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passed by, I saw, and-unlike them-I conquered. 
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 b
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 b
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 p
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 c
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 c
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I m
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can
 ex
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 wi
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ut 
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al

I could brag about, how much more I have to be ashamed of! effort. The creators of metaphysical systems and of psychological

explanations are still in the primary stage of suffering.

Because my victory consisted in seeeing.

What is systemazatizing and explaining but

“I am, in large measure, the selfsame prose I write.”

“A superb edition...[The Book of Disquiet] does for twentieth-century 
man what Montaigne did in the sixteenth century....In a time which 
celebrates fame, success, stupidity, convenience and noise, here is the 
perfect antidote, a hymn of praise to obscurity failure, 
intelligence, difficulty and silence.”

Fernando 
Pessoa

Fernado Pessoa was many authors in one. 
He attributed his prolific writings to a wide 
range of alternate selves, each of which had 
a distinct biography, ideology, and horo-
scope. When he died in 1935, Pessoa left 
behind a trunk filled with unfinished and 
unpublished writings, among which were the 
remarkable pages that make up his posthu-
mous masterpiece, The Book of Disquiet, an 
astonishing work that, in George Steinerʼs 
words, “gives to Lisbon the haunting spell of 

Joyceʼs Dublin or Kafkaʼs Prague.”
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...412 Dolorus Interlude-I don’t even have the
consolation

 of pride. 
And even if

 I did have
 something

I could brag about, how much more I have to be ashamed of!  I spend life laying down. And not even in my dreams can I make

a move to get up, so complete is my incapacity for any and all 

effort. The creators of metaphysical systems and of psychological

explanations are still in the primary stage of suffering.

Because my victory consisted in seeeing.
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No I’m not a pessimist.

Happy are those who are able to translate their suffereing

I don’t know if the world is sad or arbitrary, nor do I care,
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