalescence
evokes the image of large villas on the outskirts of the city, but deep
in the heart of them, by the hearth, far from the streets and the
traffic. No, you can’t hear anything. You consciously pass through
the door you must eater, you go through it as if asleep, unable to
make your body go in any other direction. You pass through
everything. Where’s your tambourine now, sieeping bear?

Fragile as somerhing just begun, the evil sea smell carried on the
breeze hovered over the Tagus and grubbily infiltrared the fringes
of the Baixa. It blew coot and rank over the torpor of the warm sea.
Life became something lodged in my stomach and my sense of
smell inhabited some space behind my eyes. High up, perching on
nothing at all, thin skeins of cloud dissolved from grey into faise
white. The armosphere was like a threat made by a cowardiy sky,
like inaudible thunder, full of nothing bur air,

Even the gulls as they fiew scemed static, lighter than the air
wself, as if someone had simply left them hanging there. Bur it
wasn’t oppressive. Evening fell on our disquiet; the air grew
intermittently cool.

My poor hopes, born of the fife Tve been forced to lead! Theyare
like this hour and this air, vanished mists, inept attempts at stirring
up a faise storm. 1 feel ke shouting out, to put an end to this
landscape and this meditation. But the salt smell of the sea fills all
my good intentions, and the fow tide has laid bare in me the muddy
gloom which only my sense of smell rells me is there,

What a lot of nonsense just to satisfy myseif! What cynical
insights into purely hypothetical emotions! All this mixing up of
soul and feelings, of my thoughts with the air and the river, just fo
say that life wounds my sense of smell and my consciousness, just
because I do not have the wit to use the simple, all-embracing
words of the Book of fob: ‘“My soul is weary of my life!’

36{170]
Oh, night, in which the stars masquerade as light, oh night, equal
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only to the Universe in magnitude, make me, body and soul, partof
your body, and let me lose mysetf in mere darkness, make me night
too, with no dreams to be as stars to me, nor longed-for sun to light
the future.

37 [130] 4.11.1931

Anyone wanting to make a catalogue of monsters would need only
to photograph in words the things that night brings to somnolent
souls who cannot sleep. These things have all the incoherence of
dreams without the unacknowledged excuse of sieep. They hover
like bats over the passivity of the soul, or like vampires that suck the
blood of our submissiveness.

They are the larvae of decline and waste, shadows filling the
valley, the fast vestiges of fate. Sometimes they are worms, repetlent
to the very soul that cossets and nourishes them; sometimes they
are ghosts sinisterly haunting nothing at all; sometimes they
emerge like cobras from the bizarre grotoes of fost emotions.

They are the ballast of falsechood, their only purpose is to render
us uscless, They are doubts from the deep that settle in cold, sleepy
tolds upeon the soul. They arc as ephemeral as smoke, as tracks on
the ground, and all that remains of them is the fact of their once
having existed in1 the seerile soil of our awareness of them. Some are
fike fireworks of the mind that gligter for 2 moment between
dreams, the rest are just the unconsciousness of the consciousness
with which we saw them.

Like a bow that’s come undone, the soul does not in itseif exist.
Fhe grear landscapes all belong to a tomorrow we have already
lived. The interrupted conversation was a faiture. Who would have
guessed Jife would be hike thas?

The moment I find myself, T am lost; if T believe, I doubs; I grasp
hold of something but hold nothing in my hand. Igotosleep asit’i
were going for a waltk, but Pm awake. T wake as # 1 slept, and T am
not myself. Life, after all, 1s but one greatr insomnia and thereis a
fucid half-awakeness about everything we think or do,
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I'would be happy if only I could sieep. Atleast that’s what 1 think
now when I can’t sleep. The night 1s an immense weight pressing
down on my dream of suffocating myself benecath the silent
blanker. I have indigestion of the soul.

Always, after everything, day will come, but it will be late, as
usual. Everything, except me, sleeps and is contented, I rest a little
without daring to sleep, And, confusedly, from the depths of my
being the enormous heads of imaginary monsters emerge. Theyare
Oricntal dragons from the abyss, with illogically scarlet tongues
and fifeless eyes that stare at my dead life which does not look back.

Someone, please, close the lid on all this! Let me be done with
consciousness and life! Then, fortunately, through the cold
window with the shutters thrown back, I see a wan thread of pallid
light beginning to disperse the shadows on the horizon. Fortun-
ately, what is about to break upon me is the day bringing rest,
almost, from the weariness of this unrest. Absurdly, right in the
<ity centre, a cock crows, The pale day begins as T drift into vague
sleep. At some point [ will sleep. The noise of wheels evokes a cart
passing by. My eyelids sleep but I do not. In the end, there is only
Fate,

38 [152] 2,7.1931

No one likes us when we've slept badly. The sleep we missed carried
off with it whatever it was that made us human. There ts, it seems, a
latent irritation in us, in the empty air that survounds us.
Uitimately it is we who are in dispute with ourselves, it is within
ourselves that diplomacy in the secret war breaks down.

All day 've dragged my feet and this great weariness around the
streets. My soul has shrunk to the size of a tangled ball of wooland
what I am and was, what is me, has forgotten its name. Will there
be a romorrow? I don’t know. 1 only know that 1 dido’t sleep and
the jumble of halfslept interiudes fills with long silences the
conversation I hold with myself.

Ah, the great parks enjoyed by others, the gardens raken for
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granted by so many, the marvellous avenues belonging to people
who will never know me! Between sleepless nights 1 stagnate like
someone who never dared to be superfluous and whart I meditate
upon wakes up, startled, with onc closing dream.

I am a widowed house, cloistered in upon itself, darkened by
timid, furtive spectres. I am always in the room next door, or they
are, and all around me great trees rustle. I wander around and T ind
things and | find things because I wander. My childhood days
stand before me dressed in a pinafore!

And in the midst of all this, made drowsy by my wanderings, |
drift out into the street, like a leaf. The gentlest of winds has swept
me up from the ground and I wander, like the very close of
twilight, through whatever the landscape presents to me. My
eyelids grow heavy, my feet drag. Because I'm walking [ would like
to sleep. T keep my mouth pressed tight shut as if to seal my hips.
am the shipwreck of mry own wanderings.

No, I didn’t sleep, but Pm better when I haven’t slept and can’t
sleep. I am more truly myself in this random erernity, symbolic of
the halfsouled state in which T live deluding myseif. Someone
looks at me as if they knew me or thought they knew me, With
painful eyes bencath sore eyelids I feel myself fook back at them; I
don’t want to know abour the world out there.

Al T feel is tired, tired, utterly tired!

39 [61]

It starts as a notse that sets off another noise in the dark pit of
things. Then it becomesa vague howling joined in turn by the rasp
of swaying shop signs in the street. Then the clear voice of space
falls suddenly silent. Everything trembies then stops and there is
quictiiess amidst ail this fear, a suppressed fear thatonly{ . ..Jwhen
it 1s gone.

Afterwards there is only the wind, just the wind, and I netice
sleepily how the doors strain at their hinges and the glass in the
windows moans resistance,
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I do not sleep. 1 haif-exist.

Scraps of consciousness float to the surface. I am heavy with
sleep but unconsciousness eludes me, Iam not. The wind . .. I wake
and drift back to sieep without as yet having slept. There is a
landscape of loud and terrible noise beyond which I do not know
myself. Modestly I enjoy the possibility of sleeping. I do in fact
steep, but without knowing that I do. In everything we judge ro be
a noise there is always another noise heralding the end of
cveryrhing, the wind in the dark and, if T listen harder, the sound of
my own lungs and heart.

40 [49]

I T have ne other virtue at least there exists in me the unending
novelty of liberated sensation.

Today, walking down Rua Nova do Almada, I suddenly noticed
the back of the man walking ahead of me: the ordinary back of an
ordinary man, the jacket of a modest suit on the back of a chance
passer-by. He was carryving an old briefcase under his ieftarm and,
with each step he took, he tapped rthe pavement with the point of
the rolted umbrella he carried in his nght hand.

Suddentiy I felt something approaching tenderness for that man.
I felt in him the tenderness one feels for human ordinariness, for
the banal daily Life of the head of a family on his way to work, for his
humble, happy home, for the sad and joyous pieasures that no
doubt make up his life, for the innocence of living unreflectively,
for the animal naturalpess of that clothed back.

1 looked again at the man’s back, the window through which 1
saw these thoughts.

It was exactly the same feeling that comes over you in the
presence of someone sleeping. When someone sleeps they become
a chiid again, perhaps because in sleep one can do no evit and oneis
unaware even of one’s own existence. By some patural magic, the
worst criminal, the most inveterate egorist is made sacred by sleep.
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1 can see no perceptible difference between killing a child and
killing someone while they sleep,

That man’s back sleeps. Every part of the man walking ahead of
me, at the same speed as me, is asteep. He moves unconsciously. He
lives unconsciously. He sleeps just as we all sleep. All of life is a
dream. No one knows what he does, no one knows what he wants,
no one knows what he knows. We sleep our lives away, the eternal
children of Fate. That’s why, if I think with that feeling, I
experience an immense, boundless tenderness for all of infantile
husnanity, for the somnambulist fives people lead, for everyone, for
everything,

What sweeps over me in such moments is a pure humanitarianism
that draws no conclusions and knows no ulterior motives. I'm
overwhelmed by tenderness as if 1 saw all this with the eyes of 2 god.
1 see everyone with the compassion of the only conscious being
alive: poor men, poor humanity. What is it all doing here?

From the simple rise and fali of our lungs to the building of cities
and the drawing up of imperial frontiers, I consider every
movement, every motivating force in fife to be a form of sieep, to be
dreams or intervals that occur involuntarily in the pauses between
one reality and the nexe, between one day of the Absolute and the
next. And at night, like some abstractly maternal figure, I bend
over the beds of both good and bad children, made equal in the
sleep that makes them mine. My tenderness for them has the
generosity of some infinite being,

I shift my gaze away from the back of the man immediately in
front of me to look at everyone else, at everyone walking down this
street, and I consciously include them alf in the same absurd, cold
tenderness provoked in me by the back of the unconscious being in
whose steps I follow. They are all like him: the girls chatting on
their way to the workshop, the young clerks laughing en route to
the office, the maids returning home laden with shopping, the
boys out running their first errands of the day - all of thisis just one
unconsciousness wearing different faces and bodies, puppets
moved by strings pulled by the fingers of the same invisibie being.
They give every appearance of consciousness but, because they are
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not conscious of being conscious, they are conscious of nothing,
Whether intelligent or stupid, they are all in fact equally stupid.
Whether young or old, they alf share the same age. Whether men or
women, they all belong to the same non-existent sex.

41 [50]

There are days when each person I meet, especiaily the people 1
have to mix with on a daily basis, take on the significance of
symbols, either isolated or connected, which come together to
form occult or prophetic writings, shadowy descriptions of my life.
The office becomes a page on which the people are the words; the
street is a book; words exchanged with acquaintances, encounters
with strangers are sayings that appear in no dictionary but which
my understanding can almost decipher. They speak, they com-
musnicate but itis not of themselves that they speak, nor themseives
that they communicate; as I said, they are words that reveal nothing
directly but rather allow meaning to be revealed through them.
But, with my poor crepuscular vision, I can only vaguely make out
whatever it is that those windowpanes suddenly appearing on the
surface of things choose to show of the interiors they both guard
and reveal. I understand withour knowledge, ike a blind man to
whom people speak of colours.

Sometimes, walking down the street, I hear snatches of private
conversations and they are almost all abont another woman, an-
other man, the son of some third party or someone eise’slover|...].

Just hearing these shadowy fragments of human discourse,
which are after all what most conscious lives are taken up with, |
carry away with me a tedium born of disgust, a terror of being
exiled amongstillusions and the sudden realizarion of how bruised
I am by other people; I am condemned by the landlord and by the
other tenants, o being just one more tenant among many, peering
disgustedly through the bars on the window at the back of the
storcroom at other people’s rubbish piling up in the rain in the
inner courtyard that is my life.
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42 {165} 16.3.1932

Months have gone by since I last wrote anything, My under-
standing has lain dormant and I have lived as if 1 were someone
else. Pve often had a sense of vicarious happiness, I haven’t existed,
I have been someone else and lived unthinkingly.

Today, suddenly, I returned to what 1 am or what I dream Tam.
It was in a moment of great weariness that came upon me after
completing some fairly meaningless task. 1 rested my head on my
hands, with my elbows on the high, stoping desk. Then, closing my
eyes, I found myself again,

In the remoteness of that false steep 1 remembered everything 1
had been, suddenly, with all the clarity of a real landscape, there
rose before me the fong wall of the old farm and then, in the midst
of that vision, I saw the empty threshing-floor.

I had an immediate sense of the meaninglessness of life. Seeing,
feeling, remembering, forgetting were all one, ali mixed up with a
slight ache in my cibows, the fragmented murmurings from the
street below and rhe faint sounds of steady work going on in the
quict office.

When I rested my hands on the desk again and glanced round
with what must have been the terrible weariness of worlds long
dead, the first thing my eyes saw was a bluebottle perched on my
inkweil (so that was where the vague buzzing extraneous to the
other office noises came from!). Anonymous and watchful, |
regarded it from the pit of the abyss. Its lustrous green and
blue-black rones were oddly repelient but not ugly. It was a life!

Perhaps there are supreme forces, the gods or devils of the Truth
in whose shadows we wander, for whom T am just a lustrous fly
resting for a moment before their gaze. A facile observation? A
¢lichéd remark? Unconsidered philosophy? Perhaps, except that ]
did not just think it: T felr iz It was directly, with my own flesh, and
with a sense of utter horror | . .. ] that 1 made this laughabie
comparison. When I compared myself to the fly I was a fly. I felt
myself to be a fiy when Timagined I feitit. And I felt T had a fly’s
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soul, I went to sleep as a fly, 1 fele myself trapped in a fly’s body.
And the most horrific part was that at the same time [ was myself.
Involuntarily I looked up at the ceiling to check there was no
supreme being wiclding a raler to squash me as I could squash that
fly. Fortunately, when 1 looked again, the fly, noiselessly it seemed,
had disappeared. Quite against its will the office was once more
bereft of all philosophy.

431168] 11.6.1932

Once the heat had passed and the first light spots of rain began to
tall heavily enough to make themselves heard, there was a quietness
in the atr that had been absent from the carlier heat, a new peace
into which the rain introduced a breeze all its own. Such was the
bright, sheer joy of that soft rain, with no storms or dark skies, that
even those who had come out without umbrelias or waterproof
clothing, almost everyone in fact, faughed as they hurned,
chattering, down the shining street.

Inanidle moment I went over to the open window in the office -
it had been opened becausc of the heat and left open when the rain
came - and looking out at the scene with my usual mixture of
intense and indifferent attentiveness, I saw exactly the scene I had
described even before I had seen it. Sure enough, there was joy
walking down the street in the guise of two ordinary men, tatking
and smiling in the fine rain, not hurrying, just strolling briskly
through the clean clarity of the darkening day.

Mowever, a surprise was waiting just around the corner:
suddenly, a miserable old man, poor but not humblie, came making
his il-tempered way through the slackening rain. This man, while
clearly without any urgent goal, was possessed at least of a keen
impatience. I studied him intently, not with the distracted eye with
which one usually looks at things, but with the analytical eye
reserved for deciphering symbols. He symbolized nobody; that
was why he was in such a hurry. He symbolized those whe have
never been anybody; that was at the root of his suffering. He did
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not belong with those who smiled beneath the inconvenient joy of
the rain, he belonged to the rain itseif - an unconscious being, so
unconscious that he could feel realiry.

But thar ise’t what T wanted to say. A mysterious distraction, a
crisis of the soul that rendered me incapable of continuing
insinuated itself between my observarion of that passer-by (whom
in fact 1 immediately lost sight of because 1 stopped looking at
him) and the nexus of these observations. And at the back of my
distractedness, I hear without hearing the sound of the post-room
boys at the other end of the office where the warehouse begins and,
on the table by the window that looks out onto the yard, amongst
the joking voices and the click of scissors, 1 see without seeing the
twine for the parcels wound rwice around the packages wrapped in
strong brown paper and fastened with double knots.

One can see only what one has already scen.

44 {167} 2111933

There arc some deepseated griefs so subtle and pervasive thatiris
difficult to grasp whether they belong to our soul or to our body,
whether they come from a malaise brought on by pondering on the
futility of life, or whether they are caused rather by an indisposition
in some chasm within ourselves - the stomach, liver or brain, How
often my ordinary consciousness of myselfis obscured by the dark
sediment stirred up in some stagnant part of me. How often
existence wounds me to the point that I feel a nausea so indefinable
that I can’t tell if it’s just tedium or an indication that 'm acrually
about to be sick! How often . , .

. My soul today is sad to the very marrow of its bones. Everything
hurts e — memory, eyes, arms. It’s like having rheumatism in every
part of my being. The limpid brightness of the day, the great pure
blue sky, the steady tide of diffuse light, none of this touches my
being. I remain unmoved by the hight automnal breeze, that still
bears a trace of unforgotten summer and fends colour to the air.
Nothing means anything to me. I'm sad, but not with 2 definite or
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even an indefinite sadness, My sadness is out there, in the street
strewn with boxes.

These words do not convey exactly what I feel because doubiless
nothing can convey exactly what someone fecls. But P'm trying in
some way to give an idea of what [ feel, a mixture of various aspects
of me and the strect below which, because 1 also see it, belongs to
mg, is part of me, in some intimate way that defies analysis.

T'would like to live different lives in distant fands. {would like to
die another person beneath usknown flags. I would like to be
acclaimed emperor in another time (a time better simply because it
is not today), that appears to me in shimmering colours, amongst
unknown sphinxes. I want anything that makes the person I am
seem ridiculous just because it does make what I am seem
ridiculous. I want, I wane . ., Bur there is always the sun when the
sun shines and the night when nighe falls. There’s always grief
when grief afflicts us and dreams when dreams cradle us. There is
always what there 1s and never what there should be, not because
it's better or worse, but because it’s other. There’s always . ..

The dustmen are working down below, clearing the street of
boxes of rubbish. Laughing and talking they put the boxes one by
one onto the carts. From high up at my office window [ watch them
with indolent eyes beneath drooping lids. And something subtie
and incomprehensible links what Pm feeling ro the boxes I watch
being loaded up; some unknown fecling puts all my tedium,
anguish, nausea or whatever into a box, lifts it up on the shoulders
of a man making loud jokes and places it on a cart that is not here,
And the light of day, serene as ever, falis obliquely along the
narrow street, onto the place where they’re loading up the boxes,
not on the boxes themselves, which are in the shade, bur on the
corner down there where the errand boys are busy randomly doing
nothing.

45[99]
The clock in the depths of the deserted house, deserted because
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everyone’s asleep, slowly lets fall the clear quadruple sound of four
o’clock in the morning. I haven’t yet sfept, nor do Lexpect to. With
nothing to distract me and keep me from steeping, or weigh onmy
body and prevent my resting, I lay down the dull silence of my
strange body in the shadow that the vague moonlight of the
streetfamps makes even meore solitary, Pm too tired even to think,
too tired even to feel.

All around me is the abstract, naked universe, composed of
nothing but the negation of night. I am split between tiredness and
restiessness and reach a point where I physically touch a meta-
physical kanowiedge of the mystery of things. Sometimes my soul
softens and then the formless details of everyday life float up to the
surface of my consctousness and T draw up a balance sheet on the
back of my insomnia. At other times I wake within the half.sleepin
which I lic stagnating, and vague images in random poetic colours
let their sitent spectacle slide by my inattentive mind. My eyes arc
not quite closed. My weak sight is fringed with distant light from
the streetlamps still lit below, in the abandoned regions of the
street.

To cease, to sleep, to replace this intermittent consclousness
with better, more melancholy things uttered in secret to a stranger!
... Fo cease, to flow, fluid asa river, as the ebb and flow of a vast sea
along coasts seen in a night in which one could really sleep! ... To
cease, to be unknown and external, the stirring of branches in
remote avenues, the tenuous falling of leaves that one senses
without hearing them fall, the subtle sea of distant fountains, and
the whole indistinct world of gardens at night, lost in endless
complexities, the natural labyrinths of the dark! ... To cease, toend
once and for ali, but vet to survive in another form, as the page of a
book, a loose fock of hair, a swaying creeper outside a half-open
window, insignificant footsteps on the fine gravel on the curve of a
path, the last twist of smoke high above a village as it falls asleep, the
idle whip of the waggoner stopped by the road i the morning . ..
Absurdity, confusion, extinction - anything burt life . ..

And I do sleep in this vegetative life of conjecture, after a
fashion, that is, without sleeping or resting, and over my unguiet
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eyelids there hovers, like the silent foam of a grubby sea, the far-oft
gleam of the dumb sireetlamps down below.

I sleep and half-sleep.

Beyond me, beyond where I lie, the silence of the house rouches
the infinire. I hear time falling, drop by drop, but do not hear the
drops themselves fall. My own heart physically oppresses my
memory, reduced to nothing, of everything that was and that Twas,
I feel my head resting on the pillow in which I've made a hollow.
The contact of the pillowcase is hke skin touching skin in the
shadows. The ear on which I lie stamps itself mathemarically on my
brain. My eyelids droop with weariness and my eyclashes make a
tiny, almost inaudible sound on the sensitive whiteness of the
plump pillow. I breathe out, sighing, and my breath just happens,
itis not mine. I suffer without feeling or thinking. In the house, the
clock, occupying a precise place in the heart of things, strikes the
half hour, sharp, furile. It is all too much, too deep, black and
cold!

I pass through time, through silences, as formiess worlds pass
through me.

Suddenly, like a child of the Mystery, innoceat of the existence
of night, a cock crows. I can sleep now because it is morning in me.
And I feel my lips smile, pressing lightly into the soft folds of the
pitiow that cradies my face. I can abandon myseifto life, [can sleep,
I can forget about me . . . And through the new sleep washing
darkly over me I remember the cock that crowed, either that or it
really is him, crowing a second time.

46 [101) 18.5.1930

Tao live is to be other. Even feeling is impossible if one feels today
what one felt vesterday, for that is not to feel, it is only to remember
today what one felt yesterday, to be the living corpse of yesterday’s
lost life.

To wipe everything off the slate from one day to the next, to be
new with each new dawn, in a state of perpetually restored virginity
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of emotion - that and only that 1s worth being or having, if we are
10 be or to have what we imperfectly are,

This dawn is the first the world has seen. Never before has this
pink light dwindling into yellow then hot whire fallen in quite this
way o the faces that the window-paned eyes of the houses in the
west turn to the silence that comes with the growing light. Never
before have this hour, this light, my being existed. What comes
tomorrow will be different, and what I sec will be seen through
different eves, full of a new vision.

Tall mountains of the ciey! Great buildings, rooted in, raised up
upon steep slopes, anavalanche of houses heaped indiscriminately
together, woven together by the light out of shadows and fire - you
are today, you are me, because | see you, you are what { ... Jand,
leaning as if against the rail on a ship, 1 love you as ships passing
one another must fove, feeling an upaccountable nostalgia in their
passing.

471102}

From the terrace of this café 1 look tremulously out at life. I can’t
see much of it, just the bustle of people concentrated in this small
bright square of mine. Like the beginnings of drunkenness, a
profound weariness lluminates the souls of things. Life, obvious
and unanimous, flows past outside me in the footsteps of the
passers-by,

I this moment my feelings all stagnate and everything seems
other than it is, my feelings a confused vet hucid mistake. Like an
imaginary condor, I spread my wings but do not fly,

Asaman ofideals, perhaps my greatest aspiration really does not
go beyond occupying this chair at this rable in this café.

Everything 15 as utterly vain as stirring up cold ashes, as
insubstantial as the moment just before dawn,

And the light barsts serencely and perfectly forth from things,
gifds them with a smiling, sad reality. The whole mystery of the
world appears before my eyes sculpted from this banality, this street.

4G
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Ah, how mysteriousty the everyday things of life brush by us! On
the surface, touched by light, of this complex human life, Time, 2
hesitant smile, blooms on the lips of the Mystery! How modern all
this sounds, yet deep down it is so ancient, so hidden, so different
from the meaning that shines out from all of this.

48 [103]

Knowing how casily even the smallest things tormure me, I
defiberately avoid contact with them. A cloud passing in front of
the sun is enough to make me suffer, how then should 1 not suffer
in the darkness of the endlessly overcast sky of my own life?

My isolation is not a search for happiness, which I do not have
the heart to win, nor for peace, which one finds only when it will
never more be lost; whar 1 scek is sleep, extinction, a smaii
surrender,

To me the four walls of my miserable room are both prison cell
and far horizon, both bed and coffin. My happiest hours are those
in which I think nothing, want nothing, when I do not even dream,
but lose myself in some spurious vegetable torpor, moss growing
on the surface of life. Without a trace of bitterness I savour my
absurd awareness of being nothing, a mere foretaste of death and
extinction,

1 never had anyone 1 could call “Master’. No Christ died for me.
No Buddha showed me the right path. In the depths of my dreams
no Apollo or Athena appeared to me to enlighten my soul.

49 [104]

Everything has become unbearable to me, except life - the office,
my house, the streets - even their contrary, if such a thing existed -
everything overwhelms and oppresses me, Only the totality affords
me relief. Yes, any part of it is enough to console me. A ray of
sunlight falling endlessly into the dead office; a street cry that soars
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up to the window of my room; the existence of people, of climates
and changes in the weather; the terrifying objectivity of the
world...

Suddenly the ray of sun entered into me, by which I mean that 1
suddenly saw it . . . Tt was a bright stripe of almost colourless light
cutting like a naked blade across the dark, wooden floor,
enlivening everything around it, the oid nails and the grooves
berween the floorboards, black ruled sheets of non-whiteness.

For minutes on end I observed the imperceptibie effect of the
sun penctrating into the still office . . . Prison pastimes! Only the
imprisoned, with the fascination of someone watching ants, would
pay such attention to one shifting ray of sunlight.

50 {105]

In flickering intervals a firefly pursues itself. All around, in the
darkness, the countryside is a great absence of sound that aimost
smetls good. The peace of it all hurts me and weighs on me. A
formless tedium suffocates me.

I don’t often go to the country, I hardly ever spend a day there or
stay overnight. But today, because the friend in whose house 'm
staying would not hear of me declining his invitation, I came, full
of misgivings, like the shy man on his way to a big party, Bur I felt
glad when I arrived; 1 enjoyed the fresh air and the open spaces; |
luniched and dined well but now, at dead of night, sitting 10 my
jampless room, the uncertainty of the place fills me with anxiety.

The window of the room where I'll sleep gives onto the open
countryside, onto an indefinite countryside, which is all country-
sides, onto the great, vagucly starry night where I can feel a stlent
breeze stirring, Sitting at the window I contemplate with my senses
the nothingness of the universal {ife out there. The hour settles into
anuncasy harmony that reigns over all, from the visible invisibility
of everyrhing to the wood {on the bleached windowledge on which
I rest my left hand) that is slightly rough to the touch where the old
paint has blistered.
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How often, though, have my eyes longed for this peace from
which now, were it easy or polite, T would flee! How often, down
there amongst the narrow streets of tall houses, have I thoughe I
believed that peace, prose and certainty could be found here,
amongst natural things, rather than where the tablecloth of
civilization makes one forget the varnished pine it rests on! And
now, here, feeling healthy and healthily tired, 1 am ill at ease,
trapped and homesick.

1 don’t know if it’s only to me that this happens or to everyone
for whom civilization has meant being reborn, But it seems that for
me, or for people who feet as I do, the artificial has come to seem
natural and the natural strange. No, that’s not quite it: the artificial
has not become natural; the natural has simply become different. I
detest and could happily do without cars and the other products of
science ~ telephones and telegrams - that make life casy, or the
by-products of fantasy ~ gramophones and radios - which, to those
who like them, make it fun,

P'm not interested in any of that; I want none of it. Bur Iove the
Tagus because of the great city on its banks, I enjoy the sky because
I see it from a fourth floor window in a street in the Baixa. Nothing
in the countryside or in nature can give me anyrhing to equal the
ragged majesty of the calm moonlit city seen from Graga or Sio
Pedro de Alcintara. For me no flowers can match the endiessly
varied colours of Lisbon in the sunlight.

Only people who wear clothes find the naked body beautiful.
The overriding value of modesty for sensuality is that it actsas a
brake on energy. Artificialicy is a way of enjoying naturalness. What
I enjoyed about these vast fields I enjoyed because I don’t live here.
Someone who has never known constraint can have no concept of
freedom. Civilization is an education of nature. The artificial
provides an approach to the namural. What we must never do,
however, is mistake the artificial for the nararal. In the harmony
between the natural and the artificial lies the essence of the
superior human soul.
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51 [106] 15.5.1930

A glimpse of countryside over a suburban wall gives me a more
intense sense of freedom than a whole journey might to another
person. The point at which we stand to view something forms the
apex of an inverted pyramid whose base 1s indeterminable.

52 139]
A shrug of the shoulders

We generally give to our ideas about the unknown the colour of
our notions about what we do know; if we call death a sleep it’s
because it has the appearance of steep; ifwe call death a new life, it’s
because it scems different from life. We build our beliefs and hopes
out of these small misunderstandings with reality and live off husks
of bread that we call cakes, the way poor chiidren play at being
happy.

But that’s how all of life is; at least that’s how the particular way
of life gencrally known as civilization is, Civilization consists in
giving an ipappropriate name to something and then dreaming
what results from that. And in fact the faise name and the true
dream do create a new reality. The object really does become other,
because we have made it so. We manufacture realities, We use the
raw materials we always used but the form lent it by art effectively
prevents it from remaining the same. A table made out of
pinewood is a pinetree but itis also a table. We sit down at the table
not at the pinetree. Although love is a sexual instinct, we do pot
tove with that instinct, rather we presuppose the existence of
another feeling, and that presupposition is, effectively, another
feehing.

These meandering thoughts that [ calmly record in the caf¢ 1
chanced to sit down in were evoked by something as T was walking
down the street, what 1 don’t know, a sudden subtie trick of the
light, a vague noise, the memory of a perfume or a snatch of music,
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cach strummed into being by some unknown influence from
without, I don’t know where those thoughts were leading or where
I would choose to lead them. There’s a light mist today, damp and
warm, unthreateningly sad, oddly monotonous, Some feeling I
don’t recognize aches in me; I feel as if Thad lost the thread of some
discussion; the words I write are urterly will-less. Sadness lurks
beneath consciousness. | write, or rather scribble, these ines notin
order to say anything in particular bur to give my distraction
something to do. With the soft marks made by a blunt pencil 1
haven’t the heart to sharpen, I slowly fill the white paper the caft
uscs to wrap up sandwiches {and which they provided me with
because I required nothing better and anything would have done,
as long as it was white), And I feel content, 1 lean back, Evening
falls, monotonous and rainless, in a discouraged, uncertain sort of
light ... And I stop writing just because I stop writing,.

53[124]

The trivialities natural to life, the insignificancies of the normal
and despicable, fic like a layer of dust, tracing a blurred, grotesgue
line beneath the squalor and meanness of my human existence,

The cashbook lying open before eyes whose life dreams of al the
worlds of the Orient; the office manager’s inoffensive joke that
offends against the whole universe; the boss being roid ir’s the
phone, his girlfriend, Mrs so-and-so | . .. ] in the muddle of my
meditation on the most least sexual part of a theory that is purely
aesthetic and toteliectual,

Everyone has a boss always ready with some irappropriate joke
and a soul out of touch with the universe. Everyone hasabossand a
boss’s girlfriend and a telephone cail that always comes at an
inopportune moment just on the edge of the splendid fall of
eveniag and mistresses | ... ] risk speaking ill of their lover whe, as
we all know, is that very minute having a pee.

Butall dreamers, even if they don’t do their dreaming in an office
in the Baixa, or in front of a balance sheet for a textiie company,
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cach one of them has an account book open before them —
whatever it may be, whether it’s the woman they married or [ ... ]2
future they’ve inherited, whatever it might be aslong as it clearly is.

And then there are the friends, great lads all of them, it’s fun
talking to them, having luanch with them, having supper with them
and yet also, somehow or other, so sordid, so despicable, so small,
still so tied ro the workplace even when you're out in the street, still
with your nose in the account book even when you venture abroad,
stiil with the boss standing over you even in the infinite.

All of us, we who dream and think, are book-keepers and
assistant book-keepers in a rextile company or dealing in some
other merchandise in some other Baixa, We draw up the accounts
and make 2 loss; we add up the figures and pass on; we close the
account and the invisible balance 1s never in our favour.

Though I smile as 1 write these words, my heart feels as if it
would break, would break the way things break, into fragments,
into shards, into so much rubbish to be dumped in the dustbinand
carried shoulder high to the eternal dustcart of all municipal
councils,

Open and adorned, everyrhing awaits the King who will come,
who ts about to arrive, for the dust from his retinue forms a new
mistin the slowly dawning east and in the distance the lances shine
out thetr own dawr.

54 [43]

The most contemptibie thing abour dreams is that everyone has
them. In the dark, the errand boy dozes away the day as he leans
against the lamp postin the intervals between chores, immersed in
thoughts about something or other. § know what he’s daydreaming
about: the same dreams 1 plunge into between entries in the
summer tedium of the urterly still, silent office.
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55 [85]

Somenmes when I raise my heavy head from the books in which |
keep track of other people’s accounts and of the absence of a Jife of
my own, I feel a physical nausea. It may come from sitting so bent
over but it goes beyond a mere question of numbers and
disitlusion. Life sickens me like a dose of bad medicine. And it’s
then, with immense clarity of vision, that | see how easy it would be
to remove myself from this redium if T just had the strength truly to
want to do so.

We live through action, that s, through the will. Those of us - be
we geniuses or beggars - who do not know how to want are
brothers in our shared impotence. What's the point of calling
myself a genius when in fact I’'m just an assistant book-keeper?
When Cesario Verde had himself announced to the doctor not as
Senhor Verde, commercial clerk, but Cesario Verde, poct, he was
using one of those expressions of futile pride that stink of vanity,
Poor man, he was never anything but Senhor Verde, commercial
clerk. The poet was born only after he died, because it was only
after his death thar his poetry came to be appreciated.

Toact, thatis true intelligence. I will be what I want to be. But ]
have to want whatever that is. Success means being sueccessful, hot
just having the potential for success. Any large area of land has the
potential to be 2 palace, but where’s the palace if no one builds
there?

56 [113]

I daydream the journey berween Cascais and Lisbon. I went to
Cascais in order to pay the tax on a house my boss Vasques owns in
Estoril. I tooked forward eagerly to the trip, a0 hour there and an
hour back, a chance to watch the ever-changing face of the great
river and its Atlantic estuary. In the event, on the way there I lost
myselfin abstract thoughts, watching, without actually seeing, the
waterscapes [ was so looking forward to, and on the way back Tost
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myself in the analysis of those feelings. I would be unable to
describe the smallest detail of the trip, the least fragment of what I
saw. Pve wrested these pages from oblivion and contradiction. 1
don’t know if that’s better or worse than whatever its contrary
might be,

The train slows, we're af Cais de Sodre*. Pve arrived in Lisbon
but pot at any conclusion.

57 [230] 3.12.1931

When I first came to Lisbon the sound of someone playing scales
on a piano used to drift down from the flat above, the monotonous
piano practice of a little giri I never saw. Today, through processes
of assimilation I fail to comprehend, I discover thatif Topen up the
door to the celiars of my soul, those repetitive scales are still
audible, played by the Little girl who is sow Mrs Someone-or-
other, or else dead and shut up in a white place overgrown by black
cypresses,

1 was a child then, now I am not. In my memory, though, the
sound is the same as it was in reality and, when it raises itseif up
from the place where 1t lies feigning sleep, there it 1s, perennially
present, the same slow scales, the same monotonous rhythm.
Whenever 1 feel it or think of i, T am invaded by 2 diffuse,
anguished sadness that is mine alone.

I do not weep for the loss of my childhood; 1 weep because
everything, and with it my childhood, will be lost. What makes my
mind ache with the repeated, involuntary recurrence of the piano
scales from upstairs, so horribly distant and anonymous, is the
abstract flight of time, not the concrete flight of rime thar affects
me directly. It is the whole mysterious fact of nothing lasting which
again and again hammers out the notes, notes that are not guite
music, but rather a mixture of nostalgla and longing that lurks in
the absurd depths of my memory.

*Cais de Sodre is the train station for the Estoril-Cascais line,
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Slowly, there rises before me the sitting room I never saw, where
the pupil I never knew is even today playing, finger by carcful
finger, the same repetitive scales of something aiready dead. Tlocok
and see and, seeing, reconstruct the scene. And, full of a poignancy
1t tacked then, 2 vision of family life in the upstairs flat emerges
from my perplexed contemplation,

I suppose, though, that I am merely a vehicle forall this and that
the longing I feel 1s neither truly mine nor truly abstract, but the
intercepted emotion of some unknown third party for whom these
emotions, which in me are literary, would be - as Vieira® would say
- literai, My hurt and anguish come from my imagined feelings and
it is only in my imagination and my sense of otherness that I think
and feel this nostalgia, which nevertheless leaves my own eyes
awash with tears.

And still, with a constancy born in the depths of the world, with
a studied metaphysical persistence, the sound of someone practis-
ing plano scales echoes and re-echoes up and down the physical
spine of my memory. It evokes ancient streets thronged by other
people, the same streets as today only different; they are the dead
speaking to me through the transparent walls of their absence; they
are feelings of remorse for what 1 did or didn’t do, the rushing of
streams in the night, noises downstairs in the sull house.

In my head I feel like screaming. I want to stop, smash, break in
two that intangible torturer, that impossible record playing inside
my head, in someone ¢else’s house. { want ro order my soul to stop
and et me out, then drive on without me. I grow mad with hearing
it. Bur then at fast I'm myself again, with my horribly sensitive
mind, my paper-thin skin stretched over nerves too near the
surface, notes playing scales on the awtul, inaer piano of memory.

As if in some part of my brain that had declared itself
independent, the scales still play, drifting up to me from below,
from above, from what was my first home in Lisbon,

*Antonio Vieira { 1608-1697 ) was a Jesuit priest, who worked as a diplomat
in Eurepe and as 2 missionary in Brazil where he died. He was a great orator
and one of Portugal’s major barogque prose writers.
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58 {55] 20.7.1930

Whenever Pve dreamt a log,  go out into the street with my eyes
open but P'm still wrapped in the safety of those dreams. And I'm
amazed how many people fail to recognize my automatism. For I
walk through daily hife still holding the hand of my astral mistress,
and my footsteps 1n the street are concordant and consonant with
the obscure designs of my sieeping imagination. And yet I walk
straight down the street; Idon’tstumble; I reactas I shouid; Fexast.

But whenever there’s an interval in which I don’t have to warch
where I’'m going in order to avoid cars or passers-by, when I don’t
have to talk to anyone or dodge into some nearby doorway, I let
myself drift off once more like a paper boat on the waters of the
dream and I revisit the dying illusion that warmed my vaguc
awareness of the morning stirring into life amidst the sounds of
carts carrying vegetables to market.

Iris there, in the midst of life, that the dream becomes like a vast
cinema screen. I go down a dream street in the Baixa and the reality
of the dream hives inhabiting it gently binds a white blindfold of
false memories about my eyes, I become a navigator through an
unknown me. | conquer all in places T have never even visited. And
it’s like a fresh breeze this somnodent state in which I'walk, leaning
forwards, in my march on the impossible.

Each of usisintoxicared by different things. There’s intoxication
enough for me in just living. Drunk on feeling 1 drift but never
stray. If it’s time to go back to work, 1 go to the office just like
everyone eise. If not, I go down to the river to stare at the waters,
again just like evervone else. 'm just the same. But behind this
sameness, | secretly scatter my personal firmament with stars and
therein create my own infinity.

59 [368]

Phrases I will never write and landscapes 1 will never be able to
describe: with what clarity I dictate them to my inertia and describe
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them in my meditations when, reclining in a chair, I have only the
remotest ties with life. T carve out whole sentences, word perfect,
complete dramas plot themselves in my mind, in every word I sense
the verbal and metric movement of great poems and a great| ... ]
like an invisible stave follows behind me in the shadows. Butif 1
move ong step away from the chair in which 1 sit nurtuning these
almost finished feelings, and make a move towards the table in
order to write them down, the words flee, the dramas die, and all
that remains of the vital nexus that drew rogether these rhythmic
murmurings is a distant longing, a trace of sunlight on far-oft
mountains, a wind stirring the leaves on the edge of the desert, a
never-to-be-revealed relationship, an orgy enjoyed by others, the
woman whom our intuition tells us will look back, and who never
actually existed.

Pve undertaken every conceivable project, An inspirationat logic
lay behind The Iliad T composed, and its epodes had an organic
coherence that Homer never managed to achieve. The stadied
perfection of these verses never put into words makes Virgil's
precision seem faxity and Milton’s strength weakness. The symbolic
exactness of every apposite detail of my allegorical satires exceeded
anything Swift produced. And the number of Verlaines I have
been!

And each time I rise from my chair, where these things have an
cxistence beyond mere dreams, I suffer the double tragedy of
knowing them ro be worthless but at the same time knowing that
indeed they were not entirely dreamed and that some trace of them
lingers en in the abstract threshold of my thinking them and their
existing,

1 was more of a genius in dreams thanin life. That is my tragedy.
I was the runner who fell just before the finishing line having led.
the field ail the way untii then.

60 [186] 13.6.1930
I live always in the present. I know nothing of the fature and no
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longer have a past. The former weighs me down with a thousand
possibilities, the latter with the reality of nothingness. I have
neither hopes for the future nor longings for what was, Knowing
what my life has been up till now - so often so contrary to the way [
wished it to be - what assumptions can 1 make about my life except
that it will be neither what I presume nor what I wantitto be, that it
will be something that happens to me from outside, even against
my own will? Nothing in my past life fills me with the vain desire to
repeat it. I have never been anything more than a mere vestige, a
simudacrum of myself, My past is everything 1 never managed to
become. Not even the feelings associated with past moments make
me nostalgic; what one feels is of the moment; once that is past the
page turns and the story continues but not the text.

Brief, dark shadow of a city tree, the light sound ef water falling
into a sad pool, the green of smooth grass - a public garden on the
edge of dusk - 1n this moment you are the whole universe to mec,
because you entirety fill my every conscious feeting. I want nothing
more from life than to feel it ebbing away into these unexpected
evenings, to the sound of other people’s children playing in
gardens fenced in by the melancholy of the surrounding streets,
and above, the high branches of the trees, vaulted by the ancient sky
in which the stars are just beginning to reappear.

61[33]

By thought alone [ made myself both echo and abyss. By going ever
deeper into myself I became many. The tinjest episode - a change in
the light, the rumbling fall of a dry leaf, the petal that withers and
drops from the flower, the voice on the other side of the wall or the
footsteps of the person who speaks, together with those of the
person 1 presume to be listeaing, the half-open gate ro the old
farm, the inner courtyard that opens through an archway onto the
houses huddled in the mooniight - all these things, none of which
belongs te me, bind up my sensitive thoughts with knots of
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plangent longing. I am someone else in each of these moments; [
painfully renew myself in each iil-defined impression.

I live off impressions that are not mine, prodigal in repuncia-
tions, always other in the way I am mysclf.

62 [34]

I created various personalities within myself. I create them
constantly. Every dream, as soon as it is dreamed, 1s immediately
embodied by another person who dreams it instead of me.

In order to creare, I destroyed myself; 1 have externalized so
much of my inner life that even inside I now exist only externally.
am the living stage across which various actors pass acting out
different plays.

63 [36]

Amiel* said that a landscape is a state of mind, but the phrase is the
feebly felicitous one of a feeble dreamer. A landscape is a fandscape
and therefore cannot be a state of mind. To objectify is to create
and no one says of a finished poem that it is a state of thinking
about writing a poem. To see is perhaps to dream but if we use the
word “see’ rather than the word “dreamy’, ir's because we distinguish
between secing and dreaming,

Anyway, what’s the point of these speculations on the psychology
of words? Quite independently of me the grass grows, the rain
waters the grass as it grows and the sun mrns 1o gold the whole
field of grass that has grown or will grow; the mountains have been.
there since ancient times and the wind that blows sounds just as it
did to Homer (even if he never existed). It would be more correct

#Henri-Frédéric Amiel {1821-1881) was a Swiss diarist and critic whose
Fragments d'un journal intime was published between 1883 and 1887,
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to say that a state of mind is a landscape; that would have the
advantage of containing not the lic of a theory but the truth of 2
metaphor.

These random words were dictated to me by the great expanse of
city T saw lit by the universal light of the sun, from high up on Sao
Pedro de Alcintara. Every time I look out like this on a vast
landscape and free myself of the I metre 70 and 61 kilos of which 1
am physically constituted, I smile a great metaphysical smile at
those who dream that a dream is just a dream and, with a noble
virtue born of understanding, T fove the truth of the absolute
exrerior world.

The Tagus in the background is a biue lake and the hills on the
far shore a squat Switzerland. A small boat - a black cargo steamer
- leaves the shores of Pogo do Bispo for the estuary mouth that 1
cannot see from here. Until the day when this ontward aspect of my
seif should cease, may the gods preserve in me this clear, sunny
notion of external reality, this sense of my ownunimportance, this
comforting feeling of being small and capable of imagining being

happy.

64 [38] 29.1.1932

Once the last heat of summer had relented and given way to a
metiower sun, the autumn started - even before it was properly
upon us - with a slighe, long undefined sadness asif the sky had lost
the will to smile. It was sometimes pale blue, sometimes almost
green, but always tenuous even where the colour was at its most
tntense; there was a kind of sluggishness about the clouds i their
different shades of faded purples; now, filling the whele sull
desolation across which the clouds drifted, there was a feeling of
tedium, not torpor.

The start of autumn was signalied by a genuine chill in the
not-yet-cold air, by a fading of whatever colours had remained
unfaded, by the appearance of a hint of shadow and absence that
had not been there before in the tone of landscapes and the blurred
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aspect of things. Nothing was dying yet but everything, asif witha
smile as yet unsmiled, looked longingly back ar life.

Then at last the real aurumn arrived: the air was cooled by winds;
the leaves spoke in dry tones even before they had withered and
died; the whole earth took on the colour and impaipable form ofa
treacherous marshland. What had been a last faint smile faded with
a weary drooping of eyelids, in gestures of indifference. And so
everything that feels, or that we imagine as having feclings, clasped
its own farcwell close toits breast. The sourd of a gust of wind ina
hallway floated across our awarepess of something else. One
ionged, in order truly to feel life, to be a patient convalescing from
an iliness.

But, coming as they did in the midst of this clear autumn, the
first winter rains almost disrespectfully washed away these half-
tints. Amidst the occasional exclamatory bursts of rain, high winds
unieashed distracted words of anonymous protest, sad, almost
angry sounds of soulless despair, whistling around whatever was
motionless, tugging at whatever was fixed and dragging with them
anything movable.

And at last, in cold and greyness, autumn ended. It was a wintry
autuma that came now, a dust finally become mud, but it brought
with it what is good about the winter cold, with the harsh summer
over, the spring to come and the autumn finally giving way ©
winter. And in the sky above, where the dull colours had lost all
memory of heat or sadness, everything was set for might and an
indefinite pertod of meditation.

That was how I saw it without recourse to thinking. I write it
down today because | remember it. The autumn I have is the
avtumn [ lost.

65 [434] 14.9.1931
The coming of autumn was announced in the aimless evenings by a
certain softening of colour in the ampie sky, by the buffetings of a

cold breeze that arose in the wake of the first cooler days of the
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dving summer. The trees had notyet lost their green or their leaves
nor was there yet that vague anguish which accompanies our
awareness of any death in the external world simply because it
reflects our own furure death, It was as if what energy rematined
had grown weary so that a kind of slumber crept over any last
attempts at action, Ah, these evenings are full of such painful
indifference it 1s as if the autumn were beginning in us rather than
in the world.

Each autuma that comes brings us ctoser to what will be our last
autumn; the same could be said of late spring or summer but
autemn, by its very nature, reminds us of the ending of everything,
s0 easy to forget in kinder seasons. It is still not yet quite autumn
and the air 1s not yet filled with the yellow of fatien leaves or the
damp sad weather that will eventually turn to winter, But thereisan
anticiparion of sadness, some intimate grief dressed and ready for
the journey, in one’s sense of being aware, however vaguely, of the
diffuse colours of things, of a different tone in the wind, of an
ancient quiet which, as night falls, slowly invades the unavoidable
presence of the universe.

Yes, we wilf all pass, everything will pass. Nothing wilf remain of
the person who put on feehngs and gloves, who tatked about death
and ocal politics. The same light falls on the faces of saints and the
gaiters of passers-by, and the dying of that same light will leave in
darkness the utter nothingness that will be all that remains of the
fact that some were saints and others wearers of gaiters. In the vast
vortex, in which the whole world indolently wallows as if in a whirl
of dry leaves, the dresses rus up by seamstresses have as much value
as whole kingdoms; the blonde plaits of children are swept up in
the same mortal jig as sceptres that once symbolized empires. All is
nothing and in the atrium of the Invisible, whose door swings open
only to reveal another closed door beyond, every single thing, large
or small, which formed for us and in us the system we understood
to be the universe, everything dances in thrall to the wind that stirs
all but touches nothing, It is nothing but Eghtly mixed shadowand
dust, there 1s not even a voice, only the sound the wind makesas it
scoops up and sweeps along, there is not even silence except when
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the wind aliows it. Some are whiried up through the atrium hke
light leaves, less bound to the earth because of their lightness, and
they fall outside the circle of heavier objects. Others, indistin-
guishable unless seen close to, form a single layer within the
vortex, almost invisible, like dust. Others again, tree trunks in
miniature, arc cirégged into the circle ondy to be abandoned in
different corners of the floor. One day, when all knowledge ceases,
the door beyond will open and everything that we were - a mere
detritus of stars and souls - will be swept from the house in order
that whatever remains may begin again,

My heart aches as if it were not mine. My brain luils to sicep
everything I feel. Yes, 1t is the beginning of autumn that rtouches
both the air and my soul with the same unsmiiing light that edges
with dull yellow the hazy contours of the few clouds at sunset. Yes,
it is the beginning of autumn and, in this limpid hour, the
beginning of a clear understanding of the anonymous inadequacy
of all things. The antumn, yes, the autumn, as it is and always will
be: an anticipation of weariness in every gesture, of disitlusionment
with every dream. What possible hopes can I have? In my thoughts,
I already walk amongst the leaves and dust of the atrium, caughtup
in this senseless orbit arcund nothing, my footsteps the only
human sound on the clean flagstones that an angular sun - from
where | know not - burnishes with death.

The autumn will take everything, everything 1 ever thought or
dreamed, everything I did or did not do, spent matches scattered at
random on the floor, discarded scraps of paper, great empires, ali
the religions and philosophies that the drowsy children of the
abyss played at making. The autumn will take everything, every-
thing, that is, thar made up my soul, from my noblest aspirations to
the ordinary house in which I live, from the gods 1 once
worshipped to my boss Vasques. The autumn will take everything,
will sweep everything up with tender indifference. The autuma will

take everything.
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66 [144]

Outside, slowly in the moonfight of the siow night, the wind 1s
shaking things that make shadows as they move. It may be nothing
but the clothes hung out to dry on the floor above, but the shadow
itself knows nothing of shirts and floats, impalpable, in mute
accord with everything around 1t

1 left the shutters open so that I would wake early, buruntil now
{and it js now so fate that not a sound can be heard), T have
managed neither to go to sleep nor to remain properly awake.
Bevond the shadows in my room ies the moonlight but it does not
coter my window, It is just there, like a day of hollow silver, and the
roofs of the building opposite, which I can see from my bed, are
liquid with inky whiteness. The hard light of the moon contains a
sad peace, something resembling words of congratulation spoken
from on high to someone unable to hear them.

And without looking, withour thinking, my eyes closed now to
absent sleep, I consider which words would best desceibe moon-
light. The ancients would say that the moon 1s white or silver. But
the false whiteness of the moon is of many colours. If I were to get
up out of bed and look through the cold window panes I know
that, high up in the lonely air, the moonlight would be grey-white
with a bluish tinge of faded yellow; that on the various rooftops, 1n
diverse degrees of blackness, it polishes the submissive buildings
with dark white and floods with transpareat colour the chestaut
red of the rooftiles. Down below in the quiet chasm of the street,
on the irregular youndnesses of the bare cobblestones, its only
colour is a blue that emanates perhaps from the grey of the stones
themselves, It will be almost dark blue on the distant horizon, but
quite different from the blue-black depths of the sky, and dark
yellow where it touches the glass of window panes.

From here, from my bed, if T opess my eyes filled with asleep Ido
not as vet enjoy, the air is like snow made colour in which float
filaments of warm mother-of-pearl. And if I think the mooniight
with my feelings, it is a tedium made white shadow that grows
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gradually darker as if my eyes were slowly closing on its vague
whiteness,

67 [66] 10.12.1930

I go through periods of great stagnation. By this I don’t mean that,
like most people, it takes me days and days to reply ona postcard to
an urgent letter someone wrote me. I don’t mean that, again like
other people, I put off indefinitely something easy that might
prove uscful to me, or something useful that might give me
pleasure. My misunderstanding with myseif is more subtle than
that, I stagnate in my very soul. I suffer a suspension of will,
emotion and thoughtthar lasts for days at a time; I can ondy express
myself to others and, through them, express myself to me in the
purely vegetative life of the soul, through words, gestures, habits.

In these shadowy times, I am incapable of thinking, feeling or
wanting. The only things I manage to write are numbers or mere
strokes of the pen, I feel nothing and even the death of someone I
love would seem as far removed from me as if it had taken place ina
foreign language. I can do nothing; it is as if I slept and my
gesiures, words and actions were just a surface breathing, the
rhythmical instinct of some organism.

Thus days and days pass, how much of my life, were I to add up
those days, I couldn’t say. Sometimes I think that when I finally
slough off these stagnant clothes, I may not stand as naked as 1
suppose and some intangible vestments may still clothe the eternal
absence of my true soul; it occurs to me that to think, feel or want
may also be stagnant forms of a more personal way of thinking, of
feelings more intimately mine, of a will lost somewhere in the
labyrinth of who I really am.

Whatever the truth, I let it be. And to whatever gods or
goddesses may exist, | hand over what L am, resigned to whatever
fate may send and whatever chance may offer, faithful to some
forgotten promise.
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68 [148] 9.6.1934

With the beginning of summer I grow sad. One would think that
the brilliance of summer hours, however harsh, would seem sweet
to someone ignorant of his own identity. Bur that’s not the case
with me. There is too sharp a contrast between ali that exuberant
outer life and what I feel and think, without knowing how to feci or
think - the perennially unburied corpse of my feehings. I have the
impression that, in this formless homeland called the universe, 1
live beneath a political tyranny which, although it does not oppress
me directly, stilt offends some hidden principle of my soul. And
then slowly, secretly, there grows within me the anticipated
nostalgia of an impossibie exile.

What I most wane is to sleep. But the sleep I desire, unlike other
varicties, even those induced by sickness, does not include the
physical reward of rest, Nor does it help one to forget about life, or
even bring with it the promise of dreams, balancing on the rray it
carries as it approaches our soul the calm gift of a final abdication.
No, this is a sleep that never acrually sleeps, it weighs on one’s
eyelids but never closes them and puckers the corners of unbelieving
lips in a gesture one feels to be a combination of repugnance and
stupidity, This is the sleep that weighs on one’s body during
periods of great insomnia of the soul.

Only when night comes do I feel, if not happiness, at least some
kind of repose which I experience as contentment by analogy with
other states of repose that do bring contentment. Then the
drowsiness passes, the confused mental twilight of that state fades
and grows clearer, almost light. For a moment a hope for other
things arises. But such hopes are shorr-lived, overridden by a
sleepless, hopeless tedium, the comfortiess waking of one who has
not slept. And, a poor soul weary of body, I stare out from the
window of my room at the muititudes of stars; at multitudes of
stars and nothing, nothingness, but oh so many stars . ..
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69 [132] 27.6.1930

Life for us is wharever we imagine 1t to be. To the peasant with hus
one field, that field is everything, it is an empire. To Caesar with his
vast empire which stilf feels cramped, that empire is a field. The
poor man has an empire; the great man only a field, The truth is
that we possess nothing but our own senses; it is on them, then,
and not on what they perceive, that we must base the reality of our
itfe,

Bur ali this is apropos of nothing,

Ive dreamed a lot. Pm tired now from dreaming but not tired of
dreaming. No one tires of dreaming, because to dream is to forget,
and forgetting does not weigh on us, it is a dreamless sieep
throughout which we remain awake. In dreams 1 have achieved
everything. Pve also woken up, but what does that matter? How
many countless Caesars I have been! And yetr how mean-spirited
are the glorious! Saved from death by the gencrosity of a pirate,
Caesar subsequently searched long and hard for that same man,
arrested him and ordered him to be crucified. When Napoleon
drew up hisfast will and testament in St Helena, he feftalegacytoa
criminal who had tried to assassinate Wellington. Such greatness
of soul is about on a par with that of their squint-eyed neigh-
bour! . . . How many countless Caesars have I been and sull dream
of being!

How many countless Caesars have I been, yet I was never like the
real Caesars. [ was truly imperial in my dreams and for that reason
came to nothing. My armies were defeated but 1t was a thing of no
importance and no one died. No flags were taken, I never dreamed
the army to the poiat where those flags might hove into view
around the corner of my dreaming gaze. How many countiess
Caesars have I been right here in Rua dos Douradores. The
Caesars I was still live in my imagination, but the real Caesars are
alMong dead, and the Rua dos Douradores, that is, Reality, would
not now recognize therm.

{ throw an empry matchbox out into the abyss that is the street
beyond the sili of my high window. I sit up in my chair and hsten.
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As if the fact were significant, the fallen matchbox sends back a
clear echo telling me the street is deserted. There is no sound apart
from the sounds made by the entire city. Yes, the sounds of the
entire Sunday city - so many indecipherabie sounds and eachin its
way right,

How little of the real world one needs as a starting point for the
best meditations: arriving late for lunch, ranning our of matches
and throwing the empty box out into the street, fecling slightly
indisposed after canng funch too late, it being Sunday with
nothing in the air but the promise of a poor sunset, my being no
one in this world, and other such metaphysical matters,

But oh how many Caesars I have been!

70 [145]

T woke very carly this morning in a sudden tangie of confusion and
sat up in bed feeling suffocated by an incomprehensible sense of
tedium. It was provoked neither by a dream nor by any reality. It
was a fecling of absolute, utter tedium that had its roots in
something unknowable. In the dark depths of my soul, invisible
unknown forces engaged in a battle in which my being was the
battleground, and the whole of me was shaken by this secret
struggle. With my waking was born a physical nausea forall of life.
A horror at having to live awoke and sat up with me in bed.
Everything rang hollow te me and I was filled with the coid
realization that every problem, whatever it might be, would prove
insoluble.

A terrible anxiety gripped and shook my smallest gesture, I felt
afraid I might go mad, not from madness, bur just from being
there. My whole body was a suppressed scream. My heart beatasif
it would speak.

Io my bare feet, in long, faltering strides that I vainly tried to
make other than they were, T walked the short leagth of my room
and traced an empty diagenal across the room beside mine, which
has a door in the corner that opens onto the corridor. As my
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movements became more uncontrotled and imprecise, T accident-
ally knocked the brushes on the dressing rable, bumped against a
chair and, once, my swinging hand struck the harsh iron of the
bedstead. 1 it a cigarette that 1 smoked without thinking and only
when I saw that ash had fallen on the pillow - but how could it
when 1 hadn’t even lain down there? - did 1 realize that T was
possessed {or at least in some state analogous in effect if not in
name) and that the consciousness T would normally have had of
myself had become fused with the void,

I received the coming of morning, the tenuous cold light that
lends a vague bluish whiteness to the emergent horizon, like 2
sweet kiss from the world. For that lighe, that true day, freed me,
freed me from something, offered a supportive arm to my as yet
unvisited oid age, patted my false childhood on the head, gave
sheiter to the beggarly repose of my overflowing sensibility. What
a morning this is that wakes me both to the brutishness of life and
to its overwhelming tenderness! I could almost cry to sec the light
growing before and beneath me in the old narrow street, and when
the shutters on the grocer’s shop on the corner turn dirty brown in
the aimost glaring light, my heart feels a fairy-tale sense of relief,
and the security of not feeling begins to seep back into me.

What a morning this pain brings with itl And what shadows
retrear before it? Whar mysteries were unfolded? None: just the
sound of the first tram like a match dluminating the darkness of my
soul, and the firm steps of the first passer-by, the friendly voice of
physical reality telling me not to upset myself so.

71 (181} 16 and 17,10.1931

Yes, it’s sunset. I walk, leisurely and distracted, down Rua da
Alfandega towards the Tagus and as Terreiro do Pago opens out
before me, I can clearly see the sunless western sky. To the left,
above the hills on the far shore of the river, a bank of brownish, dull
pink mist crouches in the sky and there the colours shade from
greenish blue to greyish white. A great sense of peace that I do not

72

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:21



THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

possess is scattered in the cold, abstract autamn air. Not having i, 1
fet myself suffer the vague pleasure of imagining its existence. But
in reality there is neither peace nor a lack of it, there is only sky, a
sky made up of every fading colour ~ blue-white, blue-green, apale
grey that is neither green nor blue, the faded remote colours of
¢louds that are not clouds, yellows darkened with blanched reds,
And all of this is just a vision that dies the instant it is conceived, a
fleeting interval between nothing and nothing, placed on high,
prolix and undefined, painted in the colours of heaven and of grief.

I feel and I forget. A sense of nostalgia invades me, like an opiate
borne on the cold air, the nostalgia that everyone feels for
everything. 1 am filled with an intimate, Hlusory ecstasy of sceing,

At the estuary mouth where the fast moments of the sun lingerto
an end, the light finaily ebbs away in a livid white that turns blue as
it mixes with the cold green. There is a torpor in the air of things
unfulfilled. Above, the landscape of the sky falls silent.

At this moment, when I almost overflow with feeling, I would
like to have the wit simply to speak out and have as my destiny the
capricious freedom of a style. But no, there is only the vast, remote
sky slowly cancelling itself, and the emotion I fee! - a mixture of
many confused emotions - is nothing but the reflection of that
empty sky in a lake within myself, silent as a dead man’s gaze, a
hidden fake amidst tall rocks, in which the oblivious sky
contemplates itself.

Now, as many umes before, I am troubled by my own experience
of my feelings, by my anguish simply to be fecling something, my
disquiet simply at being here, my nostalgia for something never
known, the setting of the sun on all emotions, this fading, in
my external consciousness of myself, from yellow into grey
sadness.

Who will save me from existence? It isp’t death T want, or life: it’s
the other thing that shines at the bottom of all longing like a
possible diamond in a cave one cannot reach. It’s the whole weight
and pain of this real and impaossible universe, of this sky, of this
standard borne by some unknown army, of these colours that grow
palc in the fictitious air, out of which there emerges in still, electric
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whiteness the imaginary crescent of the moon, sithouetted by
distance and indifference.

The absence of a true God is become the empty corpse of the vast
sky and the closed soul. Infinite prisos, because you are infigite no
one can escape you!

72 (381]

Down the steps of my dreams and my weariness, descend from
your unreality, descend and be my substitute for the world.

73 [384]

Life ts an experimental journey undertaken involuntarily. Ir is a
journey of the spirit through the material world and, sinceitisthe
spirit that travels, it isin the spirit thatirisexperienced. Thatis why
there exist contemplative souls who have hved more intensely,
more widely, more tumultuzously than others who have lived their
lives purely externally. The end resuit is what matters. What one
felt was what one experienced. One retires to bed as wearily from
having dreamed as from having done hard physical labour. One
never lives so intensely as when one has been thunking hard.

The person standing apart in the coener of the room dances with
all the dancers. He sces everything and because he sees, he
experiences everything, When it comes down to it, itis just another
feeling, and seeing or even remembering someone’s body is just as
good as any actual contact, Thus when I see others dance, T dance
t00. | agree with the English poet who, describing how he lay far
off in the grass watching three reapers at work, wrote: ‘A fourth
man is there reaping too, and that fourth man is me.

All this, which I speak just as I feel it, has to do with the great
weariness, apparently without cause, that came on me suddenly
today. I feel not only tired but embittered and yet the cause of thar
bitterness is also unknown. I feel such anguish Pm on the verge of
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tears, tcars to be suppressed not cried, tears born of a sickaess of
the soul not of any physical il

I have Bved so much without ever having lived. I have thought so
much without ever having thought. I feel weighed down by worlds
of unenacted violence, of stiltborn adventures. I am sick of what 1
never had sor will have, weary of gods always just about to exist.
bear on my body the wounds of ail the bartles I did not fight. My
muscles are weary from efforss 1 never even considered making.

Duli, dumb, empty . . . The sky above belongs to a dead,
imperfect summer. I fook at it as if it were not there. I sieep what 1
think, I fic down even as Iwalk, I suffer and feel nothing. My great
nostaigia is for nothing at all, is itseif nothing, like the sky above,
which 1 do not see and which T gaze at impersonally.

74 [387]

You wart to travel? To travel you simply need to exist. In the train
of my body or of my destiny I travel from day ro day, as from station
to station, leaning out to look at the streets and the squares, at
gestures and faces, always the same and always different as,
nitimately, is the way with ali landscapes.

If T imagine something, I see it. What more would § do if 1
travelled? Only extreme feebleness of imagination can justify
anyonc needing to travel in order to feel.

‘Any road, this simple road ro Entepfuhi, will take you to the end
of the world.”* But the end of the world, once you've exhausted the
weorld by going round it, is the same Entepfuhl from which you set
out. In fact the end of the world, and its beginning, is merely our
concept of the world. It is only within us that landscapes become
landscapes. That’s why i#f Timagine them, I create them; if I create
them, they exist; it they exist, 1 see them just as I do other

*Thomas Carlyle, Sartor Resartas {1833-1834), Book 11, chapter 2. Carlyle
was in tura paraphrasing Schiller: ‘Denn jede Strasse fliihet ans End’ der Weld
{ Wilbelm Tell, IV, i),
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landscapes, So why travel? In Madrid, in Berdin, in Persia, in
Chisna, at the North and South Poles, where would | be other than
inside myself, feeling my particudar kind of feclings?

Life is whatever we make it. The traveller is the journey. What we
see 15 not what we see but who we are.

75 [388]

The only traveller with real soul Pve ever met was an office boy who
worked in a company where I was at one time employed. This
young lad collected brochures on different cities, countries and
travel companies; he had maps, some torn out of newspapers,
others begged from one place or another; he cut out pictures of
landscapes, engravings of exotic costumes, paintings of boats and
ships from various journals and magazines. He would visit travel
agencies on behalf of some real or hypothetical company, possibly
the actual one in which he worked, and ask for brochures on Traly
or India, brochures giving details of sailings between Portugatand
Australia.

He was not only the greatest traveller Pve ever known (because
he was the truest), he was also one of the happiest people Lhave had
the good fortune to meet. ’'m sorry not to know what has become
of him, though, to be honest, 'm not really sorry, I only feel that
should be, I’m not really sorry because today, ten or more years on
from that brief period in which 1 knew him, he must be a grown
man, stolid, reliably fulfiilling his duties, married perhaps,
someone’s breadwinner - in other words, one of the living dead. By
now he may even have travelied in body, he who knew so well how
to travel in his soul.

A sudden memory assails me: he knew exactly which trains one
had to catch to go from Paris to Bucharest; which trains one took
to cross England; and in his garbled pronunciation of the strange
names hung the bright certainty of the greatness of his soul. Now
he probably kives like a dead man, but perhaps one day, when he’s
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old, he'li remember that to dream of Bordeaux is not only better,
but truer, than actually to arrive in Bordeaux,

And then again perhaps all this has some other explanation,
perhaps he was just imitating someone ¢lse. Or perhaps . .. Yes,
sometimes, when | consider the huge gulf that exists between the
intelligence of children and the stupidity of aduits, I think thar as
children we must have a gnardian angel who lends us his own astral
intelligence and then, perhaps with sadness, but in accordance
with a higher law, abandons us, the way female animals abandon
their grown-up offspring, to become the fattened pigs it’s our
destiny 1o be. :

76 [389]

There is an erudition of knowledge, which 1s what we usually
mean by ‘erudition’, and there is an crudition of understanding,
which is what we <all *culture’. But there is also an erudition of
sensibility.

This has nothing ro do with one’s experience of life. Like history,
experience of life teaches us nothing, True experience consists in
reducing one’s contact with reality whilst at the same time
intensifying one’s analysis of that contact. In that way onc’s
sensibility can widen and deepen since everything hies within us
anyway; it is enough that we seek it out and know how to do so.

Whar is travel and what use is it? One sunset is much hke
another; you don’t have to go to Constantinople in order to see
one. And what of the sense of freedom that travel brings? T can
enjoy that just going from Lisbon to Benfica and I can feel itmore
intensely than someone journeying from Lisbon to China because,
in my opinion, if that sense of freedom is not i me, then it’s
nowhere. ‘Any road,’ said Carlyle, ‘this simple road to Entepfuhl,
will fead you to the end of world,” But the road to Entepfuhi, if
followed right to the end, would lead straight back to Entepfubl,
which means that Entepfuhl, where we started, is that ‘end of the
world’ we ser out to find in the beginning.
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Condillac begins his famous book” with the words: ‘However
high we climb and however low we fall we never escape our own
feclings." We can never disembark from ourselves. We can never
become another person, except by making ourselves other through
the sensitive application of our imagtnations to our selves. The true
landscapes are those that we ourselves create, because, since we are
their gods, we see them as they really are, that is, exactly as they
were created. I'm not interested in nor can I truly see any of the
seven zones of the world; I travel the eighth zone, which is my own,

Someone who has saifed every sea has merely sailed through the
monotony of himself. 1 have sailed more seas than anyone. I have
seen more mountains than exist on earth. I have passed through
more citics than were ever built and the great rivers of impossible
worlds have flowed, absolute, beneath my contemplative gaze. If 1
were to travel, I would find only a feeble copy of what [ have already
seen without travelling.

When other traveliers visit countries, they do so as anonymous
pilgrims. In the countries I have visited I have been not only the
secret pleasure felt by the unknown traveller but the majesty of the
king who rules there, | have been the people who five there and
their customs, and the whole history of that and other nations. I
saw those fandscapes and those houses because Iwas them, created
in Geod from the substance of my imagination.

77 [400]

[ find the idea of travelling only vicariously seductive asif it were an
idea more likely to seduce someonc other than myself. The whole
vast spectacie of the world fills my awakened imagination with a
wave of brilliant tedium; like someone grown weary of ali gestures,

*Pessca is paraphrasing Etienne de Condillac {1715-1780), Essai sur lorigine
des connatssances bumaings { 1746Y: “Soit gue nous nous €levions, pour parler
métaphoriquement, jusques dans les cieux; soit que nous descendions dans les
abimes, nous ne sortons point de nous-mémes.
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I sketch out a desire and the anticipated monotony of possible land-
scapes disturbs the surface of my stagnant heart like a rough wind.

And as with journeys so with books, and as with books so with
everything else ... I dream of an erudite life in the silent company of
ancients and moderns, renewing my emotions through other
people’s, filling mysclf with contradictory thoughts that spring
from the contradictions of real thinkers and those who have only
half-thought, in other words, the majority of those who write. But
the minute I pick up a book from the table even my interest in
reading vanishes; the physical fact of having to read it negates the
desire to read . . Inthe same way the idea of travelling atrophiesif 1
happen to go anywhere near a place whence 1 conld in fact embark.
And, being myself a nonentity, 1 return to the two negatives of
which § am certain - my daily life as an anonymous passer-by and
the waking insomnia of my dreams.

And as with books so with everything ¢lse . . . Given that
anything can be dreamed up to serve as a real interruption in the
sileat flow of my days, F raise eyes of weary protest to the sylph who
is mine alone, to the poor girt who, had she only learned to sing,
could perhaps have been a siren.

78 [422]

Some people have one great dream in life which they fail o fulfil.
Others have no dream at all and fail to fulfil even that,

79 (51]

The storm that was constantly threatening the uneasy calm has
finally passed over and three consecutive days of unending heat
have brought to the lucid surface of things a tepid but delictous
coolness. Much the same thing happens when in the course of
living, the soul, weighed down by life, feels the burden suddenly
and inexplicably lift.
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I think of us as climates constantly threatened by storms that
abways break somewhere else.

The empty immensity of things, the great forgetting that fills sky
and carth ...

80 [60]

I was already feeling uncasy. All at once, the silence stopped
breathing.

The infinite day suddenly spiintered like steel. I crouched like an
animal on the table, my hands useless claws gripping the smooth
table top. A cruel light had entered every corner and every soul, and
a voice from a nearby mountain fell from on high, a shout ripping
the sitken walls of the abyss. My heart stopped. My throat
poiinded. The only thing my mind was aware of was aninkblotona
piece of paper.

81 [64]

Any change in one’s usual timetable fills the spirit with a cold
novelty, a slightly discomforting pleasure. Someone who normally
leaves the office at six but one day happens to leave at five,
immediately experiences a kind of mentai hotiday followed almost
at once by a feeling bordering on distress becanse he does not quite
know what to do with himself.

Yesterday because T had some business out of the office, I lefrat
four o’clock and by five had completed my errand. P'm not used to
being out in the streets at that time and so I found myseif 1n a
different city. The slow light on the familiar shopfronts had a
sterile sweetness and the usual passers-by walked in a city paraliel to
mine, fike sailors given shore leave the night before,

Since the office was still open at that hour, I hurried back there
to the evident surprise of the other employees whom [ had already
said goodbye to for the day. Back already? Yes, back already. I was
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tree ro feel again, alone with those peopie who accompanied me in
all but spirit .., It wasina way like being athome, that is, in the one
place where one does not have feclings.

82 [75]

In the east rises the blonde light of the golden moon. The swathe it
cuts across the wide river makes serpents on the sea.

83 {80]
Landscape in the vainj1]

With cach drop of rain my failed life weeps with namure. There 15
something of my own disquiet in the steady drip and patter by
which the day vainly empties out 1ts sadness upon the earth,

It rains and rains. My soul grows damp just iistening to it. So
much rain . . . My flesh turns liquid and watery around my
consciousness of it.

Anuneasy cold closes icy hands about my poor heart, The hours,
greyand [ .. ] stretch out, flatten our in time; the moments drag.

How it rains!

The gutters spout tny torrents of sudden water. Into my mind
percolates the troubling sound of water rushing down pipes, The
rain beats indolently, mournfully, against the windowpanes; in the
Lo

A cold hand grips my throat and will not let me breathe in life.

Everything is dying in me, even the knowledge that I can dream!
1 do not feel well, not in any physical sense. My soul finds hard
edges to all the soft comferts on which I lean for support, Every
gaze | look on has grown dark, defeated by the impoverished hight
of this day now set to die a painless death,
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84 [110]

A blade of languid hightning flurtered darkly in the big room.
Before the imminent sound of thunder there was a pause, asif fora
gulp of air, followed by @ deep migratory rumble. The rain
moaned, tike professional mourners during breaks in the conver-
sagion. Indoors the least sound seemed inordinately loud and
restless.

85 [111] 2.11.1932

Mist or smoke? Was it rising from the earth or fatling from the sky?
It was impossibie to tell: it was more like a contagion of the air than
an emanation from the carth or a precipitation from the sky. At
times it seemed more like an afftiction of the eyes than a reality of
nature.

Whatever it was, the whole landscape was pervaded by a muddy
disquiet, composed of forgetting and unreality. It was as if the
silence of the sick sun had mistaken some imperfect body for its
own. [t was as if something, which could be sensed in everything,
was about to happen and for that reason the visible world drew a
veil about irself,

It was difficult to make out what it was covering the sky - clouds
or mist. ft was more like a dull torpor touched here and there by a
little colour, an odd yellowish grey except where this fragmented
into a false pink or blue, but even then you could not tell if it was
the sky showing through or merely a Jayer of blue.

Nothing was definite, not even the indefinite. That's why one felt
inclined ro call the mist ‘smoke’, because 1t did not look hke mist,
or to wonder which it was, mist or smoke, because it was
impossible to tell. The very warmth of the air was accompiice to
this doubt. It was neither warm, nor cold, nor cool; it scemed to
derive its temperature from something other than heat. In fact it
scemed that the mist was cold to the eyes bur warm ro the touch, as
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if sight and touch were two different ways of feeling of the same
$ense,

There was not the shading-off of edges and sharp angles that
lingering mists usually lend to the outlines of trees or to the
corners of buildings, nor were they half-revealed and half-obscured
as one would have expected had it been real smoke. It was as if each
thing projected all around it a vague divrnal shadow but without
there being any source of fight that could produce such a shadow,
nor any surface onto which it could be projected and which would
account for its visibility.

Not that it really was visible, it was more a suggestion (apparent
in equal measure everywhere ) of something about to be seen, as if
what was about to be revealed hesitated to appear,

And what kind of fecling did it creare? The impossibiliry of there
being any, a confusion of heart and mind, a perplexity of feelings, a
torpor of awakened existence, a sharpening of some sense in the
soul equivalent to that of straining to catch a definitive but vain
revelation, always just about to be revealed, like the truth, and, ke
the truth, the twin of concealment.

I've dismissed the desire to sieep which thoughts bring on,
because cven the first yawn scemed too much effort, Even not
seeing hurts my eyes. And beyond this blank abdication of the
whole soul, all that remains of the impossible world are the distant
sounds beyond.

Oh, to have another world, full of other things, another soul
with which to feel them and other thoughts with which to know
that soul! Anything clse, even tedium, but not this melding
together of soul and world, not the bluish desolation of this
all-pervacing lack of definition.

86 [141] 4.4.1930
In contrast to the vivid white wings of the seaguils’ restless flight,
the dark sky to the south of the Tagus was a sinister black. There

was, however, no storm as yet. The heavy threat of rain had passed
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over to the opposite shore and the Baixa, stili damp from the brief
rainfall, smiled up from the carth at a sky that was slowly, palely,
turning blue again to the north. There was a chill in the cool spring
air,

At such empty and fathomliess moments, I hike to guide my
thoughts into a meditation. It is nothing in itself but it retains in 1ts
empty lucidity something of the solitary cold of the brightening
day with its backdrop of distant black clouds and certain intuitive
feclings which, like the seagulls, evoke by way of contrast the
mystery of everything in the gloom.

Suddenly, contrary to my personal literary aims, the black sky in
the south evokes, whether a real or imagined memory I cannot tell,
another sky, seen perhaps in another life, over a small river in the
north, full of sad reeds and far from any city. Without under-
standing how or why, a landscape of wild ducks gradually spreads
through my imagination and with the clarity of a strange dream |
feel very close to that imagined scene,

In this land of reeds and rushes by the banks of rivers, a land
made for hunters and for fear, the ragged banks push out like sall
grubby promontories into the leaden yellow waters and retreat to
form muddy bays for boats as small as toys, and shores where the
water shines on the surface of the concealed mud amongst the
greenish-black stems of rushes too dense to walk through.

The desolation is that of a dead grey sky which here and there
crumpics up into clouds even blacker than itself. Though I cannot
feel it, a wind is blowing and I see that what I thought was the other
bank is in fact a long istand behind which one can make out, inthe
flat distance, across the great, desolate river, the other bank, the
real one,

No one goes there, no one ever will. Even though, via a
contradictory flight through time and space, I can escape from this
world into that landscape, no one else will ever go there. I would
wait in vain for something 1 did not even know I was waiting for
and in the end there would be nothing but the slow fall of night in
which everything would slowly take en the colour of the blackest
clouds and lose itself Httde by litzle in the negation of the sky.
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And here, suddenty, I feel the cold. It seeps into my body from
my bones. I take a deep breath and wake up. The man who passes
me beneath the Arcade by the Stock Exchange looks at me with
uncomprehending distrust. The black sky, now even darker, hangs
stitl lower over the southern shore . . .

87 [160]
(vain)

And at last, over the darkness of the shining roofs, the cold light of
the warm morning breaks like a torment out of the Apocalypse.
Once more the immense night of the growing brightness, Ongce
more the same horror - another day, iife and its fictitious
uscfuiness and vain activity; my physical personality, visible, social,
communicable through words that mean nothing, usable by other
peopie’s thoughts and gestures. am me again, exactlyasIam not.
With the coming of the dark light that fills with grey doubts the
chinks of the shutters (so very far from being hermetic), I beginto
feel that I'will be unable to remain much longer in my refuge, lying
on my bed, not asleep but with a sense of the continuing possibility
of sleep, of drifting off into dreams, not knowing if truth or reality
exist, lying berween the cool warmth of clean sheets unaware, apart
from the sense of comfort, of the existence of my own body. I feel
ebbing away from me the happy lack of consciousness with which |
enjoy my consciousness, the lazy, animal way I watch, from
between half-closed eyes, like a cat in the sun, the logical
movements of my unchained imagination. I feel slipping away
from me the privileges of the penumbra, the slow rivers that flow
beneath the trees of my half-glimpsed eyelashes, and the whisper of
waterfalls lost amongst the sound of the siow blood pounding in
my ears and the faint persistent rain. I slowly lose myseif into life.

I don’t know if Pm asleep or if 1 just feel as if T were, I don’t
dream this precise interval, but 1 motice, as 1f I were beginning to
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wake from a waking dream, the first stirrings of life in the city,
rising like a tide from that indefinite place down below, from the
streets that God made. They are joyous sounds, filtered by the sad
rain that fails, or was falling, for I can’t hear it now . . . 1 can tell
from the excess of grey in the splintered ightin the far distance, in
the shadows cast by a hesitant brightness, that it is unusually dark
for this time in the morning, whatever time that is, The sounds 1
hear are joyful, scattered, and they make my heart ache as if they
had come to call me to go with them to an examination or an
execution. Each day that [ hear the dawn, from the bed on which 1
lic empty of knowledge, scems to me the day of some great eventin
my life that I will lack the courage to confront. Each day [ feel it risc
from its bed of shadows, scattering bedclothes along the streets
and lanes below, in order to summon me to some trial. Each day
that dawns I wil be judged. And the eternal condemned maninme
clings to the bed as if to the lost mother, and strokes the pillow asif
my nanny could defend it from strangers.

The great beast’s untroubled siesta in the shade of trees, the
weariness of the street urchin amidst the cool of tall grasses, the
heavy drowsiness of the negro in some warm, far-off afternoon, the
pleasurc of the yawn that closes fanguid eyes, the quiet comfort of
our resting heads: everything that rocks us from forgetting iato
sleep slowly closes the windows of the soul in the anonymous
caress of sleep.

To sleep, to be far off without even realizing it, to lay oneself
down, to forget one¢’s own body, to enjoy the freedom of
unconsciousness, that refuge by a forgotren lake stagnating
amongst the feafy trees of vast, remote forests.

A nothing that only scems to breathe, a lictle death from which
one wakes fecling fresh and revived, a yielding of the fibres of the
sout to fit the raiments of obhivion.

Bug, like the renewed cries of protest of an unconvinced listener,
I hear again the sudden clamour of rain dreaching the slowly
brightening universe. I feel cold to my hypothetical bones, as if 1
were afraid. Crouching, desolate and humag, all alone in the lirtle
dark that remains to me, I'weep, yes, | weep for my solitude and for
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life and for my pain that {ies abandoned by the roadside of reality,
amongst the dung, uscless as a cart without wheels. I cry for
everything, for the loss of that fap I used to sit on, the death of the
hand hebkd out to me, the arms that could not hold me, the shoulder
to weep on that was never there . ., And the day that finally breaks,
the pain that dawns in me like the crude truth of day, everything
that I dreamed, thought and forgotin me - all chis, in an amalgam
of shadows, fictions and remorse, is tumbied together in the wake
of passing worlds and falls amongst the detritus of hife iike the
skeleron of a bunch of grapes, caten on the corner by the young
fads who stole it

Like the sound of a bell calling people to prayer, the noise of the
human day grows suddenly louder. Indoors, fike an explosion, |
hear the sound of someone softly closing the first deor to open
onto the universe today. I hear the sound of slippers walking down
an absurd corridor that Jeads straight to my heart. And with an
abrupt gesture, like someone at last finding the resolve to kill
himsetf, I throw off the heavy bedclothes that shelter my stiff body.
P'm awake. Somewhere outside, the sound of the rain diminishes. |
feel happier. I have fulfilied some unknown duty. With sudden
bold decisiveness [ get up, go to the window and open the shutters
to a day of ¢lear rain that drowns my eyes in dull light. I open the
windows. The cool air is damp on my hot skin. Yes, it’s raining, but
even if everything remains just the same, in the end what does it
matter! I want to feel refreshed, I want to live and Thow my neckto
fife as if o bear the weight of a huge yoke.

88 [112] 1.2.1931

After endless rainy days the sky restores the biue, hidden untit now,
to the great spaces up above. There’s a contrast between the streets,
where puddles doze like country pools, and the bright, cold joy
above them, which makes the dirty streets seem pleasant and the
dull winter sky spring-like. I's Sunday and I have nothing to do.
iCs such alovely day, I dor’teven feel like dreaming,. I enjoy it with
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a sincerity of feeling to which my intelligence abandons itself, 1
walk around like a clerk let off work. I feel old merely in order to
have the pleasure of feeling myself grow young again.

Another type of day stirs solemaly in the great Sunday square. At
the church of S30 Domingos people are coming out from one mass
and another is abourt to begin. I watch those who are {eaving and
those who have not yet gone in and who, waiting for others to
arrive, do not even notice the other people coming out.

None of these things is of any importance. Like alf ordinary
things in life, they are a dream of mysteries and castle battiemnents
from which I look out upon the plain of my meditations like a
herald newly arrived.

Years ago, when I'was a child, Fused to go to mass here (at least I
think it was here, though it may have been somewhere else).
Conscious of the importance of the occasion, I would put on my
best suit and simply enjoy it all, even those things there was no
reason to enjoy. I lived outwardly then and the suit 1 had on was
brand new and spotless. What more could be wished for by
someone who one day must die but who, holding tight to his
mother’s hand, as yet knows nothing of death?

Years ago Iused to enjoyall this, perhaps that’s why only now do
I realize how much 1 did enjoy it. For me going to mass was like
penetraring a great mystery and leaving it like stepping out into a
clearing in the woods. And that is how it really was, and how it still
is, Only the unbelieving adult, whose soul still remembers and
weeps, only he is but fiction and turmoil, confusion and the cold
grave.

Yes, what 1 am would be unbearabie if I could not remember the
person I was, And this crowd of strangers still filing out of mass
and the people gathering for the next mass, they are like ships that
pass me by, a slow river flowing beneath the open windows of my
home buile on its basks,

Memories, Sundays, mass, the pleasure of having been, the
miracle of time still present because it s past and which, because it
was mine, never forgets . . . By some maternal paradox of time,
somehow surviving into the present aleng the absurd diagonal of
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possible sensations, beyond the noisy silences of the cars, the
sound of cab wheels ragtles’into this precise moment, between
what ! am and what 1 lost, in the anterior gaze of the me that T call
I...

What do T know? What do I want? Whatr do 1 feel? Wharwould |
ask for if T had the chance?

89[93] 31.5.1932

It’s not in broad ficlds or farge gardens that I first notice the spring
arrive, I's in the few pathetic trees growing in a small civy square.
There the bright green scems tike 2 gift and is as joyful as a good
bout of sadness.

IHove these solitary squares that are dotted amongst quiet streets
and are themselves just as guiet and free of traffic. They are things
that wait, useless clearings amidst distant tumalts. They are
remnants of viilage life surviving in the heart of the city.

I walk on, go up one of the streets that flows into the square,
then walk back down just to see it again. Seen from the other side it
is different but the same peace bathes in unexpected nostaiga the
side I did not sec before. Everything is as useless as I feel.
Everything P've lived throngh I've forgotten as if it were something
1 had only vagucly overheard. And of what Twill be there isnotrace
in my memory, as if | had already lived through and forgotten it

A sunset full of subtle griefs hovers vaguely about me.
Everything grows cold, not because it really is colder, but simply
because I've walked up a narrow street and can no longer see the
square.

90 {54}
After the last rains had passed over and gone south and only the

wind that swept them away remained, the joy of the certain sun
rerurned o the ciny’s disorderly piles of houses, and white sheets
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suddenly appeared, hanging and dancing on the lines stretched
between poles fixed outside the high windows.

I felr happy too, simply to exist. I left home with a great aim,
namely to get to the office on time. But that day, my own vital
impulse joined forces with that other worthy impulse by virtue of
which the sun riscs af the time ordained by one’s latitude or
longitude on the earth’s surface. I felt happy not to be able to feel
unhappy. 1 strolled down the street, feeling full of certainty,
because the familiar office and the familiar people in it were
themselves certainties. It’s hardly surprising, then, that I felt free,
though without knowing from what. Beneath the sun, in the
baskets placed by the side of the pavement in Rua da Prata, the
bananas on sale were a magnificent yeliow,

I really need very little to feel content: the rain having stopped,
the good sun of the happy South, some yellow bananas, all the
yellower for having black spots, the people who chatter asthey scli
them, the pavements of the Rua da Prata, the blue touched with
green and gold, of the Tagus beyond this demestic corner of the
Universe.

A day will come when T'll no longer see this, when the bananas by
the side of the pavement will continue to exist without me, as will
the voices of their canny sellers and the daily newspapers that the
voung lad has laid out side by side on the corner of the pavement
opposite. | know they wilt not be the same bananas, nor the same
sellers; and, for the person bending to look at them, the
newspapers will bear a different date from today’s. Because theyare
inanimate, they remain the same even though their form may
change; on the other hand, because 1live, I will pass on yet rematn
the same.

{ could easily consecrate this moment by buying some bananas,
for it scems to me that the natural floodlight of the day’s sun has
poured alf of itsclf into them. But I feel ashamed of rituals and
symbols, of buying things in the street. They might not wrap the
bananas properly, they might not seff them to me as they shouid be
sold because I do not know how to buy them as they shouid be
bought. My voice might sound odd when T ask the price. Far better
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1o write than dare to live, even if living means no more than buying .
bananas in the sunshing, as long as the sun lasts and there are
baganas to seil,

Later, perhaps . . . Yes, fater . . . Another, perhaps . . . I dont
know . ..

91{109]

A shaft of grim sunlight burned the physical sensation of looking
onto my eyes. A yellow heat stagnated in the black green of the
trees, The torpor .. ]

92 [175] 18.9.1933

They say tedium is a sickness that afflicts the inert, or only attacks
those who have nothing to do. However, this affliction of the soul
is subtler than that: it atracks those with a predisposition towards it
and is less lenient on those who work or pretend to work {which
comes to the same thing anyway) than on the truly inert.

There is nothing worse than the contrast berween the natural
spiendour of the inner life, with its own Indies and countries still to
be explored, and the sordidness, even when it isn’t really sordid, of
the everydayness of life, Tedium weighs more heavily when it does
not have inertia as an excuse. The tedium of the grear and the busy
is the worst tedium of all.

Tedium is not a sickness brought on by the boredom of having
nothing to do but the worse sickness of feeling that nothing is
worth doing. And thus, the more one has to do the worse the
tedium.

How often have I looked up from the book in which T'm writing
and felt my head quite empty of the whole world. It would be better
for me if T were inert, doing nothing, with nothing ro do, becanse
that tedium, though real,  could at least enjoy. In my present statc
there is no respite, no nobility, no comfort in feeling discomfort;
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there is a terrible duilness in every gesture I make, not a potentiai
weariness in gestures I will never make.

93 [174] 29.3.1933

I don’t know why ~ I've only just noticed it - but P'm alone in the
office. T had alrcady vaguely sensed i, In some pare of my
consciousncss there was a deep sense of relief, a sense of lungs
breathing more frecly.

This is one of the odder sensations afforded us by chance
encounters and absences: that of finding ourselves alone ina house
that is normally full of people and noise or in a house that belongs
to someone cise. We suddenly have a feeling of absolute possession,
of an easy, generous mastery, an ample sense - as I said - of relief
and peace.

How 'good to be all alone! To be able to talk out loud to
ourselves, to walk about with nobody’s eyes on us, to lean back and
daydream with no interruptions! Every house becomes a meadow,
every room takes on the amplitude of a country villa,

All the sounds one hears seem to come from somewhere else, as
if they belonged to a nearby but independent universe. We are, at
last, kings. Thar’s what we all aspire to and, who knows, perhaps
the more plebeian among us aspire to it more cagerly than those
with false gotd in their pockets. For a moment we are the
pensioners of the universe, existing on our regular incomes with
no needs or worrics.

Ah, but in the footstep on the stair, the approach of someone
unknown, | recognize the person who will interrupt my enjoyable
solitude. My undeclared empire is about to be invaded by
barbarians, It isn’t that I can tell from the footsteps on the stairs
who it is, nor that they remind me of the footsteps of one particular
person, It is some secret instinct of the soul telling me that, though
they are as yet only footsteps, whoever is approaching up the stairs
{which I suddenly see before me just because I am thinking about
the person ascending them) is coming here. Yes, it’s onc of the
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clerks. He stops, I hear the door open, he comes in. 1 see him
properly now. And as he comes in, he says to me; ‘All alone, Senhor
Soares?” And 1 reply: Yes, Thave been forawhile now ... And then,
peeling off his jacket while he eyes his other one, an old one,
hanging on the hook, he says: “Ferrible bore being here all alone,
Senhor Soares . . " “Oh, yes, a terrible bore,” I say, He has his old
jacket on now and, going over to his desk, he says: ‘It’s enough to
make you want te drop off to sleep.” ‘It does indeed,’ I agree,
smiling. Then, reaching out for my forgotten pen, I write my way
back into the anonymous health of normal life.

94 [176]

Sometimes, lost in vain meditation, 1 stand for hours in Terreiro
do Pago, by the river. My own impatience tries again and again to
tear me away from that quict state, but inertia holds me fast.
Gripped by a physical torpor, which resembles sensuality only to
the extent that the whispering of the wind resembles human voices,
I meditate on the eternal insatiability of my vague desires and on
the perennial instability of my impossibic longings. What afflicts
me most is a sickness which is really only my capacity for suffering,
I'lack something I do not want and suffer because this is not true
suffering.

The jetty, the evening, the rank sea air alf seep in to form part
of my anguish. The flutes of impossible shepherds could sound
no sweeter than this absence of flutes here that calls them to
mind.

In this moment that matches my innermost feelings, the idea of
remore idylls on the banks of small streams wounds me. . .

95 {136] 2981933

Even the city has its moments of country quiert, especially at midday
in high summer, when the country invades this luminous city of
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Lisbon like a wind. And even here, in Rua dos Douradores, we
steep well,

How good for the soul it is to observe beneath a high quiet sun
the sifence of these siraw-lader carts, these empty boxes, these slow
passers-by, transported here from some village! Watching them
from the window of the office, where 'm alone, I too am
transformed: I’'m in a quiet provincial town, or stagnating in some
obscure hamlet and, because I feel other, 'm happy.

I know that I have only to raise my eyes to see before me the
sordid skyline of the houses, the unwashed windows of all the
offices in the Baixa and the empty windows of the top floor
apartments and, above them, around the garret roofs, the inevitable
washing hung out to dry in the sun amongst flowerpots and piants.
I know this but the golden light that falls is so soft, the calm air that
wraps about me so empty, that I lack asy visual motive to give up
my false village, my provincial town where commerce brings rest
and quiet.

1know, Lknow ... It's the tirme when everyone has lunch or takes
arest or a break. Everything floats blithely by onthe surface of life,
Even while I fean out over the verandah as if it were a ship’s rail
looking out over a new landscape, I too sleep. I let go of all
rormenting thoughts as if I really were living in the provinces. And,
suddenly, something else arises, wraps about me, takes hold of me:
behind the midday scene | see the entire life of that provincial
town; I see the immense foolish happiness of domesticity, of ifein
the fields, of contentment in the midst of banality. I see becanse I
see. But then I see no more and I wake up. I'lock around, smiling,
and before I do anything else, I brush down the elbows of my suit, a
dark suit unfortunatety, made dusty from leaning on the balustrade
of the verandah that no one has bothered to clean, not realizing.
that one day it would be required, if only for a moment, to be the
rail {free from ali possible dust) of a ship setting sail on an endless
cruise,
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96 [89]

Tasked for so littie from life and life denied me even that. A beam of
sunlight, a ficld . .. some peace and quiet and a mouthful of bread,
not to feel the knowledge of my existence weigh too heavily onme,
to demand nothing of others and have them demand nothing of
me. That was denied me, like someone denying the shadow not out
of malice but merely so as not to have fo unbutton his jacket { . . ]

Sad, in my quiet room, alone as I have always been and as 1
always will be, T sit writing. And I wonder if that seemingly feeble
thing, my voice, does not perhaps embody the substance of
thousands of voices, the hunger to speak out of thousands of lives,
the patience of millions of souls who, like me, have submitted in
their daily lives o vain dreams and evanescent hopes. In momesnts
like these my heart beats faster simply because I am conscious of it
1iive more intensely because Ilive more fully. 1 feel in my persona
religious force, a form of prayer, something like a clamour of
voices. But the reaction against myself begins in my intellect ... 1
see myselfin the fourth floor room in Rua dos Douradores and feel
drowsy; on the half-written page, I observe my useless life devoid
of beauty, the cheap cigarette { ., . jon the old blotter. Here Iam, in
this fourth floor room, demanding answers from life! pronouncing
on what other souls feel! writing prose { .. ]

97 {147} 2.7.1932

Despite the clear perfection of the day, the sun-filled air stagnates.
It isn’t the present tension created by a gathering thunderstorm,
the unease of bodies lacking alf will, a vague dullness in the
otherwise true biue sky. It is the perceptibie torpor of the promise
of leisure, a feather lightly touching a drowsy cheek. Though it’s
the height of summer, it feels like spring. The countryside seems
rempting cven to someone who would not usually enjoy it

If T were someone else, [ think, this would be a happy day, for I
would just feel it without thinking about . Full of anticipated
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pleasure I would fimish my day’s work, the work that is mono-
tonously abnormal to me each and every day. Pd take the tram out
to Benfica with a group of friends. We would dine in the open air
just as the sun was going down. Our happiness would seem a
natural part of the landscape and be recognized as such by
everyone who saw us.

Since, however, I am myself, I squeeze a meagre enjoyment out
of the meagre pleasure of imagining myself that other person. Yes,
soon he-I, seated beneath a vine or a tree, will eat twice what I can
normally eat, drink twice what 1 dare to drink and laugh twice as
much as I could ever imagine laughing. Soon Iwill be him, for the
moment I am me. Yes, for a moment [ 'was someone else: I saw and
lived as another that humble, human happiness of existing like a
dumb beast in shirtsleeves. What an excelient day to bring me such
a dream! Up above it is all blue and sublime like my ephemeral
dream of being a haie and healthy clerk off on some after-hours
jaunt.

98 [97]
(Written at intervals and much in need of emendation)

Once the last stars had paled into nothingness in the morning sky
and the breeze that blew in the slightly orange-yetiow light falling
on the few low clouds had grown less cold, I could ar last, stilf not
yet having slept, slowly raise my body (exhausted after doing
nothing) from the bed from which I imagined the universe.

I went over to the window, my eyelids burning from not having
closed all mght. Amongst the crowded rooftops the light expert-
mented with different shades of pale yellow. I stood there looking
at everything with the grear stupidity broughr on by lack of sleep.
On the erect masses of the tall houses the yellow was airy, bacely
perceptible. Far off in the west, towards which I was turned, the
horizon was already a greenish white.

I know today is going to be tedious for me, as redious as one’s
inability to understand something. I know that everything I do
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today will be infected not by the weariness brought on by lack of
sieep, burt by this night’s insomnia. I know that my customary state
of sompambulism will be even more marked, cven nearer the
surface, not just because I didn’t sleep, but because I conldn’t sleep.

Seme days are like whole philosophies in themselves that
suggest to us new interpretations of life, marginal notes full of the
acutest eriticism in the book of our universal destiny. 1 feel that this
is one such day. The foolish thought strikes me that my heavy eyes
and my empty head are the absurd pencil shaping the letters of that
futile and profound statement.

99 [172] 25.12.1929

Once the last of the rain had dwindled until only intermiteent
drops fell from the eaves of roofs, and the reflected bine of the sky
appeared along the cobbied centre of the street, the traffic took up
a different song, louder and gayer, and there was the sound of
windows being opened to greet the return of the forgetful sun.
Then, down the narrow street, from the next corner along, came
the loud cry of the lottery selfer, and the sound of nails being
hammered into boxes in the shop next door reverberated about the
bright space,

It was like an optional holiday, quite legal but observed by no
one. Rest and work lived alongside one another and I had
absolutely nothing to do. I’'d got up early and lingered over my
preparations for existence. I walked from one side of the room to
the other dreaming out loud of unconnected, impossible things -
gestures I had forgotten to make, impossibie ambitions only
randomly realized, long steadfast conversations which, had T had
them, would have taken place. And in this reverie devoid of all
grandeur and calm, in this hopeless, endless dawdling, my pacing
feer wasted away my free morning, and my words, nitered out loud
in a quict voice, multiplied as they reverberated round the cloister
of my simple isolation.

Seen from outside, my human figure appeared ridiculous in the
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way that everything human is when seen in private. Over the simple
vestments of abandoned sleep I'd put on an ancient overcoat that [
wear for these morning vigils. My old slippers, especially the left
one, were badly split. And, with long decisive steps, my hands in
the pockets of my posthumous coat, | walked the avenue of my
small room, enjoying in those vain thoughts a dream much the
same as everyone else’s.

In the coolness entering through my one window, you couid still
hear plump drops falling from the rooftops, the accumulated
waters of the rain now gone. There was still a hint of the sweetairit
had left behind. The sky, however, was an ali-conquering blue and
the clouds left behind by the defeated, weary rain withdrew over
the castle walls . ..

It was a rime to be happy, yet something weighed on me, an
abscure longing, an undefined but not entirely despicable desire.
Perhaps it just took me time to accustom myself to the sensation of
being alive. And, when I leaned out of the high window over the
street I Jooked down at without seeing, 1 suddenly felt like one of
those damp cloths used to clean grimy objects in the house that get
taken to the window to dry but instead are left there, screwed up on
the sill that they slowly stain,

100 [199] 21.2.1930

Suddenly, as if destiny had turned surgeon and, with dramatic
success, operated onan ancient blindness, I raise my eyes from my
anonymous life to the clear knowledge of the manner of my
existence. And I see that everything I have done, everything I have
thought, everything I have been is a sort of delusion and madness. I
marvel that I did not see it before. I am surprised by everything I
have been and that I now see I am not,

I look down on my past life as if it were a plain stretched out
beneath the sun just breaking through the clouds, and T notice,
with a metaphysical shock, how all my most assured gestures, my
clearest ideas and my most logical aims were, after all, nothing but
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an innate drunkenness, a natural madness, an immense ignorance.
I did not act the part. It acted me. I was merely the gestures, never
the actor,

Everything that I have done, thought and been has been a series
of subordinatons either to a false entity I tock to be myself,
because all my actions came from him, or to the force of
circumstance that § took to be the air I breathed. In this visionary
moment, I am suddenly a solitary man realizing he is in exile from
the country of which he had always considered himself a citizen. In
the very heart of everything I thought, I was not me.

I am overwhelmed by a sarcastic terror of life, a dejection that
overflows the bounds of my conscious being. 1 know that 1 was
never anything but error and mistake, that I never lived, thar I
existed only in the sense thart I filled up time with consciousness
and thought. And my sense of myselfis that of a person waking up
after a sleep full of real dreams, or like someone freed by an
carthquake from the feeble light of the prison to which he had
become accustomed.

It weighs on me this sudden notion of the true nature of my
individual being that did nothing but make somnolent journeys
between what was felt and what was seen, it weighs on me asif it
were a sentence not to death but to knowledge.

It is so difficuit to deseribe the feeling one has when one feels
that one really does exist and that the soul is a real entity, that I do
not know what human words 1 can use to define it. { don’t know if
I’m really as feverish as I feel or if instead 1 have finally recovered
from the fever of shumbering through life. Yes, Lam like a traveller
who suddenty finds himself in a strange town, with no idea of how
he got there and I’'m reminded of cases of amnesiacs who, losing ali
memory of their past lives, for a long time live as other peopie. For
many years - from the time I was born and became 2 conscious
being - I too was someone else and now Iwake up suddenly to find
myself standing in the middle of the bridge, looking out over the
river, knowing more positively now than at any moment before
that I exist. But I do not know the city, the streets are new to me and
the sickness incurable. So, leaning on the bridge, I wait for the
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truth to pass so that I can regain my null and fictiuous, inteliigent
and natural self.

It lasted only 2 moment and has passed now. I notice the
furniture around me, the design on the old wallpaper, the sun
through the dusty panes. For 2 moment I saw the truth. For a
moment I was, consciously, what great men are throughout their
lives, | recall their actions and their words and I wonder if they too
were tempted by and succumbed 1o the Demon Reality. To know
nothing about oneself is to live. To know a little about oneseifis to
think. To know oneself precipitately, as I did in that moment of
pure enlightenment, is suddenly to grasp Leibniz’s notion of the
dominant monad, the magic password to the soul. A sudden light
scorches and consurmes everything, Ir strips us naked even of our
selves.

It was only 2 moment but I saw myself. Now I cannor even say
what T was. And, after it all, I just feel sieepy because, though I
don’t really know why, I suspect that the meaning of it ati is simply
to sleep.

101 [138]

It’s just a rather mediocre lithograph. I stare atit without knowing
if I acrually see it. There are others in the window and there is this
one. It’s in the middie of the display window on the fanding.

She clasps the primrose to her breast and the eyes that stare our
at me are sad, Her smile has the same brilhiance as the glossy paper
and her cheek is touched with red, The sky behind her is bright
blue. She has a rather small, curved mouth and above its picture-
postcard expression her eyes fix me with a look of terrible sorrow.
The arm clutching the flowers reminds me of someone else’s arm.
The dress or blouse has an open neckline that falls slightly to one
side. Her eyes are very sad: they watch me from their background of
lithographed reality expressing something like a teuth, She arrived
with the spring. She has farge, sad eyes but that isn’t why she secems
sad. I drag my feetaway from the window. I cross the road and then
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return inimpotent rebellion. She still holds the primrose that they
gave her and her eyes reflect the sadness of everything I ackin life.
Seen from a distance, the Hthograph is more colourful. The figure
has a pink ribbon tied round its hair; I hadr’t noticed that before.
Even in lithographs there is something terrible abour human eyes:
the unavoidable proof of the existence of a consciousness, the
clandestine cry that they too have a soul. With a great effort, I haui
myself out of the trance into which I have sunk and, like a dog,
shake off the dank darkness of the fog. And above my awakening,
in a farewell to something clse altogether, those eyes expressive of
all of life’s sadness, of the metaphysical lithegraph we contemplate
from afar, regard me as if I had some real notion of God. A
calendar is attached to the bottom of the engraving, 1€'s framed
above and below by two biroad, black, badly painted convex lines,
Berween the upper and lower boundaries, above the 1929 and the
obsolete calligraphy that predictably covers the first of January, the
sad eyes smile ironically back at me.

1t’s strange where I know that figure from. There’s an identical
calendar, which I’ve often seen, in the office, ina corner at the back.
But by some mystery, to do with both the lithograph and me, the
calendar in the office doesn’t have sad eyes. It’s just a lithograph.
{I’s printed on shiny paper and sleeps away its dull life abave the
head of Alves, the lefthanded clerk.)

I’d like simply to laugh this off, but I feel terribly uneasy. I feel
the chill of a sudden sickness in my soul. | haven’t the strength to
rebel against this absurdiry. Which window onte which of God’s
secrets have T unwittingly approached? What does the window on
the landing acrually look out on? Whose eyes looked out at me
from that lithograph? Pm almost trembling. Involuntarily I ook
over to the far corner of the office where the real lithograph is.
Again and again [ raise my eyes to look.

102 [139]

Sometimes, when I least expect it, the suffocating quality of the
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ordinary rakes me by the throatand I fect physicalty sickened by the
voices and gestures of my so-called fellow man. That genuine
nausea, feit in my stomach and in my head, is the foolish
wonderment of an alert sensibility ... Each individual who speaks
to me, each face whose eyes meet mine, has the same impact on me
as a direct insult or foul language. 1 overflow with a horror of
everything, 1 grow dizzy feeling myself feel that.

And almost always, when T feel sick to my stomach hke that, a
man, or a woman, or even a child, rises hefore me like a
representative of the very banality that afflicts me. They are not
representative of any subjective, considered emotion of mine, but
of an objective truth which, in its outward shape, conforms to what
I feel inside and which arises by some analogical magic to provide
me with the example for the general rule I happen to be thinking
of,

103 [140] 24.3.1930

1 reread passively those simple lines by Caeiro™, the natural
conclusion fie draws from the smallness of the viflage he lives in,
receiving from them what I feel to be both inspiration and
liberation. According to him, because his village is small, you can
see more of the world there than you can in the aity, and in that
sense his village 1s larger than the city . ..

T am equal in size to whatever I see
Not hemmed in by the size I am.

Lines such as these, which seem to have come spontancously into
existence as if por requiring any human will to dictate them,
cleanse me of all the metaphysics I spontancously add to life. After

*Alberto Caclro, one of Pessoa’s heteronyms, represented the latter’s
existentialist side.
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reading them I go ro my window that looks out onto the narrow
street. [ look up at the great sky and the many stars and the beating
of the wings of a splendid freedom shakes my whole body.

T am equal in size to whatever 1 see?” Fach nime I think this
phrase with every nerve of my being, I'm filled by an even stronger
conviction of its ability to reorganize the heavens into new
constellations, ‘I am equal in size to whatever 1 see!” Whar mental
enecrgy springs up from the well of deep emotions to the high stars
it reflects and which, in some way, inhabit it.

And right now, conscious of my ability to see, I look at the vast
objective metaphysics of the skies wath a certainty that makes me
want to die singing. ‘T am equal in size to whatever I see?” And the
vague moonlight, entirely mine, begins to mar with its vagueness
the almost black bluencss of the horizon.

I feel like throwing up my arms and shouting out things of
unheard-of savagery, exchanging words with the high mysteries,
proclaiming to the vast spaces of empty matter the existence of a
new expansive personality.

But I pull myself rogether and calm myself. ‘Tam equal in size to
whatever I seel” The phrase still fills my whole soul, I rest every
emotion I have on it, and the indecipherable peace of the harsh
moonlight that begins to spread as night comes, falls on me; into
me, as it does on the city beyond.

104 [146]

1 can only comprehend the perennial inertia in which I allow my
monotonousty uneventful life to lie, like a layer of dust or dirt on
the surface of a resolute unchangeability, as a lack of personal
cleanliness.

We should bathe our destinies as we do our bodies, change our
lives just as we change our clothes - not to keep ourselves alive,
which is why we eat and sieep, but out of the disinterested respect
for ourselves which can properiy be called deanliness.

There are many people in whom a lack of cleanliness is notan act
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of will but an intellectual shrug of the shoulders. And there are
many people for whom the duliness and sameness of their lives is
not what they would have chosen for themselves nor a natural
conformity with that lack of choice, but rather a snuffing out of
seif-knowledge, an automaric irony of the understanding.

There are pigs who, however disgusted they may feel at their
own filth, fail to remove themselves from it, frozen by the same
extremity of feeling that prevents the terrified from removing
themselves from the path of danger. There are those, like me, pigs
by destiny, who do not attempt to escape the daily banality of life,
being mesmerized by their own impotence. They are birds
fascinated by the absence of the snake; flies who, unaware, hover
above the branches until they come within the sticky reach of the
chameleon’s tongue.

So each day I promenade my conscious unconsciousness along
my particular branch of the tree of routine. I promenade my
destiny which trots ahead without waiting for me and my time that
advances even when I don’t. And the only thing that saves me from
the monotony are these brief notes I make aboue it. I am merely
glad that in my celf there are glass panes this side of the bars and in
large letters, in the dust of pecessity, { write my daily signature on
my contract with death.

Did I say my contract with death? No, not even with death.
Anvone whe lives the way I do does not die: he comes to an end,
withers, merely ceases to vegetate. The space he occupied continues
1o exist without him, the street he walked along remains though
he’s no longer seen there, the house where he lived is inhabited by
not-him. That is alt and we call it nothing; but, were we to putiton,
not even this tragedy of denial would be guaranteed applause, for
we do not know for certain that it is nothing, we who are as much
the vegetables of truth as we are of life, the dust that covers the
windowpanes both inside and out, the grandchildren of Destiny
and the stepchildren of God, who married Eternal Night when she
was left a widow by Chaos, our true father.
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105 [149]

The sense of smell is like a strange way of secing. It evokes
sentimental fandscapes out of a mere sketch in our subconscious
minds. P've often felt that, T waik down a street. 1 see nothing or
rather, though I look at everything, I see only what everyone sees. 1
know thar I'm walking down a street but I'm not conscious of it
comprising two sides made up of different houses built by haman
beings. I walk down a street. From a baker’s comes the almost
sickeningly sweet smell of bread and from a district right on the
other side of town my childhood rises up and another baker’s
appears before me from that fairy kingdom which is everything we
have lost. T walk down a street. Suddenty it smells of the fruiton the
stand outside a narrow litele shop and my short time in the country,
I no longer know when or where it was, plants trees and quict
comfort in my heart, for a moment indisputably that of a child. I
walk down a street. ’'m overcome, quite unexpectedly, by rhe smeli
of the wooden crates being made by the box maker: ah, Cesario,
you appear before me and at last I am happy because, through
memory, I have returned to the one truth that is literature.

106 [121]

I never wanted to be understood by other people. To be
understood is akin to prostituting oneseif. I prefer to be taken
seriously as what Tam not and to be, with decency and naturalness,
ignored as a person,

Nothing would displease me more than to have my colleaguesin
the office think me different. I want to savour the irony of their not
doing so. I want the penance of having them think me the same as
therm, | want the crucifixion of their not thinking me any different.
There are more subtle martyrdoms than those recorded among
saints and hermits, There are torments of the inteliect juse as there
are of the body and of desire. And as in other torments, these
contain their own voluptuousness.
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107 [120]

Normality is like a home to us and everyday life a mother. After a
long incursion into great poetry, into the mounrains of sublime
aspiration, the cliffs of the transcendent and the occult, it is the
sweetest thing, savouring of all that is warm in life, to return o the
inn where the happy fools laugh and joke, to join with them in thetr
drinking, as foolish as they are, just as God made us, content with
the universe that was given us, and 1o leave the rest to those who
climb mountains and do nothing when they reach the top.

It doesn’t shock me that people should say of a man I consider
mad or stupid that he is better than some other person whose life
and achievements are merely ordinary. When seized by a fit,
epileptics are extraordinarily strong, paranoiacs have reasoning
powers beyond those of most normal people; religious maniacs in
their delirium attract larger crowds of believers than {almost} any
demagogue and give an inner strength to their followers that
demagogues never can. But all this proves nothing excepr that
madness is madness. I prefer to fail having known the beauty of
flowers than to triomph in a wilderness, for triumph is the
blindness of the soul left alone with its own worthlessoess.

How often has some futife dream left me filled with a horror of
the inner life, with a physical rausea for mysticisms and medita-
tions. I rush from my home, where I have dreamed these things,
and go to the office where I gaze on Moreira’s face like a voyager
finally reaching port. Ali things considered, I prefer Moreiratothe
astral world; I prefer reality to truth; in fact I prefer life to the God
who created it This is how he presented it to me, so this is how |
will live it, I dream because I dream, but I don’t insuit myself by
giving to dreams a value they do not have, apart from thar of being
my personal theatre, just as I do ot call wine {from which I still do
not abstain) “food” or ‘one of life’s necessities’.
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108 [120]

Whenever, under the influence of my dreams, my ambitions reared
up above the daily fevel of my lifc and 1 felt myself riding high fora
moment, fike a child on a swing, like that child I always had to
swing back down to the municipal gardens and recognize my
defeat with neither flutrering banners to carry into battle nor a
sword I would have the strength ro unsheath.

I would guess - to judge by the silent movements of their lips
and the vague indecisiveness in their eyes or the way they raise their
voices when they pray together - that most of the people I pass at
random in the streets carry within them similar ambitions to wage
vain war with just such a bannerless army. And like me, all of them
- 1 turn round to contemplate their vanquished backs - will meet
utter and humiliating defeat, miserable and ignorant amongst the
slirne and the reeds, with no moonlight shining on the banks nor
poetry to be found amidst the rarshes.

Like me, they alf have sad, exalted hearts. T know them well: some
work in shops, othersin offices, some have small businesses, others
arc the heroes of cafés and bars, unwittingly glorious in the ecstasy
of the egotisticai word | .. .] Butall of them, poor things, are poets
and seem to me {as [ must to them) to drag with them the same
miscry of our common incongruousness. Like me, their future is
already in the past.

At this moment, alone and idle in the office now that everyone
but me has gone to lunch, Pm peering through the grubby window
at the old man tottering slowly down the pavement on the other
side of the road. He’s not drunk, just a dreamer, He's awake to the
non-existent; perhaps he still has hopes. The gods, if they are justin
their injustice, preserve our dreams for us however impossible and
give us good dreams however petty. Today, when Tam not yer old, I
can dream of South Sea islands and impossible Indias; tomorrow,
perhaps the same gods will give me the dream of being the
proprietor of a small tobacconist’s, or of retiring to a house in the
suburbs. All dreams are the same, because they are dreams, May the
gods change my dreams, but not my talent for dreaming,
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While thinking this, I forgot about the old man. I can’t sce him
now. I open the window to try to catch him but he’s out of sight.
He’s gone, For me he performed the function of a visual symbol;
once he’d done that, he simply turned the corner. If someone were
to tell me that he had turned a corner of the absolute and that he
was never even here, I would accept it with the same gesture with
which now I close the window . .,

To succeed? . . .

Poor apprentice demigods who can conguer empires with
words and noble intentions but still need money to pay for room
and board! Theyre like the troops of a deserted army, whose
commanders had a dream of glory of which all that remains for
these soldiers lost amongst the mird in the marshes is the notion of
greatness, the knowledge that they were anarmy and the emptiness
of not even having known what the commander they never saw
actually did.

Thus everyone at some time dreams of being the commander of
the army from whose rearguard they fled. Thus everyone, amidst
the mud on the banks, salutes the victory that no one can enjoy and
of which all that remained were the crumbs on a stained tablecloth
that no one bothered to shake out.

They fill the cracks of daily life the way dust fills the cracks in
furnirure that doesn’t get dusted properly. In the ordinary light of
every day they show up against the red mahogany like grey worms.
You can scrape them out with a small nail. But noone’s inany hurry
to do that. '

My poor companions with their lofty dreams, how I envy and
despise them! Pm on the side of the others, the poorest, who have
only themselves to tell their dreams to and make of them what
would be poems were they to write them down; poor devils, with
only the literature of their own sonis [ ...} who die suffocated by the
mere fact of existing [. . .]

Some are heroes who took on five men at once on yesterday’s
street corner. Others are seducers, irreststible even to women who
have never existed. They believe it when they say it and they all say it
because they believe it. Others . . ]
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Like ecls in a bow! they become so entangled with one another
that they can never escape. They may occasionally get a mention in
the newspapers [. . .] but they never achieve fame.

They are the happy ones because they are given the dream |, . ]
of stupidity. But as for those, like me, who have dreams without
lusions [, . ]

109 [126]

Even my dreams turn on me. | had achieved such a degree of
lucidity in them that I perceived as real everything I dreamed. So,
because I dreamed it, was everything [ valued just a waste of ume?

If I dream of being famous I feel all the indifference that comes
with glory, the loss of privacy and anonymity that makes it so
painfui to us.

110 [128]
Holiday prose

For those three days of holiday, the small beach, forming an even
smaller bay cut off from the world by two miniature promontories,
was my retreat from myself, You reached the beach by a rough
staircase that searted as wooden steps but half-way down became
mere ledges cut out of the rock, with a rusty iron banister to hold
on to, Every time I went down the old steps, especially the ones cut
out of the rock, I left my own existence behind and found myself.

Occultists, at least some of them, say that there are supreme
moments in the life of the soul when, by way of an emotion or a
fragment of memory, it recalls a moment, an aspect or just the
shadow of some previous incarnation. Then, since it returns to a
time which is closer than the present to the origin and beginmng of
ali things, it feels in some way a child again, it feels a sense of
liberation.
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You could say that when I slowly descended those rarely used
steps to the small, always deserted beach, I was making use of a
magical process in order to bring myself closer to the possible
monad that is my self. Certain aspects and feamures of my daily life -
represented in my constant self by desires, dislikes, worries - just
disappeared from me as if chased away by the night patrel, simply
metted inro the shadows until one could mot even make out their
shapes, and I achieved a state of inner distance in which it became
difficult even o remember yesterday, or recognize as mine the
being that inhabits me from day to day. My usual emotions, my
regularly irregular habits, my conversations with other people, my
adaptations to the soctal way of the world - all that seemed tome
like things I had read somewhere, the dead pages of a printed
biography, details from some novel, those intervemng chapters
that we read with our mind on something else, leaving the narrative
thread ro unravel and shither to the ground.

On the beach, where the only sounds were of the waves
themselves or the wind passing high above like a great invisible
acroplane, I abandoned myself to new dreams - soft, shapeless
things, marvels that impressed without images or emotions, as
cicar as the sky and the waters, trembling like the crumbling lace on
the folds of the sea rising up from the depths of some great truth, 2
matt blue in the far distance, then, as it reached the shore, s
transparency becoming stained by dull greens that shattered,
hissing, drawing back a thousand broken arms across the darkened
sand, leaving only a dribble of white foam, gathering in to itself al
the retreating waves, the returns to an original freedom, divine
nostalgias, memories - ltke my nebulous, painless one of a happier
time, happy either because it was genuinely good or simply because
it was other, a body of nosralgia with a soul of foam - rest, death,
the everything or nothing that, like a great sca, surrounds the
istand of shipwrecked souls that 1s {ife.

And I slept without sieeping, removed from what I saw with my
senses, in the twilight of my own self, the sound of water amongst
trees, the calm of wide rivers, the cool of sad evenings, the slow rise
and fall of the white breast of the child-like steep of coptemplation.
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1111129]

The greater the sensibility and the more subtle the capacity to feel,
the more absurdly one trembies and guivers at the small things. It
requires prodigious intelligence to be reduced to anguish by a day
of lowering skies. Humanity, which is not very seasitive, doesn’t
get upset by the weather, because the weather is always with us;
humanity only feels the rain when it’s actually falling on its head.

It’s a soft, dull day of humid heat. Alone inthe office, T review my
life, and what I sec is like this day which oppresses and afflictsme. 1
remember myself as a child made happy by all things, as an
adolescent with a hundred ambitions, s a man with no joy and no
ambition. And all this happened softly, dully hke the day that
makes me sec or remember it

Which of us turning to look back down the road along which
there is no return, could say that we had walked that road as we
should have?

112 {137]

Yesterday I saw and heard a great man. I don’t mean someone who
is merely considered to be a great man, but a man who truly is. He
has value, if there is such a thing in this world; other people know
that and he knows they know. He therefore fulfils all the necessary
conditions that allow me to call hima great man. And indeed thatis
what { do call him.

Physically he looks like a worn-out businessman, The signs of
weariness on his face could as casily come from leading an
unhealthy life as from thinking toe much. His gestures are utterly
unremarkable, There’s a certain sparkle in his eyes - the privilege of
one not afflicted with myopia. His voice is a little siurred as if a
general paralysis were beginning o attack that particular mani-
festation of his soul, a soul that expressed views on party politics,
the devaluation of the escudo and the more despicable aspects of
his colleagues in greatness.
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Had I not known who he was, I would never have guessed from
his appearance. T know perfectly well that one should not succumb
to the heroic ideas about greatr men that appeal to simple people:
that a great poct should have Apollo’s body and Napoleon’s face
or, rather less demanding, that he be a man of distinction with an
expressive face. 1 know that such ideas are absurd, if natural,
human foibles. However, it is not unreasonable to expect some
sign of greatness. And when one moves from physical appearance
to consider the utterances of the soul, whilst ope can do without
spirit and vivacity, one does expectintelligence with at least a trace
of grandeur.

All this, all these human disappoeintments, make us question the
truth of what we take to be inspiration. It would seem that this
body destined to be that of a businessman and this soul destined to
be that of 2 man of culture are mysteriously invested with an outer
and an inner quality respectively and, though they do not speak,
something speaks through them and that voice utters words
which, if said by the body or the sou! alone, would be falschoods.

But these are just vain, indolent specufations. I almost regret
having indulged in them. Ive neither diminished the value of the
man nor improved his physical appearance by my remarks. The
truth is that nothing changes anything and what we say or do only
brushes the tops of the mountains in whose valleys ail things
sleep.

113 [163]

Everything is absurd. One man spends his life carning money
which he then saves even though he has no children to leave 1t to
nor any hope that a heaven somewhere will offer him a divine
reward. Another puts alt his efforts into becoming famous so that
he will be remembered once dead, yer he does not believe in a
survival of the soul that would give him knowledge of that fame.
Yet another wears himself out feoking for things he doesn’t even
like, Then there is the man who . ..
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One man reads in order to know, alf in vain. Another enjoys
himself in order to live, again all in vain.

Pm riding a tram and, as is my habit, slowly absorbing every
detail of the people around me. By ‘detail’ I mean things, voices,
words. In the dress of the girl directly in front of me, for example,
see the material it’s made of, the work invoived in making it - since
it’s a dress and not just material - and 1 see in the delicate
embroidery around the neck the silk thread with which it was
embroidered and all the work that went into that, And immed:-
arely, as if in a primer on political economy, I see before me the
factories and all the different jobs: the factory where the matenal
was made; the facrory that made the darker coloured thread that
ornaments with curlicues the neck of the dress; and I see the
different workshops in the factories, the machines, the workmen,
the seamstresses. My eyes’ inward gaze even penetrates info the
offices, where 1 see the managers trying to keep calm and the
figures set outin the account books, but that’s not all: beyond that I
see into the domestic lives of those who spend their working hours
in these factories and offices . . . A whole world unfolds before my
eyes all because of the regularly irregular dark green edging to a
pale green dress worn by the girt in front of me of whom 1 see only
her brown neck.

A whole way of life lies before me,

I sense the loves, the secrets, the souls of ali those who worked
just so that this woman in front of me on the tram should wear
around her mortal neck the sinuous banality of a thread of dark
green silk on a background of light green cloth,

I grow dizzy. The seats on the tram, of fine, strong cane, carry
me to distant regions, divide into industries, workmen, houses,
lives, realities, everything,

I leave the tram exhausted, like a sleepwalker, having lived a
whole life.
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1141156} 12.6.1930

There are times when everything wearies us, even those things that
would normally bring us rest. Obviously what wearies us does so
because it's tiring; what is restful tires us because the thought of
having to obtain it 1s tiring. Behind all anguish and pain lie certain
debilities of the soul; the only people who remain unaware of these
are, I believe, those who shrink from human anguish and painand
tactfully conceal from themselves their own tedium. Since in this
way they armour themselves against the world, it is not surprising
that at some stage in their self-consciousness they fect suddenly
crushed by the whole weight of that armour, and life is revealed to
them as an anguish in reverse, an absent pain.

That’s how [ feel now, and | write these lines like someone
struggling to know that he ks at feast alive, Up till now Pve worked
the whole day asifhalfasleep, dreaming my way through accounts,
writing out of my own fistlessness. All day Ive felt life like a weight
on my cyelids and temples - my eyes heavy with sieep, constant
pressure on my temples, an awareness of all this in the pit of my
stomach, feelings of nausea and despair.

Living seems to me a metaphysical mistake on the part of marter,
an oversight on the part of inaction. 1 do not even look to see what
kind of day it is, to see if there might be something to distract me
from myself and, by describing it here, cover with words the empty
cup of my scif-love. I do not even look out at the day bur sit,
shoulders hunched, not knowing whether or not there’s sun out
there in the subjectively sad street, in the deserted streer where
nonetheless I hear the sounds of peopie walking by. 1 know
nothing and my heart aches. I've finished work but I don’t want to
move from here. I look at the off-white expanse of blotter glued at
the corners to the ancient surface of the sloping desk. I stare
artentively at the blur of doodles, the result of self-absorption or of
simple distraction. My signature appears several times upside
down and back to front, as do certain figures and a few
meaningless sketches, the creations of my distracted mind. I look at
all this like a yokel who has never seen a blotter before, hike
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someone staring at the latest novelty, with my whole brain inert
{except for the areas to do with seeing).

I feel an inner drowsiness so great it overflows the bounds of
sclf. And I want nothing, prefer nothing, there is nothing I can
escape into.

115 [177] 5.2.1930

It isn’t the shabby walls of my meagre room, or the oid writing
desks in the office, or even the poverty of the Baixa streets that
separate room and office {and which Tve walked so often they
already seem to me to have achieved a fixity beyond that of mere
irreparability) that provoke in me my frequent feelings of disgust
for the grubby everydayness of life. 1t’s the people around me who
ieave this knot of physical disgust in my spirit, the souls who know
nothing about me but, in their daily contact and conversations
with me, treat me as if they did. It’s the monotonous squator of
these lives that run parallel to my own external life, its their inner
certainty of being my equal that straps me in the straitjacket, locks
me in the prison cell, makes me feel apocryphal and beggarly.

There are moments when every detail of the ordinary interests
me in its own right and I feel affectionate towards everything
because T can read it all so clearly. Then - as Sousa® describes
Vieira saying - I perceive the singularity of the ordinary, andIama
poet with the kind of soul that amongst the Greeks produced the
intetlectual age of poetry. But there are also moments, like now,
when I feel too oppressed and too aware of myseif to be conscious
of external things and everything then becomes for me a night of
rain and mud, alone and lost in an abandoned railway station,
where the jast third-class train feft hoursagoand the next has yet to
arrive.

*Frel Luis de Sousa (¢ 1555-1632) was a Dominican friar, a writer and
biographer.
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In common with all virtues and indeed ali vices, my inner virtue -
my capacity for objectivity that deflects me from thoughrs of self
~ stffers from crises of confidence. Then I wonder at my ability to
survive, at my cowardly presence here amongst these people, on
terms of perfect eguality, in genuine accord with alf their trite
itiusions. All the solutions spawned by my imagination flash upon
my mind like beams from a distant lighthouse: suicide, flight,
renunciation, in short, the grand aristocratic gestures of our
individualizy, the cloak-and-dagger of existences like mine with no
balconies to chimb.

But the ideal Juliet of the finest reality has closed the high
windows of literary discourse on the fictitious Romeo in my blood.
She obeys her father; he obeys his. The feud between the
Montagues and the Capulers continues; the curtain falls on what
did not happen; and, my office worker’s collar rurned unself-
consciously up around the neck of a poer, my boots, which Falways
buy in the same shop, instinctively skirting the puddies of cold rain
water, I rerurn home (to that room where the absent mistress of the
house is as sordid a reality as rhe rarely seen children and the office
colleagues I will meet again tomorrow) feeling a shight, confused
concern that I may have lost for ever both my umbrella and the
dignity of my soul.

116 [ 166] 28.9.1932

For some time now ~ it may be days or months - I haven’r really
noticed anything; I don’t think, therefore I don’t exist. Pve
forgotten who 1 am; I can’t write because 1 can’t be. Under the
influence of sorne oblique drowsiness I have been someone else.
The knowledge that T do not remember myseif awakens me.

I fainted away a hittle from my jife, I retarn to myself with no
memory of what I have been and the memory of the person I was
before suffers from that interruption. I am aware only of a
confused notton of some forgotten interfude, of my memory’s
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fatile efforts to find the other me. But | canmnot retie the knots, If I
did live, I've forgotten how to know that I did.

It ise’t this first real autumn day - the first cold rather than cool
day to clothe the dead summer in a lesser light - whose alien
transparency leaves me with a sense of dead ambitions or sham
intentions, it isn’t the uncertain trace of vain memory contatned in
this interfude of things fost. It’s something more painful than thar,
it’s the tedivm of trying to remember what cannot be remembered,
despair at what my consciousness mislaid amongst the aigae and
reeds of some unknown shore.

Bencath an unequivocally blue sky, a shade lighter than the
deepest blue, I recognize that the day is impid and still. I recognize
that the sun, slightly less golden than it was, gilds walis and
windows alike with liquid reflections. I recognize that, although
there’s no wind, nor any breeze to recall or deny the existence of a
wind, a brisk coolness nonetheless hovers about the hazy ciry. 1
recognize ali this, unthinkingly, unwillingly, and feel no desire to
sleep, only the memory of that desire, feel no nostalgia, only
disquiet,

Sterile and remote, I recover from an illness I never had. Alert
after waking, I prepare myself for what 1 dare not do. What kind of
sleep was it that brought me no rest? What kind of caress was it that
would not speak to me? How good it would be to take one cold
draught of heady spring and be someonc else! How good, how
much better than life, to be able to imagine being that other
person, whilst far off, in the remembered image, in the absence of
even a breath of wind, the reeds bend blue-green to the shore.

Recalling the person I was not, I often imagine myself young
again and forget! And were they different those landscapes that I
never saw; were they new but non-existent the landscapes 1 did see?
What does it matter? 1 have spent myself in chance events, in
interstices, and now that the cool of the day and the cooling sun are
one, the dark reeds by the shore sleep their cold sleep in the sunset 1
see but do not possess.
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117 [463]
Latawny

We never truly realize ourselves. We are hke two chasms - a well
staring up at the sky.

118 {322] 1121931

Since P’m so given to tedium, it’s odd that until teday I've never
really thought much about what it actually consists of. Today I'm
in that intermediate statc of mind in which I feef no interest in fifc
or in anything eise. And I rake advantage of the sudden realization
that 've never really thought about this feeling to dream up an
inevitably somewhat artificial analysis of it, using my thoughts and
haif-impressions on the subject.

I don't honestly know if tedium is just the waking equivalent of
the somnolence of the inveterate idler or something altogether
nobler than that particular form of listiessness. I often saffer from
tedium but, as far as I can tell, it follows no rules as to when and
why it appears. T can spend a whole vacuous Sunday without once
experiencing tedium, yer sometimes, when Pm hard ar work, 1t
comes over me, suddenly, like a cloud. I can’t link it to any
particular state of health or lack of health; I can’t see it as the
product of causes in any apparent part of myseif.

To say that it is a metaphysical anguish in disguise, an ineffable
disappointment, a secret poem of the bored soul leaning out of the
window that opens on to life, to say that, or something similar,
might lend colour to the tedium, the way a child draws something
then clumsily colours it in, blurring the edges, but to me 1t's just
words echoing around the cellars of thought.

Tedium . .. It is thinking without thinking, vet requires all the
effort involved in having to think; it is feeling without feeling, yet
stirs up all the anguish that fecling normally involves; it 1s not
wanting something but wanting it, and suffering all the nausea
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involved in not wanting, Although tedium contains all of these
things, they are not themselves tedium, they provide only a
paraphrasc, a translation. Expressed as direct sensation, it is as if
the drawbridge over the moat around the soul’s castle had been
pulled up, leaving us with but one power, that of gazing
impotently out at the surrounding lands, never again to set foot
there, We are isolated within ourselves from ourselves, an isolation
in which what separates us is as stagnant as us, a pool of dirty water
surrounding our inability to understand.

Tedium . . . It is suffering withour suffering, wanting without
will, thinking without reason . . . It’s like being possessed by a
negative demon, bewitched by nothing at all. They say that witches
and some minor wizards, by making images of us which they then
torment, can reproduce those same torments in us by means of
some sort of astral transference. Tedium arises in me, in the
transposed feeling of such an image, like the malign reflection of
some fairy demon’s spell cast not upon the image but upon its
shadow. It is on my inner shadow, on the surface of the interior of
my soul, on which they glue papers or stick pins. { am like the man
who sold his shadow or, rather, like the shadow of the man who
sold ir.

Tedm . . . I work quite hard. I fulfil what practical moralists
would call my social duty, and fulfil that duty, or that fate, with no
great effort nor noticeable difficuley. But sometimes, right in the
middic of work or leisure {something which, according to those
same moralists, I deserve and should egjoy}, my soul overflows
with the bile of inertia and 1 feel weary, not of work or letsure, but
of myself.

And why weary of myself, if T wasn’t even thinking about myseif?
What else would 1 be thunking about? The mystery of the universe
descending upon me while I toil over accounts or recline in a chair?
The universal pain of living crystallized suddenly in the inter-
mediary of my soui? Why thus ennoble someone who doesn’t even
know who he is? 1t’s a feeling of utter vacuity, a hunger with no
desire to cat, about as noble as the feelings you experience in your
brain or stomach from having smoked or eaten too much.
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Tedium . . . Perhaps, it’s basically an expression of a dissatis-
faction in our innermost soul pot to have been given something to
believe in, the desolation of the child all of us are deep down not to
have been bought the divine toy. It is perhaps the nsecurity of
someone in need of a guiding hand, conscious of nothing on the
black read of deep feeling but the silent night of one’s inability to
think, the deserted road of one’s inability to feel . . .

Tedium . .. No one with a god to believe tn wilf ever suffer from
tedium. Tedium is the lack of a mythology. To the unbeliever, even
doubt is denied, even scepticism does not give the strength to
despair. Yes, that’s what tedium is: the loss by the soul of
its capacity to delade itself, the absence in thought of the non-
existent stairway up which the soul steadfastly ascends towards the
truth.

119 [337]

May I at least carry toward the possible vastness of the abyss of all
things the glory of my disillusion, as if it were that of a great dream,
the splendour of unbelief as if it were a flag of defear ... a flag
carried by feeble hands, a flag dragged through the mud and the
blood of the weak . .. but raised on high as we plunge ourselves into
the quicksands, whether as a protest, a challenge or a gesture of
despair, no one knows ... No one knows, because no one knows
anything and the quicksands as readily swallow up those with flags
as those without . .,

And the sands cover everything, my life, my prose, my eteenity.

1 carry with me, like a victory flag, the knowledge of my defeat.

120{338]
The great anguishes of the soul aiways come upon us like cosmic
cataclysms. When they do, the sun errs from its course and the stars

are troubled. A day will come 1o every feeling soul when Fate stages
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an apocalypse of anguish, an upturning of all known heavens and
universes over the soul’s desolation,

To feel oneself superior and yet find oneself treated by Fate as
inferior to the least significant of beings ~ who can feel proud to be
a man in such circumstances?

{f one day I were to achieve a power of expression so great as to
concentrate atl art in me, 1 would write an zpotheosis of sleep. 1
know of no greater pleasure in the whole of life than thar of sleep.
The wholesale blotting out of life and soul, the complete removal
of all other beings, ali other people, a night without memory or
iliusion, possessed of neither past nor future [ ...}

121 [340] 23.3.1930

There is such a thing as a weariness of the abstract intelligence,
which is the most terrible of all wearinesses. It does not weigh on
you like physical weariness, nor does it trouble you like a weariness
of the emotions, It is the consciousness of the weight of the whole
world, an inability in the soul to breathe.

In that moment, as if they were clouds blown by the wind, every
idea through which we have experienced life, all the ambitions and
plans on which we have founded our hopes for the future, are torn
apart, ripped open, carried far off like the grey remnpants of mists,
the tatters of what never was nor ever could be. And in the wake of
that defeat arises the black, implacable solitude of the deserted,
starty sky in all its purity, Life’s mystery wounds and frightensusin
many ways. Sometimes it comes to us as a formless phantasm, the
monstrous incarnation of non-being, and our soul trembles in the
most terribie of fears, At other times it - the whole truth in all the
horror of our inability ever to know it — lurks behind us, visible
only so long as we do not rarn round to see it.

But the horror that racks me roday 1s at once less noble and more
corrosive, It is a wish not to think, a desire never to have been
anything, a conscious despair in every cell of my soul, Itisa sudden
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sense of being locked up in an infinite prison. Where can one even
think of fleeing, if the prison cell is all there is?

And then there comes over me an absurd and irresistible desire, a
kind of satanism predating Satan, that one day - a day outside of all
time and matter - we might find a way of flecing beyond God in
order that whatever constitutes the deepest part of us might cease
entirely (though how I don’t know) to participate in either being
or non-being,

122 [352] 28.9 1932

No one has as yet produced an exact definition of tedium, at least
not in language comprehensibie to somecone who has never
experienced it. What some people call tedium is nothing more than
boredom; others use the word to mean a certain physical malaise;
for still others tedium is simply tiredness, Tedium does contain
riredness, malaise and boredom but only in the way water contains
the hydrogen and oxygen of which it is composed. Itincludes them
without resembling them.

If some give tedium a restricted, incomplete sense, others lend it
an almost transcendental significance, as, for example, when the
word ‘tediuny’ is used to describe someone’s deep sense of spirieaal
nauses at the randomness and uacertainty of the world, Boredom
makes onc yawn; physical malaise makes one fidget; tiredness
prevents one from moving at all; none of them is tedium. Neither is
it that profound sense of the emptiness of things, out of which
frustrared aspirations struggle free, a sensc of thwarted longing
arises and in the sounl is sown the seed from which is born the
mystic or the saint.

Yes, tedium is boredom with the world, the malaise of living, the
weariness of having lived; in truth, tedium i the feeling in one’s
flesh of the endless emprtiness of things. But, more than that,
tedium is a boredom with other worlds, whether they exast or not;
the malaise of living, even if one were someone else, with a
different life, in another world; 2 weariness not just with yesterday
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or today but with tomorrow too, with all eterniry (if it exists) and .
with nothingness {if that is whar eternity is). It isn’t just the

emptiness of things and beings that hurts the soul when 1t is

immersed in tedium, it’s the emptiness of something else too, the

emptiness of the soul experiencing that emptiness and feeling itself
to be empty, the emptiness that provokes a sense of self-disgustand

repudiation.

Tedium is the physical sensation of chaos and of the fact that
chaos is everything. Someone who is bored, uncomfortable or
tired feels himself to be imprisoned in a tny cell Someone
disenchanted with the narrowness of life feels himself to be
chained up in a large cell. But someone afflicted by tedium feels
himself the prisoner of a futile freedom, in a cell of infinite size.
The walls of the cell surrounding the bored, uncomfortable or
weary prisoner might crumble and bury him beneath them. The
chains may fall from the limbs of the prisoner disenchanted with
the narrowness of the world and allow him to flee; or, unable to
free himself from them, the chains may hurt him and the
experience of that pain may revive in him his appetite for life. But
the walls of an infinite cell cannot crumble and bury us, since they
do not exist; nor can we claim as proof of our existence the pain
caused by handcufts no one has placed round our wrists.

These are my feelings as I stand before the placid beauty of this
immortal but dying evening, I look up ar the high, clear sky where
vague, pink shapes, like the shadows of clouds, are the impalpable
down on the wings of distant life. 1 look down at the river where the
water, shimmering shightly, is of a blue that seems the mitror
image of a deeper sky. I look up again at the sky and already, in the
invisible air, amongst the vague colours that unravel without quite
disintegrating, there is an icy dull whiteness, as if in all things, at
their highest and most incorporeal level, there were some malaise,
2 tedium in matter itself, a sense of the impossibility of something
just being what it s, an imponderable nexus of anxiety and
desolation.

Burwhat if there is? What else is there in the high air but the high
air, which is nothing? What efse is there in the sky but borrowed
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colour? What is there in these tiny scraps, barely clouds, whose
presence I already doubt, but a little reflected Light scattered by a
submissive sun? What is there in alf this but myself? Ah, burin rhas
and only that lies tedium, It’s the fact that in all this - sky, earth,
world ~ there is never anything but myself]

123 [332]

What [ feel above all else is weariness and the disquiet that is the
twin of weariness when it has no other reason to exist than the fact
of existence itseif. I feel a deep dread of gesturesasyet unmade, an
intellecrual timidity about words as yet unspoken. Everything
seems doomed in advance 1o insignificance,

The unbearable tedinm of all these faces, foolish with intelligence
or the lack of it, grotesque to the point of nausea in their happiness
or unhappiness, horrific in the mere fact of their existence, a
separate tide of living things quite alien to me . ..

124 (350]

Pve reached the point where tedium has become 2 person, the
fiction made flesh of my life with myself.

1251291]

True wealth is closing one’s eyes and puffing on an expensive cigar.

With the aid of a cheap cigarette I can return, like someone.
revisiting a place where they spent their youth, to the time in my life
when [ used to smoke. The light tang of that cigarette smoke is
enough for me to relive the whole of my past life.

At other times a certain fype of sweet might serve the same
purpose. One innocent chocolate can rack my nerves with the
profusion of memories it provokes. Childhood! And as my teeth
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bite into the soft, dark mass, I bite into and savour my humbtie joys .
as contented companion to a fead soldier, as competent horseman
with a stick for a horse. Tears fill my eves and the taste of chocolate
mingles with the taste of my past happiness, my lost childhood,
and I cling voluptuousiy to that sweet pain.

The simplicity of this ritual tasting does not detract from the
solemnity of the occasion.

Butitis cigarette smoke that most subtly rebuilds past moments
for me, It just barely touches my consciousness of having a sense of
taste and that’s why, more than anything else [. . .] it evokes hours
to which I am now dead, makes far-off times present, makes them
mistier the closer they wrap about me, more ethereal when I make
them flesh. A mentholated cigarette, a cheap cigar can bathe in
tenderness almost any moment from my past. With what subtie
plausibility [ use that combination of taste and smell to reconstruct
dead scenes and once more borrow |, . .} from a past, as distant,
bored and malicious as the eighteenth century, asirredeemably fost
to me as the middle ages.

126 {171) 2571932

Generally speaking, the classifiers of the world, those men of
science whose only knowledge consists in their ability fo classify,
are ignorant of the fact that what 1s classifiable is infinite and
therefore unciassifiable. But whar amazes me most 1s that they
know nothing of the existence of certain unknown classifiable
categories, things of the sou! and the consciousness that live inthe
interstices of knowledge.

Perhaps because 1 think or dream too much 1 simply cannot
distinguish between existent reality and the non-existent reality of
dreams. And so L interleave in my meditations on the sky and carth
things that neither gleam in the sun nor are trodden under foot: the
fluid marvels of the imagination.

I clothe myself in the gold of imagined sunsets, but what is
imagined lives on in the imagination, 1 gladden myself with
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imaginary breezes, but the imaginary lives when it is imagined.
Various hypotheses firnish me with a soul and since each
hypothesis has its own soul, cach gives me the soul it possesses.

There is only one problem: realitry, and that is insoluble and alive,
What do Fknow about the difference between a tree and a dream? §
can touch the tree; I know I have the dream. What does that really
mean?

Whart does it mean? That I, alone in the deserted office, can live
and tmagine without detriment to my inteliigence. My thoughts
can continue untroubled by the presence of the abandoned desks
and the despatch section with its paper and balls of twine. T've left
my own high stool and, epjoying in advance a hypothetical
promotion, I lean back in Moreira’s curve-armed chair. Perhapsit’s
the influence of the place anointing me with the balm of
abstraction, These very hot days make one sleepy; 1 sleep withourt
slecping, for lack of energy. That's why I have these thoughts.

127 {173] 14.3.1930

The silence that emanates from the sound of the falling rain
spreads in a crescendo of grey monotony along the narrow street 1
gaze down at. I'm sleeping on my feet, standing by the window,
which T lean against as if there were nothing else in the world. 1
search myself to find our what feelings 1 have before this
unravelling fall of dark luminous water standing out clearly against
the grubby fagades and, even more clearly, against the open
windows. And I don’t know what 1 feel, I don’t know what T want
to feel, ¥ don’t know what I think or what I am.

Before my unfeeling eyes, the repressed bitterness of my whole
life peels off the suit of natural joy it wears in the prolonged.
randomness of every day. I realize thar Pm always sad, however
happy or content 1 may often feel. And the part of me that realizes
this stands a litele behind me, as if it were leaning over me standing
at the window, and stares out, with more piercing eyes than mine,
over my shoulder and over my head at the slow, slightly undulating
rain: that filigrees the brown, ewvi} atr.
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One should abandon all duties, even those not demanded of us,
reject all cosy hearths, even those that are not our own, live on what
is vague and vestigial, amongst the extravagant purples of madness
and the false lace of imagined majesties . . . To be something that
does not feel the weight of the rain outside, or the pain of inner
emptiness . ., To wander with no soul, no thoughts, just pure
impersonal scnsation, along winding mountain roads, through
valleys hidden amongst steep hills, distant, absorbed, ill-fated . . .
To lose onesclf in landscapes like paintings. To be nothing in
distance and 1n colowrs . .,

Safe behind the window panes, I do not feel the soft gust of wind
that tears and fragments the perpendicular fall of the rain.
Somewhere a section of the sky clears. I know this because behind
the half-cleaned window immediately opposite I can just make out
the calendar on the wall that I couldn’t see before.

i forget. 1 stop secing, stop thinking.

The rain stops but iingers a moment longer in a cloud of tiny
diamonds like crumbs shaken off a great blue tablecloth some-
where up above. You can sense now thar part of the sky is already
blue. Through the window opposite I can see the calendar more
clearly now, It bears the face of a woman and I easily recognize it as
an advertisement for one of the more popular brands of toothpaste.

But what was | thinking about before I lost myseif in fooking? I
do’t know. The will? Effort? Life? From the spreading light T can
tell that the sky must be almost completely blue again. But there is
no peace ~ por will there ever bel - in the depths of my heart, that
old well at the far corner of the estate fong since sold, the memory
of childhood focked up under the dust of an attic in someone’s
else’s house. There is no peace and, alas for me, noteven a desire to

findit. ..

128 [178] 7.10.1931

The sunset s scattered with stray clouds that fill the whole sky. Soft
reflected lights of every colour fill the multifarious upper air and
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float, oblivious, amongst the great disquiet above. On the very tops
of the tall roofs, lying half in light, haif in shade, the last slow rays
of the setting sun take on shades of colours that belong neither to
them nor to the things on which they alight. A vast peace hovers
above the noisy surface of the city that is itself slowly settling into
quictness. Beyond all the colour and sound everything rakes in a
deep, dumb breath of air.

The colours on the stuccoed houses out of sight of the sun
gradually take on their stone-grey tones. There’s something cold
about that diversity of greys. A mild unease stumbers in the false
valieys of the streets. It slumbers and grows quiet. And little by
little the light on the lowest of the clouds begins to rurn to shadow;
only on onc small cloud, which hovers above everything like a
white eagle, does the sun still smile, golden, distant.

Everything [ searched for in hife, T gave up precisely because 1
had to search for it. T am like someone distractedly looking for
something which he sought in dreams, having since forgotten
what exactly it was. The present gesture of visible hands - that
actually exist each with their five long, white fingers - secking,
turning things over, picking things up and putting them down,
hecomes more real than the object of my scarch.

Everything 1 have ever had is like this lofty sky, diversely
uniform, full of scraps of nothing touched by a distant light,
fragments of a false life that death, from afar, touches with gold,
with the sad smile of the whole truth. Yes, everything I have been
came from my inability to look and find: the feudal lord of twilight
marshes, the deserted prince of a city of empty tombs.

In these thoughts of mine and in the abrupt fall from light of
that one high cloud, everything I am or was or whatever I think of
what Tam or was suddenly loses its grasp on the secret, the truth,
perhaps even the danger there might be in whatever lies beneath
iife. This, like a truant sun, is aH that remains ro me; the changing
light lets its hands slip from the tall roofs and the inner shadow of
ali things slowly appears on the rooftops.

Far off the first tiny star - a hesitant, tremulous drop of silver -
begins to shine.
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129 [182]

It is a rule of life that we can and must learn from everyone. There
are serious matters in fife to be learned from charlatans and
bandits, there are philosophics to be gleaned from fools, real
lessons of fortitude that come ro us by chance and from those who
depend en chance. Everything contains everything else,

In certain very lucid moments of meditation, like those times
when, as evening sets in, I wander through the streets looking
about me, cach person offers me some snippet of news, each house
some novelty, each poster some advice,

My silent walk is one long conversation, and all of us, men,
houses, stones, posters and sky, are one great comradely crowd,
cibowing each other with words in the great procession of Fate.

130 [190]

Pm always astonished whenever I finish anything. Astonished and
depressed. My desire for perfection should prevent me from ever
finishing anything; it should prevent me even from starting. But [
forget that and I do begin. What I achieve is a product not of the
application but of a giving in of the will. I begin because I do not
have the strength to think; I fimish because I do not have the heart
just to abandon it. This book represents my cowardice.

The reason I so often break off from a thought to insert a
description of a landscape, which in some real or imagined way fits
in with the general scheme of my impressions, is that the landscape
is a door through which I can cscape from the knowledge of my
own creative impotence. In the middle of the conversations with
myself that make up this book, I often feel a sudden need toralk to
someone else, so Taddress the light hovering, asit does now, above
the roofs of the houses that shine as if damp or the tall trees,
apparently so near, swaying gently on a city hiflside rehearsing the
possibility of their own silent downfall, or the posters pasted
one on top of the other on the walls of the steep houses with
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windows for words, where the dead sun furns the still wet giue
golden.

Why write if I can’t manage to write any better? But whar would
become of me if I didn’t write what I do manage ro write, however
far below my own standards I fali? Pm a plebelan in my aspirations
because 1 try to create; I fear silence the way others fear entering a
dark room alone. 'm like those people who value the medal more
than the effort it took to win it and see glory in the gold braid on
dress uniforms.

For me, to write is to despise myseif, but I can’ stop writing.
Writing is like a drug I detest but keep taking, a vice I despise and
for which 1 live, There are necessary poisons and there are very
subtle ones made up of ingredients of the soul, herbs gathered in
the corners of ruined dreams, black poppies found near tombs
[. . .]the long leaves of obscene trees that wave their branches on
the noisy banks of the infernal rivers of the soul.

Yes, to write is to lose myself, but everyone gets lost, because
everything in life is foss. But unlike the river flowing into the
estuary for which, unknowing, it was born, I feel no joy in losing
myself, but lic fike the pool left on the beach at high tide, a pool
whase waters, swatlowed by the sands, never morc return to the
sea.

131 [196]

Like Diogenes of Alexander*, all I asked of life was that the sun
should not be taken away from me. T had desires, but the reason for
having them was denied me. As for what | found, it would have
been better if I had really found ir, The dream [ . . .}

1 hesirate before doing anything, often without knowing why.

*When Alexander visited Diogenes (whom he greatly admired) and asked if
there was anything he could do for him, the latter replied: ‘Stand a littie out of
my sury { Phasarch, Lives: Alexander, chapter 12, sec. 2.
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How often, iike the seraight line appropriate to my nature
{conceiving this in my head as the ideal straight line) I deliberately
seek out the longest distance between two points. Pve never had a
talent for the active life. I always bungled the gestures no one else
gets wrong; what others were born to do, I always had to struggle
not to forget to do. ] always want to achieve what others achieved
almost casually. Berween myself and life there have always been
panes of opaque glass, undetectable to me by sight or touch; I
never actually lived life according to a plan, I was the daydream of
what I wanted to be, my dream began in my will, my goal was
always the first fiction of what 1 never was.

I never knew if my sensibility was too advanced for my
intelfigence or my intelligence too advanced for my sensibility. |
was always too late, for which I dog’t know, perhaps for both, for
one or the other ar any rate. Or perhaps it was a third thing that
came fate.

132 {198} 7.4.1933

Though { walked amongst them a stranger, no one noticed. 1 hived
amongst them as a spy and no one, not even I, suspected. Everyone
took me for a relative, no one knew that I had been switched at
birth. Thus I was like yet unlike the others, everyone’s brother but
never one of the family.

I came from prodigious lands, from landscapes more beautitul
than life itself, but I never spoke of those lands, except to myseif,
and told no onc of the landscapes glimpsed in dreams. On wooden
floors and on paving stones my steps echoed just like theirs, bat,
however near my heart seemed to beat, it was always far away, the
faise lord of a strange, exiled body.

No one recognized me beneath the mask of equality, nor did
they once guess that it was a mask, because no one knew masked
players existed in this world. No one imagined that there was
always another by my side, the real me. They never doubted my
identity with myself.
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Their houses shelrered me, their hands shook mine, they saw me
walk down the street as if I were really there; but the person Iam
was never there in those rooms, the person living in me has no
hands to be shaken by others, the person Lknow myselfto be hasno
streets to walk along nor can anyone see him there, unless those
streets arc all streets and the person who sees him ali people.

We all live such distant and anonymous lives; disguised, we
suffer the fate of strangers. To some, however, this distance
between another being and themselves is never revealed; to others
it is revealed only every now and then, through horror or pain, it
by a limitless lightning flash; for yet others it is the ope painful
constant of their daily lives.

Knowing clearly that who we are has nothing to do with us, that
what we think or feelis always in translation, that perhaps what we
want we never wanted - to know this every moment, to feet all this
in every feeling, is not this what it means to be a stranger in one’s
own soul, an cxile from one’s own feelings?

But, on this last night of Carnival, the man in the mask whom I
had been passively staring at and who was standing on the corner
talking to an unmasked man, ar last held out his hand and,
langhing, said goodbye. The man without 2 mask rurned leftup the
lane at the corner of which they’d beer standing and the masked
man - in unimaginative domino - walked on ahead, moving
between the shadows aand the occasional lights, in a definitive
farewell that was quite different from what I was thinking about.
Only then did I notice that there was something ¢lse in the street
apart from the streetlamps: a diffuse moonlight, hidden and silent,
full of nothing, like fife. . .

133 [200] 20.12.1931
Pm almost convinced now that P'm never truly awake. P'm not sure
ifit’s that I dos’t deeam when I live, or don’t live when [ dream, or if
dream and life commingle and overlap in me and out of that

interpenetration is formed my conscious being,

132

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:22



THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

Sometimes, right in the middle of my active life, when Pm
evidently as clear about myself as anyone is, a strange feeling of
doubt enters my imagination; I do not know if T exist, it seems
possible to me that T might be someone else’s dream; the idea
occurs o me, with an almost carnal reality, that T might be a
character in a novel, moving through the long waves of someone
else’s literary style, through the created truth of a great narrative,

Pve often noticed that certain characters in novels take on for us
an impertance that our acquaintances and friends, who talk and
listen to us in the reai and visible world, could never have. And this
thought provokes the dream question: is everything in the whole
world just a series of interlocking dreams and novels like smaller
boxes firting inside farger ones ~ each one inside another - stories
within a story, like The Thousand and One Nights, unwinding falsely
into the erernal dark?

If T thigk, everything seems absurd to me; if [ feel, everything
seems strange; if T want, what I want is something in myseif.
Whenever something happens in me, I realize that it wasn’t me it
happened to. If I dream, I feel as if someone were writing me; if I
feel, it’s as if someone were painting me. If I want something, I feel
as if T had been put in a cart, like merchandise to be transported,
and simply let myself be carried along, rocked by a motion
apparently my own, until we reach a place I did notknow I wanted
to go to until after I had arrived.

How confusing everything is! Seeing is so superior to thinking,
and reading so superior to writing! I may be deceived by what Esee
but at least I never think it’s mine. What I read may depress me, but
at least 'm pot troubled by the thoughr that 1 wrote it. How
painful evervthing is 1f we think of it conscious of having the
thought, like spiritual beings who have passed through that second
evolution of consciousness by which we know that we know!
However lovely the day, I can’t help thinking like this. . . To think
orto feel, or is there some third possibility berween the sets pushed
to the side of the stage? Feelings of tedium brought on by ewilight
and neglect, fans clicked shut, the weariness of having had ro hive. ..
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134 [202]

One’s life should be so arranged thart it remains a mystery to other
people, so that those who know one best in fact know one as little
as anyone clse, only from a slightly nearer vantage point. That is
how, almost without thinking, I have designed my life, but such
was the instinctive art I put into it that even to myself my
individuality is not entirely clear-cut or precise.

135 [203]

Having seen with what lucidity and logical coherence certain
madmen (with method in their madness) justify their crazed ideas
to themselves and to others, T have lost for ever any real confidence
in the jucidity of my own lucidity.

136 [205]

11ook for myself but find ro one. I belong to the chrysanthemum
hour of bright flowers placed in tall vases. 1 should make an
orpament of my soul.

I do not know which particular magnificent details T would
choose to define the essence of my spirit, Doubtless I love the
decorative because | sense in it something that resembles the
substance of my own soul.

137 [206)

P'm not sure whether my recognition of the human ardity of my
heart makes me sad or not. I care more abour an adjective than
about any real cry from the soul. My master Vietra [.. .}

But sometimes I'm different and I weep real tears, hot tears, the
tears of those who do not have or never had a mother; and my eyes,
burning with those dead tears, burn too inside my heart.
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1 dor’t remember my mother. She died when 1was only one year
old. If there 1s anything harsh or disjointed about my sensibility, it
has its roots 1 that absence of warmth and in a vain nostalgia for
kisses I cannot even recall. Pm a fraud. I always awoke on other
breasts, warmed only obliguely.

Ah, it’s the longing for the other person I could have been that
unsctiles and troubles me. Who would I be now had I but received
the affection that wells up naturally from the womb to be bestowed
as kisscs on a baby’s face?

Whether I like it or not, in the confused depths of my fatal
sensibitity I am all these things.

Perhaps the nostalgia that comes from never having been
someone’s son has contributed to my emotional indifference. The
person who clasped me to them when Iwas a child could not truly
clasp me to their heart. The one person who could have done that
was far away, laid in a romb - the mother who would have been
mine, had Fate wished it so.

They say that later, when rold that my mother had been pretey, I
said nothing, I wasalready grown in body and soul butignorant of
emotions, and for me speech was not yer mere information lifted
from the inconceivable pages of another’s book.

My father, who lived a long way from us, killed himself when I
was three and I never knew him. 1 stii don’t know why he lived so
faraway. I never particularly wanted to know. I remember his death
as a great cloak of seriousness over the first meals after we heard the
news. I remember thar every now and then they woudd look at me
and I would took back, in chemsy comprehension, Then T would eat
my food more carefuily just in case, without my knowing it, the
others continued to look at me.,

138 [208] 16.9,1931
Fluidly, the departing day dics amidst spent purples. No one will
teil me who I am, nor knows who I was. I came down from the

unknown mountain to the equally unknown valley and my steps in
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the slow evening were just tracks left in the clearings of the forest.
Everyone I loved abandened me to the shadows. No onc knew the
time of the last boat. In the post there was no sign of the letter no
one would write.

Yes, everything was false. No tales were told that others might
have told before, and no one had any firm information about the
person who feft earlier in the hope of embarking on some itlusory
boat, chiid of the coming fog and of indecision. Amongst the
latecomers | have a name but that, like everything eise, is mere
shadow.

139 [211]

Now and then something happens in me, and when it does it
usually happens suddenly, a terrible weariness with life imposes
itself on all other feelings, a weariness so terrible as to defy all
remedy. Suicide seems too uncertain and death, even if one
assumes it guarantees oblivion, merely insignificant. What this
weariness aspires to is not simply to cease to exist - which might or
might not be possiblc - but, far more horrifying, far deeper than
that, it wants never to have existed at all, and that, of course, cannot
be.

I have caught occasional hints of something similar to this
ambition {which outdoes in negativity even the void itself) in the
often confused speculations of the Indians. Buteither they lack the
keenness of feeling that would enable them to explain what they
think or the acuity of thought to feel what they feel. The factisthat
what I glimpse in them I cannot actually se¢, More to the point, I
believe I am the first to put into words the sinister absurdity of this
irremediabie feeling.

Yet 1 exorcise it by writing about it. Provided it comes also from
the intellect and is not just pure emotion, there is no truly
deepseated affliction that will not succumb to the ironic cure of
being written about. For the few this might be one of literature’s
uses, assuming, that is, that it has no other use.

136

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:22



THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

Unfortunately, the suffering of the inteliect is less painful than
thar of the emeotions, and that of the emotions, agam unfortunately,
less than that of the body. T say ‘unfortunately’ because human
dignity would naturally demand the opposite. No anguished sense
of the mystery of life hurts ltke love or jealousy or longing, chokes
you the way intense physical fear can or transforms you like anger
or ambition. But neither can any of the pains that lacerate the soul
ever be as real a pain as thar of toothache, or colic or {1 imagine)
chiidbirth . ..

I write like someone asleep, and my whole life is like a receipt
awaiting signature.

Inside the chicken coop from whence he will go to be killed, the
cock sings hymns to freedom because they gave him two perchesall
to himself.

140 [212] 2.9.1931

Unknowingly, I have been a witness to the gradual wasting away of
my fife, to the slow shipwreck of everything I ever wanted to be. |
can say, with the truth that requires no wreaths to remind it of its
own demtse, that there is not one thing I have wanted or in which I
have even for a moment placed my momentary dream that has not
fallenn and shattered beneath my window and lain hike the dusty
remains of a clump of soi fallen from a flowerpot on a balcony
high above the street. It even seems that Fate has always tried, first
and foremost, to make me love or want the very thing that, the
following day, Fate itself has ordained I will see that 1 did not and
would not have.

However, as an ironic spectator of myself, I have never lost my
ingerest in observing life. And now, knowing beforchand that each
tentative hope will be crushed, I suffer the special pleasure of
enjoving the disillusion together with the pain, a bittersweetness in
which the sweetness predominates. I am a sombre strategist who
has lost every battle and now, on the eve of each new engagement,
draws up the details of the fatal retrear, savouring the plan as he
does 50,
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That fate of being unable to desire without knowing beforehand
that I will not be granted my desire, has pursued me like some
malign creature. Whenever I sce the figure of a young girl in the
streer and just for a moment wonder, however idly, how it would
be if she were mine, every time, just ten paces on from my
daydream, that girl meets a man who is obviously her husband or
her fover. A romantic would make a tragedy of this, a stranger a
comedy; [, however, mix the two things, for I am beth a romantic
and a stranger to myself, and I simply turn the page to enjoy the
next irony.

Some say there’s no life without hope, others that hope makes
life meaningless. For me, bereft of both hope and despair, life is
justa picture in which Tam included but that I watch asif it werea
play with no plot, performed merely to please the eye - an
incoherent ballet, the stirring of leaves on a tree, clouds that
change colour with the changing light, random nerworks of oid
streets in odd parts of the ciry.

Tam, for the most part, the very prose that I write. I shape myself
in periods and paragraphs, I punctuate myself and, in the
unleashed chain of images, I make myseif king, as children do, with
a crown made from a sheet of newspaper or, in finding rhythms in
mere strings of words, I garland myself, as madmen do, with dried
flowers that in my dreams sti! live. And, above all this, IJam ascalm
as a doll stuffed with sawdust which, becoming conscious of itself,
every now and then gives a nod so that the bell on top of the
pointed hat sewn to its head rings out: the jingle of life in a dead
man, a tny warning to Fate.

How often, though, right in the midst of my gquiet dissatis-
faction, has not a sease of the emptiness and tedium of this way of
thinking crept slowly inte my conscious emotions! How often, like
someone hearing voices emerging from amongst other intermittent
noises, have I not felt the essential birterness of this fife so alien to
human life, a life in which the only thing that happens is its own
consciousness of itself. How often, waking from myself, have Inot
ghimpsed from the exile that is me, how much better to be the
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ultimate nobody, the fortunate man who at least feels real
bitterness, the contented man who feels tiredness not tedium, who
suffers rather than merely imagining he suffers, who actaally kills
himself instead of just slowly dying.

I've become 2 character in a book, a tife already read. Quite
against my wishes what E feelis felt in order for me to write it down.
What [ think appears fater set down in words, mixed up with
images that merely undo it all, set out in rhythms that mean
something else alrogether, With all this rewriting, I have destroyed
myself. With all this thinking, ! am now just my thoughts, not
myself. I plumbed the depths of myself but dropped the plumbline;
I spend my life wondering whether or not I am deep, with only my
own eyes to gauge the depth, and all they show me, clearly in the
black mirror of the great well, is my own face watching me
watching it.

Pm tike a playing card that belongs to some ancient and
unknown suit, the only remnant of a lost pack. I have no meaning, I
do not know my value, I have nothing to compare myself with in
order to find myself, T have no purpose in life by which to know
mysel. And thus, in the siiceessive images I use to describe myself -
not untrurhfud but not truthful either - I become more image than
me, talking myself out of existence, using my soul as ink, whose
only purpose is to write. But that reaction fades and I resign myself
again. I return to myself as I am, even though that is nothing. And
something like dry tears burns in my wide open eyes, something
like a never-felt anxiety catches in my dry throat. Bur, alas, I don™
know what I would have wept for if Thad cried, nor why it was Fdid
not weep. The fiction cleaves close to me as my shadow. All I want
is to sleep.

141 [214]

1 envy in everyone the fact that they are not me. Of all impossibi-
lities, and this always scemed the greatest, this was the one that
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made up the greater part of my daily dose of anguish, the despair
that fills every sad howur.

142 1215)
Parnful interlude

Like something tossed into a corner, a rag discarded in the street,
my ignoble being, confronted by life, pretends its own self.

143 [219]

I experience time as a terrible ache. I get ridiculously upset
whenever T have to leave anything: the miserable little rented room
where I spent a few months, the table in the provincial hotel at
which I dined on each of my six days there, even the waiting room
at the ratiway station where I wasted two hours waiting for the
train. But the good things of life, when I have to leave them and
think, with all the sensitivity my nerves can muster, that I will never
see or have them again, at least not as they are in that exact, precise
moment, hurt me metaphysically, An abyss yawns open in my soud
and a cold blast from the hour of God brushes my pale face,

Time! The past!{ ...} What I was and will never be again! What 1
had and will never have again! The Dead! The dead who loved me
when I was a child. When I remember them my whole souf grows
cold and I feel myseif to be an exile from every heart, alone in the
night of my own self, crying fike a beggar at the closed silence of
every door,

144 [220]

God created me to be a child and left me to be a chiid forever, But
why did he fet life beat me and rake away my toys and leave me alone
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at playtime, to crumple up in feebic hands the blue pinafore
streaked with tearstains? Since I cannot live without affection, why
was that affection taken from me? Whenever I sec a child in the
street crying, a child exiled from the others, it hurts me more than
the sadness of the child | see in the unsuspected horror of my
exhausted heart. L hurt in every inch of my lived life, and the hands
crumpiing the hem of the pinafore, the mouth rwisted by real tears,
the weakness and the solitude are alf mine, and the laughter of
passing adults is like the flame of a match struck on the sensitive
under of my own heart.

1451221]

... like a child, breathing hard, who stops running and leaves
behind him the sound of smali feet pounding hard on the ground ..

146 (222)

Everything becomes mixed up in me. When I think I have
remembered something, P'm actually thinking something else; if I
{ook, 1 see nothing, yet when distracted, I sce everything clearly.

I surn my back on the grey window, on the glass panes cold to
the touch, and, by some trick of the penumbra, I carry with me the
interior of the old house where, in the nearby courtyard, a parrot
used to call; and my eyes close slecpily on the irreparable fact of
having actually hved.

It’s been raining for two days now and the rain that falls from the
cold, grey sky is of a colour that grieves the soul. Two days ... 'm
sad from too much feeling and reflect that back onto the window
to the sound of water dripping and rain falling, My heart feels
heavy and all my memories have turned to anguish . . .

What made me think about that parrot now? The fact that Pm
sad and my far-off childhood reminds me of that? No, I really

14]

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:22



FERNANDO PESS0OA

thought of it because right now from the courtyard on the borders
of this present moment, 1 can hear the voice of a parrot calling out
incomprehensible words. . . . that imaginative episode we call
reality.

147 [225]

Day by day, in my deep but ignoble soul I record the impressions
that form the external substance of my consciousness of myself. I
put them into errant words that desert me as soon as they’re written
and wander off independently down hills and across lawns of
images, along avenues fined with conceits and lanes of confusions,
This is of no use to me, for nothing is of any use. But it calms me to
write, the way an invalid may breathe more easily even though his
sickness has not passed.

Some people when they’re distracted scribble lines and absurd
names on the blotter on their desk. These pages are the doodles of
my intellectual unconsciousness of myself, 1 set them down in a
torpor of feeling, like a cat in the sun, and re-read them at times
with a dull, belated pang, as if remembering something I had
atways previously forgotren.

Writing is like paying myself a formal visit. T have special rooms,
recalled in the interstices of the imagination by someone else,
where [ enjoy myself analysing what I do not feel and peer at myself
as at a painting hung in the shadows.

Ilost my ancient castie even before I was born. The tapestries of
rny ancestral palace were all sold before I even came into being. My
mansion built before T lived has now crumbled into ruins and, only
at certain times, when the moon rises in me over the reeds, do I feel
the chill of nostalgia emanating from that site where the toothless
remains of the walls stand silhouerted black against the sky whose
dark blue gradually pales into malky yellow.

I divide myseif up, sphinx-like. And the forgotten skein of my
soul falls from the lap of the queen I lack, like a scene taken from
her futile tapestry. It roils beneath the inlaid chest and something
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of myself follows it, as if that something were my eyes, until the
skein is lost amongst a general horror of tombs and endings.

148 [226]

My seif-imposed exclusion from the aims and directions of life, my
self-imposed rupture with any contact with things, led me precisely
to what I was trying to flee. I did not want to fee} life or touch
things, knowing from my expericnce of what happened when my
remperament came into contact with the world thar the sensation
of living was always painful to me. Butin avoiding that contact, |
isolated myself and, in isolating myself, exacerbated my already
cxcessive sensibility, for which the best thing, were it possible,
would be to end all contact with anything. But such total isolation
is not possible. However fittle 1 do, 1 still breathe, however ligtle
there is to do, [ still move, And thus, with my sensibility heightened
byisolation, I find that the tiniest things, which before would have
had no effect even on me, buffet and bruise me like the worst
catastrophe. 1 chose the wrong method of flight. I took an
awkward short cur that fed me right back to where 1 was,
compounding the horror of living there with the exhaustion of the
journey,

1 never considered suicide a solution, because I only hate kife our
of love for it. It ook me a long time to be convinced of the
lamentabie error in which I live with myself. Once convinced, I felt
displeased, as always happens when I convince myself of some-
thing, because it means the loss of another of my illusions.

By analysing my will, I killed it. What I’d give to go back to my
childhood before I learned how to analyse, even to the time before
I had a will!

A heavy sleep fills my gardens, pools lic somnolent beneath the
noonday sun, the noise of insects throngs the hour and life weighs
on me, not like a grief, but like an unending physical ache.

Distant palaces, dreaming parks, the narrow lines of avenues far
off, the graveyard grace of the stone benches built for those who
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once were - dead splendours, ruined elegance, lost baubles. Sweet
longing sliding slowly into forgetting, if only I could recover the
pain with which I dreamed you.

149 [229] 16.10.1931

I've always been an ironic dreamer, unfaithful o promises I made
to myself, Pve always savoured the shipwreck of my daydreams asif
I were someone clse, a stranger, as if I were a chance participant in
what [ thought I was. I never gave much credence to any of my
beliefs. I filled my hands with sand and calied it gold then let it alj
slip away through my fingers. The sentence was the only truth.
Once the sentence was formed everything was done; the rest was
the sand it always had been.

Were it not for the fact that T am always dreaming and live ina
statc of perpetutal foreignness to my own self, I could happily call
myself a realist, that is, an individual for whom the external world
is an independent nation. However, I prefer not to labef myself but
to be only obscurely who I am and to enjoy the piguancy of betng
unpredictable even to myseif,

I have a kind of duty always to dream, for, since 1 am nothing
more, nor desirous of being anything more, than a spectator of
myself, I must put on the best show [ can. Se I deck myself'in gold
and sitks and place myseif in imaginary rooms on a false stage with
ancient scenery, a dream created beneath the play of soft lights, to
the sound of invisible music.

Like the recotiection of a sweet kiss, 1 treasure the childhood
memory of a theatre in which the blue, lunar scenery represented
the terrace of an impossible palace. Painted round it wasa vast park
and I put my whole heart into living all that as if it were real. The
music that plaved quictly on that imaginary occasion in my
experience of life lent the gratuitous scene a feverish reakity.

The scenery was definitively biue and lunar. 1 doa’t remembey
who appeared on the stage but the play I choose to set in that
remembered landscape comes to me now in lines from Verlaine
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and Pessanha*; iU's not the play, now long forgotten, that was
acted out on the real stage beyond that reality of blue music. I€'s my
own play, a vast, fluid, lunar masquerade, an interlude in silverand
fading blue.

Then life intervened. That night they took me to have supper at
the Ledot. On the palate of my nostalgia I can still remember the
taste of the steaks - steaks, I know or imagine, the like of which no
one cooks roday and the like of which I never eat. And all those
things mingie in me - my childhood, lived somewhere in the
distance, that night’s delicious meal, the lunar scenery, the future
Verlaine and the present me - in a diffuse refraction, in a false space
berween what T was and what T am.

150157} 18.7.1916

No problem is soluble. None of us unties the Gordian knot; we
either give up or cut it. We brusquely resolve with our feelings
problems of the intellect and do so because we are tired of
thinking, because we are roo timid to draw conclusions, because of
an absurd need for support, or because of our gregarious impulse
to rejoin the others and rejoin life.

Since we can never know all the factors involved in an issue, we
can never resolve it,

To reach the truth we lack both the necessary facts and the
intellectual processes that could exhaust all possible interpretations
of those facts.

*Carmnilo Pessanha { 1871-1926} was a Portuguese symbolist poet who spent
a large part of his ife in Macau where he died.

tA famous café in Lisbon, frequented by intellectuals.
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151 [233]

In these occasional moments of detachment in which we become
awarc of ourselves as individuals whom other people perceive as
other, it has always bothered me to imagine the sort of morai and
physicat figure T must cut in front of those who see and talk to me
wherher daily or from time to time.

We are all accustomed to think of ourselves as essentially mental
realities and of others as merely physical realities; because of the
way others respond to us, we do vaguely think of ourselves as
physical beings; we vaguely think of other people as mental beings,
but only when we find ourselves in love or conflict with another do
we really take in the fact that others have a soul just as we do,

Thar’s why I sometimes lose myself in futle imaginings about
the kind of person I am for those who see me, what my voice
soands like, what kind of irnpression I leave on the involuntary
memory of others, how my gestures, my words, my outward life
engrave themsclves on the retina of other people’s interpretations.
Pve never managed to sec myself from outside. There is no mirror
that can show us to ourselves as exteriors, because no mirror can
take us outside ourselves. We would need another soui, another
way of looking and thinking. If  were an actor captured on film or
could record my speaking voice on disc I’m sure that I would sl
be a long way from knowing how I seem from outside because,
whether I like it or not, record what § will of myse¥, I remain stuck
here inside the high-walled garden of my consciousness of me.

[ don’tknow if other people feel the same, or if the science of life
does not indeed consist essentially in being so alienated from
oneself that one instinetively achieves the alienation necessary to be
able to participate in life as if unaware of one’s own consciousness;
or if others, even more inward-looking than me, are not entirely
givenn over to the brutishness of just being themselves, living
entirely outwardly through that miracle whereby bees form societies
berter organized than any human nation and ants communicate
amongst themselves in a language of tiny twitching antenna far
superior to our complex ability to misunderstand one another.
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The geography of our consciousness of reality 1s one of
complicated coastlines, fakes and rugged mountains, And tome, if
I think about it too long, it begins to seem like the sort of map one
finds in the Pays du Tendre™ ov in Gulliver’s Travels, a joke drawn up
with precision in some fantastic or ironic book for the diversion of
superior beings who kiiow where lands are really lands.

For those who think, everything is complex, and thought, no
doubt purely for its own pleasure, only complicates things further.
But any thinking person has a need to justify his abdication with a
vast manifesto of understanding, embellished, like the excuses
given by liars, with the excess of detail which, when shaken oft like
carth from a plant, reveals the root of the lic.

Everything is complex or perhaps it’s just me who is. But in the
end it doesn’t matter because nothing reaily matters. All this, all
these considerations that have strayed from the main highway,
vegetate in the gardens of the excluded gods like climbing plants
growing too far from the walls they should be climbing. And in
this night that sees the end but not the conclusion of my disjointed
thoughts, I smile at the essential irony that causes them toariseina
human soul orphaned since before the stars were made from
Destiny’s grand motives.

152 [234]

1n order to understand, I destroyed myself. To understand is 1o
forget te love. I know nothing at once so false and so meaningful as
that saying of Leonardo da Vinci that one can osly love or hate
something once one has understood it.

Solirude torments me; compary oppresses me. The presence of
another person distracts me from my thoughts; T dream their
presence in a peculiarly abstracted way that none of my analytical
powers can define.

*The ‘Carte du Tendre’, an allegorical map showing the region of the ‘tender
sentiments’, drawn up by Madecleine de Scudéry {1607-1701).
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153 [235]

Isolarion made me in its own image. The presence of another
person ~ one person s ail it takes - immediately slows down my
thinking and, just asin a normal person contact with othersacts as
a stimulus to expression and speech, in me that contact acts as a
counter-stirnuhus, if such a word exists. When I'm alone I can come
up with endless bon mots, acerbic ripostes to remarks no ene has
made, sociable flashes of wit exchanged with no one; bur all ths
disappears when I’'m confronted by another human being. T lose all
my intelligence, I fose the power of speech and after a while ali I
fecl like doing is steeping. Yes, ralking to people makes me feel like
sleeping. Only my spectral and imagined friends, only the conver-
sations I have in dreams, have reality and substance and in them the
spirit is present like an image in a mirror.

The whole idea of being forced into contact with somcone
oppresses me. A simple invitation to supper from a friend produces
in me an anguish difficult to put into words. The idea of any social
obligation - geing to a funeral, discussing something with
someone at the office, going to meet someone (whether known or
unknown) at the station - the mere idea blocks that whole day’s
thoughts and sometimes I even worry about it the night before and
stcep badly because of it. Yet the reality, when it comes, is utterly
insignificant, and certainly doesa’t justify so much fuss, yet it
happens again and again and I never fearn.

‘My habits are those of solitude not of men.” I don’t know if it
was Rousseau or Senancour who said that, but it was some spirit
belonging to the same species as me, though I could not perhaps
say of the same race.

154 [237] 13.4.1930
I think what creates in me the deep sense [ have of living our of step
with others is the fact that most people think with their feelings

whereas ! feel with my thoughts,
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For the average man, to feel is to live, and to think is to know that
one lives. For me, to think is to live, and to feel just provides food
for thought.

My capacity for enthusiasm being minimal, it’s odd thar Pm
more drawn to those opposed to me in temperament than to those
of the same spiritual species as myself. In literarure Tadmire no one
more than the classical wrirers with whom 1 have least in common.
IfT had to choose as my only reading berween either Chateaubriand
or Vietra, I woulda’t think twice about choosing Vieira.

The more different someone is from me, the more real they
seem, because they depend less upon my subjectivity. That is why
the constant object of my close study is precisely that vulgar
humanity I eeject and from which I distance myself. I love it
because I hate it. | enjoy observing it because I hate actually feeling
it. The landscape one admires so much as a picture generally makes
for an uncomfortable bed.

155 {2391 18.9.1931

Just as, whether we know it or not, we alf have a metaphysics, so
also, whether we like or not, we all have a morality. I have a very
simple morality - to do neither good nor evil to anyone. To do no
evil because 1 not only recognize in others the same right I judge
myself to have, which is not to be bothered by them, bur also
because I think there are enough narural evils in the world without
my adding to them. In this world we’re ali travellers on the same
ship that has set sail from one unknown port en route to another
cqually foreign to us; we should treat each other therefore with the
friendliness due to fellow traveliers. And I choose to do no good
because I don’t know whar good is, nor whether I really am doing
geod when I think Tam. How am I to know what evils I may cause
when 1 give alms, or if T attempt to educate or instruct? In case of
doubt, T abstain. 1 believe, moreover, that to help or clarify is, in a
way, to commit the evil of intervening in someone else’s fife.
Kindness is a temperamental caprice and we do not have the right
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to make others the victims of our caprice however humane or
tender-hearted. Favours are things imposed on others; that’s why
50 thoroughly detest them.

If, for moral reasons, I choose to do no good, neither do |
demand that anyone else should de good to me. What 1 hate most
when 1 fall ill is obliging someone to look after me because it’s
something I would hate to do for someone else. 've never once
visited a sick friend. Whenever I've been ill and people have visited
me, [ felt each visit to be an inconvenicnce, an insuit, an
unjustifiable violation of my chosen privacy. I don’t like people
giving me things; they seem then to be obliging me to give them
something too - to them or to others, it doesn’t matter to whom.

P'm extremely sociable in an extremely negative manner, 'm
inoffensiveness incarnate. But I'm no more than thar, I don’t want
to be more than that, nor can I be more than that, I feel for
everything that exists a visuzal tenderness, an intelligent affection,
but nothing heartfele. T have no faith in anything, no hope in
anything, no charity for anything. I feel nothing but aversion and
disgust for the sincere adherents of every kind of sincerity and for
the mystics of every kind of mysticism or rather for the sincerities
of all sincere people and for the mysticisms of all mystics. [ feel an
almost physical nausea when those mysticisms turn evangelical,
when they try to convince another intelligence or another will to
find the truth or change the worid.

I consider myself fortunate no longer to have any refatives, for I
am thus free of the obligation, which would inevitably weigh on
me, of having to love somecone. My only nostalgias are literary
ongs. My eyes fill with tears at the memory of my childhood but
they are rhythmical tears in which some piece of prose is already in
preparation. I remember it as something external to me and
remember it through external things; I remember only external
things. Itisn’t the cosy warmth of provincial evenings that fills me
with teader feelings for my childhood bur the way the table was
laid for tea, the shapes of the furniture placed around the house,
people’s faces and physical gestures. My nostalgia is for certain
pictures of the past. That’s why I feel as much tenderness for my
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own childhood as for someone else’s: lost in some indefinite past,
they are both purely visual phenomena thatr I percetve with my
literary mind. I do feel tenderness, not because I remember, but
because I see.

Tve never loved anyone. What 1 have loved most have been
sensations - the scenes recorded by my conscious vision, the
impressions captured by attentive ears, the perfumes by which the
humble things of the external world speak to me and telf me tales of
the past (so easily evoked by smells} - that is, their gift tome of a
reality and emotion more intense than the toafbaking in the depths
of the bakery as it was on that far-off afternoon on my way back
from the funeral of the uncle who so adored me and when all T fels
was the vague tenderness of relief, about what T don’t know.

That is my morality or my metaphysics or me myself: a passer-by
in everything, even in my own soui. I belong to nothing, { desire
nothing, 1 am nothing except an abstract centre of impersonal
sensations, a sentient mirror fallen froms the wall but still turned ro
reflect the diversity of the world. I don’ know if this makes me
happy or unhappy, and I don’t much care,

156 [241]

When I examine my own pain I do so with that uncertain and
almost imponderable malice that enlivens any human heart when
confronted by other peopie’s pain or discomfort; I take this to such
lengths that 1 even enjoy those occasions when Pm made to feel
ridiculous or mean-spirited as if they were happening to someone
¢lse. By some strange and fantastic transformation of my feclings I
do not feel any spiteful and all too human joy at other peopie’s pain
and absurdity. Confronted by other people’s misfortunes I do not
experience pain but a feeling of acsthetic discomfort and a furtive
irritation, This has nothing to do with kindness, it is simply
because when someone is made to feel ridiculous, they appear
ridiculous not ohly to me but to others too and it is that that
irritates me; it burts me thar any animal of the human species
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should laugh at someone else’s expense when they have no night to
do so. I don’t care if others laugh at me, because P'm protected by
an efficient armour of scorn,

To mark the boundaries of the garden of my being I put up high
railings, more daunting than any wall, so that whilst I can see
others quite clearly, at the same time [ exclude them and keep them
other.

Al my life T have concentrated ail my artention and every moral
scruple on finding ways of avoiding action.

I submit myself neither to the state nor tomen; I put up an inert
resistance. The only thing the state would want me for is to
perform some action. If I refuse to ace, the state can get nothing
out of me. Since therc’s no capital punishment these days, all the
state can do is make life difficuir for me, Were this to happen 1
would simply renew the armour about my spirit and entrench
myself still further in my dreams. But this has never happened. The
state has never bothered me. I think good fortune must have
protecied me.

157 [243]
Lucid diary

My life: a tragedy booed off the stage by the gods after only the first
act,

Friends: none. Just a few acquaintances who think they get on
with me and would perhaps be sorry if I got knocked down by a
tratn or it rained on the day of the funeral.

The natural reward for my withdrawal from life has been an
inability, which I created in others, to sympathize with me. There’s
an aura of cold around me, a halo of ice that repels others. I still
havery't managed not to feel the pain of my solitude. It is so difficuit
to achieve the distinction of spirit that makes isolation seem a
haven of peace free from all anguish.

I never believed in the friendship shown me, just as T would not

152

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:22



THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

have believed in their love, which was anyway impossible. So
complex and subtle is my mianner of suffering that, although I
never had any iHusions about the people who called themsetves my
friends, 1 still managed to feel disillusioned by them.

I never doubted for a moment that they would all betray me and
yet 1 was always shocked when they did. Even when whar I was
expecting to happen did happen, for me it was always unexpected.

As I never found in myself qualities thar might be attractive to
another person, 1 could never believe that anyone could feel
attracted to me. That could be dismissed as the considered opinion
of a foolish modesty if fact after fact ~ those unexpected facts I
confidently expected ~ had not always proved it correct.

I can’ even imagine them feeling compassion for me since,
though I'm physically awkward and unacceprable, I don’t have that
degree of batteredness which would make mie a likely candidate for
other peoaple’s compassion, nor the sympathy that attracts it even
when not obviously deserved; and there can be no compassion for
the quality in me that might merit pity, because there is no pity for
spiritual cripples. So I was drawn instead into the gravitational
field of other peopie’s scorn where lam uniikely to attract anyone’s
sympathy,

Pve spent my whole life trying to adapt to this without feeling
too deeply the cruelty and vileness of it all.

One needs 2 certain tatellectual courage to recognize unflinch-
ingly that one is no more than a scrap of humanity, a living
abortion, a madman not yet crazy enough to be locked up; but,
having recognized that, one needs even more spiritual courage to
adapt oneseif perfectly to one’s destiny, to accept without rebetlion,
without resigration, without a single gesture or attempt at a
gesture of protest, the elemental curse Nature has laid upon one.
Wanting to feel no pain ar all is to want too much, because it is not
in humnan nature ro accept evil, recognize it for what it isand call it
good; and if you accept it as an ¢vil then you cannot burt suffer.

My misfortune - a misfortune for my own happiness - lay in my
imagining myself from outside. T saw myscifas others sawmeand I
began to despise myself, not because I recognized in myself

153

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:22



FERNANDQ PESSCA

qualities deserving of scorn, but because Isaw myseif as others saw
me and felt the kind of scorn they would feel for me. I suffered the
humitiation of knowing myself. Since this was a calvary lacking in
all nobility and was pot to be followed some days later by a
resurrection, all I could do was suffer with the ignobility of it ali,

1 understood then that only someone lacking all aesthetic sense
could possibly love me and if they did, I would despise them for it.
Even liking me could be no more than the caprice born of another’s
indifference.

To see clearly into ourselves and into how others see us! To see
this truth face 1o face! Thence comes the final cry of Christ on the
cross when he saw, face to face, bis truth: My God, my God, why
hast thou forsaken me?

158 [244] 18.9.1917

Everywhere T have been in my life, in every situation, wherever I've
lived and worked alongside people, I've always been considered by
everyone to be an intruder or, at the least, a stranger. Amongst my
relatives as amongst acquaintances, I've always been considered an
cutsider. Not that even once have 1 been treated like thar
consciousty, but the spontancous response of others to me ensured
that I was.

Everyone cverywhere has always treated me kindly. Very few
people, I think, have had so few raise their voice against them, or
been so little frowned at, so infrequently the object of someone
clse’s arrogance or irritability. But the kindness with which I was
treated was always devoid of affection. For those who would
naturally be closest to me, I was always a guest whe, as such, was
well ereated but only with the attentivencess due to a stranger and
the tack of affection which is the lot of the intruder,

T'm sure that all this, I mean other people’s attitudes towards me,
lies principally in some obscure intrinsic flaw in my own
temperament. Perhaps I communicate a coldness that unwittingly
obliges others to reflect back my own lack of feeling.
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I get to know people quickly. It doesn’t take long tor peopie 1o
grow to like me, But I never gain their affection. P've never
expericaced devotion. To be loved has always seemed to me an
impossibility, as unlikely as a complete stranger suddenly address-
ing me famuharly as ‘o’

I don’t know if this makes me suffer or if Isimply acceptitas my
indifferent fate into which questions of suffering or acceptance do
00t enter.

I always wanted to please. It always hurt me that peopie should
be indifferent towards me. As an erphan of Fortune 1 have, like ali
orphans, 2 need to be the object of someone’s affecrion. I've always
been starved of the realization of that need, P've grown so
accustomed to this vain hunger that, at times, 'm not even sure I
stil} feel the need to cat.

With or without it life still hurts me.

Others have someone who is devoted to them. I've never had
anvone who even considered devoting themseives to me. Thatis for
others: me, they just treat decently.

I recognize in myself the capacty to arouse respect but not
affection. Unfortunately Pve done nothing that in irself justifies
that initial respect and so no one has ever managed fully to respect
me either.

I sometimes think that [ enjoy suffering. But the truth 1s I would
prefer something else.

I don’t have the right qualities to be cither leader or follower. |
don’t even have the merit of being contented which, if all else fails,
is all that remains,

Other people of lesser intelfigence are in fact much stronger
than me. They are better than 1 am at carving out their lives
amongst other people, more skilled at administering their intells-
gence, I have all the necessary qualities to influence others but not
the arr with which to do so, nor even the witl to want to do so.

iIf one day I were to love someone, I would not be loved in
return.

1Ir’s enough for me to want something for that thing to die. My
destiny, however, is not powerful enough to prove deadly to just
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anything, It has the unfortunare disadvantage of being deadly only
to those things { want.

159 {263 ]

Ir is not love itself but the outskirts of love that matter. . .

The sublimation of love illuminares the pheromena of love
much more clearly than the actual experience of it, There are some
very wise virgins in the world. Action has its compensations but it
confuses the issuc. To possess is to be possessed and therefore to
lose oneself, Only in ideas does one achieve, without spoiling it, a
knowledge of reality.

160 [264]

Be pure, not in order to be noble or strong, butto be oneself. If you
give love, you lose love.

Abdicate from hife so as not to abdicate from oneself.

Woman is a rich source of dreams. Never touch her.

Learn to separate the concepts of voluptuousaess and pleasure.
Learn to take pleasure not in what something actually is, but inthe
ideas and dreams it provokes. For nothing is what it is: dreams are
always dreams. That’s why you must touch nothiag, If you touch
vour dream it will die and the touched object wili then fill your
SETISES.

Seeing and hearing are the only noble things in hfe. The other
senses are piebeian and carnal. True aristocracy means never
touching anything. Never go too near - that is true nobility,

161 [275)
1n me all affections are superficial, but sincerely so. I've always been
an actor, and a good ome. Whenever 1 have loved, 've only

pretended to love, even to myself.
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162 [276]
Letter not to be sent

I excuse you from having to appearin myidea of you, Your life| .. ]
This is not my love; it is just your kife.
I Jove you as I do the sunset or the moonlight, wanting the
moment to stay, but wanting nothing more than the fecling of
possessing that moment.

163 [277]

if ogly our life were one long standing at the window, if only we
could just stay there, like 2an unmoving curf of smoke, frozen at that
one moment in the evening that paints the curve of the mountains
with painfud colour. If only we could stay there beyond forever! If,
at the very least, on this shore of the impossible, we could stay like
that, without undertaking one single action, without our pale kps
committing the sin of uttering more words!

Look, it grows dark! ... The positive peace of everything fills me
with rage, with something which is the bitter aftertaste of the air
breathe. My soul aches . . . In the distance a slow ribbon of smoke
rises and disperses ... A restless tedium blocks further thoughts of
you . ..

How unnecessary it alf is! Us and the world and the mystery of
both.

164 [279]

ANTEROS*

* Anteros was the brather of Eros, said to be either the avenger of unrequited
love or the opposer of love,
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The visual lover

I have a superficial, decorative concept of deep love and its useful
employment. Pm subject to visual passions, 1 keep whole a heart
given over to unreal destinies.

I car’t recall ever having foved in someone anything more than
the ‘image’ of them, notr what portrait painters depict but the
purely exterior, into which the soul enters only to lend animation
and life,

This is how I love: I fix on the image of 2 woman or a man -
where desire is absent, gender is irrelevant - because they are
beautiful, artractive or iovable and that image obsesses, binds,
grips me. However, all I wantistosecit{. . .jnothing more{. . ]
than to be able to come to know and speak with the real person of
whom that image is the outward manifestation,

1 love with my eyes and not with my fantasy. I don’t fantasize
about the image that obsesses me. I dont imagine myseif
connected to it in any other way [. . .1 I have no iaterest in finding
out what this creature, who presents to me only their external
aspect, is or does or thipks.

The endiess procession of people and things that forms the
world is for me an interminable gallery of pictures whose content
bores me. It doesn’t interest me because the soul is 3 monotonous
thing and is always the same in everyone; it ditfers only in its
personal manifestations and the best part of it is that which
overflows into dreams, inte manperisms and gestures, and thus
becomes part of the image that so caprures my interest {. . ]

This is how 1 experience the animate extertors of things and
beings, in pure vision, indifferent as a god from another world to
their content, to their spirit. [ only go deep into the surface of other.
peopie, if I want profuandity I look for it in myself and in my
concept of things.

What would I gain from personal knowledge of the crearurce 1
love as a decorative object? Not disappointment, because, since
what 1 love in her is only her appearance and since 1 have no
fantasies about her, her stupidity or mediocrity is irrelevant as  was
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only ever interested in her ourward appearance from which |
expected nothing anyway, and that outward appearance is still
there. Moreover personal knowledge of someonc is harmful
because useless and what is useless in the material world is always
harmful. What good would it do me to know the creature’s name?
And yet that is the first thing I find out on being introduced ro her.

Personal knowledge ought to mean freedom of contemplation,
which is precisely what my idea of love also desires. We cannot
freely regard or contemplate someone we know personally.

Superfluous knowledge 1s useless to the artist because, by
disturbing him, it lessens the effect he seeks.

My natural destiny is to be an unconfined and passionate
observer of the appearances and manifestations of things, the
objective observer of dreams, the visual lover of every form and
aspect of nature.

It is not a case of what psychiatrists call psychic onanism, nor
even erotornania. § don’t, as is the case with psychic onanism,
indulge in fantasies; I dor’t dream of making a fover or even a
friend of the creature I contemplate and remember: 1 have no
fantasies about her. Nor, like the erotomane, do fidealize her and
transport her beyond the sphere of pure aesthetics: to fulfil my
desires and my thoughts, I want nothing more from her than what
she offers to my eyes and to the pure direct memory of what my
eyes 5aw.

165 [283]

I was only ever truly loved once. Everyone has always treated me
kindiy. Even the most casual acquaintance has found it difficuit to
be rude or brusque or even cool to me. Sometimes with a littie help
from me, that kindness could ~ or at least might ~ have developed
into love or affection. I've had neither the patience nor the
concentration of mind to want to make that effort.

When 1 first noticed this in myself - so little do we know
ourselves - I ateribured it to some shyness of the soul. But then 1
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realized that this wasn’t the case; it was an emotional tedium,
different from the tedium of life; an impatience with the idea of
associating myself with one continuous feeling, especially if that
meant steeling myself to make some sustained effort. Why bother?
thought the unthinking part of me. I have enough subtlety, enough
psychological sensitivity to know how, but the why has always
escaped me. My weakness of will always began by being a weakness
of the will even to have a will. The same happened with my
emotions, my intelligence, my will itself, with everything in my life.

But on the one occasion that malicious fate caused me to believe
I loved someone and to recognize that { really was loved in return,
it teft me at first as smunned and confused asif my number had come
up on the jottery and I had won a huge amount of money in some
inconvertible currency. Then, because 'm only human, I felt rather
flattered. However, that most natural of emotions soon passed, to
be overtaken by a fecling difficult ro define but one in which
tedium, humiliation and weariness predominated.

A feeling of tedium as if Fate had imposed on me a task to be
carried out during some unfamiliar evening shift. Asifa new duty -
that of an awful reciprocity ~ were given to me, ironically, as a
privilege over which Iwould have to toil, all the time thanking Fate
for it. As if the flaccid monotony of life were not enough to bear
without superimposing on it the obligatory monotony of a definite
fecling,

And humiliation, ves, T felt humiliated. It took me a while to
understand the justification for such an apparently unjustifiable
fecting. The love of being loved no doubt surfaced in me. 1
probably felt flattered that someone had taken the time to consider
my existence and conclude that it was that of 2 potentially lovable
being,. But apart from that brief moment of pride - and P'm still not
entircly sure that astonishment did not outweigh pride - the
fecling that welled up in me was one of humsliarion. I feltasif Thad
been given a prize intended for someone else, a prize of great
waorth to the person who truly deserved it,

And, above al else, I felt weary - the weariness that surpasses all
tedium. Only then did T understand something Chareaubriand
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wrote and which unti then, because 1 lacked the necessary self-
knowledge, had always puzzled me. Of his character René® he
says: ‘on le fatiguait en Paimant,’ {people wearied him with their
love) and I realized with a shock that this was exactly my
experience, the truth of which I could not deny.

How wearisome it is to be loved, to be truly loved! How
wearisome to be the object of someone else’s bundie of emotions!
To be changed from semeone who wanted to be free, always free,
into an errand boy with a responsibility to reciprocate those
emotions, to have the decency not to run away, so that the other
person will not think one is acting with princely disdain and
rejecting the greatest gift the human soul can offer. How
wearisome to let one’s existence become something absolutely
dependent on someone ¢lse’s feelings; to have no option but o
feel, to love a little too, whether or not it is reciprocated.

That cpisode passed me by just as it had come to me, in the
shadows. Now not a trace of it remains either in my intelligence or
in my emotions. It brought me no experience that I could ot have
deduced from the rules of human life, an instinctive knowledge of
which [ hold inside me simply by virtue of being human. It gave me
neither pleasure that 1 could later remember with sadness, nor
grief to be recalled with equal sadness. It feels like something I read
somewhere, something that happened to someone else, in a novel
of which I read only half, the other haif being missing, not that |
cared that it was missing, because what I had read up til then was
enough and, although it made no sense, it was already clear that,
however the plot turned out, the missing part would clarify
nothing.

All that remainsis a feeling of gratitade towards the person who
loved me. But it’s a stunned, abstract gratitude, more inrellectual
than emotional. Pm sorry that someone should have suffered
because of me; I regret that, but nothing else.

It’s unlikely thar life will bring me another encounter with

*Chatcaubriand’s René was published in 1805,
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natural emotions. I aimost wish it would just to sce how I would
feel the second time around, now that T have thoroughly analysed
that first experience, | might feel less; I might feel more. If Fate
decrees it should happen, so be it. I feel curious about emotions.
About facts, whatever they might be, I feel no curiosity whatsoever.

166 [284] 5.10.1932
The death of the Prince

Why shouldn’t the truth turn out ro be something utterly different
from anything we imagine, with no gods or men or reasons why?
Why shouldn’ it be something that we can’t even conceive of not
conceiving, a mystery from another world entirely? Why shouldn’t
we - men, gods and world -~ be someone’s dreams, someone’s
thoughts, marooned forever outside existence? And why shouldn’t
that someone who dreams or thinks us be someone who does not
dream or think, but is himself subject to the void and to fiction?
Why shouldn’t everything be simultaneously something eise and
nothing, and what 1s not be the only thing that truly exists? Where
am [ that { can perceive ali this as a possible rrath? On what high
bridge do1stand and look down on the lights of all the cities of this
world and the next, on the clouds of undone trurhs that hover
above them, all seeming to seek something to embrace?

I’m feverish but not sleepy and I see without knowing what I see.
There are great plains all around anrd, 1o the distance, nivers and
mountains ... But at the same time there is nothing and I stand at
the very dawn of the gods, with a sense of utter horror at the idea of
feaving or staying, of where and what I shouid be. And this room
where I hear you seeing me is something that I know and seem to
see; and all these things are together and separate and none of them
is that other thing I'm trying to sce.

Why did they give me a kingdom to rule over if there is no berter
kingdom than this hour in which 1 exist between what T was not
and what I will not be?
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167 [285] 18.5.1930

They were strange hours, successive unconnected moments, that
spent on the walk I took at night by the solitary shore of the sea. In
my walking meditation, ail the thoughts that have made men live,
all the emotions that men have allowed to exist, passed through my
mind like an obscure summary of history.

I suffered in myself, with myself, the aspirations of every era and
all the unrest of all time strolled alongside me by the thunderous
shore. What men wanted to do but did not and what they destroyed
in so doing, what became of their souls and was never spoken of -
all that formed part of the sensitive soul accompanying me along
the night shore. And whar lovers found wanting in each other, the
truth about herself that the wife always hid from her husband, what
the mother thought of the child she never had, things thar found
expression only it a smile or an opportunity, in a moment that was
not the right one or in an absent emotion - all of this came with me
on my walk and returned with mie whilst the vast waves crashed out
the accompaniment that lulled me to sleep.

We are who we are not and life is swift and sad. The sound of
wavces at night is a nocturnal sound, and how many have hearditin
their own soud like the constant hope breaking in the dark in a dull
thud of dense foam! What tears were shed by those who fatled,
what tears were spent by those who reached their goal! In my stroll
by the sea, all this came to me like the secrets of the might, the
whispered confidences of the abyss. How many we are, how many
of those seives we deceive! What seas break in us, in the night of
our being, along beaches that we only sense in the full flood of our
emotion!

What we lost, what we should have loved, what we gotand were,
by mistake, contented with, what we loved and {ost and, once lost,
saw that we had not loved but loved it seill just because we had tost
it; what we believed we thought when we felt something; what we
believed to be an emotion and was in fact only a memory; and, as 1
walked, the whole sea came rolling in, cool and clamorous, from
the deepest reaches of the dark, to erch itself delicately along the
sands . ..
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Who knows what he thinks or what he desires? Who knows what
meaning he really has for himself? How many things are suggested
to us by music and how comforting to know those things can never
be! How many things the night recalls and how we weep for them
though they never were! Like a voice unleashed from the long
peaceful line of the sea, the wave arches, crashes and dies, leaving
behind the sound of its waters licking the invisible shore.

How 1 dieif Tallow myselfto feel for ali things! How much 1 feel
if T let myself drift, incorporeal and human, my heart quiet as a
beach, and, in the night in which we live, in my endiess nocturnal
walk along its shore, the sea of all things beats loud and mocking,
then grows calm.

168 {290} 251932

I never sieep: Flive and I dream or rather I dream both whilst Iive
and whilst I sleep, which is also life. There is no break in my
consciousness: I sense what is around me even when Pm not quite
asleep or when I don’t sleep well. I start to dream as soon as P'm
properly asieep. Pm a perpetual unfolding of connected and
disconnected images, always disguised as something external, that
stand between men and the light if Pm awake, or between ghosts
and the visible dark if 'm asleep. I really do not know how to
distinguish one from the other, nor would I venture to affirm that
Pm not sleeping when Pm awake, or that I’m not on the point of
waking when Pm asleep,

Life is like a ball of wool that someone has tangled up. There
would be some sense in it were it unravelled and pulled out to its
full length, or else properly rolled up. But, asitis, ir’s a problem no
one has bothered to roll into a bali, a muddle with nowhere to go.

1 feel now what I will later write down, for Pm already dreaming
the phrases I will use, 1 sense through this night of haif-sleeping
the landscapes of vague dreams and the noise of the rain outside
making them cven vaguer. They are guesses made in the void,
trembling on the brink of the abyss, and through them vainly
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trickles the plangent sound of the constant rain ousside, the
abundant detail of the landscape of the heard. Hope? None. A
windborne watery grief falls from the invisible sky. I sleep on.

Doubtless the tragedy our of which life was created occurred
along the avenues of the garden. There were two of them and they
were beautiful and they wanted to be something else; love waited
for them far off in the tedious future and the nostalga for what
would be arrived as the chiid of the love they had never felt, Thus,
beneath the mooniight in the nearby woods, for the light trickled
through the trees, they would walk hand in hand, feeling no desires
or hopes, across the desert of abandoned avenues. They were just
like children, precisely because they weren’t. From avenue 1o
avenue, sithouetted like paper cur-outs amongst the trees, they
strolled that no-man’s-land of a stage. And so, ever closer and more
apart, they disappeared beyond the fountains, and the noise of the
gentle rain — almost stopping now — 1s the poise of the fountains
they moved towards. I am the fove that was their love and that’s why
I can hear them in this sleepless night and why Pm capable of living
unhappily.

169 [292]

Ir’s Caprain Nemo’s final death, Soon I oo will dic.
My whole childhood, in that moment, was robbed of its ability
0 survive.

170 [293] 10.3.1931

Just as some people work because they’re bored, I sometimes write
because 1 have nothing to say. My writing is just like the reverie in
which someone avoiding thoughr would naturally immerse himseif
with the difference that Tam able to dream in prose. And fextracta
great deal of sincere feeling and much legitimate emotion out of
not feeling.
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There are moments when the vacuity thar comes with one’s sense
of being alive takes on the density of something concrete. Amongst
the saints, who are the truly great men of action, for they act with
all their emotions not just some of them, this sense of the
nothingness of life leads to the infinite. They gariand themselves in
night and stars, ancint themselves with silence and solitude.
Amongst the great men of inaction, to whose ranks I humbly
belong, the same feeling leads to the infinitesimal; feelings are
pulied taut, like elastic bands, the better to observe the pores of
their false, flabby continuity.

At such moments, both types of men long for sieep, just like the
most ordinary of men, that mere reflection of the generic existence
of the human species, who neither acts nor doesn’t act. Sleep is
fusion with God, Nirvana, or however you choose to define it
sleep is the slow analysis of sensations, whether applied like an
atomic science of the soul or experienced through sleep like a
music of the will, a slow anagram of monotony.

I write and linger over the words as if over window displays 1
can’t quite see, and all that remains to me are haif'meanings,
quasi-expressions like the colours of fabrics 1 can’t identify, a
harmonious display composed of unknown objects. I rock myself
as § write, like the crazed mother of a dead child,

I found myself in this world ene day, I dor’t know when, and
until then, from birth T presume, I had lived without feeling, If I
asked where 1 was, everyone deceived me, everyone contradicted
everyone ¢lse. If I asked them to tell me what to do, everyone lied
and told me something different. If I became lost and stopped
along the road, everyone was shocked that I did not just continue
on to wherever the road ted (though no one knew where that was),
or did not simply retrace my steps - I, who did not even know
whence I came, having only woken up at the crossroads. I realized
that I was on a stage and did not know the words that everyone ¢lse
picked up instantly even though they did not know them either. 1
saw that though ] was dressed as a page they had given me no queen
to wait on and blamed me for that. I saw that T had in my hands a
message to deliver and when I told them the paper was blank, they
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laughed at me. T still dor’t know if they laughed because all such
picces of paper are blank or because all messages are only
hypeotherical.

At last, as if before the hearth I did not have, I sat down on the
milestone at the crossroads and, all by myself, began to make paper
boats out of the lie they had given me. No one took me seriously,
not even as a liar, and I had no lake on which to test my truth.

Lost, lazy words, random metaphors, linked to the shadows bya
vague anxiety ... Traces of happier times, lived out in some avenue
somewhere . . . An extinguished lamp whose gold shines in the
dark, a memory of the lost light . . . Words scattered not to the
winds but on the ground, dropped from fingers that can no longer
grip, bike dry leaves fallen from a tree invisibly infinite . .. A
nostalgic longing for the fountains that play in other people’s
gardens . . . A feeling of tenderness for what never happened . . .

Te live! To live! with just the suspicion that perhaps enly in
Proserpina’s* bed would I sleep well.

171 [294]

During one of those periods of sleepiess somnolence in which we
entertain ourselves intelligently enough without recourse to our
intethigence, I re-read some of the pages which, when put together,
wiit make up my book of random impressions. And there rises
from them, like a familiar smell, an arid sense of monorony. | feel
that in describing all my different moeods, I always use the same
words; I feel that T am more like myself than I would like o think;
that, when the finaf accounts are drawn up, I have tasted neither the
joy of winaing nor the excitement of losing. I am my own absence
of balance, of an involuntary equilibrium that torments and
weakens me,

*The Roman goddess of the underworld (her Greek counterpart was
Persephone;).
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Everything I wrote is so grey. It’s as if my life, even my mental
itfe, were a day of slow rain in which everything 1s eventiessoess and
half-shadow, empty privilege and forgotten reason, I mourn in
torn silks. 1 don’t recognize myself in this hight and tediam.

My humble attempt simply to say who I am, to set down, like a
fecling machine, the tiniest details of my sharp, subjective life, all
this emptied out of me like an overturned bucket and soaked the
earth juse like water. I painted myselfin false colours and ended up
with an attic room for an empire. Today, re-reading with a different
soul what I wrote on these distant pages, my heart, out of which I
spawn the great events of my lived prose, seems to me like a pump
in some provincial garden, installed by instinct and set going by
dury. I was shipwrecked beneath a stormiess sky in a sca shallow
enough to stand up in.

In this confused scries of intervals berween thiags that do not
even exist, I ask of what remains of my consciousness; what
possible use was it to me to fill so many pages with words I believed
1o be mine, with emotions I feit to have been thought by me, with
the flags and banners of armies that are, after all, just scraps of
paper with which the beggar’s daughter decorates the eaves? . ..

I address what reenains of me and ask what is the poiat of these
useless pages, destined for the rubbish heap and for ruin, lost even
before they come into being amongst the torn pages of Fate.

Task and I continue. I write down the question, I wrap it up in
new sentences, unravel it to form new emotions, And tomorrow 1
will return to my foolish book ro set down coldly further thoughts
on my lack of conviction.

Let them continue, just as they are. When the last domino is
played and the game is won or lost, all the pieces are turned over
and the game ends in darkness.

172 (298; 19.6.1934

When we live constantly in the abstract - whether it be abstractness
of thought or of feelings one has thought - it soon comes about
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that contrary 1o our own feelings and our own will the things in
real life which, according to us, we should feel most deeply turn
into phantasms.

However good or genuine a friend I might be to someone,
hearing that he is ill or has died lcaves me with such a vague,
uncertain, dull impression that P'm ashamed to feel it. Only seeing
the event itself, finding its landscape faid out before me would
move me, Living so much on one’s imagination actually erodes
ong’s ability to imagine, especially one’s ability to imagine the real.
Living mentally on what is not and cannot be, we are, in the end,
unable even to ponder what might really be.

I fearned yesterday that an old friend of mine, whom I havent
seen fora long time but whom [ aiways think of with what 1 take to
be nostalgia, has gone into hospital for an operation. The only
clear, positive feeling T had was what a bore it would be to have to
go and visit him, with the ironic alternative thae, if 1 couldn’ be
bothered to visit him, T would only regret not having done so,

That’sall ... After years of wrestling with shadows, T've become
one myself, in what I think, feel, am. Then the postalgia for the
normal person I never was enters the very stuff of my being, Bur
that and only that isall I feel. I don’t really feel sorry for the friend
who’s going to be operated on. I don’t really feel sorry for ali the
others who are going to be operated on, all those who suffer and
grieve in this world. T just feel sorry that I do not kaow how to be
someone who feels sorry,

And, inevitably, the next moment, driven by some unknown
impuise, I'm already thinking about something else. And then, as1f
in a delirium, the murmur of trees, the sound of water flowing into
pools, a non-existent garden all intermingle with what I didn’t
manage to feel and what I could not be . . . I try to feel but I no
longer know how. I've become a shadow of myself to whom Fve
surrendered my whole being. Unlike the character Peter Schiemibl™

*The eponymaous hero of the novel by Adelbert vos Chamisso {1781-1838),
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in the German story, it was not my shadow I sold to the Devil but
my very substance. I suffer because I do not suffer, because I do not
know how to suffer, Am I alive or am I oaly pretending? Am I
asleep or awake? A light breeze, cool in the heat of the day, makes
me forger everything. My eyelids feel pleasantly heavy .. .1
imagine that this same golden sun 1s faliing on the fields where 1
am not and where T do not wish to be . . . A great silence emerges
from the bustle of the city . .. How gentle it is! Bur how much
gentier, perhaps, if I could really feel it!

173 [299]

One of the great tragedies of my iife - though it 1s one of those
tragedics that take place amidst shadows and subterfuge ~ isthatof
being unabie ro feel anyrthing naturally. I am as capablie as anyone
of love and hate, of fear and enthusiasm, but oeither my love nor
my hate, neither my fear nor my enthusiasm are exactly what they
seemn. They either lack some element or have had something added
1o them, What's certain is that they are something else, and what [
feel is out of step with hife.

Inthose spirits we soaptly call “calculating’, feelings are defined
and iimited by calculation and by sclfish scruples, and they
therefore seem different, You can see the same dislocation of
natural instincts in those we call ‘scrupulous’. In me there 1s the
samc muddying of clear feelings yer Pm neither calculating nor
scrupulous, I have no excuse for being bad at feeling. This
denaruring of instincts 1s utterly Instinctive in me, Without even
wanting to, I want mistakeniy.

174 [300] 16.7. 1930

You can feel life like a sickness in the pit of the stomach, the
existence of your own soul like a muscular cramp. Desolation of
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the spirit, when sharply felt, creates distant tides in the body and
harts by proxy.

1 am conscious that in myscif today the pain of consciousness s,
as the poet says:

languidez, mareo
y angustioso afan.*

175 [302]

Sometimes I think with ambivalent pleasure of the possibility of
creating in the future a geography of our consciousness of
oursetves. As I seeit, the future historian of feelings will perhaps be
abic to reduce 1o an exact science his own attitude towards his
consciousness of his own soul. Meanwhile we are very much
beginners in this difficult art, for itis still only an art, a chemistry of
the feelings that has not yet got much beyond aichemy. This
scientist of tomorrow’s world wiil have a special sensitivity to his
own inner life. He will create out of himself the precision
Instrament necessary for its analysis. I see no great difficulty in
making an instrument for self-analysis out of the steels and bronzes
of thought alone, [ mean by that, real steels and bronzes but ones
that are forged in the spirit. Perhaps that’s how it really should be
made. It may be necessary te come up with the idea of a precision
instrument and physically see that idea before being able to
proceed with any rigorous analysis of oneself, And natarally it will
also be necessary to reduce the spirit to some sort of physical
matter surrounided by a space in which it can exist. Ali this depends
ona great refinement of our inner feelings which, taken to its limit,
will no doubt reveal or create in us a genuine space like the space in
which physical things exist but which, in fact, does not itself exist
as a thing,

*{angour, confiasion/and anguished desird” {in Spanish in the onginal)

i71

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:22



FERNANDO PESSOA

I don’t quite know if this inner space will be jast another
dimension of the other space. Perhaps future scientific research
will discover that everything, whether physical or spiritual, isjusta
dimension of the same space. In one dimension we live as body, in
the other as soul. And perhaps there are other dimensions in which
we experience other equally real aspects of ourselves. Sometimes 1
enjoy letting myself be carried away by this futile meditarion on
just how far this research mighe lead.

Perhaps they'll discover that what we call God, and which is
ciearly on another level from that of logic and spatial and remporal
reality, is just one of our ways of being, one of the ways we
experience ourselves in another dimension of existence. This
doesn’t strike me as impossible. Dreams may also be another
dimension in which we live or even an overlapping of two
dimensions. Just as 2 body exists in height, width and length who
knows but that our dreams may exist simultancously in space, in
the ideal world and in the ego: their physical representation in
space; their non-physical representation in the ideal world; their
role as an intimate aspect of ourselves in the ego. Even cach
person’s ‘1" may perhaps be another divine dimension. All this is
very complex but doubtless in time it will be resolved. Today’s
dreamers arc perhaps the great precursors of the ultimate science
of the future, not that I believe in any such ultimate science. But
that has nothing to do with the case in hand.

Sometimes I invent a metaphysics like this with all the respectful
scrupulousness of attention of someone engaged in real scientific
work. As Pve said before it reaches the point where I may really be
doing just that. The important thing is not to pride myself too
much on ali this for pride is prejudicial to the precise impartiality
of scientific exactirude.

176 [303]

The simplest things, the truly simple things that nothing can make
anything other than simple, are made complex just by my
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experiencing them. I feel intimidated sometimes by having to say
good morning to someonc. My voice dries up, as if to pronounce
the words out loud were ap act of extraordinary audacity, I's akind
of embarrassment at my own existence ~ there are no other words
for it.

Constant analysis of our feelings creates a2 new way of feeling
that seems artificial to anyone who analyses only with his intelfect
rather than with feeling iseif.

All my life T have been metaphysically frivolous and playfully
carnest, I never did anything seriously, however much I may have
wanted to. A mischievous Destiny has made of me its playground.

How I'd like £o have emotions made of chintz or silk or brocade!
How Pd like to have emotions as easily describable as that, to have
emotions that could at least be described!

There rises in my soul a feeling of regret that is God’s regret for
everything, a dumb, tearfis! fury at the condemnation of dreams in
the very flesh of those who dreamed them . . . And T hate without
hatred the poets who wrote verses, all the idealists who realized
their ideals, al those who got what they wanted.

I wander aimlessly through the quiet streets, I walk until my
body is as tired as my soul, until I feel thar familiar pain that revels
in being felt, a maternal compassion for oneself, set to music,
indefinable.

Oh to sleep, finally to sleep! To find some peace! To be an
abstract consciousness of one’s own quiet breathung, with no
world, no stars, no sou! ~ a dead sca of emotion reflecting only an
absence of stars!

177 [309]

As a slave loves a beloved tyrant I love the vague tipsiness broughs
on by a slight fever, the flaccid, cold, penetrating discomfort in the
very marrow of one’s aching bones, one’s burning eyes and
pounding temples. It provides me with that tremutlous, exhausted
passivity in which I glimpse visions, turn the corner of certain ideas
only to be disconcerted by coiliding feelings.
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Thinking, feeling, wanting, become one confused emotion.
Beliefs, feelings, things imagined and real become jumbled, like
the contents of several drawers upturned on the floor.

178 [310]

That’s how Iam, frivolous and sensitive, capable of impulises that
can be violent and all-consuming, good and bad, noble and base,
but never contain any lasting feeling, any enduring emotion thar
really penetrates the substance of my soul. Everything in me is a
tendency to be about to become something else; an imparience of
the soul with itself, as if with an importunate child; a disquiet that
is always growing, always the same. Everything interests me and
nothing holds my attention. I listen to everything while constantly
dreaming; I notice the tiniest facial tics of the person Pm wlking
to, pick up minimal changes in the intonation of what they say; but
when I hear, 1do not listen, for I'm thinking about somethingelse,
and I come away from any conversation with little idea of what was
said, cither by me or by the other person. So I often find myself
repeating to someone something Pve already told him or asking
again the very thing he’s just told me; yer 1 can describe in four
photographic words the set of his facial muscles as he said the
words I no fonger remember, or the attentive way he looked at me
as 1 told him the story I now have no recollection of having told.
I’'m two people who mutually keep their distance — Siamese twins
fiving separage fves,

179 {312} 3.9.1931

The most painful feelings, the most piercing emotionsare also the
most absurd ones ~ the longing for impossible things precisely
because they are impossible, the nostalgia for what never was, the
desire for what might have been, one’s bitterness that one is not
somcone else, or one’s dissatisfaction with the very existence of the
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world. All these halftones of the soul’s consciousness create a raw
landscape within us, a sun cternally setting on what we are. Cur
sense of ourseives then becomes a deserted field at mightfall, with
sad reeds flanking a boatless river, bright in the darkness growing
between the distant shores.

I don’t know if these feelings are some slow madness brought on
by hopelessness, if they are recollections of some other world in
which we've lived - confused, jumbled memories, like things
glimpsed in dreams, absurd as we see them now but not in their
origin if we but knew what thar was, I don’t know if we once were
other beings, whose greater completeness we sense only incom-
pletely today, being mere shadows of what they were, beings that
have lost their solidity in our feeble two-dimensional imaginings of
them amongst the shadows we inhabit.

I know that these thoughts born of emotion burn with rage in
the soul. The impossibility of imagining something they might
correspond to, the impossibifity of finding some substitute for
what in visions they embrace, all this weighs on one like a
judgement given one knows not where, by whom, or why.

But whar does remain of all this is a distaste for life and alt its
manifestations, a prescient weariness with all its desires and ways,
an aponymous displeasure with all feeling, In these moments of
subtle pain, it becomes impossible for us, even in dreams, tobe a
lover or a hero, even to be happy. Itis all empty, even theidea of its
emptiness. It is all spoken in another language, incomprehensible
to us, mere sounds of syllables that find no echo in our
understanding. Life, the soul and the world are all hollow. All the
gods die a death greater than death jtself. Everyrhing is emptier
than the veoid. It 15 all a chaos of nothing.

IfT think this and look around me to see if reality will quench my
thirst, I see inexpressive houses, inexpressive faces, inexpressive
gestures, Stones, bodies, ideas ~ everything is dead. All movement
is a kind of standing still, everything lies in the grip of stasis.
Nothing means anything to me. Everything looks unfamiliar, not
because T find it strange but because I don’t know what it is. The
world is lost. And in the depths of my soul - the only reality of the
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moment ~ there is an intense, invisible pain, a sadness like the
sound of someone weeping in a dark room.

180 [313]

A breath of music or of a dream, anything that might make me
almost feel, anything that might make me stop thinking.

181 {314]

The burden of feeling! The burden of having to feel!

1821310] 16.7. 1932

Convalescence, especially if the preceding illness affected one’s
nerves, has a sort of gay sadness abour it. There is a touch of
autumn in ali one’s emotions and thoughts, or rather one feels like
one of those carly spring days when the air and sky seem more like
auremn than spriag, except, of course, that no leaves fall.

We experience a pleasant tiredness but our sense of weil-being
also hurtsa little. Whilst still in life, we feel somewhatapart fromi,
as if standing on the verandah of the house of life. We are
contemplarive but think no thoughts, we feel but feel no definite
emotion. The will grows quiet, because we have no need of it.

It’s then that certain memories, certain hopes, certain vague
desires slowty ascend the ramp of our consciousness, iike distant
travellers seen from a mountain peak. Memories of futile things,
hopes for things that never came to pass and abour which we no
longer care, desires that were neither violent by nature nor in
intention and thar could never really have wanrted o exist.

When the day is right for such feelings, when, hike today, even
though it is still summer, the biue sky is seriped with clouds and the
light wind feels cold simply because it isn’t warm, then that state of
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mind grows more noticeable in the way we think, feel or experience
these impressions. It isn’t thar the memones, hopes or desires we
had are any clearer, they are simply more present and, however
absurd it may seem, the uncertaia sum of their parts weighs a littie
on one’s heart,

There is something distant about me just now. I stand on the
verandah of life but it’s not quute of this life. P'm both in the midst
of life and observing it from where 1 stand. It lies before me,
descending in ledges and slopes, like a varied landscape, down to
the smoke rising from the white houses of the villages in the valley.
If I shut my eyes I continue to see it just because I can’t see it. I ]
open my eyes I see no more, because I never really saw anything,
Every part of me is a vague nostalgia neither for the past nor for the
furure: the whole of me is a nostaigia for the anonymous, profix,
unfathomable present.

183 (319]
Millimetyes (the observation of infinitesimal things)

I believe that the present is very ancient simply because everything,
when it did exist, existed in the present, and accordingly I feei for
all things, because they belong to the present, both the fondness of
the antiquarian and the fury of the thwarted coliector to whom the
former dismisses my errors about things with well-founded,
plaustble, possibly even true, scientific explanations,

To my astonished eyes the various, successive poses of a butterfly
as it flies through the air seem like separate moments made visible
in space. My recoilections are so vivid that [. . ]

But I experience intensely only the tiny feelings of the tiniest
things. This must come from my love of the frivolous or perhaps
my passion for detail. But { think - I don’t know because these are
things I never analyse - thar it’s probably because what is tiny has
absolutely no social or practical value and is, for that very reason,
absolurely free of any sordid associations with reality. To me all
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tiny things savour of unreality. The uscless is beautiful because it is
less real than the useful, which enjoys a continuing and fasting
existence; while the marvellously useless, the gloriously infini-
tesimal rematas where it is, never goes beyond being what it is, and
{ives free and independent. The uscless and the futile create
intervals of humble static in our real lives. The mere insignificant
existence of a pin stuck in a piece of ribbon provokes in my souiall
manner of dreams and wondrous delights! I pity those who donot
recognize the importance of such things!

One of the most complex and widespread of those feelings that
hurt one aimost to the point of being pleasurable, is the disquiet
aroused by the mystery of hife. That mystery is never so easy to spot
as in the contemplation of tiny things which, because they do not
move, are perfectly transiucent to it, they stop to let it pass. It is
more difficult to experience any sense of mystery when con-
teriplating a battle (while pondering on the absurdity of there
being people and socicties and battles between them}, or any sense
of what it is in our thoughts that unfurls the flag of victory, thanin
the contemplation of one small stone on the road, which, because
it does not evoke any idea in us beyond the fact of its existence,
cannot, if we pursue our thought, fail to evoke in us the thought
that immediately follows on from there, that is: the mystery of its
existence.

Blessed be moments, miliimetres and, even humbler than these,
the shadows of all tiny things! Moments {. . .] Millimetres - their
existence side by side, so close together onthe ruler provokesinme
such an impression of wonder and daring. Sometimes such things
cause me both pain and joy. I feel a kind of rough pride in this.

I 'am an endiessly sensitive photographic plate. In me every tiny
detail is recorded and magnified in order to form part of a whole.
concern myself only with myself. For me the external world is pure
scasation. I never forget whart I feel.
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184 [321]

Lucidly, slowly, piece by piece, I re-read everything I have written.
And § find it all worthless and feel it would have been better never
to have written it. The very fact of completing or achieving
anything, be it an empire or a seatence, contains what is worst
about all real things: our knowledge that they will perish. But, as I
slowly re-read these pages, that isn’t what I feel or what hurts me
about what P've created. What hurts me 1s that it wasn’t worth
doing, and that all T gained from the time | wasted is the now
shattered illusion that it was worth doing,

In secking anything, we do so out of ambition, bue we either fail
to achieve that ambition and are the poorer, or we think we have
achieved it and are merely rich madmen.

What hurts me is that even the best of it is bad and that someone
else (if they existed and of whose existence I dream) would have
done it better. Everything we do, in art and life, is the imperfect
copy of what we intended, It betrays both external and internal
ideals of perfection; it fails not only our concept of what it should
have been, but also of what it could have been. We are hollow
inside and out, parizhs of anticipation and promise,

Where did I find the strength in my solitary soul to write page
after lonely page, to live out syllable by syllable the false magic not
of whar I was writing but of what I imagined [ was writing? What
spell of ironic witchery fed me to believe myself the poet of my own
prose, in the winged momeant in which it was born in me, faster
than my pen could write, like a sly revenge on life’s insults! And
re-reading it today I warch my precious dolis ripped apart, see the
straw burst out of them and see them scattered without ever having
been . ..

185 [326]
Fragments of an autobiography

I devoted myself first to metaphysical speculations, then to
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scientific ideas. Finally I'was drawn to sociological theories, Butat
no point in the various stages of my search for the truth did I find
security or relief. I read little in any of these fields, butin what I did
read of all these theories it wearied me to see how contradictory
they were, though all were based ona convincing line of argument,
all equally probable and in accord with certain chosen facts that
seemed to stand for all the facts. If T raised my weary eyes from the
books, or if my restless attention wandered off to the outside
world, I saw one thing that negated the usefulness of all reading
and thinking, that plucked off one by one alf the perals from the
idea of that effort: the infinite complexity of things, the immense
sum {. . .}, the infinite unattainability of the few facts one needs in
order to create a science.

186 [327]

Little by little I discover in myself the pain of finding nothing. 1
found neither reason nor logic only a scepticism that makes not the
slightest attempt to create a logic with which to defend itself. I
never thought of trying to rid myself of this iilness: why should I?
What does being healthy mean? How could I be so sure my state of
mind was an unthealthy one? Who can say that just because it is an
iliness, rhat illness is not more desirable, more logical, more {. . .]
than health? If health were preferable, why did I fall il in the first
place unless it was natural to do so, and if it was natural, why go
against Nature which for some reason, assuming Nature has
reasons, apparently wanted me to be ili?

Al the arguments [ come up with are merely justifications for
inertia. Increasingly, with each. passing day, the dark realization
has filtered through to me that I have the inert sout of a born
abdicator ... Thave stopped reading; I have abandoned the chance
caprices of this or that aesthetic way of life. From the little I read 1
learned to extract only those elements I could use in dreams. From
the little I saw, I rook care to take only what could, after mature
reflection, be put to use in my inner life. I struggled hard in order
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that all my thoughts, every daily chapter of my experience supplied
me only with sensation. I gave my life the tenor of an aestheticism.
And 1 tatlored rhat aestheticism to suit my personality. I made it
mine alone.

Then, in the course of my pursuit of an inner hedonism, I
applicd myself to avoiding social niceties. I gradually armoured
myself against the fear of appearing ridiculous. I taught myself to
be insensitive both to the appeals of the instincts and to social
blandishments |. . .]

I reduced my contact with others to a minimum. I did my best to
lose alt fondness forlife [, . .] Like some very weary person getting
undressed before bed, I stowly disrobed myself of any desire for

glovy.

187 [331]

I wonder how many people have contemplated as it deserves to be
contemplated a deserted street with peopie in it. Even putting it
that way makes it seem as if 1 were trying to say something else,
which in fact Iam. A deserted street is not one along which no one
walks, but a street along which people walk asif it were deserted. It
isn’t a difficult concept to grasp once one has seen ir, after all, to
someone whose experience of the equune is restricted to muales, a
zebra must seem inconceivable.

Feelings adjust themselves within us to certain degrees and types
of comprehension of them. There are ways of understanding that
dictate the ways they are to be understoad,

Sometimes there arises in me, as if it rose up from the alien
ground through my body to my head, a tedium, a grief, an anxiety
about life that only scems bearable to me because T do in fact bear
it. It’s a suffocation of life in my own self, a desire in every pore of
my being 1o be another person, a brief warning that the end is near.
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188 [333]

We arc death. This thing we think of as life is only the sleep of real
life, the death of what we truly are. The dead are born, they do not
die. These worlds have become reversed for us. When we think we
are alive, we are dead; we live even while we lic dying.

The relation that exists between sleep and fife is the same as
exists between what we call life and what we call death. We are
asleep and this life is a dream, not in any metaphonical or poetic
sense, but really a dream.

Everything we consider important in ¢itr active lives participates
in death, is all death. Whar are ideals but a confession that hifeis not
enough? What is art but the negation of life? A statue is a dead
body, sculpted in order to fix death in incorruptibie matter. Even
pleasure, which seems to immerse us in life, 1s in fact an immersion
in ourselves, a destruction of the relationship between usand life, a
troubled shadow of death.

Living is in itself dying because every new day we enjoy is
another day of our lives lost.

We people dreams, we are shadows wandering through
impossible forests in which the trees are houses, habits, ideas,
ideals and philosophies.

Never to find God, never to know even if God exists! To pass
from world to world, from incarnation to incarnation, nursed
always by the same illusion, cossetted always by the same errors.

Never to find truth or peace! Never to know union with God!
Never to be completely at peace, but instead to be always troubled
by the suggestion of what peace is and by our desire for it!

189 {345]

To live a dispassionate, cultured life beneath the dewfall of ideas,
reading, dreaming and thinking about writing, a life slow enough
o be always just on the edge of tedium, but considered enough not

to stip into it, To live a life removed from emotions and thoughts,

182

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:22



THE BOOK OF DISQUIET

enjoying only the thought of emotions and the emotion of
thoughts. To stagnate, golden, in the sun like a dark lake
surrounded by flowers. To entertain in the shadows that noble
individuality of mind that consists in not expecting anything from
iife. To be 1 the turning of the worlds like the dust of flowers that
an upknown wind lifts through rhe eveningair, and that the torpor
of nightfall lets fall randomly, to lic unnoticed amongst larger
things. To be all thiswith an assured knowledge, neither happy nor
sad, grateful to the sun for its brifliance and to the stars for their
distance. To be nothing more, to have nothing more, to want
nothing more . . . The music of the hungry man, the song of the
blind man, the relic of the unknown traveller, the footsteps in the
desert of the empty camel with nowhereto go . ..

190 [348]

My conscious mind is filled by a drowsiness that I can’t explain but
which frequently attacks me, if something so shadowy can be said
to attack. I walk along a street as if { were in fact stilf seated in an
armchair and my atteative mind, though alert to everything, is still
filled by the inertia of a body in repose. T would be incapable of
avoiding an oncoming passer-by. I would be unable to respond in
words, or even formulate an answer in my head, to a question put
to me by some casual passer-by taking advantage of my chance
presence in the street, I would be incapable of harbouring a desire,
a hope, or anything that could be construed as a movement not
necessarily of the will of my whole being but, if T can put it this way,
of the partial and individual will of each of the elements 1 can be
broken down iato, I would be incapable of thinking, feeling,
wanting. And yet 1 walk, I move on, 1 dnft. Nothing in my
movements (I know this because no one else seems to notice)
betrays my stagnant state. And this lack of soul which would be
comfortable, even correct, in someone lying down or recumbent,
is singuiarly uncomfortable, even painful, in a man walking down a
street.
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Ir’s like being drunk on iriertia, a drinking spree as utterly joyless
initseif as in its cause. I°s an iliness from which there is no hope of
recovery. It is a cheerful death.

191 {349] 5.4.1933

To censider our greatest anguish an mcident of no importance,
not just in terms of the fife of the universe, butin terms of our ownt
souls, is the beginning of knowledge. To reflect on this whilst in
the midst of that anguish is the whole of knowledge. When we
suffer, human pain seems infinite. But not even human pain is
infinite, because nothing human is infinite, nor is our pain ever
anything more than a pain that we have.

How often, weighed down by a tedium that verges on madness,
or an anguish that seems to go beyond all anguish, do [ stop and
hesitate before 1 rebel, do I hesitare and stop before making myseif
a god. The pain of not understanding the mystery of life, the pain
of being untoved, the pain of others’ injustice to us, the pain of life
crushing us, suffocaring and imprisening us, the pain of toothache,
of pinching shoes ~ who can say which pain he finds the worse, let
alone which 1s worse for others, or worse for others in general?

To some people who speak and listen to me I must seem an
insensitive person. However, Iam, I think, more sensitive thanthe
vast majority of men. I am, moreover, a sensitive man who knows
himseif and therefore knows what sensitivity is.

It isn’t true that life is painful, or that it’s painful to think about
life. Whart is truce is that our pain is only as serious and important as
we pretend it to be. [f'we lived naturally, it would pass as quickly as
it came, it would fade as quickly as 1t bloomed. Everything is
nothing, and our pain s no exception.

I write this beneath the weight of an oppressive tedium that
seems about to burst the bounds of my being or rather seems to
nced some larger space than my soul to exist in. Everyone and
everything oppresses me, chokes and maddens me; {am troubled by
a crushing physical sense of other people’s lack of comprehension.
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But 1 look up at the biue sky, bare my face to the unconsciously
cool breeze, then lower my eyelids having seen the sky, and forger
my own cheek once Thave felt the breeze. I don’t feel beteer, 1 feel
different. Seeing myself frees me from myself. I aimost smile, not
because I understand myself, but because, having become other,
P’'m no longer able to understand myself. High up in the sky, like a
visible void, hangs one tiny cloud, a pale forgotten fragment of the
whole umverse.

192 [354]

The fabel that best defines my spirit voday is that of creator of
indifferences. More than anything else [ would hike my role in the
world to be to educate others to feel more and more for themselves
and less and less according to the dynamic law of the collectivity. ..

To educate others in that spirtual asceticism, which would
preclude the contagion of vulgarity, seems to me the highest
destiny of the tcacher of the inner life I would like to be, That all
those who read me should learn - little by little, as the subject
demands - to feel utter indifference before the critical gaze and
opinions of others, such a destiny would be reward enough for the
scholastic stagnation of my life.

In me, the inability to act was always an aftliction that had its
origins in mctaphysics. According to my way of experiencing
things, any gesture always implied a perturbation, a fragmentation,
of the external world; 1 always feared that any movement on my
part would disiodge the stars or alter the skies. That’s why the
metaphysical importance of even the smaliest gesture rapidly took
on an extraordinary importance for me. I acquired with regard to
action 2 transcendental honesty which, ever since I became aware
of it, has inhibited me from having any strong links with the
tangible world.
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193 [357)

All effort is a crime because every gesture is but an inert dream.

194 [358]
An aesthetics of indifference

What the dreamer should try to feel for any object 1s the utter
indifference that it, as object, provokes in him.

To know, immediately and instinctively, how to abstract from
every object and event only what is suitable dream material and to
lcave for dead in the External World any reality it contains, that is
what the wise man should aim to achieve in himseif,

Never to feel one’s feelings wholcheartedly and then to elevate
that wan victory to the point of being able to regard one’s own
ambitions, longings and desires with indifference; to pass by one’s
joys and griefs as one would a person in whom one feels no
interest . . .

The greatest self-discipline one can achieve is indifference
towards oneself, believing one’s self, body and soul, to be merely
the house and garden in which Destiny has ordained one shouid
spend one’s life.

Onc should treat one’s own dreams and intimate desires with the
haughty indifference of a great lord { . . .] showing the highest
degree of delicacy in not even noticing them. One should have a
sense of modesty before oneself and understand that in the
presence of ourselves we are never alone, we are witness to
ourselves, and it is therefore important to act always as we would
before a stranger, adopting a studied and serenc exterior,
indifferent because aristocratic and cold because indifferent.

In order not to demean ourselves in our own eyes, it is enough
that we should become accustomed to harbouring no ambitions,
passions, desires, hopes, impulses or feelings of restlessness. To
achieve this, we must remember that we are always in the presence
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of ourselves, that we are never alone, can never be atcase. We must |
master all passions or ambitions because passions and ambiuons
render us defenceless; equally we must nurture neither desires nor
hopes because they are merely low, inelegant gestures; nor must we
be prone to sudden impulses or to restlessness because, in the eyes
of others, precipitate behaviour is rude and impatience is always
vaigar.

Anaristocrat 1s someone who is always conscious of the fact that
he is never alone; that’s why custom and protocol come naturally to
the aristocracy. We must internalize the aristocrat, We must drag
him away from his drawing rooms and gardens to enter instead our
soul and our consciousness of our existence. Let us always treat
ourselves with due custom and protocol and with gestures studied
and used for the benefit of others,

Each one of usisawhole society | .. .]itisaswell then atleast to
bring a certain elegance and distinction to life in our part of town,
to make sure that the celebrations held by our senses show good
taste and reserve, and | . . .} sober courtesy in the banquets of our
thoughts. Let other souls build their poor, shabby dwellings
around us but let us clearly mark where ours begin and end, and
make sure that from the facades of our houses to the inner
sanctums of our timidiries, everything is noble and serene,
sculpted out of sobriety and discretion. We must find for every
feeling the most serene mode of expression; reduce love to a mere
shadow of a dream of love, a pale and tremulous interval between
the crests of two small waves gleaming in the moonlight; make of
desire something vain and inoffensive, the delicate, private smile of
a soul o irself; make of ir something that never even considers
anpouncing its presence, let alone realizing itseif. We must lull
hatred to steep like a captive snake and order fear to preserve the
agony only in its eyes and in the eyes of our soul, the only fitting
expression for an aesthete.
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195 [360] 15.5.1930

There was a time whea the very things that today make me smile
used to irritate me intensely, One of them, of which Tam reminded
almost every day, is the way normal, active men persistin laughing
at poets and artists, Although newspaper philosophers would have
us believe otherwise, ordinary men do not always faugh at us with
an air of superiority. They often do so affectionarely. Burit’s always
rather like the pat on the head an adult would give a child, someone
unconvinced of life’s cerraingy and exactimade.

This used to irritate me because I thought ingenuously, for Lwas
ingenuous then, that the smile they bestowed on other people’s
preoccupation with dreaming and with describing their dreams
was the effluvium of a deep sense of superiority. In fact it’s just a
blunt recognition of difference. And whilst T used to consider that
smile an insult because it implied some kind of superiority, now I
consider 1t to be the admission of an unconscious doubt; just as
grown men often recognize in children a sharper wit than their
ows, so they recognize in us, in those who dream and speak of our
dreams, a difference that they distrust because 1£ 1s strange. Pd hike
to think that often the more intelfigent among them glimpse our
superiority and, thus, smile in order to conceal that fact.

But our superiority is not what many dreamers have considered
it to be. The dreamer is not superior to the active man because
dreaming is essentially superior to reality. The superiority of
the dreamer lies in the fact that dreaming 1s much more practical
than living, and in the fact that the dreamer derives a greater and
more multifarious pleasure from life than the man of action. To
put it more succinctly, it’s the dreamer who is the true man of
action.

Since life is essentiaily a mental state and everything that we do
or think is oniy as valuable as we think it s, it depends onus forany
value 1t may have. The dreamer is a distributor of banknotes and
these notes are passed around the city of his spirit just as they
would be in realiry. Whar does it matter to me if the paper money of
my soul can mever be converted into gold, since there is no gold in
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the factitious alchemy of fife? After us the deluge, but only after all
of us. The truly superior {and the happiest) men are those who,
perceiving that everything is a fiction, make up their own novel
before someone else does it for them and, like Machiavelli, don
courtly robes in order to write in secret.

196 [3611

The pleasure of praising oursclves . . .

197 [363]
Apocalyptic feeling

Believing that each step of my life would mean contact with the
horror of the New and that each new person I met was a new and
living fragment of the unknown to be placed betore me on the table
for my daily horrified contemplation, I decided to abstain from
everything, to go nowhere, to reduce action to the minimum, to
avoid as far as possible meeting cither men or events, to perfect
abstinence and cultivate renunciation. That's how much living
frightens and torments me.

Coming to a decision, ending something, finally leaving the
doubt and the darkness behind, are things that seem catastrophic
to me, Jike universal cataclysms.

That is how 1 experience life, as apocalypse and caraclysm. Each
day brings an increasing inability in myself to make the smallest
gesture, even to imagine myself confronting clear, reai situations.

The presence of others - always such an unexpected event for the
soul - grows daily more painful and distressing. Talking to others
makes me shudder. If they show any interest in me, 1 flee. If they
look at me, T tremble. If [ ... ]

I am constantly on the defensive. Life and other people bruise
me. I can’t look reality in the eye, The sun itself leaves me feeling
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discouraged and desolate. Only at night, by myself, alone, for-
gotten and iost — with no links with reality, no need to participate
in anything uscful - only then can { find and comfort myselt.

Life chills me. My existence is all damp caves and dark
catacombs. ] am the great defeat of the final army thar sustained the
final empire, | taste of the fall of some ancient master civilization. |
am alonc and abandoned, I who was accustomed to give orders to
others. I am withourt a friend, without a guide, I whose path was
always smoothed by others.

Something in me pleads eternally for compassion and weeps
over itselfas over a dead god stripped of all his altars, when the pale
coming of the barbarians dawned at the frontiers and fife came to
call the empire to account, to ask what it had done with happiness.

Pm always afraid people will talk about me. I've failed in
everything. Pve never even dared think of making something of
myself; T never even dreamed of thinking of desiring something
because'in my own dreams, even in my visionary state of mere
dreamer, I recognized that I was unsuited for life.

Not one feeling could make me raise my head from the pillow in
which I bury it because I can’t cope with my body nor with the idea
that P'm alive, nor even with the absolute idea of life itself.

I don’t speak the language of reality. I totter amongst the things
of life like a long bedridden parient getting up for the first time. 1
only feel part of normal life when I’'m in bed. 1 feel pleased when I
succurmnb to a fever because it seems appropriate and naturai |, . ]
to my recumbent state, Like a flame in the wind I stutter and grow
faint, Onaly in the dead air of closed rooms do | breathe the
normality of my life.

Nothing remains of the shells T found by the shores of seas, not
even nostalgia. { likened my state to having made of my soul a
monastery and myseclf to aumumn over a dry, deserted field where
the only spark of life is a bright reflection like a light dying in the
endovelate® dark of pools, with no more force or colour than the

*endevolada” isa neotogism created by Pessoa to suggest dark, vetled depths.
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violet splendour, the spent exile of the sunset on the mountains.

At bottom there is no greater pleasure than that of analysing
ong’s own pain, no more sensual pleasure than the liquid, sickly
meanderings of feelings as they crumble and rot: light steps in the
uncertain shadows, so gentle on the ear we do not even turn to find
out whose they are; vague, distant songs, whose words we do not
try to carch burare fulled all the more by not knowing what they say
or whence they come; the tenuous secrets of pale warers, filling the
night with fragile distances; and, inaudibie from here, somnolent
in the warm torpor of the afternoon where summer shides into
aurumn, the ratie of far-off carts, returning from where and
carrying what joys inside them? The flowers in the garden died
and, withered, became different flowers, older, nobler, more in
keeping in their dead yellows with mystery, silence and abandon.
The watersnakes that surface in the pools have their reasons for
their dreams. Is that the distant croaking of frogs? Ah the dead
fields of my self! The rustic peace known only in dreams! My fatile
life like that of a vagabond who does not work but siceps by the
roadside with the smelf of the fields seeping like mistinto his soul,
lulled by a coel, transtucent sound, deep and rich with the under-
standing that nothing connects with nothing, a nocturmal,
unknown, weary nomad beneath the cold compassion of the stars.

1 follow the path of my dreams, making of the images steps up to
ather images; opening out like 2 fan the chance metaphors to be
found in the great paintings of my inner visions; I divest myself of
life and lay 1t to one side like a suit that’s grown too tight. I hide
amongst trees far from the roads. T fose myself. For light fleeting
moments I manage to forget the taste of life, to leave [ . .]hfeand
noise behind and die, feelings first, consciously, absardly, like an
empire of anguished ruins, a grand entrance amidst flags and
vicroripus drums into a vast final city where T will weep for
nothing, want nothing and not even ask to be myself.

The blue surfaces of the pools that I created in dreams wound
me. The paleness of the moon 1 envision shining on forest
landscapes is mine alone. The avtumn of stagnant skies that 1 recall
without ever having seen is nothing but my own weariness. My
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whole dead life weighs on me, all my failed dreams, everything 1
had that was never mine, the blue of my inner skies, the visible
murmur of the rivers of my soul, the vast, troubled peace of
wheatfields on plains that I see and yet do not see.

A cup of coffee, a cigarette, the penetrating aroma of its smoke,
myself sitting in a shadowy reom with eyes half-closed ... Iwantno
more from life than my dreams and this. .. It doesn’t seemy much? [
dog’t know. What do I know about what is a lietle and whatis a lot?

Summer evening out there, how Iwould love to be someone else
... Topen the window. Everything outside is so gentle, yet it pierces
me with an indefinable pain, a vague feeling of discontent.

And one last thing pierces me, tears at me, leaves my soul in
tatters, It’s that 1, at this moment, at this window, looking out at
these sad, gentle things, ought to present an aesthetic figure,
beautiful, like someone in a picture - and I don’t, I don’teven do
that ...

May this hour passand be forgotten . .. May the night approach,
grow, descend on all things and never end. May this soul be my
crernal tomb . . |

198 (3671

The sweetness of having neither family nor companions, the gentle
pleasure akin to that of exile, in which we feel the pride of distance
shade into a hesitant voluptuousness, into the vague disquiet that
comes with being far from home - yes, in my own indifferentway 1
eryjoy all that. For one of the characteristics of my mental outlook is
the belief'that one should not over-cultivate one’s attention, even a
dream shouid be treated with condescension, with an aristocratic
awareness that it owes its existence to oneself. Giving too much
importance to a dream would, after all, be giving too much
importance to something that has merely broken away from us
and, as best it could, made a place for itselfin reality, thereby losing
the absolute right 1o be treated by us with any delicacy,
Imagirary figures have more substance and truth than real ones.
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My imaginary world has always been the only true world for me.
I never knew loves so real, so full of passion and life as I did with the
characters I myself crecated. What a shame! I miss them because,
like alf loves, they too end . ..

199 (369} 5.6.1934

1 grow still at fast. Any remaining debris or detritus of disquiet
vanishes from my soui as if it had never been. I sit alone and calm.
The moment just past was like a moment of religious conversion,
except that nothing draws me heavenwards, just as nothing before
drew me down. 1 feel free, as if Thad ceased to exist but yet retained
Ry CONSCIOUsnEss.

Yes, I grow still. With the sweetness of the utterly useless, a great
calm penetrates the depths of my being. Pages read, dutics
performed, the actions and chance events of my life - all this has
become for me a vague penumbra, a barely visible halo surrounding
some strange and tranquil thing unknown to me. The effort 1
sometimes put into forgetting my soul; the thought I occasionally
put into abandoning all action - both come back to me now in the
form of an unsentimental tenderness, a bland, empty compasston.

s not this slow, sweet day, cloudy and soft. It’s not the barely
existent breeze, scarcely more insistent than the air I feel on my
skin, It isn’t the anonymous colour of the sky, touched feebly here
and there with blue. Itisn’t that, Because I feel nothing. I simply see
without intention, without remedy, the attentive spectator of a
non-existent spectacie. I cannot feel my soul and yet Pm quite calm.
Everything in the external world, even those things that move, has
grown clear and motionless, and it seems to me as the world must
have seemed to Christ when he looked down at the city spread
before him and was tempted by Satan. These things are nothing
and 1 understand why Christ wasn’t tempted. They are as nothing
and I can’t nnderstand how an old hand fike Satan couid possibly
have imagined they could prove a temptation.

Flow lightly, life that does not even feel itself, a silent, supple
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stream beneath forgotten trees! Flow softly, soul that does not
know itself, a murmur hidden from view by great fallen branches!
Flow vainly, aimlessly, consciousness conscious of nothing, a
vague, distant glimmer through leafy clearings, with no known
source or destination. Flow on, flow on and leave me to forger!

Faint breeze of all that never dared to live, dumb breath of al}
that did not want to feel, vain murmur of all that did not want to
think, go slowly, lazily down into the whirlpools that inevitably
await you and down the slippery slopes placed there for you, go
into the shadows or into the light, brother of the world, go
forward into glory or into the abyss, son of Chaos and of Night,
aiways remembering in some corner of your being that the Gods
came later, and that the Gods too pass away.

200 [373)
(a child’s hand playing with cotton-veels, etc. )*

Al Pve ever done is dream. That, and only that, has been the
meaning of my cxistence. The only thing T've ever really cared
abour is my inner life. My greatest griefs faded to nothing the
moment [ opened the window onto my inner self and lost myselfin
watching,

1 never tried to be anything other than a dreamer. I never paid
any attention to people who told me to go outand live. I belonged
always to whatever was far from me and to whatever I could never
be. Anything that was not mine, however base, always seemed to
me to be full of poctry. The only thing 1 ever loved was pure
nothingness. I only ever desired what was beyond my imaginngs.
Al T ever asked of life was thar it should pass me by without my
even noticing it. Of tove I demanded only that it never be anything
more than a distant dream. In my own inner fandscapes, ail of them

*The ticle is in English in the original.
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unreal, it was always the far-off that artracted me, and the blurred
outlines of aqueducts, almost lost i the far distance of my dream
landscapes, imposed a dreamy sweetness on other parts of them, a
sweetness that enabled me to love them. My mara for creating a
false world is stifl with me and will leave me only when Fdie. I no
longer line up in my desk drawers cotton reels and pawns - with the
occasional bishop and knight thrown in - but I regret not doing so
...and instead, like someone in winter, cosily warming themselves
by the fire, I line up in my imagination the ranks of constant, living
characters who inhabit my inner world. For T have a whole worid of
friends inside me, each with his or her own real, defined and
imperfect life.

Some go through hard times, others lead bohemian lives,
picturesque and humble. Others are travelling salesmen {dreaming
myself as a travelling salesman was always one of my greatest
ambitions - unfortunately never realized!). Others live in villages
and towns near the frontier of a Portugal 1 carry within me; they
come to the city where I chance to meet and recognize them,
warmly embracing them. . . And when P'm dreaming all this,
walking up and down in my room, talking out loud, gesticulating
.. . when [ dream this and imagine myself meeting them, I'm filled
with happiness, 1 feel complete, Ieap for joy, my eyes shine, [ open
my arms to them and feel an immense, inexpressibie felicity.

Ah, there is no more painful longing thanthe longing for things
that never were! What 1 feel when 1 think of the past T lived in real
time, when I weep over the corpse of my fest childhood . .. eventhis
does not compare with the painful, tremutous fervour with which
weep for the unreality of the humble figures who people my
dreams, even minor characters I recail having glimpsed only once,
by chance, in my false life, as they turred a corner in my imaginary
scenario, entering a door on a street L had walked along during that
dream.

The rage that pure longing is incapable of reviving and
resurrecting the pastis never more tearfully vented against the God
who created these impossibilitics than when I think that my dream
friends, with whom I have shared so many details of my imagined
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life, with whom [ have enjoyed so many brilliant conversations 1n
imagined cafés, have never had a space of their own where they
could be truly independent of my consciousness of them!

Ah, the dead past that I carry with me and that never was except
in me! The flowers in the garden of the small country house that
existed only inside me! The vegetable gardens, the orchards and
the pine forest of the estate that was only one of my dreams! The
imaginary summer resorts, my walks through a countryside that
never was! The trees by the side of the road, the country paths, the
stones, the peasants passing by . . . ail this, which was never more
thana dream, is shut away in my memory where it lies aching and i,
who spent hours dreaming it all, spend as many hours afterwards
remembering having dreamed it and then it is a gemune nostalgia
feel, a real past 1 weep for, a real life that is dead and that I stare at
solemaly as it lies in its coffin.

Then there are the landscapes and the lives that had a real
existence outside of me. For example, after spending many hours
in the company of certain pictures or lithographs (none of any
great artistic merit) that hung on the walls of certain rooms, those
pictures became part of my inner reality. The pain 1 felt then was
different, sharper and sadder. Regardless of whether the scene was
real or not, | suffered not to be included in the small engravingina
room I never in fact slept in when 1 was younger, I suffered not to
be, at the very least, an additional figure sketched in at the edge of
the moonlit wood. It pained me not to be able to imagine myself
hidden there, in the wood by the river, in that eternal {albeit
ill-drawn) moonlight, watching the man pass in a boat beneath the
drooping branches of the willow. I felt hurt by my inability to
dream it all. My nostalgia took on other characteristics. My
despairing gestures were different, The impossibility that tortured
me produced quite a different degree of anguish. If only this could
find some meaning in God, some realization suited to the spirit of
cur desires, where 1 don’t know, perhaps in some sort of vertical
time, consubstantiate with the aims of all my longings and
daydreams. I only I could have my own personal paradise tatlor-
made for this purpose. If only I could mect the friends I dreamed,
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or walk along the streets I created, or wake up to the sounds of
cockerels and chickens and the morning noises of the house, the
country house I imagined myself in . . . and have ali of this even
more perfectly arranged by God and placed by him in perfect order
to exist purely for my benefit in that precise form, unattainable
eveninmy dreams, lacking only|. . .]awareness of the inner space
occupied by those poor realities.

I raise my head from the paper Pm writing on . .. I’s still early,
just gone midday, and it’s Sunday. The sickness of life, the
affliction of consciousness, enter my body and trouble me, Why are
there not isfands for those who feel uncomfortable here, ancient
avenues for the lonely to dream n that others cannot find? Having
to live and, however feebly, to act; being bruised by the fact thatin
life there are other people, themselves real. Having to be here
writing this, because my soul demands ir, and being unable simply
to dream it, to express it without words, even without conscious-
ness, through some self I could construct out of music and
evanescence, and bring tears to my eves just to feel that expression
of myself, and ro feel myself flow, like an enchanted river, past the
slow banks of my own self, ever closer to the unconscious and the
Distant, with no meaning or direction except God.

201 {515]

The visual lover

It is not my custom to weave any kind of fantastic plot about the
figares ¥ amuse myself in contemplating. I just see them and their
value les purely in the fact that I can see them. Anything eise 1
might add would diminish them, because it would diminish what 1
term their “visibifity'.

Whatever [ fantasized about them would from the start
inevitably ring faise to me; and, whilst dreams please me, I find
falseness repugnant. Pure dream delights me, the dream thar has
no connections, no point of contact with reality. The imperfect
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dream, with its roots in reality, displeases me or rather it would if |
ever bothered with ie.

For me humanity is one vast decorative motif, existing through
onc’s eyes and ears and through psychological emotion. I demand
nothing more from life than to be a spectator of it. I demand
aothing more from myself than to be a spectator of life.

I’m like a being from another existence who passes, endlessly
curtous, through this one to which Tam in every way alien. A sheer
of glass stands between it and me. | always try to keep that glass as
clean as possibie so 1 can examine this other existence without
smudges or smears spoiling my view; but I choose to keep that
glass berween us,

For any spirit of a scientific bent, seeing more in something than
is actually there is actually to see less. What you add in substance,
you take away in spirit.

I attribute to this state of mind my distaste for art museums. For
me, the museum is the whole of life, in which the painting is always
exact and the only possible inexactitude is in the imperfect eye of
the beholder, I either try to diminish any imperfection or, if I can’t,
then simply accept it the way it is since, as with everything, it
cannot be other than it is.

202 [467]

The government of the world begins in ourselves. It is not the
sincere who govern the world bur neither is it the nsincere. It is
governed by those who manufacture in themselves a real sincenty
by artificial and automatic means; that sincerity constitutes their
strength and it is that which shines out over the less false sincerity
of the others. A marked ralent for self-deception is the statesman’s
foremost quality. Only poets and philosophers have a practical
vision of the world since only to them is given the gift of having no
iltusions. To see clearly is to be unable to act,
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203 [480] 8.4.1931

The whole desolate day, filled with light, warm clouds, was taken
up with the news that there had been a revolution. Whether true or
false, such news always fills me with a peculiar unease, a mixture of
scorn and physical nausea. It pains my intelligence that someone
should think they can alter anything through political agitarion.
Tve always considered violence, of any type, a particularly cock-
eyed example of human stupidity. All revolutionaries are stupid as
arcall reformers, albeit to a lesser degree, because less discomfiting,

Revolutionaries and reformers all make the same mmstake.
Lacking the power t¢ master and reform their own attmde
towards life, which is everything, or their own being, which is
almost everything, they escape into wanting to change others and
the external world, Every revolutionary, every reformer is an
escapee, To fight is proof of one’s inability to do bartie wath
oneself. To reform is proof that one is onescif beyond all help.

If a man of real sensitivity and correct reasoning feeis concerned
about the evil and injustice of the world, he naturally seeks to
correct it first where it manifests itself closest to home and that, he
will find, is in his own being. The task will take him his whole
liferime.

For us everything lies in our concept of the world; changing our
concept of the world means changing our world, that is, the worid
itself, since it will never be anything other than how we perceive it.
The inner sense of justice that aliows us to write one beaurifully
fluent page, the true reformation by which we bring to hife our
dead sensibifities — these are the truth, our truth, the only rruth. All
the rest is landscape, picture frames for our feelings, bindings for
our thoughts, And that is the case whether the landscape is full of
colourful things and people — fields, houses, posters and suits - or
a colourless landscape of monotenous souls rising to the surface
for a moment to utter chichéd phrases or sketch tired gestures, only
to sink back again to the botrom of the fundamental stupidity of all
human expression.

Revotution? Change? What I most want, with every particie of
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my soul, is for the sluggish clouds that fill the sky with grubby
lather to be gone; T want to see the blue beginming to show between
them, a bright, clear truth, because it is nothing and wants
nothing.

204 [456]

Freedom is the possibility of isolation. You are only free if you can
withdraw from men and feel no need to seek them out for money,
or society, or love, or glory, or even curiosity, for none of these
things flourish in silence and solitude. If you cannot live alone,
then you were born a slave. Though you may be possessed of every
superior quality of spirit and soui, you are still nothing more than a
noble slave or an intelligent serf, you are not free. But that is not
your tragedy, for the tragedy of being born like that is not yours
but Destiny’s. Woe betide you, though, if the very weight of life
itself makes you a slave. Woe betide you if, having been born free
and capable of providing for yourseif and leading a scparate
existence, penury forces you intoe the company of others. That
tragiedy is yours alone, which you alone muse bear.

To be born free is Man's greatest quality; it is what makes the
humble hermit superior to kings, superior even to the gods, who
are sufficient unto themseives only by virtue of their power but not
by virtue of their disdain for it

Drearth is a liberation because to die is to need no one else. The
poor slave finds himself prised free from all his pleasures, his
griefs, from the uninterrupted fife he so desired. The king finds
himseif free of dominions he had no wish ro leave. The women who
freely offered their love find themselves free of the conquests they
so adore. Those who conguered find themseives free of the
victories to which their hives predestined them.

Death ennobles and clothes the poor absurd cadaver in unaceus-
romed finery. There you have a free mag, though admittedly it was
not a freedom he sought. There you have a man set free from
stavery, though he wept to lose his servitude. A king may be
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laughable as a man and the only splendid thing about hum be his
title but, by virtue of that title, he is nonetheless a superior being,
just as, however monstrous he may seem, the dead man is superior,
because death has set him free.

Weary, I close the shutters on my windows; I exclude the world
and for a moment I am free. Tomorrow [ will return to being a
stave; but now, alone, not needing anyone, fearful lest some voice
or presence should disturb me, 1 have my own small freedom, my
moment of exaltation.

In the chair in which T sit, I forget the hife that so oppresses me.
The only pain I feel is that of having once felt pain.

205 [377]

Anyone reading the earlier part of this book will doubtless have
formed the opinion that Pm a dreamer, If so, they’re wrong. I don’t
have enough money to be a dreamer.

The great mefancholies, the sadnesses filled with tedium, can
extst only i an atmosphere of comfort and sober luxury. Thus
Poe’s Egaeus sits in his ancient ancestral castie, immersed in long
hours of morbid meditation, whiist beyond the door of the great
hall ordinary life goes on, invisible major-domos organize the
meals and the houschold chores.

The great dream demands certain social circumstances. One day,
captivated by a musical plaintiveness in what I had written, 1
imagined myself 10 be another Chateaubriand but broughe myself
up sharply with the realization that T was neither a viscount nora
Breton. On another occasion when [ seemed to notice tn my own
words a similarity to Rousseau, again it did not take me long to see
that I did not have the advantage of being a nobleman ora castellan
and, moreover, was aeither Swiss nor a vagabond.

Bat, after all, the universe atso exists here in Rua dos Douradores.
Even here God ensures the continuing presence of the enigma of
life. And that’s why, though poor, like the landscape of carts and
packing cases, the dreams I manage to extract from amongst the
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wheels and planks, are what [ have and what Pm able to have.

No doubt there are real sunsets elsewhere. But even in this
fourth floor room above the city one can ponder on the infinite. An
infinite built over warchouses, it’s true, but with stars above
it . . . Theseare the thoughts that occur to me standing at my high
window watching the slow end of evening, feeling the dissatis-
faction of the bourgeots T am not and the sadness of the poet Lcan
never be,

206 [374]
Part 2

In me the habit of dreaming and the ability to dream are
primordial. Ever since 1 was a quiet, solitary child, the circum-
stances of my life, along perhaps with other obscure hereditary
forces that have moulded me from afar and cut me to their own
sinister pattern, have made of my spirit a constant flow of
davdreams. Everything that [ am is bound up in this and even the
part of me that seems farthest removed from the dreamer belongs
without a doubt to the sout of one who only dreams, a soul raised
to its highest level.

As best I can, and purely tor the pleasure self-analysis affords me,
I would like to put into words all the mental processes that in me
are but one thing, 2 life devoted to dreaming, a soul brought up
only to dream.

When, as I almost always do, I look at myself from outside, 1
recognize that I am entirely unsuited to action, easily perturbed by
the need to take steps or make gestures, uneasy when talking to
others, with insufficient insight to entertain myself by grappling
with spiritual marters and lacking the necessary physical coordi-
nation to apply myself to any merely physical work.

1t’s only natural that I should be iike that. It’s accepted that all
dreamers are like that. Any rcality troubles me. Other people’s
conversation throws me inro a state of terrible anguish. The reality
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of other people’s souls is a constanr surprise to me. The vast
unconscious network that fies behind ail actions seems an absard
ittusion, with no plausible coherence, nothing.

But if you think that I must therefore be ignorant of other
peopie’s complex psychological processes, that I must lack a clear
understanding of other people’s intimate thoughts and motives,
yow’re mistaken.

For P’'m not merely a dreamer, I am exchusively a dreamer, The
singlemindedness with which [ cultivate the habit of dreaming has
given me an extraordinary clarity of inner vision. Not only do { see
in frightening and at times disturbing relief the figures and
backdrops of my dreams but, justas clearly, I see my abstract ideas,
my human feelings - what’s left of them - my secret impuises, my
psychological attitudes toward myself. 1 mean that I see my own
abstract iddeas in me, | see them with real internal vision inhabiting
a genuine inner space. And thus the smallest detail of their
meanderings 1s visible to me.

That’s how 1 have come to know myself so completely and,
knowing myself compietely, I know humanity just as completely.
There is no base impuise, no noble instince that has not flashed
upon my soul; I know the gestures that accompany cach one. 1
know evil idcas for what they are, whatever masks of goodness or
indifference they put on. I know what it is in ourselves that
struggles to delude us. And so I know most of the people I see
around me better than they do themselves. | often apply mysclf to
studying them in depth, because that way I can make them mine. 1
conquer the psyche Ianalyse, because for me to dream is to possess.
And so you see that it is only natural that a dreamer like myseif
should also possess these powers of analysts.

Thar’s why one of the few things I enjoy reading are plays. Every
day 1 put on plays inside myself and I know all there is to know
about drawing up a Mercator projection of the soul. But the truth
is I derive little entertainment from this; dramatists constantly
make the same gross, vulgar mistakes. Fve never found a play yet
that satisfied me. Having seen human psychology with the clarity
of a lightning flash illuminating every corner at a glance, 1 find
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most drarmratists’ clumsy construction and character amalysis
painful, and the little Pve read in the genre is as displeasing to me as
an inkblot on a page in one of my account books.

Things form the very stuff of my dreams; that’s why I pay such
distracted attention to certain details of the external world.

To give vividness to my dreams I need to know how it is that real
landscapes and real-life characters appear so vivid to us. Because
the vision of the dreamer is not like that of someone who sces
things. In dreaming one does not rest one’s gaze cqually on the
important and unimportant aspects of a real object. The dreamer
sees only the important part. The true reality of an object lies only
in a part of it; the rest is the heavy tribute it pays to the material
world in exchange for its existence in space. Similarly, certain
phenomena that have a palpabie reality in dreams have no reality in
space. A real sunset isimpenderable and transitory. A dream sunset
1s fixed and eternal. The person who can write knows how to see his
dreams clearly (for that is what it means}, to see life as if in dreams,
to see life immaterially, taking photoegraphs of it with the camera of
his daydreams, on which the rays of anything boring, utilitarian
and circumscribed have no effect, registering only as black on the
photographic plate of the spirit.

This attitude, which all my excessive dreaming has only made
worse, means that I see only the dream part of reality. My vision of
things suppresses in them anything that 1s of no use to my dream.
And thus I live always in dreams, even when Pm living in the real
world. To me looking at a sunset within myseif or a sunset in the
real world are one and the same thing, because T always see in the
same way, because my vision 1s cut to the same pattern.

That’s why the idea | have of myself is an idea that to many will
seem raistaken. In a way it is. But I dream myself and 1 sefect out
what is dreamable in me, composing and recomposing myself in
every possible way uati I fit my own requirements for what |
should or shouid not be. Sometimes the best way to sec an object is
to destroy it, for it survives, I can’t explain how, in its own negation
and destruction; that’s what I do to large areas of my own being
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which, once painted out from my portrait of myself, tead to a
transfiguration of myself within my own reality.

How can I be so sure that T sot deceiving myself about these
inner processes of iilusion? Because the process that draws one
aspect of the world or a figure from a dream into a heightened
reality, draws with itan emotion or a thought; it therefore divests it
of all claims to nobility and purity which, as is almost always the
case, it has no right to anyway. You will notice that my objectivity 1s
of the most absolute, I create the absolute object and give absolute
qualities to its physical reality. I did not flee from life exactly, inthe
sense of seeking a softer bed for my soul, Lsimply changed livesand
found in my dreams the same objectivity Iound in life. My dreams
-~ which I will deal with elsewhere - exist independently of my will
and often shock and wound me. Often what 1 find inside myself
distresses, shames {some persistent shred of humanity in me
perhaps — what is shame after all?} and frightens me.

Attentiveness has been replaced in me by uninterrupted day-
dreaming, I now superimpose on things I have seen, even things
seen in dreams, other dreams I carry with me. Once 1 became
sufficiently inatrentive to perform well what I referred toas “seeing
asifin dreams’, for thatinattentiveness was motivated by perpetual
daydreaming and by an (again rather inpattentive) preoccupation
with the course taken by my dreams, I could superimpose what 1
dream on the dream 1 see and interweave the reality now stripped
of its material reality with the absolurely immarerial.

From this comes my ability to pursue several ideas at once, to
observe something and at the same time dream a great diversity of
other things; to dream a real sunset over a real river Tagus at the
same time as [ dream a dreamed morning on some inner Pacific
Ocean. The two dreamed things mingle without mixing, without
really confusing the different emotional state cach one gives rise to.
Thus Fam like someene watching a lot of people passing by on the
street and being simultaneously in each person’s soul {which
presupposes a complete unity of feeling) and at the same time
seeing their bodies (which must of necessity be perceived
separately) passing one another in a street of waltking legs.

205

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:23



FERNANIDO PESSOA

207 [194]

The generation to which I belong was born into a world devoid of
certainty for anyone possessed of both an intellect and a heart, The
destructive work of previous generations meant that the world into
which we were born had no security to offer us as regards religion,
no anchor as regards morality, no stability as regards politics.

We were born into a state of anguish, both metaphysical and
moral, and of political disquiet. Drunk on external formulae, on
the mere processes of reason and science, the preceding generations
destroyed the foundations of the Christian faith because their
Biblical exegesis, which shifted from the textual to the mytho-
logical, reduced the gospels and the earlier hierography of the Jews
to a2 collection of hypothetical myths and legends, to mere
literature. Their scientific criticism gradually found our all the
mistakes and wild ingenuitics of the primitive ‘science’ of the
gospels and, at the same time, the freedom of debate threw openall
metaphysical problems including religious questions. Under the
influence of a vague theory they called ‘positivism’, these
generations criticized all morality and scrutimzed all rules for
living. All that remained from this clash of doctrines was
uncertainty and the pain of that uncertainty. Naturally, a society so
confused in its cultaral foundations could not bur be a victum,
politicaily, of that confusion; and thus we woke to a world avid for
social change that went forward with joy to the conquest of a
freedom whose meaning it did not understand and an idea of
progress it had never clearly defined.

Whilst our forefathers’ crude criticism begueathed the impossi-
bility of being Christians, it left us bereft of all possibility of
contentment, Whilst they bequeathed to us a dissatisfaction with
the established moral formulae, they did not bequeath to us an
indifference to morality and to ruies for living. Whilst they left
political problems in a state of uncertainty, they did not leave our
spirits indifferent to how these problems might be resolved. Our
forefathers destroyed ali this with a good conscience because they
lived in an era thar could still count on fragments of a past solidity,
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What they destroyed was the very thing that gave society its
strength and allowed them to destroy it without even noticing the
cracks in the walls. We inherited the destruction and its
CONSEqQUENCES.

In modern life the world belongs to the stupid, the tnsensitive
and the disturbed. The right to live and triumph 1s today earned
with the same qualifications one requires to be interned in a
madhouse: amorality, hypomania and an incapacity for thought.

208 [192] 29.3.1930

I was born at a time when most young people had lost their belief in
God for much the same reasen that their elders had kept theirs -
without knowing why. And so, because the human spirit teads
naturally to criticize because it feels rather than because it thinks,
most of those young peopie chose Humanity as a substitute for
God. I belong, however, to that species of man thatis always on the
edge of the thing they belong to, that sees not only the crowd they
form a part of but also the great spaces all around. That’s why I did
not abandon God as wholeheartedly as they did, nor did I ever
accept Humanity as a replacement. I considered that God, because
unlikely, just might exist and mught therefore deserve to be adored,
but that Humanity, being a mere biological idea designating
nothing more than the human race itself, was no more deserving of
adoration than any other animal species. This worship of
Humanity, with its rituals of Liberty and Equality, always struck
me as being like a revival of the anciene cults, in which animals were
gads or the gods bore the heads of animals.

Thus, not knowing how to believe in God and being unable to
believe in 2 herd of apimals, 1 maintained, like others on the
sidelines of the crowd, thar attirude of distanice towards everything,
which is commonly called Decadence. Decadence is the total
absence of uncensciousness, for unconsciousness is the very
foundation of life. If the heart could think it would stop beating.

T'o someone ke myself, and to the few like me who five without
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knowing they live, what remains except renunciation as a way of
life and contemplation as destiny? Ignorant of the meaning of a
religious life and unable to discover it through reason, unable to
have faith in the abstract concept of man and not even knowing
what to do with it, al thar remains for us as a justification for
having a soul Is the aesthetic contemplation of life, And so,
insensitive to the solemnity of the world, indifferent to the divine
and despising humankind, we gave ourselves vainly over to a
purposeless sensationism crossed with a refined form of epicurian-
ism suited to our cerebral nerves.

From science we rook only its central precept that everything is
subject to laws of fate against which no independent action i1s
possible because all action is merely reaction. We observed that this
law fitted in well with that other more ancient law of the divine
fatality of things and, like feeble athletes abandoning their
trafning, we gave up the struggle and, with all the scrupulous
attention of genuine erudition, we concentrated instead on the
book of sensation.

Unable to take anything seriously and believing that we were
given no other reality than that of our feelings, we took shelter in
them and explored them as if they were grear undiscovered lands.
And if we work assiduously not just ataesthetic contempiation but
at finding expression for its modes and consequences, it is because
the prose or poetry we write, stripped of the desire to influence
another's perceptions or change someonc eise’s mind, has become
rather like someone reading out loud in order to give a heightened
objectivity to the subjective pleasure of reading.

We know only too well that every work is doomed to imper-
fection and that there is no aesthetic contemplation less assured
than the aesthetic contemplation of what we ourselves write, But
everything is imperfect; there is no sunset, however lovely, that
could not be more so, no gentle breeze lulling us to sleep that
could not full us into a stiii sweeter sleep. Thus, equally contented
contemplating mountains or statues, poring over the daysasifthey
were books, above ali dreaming everything in order to convert 1t
into something intimately ours, we too will write descriptions and
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analyses which, once written, will become alien objects that we can
enjoy as if they had simply armived along with the dusk.

This is not the thinking of pessimists like Vigny*, for whom life
was a prison in which he wove straw to pass the time. To be a
pessimist onc has to view life as a tragedy, which is an exaggerated,
uncomfortable attitude to take, Its true that we do not have any
concept of value thar we can place on the work we produce. It's true
we produce that work in order to pass the time, but we do so not
like the prisoner weaving straw to distract himnself from his destiny,
but tike the lictle girl embroidering pillowcases to entertain herseif
and nothing more.

For me life is an inn where I must stay until the carriage from the
abyss calis to collect me. I don’t know where that carriage will take
me because Tknow nothing. I could consider thisinn re be a prison
since ’'m compelled to stay here; | could consider stakind of club,
because I meet other people here. However, unlike others, I am
neither impatient nor sociable. 1 leave those who shut themselvesin
their rooms and wait, lying limply on their beds unable to sleep; 1
leave those whe chatter in the living room, from where the cosy
sound of music and voices reaches me. I sit at the door and fill my
eyes and ears with the colours and sounds of the fandscape and
stowly, just for myself, I sing vague songs that I compose while I
WaiL.

Nighe will fall on all of us and the carrtage will arrive. I enjoy the
breeze given to me and the soul given to me to enjoy it and Fask no
more questions, took no farther. If what I leave written in the
visitors” book is one day read by others and entertains them on their
journey, that’s fine. If no one reads it or is entertained by it, that’s
fine too.

* Alfred de Vigny {1797-1863), the French Romantic poet and novelist, was
the author of Chatterton { 1835). For him the world was a place of suffering,
iife a constant process of abnegation, and God {(if he existed) a harsh Old
Testarnent deity.
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209 [195]

I belong to a generation that inherited a disbelief in the Christian
faith and that created within izself a disbelief in all other faiths. Our
forefathers still felt an impulse to betieve, which they transferred
from Christianity onte other forms of iljiusion. Some were
enthusiasts for social equality, others were simply in love with
beauty, others put their faith in science and its benefirs whilst
others, even more Christian than ever, went off to Eastand Westin
search of other religions with which they could £l their con-
sciousness of merely living, which seemed hollow otherwise.

We lost all this and were orphaned at birth of all these
consolations. Every civilization cleaves to the intimate contours of
the religion that represents it: to go after other religions is to lose
that first religion and ultimately to lose them all.

We lost both our religion and all others.

We remained each of us abandoned to ourselves, amidst the
desolation of merely knowing ourselves to be alive. A boat would
seem to be an object whose one purpose 1s to travel, but its real
purpose is not to travel but to reach harbour. We found ourseives
on the high seas, with no idea of which port we should be aiming
for. Thus we represent a painful version of the argonauts’ bold
motto: the journey is what matters, not life.

" Bereft of illusions, we live on dreams, which are the iHlusions of

those who canpot have Hlusions. Living off ourselves alone, we
diminish oursclves, because the complete man is he who isunaware
of himself. Without faith, we have no hope and without hope we do
not really have a life. With no idea of the future, we can have no real
idea of today, because, for the man of action, today is only a
prologue to the future. The fighting spirit was stiliborn in us,
because we were born with no enthusiasm for the fight.

Some of us stagnated in the foolish conquest of the everyday,
contemptible, vilgar beings scrabbling for our daily bread and
wanting to get it without working for it, without feeling the effort
involved, without the nobility of achievement.

Others, of better stock, abstained from public life, wanting and
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desiring nothing, and trying to carry to the calvary of oblivion the
cross of simply existing. A vain eadeavour in men whose con-
sciousness, uniike that of the original carrier of the Cross, lacks any
spark of the divine.

Others, busily engaged ourside their soul, gave themselves over
to the cule of confusion and noise, thinking they were alive because
they could be heard, thinking they loved when they merely
stumbled against love’s outer walls. Life hurt us because we kaew
that we were alive: death held no terror for us because we had lost
all normal notions of death,

Bat others, the People of the End, the spiritual boundary of the
Dead Hour, did not even have the courage to give it all up and seek
asylum in themselves. They lived in megation, discontent and
desolation. But we lived it alf inside ourselves, making not even a
single gesture, shut up for as long as we hived within the four walls
of our room and within the four walls of our inability to act.

210 [401]

Pride is the emotional certainty of our own greatness. Vanity 1s the
emotional certainty that others perceive it inus, or at least attribute
it to us. The two feelings do not secessarily go together nor are
they by their nature opposed. They are different yet compatible.
Pride, when it exists alone, without vanity, manifests itself as
timidity. A man who believes he is great butis unsure as to whether
others will recognize him as such, fears comparing the opinion he
holds of himself with the opinion others might have of him.
Vanity, when it exists alone, without pride {something which,
though rare, is quite possible} manifests itself as boldness, A man
who is sure that others acknowledge his value and courage need
fear nothing from them. Physical and moral courage can exist
without vanity, boldness cannot. By boldness I mean the confidence
to take the inttiative. Boldness cap exist without any accompanying
courage, physical or moral, for these personal gualities are of a
different order altogether and not to be compared with boldness.
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211[402] 23.3.1933

For most people life is a bore that is over before they realize it, a sad
business interspersed by a few happy interludes, rather ke the
anecdotes told by people watching over the dead in order to pass
the still night and complete their vigil. T always found it futile to
think of lifc as a vale of tears: it is a vale of tears but onc where
people rarely cry. Heine said that every great tragedy was foliowed
by a general blowing of noses. As a Jew, he saw all too clearly the
universal namure of humanity.

Life would be unbearable if we were truly conscious of it
Forrunately we are not, We live as unconsciously as animals, in just
the same futile, useless way, and if we think about our own death,
as one supposcs animals do not (though one cannot be sure of
that}, we do so in such an absent-minded, distracted and round-
about way that we can barely be said to think about it ar all.

Since that is how we live, there is really no justification for our
thinking ourselves superior to animals. We differ from them only
in purely external details, in the fact of our speaking and writing, in
having an abstract intelligence to distract us from our concrete
inteliigence, and in our ability to irmagine the impossible. All these
things, however, are just the chance attributes of our organism.
Speaking and writing make no difference 1o our basic instinct to
survive, which is quite unconscious. All our abstract intelligence s
good for is constructing systems, or semi-systematic ideas, which
for animatls is a simple matter of lying in the sun. Even our ability to
imagine the impossible may not be a unique ralent, for P've seen
cats staring at the moon and for all T know they may be wishing for
It

The whole world, the whole of life, is a vast system of
unconscious minds operating through individual consciousnesses.
Just as an electric current passing through two gases creates a
liquid, so if you pass life and the world through two conscious-
nesses - that of our concrete being and that of our abstract being -
you create a SuUPerior unconscious.

Happy the man, then, who does not think, for he grasps through
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instinct and his own organic destiny what we only grasp via the
most circuitous routes and our inorganic, social destiny. Happy
the man most like the brute beasts because he effortlessly is what
we all struggle to be; because he knows the way home which we
find only through the byways of fiction and after much retracing of
steps; because, rooted like a tree, he is part of the landscape and
therefore part of its beauty and not, like us, a transient myth, a
mannequin wearing the bright costumes of vanity and oblivion.

212 [406}

The instinctive persistence of life over and above any intelligence is
something that provides matter for some of my most intimate and
most constant reflections. The unreal disguise of consciousness
serves only to emphasize to me the existence of the undisguised
1ACoNSCIous.

From birth to death man lives enslaved by the same external
concept of self as do the animals, He does not live his life, he merely
vegetates on a higher, more complex level. He follows norms he
neither knows exist nor knows himself to be gunided by, and his
ideas, his feelings, his actions are all unconscious - not because
they fack consciousness but because they lack any consciousness of
being conscious.

Oceasional hints that they might be deluding themselves - that
and only that is what most men experience.

I pursue with my desuitory thoughts the ordinary story of
ordinary lives. I see how in everything men are slaves to their
unconscious temperament, to external circumstances, to impulses
to be with people or to be alone that collide in and with that
temperament as if it were nothing.

How often T've heard them come out with the one phrase that
symbolizes the absurdity, the nothingness, the utrer ignorance of
their lives, It’s the phrase they use ro talk of any materiai pleasure:
“You have to grab it while you can.” Grab it and take it where? what
for? why? It would be sad to rouse them from the shadows they
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inhabit by asking them such questions . . . For there speaks a
materialist, becanse any man who talks like that is, even if only
subconsciously, a materialist. What is it he expects to wrench from
life and how? Where will he take the pork chops, the red wine and
the girifriend of the moment? To a heaven in which he doesn’t even
believe? To what earth other than this one which leads inevitably to
the slow putrefaction his life has always been? 1 know of no other
phrase more tragically, more utterly revealing of human nature. It's
what plants would say if they were conscious of enjoying the sun.
I’s what animals inferior to man in their ability to express
themselves would say of their somnambalant pleasures. And who
knows but that I, now, in writing these words with the dlusory idea
that they might endure, do not also think that the memory of
having written them is what I ‘grab from life’. Like the useless
corpse of the average man being lowered into the common
ground, the equally useless corpse of my prose, written while I
wait, 1s lowered into a general oblivion, What right have I to make
fun of another man’s pork chops, red wine and girlfriend?

Brothers in our ignorance, different vessels for the same blood,
different forms of the same inheritance - which of us can deny the
other? Deny your wife but not your mother, your father, or your
brother.

213 [409]

Reading the newspapers, always painfal from an aesthetic point of
view, is often morally painful too, even for one with littie time for
morality.

When one reads of wars and revolutions — there’s always one or
the other going on - one feels not horror but boredom. Irisn’t the
cruel fare of all those dead and wounded, the sacrifice of those who
die as warriors or onlookers, that weighs so heavy on the hearr; its
the stupidity that sacrifices fives and possessions to anything so
unutterably vain. All ideals and ambitions are just the ravings of
gossiping men. No empire merits even the smashing of a child’s
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doli. No ideal merits even the sacrifice of one toy rramn. What
empire is really useful, what ideal really profitable? Everything
comes from humanity and humamty is always the same -
changeable but incapable of perfection, vaciliating but incapable
of progress. Given this irredeemable staze of affairs, given a life we
were given we know not how and will lose we know not when,
given the ten thousand chess games thar make up the struggles of
hife lived in society, given the tedium of vainly contemplating what
will never be achieved | ... ]~ what can the wise man do but beg for
rest, for a respite from having to think about living {asif having to
{ive were not cnough), for a small space in the sun and the openair
and at least the dream that somewhere beyond the mountains there
is peace.

214 [410]

History rejects certainty. There are orderly times when everything
is wretched, and disorderly times when everything is sublime.
Decadent times can be intellecrualiy fertile, and authoritarian
times fertile only in fecblemindedness. Everything intermingles
and intersects, and the only truth that exists isin one’s imagination.

Se many noble ideas fallen onto the dungheap, so many
authentic desires lost in the mire!

As far as I can see, in the prolix confusion of uncertain fate all
godsand all men are equal. Inthe obscure fourth floor room where
I live, they file past me in a succession of dreams, and they are no
more to me than they were to those who believed in them. The
fetishes of negroes with frightened, bewildered eyes, the animal-
gods of savages from tangled wildernesses, the figures the
Egyptians made into symbols, the bright divinities of the Greeks,
the upright gods of the Romans, Mithras, lord of the Sunand ofall
emotion, Jesus lord of consistency and charity, various inter-
pretations of that same Christ, new satats, the gods of the new
towns, all file past to the slow march {is it a pigrimage or a
funeral?} of error and Hfusion. On they all march, and behind them
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come the empty shadows of dreams, which the more inept
dreamers believe must have come down to live on earth, simply
because they cast shadows. Pathetic concepts with neither soul nor
face - Freedom, Humanity, Happiness, a Better Future, Social
Science - they trail through the solitude of the dark like leaves
dragged along beneath the train of a regal cloak stolen by beggars.

215 [412]

Everything unpleasant that happens to us in life - for example,
when we appear ridiculous in the eyes of others, behave badly or
lapse from virtue - should be considered merely external events
without the power to touch the depths of our soul. We should
think of them as the toothache or the corns of life, things that give
us some discomfort but which, although ours, are outside us, as
things that it is up to our organic existence to deal with, things that
only our biclogy need concern itself with,

Once we fully adopt this attitude which 18, in a way, that of the
mystics, we are defended not only against the world but also
against ourselves, because we have conguered what 1s other, what
is external and contrary to us and therefore our enemy.

That’s what Horace meant when he spoke of the just man who
remained unmoved even as the world crashed about his ears. The
image may be absurd, bur the truth of its meaning is indisputabie.
Even if what we pretend to be - because the real we and the
pretended we coexist - collapses around us, we must rematn
unmoved, not because we are just, but because we are ourselves
and being oursefves means having nothing to do with those
external things collapsing about us even if in falling they destroy
what we are for them.

For the best of us, life should be a dream that eschews all
COmMpArisons.
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216 {413}

Direct experience is the subterfuge, the hiding place of those
devoid of imagination.

Reading about the risks taken by a hunter of tigers I experience
all the risks worth taking, except the risk itseif, which was worth so
littie that it has passed out of existence,

Men of action are the unwitting slaves of men of the intellect.
Things only acquire value once they are interpreted. Some men,
then, create things in order that others, by giving them meaning,
make them live. To narrate is to create, whilst to hive ismerely to be
lived.

217 [414]

To subordinate oneself to nothing - be it another human being,
someone we fove, or an idea - to maintain that aloof independence
that consists in not believing in the truth nor, were such a thing to
exist, in the uscfulness of knowing ir: thart, it scems to me, is the
proper condition of the inteliectual life of thinkers. To belong to
something - that’s banal. Creed, ideal, wife or profession: nothing
but prison cells and shackles. To be is to be free. Evenambition isa
burden ifitis based only on futile pride and passion; we would not
feel so proud of it if we realized that it is just the string we’re
tugged along by, No, no des, even to ourselves! As free from
ourselves as we are from others, contemplatives without ecstasy,
thinkers without conclusions, the liberated slaves of God, we will
live out the brief interlude that the absentmindedness of our
executioners comrputes into a temporary stay of execution.
Tomorrow we face the guillotine or, if not tomorrow, then the day
after. Let us spend this respite before the end walking in the sun,
wilfully disregarding alf azms and pursuits. The sun will burnish
our smooth brows and the breeze bring coolness 1o he who
abandons all hope.
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I throw the pen down and, without my picking it up again, it
rolls back down the slope of the desk on which I write.

All this came te me in a rush and my happiness manifests itself in
this gesture of an anger I do not feel.

218 {416] 25.7.1930

We never fove anyone, We love only our idea of what someone is
itke. We love an idea of our own; in short, 1t is ourselves that we
love.

This is erue of every kind of love. In sexual love we seek our own
pleasure through the intermediary of another’s body. In non-
sexual fove, we seck our own pleasure through the intermediary of
an idea we have. The onanist may be an abject creature but in truth
he is the logical expression of the lover. He is the only one who
aeither disguises nor deludes himself.

Relations between one soul and another, expressed through
such uncertain, divergent things as words exchanged and gestures
made, are of a strange complexity, The very way in which we come
to kaow cach other is a form of unknowing. When two peopie say ‘1
fove you’ {or perhaps think or reciprocate the feeling), each one
means by that something different, a different life, even, perhaps, a
different colour and aroma in the abstract sum of impressions that
constitute the activity of the soul.

I am as lucid today as if { had altogether ceased to exist, My
thoughtis laid bare like a skeleton, divested of the carnal rags of the
tHuston of communication. And these consideragions, which I first
shape and then abandon, are born of nothing, of nothing at all, at
feast not of anything that exists in the pit of my consciousness.
Perhaps the disappointment in love that our clerk experienced over
the girl he was going out with, perhaps some phrase taken from an
account of a love affair that newspapers here reprint from the
foreign press, perhaps a vague nausea I carry within me and which 1
have not managed to expel physically . ..
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The commentator on Virgil was wrong, It’s perfecely understand-
able that what we feel above all else should be weanipess. To live
means not to think,

219 [417]

I never speak out loud of my belief in the happiness of animals,
except when I want to use it as a frame to some feeling that
supports that supposition. To be happy itis necessary to know that
one is happy. The only happiness one gets out of enjoying a
dreamless sleep is waking up and knowing that one has slept
without dreaming. Happiness exists outside itself.

There is no happiness without knowledge. But the knowledge of
happiness brings unhappiness, because to know one is happy is to
know that one is passing through happiness and is, therefore, soon
obliged to leave it behind. In happiness asin everything, knowledge
kills. Not to know, however, 1s not to exist.

Only Hegel’s absolute managed, over several pages, to be two
things at once. In the feelings or motivating forces of life, not-
being and being never become fused or confused; through some
process of inverse synthesis the two things remain mutually
exclusive.

So what should one do? Isolate the moment as if it were a
physical object and be happy now, in the moment in which one
feels happiness, without even thinking about what one feels,
simply shutting out everything clse. Cage up thought in feeling
[

[...]the bright maternal smile of the bounteous earth, the dense
splendour of the dark above {. . .}

That ts what I believe, this afternoon. Tomorrow morning it will
be different, because tomorrow morning I wilt be different. What
kind of believer will [ be tomorrow? I don’t know, becanse to know
that I would nced to have been there already. Tomorrow or today
not even the eternal God 1 believe in now will know, because today
Pm me and tomorrow he may perhaps never have existed.
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220 {419) 21.6.1934

Once we believe this world to be merely an illusion and a
phantasm, we are then free to consider everything that happens to
us as a dream, something that only pretended to exist because we
were asleep. And then a subtle and profound indifference towards
all life’s vexations and disasters is born in us. Those who died
simply turned a corner and are out of sight; those who suffer pass
before our eyes ltke a nighsmare (if we fecl), like an unpleasant
daydream (if we think). And our own suffering will be nothing
more than that nothingness. In this world we all sleep on our left
side and hear in our dreams the oppressive beating of our heart.

Nothing more . .. A little sun, a light breeze, a few trees framing
the distance, the desire to be happy, our pain to feel the passing of
the days, the knowledge that ts never quite complete and the truth
always just on the point of being reveated . . . Nothing more,
nothing more . . . No, nothing more . ..

221 {420]

The further we advance in life, the more we become convinced of
two contradictory traths. The first is that, confronted by the reality
of tife, all the fictions of literature and art pale into insignificance.
Though it’s true that the latter afford us a nobler pleasure than life,
in fact, they are like dreams in which we experience feelings never
felt in life and thar conjure up shapes never seen; they are just
dreams from which one awakens, not memories or nostalgic
longings with which we might later live a second life,

The second is this: every noble soul wishes to five lite to the full,
to experience everything and every feeling, to know every corner of
the earth and, given that this is impossible, Iife can only be lived to
the full subjectively, only fived in its entirety once renounced.

These two truths are murnally iereducible, The wise man will
refrain from trying to conflate them and will also refrain from
repudiating one or other of them. He will, however, have to choose
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one and then tve with his regret at not having chosen the other, or
else reject both, and rise above himseif to some personal nirvana.

Happy the man who demands no more from life than wha life
spontancously gives him and who guides himself with the instinct
of cars who scek the sun when there ts sun and, when there 1s no
sun, find what warmth they can, Happy the man who renounces his
life in favour of the imagination and finds pleasure in the
contemplation of other people’s lives, experiencing not the
impressions themselves bur the external spectacle of those
impressions. Happy the man, then, who renounces everything and
from whom, therefore, nothing can be taken or subtracted.

The rustic, the reader of novels, the pure ascetic: these three are
the truly happy men, because they have all renounced their
personality - the first because he lives by instinet, which 1s
impersonal, the second because he lives through his imagination,
which is oblivion, and the third because he does not live and, not
yet having died, sleeps.

Nothing satisfies me, nothing consoles me, everything -
whether or not it has ever existed - satiates me. I neither want my
soul nor wish to remounce it. I desire what I do not desire and
renounce what 1 do not have. I can be neither nothing ner
everything: Pm just the bridge between what I do not have and
what I do not want.

222 (4271 10.4.1930

The wholie life of the human soul is just a movement in the
half-light. We live in a twilight of consclousniess never sure about
what we are or what we think we are. Even in the best of us there
cxists some feeling of vanity about something, some error whose
dimensions we cannot calculate. We are something that happensin
the interval of a play; sometimes, through certain doors, we
glimpse what may only be the scenery. The whole world is
confused, like voices in the night.

Pve just re-read these pages, in which I'write with a clarity that
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will last only as long as they last, and T ask myself: What is this, and
what is it for? Who am T when I feel? What dies in me when T am?

Like someone high on a peak trying to make out the lives of
those living in the valley, I lock down and see myself, along with
everything else, as just 2 blurred, confused landscape.

At times like this, when my soul is plunged into the abyss, even
the tiniest detail grieves me as if it were a letter of farewell,

I feel T am always on the cve of an awakening. Beneath a
suffocating welter of conclusions 1 struggle within an outer
covering that is me. I would cry out if  thought anyone would hear.
Bur alf | feel 1s a terrible tiredness that shifts from one feeling o
another like a succession of clouds, the sort that ieave patterns of
sunlight and green on the grass of long meadows lying half in
shadow.

Pm like someone engaged in a random search for an object no
one has yer described to him, We play hide-and-seck alone.
Somewhere there is a transcendent reason for all this, some fluid
divinity, heard but aot seen.

Yes, | reread thesc pages representative of empty hours, of
minor moments of tranquillity or of illusions, great hopes turned
into landscapes, griefs like rooms no one enters, a few voices, a
great weariness, the gospel vet to be written.

Everyone is vain about something, and the vanity of each of us
consists in our forgetting that there are others with souls like ours,
My vanity consists in a few pages, a few paragraphs, certain
doubts ...

Did I say I re-read these pages? T lied. T daren’t re-read them. 1
can't, What good would it do me? It’s some other person there. Ino
longer understand any of it . . .

223 {431}
Idon’t know why but sometimes I feel touched by a premonition of
death ... Maybe it's just a vague malaise which, because it does not

manifest itself as pain, tends to become spiritualized, or else it’s a
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weariness that calls for a sleep so deep that no amount of sleep
could satisfy it; what s certain is that I feel as if at fast, after a
gradually worsening illness, I had let my feeble hands slip without
violence or regret from the bedspread on which they rested.

I wonder then what is this thing we call death. I don’t mean the
mystery of death, which I cannot penetrate, but the physical
sensation of ceasing to live. Humanity is, albeit hesitantly, atraid of
death; the average man comes oft lightly, for the average man,
when sick or old, rarcly casts a horrified glance into the abyss that
he finds within the void. That is merely a lack of imaginanion asitis
in someone who imagines death as being like sicep. How canitbe if
death does not in the least resembie sleep? The essentiat feature of
sleep is that one wakes from it whereas, at least as far as we know,
one never wakes from death, And if death is like sleep we should
have some notion of waking from it. This is not, however, what the
average man imagines: he imagines death as a sleep from which one
does not wake, which is guite meaningless. What I say1s that death
is not like sleep, because in sieep one is alive but sleeping; I don’t
know how anyone can compare death to anything, because one
cannot experience death or anything even remotely comparable to
It

When 1 see 2 dead person, death seems ro me like a departure.
The corpse looks like a suit someone has left behind, The person
has departed and had no need to take with him the one suit he had
put on.

224 [430] 521932

My head and the whole universe ache. By some spiritaal reflex,
physical aches and pains, more obvious than moral ones, unieash
tragedies they themselves do not contain. They express an
impatience with everything, everything, including the whole
universe down to the very last star,

I never take communion, I never have. Neither, I suppose, will i
ever be able to partake of that bastardized concept according to
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which we are, as soufs, conseguences of a material thing called the
brain that exists from birth inside another material thing called the
craniam, § cannot be a materialist, which is, 1 believe, what that
concept implies, because I cannot establish a clear link ~ a visnal
link 1 mean ~ berween a visible mass of grey (or any other colour}
matter, and the ‘T’ which, from behind my eyes, sees the skies and
ponders them and imagines other non-existent skies. But, even
though I could never fall into the trap of supposing that one thing
is the same as another simply because the two things exist in the
same place, like a wall and my shadow falling on it, or of assuming
that a relationship between the soul and the brain is any more
logical than a refationship between me, on my journey to work, and
the vehicle in which I travel, T stilf believe there 15 an intimate
relationship between what is pure spinit in us and what is body and
that this can give rise to disputes between them. These disputes are
like these in which the more vulgar of twa parties starts pestering
the less visigar one.

My head aches today, an ache originating perhaps in my
stomach. But the ache, once suggested by my stomach to my head,
witl interrupt any meditations going on behind the fact of my
having a brain. If someone covers my cyes, he may temporarily
prevent me seeing but he does not biind me. And yet now, because
my head aches, I find the present monotonous and absurd
spectacle of the world outside me so completely lacking in value or
nobility that I can scarcely conceive of it as being the world. My
head aches which means that I am conscious of an offence against
me on the part of the material world and because, like all offences,
it upsets me, I feel predisposed to being bad-tempered with
everyone, including the person nearest me even though it was not
he who offended me.

My one desire is to die, at lcast temporarily, but this, as I said, is
only because I have a headache. In this moment I suddenly think
how much more nobly one of the great prose writers would putall
this. Phrase by phrase, he would anwrap the anonymous pain of
the world; inspired paragraphs would appear before his eyes that
would conjure up all carthly human dramas and, out of the
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pounding of his fevered temples, he would construct a whole
metaphysics of misfortune. I, however, lack all stylistic nobility.
My head aches because it does. The universe hurts me because my
head does, But the universe that really hurts me is not the real one,
which exists because 1t does not know I exist, but my very own
universe, which, if I ran my hands through my hair, seems to make
me feel that each hair on my head suffers only in order to make me
suffer.

225 [432] 23.5.1932

1 don’t know what time is. I don’t know what, if any, is the truest
way of measuring it. I know that the way the clock measures time is
false: it divides time spatially, from the outside. I know that the
time kept by the emotions is false too: they divide not time but the
sensation of time. The time of dreams is also wrong; in dreams we
brush past time, sometimes slowly, sometimes fast, and what we
experience is either fast or slow according to some peculiarity in
the way it flows, the nature of which I do not understand.

Sometimes I think everyrhing is false and that time is justa frame
used to surround anything foreign to itseif. In my memories of my
past life, time is ordered on absurd planes and levels, so that I am
younger in one cpisode of my life as a solemn fifteen-year-old than
in another as a baby sitting surrounded by my toys.

If T think about these things my consciousness grows tangled. I
sense an error in it all; I don’t know, however, where that error fies.
it’s as if T were warching some kind of magic trick and, because |
recognize 1t’s a trick, 'm aware of being deceived bur I can’t work
out the technique or mechanics of the deceit.

Then 'm invaded by thoughts which, though absurd, I can’t
rotally reject. I wonder if a man meditating slowly inside a fast-
moving car is moving fast or slowly. I wonder if a suicide hurling
himselfinto the sea and someonc merely shipping on the esplanade
acrually fall at the same speed. I wonder if three acrions taking
place at the same time ~ my smoking a cigarette, writing this

228

42758_The_Book_ Of_Disquiet 16/04/2010 14:37:23



FERNANDO PESSOA

paragraph and thinking these obscure thoughts - are truly
synchronous.

One can imagine that of two wheels turning on the same axle
there will always be one ahead of the other, even if only by a
fraction of a millimetre. A microscope would exaggerate that
dislocation to the point of making it unbelievable, impossible were
it not real, And why shouldn’t the microscope prove truer than our
feeble eyestght? Are these just futile thoughts? Of course they are.
Are they just the illusions of thought? They are. What is this thing
then that measures us without measure and klls us even though it
does not itself exist? Itis at moments like these, when 'm not even
sitre that ime exists, that I experience time like 2 person, and then |
simply feel like going to sleep.

226 [231]

If some day I should happen to have a secure life and all the time
and opportunity in the world to write and publish, I know that I
will be nostalgic for this uncerrain fife in which I scarcely write at
all and publish nothing, I will feel nostalgic not only because this
ordinary life is over and I will never have it again, but because there
is in every kind of life a particular quality and a peculiar pleasure
and when we move on to another life, even ifit is a better one, that
pecutiar pleasure 1s dimmed, that particular quality impoverished,
they cease to exist and one feels their loss.

If one day I manage to carry the cross of my intentions to the
uitimate calvary, I know that I will find another calvary within and
will feel nostalgia for the days when T was fatile, unpolished and
imperfect. I will be in some way diminished.

I feel drowsy. I spent a boring day engaged on a particularly
absurd task in an almost deserted office. Two of the staff are off
sick and the others are simply not in today. Pm alone apart from the
office boy wheo is far away at the opposite end of the room. I feel
nostalgia for the possibility of onc day feeling nostalgia, regardless
of how absurd that nostalgia may seem.
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I almost pray to the gods to let me stay here, as if locked up ina
safe, defended from both life’s bitterness and its joys.

227 (84] 31.3.34

I’s been such a long rime since I last wrote anything! During those
days lived centuries of hesitant renunciation, I stagnated like a
deserted lake in a non-existent landscape.

During that rime the diverse monotony of days, the ever varying
succession of unvarying hours, in short, hife, flowed over me,
flowed pleasantly over me. I would have felt its flow no differently
had T been asleep. I stagnated like a non-existent lake in a deserted

fandscape.
I often fail to recognize myself, a freguent occurrence amongst
those who know themselves . . . I observe myself in the various

disguises in which I live. Of the things that change I retain only
what stays the same, of the things one does only what is worthless.

Far off in me, as if I were engaged on an inward journey, I
remember the varied monotony of that house in the provinces . . .
That’s where I spent my childhood but, even if T wanted to, I
couldn’t say if my life was more or less happy than it is today. The
person who lived there was not me but another: they are different
lives, diverse, not comparabie. The same monotonies that seem
similar from the outside were doubtless different from within.
They were not two monatosntes but two fives.

But why do I remember?

Out of weariness. To remember is restful becaunse it does not
involve action. How often, to abtain a deeper sense of repose, 1
remember what never was . ..

So compiletely have I become a fiction of myself that the minute
any natural feeling (shouid 1 experience such a thing} is born, it
becomes at once an imagined feeling - memory becomes dream,
dream a forgetting of dreams, self-knowledge a lack of self'
reflection,

I have so compietely divested myself of my own being that to
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exist is to clothe myself. Only disguised am I myself. And all
around me, as they fade, unknown sunsets wash with gold
landscapes 1 will never see.

228 (23]
Omayr Khayyam

Omar had a personality whilst I, fortanately or unfortunately, have
sone. What [ am one moment, I cease to be the next; whatever 1
was one day, Pve forgotten by the following day. Someone, like
Omar, who is who he is, Hves in onc world only, which is the
external world; someone, like me, who is not who he is, lives not
only in the external world but in a continually evolving and diverse
inner world. Even if he wanted to, he couid not have the same
philosophy as Omar. Thus, without really wanting to, I carry
within me, as if they were souls, the very philosophies I criticize;
Omar could reject them all, for they were external to hims; T cannot
reject them because they are me.

229 22]

Once, | found a passage of mine written in French some fifteen
years ago. P've never been to France and never had close contact
with the French, and since I never practised the fanguage I could
not, thercfore, be said to have become unpractised in it. Today 1
read as much French as ever. P'm older, more experienced; 1 should
have progressed. And yet that passage from my far-off past has a
sureness of touch in its use of French that T do not have today; the
style has a fluidity I could not now reproduce in that language;
there are whole paragraphs, whole sentences and turns of phrase
that demonstrate a fluency 1 have fost without even knowing I had
1t. How can one explain this? Whose place have I usurped within
myself?
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{ know it’s easy enough to come up with a theory of the flutdity
of things and souls, to understand that we are an inner flow of life,
to imagine that we are many, that we merely pass through
ourselves, that we have been many people ... But there’s something
else going on here which is not the mere flowing of the personality
berween its own banks; there is here the absolute other, an alien
being that was mine. That I should lose, as I grow older,
imagination, emotion, a certain type of intelligence, a way of
feeling, ail that, whilst painful, would not shock me. But what is
happening to me when [ can read what I wrote as if it were written
by a stranger? What shore can I be standing on that allows me to
look down and see my own self at the bottom of the sea?

On other occasions I've found passages [ can’t remember having
written, which is not so surprising, but to be unabie to remember
even having been capabie of writing something, that terrifies me.
Certain phrases belong to another way of thinking altogether, It’s
as if T had found an old portrair, clearly of myseclf, yet showing
someone of a different stature, with unrecognizable features that
are still indisputably, frighteningly mine.

230[21]

fiverything about me is fading away. My whole life, my memories,
my imagination and its contents, my personality, it’s all fading
away. I continually feel that I was someone clse, that I felt and
thought as another. I am present at a play with different scenery
and the drama I watch 1s me.

Sometimes amidst the accumalated banality of my literary work
stored randomly in various desk drawers, [ come across things §
wrote ten or cven fifteen or more years ago. And many of them
seern 1o me to have been written by a stranger; T don’t recognize
myself in them. Someone wrote them and it was me, It was me who
felt them, but in another life from which | have now awoken as if
from another’s dream.

I often find things written by me when I was still very young,
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passages I wrote when I was seventeen or twenty years old. And
some of them have a power of expression that I do not remember
having at that age. Cerrain phrases, certain sentences written when
Iwas barely out of adolescence, seem the product of who Fam now,
educated by the passing years and by experience. I realize thatlam
the same as [ was. And, having often thought that to get to where I
am now | must have progressed a lot from what I was, I wonderin
what that progress consists if I was the same then as I am now.

There’s a mystery in this thar undermines and oppresses me.

Only a few days ago I came across a short text written years ago,
which really shook me. I know pertfectly well that my {relative)
scrupttlousness about fanguage dates from only a few years back,
yer [ found in a drawer a piece | had writren long before, which was
rermarkable for this same linguistic scrupulousaess. 1 gepuinely
could not understand that past self. How is it that I have advanced
only to become what T already was? How could 1 know myself
roday when I did not yesterday? And everything becomes lostin a
labyrinth in which I lose myself.

I let my thoughts drift and feel convinced that what I'm writing
now Fhavealready written. T remember and [ ask the part of me thar
pretends to be me if there is not in the Plaronic view of the senses,
another more obligue recollection, another memory of a previous
fife that is in facy this life

Dear God, wheis this person [ attend on? How many people am
I Who is me? Whatis this gap that exists between me and myself?

231119 25.4.1930

Today, in a break from feeling, I was meditating on the form of
prose Luse, in short, on how Dwrite. Like many other people, E had
the perverse desire to establish 2 system and a norm, even though
up tll now I've always written without the need for any such norm
or systern; in that, too, I'm no different from anyone else.
However, when I was analysing myself this afternoon, 1
discovered that my stylistic system rests on two principles and,
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toliowing in the footsteps of the classical authors, Eat once made of
those two principles the general foundations of all style: first, to say
what one feels exactly as one feels it - clearly, if it is clear; obscurely,
if it is obscure; and confusedly, if it is confused; secondly, to
understand that grammar is a tool not a law.

Let’s suppose that I see before me a rather boyish young girl. An
ordinary person would say of her: “That girl tooks like a boy’
Another ordinary person, more conscious of the difference
between speaking and saying, would put it differently: “That girlis
a boy.” Another, equally aware of the rules of expression, but more
informed by a tove of brevity, would say: ‘He’s a boy” 1, on the
other hand, would say: ‘She’s a boy,” thus violating the most
elementary of grammatical rules that demands agreement of
gender between personal pronoun and noun. And 1 would be
right; I would have spoken absolutely, photographically, stepping
outside of all vuigar norms and beyond the commonplace. I wiil
not merely have uttered words: 1 will have spoken.

Grammar, in defining usage, makes divisions which are
sometimes legitimate, sometimes false. For example, it divides
verbs 1nto transitive and intransitive; however, someone who
understands what is involved in speaking, often has to make a
transitive verb intransitive, or vice versa, if he is 1o convey exactly
what he feels, and not, like most human animals, merely to glimpse
it obscurely. If Twanted to talk about my simpie existence, Twould
say: ‘T exist.” If I wanted to talk about my existence as a separate
soul, T would say: ‘T am me.” Bur if | wanted to talk about my
existence as an entity that both directs and forms irself, that
exercises within itself the divine function of seH-creation, I would
have to invent a transitive form and say, triumphantly and
ungrammatically supreme, ‘1 exist me.” { would have expressed a
whole philosophy in three small words. Isn’t that preferabie to
taking forty sentences te say nothing? What more can one ask of
philosophy and language?

Only those who are unable to think what they feel obey
grammatical ruiés. Someone who knows how to express himself
can use those rules as he pleases. There’s a story they tell of
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Sigismund*, King of Rome, who, having made a grammatical
mistake in a public speech, said to the person who pointed this out
to him: ‘T am King of Rome and therefore above grammar.” And
history tells that he was known thereafter as Sigismund ‘supra-
grammaticam’. What a marvellous symbol! Anyone who knows
how to say what he wants to say is, in his own way, King of Rome.
Not a bad title and the only way to achieve it is to ‘exist onesclf’.

232[15]

1 enjoy using words, Or rather: I enjoy making words work. For me
words are tangible bodies, visible sirens, sensualities made flesh.
Perhaps because real sensuality has no interest for me whatsoever -
not even in thoughts or dreams - desire has become transmuted
iato the part of me that creates verbal rhythms or hears them in
other people’s speech. 1 tremble if 1 hear someone speak well.
Certain pages in Fialho? or in Chateaubriand make hife tingle inmy
veing, make me quietly, tremulously mad with an unattainable
pleasure already mine. Moreover, some pages by Vieira, in all the
cold perfection of his syntactic engineering, make me shiver like a
branch in the wind, in the passive delirium of something set in
motion.

Like all great lovers, T enjoy the pleasure of losing myself, that
pleasure in which one suffers wholeheartedly the delights of
surrender. And that’s why 1 often write withowt even wanting to
think, in an externalized daydream, leeting the words caress me as
if T were a lirtle gird sitting on their lap. They’re just meaningless
sentences, flowing languidly with the fluidity of water that forgets
itseif as a stream docs in the waves that mingle and fade, constantly

*Presumably a reference to Sigismund, Holy Roman Emperor (1411-1437),

José Valentim Fialho de Almeida (1857-1911) was a Pormguese writer of
shost stories, much influenced by naturalism and the progressive ideas of his
time.
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reborn, following endlessly one on the other. That’s how ideas and
imaggs, tremulous with expréssion, pass throngh me like a rustling
procession of faded sitks amongst which a shiver of an idea flickers,
mottied and indistinct in the moonlight,

Though I weep for nothing that iife might bring or take away
from me, certain pages of prose can reduce me to tears. I
remember, as if it were yesterday, the night on which I picked upan
anthology and read for the first fime Vieira’s famous passage on
King Solomon. “Solomon buiit a palace .. . 1 read on to the end,
trembling and confused, then burst into joyful tears that no real
happiness could have provoked, tears that no sadness in my life wall
ever provoke, The hieratic rhythm of our clear, majestic language,
the expression of ideas in words that flowed as inevitably as water
down a hillside, that vocalic thrill by which every sound takes on its
ideal colour: all this intoxicated me as instinctively as some great
political passion. And, as I said, I wept; I still cry when I remember
it roday. It isn’t nostalgia for my childhood, for which 1 feel no
nostalgia: it’s nostalgia for the emotion of that moment, it’s the
pain of never again being able to read for the first time that great
symphonic certaitty.

I have no political or social sense. In a way, though, I do have a
highly developed patnotic sense. My fatherland 1s the Portuguese
language. It wouldn’t grieve me if someone invaded and took over
Portugal as long as they didn’t bother me personpally, What 1 hate,
with all the hatred I can muster, is not the person who writes bad
Portuguese, or who does not know his grammar, or who writes
using the new simplified orthography; what I hate, as if it were an
actual person, is the poorly written page of Portuguese itself; what
I hare, as if it were someone who deserved a beating, 1s the bad
grammar itself; what [ hate, as T hate a gob of spit independently of
its perpetrator, is modern orthography with its preference for v’
over ‘v *

*Pessoa respected the etymological orthography of Portuguese and would
thus write ‘rhythmeos’, ‘mystico’, etc,, rather than ‘ritmo’ and “mistico’, as
recommended by the orthographical reforms made in his liferime.
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For orthography is just as much a living thing as we are. A word
is complcte when seen and heard. And the pomp of the Graeco-
Roman transliteration clothes it for me in the true royal mantle
that makes it our lady and our queen.

233 [52)
Randowm diary

Every day the material world mistreats me. My sensibility is like a
flame in the wind. I walk down a road and ¥ see in the faces of the
passers-by, not their real expressions, but the expressions they
would wear if they knew about my life and how I am, if the
ridiculous, rimid abnormality of my soul were made transparentin
my gestures and in my face. In the eyes that avosd mine I suspect a
mockery I find only natural, aimed at the inelegant exception I
represent in a workd that takes pleasure in things and 0 activity
and, in the depths of these passing physiognomuies, I imagine and
interpose an awareness of the timid nature of my tife that sparks off
guffaws of laughter. After thinking this, I try in vain to convince
myself that T alone am the source of this idea of other people’s
mockery and mild opprobrium. But once objectified in others, I
can no longer reciaim the image of myself as a figure of fun. I feel
myself grow suddenly vaguc and hesitant in a hothouse rife with
ridicule and animosity, From the depths of their soul, everyone
points a finger at me. Everyone who passes stones me with merry
insolence. I walk amongst enemy ghosts that my sick imagination
has conjured up and planted inside real people. Everything jabs
and jeers at me. And sometimes, in the middle of the road -
uncbserved, after all - I stop and hesitate, seeking a sudden new
dimension, a door onto the inrerior of space, onto the other side of
space, where without delay 1 might flee my awareness of other
people, my too objective intuition of the reality of other peopie’s
living souis.

Is it that my habit of placing myself in the souls of other people
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makes me see myself as others see or would see me if they noticed .
my presence there? It is. And once Pyve percetved what they would
feet about me if they knew me, it is as if they were feeling and
expressing it ar that very moment. It is a torture to me to live with
other peopie. Then there are those who live inside me. Even when
removed from life, 'm forced to live with them. Alone, I am
hemmed tn by multitudes. | have nowhere to flec to, uniess T were
1o flee myself.

Ah, tail twilight mountains, narrow mooniit streets, if only I
enjoyed your lack of awareness of the [ ... ] your spiritual vision of
the material world, free of preconceptions, devoid of sensibility,
with no room for feclings or thoughts or disquiet! Trees, never
anything more than trees, with your green leaves so pleasantto the
eyes, you are so indifferent fo my cares and griefs, so consoling to
my anguish because you lack eyes to see it and a soul to lock
through those eyes to misunderstand and mock! Stones on the
road, broken tree stumps, the mere anonymous soil of the earth,
your insensitivity to my sout is like a sisterly caress, abalm tome . ..
[ ...] benearh the sun or beneath the moon of the Earth, my
mother, so much more tenderly maternal than my own human
mother, because you cannot criticize me, because you do not havea
souf with which unwittingly to analyse me, nor can you throw me
rapid glances that provoke thoughts about me you would not
confess even to yourself. Vast sea, my clamorous childhood
companion, you bring me peace and cradle me because you have no
human voice and will not ene day whisper into other human ears of
my weaknesses and imperfections. Great sky, biue sky, so close to
the mystery of the angels {. . .] you do not fook ar me with envious
eyes, and whes you pin the sun on your breast you do not do so to
attract me nor [ . . nor don a mask of stars in order to make fun of
me ... Immense peace of nature, so maternal in your utter
ignorance of me; distant quiet [...] so fraternal in your utter
inability ever to know me . . . I would like to pray to your oneness
and your calm, as an expression of the joy that comes with being
able to love without suspicion or doubt; Iwould like ro give cars to
your not-hearing, eyes to your sublime [...] and to be scen and
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heard by you through those imagined cyes and ears, glad to be
present at your Nothingness, attentive to what is distant, asiftoa
definitive death, clinging to no hopes of any other life beyond a
God, beyond the possibility of growing voluptucusiy oid and
beyond the spiritual natare of all matrer.

234 [492]

The outside world exists like an actor on a stage: it’s there but it’s
pretending to be something else,

235 (438] 29.11.1931

If there is one thing life gives us, apart from life itself, and for
which we must thank the gods, it is the gift of not knowing
ourselves: of not knowing ourselves and of not knowing one
another. The human soul is an abyss of viscous darkness, a well
whose depths are rarely plumbed from the surface of the world. No
one would love themselves if they really knew themselves and thus,
without vanity, which is the life blood of the spirit, our soul would
die of anaemia. No one knows anyone else and ir’s just as well, forif
we did, be they mother, wife or son, we would find huirking in each
of them our deep, metaphysical enemy.

The only reason we get on together 1s that we know nothing
about one another. What would happen to all those happy couples
if they could sec into cach other’s soul, if they could understand
cach other, as the romantics say, unaware of the danger (albeit
futile} in their words? Every married couple in the world is a.
mismatch because each person harbours, in the secret part of the
soul that belongs to the Devil, the subtle image of the man they
desire but who is not their husband, the nubile figure of the
sublime woman their wife never was. The happiest are unaware of
these frustrated inner longings; the less happy are neither aware
nor entirely unaware of them, and only the occasional clumsy
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impulse, a roughnessin the way they treat the other, evokes, onthe .
casual surface of gestures and words, the hidden Demon, the old
Eve, the Knight or the Sylph.

The life onc lives 1s one long misunderstanding, a happy
medium between a greatness that does not exist and a happiness
that cannot exist. We are content because, even when thinking or
feeling, we are capable of not believing in the existence of the soul.
In the masked ball that is our life, we’re content to put on the lovely
clothes that are, after all, what matters in the dance. We are the
staves of lights and colours, we launch ourselves into the dance as if
it were truth itself, and - uniess we are leftalone and do not dance -
we have no knowledge of the vast and lofty cold of the night
outside, of the mortal body beneath the rags that outlive it, of
everything which, when alone, we believe ro be essentially us, bue
in the end is just a personal parody of the truth of what we imagine
ourseives to be.

Everything we do or say, everything we think or feel, wears the
same mask and the same fancy dress. However many layers of
ciothing we take off, we arc never left naked, for nakedness is a
phenomenon of the soul and has nothing to do with taking off
one’s ciothes, Thus, dressed in body and soul, with our mulriple
outfits clinging to us as sleek as feathers, we live out the brief time
the gods give us to enjoy ourselves happily or unhappily (or
ignorant of quite what our feelings are), like children playing
carnest games.

Someone, more free or accursed than the rest of us, suddenly
sees (though even he only sees it rarcly) that everything we are is
what we are not, that we deceive ourselves about what is certain and
are wrong about what we judge to be right. And this individual,
who for one brief moment sees the universe naked, creates a
philosophy or dreams a religion, and the philosophy spreads and
the religion grows and those who believe in the philosophy wear it
like an invisible garment, and those who believe in the religion put
it on like a mask they then forger they are wearing.

And so, ignorant of ourselves and of everyone else, and therefore
happily able to get along with one another, we are caught up inthe
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folds of the dance or the conversations in the intervals, human,
serious and futile, dancing to the sound of the great orchestra of
the stars, beneath the scornful, distant gaze of the organizers of the
show.

Only they know that we are the prisoners of the illusion they
created for us. But what is the reason for this illusion, and why does
this or any itfusion exist and why is it that they, as deluded as we are,
chose this iHusion to give to us? That, of course, even they do not
know.,

236 [439]

The path up the hill feads ro the windmill, but the effort expended
in climbing it ieads nowhere.
It was one afternoon in autums when the sky had a cold, dead
warmth and clouds smothered the light in blankets of stowness.
Fate gave me only two things: some account books and the gift
of dreaming.

237 [444]

Man should not be able to see his own face. Nothing is more
terribie than that. Nature gave him the gift of being unable to sce
either his face or into his own ¢yes,

He could only see his own face in the waters of rivers and lakes.
Even the posture he had ro adopt to do so was symbeolic. He had to
bend down, to lower himself, in order to suffer the ignominy of
seeing his own face.

The creator of the mirror poisoned the human soul.

238 {450]

The basest of all human needs is the need to confide, to confess. It
is the soul’s need to go outside itseif.
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All right, confess, but confess only what you do not feel. Free
your soul from the weight of all your secrets by speaking them out
loud; bur how much better if you had never uttered the secrer you
revealed. Lic to yourself rather than utrer thar rruth, To express
oneself is always a mistake. Be aware of this and in yourself make
self-expression the twin of lying.

239 [452]

Inaction is our consolation for everything, notacting our one great
provider. The ability to imagine isall, as long as it does not lead to
action. No one can be king of the world except in dreams. And, if
we arc honest, each of us wants to be king of the world.

Not to be, but to think, that is the true throne, Not to want, but
to desire, that is the crown, Whatever we renounce we preserve
inract in our dreams.

240 [453]
Mascims

The posscssion of definite, firm opinions, instincts, passions anda
fixed, recognizable character, all this contributes to the horror of
making of our soul a fact, of making it material and external,
Living is a sweer, fluid state of ignorance about all things and
about onesclf (itis the only way of life guaranteed to suit and bring
comfort to the sage}.

The ability constantly to interpose oneself between self and other
things shows the highest degree of knowledge and prudence.

Our personality should be impenetrable even to ourselves: that’s
why our duty should be always to dream and fo inciude ourselvesin
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our dreams so thar it 1s impossible for us to hold any opinions
about ourselves.

And we should especially avoid the tavasion of our personality by
others. Any interest others take in us is an unparalieled indelicacy.
The only thing that prevents the everyday greeting of *How are
you?’ from being an unforgivable insultis the fact thatin general it
is utterly empty and insincere.

To love is merely to grow tired of being alone: it is therefore both
cowardice and a betrayal of ourselves (it is vitally important thar we
should not love}.

To give someone good advice is to show a complete Jack of respect
for that persor’s God-given ability to make mistakes. Purthermore,
other peopie’s actions should retain the advantage of not being
ours. The only possible reason for asking other people’s advice isto
know, when we subsequently do exactly the contrary of what they

told us to do, that we really are ourselves, acting in complete
disaccord with all that is other.

241 [455]

The countryside 1s wherever we are not. There and only there do
real shadows and real trees exist.

Life is the hesitarion berween an exclamaton mark and a question

mark. After doubt there is 2 full stop.

The miracle is a sign of God’s laziness or rather the laziness we
attribute to Him by inventing the miracle.

The Gods are the incarnation of what we can never be,
The weariness of all hypotheses . ..
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242 (4621

To think, yes, even to think, is to act. Only in absolute daydreams,
where no activity intervenes, where all consciousness of ourselves
gets terminally stuck in the mud - only there in that warm, damp
state of non-being can one truly abandon all action,

Not wanting to understand, not analysing . .. To observe oneseif
as one observes nature; to gaze on one’s impressions as one would
on a field - that is true wisdom.

243 [472]
Omar Khayydm

Khayyiny’s redium is not that of someone who is ignorant of what
he does, because the truth is that he can do nothing, That is the
tedium of those who were born dead and of those who quite
legitimately turn to morphine and cocaine. The wise Persian’s
tedium is deeper and nobier than that. Itis the tedium of someone
who has clearly thought things through and seen that everything is
obscure, It is the tedium of someone who has weighed up all
religions and all philosophies and then said with Solomon: °T saw
that everything was vanity and vexation of the spirit’ or in the
words of another king, or rather emiperor, Septimus Severus™®, as
he bade farewell to power and to the world: “Omaia fin, nthil
expedit . . "I was all things; all was worthless.

1ife, said Tardet, is the search for the impossible via the useless;
that’s exactly what Omar Khayyam would have said.

That's where the Persian’s reliance on wine comes in. Drink up!
Drink up! encapsulates the whole of his practical philosophy. It is

#Presumably Lucius Seprimus Severis (146-211), Roman emperor 193-211.

tGabriel Farde { 18431904 ), French philosopher and sociologist.
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not joyful drinking in order to feel happier and more oneself. It is
not desperate drinking in order to forget and be less oneself. Joy
adds to wine both love and action and it is notable that there is not
one mention in Omar Khayyam of energy nor a single word about
love, Saki, whose graceful figure we onily glimpse in the Rubaiyat
{and that rarely), is only the ‘girl who serves the wine’. The poet is
grateful for her slender form but only in the same degree ashe is
grateful for the slender form of the amphora containing the wine.

Joy speaks out of wine according to Dean Aldrich:*. ..

Khayyam’s philosophy can be reduced then to a gentle epicurism,
honed down to contain only a minimal desire for pleasure. it is
enough for him to gaze on roses and to drink wine. A light breeze,
an aimless, purposeless conversation, a jug of wine and some
flowers: it is in that and only that the wise Persian places his
greatest desire, Love disturbs and wearies, action dissipates and
disappoints, nno one truly knows how to know and thinking
confuses everything. Better then to puta stop to ail our desires and
hopes, to our futile attempts to explain the world, or to any foolish
ambitions to change or govern it. Everything is nothing, or as a
Greck rationalist putit, ‘everything has its source in the unreason.’

244 {475)

More than once, whilst out strolling in the evening, the strange
presence of things and the way they are organized in the world has
often struck my soul with sudden, surprising violence. It’s not so
much the nataral things that affect me, thar communicate thar
fecting so powerfully, it’s rather the arrangement of the streess,
shop signs, the people taiking to one another, their clothes, jobs,
newspapers, the intelligence underlying everything. Or rather it’s
the fact of the very existence of streets, shop signs, jobs, men and

*EBnglish humanist and Vice-Chancellor at Oxford University i the
seventeenth century.
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society, all getting on rogether, following familiar routes and
setting out along new ones.

Ilook hard at man and I see that he isas unconsciousasacatora
dog; the unconsciousness out of which he speaks and orders his life
in society is utterly inferior to that employed by ants and bees in
their social life. Bur then, bevond the existence of organisms,
beyond the existence of rigid, intellectual and physical laws, whatis
revealed to me ina blaze of light is the intelligence that creates and
impregnates the world.

Whenever 1 feel that, the old phrase of a Scholastic, whose name
I've forgotten, immediately springs to mind: Deus est anima
brutorem. God is the soul of the beasts. That was how the author of
this marvetious sentence tried to expiain the certainty with which
instinct guides the lower ammals in whom one sees no sign - or at
best only a glimmer - of intelligence. But we arc all lower animals;
speaking and thinking are just new instincts, less accurate than the
others because they are so new. And the Scholastic’s words, so apt
in their beauty, can be expanded to read: God is the soul of
everything.

I have never understood how anyone, having once tatuited the
great fact of this universal timepiece, could deny the watchmaker in
whom not even Voltaire could disbelieve. I understand rhat when
one looks at certain apparently mistaken facets of a plan {and 1t
would be necessary to know what the plan was in order to know
that these were indeed mistakes) one could amribute to that
supreme intelligence some element of imperfection. I understand
that, though I don’t acceptit. Funderstand too that, sceing the evil
that exists in the world, one might feel unable to accept the idea of
the infinite goodness of that ali-creating intelligence. That too 1
understand, though again without accepting it. But ro deny the
existence of thar intelligence, of God, strikes me as just one of
those foolish whims that so often afflict one part of the intelligence
of men who, in every other respect, are quite superior; such as
those who can’t add up or even (throwing into the arena the
intelligence implicit in artistic sensibility} those who have no
feeling for music or painting or poetry,
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I accepr neither the theory of the imperfect watchmaker nor
thetheory of the cruel watchmaker. I reject the former because,
without knowing the whole plan, we cannot say whether the detaiis
of the way in which the world is governed and arranged are the
lapses or mistakes that they seem to be. We clearly see a plan in
everything; we see some things that seem wrong but we must
consider that if there is a reason for everything, there must alsobea
reason for the things that are apparently wrong. We see the reason
but pot the plan; if we do not know what the plan is, how can we say
that certain things fall outside it? Just as a poet, say, a master of
subtle rhythms, may introduce a dissonant line into a poem for
reasons of rhythm, that is, for a reason that seers entirely contrary
to its nature {and which a more prosaic critic would denounce as
wrong), so the Creator may interpose in the majestic flow of his
meraphysical rhythms things that our narrow reasoning perceives
as mistakes.

Neither, as I said, do Faccept the theory of the cruel watchmaker.
Lagree it’sa more difficult argument to answer but only apparently
so. We can say that we don’t really know whar ‘bad’ means, and
cannot therefore state categorically that a thing is good or bad.
What is certain is that pain, even if it is for our own good, is in itself
bad and is in ieself sufficient proof of the existence of evil in the
world. One toothache is enough for us to disbelieve in the
benevolence of the Creator. Now the essential defect of this
argument would seem to lie In our complete ignorance of God’s
plan, and our equal ignorance of what, as an intelligent being, the
Intellectual Infinite might be like. The existence of evil is one
thing, the reason for its existence qutite another. The distinction is
perhaps subtle to the point of sophistry, but it is accurate. We
cannot deny the existence of evil, but we can reject the idea that the
existence of evil is in itself evil. I recogmze that the problem
remains, but only because of our own continuing imperfection.
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245 [476]

The distinction that revolutionaries draw between the bourgeoisie
and the people, between the nobility and the people, or berween
governors and governed 1s a crass and grievous error. The only true
distinction one can make is between those who adapt or conform
to society and those who do not; the rest ts literarare and bad
literature at that. The beggar, were he ro adaps to society, could be
king tomorrow, but would thereby lose his standing as a beggar.
He would have crossed the frontier and lost his nationality.

This thought consoles me here in this pokey office, whose grimy
windows look out onte a joyless street. Irconsoles me to think that
I have as brothers the creators of the consciousness of the worid -
the unmly playwnght William Shakespeare, the schoolimaster
John Milton, the vagabond Dante Alighieri { .. .] and even, if P'm
permirtted to mention him, Jesus Christ himself who was so itle in
this world that some even doubt his historical existence. The others
are a different breed altogether - Councillor of State Johann
Wolfgang von Goethe, Senator Victor Hugo, heads of state Lenin
and Mussolini.

It is we in the shadows, amongst the errand boys and barbers,
who constitute humanity.

On one side sit the kings with their prestige, the emperors with
their glory, the geniuses with their aura, the sainrs with their
haloes, the leaders of peoples with their power, the prostitutes, the
prophets and the rich . .. On the other side sit we - the errand boy
from around the corner, the unraiy playwright William Shakes-
peare, the barber who tells stories, the schoolmaster John Miiton,
the shop assistant, the vagabond Dante Alighien, those whom
death either forgets or consecrates and whom life forgot and never
consecrated.

246 1477} 6.4.1930
Atmosphere constitutes the soul of things. Each thing has its own
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mode of expression and that expression comes from without.

Each thing is the intersection of three lines which, together,
shape that thing: a quantity of matenal, the way in which we
interpret it and the atmosphere in which it exists. This table at
which P'm writing is a piece of wood, it is a table and onc of the
pieces of furniture 1n this room. My impression of this tabie, if 1
wanted to transcribe it, would have to be made up of various
aotions; that it is made of wood, that I call it atable and attribute to
it certain uses and purposes, and that in it are reflected or inserted
the objects in whose presence it acquires its external soud, the
things that are imposed on it and rhat transform it. And the colour
it was given, the way that colour has faded, the knots and splits it
conzains, all of this, you will notice, comes from without and, more
than its innate woodenness, these are what give it soul. And the
inner kernel of that soul, the being a table, that is, its personaliry,
also comes from without.

Ithink, therefore, tharit is not just a human or a lirerary mistake
to attribute a soul to the things we call inanimate. To be a thing is
to be the object of an attribution. It might be wrong 1o say that a
tree feels, thar a river nans, that a sunset is poigoant or that the calm
sea {as blue as the sky it does not contain} smiles {because of the
sun above it} But it is equally wrong to attribute beauty to an
object, to attribute colour, form, perhaps even being to an object.
‘This sea1s sabt warer. This sunset is just the fading of the sun’s light
from this particnlar longitude and latitude, This child playing
before me is an intellectual bundle of cells, but he is also a
timepiece made up of sub-atomic movements, a strange electrical
conglomeration of miltions of solar systems in microscopic
miniarure.

Everything comes from without and even the human soul 1s
perhaps no more than the ray of sunlight shining in and picking
out on the floor the dungheap that is the body.

These considerations might contain the seeds of a whole
philosophy for anyone strong enough to draw conclusions from
them, ’m nor that person. Intent but vague thoughts about logical
possibilities surface in me and everything fades in the vision of a
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single golden ray of sun shining on a dungheap iike dark, damp,
crushed straw on the almost black earth by a stone wall.

That’s how [ am. When I want to think, I see. When I want to
step out of my soul, I stop suddenly, absentmindedly, on the first
step of the steep spiral staircase, looking out of this top fleor
winidow at the fading sun lighting in tawny gold the diffuse jumble
of rooftops.

247 [478] 6.5.1930

I always thought of metaphysics as a prolonged form of jatent
madness. If we knew the truth, we would see it; everything else is
just empty systems and vain trappings. We should be content with
the incomprehensibility of the universe; the desire to understand
makes us less than human, for to be human is to know that one
does not understand.

They bring me faith wrapped up like a parcel and borne on
someonc else’s tray. They want me to accept it but not open it. They
bring me science, like a kaife on a plate, with which T will cut the
pages of a book of biank pages. They bring me doubt, like dust
inside a box; but why do they bring me the box if alf it contains 1s
dust?

Twrite because Tlack knowledge; and Tuse other people’s rotund
phrases about Truth depending on the demands of a particular
cmotion. If it is a clear, irrevocable emotion, 1 speak of the Gods,
and thits frame it in a consciousness of the multiple world. Ifitisa
deep emotion, I speak, naturally, of God and thus fix it in a
consciousness of the singleness of the world. If the emotion s a
thought, I speak, again naturatly, of Fate and thus let it flow by ftke
a river, the stave of its own riverbed.

Sometimes the actual rhythm of the phrase will demand ‘the
Gods’, not “God’; at others the two syllables of ‘the Gods® will
simply impose themselves on a phrase and then 1 verbally change
universes; at still other times, in contrast, the needs of an internal
rhyme, a shift in rhythm oran emotional shock, will tip the balance
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and then ecither polytheism or monotheism will fit itself to
the moment and be preferred. The Gods are simply a function of

style.

248 [479] 15.9.1931

Many people have come up with definitions of man and, generally,
they define him by contrast with the animals, That’s why in such
definitions they often make use of the phrase ‘manisa ... animal,
and add the appropriate adjective, or ‘man s an animal thar ..
followed by an explanation of the kind of animal man is. ‘Man isa
sick animal,” said Rousseau and in part it’s true. “Man is a rational
animal,’ says the Church and in part that’s true. ‘Man is a tool-using
animal,” says Caryle and in part that’s true too. But these
definitions, and others like them, are always imperfect and
onesided. And the reason is very simple: it’s not easy to distinguish
man from the animals; there’s no foolproof criterion by which to
do so. Human lives pass by in the same profound unconsciousness
as the lives of animals. The same deeprooted laws that rule from
without the instincts of the animals rule the intelhigence of man,
which seems to be nothing more than an instinct in the making, as
unconscions as any instinct, and less perfect because as yet
unformed.

According to the Greek rationalists: ‘Everything has its source in
the unreason’. And everything does come from the unreason.
Apart from mathematics which has nothing to do with anything
except dead numbers and empty formulae and can therefore be
perfectly logical, saence is nothing bur a game played by children
in the rwilight, a desire to catch hold of the shadows of birds, to fix
the shadows of grasses swaying in the wind.

And it’s very strange that, though it’s by no means easy to find
words thar truly distinguish man from animals, it’s easy to
find a way of differentiating the superior man from the common
man,
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I have never forgotten that phrase of the biologist, Haeckel®,
whom [ read in the infancy of my intelligence, at thatage when one
reads scientific publications and arguments against religion. The
phrase goes more or {ess like this: the superior man (a Kant or a
Gocethe, 1 think he says) is farther removed from the common man
than the common man is from the monkey. 've never forgotten the
phrase because it’s true. Berween myself, of little significance
amongst the ranks of thinkers, and a peasant in Lourest thereisa
greater distance than between that peasant and, I won’t say a
monkey, but a cat or a dog. None of us, from the cat up, actuaily
leads the fife imposed on us or the fare given to us; we all derive
from equally obscure origins, we arc ali shadows of gestures made
by someone else, effects made fiesh, consequences with feelings.
But between me and the peasant there 1s a qualitative difference,
deriving from the existence in me of abstract thought and
disinterested emotion; whereas between him and the cat, at the
level of the spirit, there is only a difference of degree,

What distinguishes the superior man from the inferior man and
from the latter’s animal brothers is the simple quality of irony,
frony is the first indication that consciousness has become
conscious and it passes through two stages: the stage reached by
Socrates when he said ‘I only know that 1 know nothing,’ and the
stage reached by Sanchest when he said ‘T do not even know that |
know nothing.” The first stage is that point at which we
dogmatically doubt ourselves and it’s a point that every superior
man will reach. The second stage is the point at which we doubt
borh ourselves and our doubt and, in the brief yet long curve of

*Ernst Heinrich Haeckel (1834-1919) was a German biologist and
philesopher, and an early proponent of the theory of evolution.

tA small provincial town near Lisbon,
$Francisco Sanches {1551~ 1623}, Portugiese humanist and philosepher and
forerunner of Descartes. His major work was the Tractatus de witdzum nobili et

priv universali scientia guod nibil scitnr, 1581
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time during which we, as humans, have watched the sun rise and
the night fall over the varied surface of the earth, that is a stage very
few men have reached.

To know oneselfis to err, and the oracle who said ‘Kaow thyself®
proposed a task greater than all of Hercules’ labours and an enigma
even more obscure than that of the Sphinx. To consciously
unknow oneself, that isthe righe path to follow. And ro consciously
unknow oneself is the active task of irony. I know no greater nor
more proper task for the truly grear man than the patient,
expressive analysis of ways of unknowing ourselves, the conscious
registering of the unconsciousness of our consciousnesses, the
metaphysics of the autonomous shadows, the poctry of the
gwilight of disiiusion.

Bur something always eludes uas, there is always some analysis
that slips our grasp; the truth, albeit false, is always just around the
corner. That's what tires one more than life when life grows
wearisome, and more than any knowledge of or meditation on life,
which are never less than exhausting.

I get up from the chair where, leaning distracredly on the table,
P've been amusing myself setting down these rough and ready
impressions. I get up, I make my body get up, and go over to the
window, high above the rooftops, from where 1 can see the city
settling to sleep in the slow beginnings of silence. The big, bright
white moon sadly points our the ragged line of the terraced roofs
and its icy light seems to illaminate all the mystery of the world. Ir
seems to reveal everything and that everything is just shadows
intermingled with dim light, false intervals, erratically absurd, the
incoherent mutterings of the visible world. The absence of any
breeze only scems to increase the mystery. 'm sick of abstract
thoughts. I will never write a single page that will reveal myself or
anything else. The lightest of clouds hovers vaguely above the
moon as if it were the moon’s hiding place. Like these rooftops, 1
know nothing. Like ali of nature, I have failed.
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249 [482] 18.6.1931

If T look closely at the lives men lead I can find nothing that
differentiates them from the lives of animals. Both men and
animals are launched unconsciously into the midst of objects and
into the world; both intermittently enjoy themselves; they daily
follow the same physical path; neither group ever thinks beyond
the thoughts that naturaily occur to them nor experiences anything
beyond what their lives happen to offer them. A cat lolls about in
the sun and goes to sleep. Likewisc a man lolls about in fife withall
its complexities and goes to steep. Neither of them can free himself
from the fate of being exactly what he is, Neither of them tries to
escape from beneath the weight of being. The greatest among men
love glory but they love it, not as if it meant immortality for
themselves, but as an abstract immortality in which they may not
even participate.

These thoughts, which I often have, arouse in me a sudden
admiration for the kind of individual [ instinctively reject. I mean
the mystics and ascetics, all those solitary men living in Tibets all
over the world, all those Simon Stylites standing on pillars. These
men, though admittedly in the most absurd ways, do at feast try to
free themselves from the law of animals. In fact, however mad their
methods, they do go against the faw of life that tells them to loli
around in the sun and wait unthinkingly for death. Even when
they're stuck on top of a piliar, they are secking something; even
when they’re focked 1n a windowless cell, they long for something;
even if it means martyrdom and pain, they want what they do not
know.

The rest of us, who live apimal lives of greater or lesser
complexity, cross the stage ike extras with no lines to say, content
with the vain solemnity of the journey. Dogs and men, cats and
heroes, fleas and geniuses, we all play at existence, without even
thinking about it {the best of us think oniy about thinking ) beneath
the great comforting quiet of the stars. The others - the mystics
with all their suffering and sacrifice - feel the magical presence of
the mystery in their own body and in their daily lives. They are free
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because they deny the visible sun; they are made full because they
have emptied themselves of the vacuousness of the world,

Even I feel almost mystical when I speak of them bur I would be
incapable of being more than these words written under the
influence of a chance mood. Like all of humanity, I will always
belong to 2 Rua dos Douradores. In verse or prose, I will always be
just another employee at his desk. With or without mysticism, 1
will afways be parochial and submissive, the slave of my feelings
and of the moment in which 1 feel them. Beneath the grear blue
canopy of the silent sky, I will always be a page caught up in some
incomprehensible ritnal, clothed in life in order to take part in i,
and blindly going through the different gestures and steps, poses
and mannerisms, until the party or my role in it ends and I can go
and eat the fancy food from the great stallsthey tell me are set outat
the bottom of the garden.

250 [487] 17.1.1932

The world belongs to the unfeeling. The essential condition for
being a practical man is the absence of any sensitivity, The most
important guality in everyday life is that which leads to action, that
is, a strong will, Now there are two things that get in the way of
action - sensitivity and analytical thoughe, which is, after all,
nothing more than thought plus sensitivity. By its very nature, all
action is the projection of the personality onto the external world
and since the external world is very largely made up of other human
beings, it follows that any such projection of the personality will
involve crossing someone else’s path and bothering, hurting or
trampling on others, depending on how one acts.

An inability to imagine other people’s personalities, their pains
and joys is, therefore, essential if one is ro act. He who sympathizes
is lost. The man of action considers the external world as being
made up exclusively of inert matter, either inert in itself, like a
stone that one either steps over or kicks to the side of the road, or
iike a human being who, unable to resist the man of action, might
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just as well be a stone since he too will be stepped over or kicked to
one side.

The epitome of the practical man is the strategist, because he
combines extreme concentration of action with a sense of self-
importance. All life 1s war, and battle is, therefore, the very
synthesis of life, The strategist is a man who plays with life the waya
chessplayer plays with chesspieces. What would happen to the
strategist if, with ¢ach move made, he thought of the darkness he
cast on a thousand homes and the pain he caused in three thousand
hearts? What would become of the world if we were human? If man
really felt, there would be no civilization, Art serves as an outlet for
the sensitivity action had to leave behind. Art is the Cinderella who
stayed at home because that’s how it had to be,

Every man of action is essentially positive and optimistic because
those who don’t feef are happy. You can tell 2 man of action because
he’s never in a bad mood. The man who works despite his bad
mood is a subsidiary of action; in life, in Jife as a whole, he might
well be a book-keeper as in my particular case. What he won’t beisa
raler of things or men. Leadership requires insensitivity, Only the
happy govern because to be sad it is necessary to feel.

My boss Vasques made a deal today which ruined a sick man and
his family. Whilst making the deal, he completely forgot the
existence of that individual except as a commiercial rival. Once the
deal was done, his sensitivity flooded back. Afterwards, of course,
because had it happened before, the deal would never have been
done. ‘I feel really sorry for the chap,” he said to me. ‘He'll be
destitute.” Then, lighting up a cigar, he added: “Well, if he needs
anything from me’ - meantag some kind of handour - ‘I won’t
forget that thanks to him Pve made a good deal and a few thousand
escudos.”

Vasques is not a bandit; he’s a man of action. The man who tost
the move in this particular game could, in fact, rely on him for help
in the future, because Vasques is a generous man.

Vasques is the same as all men of action: captains of industry and
commerce, politicians, men of war, religious and sociai idealists,
great poets and artists, beautiful women, spoilt children. The
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person who feels nothing has the whiphand. The winner is the one
who thinks only those thoughts that will bring him victory. The
rest, the vague world of humanity in general, amorphous,
sensitive, imaginative and fragile, are nothing but the backdrop
before which these actors strut unril the puppet show is over, the
chequered board on which the chesspieces stand unal they're put
away by the one Great Player, who, deluding himself thar he hasa
partner, never plays against anyone but himself.

251 [493]

The more I contemplate the spectacle of the world and the ebb and
flow of change in things, the more deeply am I convinced of the
innately fictitious nature of it all, of the false prestige given to the
pomp of reality. And in this contemplation, which any retlective
person will have experienced at some time or other, the motiey
parade of costumes and fashions, the complex path of progress and
civilizations, the magnificens tangle of empires and culfures, all
seem to me like a myth and a fiction, dreamed up amidst shadows
and oblivion. But I do not know if the supreme summation of all
these aims, vain even when achieved, fies in the joyful renuaciation
of the Buddha, who, oa comprehending the emptiness of it all,
woke from his ecstasy saying: ‘Now I know everything,’ or in the
world-weary indifference of the Emperor Severus: ‘omnia fui, nihil
expedit’ ~ I was all things; all was worthiess,

252 [495]
(Chapter on tndiffevence or sometinng like that)*

Any soul worthy of the name wants to live life to the Extreme. To

*The title is in English in the original.
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be content with what one is given shows an attitude fit for siaves;
only children ask for more; only madmen want to seize more, for
every conguest is | ...}

To live life to the Extreme means to five it to the limit but there
are three ways of doing that and it falls to every superior soul to
choose one of these ways. Life lived to the Extreme means taking
full possession of it, making a Ulyssean journey through every
human feeling, through every manifestation of externalized energy.
However, at any time in the history of the world, there have never
been more than a few who can close their eyes with a weariness that
1s the sum of all weariness, who have possessed everything in every
possible way.

Only a few can make such demands on life and by so doing force
her to surrender herself to them body and soui, knowing that they
aced feel no jealousy because they know they have all her love. But
this should doubtless be the desire of every strong and lofty soul.
Whea that soul, however, realizes that what he wants is impossible,
that he does not have the strength to conquer every part of
Everything, there are two other routes to follow. The first is that of
total renunciation, formal and complete abstention, relegating to
the sphere of sensibiliry what cannot be possessed fully in the arena
of activity and encrgy. It is far better not to act at all than ro actin
vain, fragmentarily, inadequately, like the countless, supesfluous
and inane majority of men. The second is the path of perfect
balance, the search for the Limirs of Absolute Proportion, 1n
which the longing for the Extreme passes from the will and the
emotions to the intelligence, one’s whole ambition becoming not
to live life to the full, not to feel life to the full but to impose order
on life, to hive it in Harmony and intelligent Coordination.

The longing to understand, which, in so many nobie souls, takes
the place of action, belongs to the sphere of sensibility. Replacing
energy with intelligence, breaking the link berween will and
cmotion, stripping of self-interest every manifestation of material
life, that, if one can achieve 1t, 15 what is worth more than life, so
difficult to possess completely and so sad if possessed only
partiaily.
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The argonauts said that it was the journey that mattered, not fife.
We, the argonauts of an ailing sensibility, say that it is not living
that matters, but feeling.

253 [497]

Every gesture, however simple, represents a violation of a spirinual
secret. Every gesture is a revoluationary act; (an exile perhaps from
the trie [.. .} of our aims).

Action is a disease of thought, a cancer of the imagination. To
act is 1o exile oneseif. Every action is incomplete and imperfect.
The poem that I dream is faultless uneil I try to write it down. (This
is written in the myth of Jesus, for God, when he becomes man, can
end only in martyrdom. The supreme dreamer has as his son the
supreme sacrifice.)

The broken shadows of leaves, the tremulous song of birds, the
outstretched arms of rivers, their cool light trembling in the sun,
the greenness, the poppies, and the simplicity of sensation - when I
feel all this, I experience a nostalgia for it as it I were not at that
moment really feeling it

Like a cart passing by in the evening, the hours return creaking
home through the shadows of my thoughuts. I Tleok up from those
thoughts, the spectacie of the world burns my eyes.

To realize a dream it is necessary to forger it, to distract one’s
attention from it. That’s why to realize something is not to realize
it. Life is as full of paradoxes as roses are of thorns.

What 1 would like to create is the apotheosis ‘of a new
incoherence that could become the negative constitution of the
new anarchy of souls. I have always thought it would be useful to
humanity for me to compile a digest of my dreams. That’s why 1
have constantly striven to do so. However, the idea that something
1 did could prove usefist hurt me, sifenced me.

I own country estates on the outskirts of life, I spend my
absences from the city of my Actions amongst the trees and flowers
of my daydreams. Not even the faintest echo of the life led by my
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gestures reaches my green and pleasant retreats, [ sleep my memory
asif it were an endless procession marching past. From the chalices
of my medirtation I drink only the { ...} of the palest wine; I drink it
with my eyes only, then close them, and life passes me by like a
distant candle.

To me sunny days savour of all I do not have. The biue sky and
the white clouds, the trees, the flute that does not play there ~
cclogues interrupted by the trembling of branches . .. All this and
the silent harp whose strings I lightly brush,

254 [505]

To write is to forget. Literature is the pleasantest way of ignoring
life. Music tulls us, the visual arts enliven us, the performing arts
{such as dance and drama) entertain us. The first, therefore,
removes itself from life in order to make of 1t a dream; the others,
however, do not, some because they use visual and, therefore, vital
formulae and others because they live from human life itself.

This is pot the case with literature. Literature simulates life. A
novel is a history of what never was and a play is a novel without
narrative. A poem is the expression of ideas or feclings 1n a
language no one uses since no one speaks in verse.

255 [5171 27.7.1930

Their inability to say what they see or think is a cause of suffening to
most people. They say there is nothing more difficult than to define
a spiral in words; it’s necessary, they say, to describe 1t in the air,
with one’s illiterate hands, using gestures, spiralling slowly
upwards, to show how that abstract form, peculiar to coiled
springs and certain staircases, appears to the eye, But, as long as we
remember that to speak means to renew language, we should have
no difficulty whatsoever in describing a spirak: itis a circle that rises
upwards but never closes upon itseif. I know perfectly weil that
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most people would not dare to define it thus, because they imagine
that to define something one should say what other people want,
and not what one needs to say in order to produce a definition. I
would go further: a spiral is a virtual circle which repeats stselfas it
rises but never reaches fulfilment. But, no, that’s still abstrace If [
make it concrete all will become clear: a spiral is a snake, which is
not a snake, coiled vertically around nothing,

All literature consists of an effort to make life real. As everyone
knows, even when they act as i they did not, in its physical reality,
life is absolutely unreal; fields, cities, ideas are all rotally fictitious,
the children of our complex experience of ourselves, All impres-
sions are uncomymunicable unless we make literatuce of them,
Children are naturally literary because they say what they feel and
do not speak like someone who feels according to someone else’s
feelings. Once Theard a child on the point of tears say not ‘I feel like
crying’, which is what an adult, i., a fool, would say, but: ‘1 feel hke
tears,” And this phrase, absolutely literary, to the point where it
would be considered affectation on the lips of a famous poet (were
he capable of inventing it), refers resolutely to the hot presence of
tears behind eyelids burning with the bitter iquid. 1 feef like tears”
That child produced a fine definition of his particular spiral.

To say things! To know how to say things! To know how to exist
through the written voice and the intellectual image! That’s what
life is about: the rest is just men and women, imagined loves and
fictitious vanities, excuses born of poor digestion and forgetting,
people squirming beneath the great abstract boulder of a mean-
ingless blue sky, the way insects do when you liff a stone.

256 (518]

Art gives us the Hlusion of liberation from the sordid business of
being. Whilst feeling the slings and arrows of Hamiler, prince of
Denmark, we do not feef our own, which are base because theyare
ours and because they are in therselves base,

Love, sleep, drugs and intoxicants are elementary forms of art or
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rather elementary forms of preducing the same effect as art. Bue
fove, sleep and drugs all bring with them their own disappoint-
ments. One grows sated or disillusioned with fove. We wake from
sleep and whilst we slept, we did not hive. The price of drugs is the
ruin of the very body they were used to stimulate. But there is no
disillusion in art because its ithusory nature 1s clear from the start,
One does not wake from art because, although we dream it, we are
not asteep. There is no tribute or fine to pay for having enjoyed art.

Since in some way it is not ours, we do not have to pay for or
repent of the pleasure it offers us.

By art I mean everything that delights us without being ours - a
glimpse of a landscape, a smile bestowed on someone else, a
sunset, a poem, the objective universe.

To possess something 1s to lose it. To feel something without
possessing it is to keep it, because in that way one extraces its
£SSENCe.

257 [520]

Literature, which is arr married to thought and the immaculate
realization of reality, seems to me the goal towards which all
human efforr should be direcred, as long as that cffort is truly
human and not just a vestige of the animal in us, I believe that to say
a thing is to preserve its virrue and remove any terror it may hold.
Fields are greener when described than when they are merely their
own green selves. If one could describe flowers in words that
define them in the air of the imagination, they would have colours
that would cutlast anything mere cellular hife could manage.

To move is to live, to express oneself is to endure. There 1s
nothing real in life that is not more real for being beautifully
described. Small-minded critics often point out thar such and such
a poem, for all its generous rhythms, is saying nothing more
profound than: if’s 2 nice day. But it’s not casy to say it’s 2 nice day
and the nice day itself passes. Our duty, then, is to preserve that
nice day in endless, flowering memory and garland with new
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flowers and new stars the fields and skies of the empty, transient
exrernal world,

Everything depends on whar we are and, in the diversity of ime,
how those who come after us percetve the world will depend on
how intensely we have imagined it, that is, on how intensely we,
fantasy and flesh made one, have truly been it I do not believe that
history, and its great faded panorama, is any more thar a constant
flow of interpretations, a confused consensus of absent-minded
witniesses. We are all novelists and we narrate what we sec because,
like everything else, seeing is a complex matter,

At this moment I have so many fundamental thoughts, so many
rruly metaphysical things to say that I feel suddenly tired and
decide not to write anymore, not to think anymore, but to let the
fever of saying lull me to sleep whilst, with closed eyes, 1 gently
stroke as I would a cat all the things I might have said.

258 [189]

1 sometimes think with sad pleasure that if, one day in a future to
which I will not belong, these sentences that I write should meet
with praise, I will at last have found people who ‘understand’ me,
my own people, a real family to be born into and be loved by. But
far from being born into that family, I will have been long dead by
then. I wiil be understood only in effigy, and then affecrion can no
longer compensate the dead person for the fack of love he felt when
afive.

One day, perhaps, they will understand that I carried out, as did
no other, my inborn duty as interpreter of one particular period of
our century; and when they do, they will wnte that I was
misunderstood in my own time; they will write that, sadly, T ived
surrounded by coldness and indifference, and that 1t is a pity it
should have been so. And the person writing, in whatever future
gpoch he or she may live, will be as mystified by my equivalent in
that future time as arc those around me now. Because men only
fearn tn order to teach their great grandfathers who died long
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ago. We are only able to teach the real rules of life to those already
dead.

On this afternoon in which I write, the rain has finally stopped.
A joyfulness in the air clulls the skin. The day is ending not in
greyness but in pale blue, Even the cobblestones in the streets
reflect that vague blueness. It hurts to be alive, but only with a
distant ache. To feel is not important. One or two shopwindows
light up.

One can see, high up tn another window, that the people there
have just finished their work. The beggar who brushes by me
would be afraid if he knew me.

In the blue, growing slowly less pale and less blue, that is
reflected on the buildings, this indefinable hour falls further into
evening,

Ir falls lighely, the end of this certain day, on which those who
believe and blunder are caught up in their usual work and who, in
the midst of their own pain, enjoy the bliss of unconsciousness, it
fatts fightly, this wave of dying light, the melancholy of the spent
evening, the thin mist that enters my heart, It fails lightly, gently,
this indefinite fucid blue paller of the aquatic evening; hght,
gentle, sad, it falls on the cold and simple earth. It falls lightly, like
invisible ashes, a rortured monotony, an active tedium.

259 [187]

High up in the lonely night an unknown lamp blooms behind a
window. Everything else in the city is dark except where feeble rays
from the strectlamps hesitantly rise and, here and there, resembie
the palest of earthly moonlight. In the black of the night the
different colours and tones of the houses are barely distinguishable;
only vague, one might almost say abstract, differences, point up
the irregulanties of the unruly whole.

1am joined by an invisible thread o the anonymous owner of the
lamg. It is not often we are both awake at the same time and there is
no possible reciprocity in this for, since I am standing at my
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window in the dark, he cananot see me. It’s something else, mine
alone, something to do with the feeling of isolation, that
participates in the night and the sileace, and chooses that famp as
something to hold on to because there isnothing else, It seemsas if
it is only because that lamp is fit that the night is so dark. It seems
that it is only because T am awake, dreaming in the blackness, that it
is there, alight.

Perhaps everything exists only because something else does.
Nothing just ts, everything coexists; perhaps that’s right. I feel that
I would not exist at this hour {or ar least that | would not exist in
the exact way that I exist, with my present consciousness of myself,
which because it is consciousness and because it is present is, at this
moment, entirely me) if that lamp were not lit over there,
somewhere, a lighthouse marking nothing, erected on the false
privilege lent it by its height. I feel this because 1 feel nothing. |
think this because this is all nothing, Nothing, nothing, just part of
the night and the silence and of whatever emptiness, negativity and
inconstancy { share with them, the space thar exists berween me
and me, a thing mislaid by some god . ..
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