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Preface

A preface is a/ways bad and a translators preface
positive/y immoral. But, sometimes, like immora/ity a
necessary tln'ng. The on/y pre/ace o/ a work is the reader’s
brain.

—FEP

FERNANDO PESsOA, the multiplex early twentietl'x-century
European poet, almost single-handedly l)rougl'lt modernism to
Portugal. His is so clearly an instance of the contemporary poet’s
predicament that he deserves to be viewed with the major mod-
ernists—Pound, Eliot, Yeats. Like them he learned to weave the
ambivalence he hal’)itually felt about his life and art into a spectac-
ular and unique practice. He too was a language experimenter, a
playful spoofer, and a mock-serious renegade throwing jil)es at the
intellectual circles in the Lisbon of his clay. He aimed to shock and
scandalize in order to shake up a society all too provincial and imi-
tative of French fashions. Diagnosing the nation’s chronic illness,
he claimed that Portuguese backwardness derived from an overdisci-
plinecl anality. His remedy for impactecl conscience was to exchange
uneasy acquiescence to the tyrannies of church and state for an
anarcl'ly of the individualist spirit. In the guise of his fictitious
“mental child,” Alvaro de Campos, he played the role of masked
l)uffoon, jo]zester, and triclester, and sometimes with teuing effect.
Part of that effect had to do with the growing claims his poetry was
ma]zing, dedicated to a higl'xer vocation and the conspicuous purpose
of heralding a new age of civilization. The sense of his studiously
mixed roles in principle and his renditions of them in practice crops
up in a letter written in January 1915 to a close friend and literary

associate, Armando Cértes-Rodrigues:

I have been on the move for several years in order to collect ways of
fee/ing. Now that I've seen ana’fe/t everything, my jol7 is to shut myse/f
up in the house oj’ my spirit and work as much as possil)/e and, inas-

much as I can, for the progress of civilization and the braac]ening of the



consciousness o/ lmmanity. I on/y hope I'm not distracted lay my dan-
gerous habit o}[ being all too many-sia’ec], ac[aptalv/e to all t}u'ngs, forever
alien to myse/fam{ with no central core inside me.

Iam of course still intent on pul)/islxing pseua’onymously the work
o/ Caeiro-Reis-Campos. This is a whole literature that I have created and
lived, sincere because experiencec], constituting a current with a possib/e
fnﬂuence—unc]oubtea’/y beneﬁcia/—on the souls o]f others. What I call
insincere literature is not ana/ogous to Alberto Caeiros, Ricardo Reis 5,
or Alvaro de Camposs. . . . One experiences it in the other; it is written
Jramatical/y, but is sincere (in my solemn sense of the word) just as
what's spoleen by King Lear—not Slzakespeare, but a creation of his—
is sincere. I call those tlu'ngs insincere that attempt to shock, as well as
such tllings—talee careﬁA/ note, this is important—that contain no
essential metaplxysica/ idea, or lets say where no notion of the serious-
ness and mystery o/ /t/e passes like a wind. In this sense, all I've writ-
ten under the names of Caeiro, Reis, and Ahvaro de Campos is serious.
I gave them each a profound concept of/ /ife, sametlzing divine, and tlzey

were all serfous/y attentive to the mysterious importance of existing.

Artistic dedication mixed with a zealous but self-defensive
humanitarianism suggests Pessoa’s equivocality in continuing the
l'leteronymic adventure he had l)arely Legun the year before. Behind
his aclvocacy of the heteronyms lurks the anticipation of one day
dropping them to get on with the more serious jol) of cultural mis-
sionary. Message (Mensagem), the occultist poem written in his own
name, was the culmination of this effort, comp]etecl and pul)lishecl
twenty years later, the year of his death. Scrupulously designed in
three parts, nine sections, and forty—four short poems, Message
frames his deprecation of the Portuguese for their anachronistic
l'lero-worsl'xip with a fervid need to renew his messianic lmpe for the
nation. The ambivalence is not unlike the condition of Hart Crane’s
epic, The Bric!ge, which devalues urban America yet hoists the
propl’xetic vision of a renewal of the nation’s original promise. Aside
from a few such poems of ol)liquely religious intent, Pessoa’s effort
after 1915 enforced the drama of his fictitious poets (or “coterie”),
su})stituting their voices for his. It is in fact these poetic embodi-

ments of his theoretical program for Portuguese modernism that



constitute Pessoa’s major achievement and represent the bulk of his
poetic oeuvre.

The heteronymic engagement became Pessoa’s way of accom-
piisl'xing a gooci deal of what other modernists were trying to achieve.
If Sensationism is the standard under which all the i'xeteronyms pro-
ceed, with its i)anning of abstraction and prescriptive focus on the
iaociiiy senses, it resembles the principles of Imagism on which
Englisl'l and American poets of the period were attempting to build
individual styles of their own. In refuting the sui)jectivity of the
Romantics, these poets all sougl'lt to i)ring about a transmutation of
the materials of poetry. Tl’iey took from their national past and the
legacy of other civilizations the iragmentary ruins on which to base
new forms of art made of the living ianguage and familiar artifacts
of the modern world.

Pessoa’s poet ci’laracters, each with a discrete i)otiy of worlz, reflect
his liielong propensity for drama and depersonalization. Yet in his
first experiments with dramatic personae—Aiexander Search and
Charles Anon— he fails to achieve anything like a distinct voice of
someone other. It is only with the advent of Alberto Caeiro, the inno-
cent pastoralist, who roots drama in sensation, that the polyphony of
impersonating voices gets under way. Pessoa shifts the course of
poetic practice in Portugal i)y (iramatizing the iyric, stretci'ling certain
syntactic conventions, and often tilting the diction toward Engiis}l.
In giving it sometl'xing foreign to digest, Pessoa slowly transforms tra-
ditional materials, dead styles, creating a Portuguese which at times
sounds ioreign even to the native reader. Free verse, derived from
Whitman, becomes the dominant speech of Caeiro and Campos,
while a revived neoclassical line empowers the poems of Reis. Pessoa
himself, avowed ciisciple of Caeiro, blends traditional forms with psy-
cl'iological and unorthodox reiigious perceptiveness.

Few of the heteronymic poems were pui)lisi'leci ciuring Pessoa’s
lifetime and there is evidence that he was uneasy about what princi-
pie of organization to use for the pui)lication of his "people—i)oo]zs."
A.iti'xougii toward the end of his life he finaliy declared he was
inclined to pui)lisi'i all the ileteronymic poetry under his own name,
his original intention seems to have been to i)ring them out anony-

mously, estai)lisi'xing a “Portuguese neo-paganism, with various



authors, each different, coliai)orating on it and expanding it.” He
uitimateiy rejected this idea, he said, because of the lack of a large
enougi'i intellectual milieu in Portugai capable of understanding the
iieteronymic strategy. Given the pains Pessoa took to plot this strat-
egy, it seems appropriate to present these versions of the poetry in
accordance with _ti'iat scheme, talzing into account some of its com-
piexity as he continuaiiy referred to it and theorized about it. Still,
one could dispense with the i'ieteronymic fiction, for after all, the
personae were created to generate the poetry and not vice versa. But
to follow his scheme as it evolves centriiugaiiy from the center
(Caeiro) leads one to the instigating notion of the poetry as an open-
ended process, an enactment of the continuing search for the frag-
ments of modern consciousness. Looizing at the poetry from this
perspective, one migi'it i)egin to see Pessoa’s engagement in a myti'iic
creation of the self as a distinctive mosaic of inter-reﬂecting per-
sons. And this reading of the poetry as a fractured whole coincides
with Pessoa’s repeated insistence on the need to go ]:)eyond the lim-
iting and illusory notion of the self as a “singie separate person.”
In his fictionally spontaneous gesture of 1914, Pessoa created
Alberto Caeiro, whose sequence of poems argues for a new poetics on
modernist grounds. The Keeper of S}ieep provided the orbit around
which a serious contemporary poetry migi'it be written in Portuguese,
if it could be written at all. Caeiro redefines one’s simplest creatural
response to the piienomenal world as the sole task of the poet. To
accept this response is to focus on the sensations, a norm implicit in
the practice of the i'ieteronymic poets who thus create a means of
regaining someti'iing of the pre-Ci’iristian mode of pagan perception.
The other side of Caeiro’s Zen-like vitalism is the ioud, some-
times i'iysterical voice of Alvaro de Campos, would-be world traveler
and siiip's engineer, whose poems occasionaliy illustrate the urgent
dependency felt for Caeiro, his master. The poems of Ricardo Reis,
doctor, monarci’iist, and exiie, also follow Caeiro’s but as his con-
spicuousiy Epicurean counterpart, writing imitations of classical
odes. Finaily, Pessoa himself is represented i)y the metapi’iysicai
lyrics he called Cancioneiro (Song Book), the lost identity-seeizer in

the haunted drama of selfhood.
With the exception of the Campos section, which is introduced

xi1



i’)y excerpts from his own poetry, the poems of each persona are
introduced IJy concise prose pieces attributed to one or another het-
eronym which delineate the impersonator's voice. The three sections
on Pessoa illustrate his many-layered managerial role as well. The
Cancioneiro examples are taken from the orthonymic work Pessoa
intended to pui)iisi’i the year he died, while Message, the singie book
of Portuguese poems pu])lisiieci in his lifetime, appears in its entirety
for the first time in Englisi'i translation. In addition to the
Portuguese poetry of the Cancioneiro and Message there are selec-
tions from his Englisi'i poems.

Pessoa is also seen as the constant experimenter in Engiisii
verse, samples of which are included in the Appen«iix. The first three
poems, written under the fictitious name of Alexander Searci’i, are
taken from over a hundred poems done between 1903 and
1909-1910. Ti’iey show the apprentice style of Pessoa as the i)rigi'it
South African sci'iooilnoy writing of his fear of madness and use-
lessness, thus presaging themes (ievelopeci more (iramatically later.

Another Englisii woriz, “A Sensationist Poem,” is drawn from
The Mad Fiddler, an unedited sequence comprising fifty-ti'iree poems
written between 1911 and 1916. Traces are evident here of a mod-
ernist imitation in Englisii ofa Campos figure. Other poems of the
period show the influence of Wordsworth, Shelley, and Browning,
whom Pessoa had been reacling ciosely in l’ligl’l school. In a third
sequence are the fourteen Englisii epitapiis from I nscriptions, com-
pleted in 1920 and published as a chapbook the following year along
with the repui)iisiieci “Antinous,” the Emperor Hadrian’s 361-line
lament on the death of his young lover. Tiiougii not included here,
the poem is worth noticing aiong with “Epiti'xalamium" (1913) as
two long erotic exercises composed, according to Pessoa, in order to
free himself of an obsession. “In each of us,” he writes to the critic
Joao Gaspar Simées, “even if one has little instinct to specialize in
ol’)scenity, there exist certain elements on this or(ier, the number
oi)viousiy varying in degree from one person to the next. Since such
elements, minimal tiiougi'i ti'iey may be, act as a kind of obstacle to
certain higiier mental processes, [ decided to eliminate ti'iem, twice,
l)y the simple act of expressing them intensely."

Foliowing Inscriptions are ten poems from the 35 Sonnets in
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English, published in 1918 but probably written ‘as early as 1913.
A letter to Armando Cortes-Roclrigues expresses Pessoa’s liope to
achieve equivalents of Sl’ialaespeare's sonnets, the result l:)eing a
l’ligl’lly wrougl'it pasticl'ie of its model.

At the end of Message and prece(iing Notes, a final section pre-
sents critical anci poetic excerpts from the enormous realm of his
prose. Pessoa’s observations on psychological and esthetic aspects of
literature make up one part of this section; the other consists of
extracts from the recently pul)lisliecl two-volume cliary, the Book of
Disquietua’e (Livro do Desassossego), l:)y the semi-l’ieteronym,
Bernardo Soares. Finally, along with the Englisli poems in the
Appendix, there is a gloss on Message and several other poems.

Somewhere among his critical writings Pessoa lists the Oalyssey ,
the Aeneid, The Divine Comealy, Paradise Lost, and Sl’ialaespeare (pre-
sumal)ly the plays) as works he l'iopes to translate. The l)revity of his
life would have preventeci anytl'iing more than a start on these pro-
jects. But it migl'it have been a good start, on Sl’ialzespeare at least,
juciging from his pasticlie Englisli sonnets. He also planneci to trans-
late his Portuguese poems into Englisl'x, but the attempts he made on
several, incluciing “Maritime Ode,” indicate that he would have had
considerable clitticulty cloing tliings the other way round.

The difficulties in translating Pessoa are fixed by the various
spectra of his l'ieteronymic activities. One must be sensitive to the
shifts in tone and language, from the loud-to-soft modulations of
Campos'’s gangling “Maritime Ode” to the stoicism of Reis’s brief
and formal Odes. There is another range between both these types
and the tigl'it syntax in the metapl'lysical questings of the
Cancioneiro. Also to be reckoned with are the structural differences
between the l)eguilingly free but obsessive creatural reverence in
Caeiro’s pastoralism and the tonal shifts in the always l'iigl'ily
wrougl'it panels of Message.

With few exceptions the translations ciispense with rl'iyme. The
reason is that the syntactical prol)lems are nominally protuse
enougli without courting further complications for the minimal
aclvantage to be had in rliyming. With the stanzaic forms of sonnet,
ode, and l)allacl, the aim was to achieve uniform lines of metrical or

cadenced equivalents. The long free-verse lines of Caeiro and
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Campos were an open invitation, based on the Whitman echo in
them, to follow the American poet’s swelling rl)ytl'xms—not sur-
prisingly, since Pessoa was an avid reader of Leaves of Grass just
before and during his early lwteronymic period. To suggest the styl-
istic character of Message—a succinctly short line with the same
epigrammatic tenclency as Reis’s Odes but different in its stricter
syntactic involutions—the prol)lem was to lzeep the language bare
without allowing Reis-like archaisms to creep in. Some notion of
what the Portuguese feels like may be gleaned l)y reacling the English
Sonnets and Inscriptions in the Appendix.

No matter how hard one migl'lt try to reassemble tl'lem, certain
poems just do not lend themselves to translation. One is “Absurd
Hour” (“Hora Absurda”) with its constant barrage of self-fragmenting
imagery that tries to turn Pessoa’s mournful lyric voice into a con-
vincing dramatic one. Delil)erately veiled and depersonalized, the
indirections of the process may be sensed tl'xrougll the excerpts given
here. Others, like the decadent syml:olist poem, “Impressions of the
Twilight” (“Impressdes de Crepusculo”), which cultivates untranslat-
able sound-values, could not be rendered into anytlling equivalent in
Englisl'x. Less marked in difficulty but fully rl’lyme-dependent are the
popular folk quatrains (Quadras Populares), equally untranslatable.

To be translatable a poem must contain enougll of what is ver-
l)ally useful of the man and the mind that made it, enougl'l of the
original energy that succeeded in transforming reality into an acces-
sible form —even if, as in Pessoa’s case, it is a reality the poet him-
self could never believe he shared with any other human l)eing. One
returns to the heteronyms and to the ortllonymic Pessoa tl1ey llelped
to free, in order to find what is central, not perl’laps in any single
one of tl1em, but in all of them at different times and viewed from
their unique angles—ancl therein justify the reason wlly tl1ey were
invented. An analogy for this condition migllt exist in sometlling as
joy‘Eully mundane as the Marx Brothers. To choose one of the poets
as superior or more sympatl'xetic would be like cl'xoosing one Marx
Brother above anotller; one would soon discover that the brother
one had chosen did not really exist apart from his finely linked dra-

matic association with the others.



For the original text of The Keeper o)( Slzeep (O Guardador de
Rebanlms) see Atica eciition, Premas de Alberto Caeiro, vol. 111 of the
Obras Comp/etas de Fernando Pessoa, Third E(iigéo, Lisboa (1963).
For all other Portuguese texts, with the exception of those l)y
Bernardo Soares, see the two-volume edition of Pessoa, Obra Poética
and Obras em Prosa, Editora Nova Aguilar, Rio de Janeiro (1983,
1982). For those few passages originally written in Englisli prose,
see Pdginas Intimas de Auto-Interpretagdo, E(iigéo Atica (1966). For
the Englisli poems, see Poemas Ing/eses de Fernando Pessoa in Obras
Comp/etas de Fernando Pessoa, Edigao Atica (1974) and Estudos
Sobre Fernando Pessoa, l)y Georg Rudolf Lind, Ecligao Estudos
Portugueses, Imprensa Nacional, Casa da Moeda, Vila da Maia
(1981). For the excerpts from the semi-l’ieteronym, Bernardo
Soares, see Fernando Pessoa, Livro do Desassossego, 2 volumes,
Edigao Atica (1982).

References have been cited to all the excerpts which introduce
the lieteronyms. Regarciing the poetry, each excerpt is followed l')y
the number of the poem in the Nova Aguilar edition. With the prose
excerpts the lieadings or titles of essays are cited when tliey are given
in the Aguilar edition.

The translators are grateiul to Swallow/Ohio University Press for
the permission to use, in revised lorm, a number of poems first
included in Selected Poems IJy Fernando Pessoa, translated lJy Edwin
Honig, The Swallow Press, Inc., Cliicago, 1971. Aclenowleclgment of
their gratitude is extended to Sra. Henriqueta Madalena Rosa Dias,
Pessoa’s sister and executor of his estate, for her kindness in allowing
the present project to procee(i. Particular thanks are due to Jése Palla
e Carmo, who made it clear, at least twenty years ago, how essential
to modern poetry was the need for a substantial collection of Pessoa’s
poems in Englisl'x, thus instigating these translations and continuing
to assist in their gestation; to Alexandrino Severino, for lielping to
resolve several drafts of The Keeper of Sheep and Message; to Janet
Wriglit Sullivan, for her perceptive and always sympatlietic comments
on the whole of the manuscript. And, in Portugal most recently,
Professor Maria Irene Ramalho de Sousa Santos gave generously of

her time and literary acumen to the solving of difficult prol)lems in
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the reading of these poems. There too, Jodo Paulo Moreirea as well as
José Blanco, of the Gulbenkian Foundation, encouraged the transla-
tors l)y the sympatlly of their specia] attention and understancling of
Pessoa’s poetry. The assistance of Dr. Paul Acker in the preparation of
the manuscript was crucial in the final sl'xaping of this book.
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restructuring of this project and providecl much of the incentive to
complete it.
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POEMS OF FERNANDO

Pessoa






Introducing the Heteronyms

I see before me, in a colorless but real space of a dream, the faces
and gestures of [Alberto] Caeiro, Ricardo Reis and Alvaro de
Campos. | made out their ages and their lives. Ricardo Reis, born in
1887, not that I remember the day and the month (thoug}l I have
them somewhere), in Oporto, is a doctor and is living at present in
Brazil. Alberto Caeiro was born in 1889 and died in 1915; he was
born in Lisbon, but lived almost all his life in the country. He had
neither profession nor any sort of education. Alvaro de Campos was
born in Tavira, on the fifteenth of October, 1890 (at 1:30 p-m.,
Ferreira Gomes tells me; and it’s true, since it’s confirmed by a horo-
scope made of this hour). As you know, he is a naval engineer (in
Glasgow), but now lives here in Lisbon, not worlzing. Caeiro was of
medium height and, though really delicate (he died a consumptive),
didn’t seem as delicate as he was. Ricardo Reis is a bit, tllougll very
slightly, shorter, but also shrewd. Alvaro de Campos is tall (1.75
meters ta”, two centimeters more than I), thin, and with a tendency
to a slight stoop. All are cleanshaven—Caeiro pale without color,
blue eyes; Reis a vague dull brown; Campos between fair and swarthy,
a vaguely Jewish Portuguese type, hair therefore smooth and nor-
mally parted on the side, monocled. Caeiro, as [ said, hadn’t any edu-
cation to speala 0{—only primary school; his father and mother died
early and he remained at home, where he lived on the income of a
few small properties. He lived with an old aunt, on his mother’s side.
Ricardo Reis, educated in a Jesuit col]ege, is, as | said, a doctor; he’s
been living in Brazil since 1919; for he became an expatriate imme-
cliately because he was a monarchist. He is a Latinist ]:Jy scl’xooling,
and a semi-Hellenist l)y virtue of his own efforts. Alvaro de Campos
had a lligll-scl'xool education; he later went to Scotland to stucly engi-
neering, first mechanical, then naval. On some holiclay he went to
the Orient, from which “Opium Eater” is derived. An uncle, also a
priest, from the Beira, tauglqt him Latin. . . .

(Femand’o Pessoa, from a letter to AJo//o Casais Monteiro, January 13, 1935)






Alberto Caeiro






Introducing Alberto Caeiro

One clay ... March 8 1914. ... It was the triumpllant clay of my
life: . . . What followed was the appearance of someone in me . . .
Alberto Caeiro. Forgive the al)surclity of the sentence: In me there
appeared my Master.

(Femam]o Pessoa, in a letter to A/Jo/fo Casais Monteiro)

My master Caeiro wasn't a pagan: he was paganism. Ricardo Reis is
a pagan, Anténio Mora is a pagan, | am a pagan, Fernando Pessoa
himself would be a pagan if he weren't a ball of yarn rolled up inside
himself. But Ricardo Reis is a pagan in character, Anténio Mora is
a pagan intellectually, [ am a pagan l)y virtue of my rel)elliousness,
that is, my temperament. In Caeiro, there is no explanation for his

. ’ . .
paganism; there’s consubstantiation . . .

(Alvaro de Campos, from “Notes on the Memory of My Master Caeiro”)

Caeiro, in his total ol)jectivity, or better, in his constant tenclency
toward ol:,jectivity, is frequently more Greek than the Greeks . . . |
was as a blind man at birth in whom the possil)ility to see was given;
and my lanowleclge of The Keeper of Slxeep acted as the surgical instru-

ment that opened my eyes to seeing . . .

(Ricardo Reis, from “The Objectivism of Caeiro”)

Caeiro, like Whitman, leaves me perplexed. We are thrown off our
critical attitude l)y so extraordinary a pllenomenon. We have never
seen anytlling like it. Even after Whitman, Caeiro is strange and
terril')ly, appallingly new. Even in our age, when we believe notlling
can astonish us or shout novelty at us, Caeiro does astonish and
does breathe novelty. To be able to do this in an age like ours is the
definite and final proof of his genius. . .. Alberto Caeiro is reported
to have regretted the name of “sensationism” which a disciple of

his—a rather queer clisciple, it is true—Mr. Alvaro de Campos,



gave to his attitude, and to the attitude he created. If Caeiro
protestecl against the word as possibly something to indicate a

“schoo]," like Futurism, for instance, he was right A

(Ricardo Reis, in an Eng/isl'x pre/ace to Alberto Caeiro's poems)

At first sight it- seems that sometlning of Whitman is present in
these poems. [ have no information as to Caeiro’s ]znowledge of for-
eign languages, or of English and of Whitman particularly; yet, on
the face of it, and after a very cursory reading of the poems, | sus-
pect the first to have lneen, at best, very slight, and the second and
third nil. However it may be, on close examination there is really no
influence of Whitman here. There is at most an occasional coinci-
dence and the coincidence is merely of tone, and more apparent

therefore than real. The essential difference is enormous . . .

(Ricarc}o Reis, ﬁ'om “Alberto Caeiro— Translator's Preface ")

The curious fact about Alberto Caeiro is that he comes apparently out
of notl'ning, more completely out of nothing than any other poet . ..

(Ricart]o Reis, }g'om another translator’s preface to Alberto Caeir)



from THE KEEPER OF SHEEP

Tl’le Keeper O£ Slleep

I. “I never lzept sl'leep"

[ never lzept s}leep,

But it’s as if I'd done so.

My soul is like a shepherd.

It knows wind and sun

Wallzing hand in hand with the Seasons
Ol)serving, and {ollowing along.

All of Nature’s unpeopled peacefulness
Comes to sit alongsicle me.

Still I'm sad, as a sunset is

To the imagination,

When it grows cold at the end of the plain
And you feel the nigl'lt come in

Like a lautterﬂy through the window.

But my sadness is comforting

Because it's right and natural

And because it's what the soul should feel
When it alreacly thinks it exists

And the hands picla flowers

And the soul takes no notice.

Like the clanlzing of cowbells

Beyond the bend in the road,

My t]’lOUgl’ltS are happy.

My only regret is lznowing t}ley're happy
Because if I didn’t know it,

They'cl be glacl and happ};

Instead of unhappy and glad.



Tl’linlzing is discom{orting like wallzing in the rain

When the wind increases, malzing it look as if it's raining

harder.

I've no ambitions or desires.
My })ei_ng a poet isn't an ambition.
It's my way of being alone.

And if sometimes in my fancy

I desire to be a lamb

(Or the whole flock of sl’leep

So I can go over the hillside

And be many l'xappy tl'lings at the same time),

It's only because I feel what I'm writing when the sun sets
Or when a cloud’s hand passes over the ligl'lt

And a silence runs off throug]'x the grass.

When 1 sit down to write a poem

Or when aml)ling a]ong the main roads and bypaths,

[ write lines on the paper of my tl'loughts,

I feel the staff in my hands

And glimpse an outline of myself

On top of some low-lying hill,

Watc]'xing over my flock and seeing my ideas,

Or watclling over my ideas and seeing my flock,

And smiling vaguely like one who doesn’t understand
what's said

And likes to pretend he does.

I greet everyone who'll read me,

Tipping my wide-brimmed hat to them
As tl'ley see me at my door

Just as the coach tips the top of the hill.
I salute them and wish them sunsl’xine,
And rain when rain is called for,

And may their houses contain

Near an open window
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Somebody’s favorite chair

Where tlley sit, reading my poems.

And when reading my poems tl'linlzing
Of me as something quite natural —

An ancient tree, for instance,

In whose shade they tluumped down
When they were cllilclren, tired after play,
Wiping the sweat off their hot foreheads
With the sleeve of their stripecl smocks.

II. “My glance is clear like a sunflower”

My glance is clear like a sunflower.

[ usually take to the roads,

Looking to my rigl'lt and to my left,

And now and then loolzing behind me . . .
And what | see each moment

Is somet]‘xing I'd never seen before,

And I'm goocl at noticing such things Ce
I know how to feel the same essential wonder
That an infant feels if, on lJeing laorn,

He could note he'd really been born . . .

I feel that I am })eing born each moment
Into the eternal newness of the World . . .

I believe in the World as in a claisy

Because I see it. But I don't think about it
Because thinlzing is not understanding ce
The World was not made for us to think about
(To think is to be eye-sick)

But for us to look at and be in tune with . . .

I have no philosophy: I have senses . . .

If I spealz of Nature, it's not because I know what
Nature is, i

But because I love it, and that's w]'xy I love it,

For a lover never knows what he loves,

Why he loves or what love is . . .
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Loving is eternal innocence,

And the brrly innocence is not to think . . .

VI. “To think of God is to disol')ey God”

To think of God is to disol)ey God

Because God wanted us not to know llim,
And therefore did not show himself to us . . .
Let’s be calm and simple,

Like brooks and trees,

And God will love us for it, make us
Beautiful as brooks and trees,

And will give us the green of his spring,

And a river to go to when we are done! . . .
VIII. “Once at micl-clay in late spring”

Once at micl—clay in late spring

A dream came to me like a pllotograplm.

[ saw Jesus Christ come down to earth.

He came down the slope of a mountain,
Turned once more into a Cl’lilCl,

Running and romping tllrouglx the grass,
And pulling up flowers to throw them away
And laugl'xing so loud he was heard far away.

He had escapea from the slzy.

He was too much like us to pretend

He was the second person of the Trinity.

It was all false in the sley, all out of leeeping
With the flowers and trees and rocks.

In the slzy he always had to be serious

And now and then he had to become man again
And mount the cross and always be clying

With a crown of thorns all around his head

And the head of a spilae hammered into his feet,

And even a rag around his waist
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Like the black men in the picture books.

Tl'xey didn’t even let him have a father and mother
Like the other children.

His father was two people—

An old man named ]osepl’x, who was a carpenter,

And wasn’t his father;

And the other father a stupid dove,

The only ugly dove in the world

Because it wasn't from the world and wasn’t a dove.
And his mother hadn't loved anyone before l'laving him.

She wasn’t a woman: she was a suitcase

In which hed come out of the s]zy.

And t}ley wanted him, who was born only of a mot}ner,
And never had a father to love with respect,

To teach goodness and justice!

One clay when God was sleeping

And the Holy Ghost was flying around,

He went to the chest of miracles and stole three.

With the first he made it impossib]e anybody would know
hed escaped.

With the second he created himself etemally human and a
child.

With the third he created a Christ etemally stuck to the
cross

And left him nailed to the cross in the slzy

And it serves as a model for the others.

Afterward he went off to the sun

And came down on the first light beam he could catch.

Today he lives with me in my vil]age.

And he’s a natural child with a wonderful laugh.
He wipes his nose on his right arm,

He splashes around in the puddles,

He picks flowers and loves them and forgets them.
He throws stones at the donkeys,
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He steals fruit from the orchards

And runs away from the dogs, screaming and yelling.
And, because he knows they don't like it

And that everyl)ody finds it funny,

He runs after the girls

Who stroll in groups along the roads

Carrying water jars on their heads,

And he lifts up their skirts.

He taught me everytl'xing.

He taught me to look at tl'lings.

He points out everytl'ling there is inside flowers.
He shows me how funny rocks are

When people take them in hand

And look slowly at them.

He spea]zs very badly of God to me.

He says he’s a stupicl sick old man,

Always spitting on the floor

And saying indecent tllings.

The Virgin Mary spends afternoons in eternity lenitting
stoclzings.

And the Holy Ghost scratches itself with its beak

And perches in chairs and dirties them up.

Everytl'xing in the slzy is stupid like the Catholic Church.

And he tells me God doesn’t understand a tlfxing

About the tllings he’s created —

“If it's he who created tllem, which I doubt.

He says, for instance, that the creatures sing his glory,

But the creatures don't sing anything.

If tl'xey sang tl'xey'cl be singers.

The creatures exist, and notlling more,

And that’s wl'ly tlley're called creatures.”

And afterward, tired of spealzing ill of God,

The Child Jesus falls asleep in my arms

And I carry him home against my breast.
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* x % *

He lives with me in my house halfway up the hill.
He’s the Eternal Child, the God that was missing.
He’s the human }Jeing that's natural,

He’s the divine l)eing that smiles and plays.

And that's how I know for certain )

That he’s really the Child Jesus.

And the child who's so human he’s divine

Is this, my claily life as a poet,

And it's because he’s always with me that I'm always a
poet,

And that the slightest glance

Fills me with feeling,

And the tiniest sound, whatever it may }Je,

Seems to spealz to me.

The New Child who lives where I live

Gives me one hand

And the other to all that exists,

And so we go along, the three of us, on whatever road’s
ahead,

Jumping and singing and laughing

And enjoying our common secret

Which is lznowing througl'x and tl'lrougl'x

There is no mystery in the world

And that all things are worth our while.

The Eternal Child is with me always.

My glance takes the direction of his pointing finger.
My l'learing, happily alert to every sound,

Is his play{ul ticlzling in my ears.

We get along so well togetller

In the company of every thing
We never think of one anotlmer,
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But live togetl'xer, the two of us,

With an intimate understanding
Like the riglit hand with the left.

At nightfall we play jacks

On tl-ie doorstep of the house,

Serious, as befits a goci and a poet,

And as if each jaclz

Were an entire universe

And would be enormously dangerous therefore

To let it fall to the grounci.

Later I tell him stories about the doings of mankind
And he smiles because it’s all so incredible.

He laugl'is at lzings and those who aren’t lzings,
And it hurts him to hear me spealz of wars,

And of commerce, and the navies

That are left as smoke in the air on the liigl-x seas.
Because he knows it all lacks that truth

A flower has in bloom

Which moves with the liglit of the sun

Clianging mountains and valleys

And mal:zing eyes ache at whitewashed walls.

Later he falls asleep and put him to bed.
[ carry him at my breast into the house
And lay him down, undress him slowly,

Like following a ritual, utterly clean and maternal,

Until he is all naked.

He sleeps within my soul

And sometimes wakes at nigl'it

And plays with my dreams.

He throws some upside down in the air,
He places some on top of others

And claps his hands alone,
Smiling at my sleep.
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* X *x %

When 1 die, my little son,

Let me be the child, the smallest one.
Take me in your arms

And carry me inside your house.
Undress my tired human frame

And lay me in your bed.

Tell me stories if I waken

So I can fall asleep again.

And give me your dreams to play with

Until whatever day is born,
A day—and you know which.

* x x x

This is the story of my Child Jesus.

For what conceivable reason
Should it be any less true

Than all that philosophers think of
And all that religions teach?

IX. “I'ma ]eeeper of sheep"

I'ma lzeeper of sheep.

The sl'xeep are my thougl]ts

And my tl'xoug}lts are all sensations.
I think with my eyes and ears

And with my hands and feet
And with my nose and mouth.

To think a flower is to see it and smell it

And to eat a fruit is to taste its meaning.
That's why on a hot day

When I ache from enjoying it so much,
And stretch out on the grass,
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Closing my warm eyes,
I feel my whole l)ody lying full lengt]'i in reality,
[ know the truth and I'm happy.

XIV. “Rl’lymes mean notlling to me. Only rarely"

Rliyrries mean nothing to me. Only rarely

Are two trees identical, stancling side l)y side.

My thinking and writing are like flowers having color
But the way | express myself is less perfect

Because I lack the divine simplicity

Of being only what I appear to be.

Ilook and [ am moved,
Moved as water flows when the ground slopes,
And my poetry is natural, like the rising of the wind .

XV. “The four songs that follow now”

The four songs that follow now

Are separate from anytl'ling I think.
They give the lie to everything I feel,
Tl’ley are the opposite ofallTam ...

I wrote them when [ was ill

And that’s w}1y they're natural,

In lzeeping with what I feel.

Tl’iey agree with what tl'iey clisagree .

When I'm sick I must think the opposite

Of what I think when I am well.

(Otherwise I wouldn’t be sick. )

I must feel the opposite of what I feel

When I am well,

I must give the lie to my nature

Asa being who feels in a certain way . ..

I must be sick completely—ideas and everytl'iing.
When I'm sick, I'm not sick for any other reason.
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That's wlly these songs that deny me
Have no power to deny me
And are the lanclscape of my soul at nigl'xt,

The same one but its opposite . . .

XVI. “I'd give any't]'xing if only my life were an

oxcart”

Id give anytl'ling if only my life were an oxcart
Squeal:zing down the road, ear]y one morning
And later resuming to where it started,
Toward nightfall, down the same road.

I'd have no need of hopes—l'd need only wheels . . .

As I grew old I'd have no wrinkles or white hair . . .

When I'd be of no further use, tl'xey'cl pul] off my wheels

And Id lie there overturned and l)rolzen, at the bottom of
a pit.

XXI. “If I could talze a l')ite of tl'le wl'lole eartl'l"

If T could take a bite of the whole earth
And get a taste of it,

Id be llappier for a moment . . .

But I don'’t always want to be happy.
One must be un}lappy now and then
Just to be able to be natural . . .

Not every clay is fair,

And when there’s a clrougl'lt, you look for rain.
That's w}ly I take the happy with the sad
Natural]y, like someone not surprisecl »
There are mountains and plains,

Rocks and grass . . .

One must be natural and easy,

Take the l'1appy with the sad,
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Feel as one who looks,

Think és one who wall:zs,

And, when it's time to die, remember the day dies too,

And the sunset is }Jeautiful, and beautiful too the
enduring nigl]t ce

That's how it is, and so be it . . .

XXVII. “Only Nature is divine, and she’s not divine”

Only Nature is divine, and she’s not divine . . .

If1 spealz of her as a ]:)eing

It's because to spealz of her I must use the language of
men

Which endows tluings with personality,

And forces names upon things.

But tl'xings have neither name nor personality—

They exist, and the sl:zy is vast and the earth wide,

And our hearts the size of a clenched fist . . .

Bless me {OI‘ all I (10 not know.

[ enjoy it all as one who knows there’s always sun.
XXVIII. "Today I read nearly two pages”

Today I read nearly two pages
In a book by a mystic poet,
And I laughed like someone who'd been weeping and

weeping.

Mystic poets are sick pl’xilosop}lers,
And philosophers are madmen.

Because mystic poets say that flowers feel

And say that stones have souls

And rivers have ecstasies in moonlight.
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But flowers wouldn’t be flowers if tl'xey felt any‘t}ling—

They 'd be people;

And if stones had souls tl'ley'd be living tl'lings, not
stones;

And if rivers had ecstasies in moonlight,

Tl'xey'd be sick people.

Only if you don’t know what flowers, stones, and rivers
are

Can you talk about their feelings.

To talk about the soul of ﬂowers, stones, and rivers,

Is to talk about yourself, about your delusions.

Thank God stones are just stones,

And rivers notl'xing but rivers,

And flowers just flowers.

As for myself, [ write out the prose of my poems

And I am satisfied,

Because I know I can understand Nature from the
outside;

I don’t understand it from inside

Because Nature hasn't any inside;

It wouldn’t be Nature otherwise.

XXX. “If tl'ley want me to be a mystic, fine.I'm a

s ”
mystic

If they want me to be a mystic, fine. I'm a mystic.
I'm a mystic, but only of the l)ody.
My soul is simple and it doesn’t think.

My mysticism is not wanting to know.
It's living without thinlzing about it.

I don’t know what Nature is: sing it.
[ live on a l—xiutop ;

In a solitary whitewashed cabin.

And that's my definition.
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XXXI. j‘If at times I say that flowers smile”

If at times [ say that flowers smile

And if I should say that rivers sing,

It's not because I think there are smiles in flowers
And songs in rivers' running . . .

It's because that way | make deluded men better sense

The truly real existence of flowers and rivers.

Because [ write for them to read me I sacrifice myself at
times

To their stupidity of feeling .

I don't agree with myself yet | forgive myself

Because I'm solely that serious thing—an interpreter of
Nature—

Because there are men who don’t understand its language,

Being no language at all.
XXXV. “The moonlight behind the tall branches”

The moonliglut behind the tall branches
The poets all say is more

Than the moonlight behind the tall branches.

But for me, who do not know what I think—
What the moonlight behind the tall branches
Is, l)eyoncl its l)eing

The moonlig}lt behind the tall branches,

[s its not })eing more

Than the moonlig}lt behind the tall branches.
XXXVI. “And there are poets who are artists”
And there are poets who are artists

And work on their poems
Like a carpenter on his planlzs! R
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How sad, not knowing how to bloom!
Having to pile line upon line like someone building a wall
And loolzing to see if it fits, and removing it if it

doesn’t! . . .

When the only house of art is the whole Eartl'),
Which changes and is always goocl and always the same.

I think about t]-xis, not as one who thinks but as one who
l)reafl'xes,

And I watch the flowers and smile . . .

I don’t know if they understand me

Or if I understand tllem,

But I know the truth is in them and in me

And in the clivinity we share

By letting ourselves go and live with the Earth

And be borne on the breast of the satisfied Seasons

And letting the wind sing us softly to sleep

And having no dreams at all in our sleep.

XLIII. “Rather the {ligl‘lt of the bird passing and

leaving no trace

Rather the ﬂigl'xt of the bird passing and leaving no trace

Than creatures passing, leaving tracks on the ground.
The bird goes l)y and {orgets, which is as it should be.

The creature, no longer tlmere, and so, perfectly useless,
Shows it was there—also perfectly useless.
Rememl:)ering laetrays Nature,

Because yesterday's Nature is not Nature.

What's past is nothing and remem]:)ering is not seeing.
Fly, bird, ﬂy away; teach me to disappear!

XLIV. ‘At night I suddeley waken”

At night I suddenly waken
And my watch fills the nigllt completely,
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I don’t sense Nature outdoors.

My room is a sometl'xing dark with vaguely white walls.

Outside there's repose, as tl'lougl'l notl'ling existed.

Only the watch with its noise laeeps going.

And this tiny tl'xing full of complex gears on top of my
table

Suffocates all existence on earth and above . . .

I'm about to lose myse]f tl'linlzing of what all this means,

But I stop, and in the nigl'xt feel a smile creep to the
corners of my moutl'l,

Because the only tl'ling my watch syml)olizes or means,

Filling the ]’xuge nigl'lt with its tininess,

Is the curious sensation of filling the ]'xuge night

With its tininess . . .

XLVI. “One way or another”

One way or another,

The moment permitting,

Able to say what [ think at times,

And otherwise saying it poorly and juml:led,

I lzeep writing my poems without wanting to,

As if writing weren't somet]'xing made up of gestures,
As if writing were sometl'ling that l'lappened to me

Like the sun outside sl’xining on me.

[ try saying what I feel

Without tl'xinlzing about what I feel.
[ try fitting words to the idea
Without going down a corridor

Of t}xought to find words.

[ don't always succeed in feeling what I know I should
feel.

My t]'xougl'lt swims the river only quite s]owly,
Heavily burdened l)y clothes men have made it wear.
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[ try divesting mysel{ of what I've learned,

[ try {orgetting the mode of rememl)ering they taught me,

And scrape off the ink they used to paint my senses,

Unpaclzing my true emotions,

Unwrapping myself, and l)eing myself, not Alberto
Caeiro,

But a human animal that Nature proclucecl.

So I write, wanting to feel Nature, not even like a man,
But one who feels Nature, nothing more.

So I write, often well, often not,

Now l'litting the nail on the head, and now not,

Falling down here, picking myself up there,

Yet always going ahead on my own like a pig}xeaded blind

man.

Even so, I'm somebody.

I'm the Discoverer of Nature.

I'm the Argonaut of true sensations.

[ l)ring a new Universe into the Universe

Because [ }Jring to the Universe its very own self.

This [ {eel, and this [ write,

Knowing perfectly and not without seeing
That it's five o'clock in the morning

And the sun, t}xoug}l still not showing its head
Over the wall of the horizon,

May already be seen with its fingertips
Clawing the top of the wall

Of the horizon, full of low-lying hills.

XLVIL “On a terribly clear day”
On a terril)ly clear clay,
A day that made you wish you’d worked very hard

So you'd not work at all that day,
I caught a glimpse, like a road througll the trees,
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Of what might after all be the Big Secret,
That Great Mystery crooked poets talk about.

[ saw that there is no Nature,

That Nature does not exist,

That there are mountains, valleys, plains,

That there are trees, ﬂowers, grasses,

That there are rivers and stones,

But that there’s no one great All these things belong to,
That any really authentic unity

Is a sickness of all our ideas.

Nature is simply parts, notl'ling whole.
Mayl)e this is the mystery tl')ey talk about.

And tllis, without stopping, without tl'linlzing,

Is just what I hit on as ]:)eing the truth

That everyone goes around loo]zing for in vain,

And that only I, because I wasn'’t loolaing for it, found.

XLVIIL “From the highest window of my house”

From the higl'xest window of my house
With a white handkerchief I bid good-l)ye
To my poems going off to l'xumanity.

And I'm neither happy nor sad.

That's the destiny of my poems.

I wrote them and must show them to everyone
Because | cannot do ot}lerwise,

As the flower can't hide its color,

Or the river hide its Howing,

Or the tree its fruit-giving.

There they go off in the distance, as in a coach,
And I feel sorrow without wanting to,

Like l)oclily pain.

26



Who knows who's going to read them?
Who knows what hands t]'xey’ll reach?

Flower, it was for eyes that my clestiny pic]aed me.

Tree, it was for mouths my fruit was pluc]zed.

River, it was the destiny of my waters not to remain in
me. '

I yield, and feel almost happy,

Almost happy, like one who's tired of l)eing sad.

Go, go from me!

The tree goes }Jy, its remains strewn everyw}lere })y
Nature.

The flower wilts, its dust remains forever.

The river ﬂows, entering the sea, and in its waters

always its own remains.

Like the Universe, | pass and I remain.
XLIX. “I go indoors, and shut the window”

I go indoors, and shut the window.

They l)ring the lamp and say good nigllt.

And my voice, content, says good night.

Oh, that my life were like this always:

The clay full of sun, or gentle with rain,

Or in {ury raging as if the World would end,

A soft afternoon with clusters of people going by,

Looked at with interest from the window,

The last friendly gaze turned to the repose of the trees,

And tllen, the window closed, the lamp_lit,

Without reading a word, without tllinlzing a thought or
sleeping,

Feeling life flow through me like a river in its bed,

And there, outside, a vast silence like a gocl asleep.
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from ASSORTED POEMS

“The startling reality of things”

The startling rea]ity of tl'lings

Is my cliscovery every single day.

Every thing is what it is,

And it's hard to explain to anyone how much this deligl'lts

me

And suffices me.

To be whole, it is enoug}x simply to exist.

['ve written a good many poems.

I shall write many more, naturauy.
Each of my poems spealzs of this,
And yet all my poems are di{{erent,

Because each thing that exists is one way of saying this.

Sometimes I start loolzing at a stone.

I don't start t]uinlzing, Does it have {eeling?

I don't fuss about calling it my sister.

But I get pleasure out of its l)eing a stone,
Enjoying it because it feels not]'xing,

Enjoying it because it's not at all related to me.

Occasionally I hear the wind blow,
And I find that just hearing the wind blow makes it worth

l'laving been born.

I don’t know what others reacling this will think;

But I find it must be good since it's what I think without
effort,

With no idea that other people are listening to me think;
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Because I think it without t}xoughts,

Because I say it as my words say it.

I was once called a materialist poet

And was surprisecl, because I didn't imagine
I could be called anytl'ling at all.

I'm not even a poet: [ see. '

If what I write has any merit, its not in me;

The merit is there, in my verses.

All this is al)solutely indepenclent of my will.
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“If, after I die, they want to write my
l)iograplly"

If, after I die, they want to write my Liography,
There's nothing more simple.
There are only two dates: my clay of birth, clay of death.

Between one and the other all the days are mine.

['m easy to define.

Seeing devoured me.

I loved things with no sentimenta]ity at all.

I never had a desire I couldn’t satis{y because I never lost
my sight.

Even hearing was never more for me than an
accompaniment to seeing.

I understood that things are real and wllolly different
from each other.

I understood this with the eyes, never with the head.

To understand this with the head would be to see them as

all the same.
Days made me sleepy as it does any child.

Id close my eyes and sleep.
Beyoncl that, I was the only poet of Nature.

30



“Live, you say, in the present”

Live, you say, in the present;
Live only in the present.

But I don’t want the present, I want reality;
[ want existent things, not the time which measures

tl'xings.

What is the present?

It's something relative to the past and the future.

It's something that exists l)y virtue of other tllings
existing.

[ only want reality, tllings without time present.

I don’t want to include time in my scheme.

I don’t want to think of things as time-bound; I want to
think of them as things.

I don't want to separate them from themselves, treating

them as things present.

I shouldn’t even treat them as real tl'xings.

I shouldn't treat them as anytluing.

I should see tl'xem, just see t]'xem;

See them until I can’t think about t})em,

See them, without time or space,

See, and be able to put aside all but the seeable.

This is the science of perception, which is no science at all.
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“The snow threw a silent towel over

everything i

The snow threw a silent towel over everytl'ling.

One feels nothing but what goes on inside the house.

[ wrap myself in a blanket and don’t even think of
tl‘ninlzing.

Feeling creature comfort and climly thinlzing,

I fall asleep with no less purpose than anything else going

on in the world.

32



Alvaro de Campos






Introducing Alvaro de Campos

Yes, | am I, | myself, just what I turned out to be after al],
A sort of accessory or leftover,
The foggy suburbs of my sincere emotion,

It's me here inside of me, it's me.

What 1 was, what I wasn’t—that'’s all me,
What I wanted, what I dicln’t, all of that gets to be me,
What I loved, what I stopped loving—it’s all become the same sad

yearning in me.

And at the same time, the impression, a bit inconsequential,
Like a dream made of mixed realities,
Of facing myself left behind on a seat in a trolley,

To be acciclentally met lJy someone who'd sit down on top of me.

* * * *

I'm me, and what the hell can I do about it! . . .

(from poem #481)

I who am, in the end, a continual dialogue,

A loud incomprehensi})le voice from the tower in the depths of
night

When the untouched bells sound indistinctly

With the pain of lznowing there’s life to live tomorrow.

* * - *

I, the solemn investigator of useless things ce

(from poem #445)

35



I've alwa’ys seen the world inclependently of myself.

If I could on]y put up with mysel{: and the selves inside me.

(fmm poem #510)

I love and animate everytl'ling, give llumanity to
everyt}xing,
To men and stones, souls and machines,

Enlarging my own personality l)y doing so.

I l)elong to everytl'ling so as always to Lelong a bit more to
myself,
And my ambition would be to carry the universe in my

arms

Like a cllilcl.being kissed l)y its nurse.

(ﬁom poem #517)
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Opium Eater

It's before my opium fix that my soul is sick.
It kicks back and qualaes, feeling life,

And | go loo]zing for some opium to claim me,
Some Orient east of the Orient.

This life on board is going to kill me.
Days with notl'ling but a burning head,
And tllougll [ try till I'm sick of trying,
I can't find the catch to aclapt myself.

In paraclox and astral incompetence,

In folds of gold, I live my life

Wavering wave where honor’s a prat{all

And even pleasure's the ganglia of my illness.

Tl)rougl'x some mechanism of disasters,
Some machine with fake ﬂywl’xeels,
[ must pass tl'xrough visions of gallows

In a flower garclen without trellises hung in mid-air.

I reel t}uough the lace and lacquer
Of an inner life’s handiwork.
[ sense I've got the Lnife at home

That beheaded the Precursor.

I still expiate a crime in a suitcase

My grandfatller committed as a fine art.

My nerves hang in the gallows, in bunches of twenty,
And I fall into opium as into a ditch.

With the slumber touch of morp}line

I lose myself in tl'xrobl)ing transparencies,
Andina nigl'lt full of diamonds

The moon comes up as my Sign.
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Always a second-rate student,
Ido notl'lihg but watch the boat’s motion
T]’xroug}l the Suez Canal, clirecting

My life, camphor in the dawn.

Gone. are the days I relished.

I worked for notl'ling but the exhaustion

That in me today is a kind of arm

Around my neck, suffocating and protecting me.

Like everyone else, I was once a child.

I was born in a Portuguese province,
And I've known some English people
Who say I speak their language perfectly.

Id like to have poems and short stories
Published by Plon or Mercure,
But I can't see this life going on.

If there were just a few tempests on this trip!

Life on board is a pa]try thing,

Tl’xougl'xr people occasionally have a goocl time.
I spealra with Germans, Swedes, Englisl'lmen—
And the ache of living persists.

I think it's not worth having gone
To the Orient, seen India and China.
The earth is always so small and the same.

And there’s only one way to live.

That's why [ take opium. Its a help.
I'm convalescing from the Moment.
I live on the ground floor of thought,
Bored watching Life pass by

I smoke, | grow weary. Oh, fora place on earth
Far enougl'x West not to be East yet!
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Why did I visit the India that exists

If the only real one is the one in my soul?

I'm a poor wretch by legacy.
Gypsies robbed me of my Fortune.
Perl’laps not even on my deathbed

Will I find a spot to shield me from the cc?ld.

I pretencled I studied engineering.

[ lived in Scotland. I visited Ireland.

My heart is a little old granclmotl'ler

Begging for a pittance at the doors of Happiness.

Iron boat, don’t land at Port Said!

Turn Laclz, I've no idea toward what.

I pass my clays in the smo]eing-room with the count,
A French swindler, funeral-party—crashing count.

[ return un}lappy to Europe, doomed
To be a sleepwallzing poet.

I'm a monarchist but no Catholic,

And I'd like to be much more intense.

I'd like to have strong convictions and money,
As a lot of dull people I've seen do.
Today, alas, here is where I am,

Just a passenger on any old ship.

I've no definite character whatever.

More notable is that servant on board

With his splf{y woolen outfit

Of a Scottish laird who's been fastxng for days

There's nowhere at all I can go on being.
My country is where I'm not. I'm sick and weak.
The steward on board is a s]yl)oots.

He saw me with the Swedish woman—he guesses the rest.
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One clay I create a scandal on board,
Just to give others sometl'ling to say about me.
I can’t stand this life and I find ominous

These occasional outbursts of rage in me.

I spenc! the day smoking, drinlzing things,
American drugs that addle the senses,

And [, smashed on nothing! If only

My rosy nerves had a better brain to hang from.

These lines I write—with so much talent
It's unbelievable I harclly feel I've got any!
The fact is this life is a country place

Where a sensitive soul grows easily bored.

The Englisl'x are made to exist.
There's no other people endowed with
Such tranquility. You throw them a penny

And one of them turns out a smi]e.

[ l)elong to a type of Portuguese

Who since Cliscoven'ng India

Has been unemployecl. Death'’s a certainty.
I've tl'xought about this a great deal.

Life—the devil take, and let the people have it!
I don't even read the book at my bedside.

The Orient nauseates me. [t’s a straw mat

Rolled up, its l)eauty faded.

I fall into opium without wanting to.
You can’t expect me to be straight,
Living a life like this. Honest souls

With set hours for sleeping and eating—

To hell with them! And that's really envy.
Because these nerves will be the death of me.
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Ol’l, for a boat to carry me off
Toa place where I'd want notl'ling I couldn’t see!

Nonsense! 14 still become tired in the same way.
I4d like stronger opium to hurl me out of here
Into dreams that would put an end to me

And stick me in some mudhole.

Fever! If what I have isn't fever,

I don’t know how one has it and feels it.
The main thing is I'm sick.

Well, friends, the hare’s been snared!

Evening arrives. The first dinner bell.
It’s time to dress.
Social life to boot! That too! And just

Keep going till it starts coming out of the ears!

Because this ends Lad]y, and there has to be
(Wow!) blood and a pistol at the end
Of all this restlessness inside me

With no way to resolve it.

And whoever looks at me must find me banal.
Me and my life . .. Well, now! A young chap e
My very monocle says | l)elong

To a universal type.

How many souls are there to come,
Toeing the Line, and like me, a mystic!

How many, under the usual clinner—jac]zet,

Won't feel the horror of life as I do?

If I were at least as interesting outward]y
As I am on the inside!

In the Maelstrom, I veer n;ore and more toward the center.

Doing notl'xing at all is my ruination.
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A goocl-forjnothing. But with every rigl'xt to be one!
Oh, if we could only spurn the others,
And even with tattered elbows

Be a l’lero, a maclman, damned or clazzling.

I feel like raising my hands to my mouth
And l)iting them hard till it hurts.
It would be an original pastime

And amuse otl'xers, the so-called robustious ones.

The absurd—like the flower of India
Never encountered there—awakes

In my brain tired of tiring itself out.
My life, God, cl’lange itorendit...

Leave me here in this cl’lair,

Till they come to lower me in the coffin.

I was born to be a mandarin, a man of quality,

But [ just don’t have the serenity, the tea, the straw mat.

O, to l_eave here through a trapdoor
And fall into my grave with a l)ang!
Life tastes like a bland cigarette.

I never did more than smoke life away.

And what [ really want is faith and some calm,
And not be dogged ]:)y these confusing sensations.
God, just end it all! Open the ﬂoodgates—

And enougl'l of this farce in my soul!

In the Suez Canal, on board
(1914)
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Ode (an excerpt)

Come, selfsame and ageless Night,
Queen of Night, born clet]'xroned,

Nigl’lt matc}xing innermost silence, Nig}lt
Spangled with fast flying stars

In your dress {ringed l)y Infinitude.

Come clrif‘ting,

Come ligl'xtly,

Come in solemn, alone, hands fallen

At your sides, come

Bearing the distant hills down to the foot of the trees
nearl)y,

Fusing all fields I see into your one field,

Turn the mountain into one single block of your l)ody,

Expunge from it each bit of difference I see from afar,

All the roads climl)ing it,

All the various trees turning it dark green in the distance,

All the white houses with their smoke rising tl'lrougl'x the
trees,

And leave but one light and another, and still anotl'xer,

In the blurred and vaguely disturbing distance,

In the distance suddenly impossil’)le to penetrate.

Our Lady

Of everyt]'xing impossible we strive for in vain,

Of dreams that come to us l)y the window at duslz,

Of the schemes that l)eguile us

On the ]Jroad terraces o{ cosmopglitan l'lptels

To the European sound of music and voices far off and
near ]:)y

That hurt us, lznowing we'll never come anywhere near
them . . .

Come lull us,

Come soothe us,
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And kiss our l)row, silently,

Our brow so lightly we're not aware we've been kissed
Except for some difference in the soul,

And the hint of a sob that flees like a melody

Out of what's most ancient in us

Rooting all those magical trees

Whose fruits are the dreams we fondle and love

Because we know them apart from any connection with

life.

Come solemnly,

Come most solemn]y full

Of a secret yearning to weep,

Because the soul is immense and life so meager, per}laps,
And all our gestures go no further than our bodies

And we can reach only as far as our arms go

And see only as far as our sigl'lt allows.

Come, most sorrowful

Dolorous Mother of all the Anguisl'l of the Fearful,
Turris-El)umea of the Sorrows of all those Scomecl,
Solacing hand on the feverish head of the Humble,
Savor of water on the dry lips of the Weary.

Come from the depths

Of the livid horizon,

Come and uproot me

Out of the soil of disuse and anguisl'x

Where 1 superal)undantly flourish.

Pluck me out of the soil, forgotten claisy,

Petal l)y petal read in me what fate I do not lznow,
And pic]? me apart for pleasure,

Your pleasure so silent and cool.

Send one of my petals Northward

To Today's cities where I loved you so much;

Send another pe’cal of me Southward

To the oceans where the navigators once openecl up,
Send another pe’ca] of me Westward,



There where all that may be the Future is burning blood-
red,

Which I love, tl'xougl'l unknown to me;

And anotl'xer, and ot}Iers, the rest of me

Send off to the East,

The East where everytl'ling comes from, dayligl'lt and
fait]'x, -

The fanatical East with its high pomp and its heat,

The teeming East | shall never see,

The East of Buddha, Bral’lma, and S})into,

The East l’laving everyt]'xing we have not,

The East being all that we are not—

The East which is where—who knows?— Christ may still
be alive today,

Where God may really exist as King over all . ..

Come over the oceans,

Over the great oceans,

Over the oceans of boundless horizons,

Come pass your hand over the back of the beast
And soothe it mysteriousl f

Oh tamer hypnotic of overly restless things!

Come, ever attending,

Come like a mother,

Most ageless nurse on tiptoe, you who sat

At the bedsides of gods of faiths now abandoned,
You who saw born Jehovah and Jupiter

And smiled because to you all is so futile and false.

Come, silent, ecstatic ngl'xt

Come wrap my l'leart white-mantled mgl'lt
Like some gentle breeze risen one evening,
Like some mother’s hand calmly soothing,
With the stars in your hands shining

And the moon a mysterious mask on your face.

When you arrive
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All soun_ds sound different.

When you come in all voices turn down,

Nol)ocly sees you arrive.

No one can tell when you came in,

Except that suddenly—seeing every'thing start to
“(ithdraw

And everytl'xing lose its color and eclge

And in the s]:zy overl'leacl, still clearly Blue,

A definite crescent or a white circle or new light now

rising —
The moon grows real.

(1914)
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Maritime Ode

Aione, on the deserted (iociz, this Summer morning,

I look out along the sandbar, I look out toward
Incieiinitucie,

I look out and am iiappy to see,

Small, black, and clear, a steamer approaching.

Coming in so neat and classical there by itself, from so
far away,

It leaves an empty banner of smoke far behind on the air.

It comes in, and the morning comes with it, and on the
river

Here and tiiere, maritime life awakens.

Sails are hoisted, tugi)oats approaci’i,

Small boats hover behind vessels tied up at the dock.

A vague breeze rises.

But my soul i)eiongs with what I see least,

With the approaci'xing steamer,

Because it i)eiongs with distance, and with the Morning,

With the seagoing sense of this Moment,

With the sad sweetness rising in me like nausea,

Like the i)eginning of wanting to vomit, but spirituaiiy ..

I observe the far-off steamer with great independence of
spirit
And in me a ﬂywixeel starts spinning lig]'xtly.

The steamers arriving aiong the sandbar in the morning
Bring along into view

The sad iiappy mystery of arrivals and ciep_artures,

Bring memories of faraway docks and other moments,
Other customs of common iiumanity in other places.
All the hauling in and sailing off of silips,

And—this [ feel stirring in me like my own blood—it is
Unconsciousiy symboiic, terrii:iy portentous

With metapiiysical implications

That painfuily cire(ige up in me the man [ once was . . .
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Ab, the whole dock is a nostalgia of stone!

And when the Sl’lip starts out from the dock

And when one suddenly sees a space open up

Between the dock and the Sllip,

A new dread—1 don't know why—clrops over me

A mist of depressing tl'xougl'xts

That glows in the sunlight of my cropped anxieties

Like the first windowpane struck by the rising dawn,

And I am swadclled, as with the memory of some other
person

Mysteriously become my own.

Well, who knows, who knows,

If once, way back, before me,

I did not leave from such a cloc]z; if I, a ship

In the sun’s slanting dawn light,

Did not depart from some other port?

Who knows if I did not leave behind,

Before this hour of the external world I now see

Raying out around me,

Some l'xuge dock lined with a few people,

Ina lai'ge half-wakened city,

A l)ig mushrooming, commercial, apoplectic city,

Much as this one migl'lt be, out of Space and out of
Time?

Yes, from a dock, somehow l)rougl'lt into })eing,

Made real and visible as a docla, actually a doc]rz,

The Absolute Dock from whose unconsciously imitated
pattern,

Unlznowingly evoked,

We men build

Our own docks in our own ports,

Our real stone docks over real water,

Which after they’re built are suddenly called

Real Tlmings, Spirit Tl’lings, Entities in Stone Souls,

At certain moments of root feeling,
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When in the outer world, as though a door had openecl,
And, without anyt]'xing l'laving changed,

Everytl'xing becomes diverse.

Ah, the Great Dock from which we clepart in Nation
Ships!

The Great Original Dock, eternal and divine!

From what port? In what waters? And wlly do I think
about this?

Great Docks like other cloclzs, but the One and Only
Dock.

Like them full of ruml)ling, pre-dawn silences

Blossoming with morning in a grincling of cranes

And freight trains arriving

Under the occasional ligl'xt black cloud

Of nearl)y factory smokestacks

Casting shadows on the black floor of glinting coal dust

As if it were one cloud shadow passing over dark water.

A}x, what essence of mystery and meaning latent
In the divine]y revealing ecstasy
Of hours colored with silence and anxieties,

Would not form a bridge from any dock to the Dock!

A dock clar]zly reflected in motionless waters,

The bustle on board sl’xip,

O, the roving, restless soul of all boarding passengers,
The symbolic mi]ling crowd among whom nothing abides,
And among whom, when the ship returns to port,

Some c]’xange 1'1as a]ways occurred on })oard!

Oh, the continual drunken Diversity of flights and
departures!

Eternal soul of navigators and their navigations!

Hulls slowly ﬂasl'xing in water

As the ship takes off from port!

To float like the very core of li{e, to break like a voice,
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To live fche moment tremulously on eternal waters,

To wake up to days more immediate than any in Europe,

To see mysterious ports on the wide wastes of ocean,

To round distant capes and come upon sudden vast
landscapes

Past countless stunning hillsides . . .

Ah, the remote beaches, the docks glimpsed from far
away,

Then the beaches looming up, the docks seen from close
up.

The mystery of every departure and every arrival,

The sad insta]:)ility, the incomprel’lensibility

Of this impossil:le universe

Felt in the skin more intensely at every seafaring
moment.

The absurd gulping sobs our souls pour out

Over the expanses of various seas with isles in the
distance,

Over far-off island coasts left behind as we pass,

Over ports grown clearer with houses and people

As tl'le'ship approac]'xes.

AbL, the morning freshness of one's arrivals

And the morning pallor of one’s departures,

When the bowels tighten

And a vague sensation like fear

—The ancestral fear of moving off and leaving,

The mysterious ancestral dread of Arrival and the New—

Shivers our hide and torments us,

And the whole of our anxious l)ocly feels,

As if it were our soul,

An inexplica}Jle urge to be able to feel this in some other
way:

Nostalgia for sometl'xing else—

A confused tenderness for what vague homeland?

What seacoast? what s]’xip? what dock?—

50



Until the tl'xougl'xt itself becomes a sickness within,
Leaving only a great emptiness inside,

A hollow satiety of seafaring moments

And a vague anxiety that mig}lt be tedium or sorrow

If only it knew how to assume that state . . .

Even so, the summer morning is a bit cool.

The soft torpor of nigl'xt still moves in the shaken air.
The Hywheel inside me moves faster, lightly,

And the steamer approacl'xes, as it surely must,

And not so | can see it enter from so far away.

My imagination has it already nearby and visible

T}xroug}l the full length of its rows of portl'xoles,

And everyt}xing in me starts treml)ling, my whole ]:Jody
and sl:zin,

Because of that person who never arrives on any boat

And whom some ol')lique message orders me to wait for
today on the dock.

The ships that come in by the sandbar,

The sl’xips that leave from the ports,

The sl’xips that pass in the distance

(I imagine myself seeing them from a deserted beach)—

All these abstract ships about to clepart

All these s}lips move me as if tlley were something else

And not simply ships coming and going.

And the s}lips seen from up close, even when one doesn’t
board them,

Seen from below from rowboats, with l’ligl’l iron sides,

Seen from insicle, tl'lrougl'l the staterooms, clining rooms,
holcls, ’

Seeing the masts from up close, pointing way up,

Grazing against cordage, stepping down difficult
gangways,

Smelling the oily, metallic sea mixture of it all—

The s}xips seen close are sometl'xing else and the same,
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Stirring the same nostalgia and the same hanlzering in

another way.

All seafaring life! Anything to do with seafaring life!

All that fine seductiveness of the sea enters my blood
And I dream indeterminately of voyages.

Al’l, ‘the faraway coastlines, flattened on the horizon!

A.l’l, the capes, the islands, the sancly beaches!

The oceanic solitudes, like certain moments on the

Pacific

When, I do not know l')y what suggestion piclzed up at
school,

One feels dragging at one's nerves the fact that this is the
l)iggest ocean,

And the whole world and the taste of everytl'ling becomes
a wasteland inside us!

The more human, more splashing expanse of the
Atlantic!

The Indian, most mysterious ocean of all!

The sweet Mediterranean, with not}ling mysterious about
it; a classical sea clasl'ling

Up the esplanades seen ]Jy white statues from nearl‘)y
garclens!

All seas, all straits, all l)ays, all gulfs—

Id like to clutch them to my breast, feel them in my arms
and die!

And all you seafaring things, my old dream playthings,
O, compose l)eyond me my inner life!

Keels, masts, and sails, helm wheels, ropes,

The funnels of steamers, propellers, topsails, pennants,
Tiller ropes, l'xatcl'lways, })oilers, engine-sumps, valves —
Fall tlu'ough me in a heap, in a mountain,

Like the mixed contents of a locker littered on the floor!
Be the hoard of my febrile avarice,

Be the fruits of the tree of my imagination,
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The theme of my songs, the blood in the veins of my
intenigence,

Let yours i)e the esthetic thread that binds me to external
tl'iings,

Give me metap]-iors, images, literature,

Because in actual fact, seriously, literaliy,

My sensations are a si'iip with its keel in the wind,

My imagination a half-sunken anchor,

My anxiety a broken oar,

And the weave of my nerves a net to (iry on the beach!

A chance whistle sounds off the river—just one.

And the base of my whole psyc]'iic system has i)egun
sl’xaizing.

The ﬂyw]'ieel inside me whirs faster and faster.

Ah, the steamers, the voyages bound for who knows where

Of our old friend, the sailor, old So-and-So!

Ab, the glory of lznowing that a man who used to walk
here beside us

Was drowned off an island in the Pacific!

We who chummed around with him will now discuss it
with everyone,

With legitimate pride, an impalpai)le conviction

That all this has a finer, a vaster meaning

Than the mere loss of the siiip where he went (iown,

Went down to the bottom because water got into his lungs!

A}I, the steamers, the merchant siiips, the schooners!

Those sailing sl’xips—aias!—i)ecome rarer on the iiigii
seas!

And I who love modern civilization, I who embrace the
machines with all my heart,

I, the engineer, the civilized min(i, the man educated
abroad,

I WOUld IOVE to see again i)efore me oniy SCllOOl‘lel‘S anci

ships built of timber,
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And llear of no other maritime life than the old seafaring
life! -

Because the ancient seas are Absolute Distance,

Pure Extension, free of the weigl'lt of Actuality e

Al'x, how everytl'xing here reminds me of that better life,

Of those seas that were vaster because sailed more slowly,

Of those seas more mysterious because so little was
known about them.

Each steamer far off is a schooner nearl')y.

Each sl1ip seen from afar now is a Sllip seen up close in
the past.

All the invisible sailors aboard sl'lips on the horizon

Are the visible sailors back in the time of the scl'xooners,

Back in the slow-moving sailing age of dangerous voyages,

Back in the age of canvas and timber and the voyages
that took months.

Little l)y little the spell of seagoing tl'xings comes over me.

The dock and its ambience penetrate me pl’lysically,

The tide of the Tagus floods all my senses

And I start dreaming, I start wrapping mysel{ up in a
dream of waters,

Driving—l)elts start wincling themselves lirmly around my
soul,

And the fast-wllirring ﬂywheel clearly shakes me.

Waters are calling me.

Seas are calling me.

All distances raise a l)odily voice and call me,

And all seafaring ages felt out of the past are calling me.

It was you, Jim Barnes, my friend, the English sailor, it
was you

Who tauglxt me that ageless Englisll sllout,

Which for such complex souls as mine

So venomously sums up

The confused cry of the waters,
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The implicit, astounciing voice of everytiiing at sea,

The sl’iipwrecizs, the endless voyages, the hazardous
crossings,

That Englisii shout of yours, universalized in my blood,

So unlike a siiout, without human form or voice,

That tremendous cry that seems to resound

Inside a cave whose vault is the sky

And seeming to tell of all the sinister tiiings

That migi'it occur Out There, in the Sea, at Nigl’it ce

(You always pretended it was a schooner you were calling,

And as you said it, cupping your hand at either side of
your moutii,

Malzing a megapiione out of your l)ig tougi'i dark hands:

Al’io-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-yyy c.

SCi‘lOOﬂeI‘ al'lO-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-}’)’y . )

[ listen to you, here and now, and [ awaken to some
tl'iing.

The wind trembles. The morning rises. The heat i)egins.

I feel my cheeks redden.

My conscious eyes dilate.

Ecstasy rises in me, spreads, goes forth,

And with a blind cackle resounding, the living ﬂywiieei

In me intensifies.

Oh clamorous outcry,

Your heart and iury i)ring iJoiling up inside me

All my fears in one expiosive unity,

All my boredom turned ciynamic, every bit of it! . . .

Acry aimed at my blood

From some former love, from where I do not know,

Coming back, with power still to attract and (irag me
away.

With power still to make me_hate this life

I live of pi’iysicai and psyci’iic impenetrai')iiity

Among the real peopie [ live with!
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Al‘l, just to get away, | don’t care how or where!

Just to take to the hig]'x seas, tl'xrougl'x perilous waves and
oceans,

To be off to the Far Away, to Out There, to Abstract
Distance,

Inc]efinitely, througl'x cleep mysterious nights,

Carried like dust lay winds, l)y gales!

Moving, moving, moving, once and for all!

All my blood rages for wings!

My whole l)ocly shoots on ahead!

I rush in torrents t}xrough my imagination!

[ trample over myse]f, roaring, throwing myself down onto
ith. ..

My anxieties explode in foam

And my flesh is a wave about to break against the rocks!

As [ think of this—O madness! as I think of this—O
fury!

Tl’xin]zing of my straig}lt-ancl-narrow life, full of feverish
Clesires,

Suclclenly, tremulously, extraorl)itally,

With one viciously vast and violent twist

Of the living ﬂywheel of my imagination,

There breaks t}lrough me, w}listling, trilling, and w}lirling,

This somber, sadistic rutting itch for all strident seafaring
life.

Hey there, sailors, topsmen! Hey, crewmen, pilots!

Navigators, mariners, seamen, adventurers!

Hey, s}'nips' captains! Men at the helm and at the masts!

Men asleep in their crude bunks!

Men sleeping with Danger peering in at the portlloles!

Men sleeping with Death as a bolster!

Men standing on decks, stancling on ]:)ridges ]oo]zing out

On the immense immensity of the immense ocean!

Hey there, you winch-crane operators!

You furlers of sail, stokers and stewards!

Men who load cargo in the holds!
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Men who coil ropes on deck!

Men who wash down the hatc}xways!

Men at the l'xelm, men at mac]’xines, men at the masts!

Hey tl'xere, hey there, hey there!

Men in pealzecl caps! Men in mesh undershirts!

Men with anchors and crossed pennants decorating their
chests! '

Tattooed men! Men with pipes! Men at the 'gunwales!

Men darkened l)y so much sun, blasted lay so much rain,

Made sharp-eyed l)y so much immensity before them,

Tougl'l-loolzing because of all the winds tl'ley stood up to!

Hey there, l'xey tl'xere, hey!

Men who saw Patagonia!

Men who shipped out to Australia!

Men whose eyes filled with shores I'll never see!

Who made forland in places where I'll never set foot!

Who laoug}lt crude goods from the natives in the
hinterland stations!

And who did all this as a matter of course,

As tl'xougl'l it were all natural,

As thoug]'x that's what life was like,

As tl'lougl'x tl'xey weren't even {ulfilling a destiny!

Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey, hey!

Men of the modern seas, men of the ancient seas!

Pursers! Galley slaves! Men ﬁgluting in Lepanto!

Pirates in Roman times! Greek navigators!

Phoenicians, Carthaginians, Portuguese hurled out of
Sagres

For boundless adventure on the Absolute Sea to realize
the Impossilale!

Hey tl'xere, l'ley tl'xere, hey o]

You men who raised stone pillars to mark the coasts, you
who named the capes!

Who first traded with the Negroes!

Who first sold slaves from new lands!

Who gave the astonished N egresses their first European

orgasm!
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You who larought back golcl, glass laeads, fragrant woods,
arrows,

From hillsides exploding with green vegetation!

You men who plundered peaceful African villages,

Scattering the natives with the roar of your cannon,

You_wl’xo murclere&, rol)l)ecl, tortured, and gral;laecl the
l)ooty

Of the New, thanks to those who with lowered heads

Crushed the mystery of the newfound seas! Hey, hey, hey!

To all of you togetl'xer, to all of you as though you were
one,

To all of you mixed togetl'ler and interlocl:zing,

To all of you l)]oocly, violent, hated, feared, revered,

I salute you, I salute you, I salute you!

Hey, hey, hey! Hey, hey, hey! Hey, hey, hey!

Hello tIJere, hello tl'lere, hello, he .. .lloo . . . ooo!

I want to take off with you, | want to go away with you,

With all of you at once,

To every p]ace you went!

[ want to meet the Aangers you knew face to face,

To feel across my cheeks the winds that wrinkled yours,

To spit from my lips the salt sea that kissed your lips,

To pitcl'x in with you as you worlz, to share the storms
with you,

To reach like you, at last, extraordinary ports!

To flee with you from civilization!

To lose with you all moral sense!

To feel my l—xumanity change in the far distances!

To drink with you in southern seas

New savageries, new tumults of soul,

New central fires in my volcanic spirit!

To take off with you, divesting myself of me— come now,
get on with it, get going—

My civilized suit, my genteel behavior,

My innate fear of jails,

My peaceful life,
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My seclentary, static, orclerly, all-too-familiar life!

Anchors away, away, away!

Hey there! Put my life to sea, with the winds

And the waves!

With the foam ﬂung lay the winds

Salten my taste for great voyages.

With lashing torrents whip my adventuring flesh,

Soak through and t]'xrougl'x the bones of my existence in
{reezing oceanic cold,

Flagellate, cut, and wrinkle with wind, sun, and foam

My cyclonic Atlantic l)eing,

My nerves spread out like shroud ropes,
A harp in the hands of the winds!

Yes, yes, yes . . . Nail me to your sea ventures

And my shoulders will love the weig}xt of the cross!
Bind me to each voyage as to a stake

And the pressure of the stake will pierce my spine
And will feel it in one great passive orgasm!

Do what you want with me, sO long as it's done at sea,
On cleclz, to the sound of the waves.

Wound me, Lill me, tear me apart!

What 14 like is to }Jring to Death

A soul spilling over with the Sea,

Dead drunk on everyt}xing having to do with the sea,
With sailors as with anchors and capes,

With {araway coasts as with wind sounds,

With the Distant as with the Dock, with shipwreclzs
As with run-of-the-mill sl’lipping,

With masts as with waves,

And in voluptuous mourning, l)ring Deat}_l

A ]:)ody swarming with leeches, suc]zing, suclzing—
Those strange green absurd sea leeches!

Make shroud ropes out of my veins!

Hawsers of my muscles!
Tear off my skin, nail it down to the keels.

59



Let me feel the pain of the nails and never stop feeling it!

Out of my heart make an admiral’s ﬂag

Unfurled in a battle between old sailing sl’lips!

Let my ripped—out eyes be squashed underfoot on the
decks!

Breeglz my bones against hulls!

Tie me to the mast and lash me, lash me!

To all the winds of all latitudes, longitudes,

Spread my blood over rus]'xing waters

That dash side to side across the quarter-cleclz

In the wild gale's death rattle!

To be bold as cloth sails taut in the wind!
To lne, like the high topsails, the whistle of the winds!
The old guitar, strumming a fado about all the perils at sea,

A song for sailors to hear and never repeat!

The sailors who mutinied

Hangecl their captain from a spar.

Another tl'xey left stranded on a desert island.

Marooned!

The tfopical sun has put the old pirate fever

In my l)urning veins.

The winds of Patagonia have tattooed on my imagination

Obscene and tragic images.

Fire, fire, oh fire inside me!

Blood, blood, blood, blood!

My whole skull explodes!

My world comes apart in red hunks!

My veins break with a sound of chains clanlzing!

And out of me, fierce and voracious, comes l)ursting

The Great Pirate song,

The Great Pirate l)ellowing out this death knell,

Till his men below qualze with fear in their backbones,

And there on the qua.rter-cleclz in all the dying and
sl’xrielzing, the singing:
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Fi/teen men on a Dead Man's Chest.
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum/

Then in a voice grown unreal, the scream shatters the air:

Darby MCGYG w-aw-aw-a w-aw./
Darby MCGYG w-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw-a w/

Fetch a-a-aft the ru-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-um, Darby./

Hey, what a life that was, what a life, ho! ho!
Ha-ha! ho-ho! ha-ha!
Hey there, l'xey there, that's it!

Crushed ]eeels, sunk ships, blood on the waters,

Decks ﬂoating in gore, chunks of corpses!

Fingers ]oppecl off on the gunwales!

Here and there, the heads of infants!

People with eyes gougecl out screaming and howling!

Hey, that's it, l'ley, hey, hey!

Hey, that’s it, lley, hey, hey!

[ curl up in all this as in a cape against the cold!

I rub up against all this like a cat in heat against the wall!

I roar tl'lrough it all like a hungry lion!

I rush through it all like a mad bull!

[ sink my nails, I tear my claws, I bloody my teeth
tl'lrougl'l it all!

Hey, that's it, 1'10-1'10, that's it!

My ears suddenly split with that old cry—
Like a great trumpet there at my side—
But raging, metallic now,

Calling its prey just coming into view—
The schooner about to be taken:

Aho-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0 . . yyy!

Schooner aho-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0 . . . yyy!
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For me the whole world’s no longer there! I'm red hot!
I roar in a frenzy to board her!

The Pirate Chief! King of the Pirates!

I pinage, [ kill, T tear, I cut everytl'xing up!

Al T feel is the sea—the pluncler, the looting!

All I feel is a tom-tom of veins beating in me,
Beating my temples!

The sensation of my eyes a hot blood flowing!
Hey-hey, that's it, that's it! Hey-hey-l’xey!

Ah, pirates, pirates, pirates!
Love me and hate me, pirates!
Pirates, let me melt into you!

Your cruelty and fury—how t}xey spealz
To the blood of a woman's laocly that once was my own

Where notl'ling is left but the sexual itch!

I want to be a beast acting out all your gestures,

A beast sinlaing its teeth in keels and gunwales,
Devouring masts and sopping up blood and tar on deck,
Chewihg up sails and oars, ropes and puneys.

A monster female sea-serpent, gorging herself on crimes!

A symp]'xony of sensations rises, incompatil)le and
analogous,

An orchestration in my bloodstream of tumultuous crimes,

Of spasmodic bloody orgies resounding in the ocean,

Raging like a hot gale in my soul,

A hot dust cloud climming my lucidity,

Malzing me see and dream all this tl'lrough my skin and

veins only!

Pirates and piracy, s]’xips and the moment,
That maritime moment when prey is seized,
And the prisoners’ terror approaches madness — that

moment
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With all its crimes, l'lorror, ships, people, sea, s]zy, clouds,

Winds, latitude and longitucle, outcries—

How I wish in its Allness it became my body in its
Allness, suffering,

My laocly and my blood, my whole Leing in one livid
crimson glob

Burst in bloom, like an 1tc}ung wound, in the unreal flesh
of my soul!

To be as one with all those crimes, to be part and parcel

Of all those raids on ships, the massacres, the rapes!

To be all that l'xappened where the plunder was!

To be all that lived or died where the bloody tragedies took
place!

To be the grancl-sum-total-pirate of piracy at its l'xeig}lt,

And the grand-sum-total-victim, but in flesh and bone, of
all the pirates in the world!

To let my passive l)ody be the grancl sum-total-woman of
all women

Who were raped, killed, wounded, torn apart }Jy pirates!

To be, in my l)ondage, the woman having to serve them
all!

And feel it all—feel all these tl'lings at once—t}lroug}l to
the backbone!

Ol’l, my heroes, 1’1airy, coarse, adventurous and criminal!

My seafaring beasts, you husbands of my imagination!

Fortuitous lovers of my ol)lique sensations!

I4d like to be your One-ancl-Only lover awaiting you in
every port,

You, the alal'xorrent, loved with the pirate blood of her
dreams!

Because she would be with you, if only in spirit, raging

On top of the naked corpses of your victims at sea!

Because she would be your accomplice in crime, and in

your oceanic orgies
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Her witch'’s spirit dancing invisil)ly amid the movements

Of youf bodies, amid your cutlasses and your stranglers'
hands!

And back on land, awaiting your return, if return you do,

She would drink in your roaring love all the vast wide-
openness,

All the fog-fillecl, sinister {:ragrance of your conquests,

And during your orgasms shed whistle the recl-yellow
sabbat of a black mass!

Flesh torn, ripped open, disemboweled, the blood pouring
out!

Now, as my dream of your exploits peaks,

I lose myself completely; no longer belonging to you, 1
am you,

By your side, my femininity becomes yours to the very
soul!

Now to inhabit your ferocity when you practice it,

Suclzing in your awareness of your own sensations

When you stain the l’ligl’l seas with blood,

When occasionally you toss to the sharks

The st'tﬂ-living bodies of the wounded, the rosy flesh of
cl—xilclren,

And clrag their mothers to the gunwales to watch what
happened to them!

To be with you at the carnage and pillaging!

To be attuned to the sympl’lony of your plundering!

Ah, I don't exactly know how or how much 14 like to
become you!

Not just be there as your woman, be all women for you,
be all your victims,

Being each and all victims—men, women, chilclren,
sl’lips—

And not just be the opportune moment, with the sl’xips
and the waves,

Not just your souls, your ])odies, your gury, your loot,



Not just be concretely your abstract orgiastic act,

It's not just this I want to be but, more than all this, be
the God of such Thisness!

I'd have to be God, I'd have to be God of some opposing
faitl'l,

A monstrous satanic God, a God of the blood’s
pantl'leism,

To come near satisfying the full extent of my imaginative
frenzy

And never able to exhaust the craving to identify

With each and all and the more-than-allness of your

exploits!

A.l’l, torture me to cure me!

And this, my Hesh—c]’xange it to that whoosh of air your
slasl’xing cutlasses make

Before they fall on heads and shoulders!

Cl’lange my veins into the threads of clothes your knives
cut tl'xrougl'x!

My imagination into the laody of all women you violate!

My intelligence into the deck you stand on when you kill!

And make my whole life—nervous, llysterical, absurd kit-
and-caboodle of it all—

Into one huge organism where every act of piracy
committed would be

One unit cell aware of it—and all of me would gyrate

Like some huge unclulating putrefaction—ancl Id be all
of it!

In one terrilale, measureless burst of speecl,

The fever machine of my ﬂood'mg visions

Now turns so that my consciousness in ﬂi'ght

[s only a whirl of smoke hissing tl'lrough the air:

Fi)(teen men on a Dead Man's Chest.
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!
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Hey tl'xere, l'ley tl'lere, l’lO-l’lO-l’lO, ha-ha-ha-ah-ah-ah . . .

Ah, the utter savagery of it all! Shit

On a life like ours that is notl'ling at all like this!

Here | am, an engineer, forced to be practical, sensitive to
e_verytl'xing,

Here I am stalled, where you're concerned, even when I'm
wallaing;

Inert, even when I act; weak, even when I impose myself;

Static, broken, dissident coward of your Glory,

Your colossal dynamism, l)loody, l'xot, and strident!

Damn it all for l)eing unable to act out my madness!

Damn it all for always traipsing around, tied to the apron
strings of civilization!

And going around burdened with my douceur des moeurs,
like a load of lace on my back!

Hangers—on—tl)at we all are—of modern
humanitarianism!

Consumptives, neurasthenics, lympllatics in our languors,

Lacl:zing the nerve to be bold and violent men,

With a soul like a chicken caught by its leg!

Ab, the pirates! the pirates!

The itch to do sometl'ling illegal and savage,

The itch to do al)solutely cruel, abominable tl'lings
Like an abstract rut gnawing at our fragile bodies,
Our delicate feminine nerves,

Malzing great mad fevers burn in our empty gazes!

Make me kneel before you!

Humiliate me and beat me!

Make me your slave and your object!

And let your scorn for me never leave me,

O my masters, O my masters!

Let me always gloriously assume the submissive role

In l)loody lxappenings and long-clrawn-out sensual abandon,
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Fall on me like l)ig, l’neavy walls,

Oh barbarians of the ancient sea!

Tear me apart and maim me!

Going from east to west of my ]:>oc1y,

Scratch bloody trails through my flesh!

Kiss with cutlass, wl'lips and frenzy

My joyous ﬂeshly terror of be]onging‘ to you,

My masochistic itch to give in to your fury;

To be the sentient, inert ol)ject of your omnivorous
cruelty—

Dominators, masters, emperors, corsairs!

Al’l, torture me,

Slash me, rip me open!

As [ lie broken in small, conscious pieces

Spill me across decks,

Scatter me over seas, leave me

On the islands’ greedy beaches!

Gratify upon me all my mystical desire for you!
Chisel your way tl'xrough my blood to my soul.
Cut and tear!

Oh tattooers of my corporeal imagination!

Oh ﬂagellants dear to my {lesl'ly submission!
Subdue me like a clog you kick to death!

Make me the sewer of your scornful mastery!

Make me all your victims!
As Christ suffered for man]rzincl, [ want to suffer
For every victim at your hands—

Calloused, l’)loody hands with fingers lopped off

In brutal assaults at the gunwales!

Turn me into sometlling that's been

Dragged along—ol'x my deligl')t, oh kiss of pain!—
Draggecl at the tail of horsgs you have whipped ce

But all this on the sea—on the se-eea, on the SE-EEEA!
Ho-ho-ho-ho! Ho-ho-ho-ho—on the S-EE-EEA!
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Yal'l-ya}a-yal'l-yalm! Yal'l-yal'l-ya}x-yaln! Yal'x-yal'l-ya]’x-yal’x-yal’l!

Everytl')iﬁg screams! Everything is screaming! Winds,
waves, ships,

Higl'l tides, topsails, pirates, my soul, l)lood, and the air,
the air!

Ha-ha-ha-ha! Yal'x—yah—yah—yah! Yal'x—yah-ya]’x—yah-ya}i—yah!
Everytlling sings itself into a scream!

FIFTEEN MEN ON A DEAD MAN'S
CHEST.
YO-HO-HO AND A BOTTLE OF RUM!

Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! Ya}l-ya}x-yal'x-yah! Yah-ya}l-yal'x-ya}l!
Ho-ho-ho-ho-ho! Ho-ho-ho-ho-ho! Hohohohohohoh!

AHO-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-O—yyy! . ...
SCHOONER AHO-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-O—yyy! . ...

Darby McGraw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw.

DARBY McGRAW-AW-AW-AW-AW-AW-AW.
FETCH AFFFT THE RU-U-U-U-UM, DARBY.

HO-llO-l’l0-]’10-110-110-1’10-110-1’10-]’10-}10-}10-]’10!
HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO!
HO-HO-H O-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO!
HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO!

HO-HO-HO-HO-HO-HO!

Sometl'xing inside me comes apart. The redness nig}xtens.
I felt too much to go on {eeling any further.

My soul is spent, inside only an echo remains.

The ﬂywl’xeel slows down noticea}le.

My dreams lift their hands a bit from my eyes.

Within me, simply emptiness, desert, nocturnal sea.

And as soon as I feel a nocturnal sea inside me,

There rises out of its clistances, born of its silence,

Once again, once more, that vast, never—changing cry.
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Suddenly as a ligl'lt noiselessly resounds with tenderness,

And instantly spreads across the watery horizon,

The gloomy, humid surge of nigl'lttime l'mmanity,

A distant siren voice comes wailing, calling out,

From cleptl'xs of Distance, cleptl'ls of Sea, the core of all
Al)ysses,

While on the surface float like seaweed my dismembered
dreams . . . ’

Allo-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-yy PPN

SCIIOO”OY allO-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-yy P

A.l'x, the wet dew on my fevered frenzy!

The nigl'lt-fresl'mess come from my internal sea!

There it all is suddenly inside, a niglmt at sea confronting
me

Full of the immense and all-too-human mystery of
nocturnal waters.

The moon climbs the horizon

And my l'xappy childhood rouses like a tear within me.

My past surges back as if the seafaring cry

Were a fragrance, a voice, the echo of a song

Recalling from my past

That llappiness I shall never know again.

It was in the old quiet house along the riverside . . .

(Tlle windows of my room, and the dining room as well,

That looked out on low-lying l’xouses, over the nearl)y
river,

Over the Tagus, this very Tagus, but somewhere else,
fartl'xer down e .

If I resumed to the same windows now I would not return
to the same windows.

That age has passed like a steamer’s smoke on the l'ligll

seas . . .). -

An inexplical)le tenderness,
Asad, a toucl'ling regret
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For all those victims—especially the children—

I dreamed ‘of doing in, imagining myse]f an old pirate,
A toucl'xing feeling, because they were my victims;
Gentle, soft—since tl'ley really weren't;

A confused tenderness, like a dimly bluish windowpane,
Sings old songs in my poor sad soul.

Ah, how could I have thoug}xt and dreamt of such t}lings?

How removed I am now from what I was a few minutes
ago!

The hysteria of one’s sensations—first one tl'ling, then
the opposite!

With the golclen morning rising, how my ]’1earing pic]zs
out

Only tl'lings that jibe with this emotion —the tossing
waters,

The light lapping waters as the river touches the docks . . .

The sails passing near the river bank opposite,
The far-off hills in Japanese blue,

The houses of A]macla,
And all that is gentle, newl’;om, in the early dawn hour! . . .

A seagull passes.

My tenderness increases.

Yet all this time I wasn't noticing a t]—xing.

It was all some impression [ felt on the skin, like a caress.

All this time I didn’t take my eyes off my distant dream,

My house at the riverside,

My childhood at the riverside,

From the windows of my room loolzing out at the river at
nigl'xt,

And the peacefulness of moonligl'xt spread over the

waters . . .

My old aunt who loved me because of the son she lost . . .
My old aunt used to sing me to sleep
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(Though I was already too grown-up for lullabies)—

I recall this, and tears well up in my heart, cleansing it of
life,

And a ligl'lt sea breeze rises in me.

Sometimes shed sing of “The Good Ship Catrineta”:

There goes the gooc] slu'p Catrineta

Over the sea ancJ tlze waves.

And other times, a song so nostalgic and medieval,

About “The Fair Princess” . . . I recall it now, and the
poor old voice stirs in me,

Reminding me how little I've remembered her since, and
how much she loved me!

How ungrateful I was to her. . . and finally, what have |
done with my life?

It was “The Fair Princess"—1'd close my eyes and she'd

sing,

As the Fair Princess
Sat in her garden Ce

Id open my eyes a bit and see the window full of
moonlight,
Then I'd shut my eyes again, so l'lappy about it all.

As the Fair Princess
Sat in her garc]en,
Combfng her tresses,

Her comlv was go/den . e

Oh my c]'xilclhood, a doll tl-xey broke for me!

Not to be able to travel back in time to that house and all
that aﬁection,

And stay there forever, forever a child and forever l’lappy!
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But all that was the Past, a lamppost on an old street
corner.

To think of it makes me cold, hungry for what I can't
have.

To think of it fills me with an indefinal:)le, absurd remorse.

Oh slow whirlwind of fee]ings, ﬂying off in every
direction!

Tenuous, vertiginous confusions of the soul!

Broken-off rages, affections like spools of thread children
play with,

Huge collapses of imagination against the eye of the
senses,

Tears, useless tears,

Ligl'xt contrary winds grazing the soul . . .

To escape this emotion, | delil)erately evolze,

By a clesperate, clry, and empty effort of the wi]], I evoke

The song of the Great Pirate, about to die:

Frfteen men on a Dead Mans Chest.
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!

But the song is a poorly traced straight line inside me . . .

I force myself, and succeed once more in calling up before
my gazing soul,

Again, but tl'xroug}) the medium of a semi-]iterary
imagination,

The {ury of piracy, slaughter, appetite, an almost pl‘xysical
taste for p]under,

The pointless slaughter of women and children,

The useless torture of those poor passengers, only to
amuse ourselves,

And the lust to break and smash tl'xings most cherished l)y
the ot}lers,

But as I dream all this I'm afraid of somet}ling l)reathing

dOWIl my neclz .
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I remember how interesting it would be

To hang children before their mothers’ eyes

(Though involuntarily feeling I'm the children’s mothers),
To l)ury four-year-olds alive on desert islands,

Rowing their parents up to see it done

(Tl’xougl'l [ shudder, remembering a child I don't have
peacefully asleep at home).

[ incite a cold passion for crimes at sea,

An inquisition with no excuse of Faith,

Crimes with no motive, not even malice and anger,

Done in cold blood, not even to hurt or do wrong,

Not for a joke, but just to kill time,

Like someone playing solitaire at the dinner table in the
country, the tablecloth pushed aside after dinner,

Just for the sheer pleasure of committing abominable
crimes and not thinking twice about it,

Just to see someone suffer, going crazy and dying of pain,
yet never letting it come to that point . . .

But my imagination refuses to follow me.

A chill sends a shiver down my spine

And suclclenly (more sucldenly than before, more distant
and more profouncl)

Suclclenly—oh the fright that freezes my veins!—

Oh the sudden cold of the door to the Mystery that
openecl in me and let in a draught!

I remember God, the Transcendent-in-life, and suddenly

The old voice of the British sailor Jim Barnes | used to talk
with

Now inside me becomes the voice of mysterious
endearments— those mother's-lap endearments and
those sister’s hair-ribbon endearments—

But now stupendously borne from the other side of the
appearance of things,

The deafening far-off Voice become the Absolute Voice,
the Mouthless Voice, -
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Borne on the surface from deptlis of the seas’ nocturnal
solitude,

Calling me, calling me, calling me . . .

[t comes tl'irougl'i muifle(i, as tl'iougl'i stifled but still
auclil)le,

From- far, far away, as tl'iougl'i soumiing elsewhere and not
audible l'iere,

Like a smothered cry, a doused ligl'it, a silenced l)reatl'i,

From no point in space, from no place in time,

The everlasting nigl'it cry, the (ieep, confusing exhalation:

Al;o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-oo—yyy s
Aho-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0—yyy - . .

Schooner alzo-o-o-o-o-o—o-o-o-o—yy e

A cold shiver of the spirit goes all tl'irougli my l)ody

And I quiclzly open my eyes that I hadn't closed.

A.l‘l, what a joy to come out of my dreams once and for
alll

Here’s the real world again, so good for the nerves!

Here it is in the early morning with newly arrived sl'iips
just entering port.

The Sllip about to arrive no longer matters. It's still far
off.

Only what's close now cleanses the heart.

Now it's my imagination, strong, practical, liygienic,

That busies itself only with modern and useful tl'iings,

With freigl'iters, steamsl'iips and passengers,

With poweriul, immediate, mociern, commercial, down-to-
earth tliings.

The ﬂywlieel inside me slows down.

Wonderful modem maritime life,

Everytliing so sanitary, mechanized, liealtl'xy!
Everytliing so well-regulated, so spontaneously acljuste(i,
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All the cogs and wl'xeels, all the sllips at sea,

All facets of mercantile enterprise, export and import,
So marvelously arrangecl

That everything runs as if lJy natural law,

Notlling jarring or out of place!

Poetry hasn’t lost out a bit. Moreover{ we now have the
machine

With its own poetry as well, and a totally new way of life,

Businesslilze, worldly, intellectual, sentimental,

With which the machine age has endowed our souls.

Voyages are now as beautiful as tl'xey ever were,

And a Sl’lip will always be beautiful, simply because it's a
sl'xip.

A sea voyage is still a sea voyage and distance exists where
it always did—

Nowl'lere, thank God!

Seaports full of steamsllips of every conceivable type!

Large and small, and all painted differently, each with
variously aligned portl'loles

From such a delicious pletlxora of sllipping companies!

Each steamer in port so unique in its well-marked
mooring!

So festive the quiet elegance of its commercial traffic on
the seaways,

Over the ever ageless Homeric seaways, oh Ulysses!

The humanitarian look of the ligl'ltl'xouses far out at
nigl'xt,

Or the sudden lightlxouse beam nearl)y on a dark thick
nigl'lt .

(“How close to land we've been passing.” And the water

sings in our ears)! . . .

All this today is what's always been, except that there’s
trade;
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And the commercial purpose of the great steamers

Makes me boast of this age | live in!

The vatietsr of people aboard passenger s}xips

Fills me with the modern ptide of living in an age when
it’s so easy

For races to come togetl'ler, cover clistances, see everytl'ling
s easily,

Thus realizing and enjoying so many dreams in one’s

lifetime.

Clean, adjusted, and modern as an office of guiclzets
enclosed in yellow wire netting,

My feelings now are or&inary and respectal)le as gent/emen,

Being practical and Wllolly undistracted, tl'ley £ill their
lungs with sea air,

Like people perfectly aware of how salubrious it is to

inhale sea air.

And the day's become perfectly worlzaday.
It all gets under way, everytlling falling into place.

With great pleasure, natural and straigl'lt{orward, [ recite
by heart

All the commercial operations needed to get a sl*xipment
of goods on its way.

Mine is the age of the rubber stamp appearing on all
invoices

And [ feel that all letters in all offices

Must be addressed to me.

A lznowledge of sl'xipping is so distinctive,

And a ship captain’s signature is so beautiful and modern!

The strict commercial style of beginning and encling a
letter:

Dear Sirs, Messieurs, Amigos e Srs.,

Yours faitl:ﬁz/]y—nos salutations empressées . . .

Not only is it all human and tidy but beautiful as well,
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And {inally it's all got a maritime purpose—tl'xe vessel
with its freigl'xt
Being sl’xipped is what the letters and invoices are about.

Life’s complexity! Invoices are made out by men

Who love and hate, have political passions, sometimes
commit crimes—

And their invoices are so well written, so perfectly allgnetl
so mclependent of all that!

There are those who can look at an invoice and not feel
any of it at all.

Surely you, Cesério Verde, you once felt this.

As for me, | feel it with such human tenderness I can
almost weep.

Don't tell me there’s no poetry in business, in offices!

W}ly, it seeps tl'xrougl'l every pore . . . | breathe it in the
sea air

Because it's all got to do with sl’lips and modern
navigation,

Because invoices and commercial letters are the
})eginnings of history,

And ships carrying goocls on the everlasting sea are its

encl.

And, al'x, the voyages, the ]'xoliday cruises, and the rest,

The sea voyages where we all get to be fellow passengers

Ina special way, as though some mystery of sea custom

Had touched our souls and momentari]y changed us

Into transient compatriots of some indeterminate
fat]—xerland,

Forever changing location on the vast ocean!

Grand hotels of the Infinite, oh my trans_atlantic liners!

With the totally perfect cosmopolitanism of never
stopping at any point

And encompassing every type of costume, countenance,

ancl race! -
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Voyages and voyagers—ancl so many different types of
them!

So many nationalities on earth, so many protessions, so
many people!

So many different directions to steer ones life,

And life itselt, in the end and at l'xeart, always always the
same!

So many strange faces! All faces are strange

And notlling gives one the sense of what's l'xoly so much
as watcl'xing people constantly.

Brotherhood isn't tinally a revolutionary idea,

It's sometl'ling you learn l)y living your life, when you've
got to tolerate everytl'xing,

And you l)egin J('irmling amusing what you've got to
tolerate,

And you end up nearly weeping with tenderness over the
tlxings you tolerated!

A.l’l, and all this is l)eautitul, all this is human and tirmly
tied

To the Jfeelings—so lluman, so social)le, so l)ourgeois,

So complexly simple, so metapl'xysically sad!

Drittiné, diverse, life ends l)y teaclﬁng us to be human.

Poor people! poor people, all of us, everywllere!

I take leave of this moment in the sl'lape of this other
Sl’lip

Setting out now. It’s an Englisl'l tramp steamer,

Filtl'xy enougl'l to be Frenclm,

With the l'xomely look of a seagoing proletarian,

And listed no doubt on the last page of yesterclay's
sl'xipping news.

The poor Sllip touches me, it moves so lmml)ly and
naturally.
There’s a certain scrupulousness about it—in what way |

can't say—lilae an honest person,
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Going about doing whatever he has to do.

Now it's moving away from the dock in front of me, from
the spot where I'm standing.

There it goes quietly by where caravels used to pass.

Long ago, long, long ago ...

Headed for Cardiff? Liverpool? London? It doesn't
matter where.

It's cloing its jol). Let us likewise do ours. Life is so
beautiful! .

Bon voyage! Bon voyage!

Bon voyage, my poor casual friend who did me the favor

Of tal:zing the fever and fret of my dreams with you,

And l)ringing me back to life so I could look at you and
watch you go l)y.

Bon voyage! Bon voyage! That's what life is . . .

Your pose is so natural, so inevitably matutinal,

Leaving Lisbon harbor today!

I have a curious and grateful affection for you because of
all this . . .

For what? How do I know what it is! . . . but go ahead
...passby...

With a slight shudder

(TA—t—t—t...)

The ﬂywl’xeel in me stops.

Slow sl’lip, pass })y, pass away and don't stop here . . .

Leave me, pass away out of sight,

Take yourself out of my heart,

Vanish in the Distance, the farthest Distance, the mist of
God,

Disappear, follow your destiny, leave me behind . . .

Who am I to weep and ask questions?

Who am I to spea]z to you and love you?

Who am I to be upset l)y the sight of you?

It leaves the doclz, the sun grows larger, rises golden,

The roofs of I)uilclings along the dock l)egin to glow,
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This whole side of the city is sparkling . . .

Good-bye now, leave me— first be

The ship in mid-river, standing there Lright and clear,
Then, the Sl’lip passing the sandbar, small and black,
Then a vague speclz on the horizon (oh my dread!),

A speck growing vaguer and vaguer on the horizon . . .
Tl’xen, nothing at all—only me and my SOrrow,

And the great city now full of sunlight,

And this moment, real and bare as a deserted doclz,

And the slow-moving crane that, like a turning compass,
Traces a semicircular course for God knows what emotion
In the compassionate stillness of my soul . ..

(1914 or 1915)
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Salutation to Walt Whitman

Infinite Portugal, June eleventh, nineteen hundred and

fifteen . . .
A-l’loy-l’)oy-l’loy-hoy!

From here in Porl:ugal, with all past ages in my brain,

[ salute you, Walt, [ salute you, my brother in the
Universe,

I, with my monocle and tigl'xtly buttoned frock coat,

I am not unworthy of you, Walt, as you well know,

[ am not unwortl'xy of you, my greeting is enougl'l to
make it so . . .

I, so given to indolence, so easi]y l)ored,

[ am with you, as you well know, and understand you and
love you,

And tl'xougl'l [ never met you, born the same year you
diecl,

[ know you loved me too, you knew me, and I am happy.

[ know that you knew me, that you considered and
explainecl me,

I know that this is what I am, whether on Broolalyn Ferry
ten years before I was born

Or strolling up Rua do Ouro tl'xin]zing about everytl'xing
that is not Rua do Quro,

And just as you felt everything, so I feel everything, and
so here we are clasping hands,

Clasping hands, Walt, clasping hands, with the universe

doing a dance in our soul.

@) singer of concrete a]:)solutes, always modern and etema],
Fiery concubine of the scattered world,

Great pederast laruslling up against the diversity of tl'xings,
Sexualized l)y rocks, Ly trees, l)y people, l)y their trades,
Itch for the swiftly passing,‘for casual encounters, for

what’s merely observed,
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My enthusiast for what's inside everything,
My great hero going straight t}u‘ough Death l)y leaps and
bounds,

Roaring, screaming, bellowing greetings to God!

Singer of wild and gentle brotherhood with everyt}ling,

Great epiclermic democrat, up close to it all in l)ody and
soul,

Carnival of each and every action, bacchanalia of all
intentions,

Twin brother of every sudden impulse,

Jean-Jacques Rousseau of the world hell-bent to produce
machinery,

Homer of all the insaisissable of wavering camality,

Sl’lal:zespeare of the sensation on the verge of steam
propulsion,

Milton-Shelley of the dawning future of Electricity!

Incubus of all gestures,

Spasm penetrating every object-force,

Souteneur of the whole Universe,

Whore of all solar systems . . .

How often do I kiss your picture!

Wherever you are now ([ don’t know where it is but it is
God)

You feel this, I know you feel it, and my kisses are
warmer (flesh and blood)

And you like it that way, old friend, and you thank me
from over there—

I know this well, something tells me, some pleasure in my

spirit:
Some abstract, slant erection in the depths of my soul.
There was notl'ling of the engageant in you—rather the
muscular, the cyc]opic,

T]’xoug}x in facing the Universe yours was the attitude of a

woman,
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And every blade Of grass, every stone, eévery man was a

Universe for you.

Walt, dearest old man, my great Comrade, evohé!

[ l)elong to your bacchic orgy of freed sensations,

I am yours, from the tingling of my toes to the nausea of
my dreams,

I am yours, look at me—up there close to God, you see
me contrariwise, ’

From inside out . . . You divine my body, you see my
soul —

You see it properly, and t]'n'oug}i its eyes you take in my
body —

Look at me: you know that L Alvaro de Campos, sl’iip's
engineer,

Sensationist poet,

Am not your disciple, am not your friend, am not your
singer,

You know that I am You, and you are happy about it!

I can never read through all your poems . . . There's too
much feeling in them . . .

I go throug}i your lines as through a teeming crowd that
brushes past me,

Smelling of sweat, of grease, of human and mechanical
activity.

At a given moment, reading your poems, | can't tell if
I'm reading or living them,

I don’t know if my actual place is in the world or in your
poems,

I don'’t know if I'm standing here with both feet on the
grouncl .

Or lianging upsicle down in some sort of worl:zsliop,

From the natural ceiling of your stampeding inspiration,

From the center of the ceiling of your unapproacl’ial’)le

intensity.

83



Open all the doors!

Because [ have to go in!

My password? Walt Whitman!

But [ don't give any password Ce

I go in without explaining e

If I must, I'll knock the doors down . . .

Yes, sligl'it and civilized tl'iougi'i I am, I'll knock the doors
down,

Because at this moment I'm not siigiit or civilized at all,

I'm ME, a tilinizing universe of flesh and bone, wanting
to get in

And i'iaving to get in i)y force, because when I want in |
am God!

Take this garbage out of my way!

Put those emotions away in drawers!

Get out of i'iere, you politicians, literati,

You peace{ul businessmen, poiicemen, whores, souteneurs,

All your kind is the letter that kills, not the spirit giving
life.

The spirit giving life at this moment is ME!

Let no son of a bitch get in my way!

My patl'i goes ti'irougi'i Infinity before reacl'iing its end!

[t's not up to you whether [ reach this end or not,

It's up to me, up to God—up to what | mean by the
word Inﬁ'm'te ce

Onward!

I spur ahead!

[ feel the spurs, [ am the very horse 1 mount,

Because [, since | want to be consubstantial with God,

Can be everytiiing, or I can be notiiing, or anyti-iing,

Just as | p]ease R (3 noi)ody's business . . .

Raging madness! Wanting to yelp, jump,

Scream, bray, do handsprings and somersaults, my body
yelling,

Cramponner at the car wheels and to go under,



Get inside the wl'xirling whiplash that's about to strike,

Be the bitch to all dogs and they not enough for me,

Be the steering wheel of all machines and their speecl too
slow for me,

Be the one who's crushed, abandoned, pulled apart, or
done for,

Come dance this {ury with me, Walt,_ you there in that
other world,

Swing this hoedown with me, lznoclzing at the stars,

Fall exhausted to the grouncl with me,

Beat the walls with me like mad,

Break Clown, tear yourself apart with me,

Tl’lrougl'l everytl'ling, in everything, around everytl'xing,
without anytl'xing,

In an abstract ]Jody rage that stirs up maelstroms in the

soul . e

Damn it! Get going, | said!

Even if God himself stops us, let’s get going . . . it makes
no difference . . .

Let’s go on and get nowhere . . .

Infinity! Universe! End without end! What's the
difference?

(Let me take off my tie, unbutton my collar.

You can't let off steam with civilization loopecl around
your neck . . .)

All riglit now, we're off to a ﬂying start!

In a great marche aux ﬂamlveaux of all the cities of Europe,
In a great military parade of industry, trade and leisure,
In a great race, a great incline, a great decline,
Thunclering and leaping, and everything with me,

I jump up to salute you,

I yell out to salute you,

I burst loose to salute you,‘l)ouncling, handstanding,

yawping!
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This is why I send you

My leaping verses, my Louncling verses, my spasmoclic
verses,

My l'xysteria-attacle verses,

Verses that pull the cart of my nerves.

My crazy tum]:)ling inspires me,
Barely able to breathe, I get to my feet exalted,
For the verses are me not l)eing able to burst from living.

Open all the windows for me!

Throw open all the doors!

Pull the whole house up over me!

[ want to live {reely, out in the open,

I want to make gestures l)eyoncl my l)ocly,

To run like the rain streaming down over walls,

To be steppecl on like stones down the broad streets,
To sink like l'leavy weig}xts to the bottom of the sea,
And all this voluptuously, a feeling alien to me now!

I don’t want the doors bolted!

I don’t want the safes locked!

I want to horn in there, put my nose in, be clragged off,

I want to be somel)ody else’s wounded meml)er,

I want to be spi]led from crates,

[ want to be thrown in the ocean,

I want them to come loolzing for me at home with lewd
intentions —

Just so I'm not always sitting here quietly,

Just so 'm not simply writing these verses!

I'm against in-between spaces in the world!

I'm for the compenetrated, material contiguity of ol)jects!
I'm for pl’xysical bodies commingling like souls,

Not just dynamically but statically too!

I want to fly and fall from way up high!
To be thrown like a hand grenade!
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To be l)rought to a sudden stop...To be lifted to . . .
The l'iigl'iest, abstract encl-point of me and everytl'iing else!

Climax of iron and motors!
Accelerated escalator without any stairs!

Hy(iraulic pump tearing out my guts and my {eeling it!

Put me in chains, just so I can break them,
Just so [ can break them with my teeth lz)leeding,
Bleeding away in spurts, with the masochistic joy of life!

The sailors took me prisoner,

Their hands gripped me in the dark,

[ died momentarily from the pain,

My soul went on liclzing the floor of my private cell
With the wl'iirligig of impossi})iiities circling my taunt.

Jump, leap, take the bit between your teeth,
Red-hot iron Pegasus of my twitcl'iing anxieties,
Wavering parlzing place of my motorized destiny!

He's called Walt:

Entryway to everything!

Bridge to every‘tiling!

Higl'iway to everytl'iing!

Your omnivorous soul,

Your soul that’s ]:)irci, fish, beast, man, woman,

Your soul that’s two where two exist,

Your soul that's one ]:)ecoming two when two are one,

Your soul that’s arrow, ligl'itning, space,

Amplex, nexus, sex and Texas, Carolina and New York,

Broolelyn Ferry in the twiligiit,

Brool:ziyn Ferry going back and forth,

Libertad! Democracy! The Twentieth Century about to
dawn!

Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

BOOM!
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You who lived it, you who saw it, you who heard it,
Sul)ject enci ol:>ject, active and passive,

Here, there, everywliere you,

Circle encompassing every possil)ility of {eeling,
Quintessence of all tllings that migl'xt still l’iappen,
God-Terminus of all imaginal)le olajects, and it is you!
You-are the Hour,

You the Minute,

You the Second!

You interpolated, lil)erate(i, unfurle(i, sent,
Interpolating, liberating, unfurling, sencling,

You, the interpolator, lil)erator, unfurler, sen(ier,
The seal on all letters,

The name on all addressed envelopes,

Goods cielivered, retumeci, and to follow . . .
Trainful of feelings at so many soul-miles per hour,
Per hour, per minute, per second, BOOM!

Now that I'm almost dead and see everytliing so clearly,
I bow to you, Great Liberator.

Surely my personality had some purpose.

Surely it meant sometl'ling, since it expressed itself,
Yet loolzing back today, only one tlling troubles me—
Not to have had your self—transcemiing calm,

Your liberation like star-clustered Infinite Nigl'lt.

Mayl)e I had no mission at all on earth.

That's wl'iy I'm calling out

For the ear-splitting privilege of greeting you,

All the ant-swarming liumanity in the Universe,

All the ways of expressing all emotions,

All the sl1apes and patterns of all tl'iougl'its,

All the wheels, all the gears, all the pistons of the soul.
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That's w}ly I'm crying out

And wl’xy, ina parade of Me’s to you, tl'ley all begin to
buzz

In their real and metaphysical gilal)erish,

In the uproar of tl'xings going on inside without nexus.

Good-bye, bless you, live forever, O great bastard of
Apollo, '

Impotent and ardent lover of the nine muses and of the
graces,

Cal)le-car from Olympus to us and from us to Olympus

(1915)
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Lisbon Revisited (1923)

No, I don’t want anything.
[ alreacly said I don't want anything.

Don’t come to me with your resolutions!

The only resolution is death.

Don't l’)ring me your esthetics!
Don't spout to me about morals!

Get those metaphysics out of here!

Don't preacll to me about complete systems, don't clrag
out for me

Your whole line of scientific conquests (scientific, my
God, scientiﬁc)—

Of learning, of art, of all modern civilization!

What harm did I ever do to all the gods?
If they know the truth, let them hold onto it!

I'm a technician, but my teclmique lies solely in
tec]—mique.

Aside from that, I'm crazy, with every rigl'lt to be.

With every right to be—do you hear me?

Don'’t bother me, for God’s sake!

So, would you want me married, futile, humdrum and
taxable?

Would you want me to be the opposite—tl'xe opposite of
anytl'xing whatever?

If I were someone else, I'd do you—all of you—the favor.

But l)eing what I am, just hold your horses!

Go to hell without me,
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Or let me go there lny myself!

Why should we go together?

Don't gra]:) my arm!

I don't like people gral)l)ing my arm. | want to be alone.
[ already said I'm alone!

Oh, what a Lore—people wanting me to be one of them!

Oh sky of blue—the same sky of m)-r childhood —

Empty, perfect, eternal truth! .

Oh gentle Tagus River, age-olcl and si]ent,

Tiny truth where the slay is reflected!

Oh sorrow revisited, Lisbon of once-upon-a-time today!

You give me notl'xing, you take nothing from me, you're
nothing I can feel myself in.

Leave me in peace! | won't take long, for I neverdo. . .

And so long as the A})yss and the Silence aren’t here yet,

[ want to be alone!

(1923)
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“If you want to Lill yourselt 1'10w come you
don't want to Lill yourse

If you want to kill yourselt, how come you don’t want to
ill yourselt?

So, here’s your chance! As for me, who loves life and
death so muctl,

Id Lill myselt too, if I dared . . .

Well, if you dare, dare it!

What good to you is this endless frame of outer images

We call the world?

This moving picture hour after hour pertormecl

By old-hat actors going tl'xrougtm their paces,

This many—colorect circus of our unending impulses?

What gooct is that inner world of yours you ignore?

Kill yourselt and mayt)e you’ll get to know it tinally ce

Mayt)e t>y ending it all, you'll make a start . . .

And in any case, if you're sick of existing,

Be sick with some dignity,

And don't sing about life, as I do, because you're soused,

Don't hail death as literature, the way I cto!

Somet:octy needs you? Those empty shadows called people?

No one is needed, nobody needs you . . .

If you're not around, things will go on without you.

Mayl)e ttlings will get worse for others if you go on living
instead of ctying Ce

Maybe it'll get harder if you go on enduring than if you
stopped enduring ce

Others grieve for you? . . . Are you already sorry
That ttley'll weep over you?

You can bet ttley won't for long S

The life torce, little t)y little, dries the tears
When ttxey're not spilled on our own account,

When ttley're shed over what tlappens to others, especially
deattl,
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Because that's just the tl'ling after which not}ling l'lappens
to others . . .

First comes the heartache, the mystery arriving

Unannounced, and your hig}xly touted life sudclenly a
vacuum . . .

Then awe of the caslaet, solid and real,

And the men there in black cloing their jol)

Then the {amlly at the wa]ze, crac]zmg ]olzes in their misery,

To cope with the pity of your passing,

And you there— mere cause and occasion for the wretched
aHair,

You—llonest—to—gooclness cleacl, much deader than you
imagine . . .

Much deader around here than you t})ink,

Even if mayl)e more alive over there . . .

Then comes the patl'letic retreat to the grave or the vault,

And afterwards, the memory of you starting to die.

At first everyone {eeling relieved

By your death, that slightly irritating tragedy,

Then the talk growing livelier clay }Jy clay,

As ordinary life for everyone takes over again . . .

Then slowly you're {orgotten.

Only two dates are remembered each year:

The day you were born, the clay you died.

Notl'ling, notl'xing more, a}Jsolutely notl'xing else.

Twice a year tl'ley think of you.

Twice a year tl'xey who loved you sigh over you,

And now and then sigh if someone happens to mention

you.

Take a good look at yourself and just face _wl'lat we are . . .

If you want to kill yourself, why not do it?

Forget the moral scruples, the mental qualms!

What scruples or qualms are there in life grinding on and
on? -
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What scruples in the chemistry of impulse driving

The sap, t}xe circulation of the blood, and love?

What memory is there of others in the llappy rl'xytllm of
life?

0}1, the sad vanity of flesh and blood called manlzind,

Can't you see, you're not the slig}xtest bit important?

To yourself you matter, because you feel for yourself.

To yourself you're everyt]'xing, because to yourself you're
the whole universe,

And the real universe and the universe of others

Only satellites of your ol)jective subjectivi’cy.

To yourself you matter, because only you matter to
yourself.

And if that's so—you mytl'x—won't others be the same
way?

Do you dread the unl:znown, like Hamlet?
But what's not unknown? What is it you know
That lets you call this or that, in particular, unknown?

You love the fat of life, like Falstaff?

If you love it so fatly, love it even more!

Make yourself the fat of the earth and every thing.

Scatter your physical and chemical system

Of noctumally conscious cells

Over the nocturnal consciousness of unconscious ]:)odies,

Over the l'mge not-]:)lanlaeting-anything-apparent blanket.

Over all the greenery and grass that teem with l)reeding
creatures,

Over the atomic fog of things,

Over the turbulent walls

Of the pulsating vacuum of the world . . .

(1926)
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Lisbon Revisited (1926)

Nothing holds me to any‘tl’ling.

[ want fi{ty tl'xings at once.

With a meat-l'mngry anguish [ yearn

For what I don’t know—

Definitely for the indefinite . . .

Restless sleep and live in the restless dream

Of someone who sleeps restlessly, half of me clreaming.

T}ley closed all the abstract and necessary doors on me.

They drew the curtains on all the hypotl'xeses [ might see
on the street.

There’s no house on the side street with the number they

gave me.

I woke to the same life I departed by sleeping.

Even my dream armies suffered defeat.

Even my dreams felt false as I dreamed them.

Even the life only desire—even that life—cloys Ce

[ understand in fits and starts;

[ write betweentimes when I'm not tired;

And a boredom that's bored even of itself drags me
ashore;

I've no idea how the future and fate will treat my aimless
anguisl'l;

I don’t know what impossible southern islands await me
sl'xipwreclzed;'

Or what palm-groves of letters will give me at least a line

O{ verse.

No, I don’t know this, that, or anything else . . .
And deep in my soul where I dream what I dreamt,
In the furthest recesses of my soul where I live memory

without any reason
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(Anci the past is a natural fog of fake tears),

On the shortcuts and roads in the faraway woods
Where I ilypotilesizeci my i)eing,

The last remnants of my ultimate illusion

Flee, dismantled,

My dream armies vanquisl'xeci without ever having been,
My latent cohorts sl’lattered to pieces in God.

Once again [ see you, City of my childhood terrifyingly
lost . ..

City of my sorrow and joy, | dream here again . . .

1? But am I the same person who lived here once and
retumeci,

And came back here again and again?

And now come back here again, am [?

Or are we, all the I's | was or were here,

A string of l)eaci—i)eings strung all together by a memory
stranci,

A string of dreams of myself which someone outside me
dreamt up?

Once again [ see you—

With heart more distant, soul less my own.

Once again I see you—Lis]:;on, the Tagus, and all—,
Useless passeri)y of you and of me,

Stranger in this place as in every other,

Accidental in life as in the soul,

Phantom wantiering the halls of memory,

To the squealing of rats and the squea]aing of boards,
In the doomed castle where life must be lived . . .

Once again [ see you,

Shadow passing tl'irougil shadows

Shining for one moment in an unlznown, funereal light,
Then entering the nig}xt like a ship's wake disappearing
In water slowly become inaudible . . .
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Once again [ see you,

But myself, alas, I fail to see!

Shattered, the magical mirror where [ saw myself
iclentical,

And in each fateful fragment [ clescry only a piece of
myself—

A piece of you and of myself R

(1926)
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Tobacco Shop

I'm notl'ling.

I'll always be nothing.

I can’t even wish to be something.

Aside from that, I've got all the world's dreams inside me.

Windows of my room,

The room of just one of millions in the world nol)ody
knows

(And what would they know, if they knew that?),

You open on the mystery of a street people are constantly
crossing,

A street blocked off to all tl'xougl'xt,

A street that's real, impossil)ly real, and rigl'lt,
unconsciously rig}xt,

With the mystery of tl'lings lying under live l)eings and
stones,

With death spreading dankness on walls and white hair on
heads,

With fate driving the cart of everytl'ling down not}lingness

l'O&Cl.

Today I'm bowled over, as though hit l)y the truth.

Today I'm clearheaded, as though I were going to die,

Having no more l)rotherly feeling for things

Than to say good-]:)ye, turning this house and this side of
the street

Into a line of coaches in a long train with its whistle
sl'xrielzing good-bye

From inside my head,

And a nerve—wrac]zing, Lone-craclzing jer]z as it moves off.

Toclay I'm mixed up, like someone who tl'xougl'lt

somet}ling and grasped it, then lost it.
Toclay I'm torn between the allegiance I owe
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Somet}xing real outside me—the Tobacco Sl’xop across
the street,
And something real inside me—the feeling that it’s all a

dream.

I failed in everytlming

Since I was up to not}xmg, mayl’)e it was all really
nothmg

From learmng and training for anything useful 1 escaped

By slipping out the back window.

I went off to the country with great plans,

But found only grass and trees there,

And when there were people, tlley were just like any
others.

[ leave the window, sit down in a chair. What should I
think about?

How can I tell what I'll be, I who don’t know what I am?

Be what I think? But I lzeep t})in]zing I'm so many
t}xings!

And so many people think of being the same t}xing, there
just can't be that many!

Genius? At this moment

A hundred thousand heads are dreaming tl'xey're geniuses
like me,

And who knows if 1’1istory will remember even one of
them.

From all those dreams of glory there’ll be nothing but
manure in the end.

No, I don't believe in myself.

In every asylum there are madmen sure of so much!

I, sure of notl'ung, am | more sure or less sure than tl'xey7

No, not even of myself . .

In how many garrets and nongarrets of the world

Are there sel{-stylecl geniuses clreaming now?

How many higl'l-minclecl aspirations, noble and lucid —
Yes, really high—min&ed, noble and lucid—,
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And who knows, even practical)le,

Wil ever see the real ligl'lt of day or get a l'learing?

The world is made for those born to conquer it,

Not those who dream of conquering it, rigl'xt tl'lougl'l they
may be.

I've dreamt of more things than Napoleon went and did.

I've talzen to my so-called heart more humanity than
Christ ever did.

['ve secretly tl'lougl'lt up more philosopl’xies than Kant ever
wrote down.

Yet | am, and maybe always will be, the man in the garret,

Tl’xougl'l I don't live in one;

Il always be the one who wasn't born /or it;

I'll always simply be the one with all the promise;

Il always be the one waiting for the door to open at the
wall without a cloor,

Who sang his anthem to Infinity in a chicken coop,

Who heard the voice of God in a covered well.

Believe in myselg? No, I don’t, nor in anyt]'xing.

Let Nature pour down upon my burning head

Her sun, her rain, the wind rufﬂing my hair,

And let the rest come, if it will or must, or not at all.

Cardiac cases enslaved l)y the stars,

We've conquered the world before getting out of bed,

But we wake and the world is opaque,

We get up and the world looks strange,

We go out in the street and there's the whole earth,

Plus Solar System, Milky Way, and the old Indefinitude.

(Eat your chocolates, little girl!

Eat your chocolates!

Loolz, there’s no metapl'lysics on earth but chocolates.

Look, all religions on earth have notl'ling more to teach
us than a cancly store does.

Eat, clirty little girl, eat them up!

If only I could gobble down those chocolates as trustily as
you do!
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But then I think, peeling off the silver wrapper, it's only
tin{oil,
And toss it on the floor, just as ['ve tossed away my life.)

Butat least, out of my bitterness at what I'll never be,

There's the quick calligraphy of these lines,

The broken arcl'xway to the Impossi])le.

And at least I reserve for myself this clry-eyed contempt—

Noble, at least, in the grand gesture | make

Flinging out the dirty clothes I am, with no laundry list,
into the drift of things,

And stay at home, shirtless.

(011, my comforters, who don'’t exist and so may comfort,

Whether Greek goddess, conceived as a statue that springs
alive,

Or Roman matron, impossil)ly noble and ominous,

Or Princess of the troubadours, so blushing and so gentle,

Or eighteenth-century marcllioness, so décolletée and cool,

Or famous courtesan back in our parents’ time,

Or modern whatever—since I can’t imagine what—

All of it, whatever it may }Je, if you can inspire, do it!

My heart’s an emptied pail.

Like someone who can call up spoolzs calls up spoolas,

I call myself up, and not}xing's there.

[ go to the window and see the street in perfect clarity.

I see the shops, [ see the pavement, I see the passing cars.

[ see the dressed—up living passersl’;y.

[ see the dogs too, also alive,

And all of it weighs on me like a verdict of exile,

And all of it's strange to me, like everything else. )

I livecl, I studiecl, I loved, I even l)elieveﬂ,

And now there’s no beggar I don't envy simply for not ]:)eing
me.

In each I see the rags, the sores, the lies,

And think: maybe you never lived, studied, loved, believed
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(Because people can go t}xrougl'x the motions without
cloin.g any of it);

Maybe you barely existed, like the lizard whose tail's been
snipped

And is just a tail, apart from the lizard, and beating
{rantically.

I made of myself something I didn’t know,

And what I could become, I didn't.

The fancy costume [ put on was wrong.

They saw me straigl'lt for what I wasn't; I didn’t disabuse
them, so I lost mysel{.

When 1 tried taking off the mask,

It stuck to my face.

When 1 pullecl it off and looked in the mirror,

I'd grown older.

I was drunk and couldn’t get into the fancy costume I
hadn’t taken off.

So I threw away the mask and slept in the cloakroom

Like a dog they let stay in the house

Because it's harmless,

And I'm about to write this story to prove 'm sublime.

Musical essence of my useless poems,

If only I could find you in something I'd really made,

And not forever fixed by the Tobacco Shop across the
street,

Stamping my feet on the consciousness of l:)eing alive,

Like a rug some drunkard stumbles over

Or a doormat the gypsies stole not worth a dime.

But the Tobacco Shop Owner has come to his door and
stands there now.

I look at him, straining my half-turned neck,

Straining my half-blind soul.

He'll die and so will I.

He'll leave his signboard, I'll leave poems.
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After a while his signl:oard will perisl'l too, and so will my
poems.

A little later the street will die where his signl)oarcl l'lung,

And so will the language my poems were written in.

Then the spinning planet where all this llappenecl will die,

In other satellites in other systems sometlling like people

Will go on making things like poems and living under
tlnngs like sxgnl)oarcls,

Always one tl'ung against another,

Always one tl'xing as useless as another,

Always the impossil:)le tl'ling as stupid as the real tl'ling,

Always the fundamental mystery as certain as the sleeping
surface mystery,

Always this tlling or that, or neither one nor the other.

But now a man’s gone into the Tobacco Shop (to buy
tobacco?)

And the plausil)le reality of it all sucl«lenly hits me.

I'm getting up, full of energy, convinced, human,

And about to try writing these lines, which say the
opposite.

I ligllt a cigarette and think of writing them,

And in the cigarette I savor my liberation from all
tllougl'xts.

I follow the smoke like a lane of my own,

For one sensitive, dexterous moment enjoying

The freedom from all speculation

And the consciousness that metapl'xysics comes from

feeling out of sorts.

Then I fall back in my chair
And go on smolzmg
As long as fate permits, I’ 1l go on smol:zmg

(If T married my washwoman's clauglxter,

Maybe I'd be happy. )
I think of this, get up from my chair. I go to the window.
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The man is ]eaving the Shop (putting change into his
pants’ pocket?).

Ah, I know him: it's nonmetapl'lysical Stevens.

(The Tobacco Sl’lop Owner comes back to the door. )

As if lay divine instinct, Stevens turns around and sees
me.

He waves me a hello, I shout l)acl:z, Hello Stevens! and the
universe

Reorganizes itself for me, without hopes or ideals, and the
Tobacco Sllop Owner smiles.

(1928)
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Written in a Book Abandoned on the Trip

I come from around Beja.

I'm going to the center of Lisbon.

I'm not l’)ringing anytl'ling and won't find a tl'ling.

I feel the exhaustion I anticipate from what I won't find.

And my yearning comes not from the past or the future.

In this book I leave inscribed the image of my dead
clesign:

I was, like the grasses, and never uprootea’.

(1928?)
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“Master, my dear master”

Master, my dear master!

Heart of my l)ody, intellectual and whole!
Life-root of my inspiration!

Master, what became of you in this form of life?

You didn’t care if you lived or died, you or anything else,

VVit}n your al)stract soul visual to t]ue l)one,

Your incredible intentness on the external, always
multiple world,

Refuge from the nostalgia for all the old gods,

Human spirit of mothering earth,

Flower ricling the flood of subjective intelligence ce

O Master, my master!

In the sensationist anguish of all my felt days,

In the daily pain inflicted l)y the mathematics of l)eing,
I, a slave to all things, like dust to all winds,

Lift up my hands to you, so far away, so far from me!

My master and my guide!

Whom nothing ever hurt, ever aclled, ever clisturbed,
Sure as the sun ma]zing clay in its effortless round,
Natural as daylig}lt letting everytl'ning show,

O master, your serenity tauglut my heart notl'ling,
My heart learned nothing.

My heart is nothing.

My heart is lost.

Master, [ would only be like you if I were you.

How piercing that great happy moment [ first heard you!
Exhaustion has filled this su])jective world ever since.

It's all an effort in this world where things are desired,

It’s all false in this world where things are conceived,

It’s all something else in this world where everything's felt.

106



I've been like a laeggar since then, left out in the cold,

With the whole town indifferent toward me.

Since then I've been like mown grass,

Piles of it scattered in uneven rows.

Since then I've been myself—yes, myself—to my own
misfortune,

And I, with that misfortune, am not myself, neither
another nor anyone else. '

But w11y, then, did you teach me your clarified vision

If you could not teach me to have the soul to see clearly?

Wl’ly did you summon me up to the top of the mountains

If I, a child of the cities of the plain, did not know how to
breathe?

W}ly did you give me your soul if I didn’t know what to
do with it,

Like someone loaded with gold in the desert

Or someone who pours forth his divine voice in the
ruins?

Wl’ly did you wake me to that sensation and new soul

If I would not know how to feel, if my soul remains ever

my own?

Oh, if only the unknown God had let me be always

That decadent poet, so stupidly vain,

Whod at least have succeeded in giving some pleasure,

And oh, if only the terrible lznowledge of seeing had not
risen up in me.

Why did you turn me into myself? If only you’d let me
stay human!

Happy the store clerk

With his normal humdrum routine, so light tl'lough still a
burden,

Having his orclinary life,

For whom pleasure is pleasure, and fear is fear,

Who sleeps out his sleep,
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Who dines on his clinner,
Who driplas his clrin]a, and so is content.

The serenity you had which you gave me turned to
clisquiet.
You freed me but the fate of man is to be enslaved.

You woke me but the sense of l)eing human is to sleep.

(1928)
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“At the Wl'ieel of the Cl’ievrolet on the road

to Sintra”

At the wheel of the Chevrolet on the road to Sintra

Under moonligl'it and clream, on the deserted road,

[ drive alone, slow and easy, and it seems to me

A bit—or I make myself think it so a bit—

That I'm iollowing some other roa«l, some other dream,
some other world,

I'm going on, not with Lisbon there behind or Sintra
alieati,

I'm going on, and what more is there to it than not

stopping, just going on?

I'll be spending the night in Sintra, since I'm unable to
spend it in Lisbon.

But when | get to Sintra, I'll be sorry I'm not staying in
Lisbon.

Always this restlessness, aimless, inconsequential,
pointless,

Always, always, always,

The mind’s excessive anguisl'x over notl'xing at all,

On the Sintra lIigl'iway, dream lligllway, life l'iigliway Ce

Responding to my subconscious motions at the wheel,

The car I borrowed moves like a greylxoumi with me and
under me.

I smile as I think of the syml:)ol, turning to the rigl'it.

So many borrowed tl'iings I go along with in this world!

So many borrowed tliings I drive on with as if tl'iey were
mine!

What's been lent me, alas, is what I myself am!

To the lei't, a l'iovel—yes, a hovel —at the side of the

road. .
To the rigl1t, an open field and the moon in the distance.
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The car, which just before seemed to offer me freedom,
Now l)epomes something I'm locked up in,
Something I can only control if I'm part of, if it's part of

me.

Bel’lind, to the le{t, there’s the hovel and more than hovel.

Life must be l'xappy there, simply because it isn't my life.

If someone saw me from the window, they'd imagine:
there’s someone who's happy.

Maybe to the child gazing tl'xrougl'x the panes of the top-
story window

I was, like the borrowed car, a dream, an honest-to-
gooclness fairy.

Mayl)e to the girl hearing the motor who watched from
the ground—ﬂoor kitchen window,

I'm a bit of the prince all girls dream about,

And t]'xrougl'x the panes she'll take me in sidelong till 1
vanish around the bend.

I'll leave dreams behind me—or is it the car that will?

I the driver of a borrowed car, or | the borrowed car I
drive?

On the road to Sintra and sad in the moonlig]'xt, with the
night and fields before me,

Driving the borrowed Cl'xevrolet, and miseral)le,

I lose myself on the road of things to come, vanish in the
distance I am overtal:zing,

And out of some sudden, terrilale, vio]ent, incredible
impu]se,

I accelerate . . .

But I left my heart back there on that stone pile I steered
clear of,

Seeing it without seeing it,

At the door to the l'lovel,

My empty heart,
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My unappeased heart,

My heart, more human than I am, more precise than life.

On the road to Sintra, near miclnight, at the wheel in the
moonlig}lt,

On the road to Sintra, tired of my own fancies,

On the road to Sintra, each moment closer to Sintra,

On the road to Sintra, each moment farther away from

myself . . .

(1928)
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Note

My soul came apart like an empty jar.

It fell overwllelmingly, down the stairs.

Dropped from the hands of a careless maid.

It fell, Smashed into more pieces than there was china in
the jar.

Nonsense? Impossible? How should I know!
I've more sensations now than when [ felt I was all me.
I'ma litter of sl’lards strewn on a doormat a}Jout to })e

swept.

My fall raised a din like the crash of a jar.
The gods that exist lean over the bannister,
Staring down at the shards their maid left of me.

T]'xey're not mad at her.

Tl’ley inclulge her.
What was [—an empty vase?

T]’xey stare at the sllarcls, al)surdly conscious,
But conscious of themselves, not of the shards.

T}ley stare down and smile.
Indulgent, they smile at the heedless maid.

The l‘)ig star-carpetecl staircase spreads out.

A shard is sl’lining, glossy side up, among the stars.

Is it my work? My one and only soul? My life?

A shard.

And the gods squint at it, not ]rmowing wl'ly it got left
there.

(1929)
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“I have a terrible cold”

I have a terrible cold.

And everyone knows how terrible colds

C]’xange the whole structure of the universe,

Making us sore at life,

Malzing us sneeze till we get metaphysical.

My day is wasted, full of blowing my nose.

My head aches vaguely.

A sad fix for a minor poet to be in!

Today I'm really a minor poet.

Whatever I was before was only wisl'xful, and that's gone.

Fairy queen, good—l:ye forever!

Your wings were sun})eams, and my feet are clay.

I'll never be well if I don’t stretch out in bed.

I never was well unless I was stretched out across the

universe.

Excusez un peu. . . . What a terrible pl’lysical cold!

I need some truth and aspirin.

(1931)
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Psyche-type (Psychotype)

Symbols. Everything's symbols . . .
Maybe it’s all symbols . . .

Can you be a symbol too?

I watch, exiled from you, your two white hands

With their goocl English manners proppecl on the
tablecloth.

People independent of you . . .

I look at them: can tl'ley be sym]:)ols too?

Then the whole world is all symbol and magic?

It pro]:)ably is . ..

And wlly shouldn't it be?

Symbols . . .

I'm tired of tl'xin]zing ce

Finally I lift my eyes to find your eyes eyeing me.
You smile, knowing just what I was thinking . . .

My God! but you don’t know . . .

I was t}xinleing about symbols R

F‘aitl'xfuuy I join the conversation at the head of the
table . . .

“It was very strange, wasn't it?”

'Awﬁxl]y strange. And how did it end?”

"%/’, it didn't end. It never Joes, you know.”

Yes, you know . . . I know . . .

Yes, I know . . .

That's the trouble with syml)ols, you know.

Yes, I know.

Perfectly natural conversation . . . But the syml)ols?

I don't take my eyes off your hands . . . Who are tlmey?

My God! The symbols ... The symbols .

(1933)
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“The sleep that comes over me”

The sleep that comes over me,

The mental sleep that plmysically hits me,

The universal sleep that personally overcomes me—
To others

Such a sleep must seem a sleep to fall asleep in,
The sleep of someone wanting to go to sleep,

The very sleep that is sleep.

But it's more, it goes (leeper, l'1igl'1er than that:
It's the sleep encompassing every disappointment.
It's the sleep that syntllesizes all despair,

It's the sleep of feeling there’s a world within me
Without my llaving said yes or no to it.

Yet the sleep that comes over me

Is just like ordinary sleep.

Being tired at least softens you,

Being run-down at least quiets you,

Giving up at least puts an end to trying,

And the end at least is giving up llaving to llope.

There’s the sound of a window opening.
In(lifferent, I turn my head to the left,

Loolzing over the shoulder that felt it,

And see tlu'ougll the lulf—openecl window

The girl on the third floor across the street
Leaning out, her blue eyes searclxing for someone.
Who?

My indifference asks.

And all this is sleep.

My God, so much sleep! . . .
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“I'm Leginning to know myself.
I don't exist”

I'm beginning to know myself. I don't exist.

I'm the space between what I'd like to be and what others
_rnacle of me.

Or half that space, because there’s life there too . . .

So that’s what 1 finally am ...

Turn off the lig}xt, close the door, stop s]’xuf{ling your
slippers out there in the hall.

Just let me be at ease and all l’Jy mysel{ in my room.

Itsa cheap world.
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“He came by, wanting to spealz with me on
a downtown street”

He came l)y, wanting to speal:z with me on a downtown
street,

That poorly dressed man, a Leggar lay trade, as shown in
his face, '

Who gets along with me and I with him;

And [ina mutual, wide, effusive gesture, gave him all I
had

(Except, of course, what was in my pocl:zet where I've got
more money:

I'm not stupicl, nor a l)usy Russian novelist,

And as for Romanticism, yes, but in small doses . . . ).

[ have a soft spot for people like that,

Especially when they don’t deserve it.

Yes, 'm a vagrant and a l)eggar too,

And it’s all my own cloing too.

Being a vagrant and }Jeggar is not }Jeing a vagrant and
Leggar:

It's being off to one side of the social ladder,

It's being unable to follow the norms of life,

The real or sentimental norms of life—

[t's not l)eing a Supreme Court Justice, a reliable
employee, a prostitute,

[t's not l)eing poverty-stric]aen, an exploitecl worker,

[t's not l)eing sick with some incurable illness,

[t's not l)eing thirsty for justice or a cavalry captain,

It’s not })eing, in a word, those socially conscious
characters of the novelists, )

Bursting with literary words because t]'xey've got every
reason to shed tears,

And rebel against society because they assume it's their
right to.
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No: anything but being right!

Anytl'xing but caring about humanity!

Anything but giving into humanitarian impulses!
What goocl's a thrill if it's got some external reason?

Yes, l)eing the vagrant and beggar [ am,

[s not l)eing a vagrant and a beggar—that’s common
enough:

It's I)eing isolated in our soul—that’s what being a
vagrant is,

It's neecling to ]:)eg the days to go })y and clisregarcl us—
that's what laeing a laeggar is.

Everytl'ling else is stupid like a Dostoyevslzy ora Gorlzy.

Everything else is l)eing hungry or having not}ling to
wear.

And even t}loug]'x that happens, it happens to so many
people

It's not worth feeling sorry for those it l'xappens to.

['m a vagrant and a hell of a Leggar—that is, in the
metamorphic sense,

And I'm curling up in deepest charity for myself.

Poor Alvaro de Campos!

So terribly isolated in his life! Feeling so utterly
depressed!

Poor guy, slumped in the armchair of his melancholy!

Poor guy, with tears (real tears) in his eyes,

Who today gave away, in one grand, liberal, Muscovite
gesture

All that he had—from the pocl:zet where he had only a
bit—

To that poor man who wasn't poor and had professionally
sad eyes.

Poor Alvaro de Campos, nobody cares about him!
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Poor thing, feeling so sorry for himself!

Yes, the poor guy!

Worse off than the many other vagrants who straggle and
stray,

Who are beggars and beg,

Because the human soul is a bottomless pit.

I'm someone who knows. Poor guy! -

How goocl to be able to rebel in my soul at'a political
meeting!

But I'm not even that softheaded!

I don’t even have the excuse of laeing able to hold social
opinions.

I clon't, as a matter of fact, have any excuse at all: I'm

lucid.
Don't try changing my convictions: I'm lucid.
I already said it: I'm lucid.

Don't give me your heartfelt esthetics: I'm lucid.
Shit! I'm lucid.
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Poem in a Straigl'lt Line

I never knew a soul who ever took a liclzing.

My friends have all been cl'lampions at everyt]'xing.

And I, so often vulgar, so often ol)scene, so often vile,

I, so delil)erately parasitical,

Un{orgival)ly filtl'xy,

I, so often without patience to take a ]:)atl'x,

I, who've been so ridiculous, SO al’;surd,

Tripping up in pul)lic on the carpet of etiquette,

[, so grotesque and mean, submissive and insolent,

Who've been insulted and not said a word,

And when putting a word in growing still more ridiculous,

[ who strike chambermaids as laughable,

I who feel porters wink sarcastically,

I who've been scandalous about money, laorrowing and not
paying it back,

I, who when the time came to figl'lt, ducked

As far as I could out of puncl’ling range,

I who go into a sweat over the sligl'xtest tl'xing—

I'm convinced no one’s better than I at this sort of game.

No one I know, none of my spealzing acquaintances,

Ever acted ricliculous, ever took insults,

Was ever anything but nol:le—yes, all of them princes,
living their lives . . .

How Id love to hear a human voice, from any one of
them.

Confessing not to sins but to infamies,

Spealzing not of violent but of cowardly acts!

But no, each one’s a Paragon, to hear them tell it.

Is there no one in this whole world who'd confess to me
he's been vile just once?

All you princes, my l')rotl'lers,
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Enough—l'm fed up with demigods!
Where are the real people in this world?

Am [ the only scoundrel and laungler alive?

Mayl)e women don'’t always fall for them.

Maybe t}wy've been l)etrayecl. But ridiculous? Never!
And I, who've been ridiculous but never ]:)etrayecl,

How do I speak to their Highnesses without stammering?
I, who've been vile, literal]y vile,

Vile in the meanest and rottenest possil)le sense of the

WOI'(l.
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Ricardo Reis






Introclucing Ricardo Reis

Dr. Ricardo Reis was born inside my soul on January 29, 1914,
around 11 o’clock at nigl'it. I'd been listening to a lengtl'iy discus-
sion the clay before on the excesses of modern art, especially con-
cerning its construction. According to my way of feeling t}xings
without feeling them, I let myself be carried away on a wave of that
momentary reaction. When I became aware of what I was thinking,
I saw that I'd created a neoclassical theory and that I was in the
process of developing it. I found it beautiful and thougl'it it might
be interesting to elaborate upon the tlieory, based on principles I
neither approve nor accept as my own. [t occurred to me to turn the
theory into a “scientific” neoclassicism . . . to protest against two
currents . . . as much against modern romanticism as against the

neoclassicism of [Cl’larles] Maurras. . . .

(FemanJo Pessoa, from “Ricardo Reis—His Life ")

The whole piiilosophy behind the work of Ricardo Reis can be
summed up as sad Epicureanism. We will try to capsulate this. Each
of us—the poet believes—ougl’it to live his own life, isolating him-
self from others and searching, to the extent that he takes these
tl'xings to heart, for what gives him joy and pleasure. He should nei-
ther seek violent pleasures nor flee painful sensations as long as tl'iey
are not extreme. . . . This is the doctrine the poet offers temporar-
ily. As long as the barbarians (Christians) dominate, this should be
the pagan stance. Once the barbarian empire clisappears (if it does),
the pagan perspective can be different. For the time l)eing, it cannot

be otherwise.

(Frederico Reis [RicarJo's “brother”], from “The Sad Epicureanism o/ R. Reis”)

I would say, however, that poetry is music made with ideas, and
therefore, with words. Consicier;wliat it is to make music with ideas

instead of emotions. With emotions, one only makes music. With
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emotions that veer toward ideas, accumulating and using them in an
effort to define them, one makes song. With ideas alone, containing
notl'xing more of tiie emotion than what is necessarily intrinsic to
the iciea, one makes poetry. . . . The colder the poetry, the truer it
is. . . . A poem is a projection of an idea, in words, iay way of an
emotion. Emotion is not the basis of poetry; it is merely the means
i)y which the idea reduces itself to words. . . .

(Rr'carJo Reis, Jelvating with A./varo de Campas)

Novelty, in and of itself, means notiiing if it contains within it no
relationship to what prececieci it. ...

(Ricardo Reis, ﬁam “Considerations on the New”)

The gods }Jelong in the category of abstractions, with respect to their
relations}iip to reality, alti'iougi'i they do not ]:)elong in this category
as abstractions for tiiey are not abstract. Just as abstract ideas i’ielp
us manage things, the gocis also iielp us make our way among
mankind. The gods, are, ti'xerefore, real and unreal at the same time.
Ti'iey're unreal because tl'iey're not realities, yet tl'iey're real because
t]'iey are concretized abstractions. . . . An idea only becomes a god
when it is concretized. Then it becomes a force of Nature. This is a
god. Whether it is a reality or not, I don’t know. Personally, I believe
in the existence of the gocis; [ believe in their infinite number, in the
possibility of man to ascend to ciivinity. The creator of civilization is
a force of Nature; he is therefore a goci ora semi-god.

(Ricardo Reis, f'rom “Conception of God")
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from ODES

“I the roses love in the gardens of Adonis”

I the roses love in the garclens of Adonis,
Lyclia, I love those fast ﬂeeting roses
That on the clay they were lnom,
On that same day t]'xey die.
Lig}xt for them is everlasting: born
After the sun comes up, they die
Before Apollo rounds
His visible track.
So let us make our life a sing/e a’ay,
And willingly ignore the night to come,
The nig}lt alreacly past,
The little while we last.

(1914)
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“The gods grant us this one”

The gods grant us this one

Liberty: to submit ourselves

To their dominion Ly an act of will.
It is better that we do this

Since ‘only in its illusion

Does freedom find existence.

The gods, on whom fate eternal
Weigl'ls, do not act otherwise
In their calm and ancient

Self—possessed conviction

That their life’s divine and free.

Imitating gods, we, as little

Free as t}xey up on Olympus,

Like those who on the sands

Build castles for the eye’s delig}xt—
Let us build our life so that

The gocls will know how to thank us
For being their co-equals.

(1914)
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“T heard it told that once when Persia”

[ heard it told that once when Persia

Was engaged in some war or otl'xer,

When invaders were l)urning down the City,
And the women there were screaming,

Two chess players went on playing

Their endless game of chess.

In the shade of a spacious tree, their eyes

Were fixed upon an old chessboard,

And as each was anticipating some freer moment
When the chess piece had just been moved

And while awaiting his opponent’s next—

He'd soberly refresh his thirst

From a wine pitcher at his side.

Houses were l)urning, walls

And arc]'xways l)eing sacked,
Women rapecl and proppecl
Against the fallen walls,
Cl’xildren, pierced with lances,
Lying }Jloody in the streets . . .
But where tl'xey sat, near the City,
And far from all the tumult,

The chess players were playing
Their game of chess.

Thoug}x the desolate wind was signaling
Through the cries that reached tl'xem,

And upon reflection, tl'xey knew in their hearts
Their women and dear daughters "
Were being raped not very far away,

Even so, the instant the tl'lougl'lt hit them
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A sligl'xt sl’ladow, vague and strange,
Passed across their forel'xeads,

And their kcalm eyes soon retumed,
Trustful and intent,

To the old chessboard.

When the ivory lzing’s in jeoparcly,
Who tares about the flesh and blood
of sisters, mot}lers, children?

If the rook won't cover

The white queen’s retreat,

Looting and pillaging mean little.
And when the bold hand
Checkmates the opponent’s king
One’s soul does not care if out there

Oness children may be clying.

Even tl'xougl'l suclclenly the enemy warrior'’s
Angry face pops up

On the wall, and soon

The solemn chess player

Must l)looclily fall

Who, the previous moment

(Still considering a move

Meant for hours later),

Was sunk deep in the favorite game

Of the indifferent great.

Let cities fall and people suffer, life

And lil)erty cease to exist,

Let peaceful l'lolclings and provisions

Be ransacked and burned,

But if war interrupts the game,

Make sure the lzing's not checked

And the most advanced of the ivory pawns
Ready to take the rook.
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Brothers in Epicurus,

In loving and understanding him,

Concurring more with each other than with him,
Let us learn from this tale

Of peaceful chess players

How to live our lives.

What's serious matters so little,
What's grave concerns us no less.
Let the natural drive of instincts
Give way to the worthless pleasure

(Uncler the peaceful sl'iatly trees)
Of playing a good game.

Whatever we make of this useless life

Is all the same, whether it's glory,
Reputation, love, l:znowleclge or life itself—
As if it were simply

Some memory of a game well played

And a wager won

By the best player.

Glory weigl'xs like a precious burden,
Reputation like a fever,

Love wearies, laeing so searching and serious,
Knowledge never finds anytlling,

And life acl'iingly passes, lanowing all this . . .
The game of chess

Captures the heart completely, but losing
Matters little, since it's notlling at all.

Ah! and we, under the indifferent, favorable sliade,
With a pitcher of wine beside us, i

And only intent on the gratuitous effort

That’s in a game of chess,

Even if the game’s only a_clream

And l)eing played without a partner,
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Let us be like the Persians in this tale,
And if somewhere out tl'lere,

Near]:;y' or far away, we're summoned
By war, by country, l)y life,

Let them summon us in vain, and let
Each, under some friendly sl'xade,
Dream of his opponent,

And the chess game, of its indifference.

(1916)
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“One after anotl'ler, hard-pressecl waves

One after anotl'ler, hard-pressed waves
Curl in their green motion
And hiss white foam into

Tl’le ]:)rownness O{ sea Sl’lOl‘eS.

Leisurely clouds one after another
Break open their round motion
And sun burns the air space
Between the scanty clouds.

Indifferent to me, as | to her,
This fair clay’s clisposition
Takes little from my sense

Of time evaporating.

Only a vague inconsequential ache
Halts a moment at the portal of my soul
And, after staring l:)rieﬂy at me,

Passes on, srniling at not}ling.

(1918
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“I don't want the sincere gifts"

I don’t want the sincere gifts
You pretend to give me

As presents of your offering.
Give me what I'll lose,
Grieving for it lost, twice

OV&I‘, {01‘ you ancl fOI‘ me.

Better, promise me it without
Giving it, so the loss

Will be more in the l'xope
Than in the memory.

I'll take no more displeasure

Than in life’s continuing,

Seeing that as days pass, what's

Hoped for is delayed, which is nothing.

(1923)
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“Now ashen gray tinges the Lalding brow”

Now ashen gray tinges the ]:)alding brow
Of the youtl'l I was and lost.
My eyes gleam less and less.
My lips no longer have the rigl'xt to kiss.
If you love me still, for love's own éa]ze, desist:

You l’Jetray me with myself.

(1920)
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“Whatever stops 1is death, and is our death”

Whatever stops is death, and is our death
If it stops for us. That very shrub now
Withering, takes with it
Part of my present life.
In everything I saw, part of me remained.
With all I saw that moves I too move.
Nor does memory distinguish
What I saw from what I was.

(1928)
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“Recalling who I was, I see somebody else”

Recalling who I was, I see somel’;ody else.

In memory the past becomes the present.
Who I was is somebody I love,
Yet only in a dream.

The longing that torments me now

Is not from me nor l)y the past invol:zed, '
But his who lives in me
Behind blind eyes.

Nothing knows me but the moment.

My own memory is notl'ling, and I feel
That who I am and who I was

Are two contrasting dreams.

(1930)
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“Lydia, when our Autumn comes”

Lydia, when our Autumn comes,
Bearing Winter with it, let us ]azeep
One t}xougl'xt: not of Spring

To come, l')elonging to anotl'ler,

Nor yet of Summer, when we're dead,
But of what's left of what is passing—
The yellowing of these leaves now

Malzing them different.

(1930)
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“Not just those who hate and those who
envy us’

Not just those who hate and those who envy us
Limit and oppress us; those who love us
Limit us no less;
May the gods grant that I, stripped of affection,
Enjoy the cold liberty of the highest pealzs’,
Without a tl'xing.
He who wants little has everything; and he who

Wants nothing, is free; in having and wanting notl'ling,

Man is like the gods.

(1930)
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“No one, in the vast and virgin jungle"

No one, in the vast and virgin jungle

Of this unreckoned world, ever sees
The God he knows.

Only what is borne upon the wind, upon the wind is
heard.

All we poncler, our loves, our gods,

Pass on, ]:)ecause we ClO.

(1931)
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“Lydia, we know not}ling. We are strangers”

Lydia, we know notl'ling. We are strangers

Wherever we may be.

Lydia, we know notl'xing, We are strangers

Wherever we may live. Everything is-alien,

Nor spealzs our language.

Let us in ourselves create a refuge,

And from the hurt and tumult

Of the world withdraw.

What more can love desire than not to let the others in?
Like a secret uttered in a mystery,

May this become our sanctuary.

(1932)
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“Nothing comes of notl'ling. We are
notl'xing"

Nothing comes of nothing. We are nothing.
Brieﬂy in sun, in air, we postpone

The unbreathable darkness that weigl'ls us down
And-humble earth imposes,

Delayed corpses that breed.

Made laws, observed statutes, finished odes—
All find their proper grave. If we, the flesh

To whom a {riendly sun gives blood, come
To an encl, w]'xy not they as well?
We're stories telling stories, notl'xing.

(1932)
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“To be great, be whole”

To be great, be whole; exclude

Nothing, exaggerate not}ling that is you.
Be whole in everyt}xing. Put all you are

Into the smallest tl'ling you do.
The whole moon gleams in every pool,

It rides so l'xigh.

(1933)
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“I ask the gods only to forget me”

I ask the gods only to forget me.
Neither sad nor glad, I shall be free,
Free as the wind is, giving life
To the air that is notl'xing.
Love-and hatred seek us out, both
Oppressively, each differently.
Only he is free
To whom the goc]s grant not}xing.
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“I only ask the gods to grant me”

I only ask the gods to grant me

That I ask nothing of them. Happiness is a burden,
Good fortune is a yolze,

Both bespealzing too secure a state.

Not composed or cliscomposed, Id calmly live

Beyoncl that state in which men take

To sorrows and to joys.
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“My gesture that destroys”

My gesture that clestroys

The hill of ants
The ants migl'xt think’s inflicted lay some goclly laeing
But I do not take mysel{ to be divine.

And so perhaps the gods,

Whether they are or not,
Simply because they're greater than we
Are taken for our gods.

Wherever the truth may lie,

May we each avoid
Full faith, per}laps unfounded,

In those we do believe are gods.
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Fernando Pessoa






Introducing Fernando Pessoa

The whole constitution of my spirit is one of hesitancy and of
doubt. Nothing is or can be positive to me; all tl'lings oscillate
around me, and [ with them, an uncertainty unto myse]f. All for me
is incoherence and change. All is mystery and all is meaning. All
things are “unknown,” symbolic of the Unknown. Consequently

horror, mystery, over-inteuigent fear .

(Fernando Pessoa, an untitled excerpt written in Eng/isl:)

The human author of these books knows no self whatsoever within
himself. Wl’xen, for whatever reason, he senses a self within l'xim, he
quicl:zly sees thatit's a being very different from himself alt}xoug}l hav-
ing some resemblances; a mental child perhaps, with inherited char-
acteristics, but with the differences of someone else.

(Fernando Pessoa, ﬁom an unpub/ished pre/ace to the lneteranyms)

I want to be a creator of mytl'ls; it is the supreme mystery a human

laeing can make.

(Fernando Pessoa, an untitled excerpt}

In my trade, which is literary, I'ma professional, in the hig}lest sense
of the term; that is, 'm a scientific craftsman who does not permit
himself to have any opinions that are not literary. Nor should not
having this or that p]'xilosophical belief in relation to these people-
books lead anyone to think I'm a skeptic.

(Femando Péssoa, an untit/ed excerpt)

A medium of myself and still I survive. I am, therefore, less real
than the others, less coherent, less personal, and extremely vulnera-
ble to their influence. I am also a disciple of Caeiro and I still
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remember the day—March 13, 1914—when, having “heard for
the first time” . . . a large number of the first poems of The Keeper
of Slwep, [ imrhecliately l)egan to write, in sequence, the six inter-
sectionist poems that constitute “Oblique Rain,” the visible and log-

ical result of Caeiro’s influence on the mind of Fernando Pessoa.

(Femando Pessoa, from “The Genesis of the Heteronyms ")

I am, in {act, a patriotic mystic, a rational Sebastianist. But I'm
also, aside from tl'xis, and even to the point of contradicting tl'xis,
many other tl'lings. And these tl'lings, l)y the very nature of that

book . . . are not included in Mensagem.

(Femando Pessoa, in a letter to Ado/fo Casais Monteiro, 1935)

Behind the involuntary masks of the poet, the reasoning person,
and whatever else, what I am essentially is a dramatist. The pl’le-
nomenon of my instinctive depersonalization, which I alluded to in
my last letter as an explanation for the existence of the l'xeteronyms,
naturally leads to this definition. As sucl’l, I do not evolve, I
TRAVEL . ..

‘(Fernando Pessoa, letter to Ado/fo Casais Monteiro, 1935)

More than the paganism of the Neoplatonists properly speal:zing,

mine is the syncretic paganism of Julian the Apostate.

(Fernando Pessoa, /rom “A Heterodox Paganism: Pessoa’s Vision of
Neopaganism”)
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from CANCIONEIRO

Analysis

So abstract is the idea of your l)eing

That reaches me in seeing you that when

My eyes feast on yours, yours are lost to sig]'xt,
Leaving nothing for my gaze, wl’xereupon

Your body retreats so far from view

And the idea of your l)eing stays so close

To my thoug]'xt of seeing you, while lznowing myself
Knowing you exist, that simply to stay
Conscious of you, | don't even feel I exist.
And so, ignoring myself just to see you, I feign
The illusion of the sensation and dream,
Neither seeing you nor seeing or lznowing

[ see you, or even that I exist, smiling

From that wretched inner twiligl'lt where

[ feel I'm clreaming what I feel I'm Leing.

(1911)
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Absurd Hour (excerpts)

Your silence a s]’xip, each sail taut in the wind . . .
Softly the breezes play in the pennants, your smile . . .
And your smile in your silence is the stairway and stilts
[ use to pretend to be up hig}xer, at the foot of some

paradise Ce

My heart’s an amphora that falls and breaks . . .
Your silence gathers and guarcls the shards in a corner . . .
My idea of you is a corpse the sea hauls ashore . . . which
makes you
The unreal canvas where | wander tl'lrougl'x color my
art ...

* * % @

Today the slzy is l'xeavy like the tl'lougl'lt of never malzing
port. ..

The drizzle is empty . . . The hour feels like it's
passecl Ce

Not to have sometl'ling like sea lanes for sl’lips! ce
Absorbed,

Your gaze, self-distanced from itself, is a curse without

meaning . . .

* ® * »

To be and not to be again! . .. O, lions born in
cages! . ..

The ring of bells out there in the Other Valley Ce
Nearby? . . .

The boarding school burns with a little boy locked in the
classroom . . .

Wl'ly can't the North be South? . . . What has been

discovered? . . .
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Someone’s about to enter the cloorway ... One feels the
air smi]ing ce

Widowed weavers like the shrouds that virgins weave . . .

Al'), your boredom’s a statue of a woman still to come,

The fragrance of c}lrysantl'xemums if tl'ley had a scent . . .

One must destroy the idea of all laridges, .

Clothe in strangeness the landscapes of all countries,

Forcil)ly straighten the curve of horizons,

And shudder for having to live like noise a])rupt on the
hillside . . .

What is it tortures me? . . . If even your face so serene

Only fills me with boredom and the opium of fearful
emptiness . . .

I don’t know . . . I'm a madman estranged from his own
soul . . .

I was loved in ef{igy there in a country ]:)eyond
dreaming Ce

(1913)
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Beyond God

I. The Abyss

I watch the Tagus in such a way

Tl’)a’g my watcl'xing {orgets I'm watcl'xing
And suddenly this strikes me

Against my daydreaming—

What is it, river—l)eing ﬂowing?

What is it, my—l)eing-]'xere and watclming?

I feel almost notl'xing sucldenly,

Time and place both emptied,

Every'thing gone hollow sucldenly—

Even my laeing here and thinlzing.
Everything—myself, the world around me—

Remains more than external.

In everything the laeing and remaining, lost,
And vanished from my thinking.

[am powerless to link

Being,riclea, soul, l)y name

To myself, the eartl'l, the heavens . . .

And suddenly face God e
II. It Passecl

It passecl Beyond Whenness,
Wl’nyness, and Passingness . . .

The wl’xirligig of One Ignored
Who'd not been whirled . . .

Vastness beyond Vastness,
Haunting itself without Leing ce
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The Universe becomes its trail,

Gocl, its shadow . . .

III. The Voice of God

In the nig}xt a voice is sl’lining e
From inside Quterness I heard it . . .
O Universe, to you I am . . .

Oh the horror of the joy

Of such terror of the torch

Fading, which drives me on!

Ashes of idea and name

In me, and the voice: O Wor/c],
Seed inside you that I am . . .
Mere echo of me, I'm drowned

In wave on wave Of ]:)lacla ﬂame

Where in God I'm swallowed.

IV. The Fall

From my idea of the world
Ll ...

Void })eyond depthlessness A
With no I-ness or Thereness . . .

Void without selfness, chaos
of l)eing thoug}xt of as l)eing ce
Absolute’s rungless ladder . . .

Vision that won't be seen . . .

Beyond GOC].' Beyond GOC]' Blacla calmness . e

Lightning flash of Unknownness .
O my soul, everytlnng has other meanings,

Even its meaning{ulness ce
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V. Bodiless Arm Branclisl'ling a Sword

Between the tree and seeing it,

Where is the dream?

What bridge’s arch observes God
More? . . . And I am downcast,
Not ]:znowing if the l)ridge’s curve

Is the horizon’s . . .

Between life and what is living,

Toward which side does the river flow?

Trees with leaves laden,

Between Treeness and all t]'xis, what'’s the thread?
Doves in ﬂigl')t, is the dovecote

Ever to their right, or is it real?

God is a huge Interval,

But between what and what? . . .
Between my Speecl’l and speec}llessness,
Do I exist? Who is it sees me?

I stray . . . And the dovecote up above,
Is it around the dove, or to one side?

(1913?) -
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Ol)lique Rain (excerpt)

II

Inside, the church ligl'lts up today's rain,
And each burning candle is more rain that beats on

windowpanes Ce

Hearing the rain makes me happy because it's the temple
lit up,

And the church windows seen from the outside are the
sound of rain heard from within . . .

The magnificence of the main altar becomes my inal)i]ity
to see mountains

Through the rain—the great solemn gold altar cloth . . .

Tl’xrough the chorus souncling music in Latin and the
wind blown tl'n'oug]u glass

One senses the squeal of rain in the chorus . . .

The mass is an automobile passing }:)y

Where the worshiper kneels in today's sadness . . .

An abrupt wind shakes in great splenclor

The church mass and the noise of the wind absorbs all,

Even the sound of the priest’s water voice dissolving far

off
Like the sound of the wheels of the automobile . . .

And the church ligl'lts go out

In the rain as it stops . . .

(1914)
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“Some mysterious phantom’s sudden hand”

Some mysterious p]’xantom's sudden hand
Between the folds of nig]'xt and sleep
Shakes me till I wake, and in the night’s

Al)andonment, I sense no form or gesture.

But some old terror still unburied in
The heart I bear, as if from a throne
Descends and takes over as my lord

And owner, without taunt or prod or order.

And I feel my life suddenly caught up
By a rope of the Unconscious
Held l)y whatever nighttime hand is leading me.

[feel I am notl'xing but a shadow
Of some form invisible that terrifies me,

And like the cold dark I exist in notl'lingness.

(1917)
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Interval

Who whispered in your ear that secret
Few goddesses have heard—

That love full of faith and fear

That’s true only if lzept secret? . . .
Who told it to you so soon?

Not me, for I'd not dare tell you.
Not someone else, for none else knew it.
But whose brow ligl'xtly grazed your hair
To £ill your ear with what he felt?

Was it someone, was it?

Or was it solely your dreaming and I who dreamed you
dreaming it?

Was it simply some jealousy of mine

That assumed it spo]rzen, since I'll never spealz it,

That supposed it done, since I only feignecl it,

Il’l clreams not even I l?l’lOW Of?

Be that as it may—w]'xo was it that so ligl'xtly
At your ear, attending vaguely,

Told you of this love present in me

But like the merest passing t})ougl'lt

That yearns and feels not?

It was clesire, unvoiced and bodi]ess,

That, l-xearing me dream you,

Spo]ze the pllrase eternal, so mad and so unworthy—
The p]'xrase the gods }xope for from that joyfulness
By which Olympus is diminished? .
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Christmas

One God is born. Others die. Truth
Did not come or go. Error changed.
Eternity is different now.

What happened was better always.

Blind Science plows the useless sod.
Fool Faith lives the dream of its observance.

A new God is but a word.
Search not, nor believe. All is hidden.
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“Lightly, quickly, soft”

Lig}xtly, quiclzly, soft,

A bird song

Climbs the slzy as clay

Begins.

[ listen—it is gone.

It seemed to stop only because
I listened.

Never, never in anytl'ling—

At dawn, in splenclid claylig}xt,

Or in the golden sunset—

Have I found

A pleasure that would last

Beyond the not}xingness, the loss, before coming
To enjoy it.

(1921)
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We Took the Town After a Heavy Bom.l)ing

The little blond l)oy
Lies in the street.

His guts l'xang out
And a toy train loose
Ona string, forgotten.

His face is a mash

Of ooze and not}xing.

A little celluloid fish
Children float in the tub
Glints on the curb.

Darkness covers the street.

Far off a lig}xt still casts its glow

On all tomorrow promises . . .

For the little blond l)oy?

(1929)
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“Lightly, listlessly, my thoughts”

Lightly, listlessly, my thoughts
Of sorrow float like algae

In the wind’s sleep—

Slack strands of hair

Of the water’s dead body.

Like dead leaves tl'ley float
Along the stancling waters —
T}xings dressed in notl'xing
After whirling at the doors
Of deserted houses.

Incurable sleep of being,
Vestige of what never was,
Sligl’lt pain, brief tedium,

I don’t know if it stops or flows,
If it aches or just is.
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“Cat, you tumble down the street”

Cat, you tumble down the street
As if it were your bed.

[ think such luck’s a treat,
Li]ze_feecling without l)eing fed.

You're just a pawn in the hands

Of fate, as stones are, and people!
You follow your instinct and glands;
What you feel you feel —it's simple.

Because you're like that you're l'xappy;
You're all the notl'ling you see.

I look at myself—it's not me.

I know myself— I'm not I.

(1931)
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“No, don't say a word”

No, don't say a word!
Guessing what it will say —
Your covered mouth—

Is hearing it already.

[t's lmearing it better

Than what you’d say.

What you are won't blossom
From your words and days.

You're better than yourself.
Don't say a tl'ling: but be!
The Lody’s naked grace

Is seen invisil)ly.

(1931)
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“Audible smile of the leaves”

Audible smile of the leaves,

You're nothing more than a breeze.
If I watch you and you watch me
Who is the first to smile?

The first to smile now laug]'xs.

Laughs and quic]zly looks

So as not to be loolzing
There where in the leaves
One feels the wind is passing.

Its all a wind and a maslzing.

But the looking, to be loolzing

Where one’s not loo]zing, has returnecl;
And the two of us are spea]zing

That which was never spolzen.

Is this an end or a beginning?

(1932)
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Autopsyc}lograpl'xy

The poet is a faker. He
Fakes it so completely,
He even fakes he's suffering
The pain he's really feeling.

And tl'ley who read his writing
Fully feel while reacling

Not that pain of his that's double,
But theirs, completely fictional.

So on its tracks goes round and round,
To entertain the reason,

That wound-up little train

We call the heart of man.

(1931)
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This

Tl’xey say | fake or lie
In everytl'ling [ write.
No, it's simp]y that
With me imagination
Feels—1 don't use

The heart.

All I dream or go tl'xrougll,
All T fail or lose out
On, is like a terrace

Facing something else
Again. And that's the lovely
T]’xing.

It's w}ly [ write
Steepecl in things not readily
At hand—free of emotions,

Serious about what isn’t.

Feelings? That's the reader’s
Lot!
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“I'm  so full of feeling"

I'm so full of feeling

[ can easily believe

I must be sentimental.
But when I mull this over,
[ see it's all in thought,

I felt nothing whatever.

All of us alive spend

One life in living it,
Another, t}linlzing it.

And the only life we have
Is split between

The true one and the false.

But which is true

And which is false

No one can explain.

And as we go on living,
The life we spend's the one
That's doomed to thinking.

(1933)
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“I slee}i; If I clream, I dO not lenow on

waking”

I sleep. If1 dream, I do not know on walzing
What it was I dreamt.

I slee_p. If I do not clream, I waken

In an open space

I do not recognize, because I woke

To what I still don’t know.

What's best is neither clreaming nor not clreaming

And never walaing.

(1933)
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“To travel! Leave countries behind”

To travel! Leave countries behind!
Be someone else inclefinitely,
Having a soul without roots

Means living only to see!

To Lelong to no one, not even myself!
Move ahead always, follow

The al)sence Of any real end,

And having the wish to reach it!

Traveling this way is really traveling.
But I do so without needing

More than the dream of an open road.
The rest? Just earth and sky.

(1933)
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“It’s raining. There is silence, since the rain
itself”

It’s raining. There is silence, since the rain itself

Allows no sound but peacefulness.

[t's raining. The slzy's asleep. When the soul’s been
widowed

From what it cannot tell, feeling's blind.

It's raining. My self (who I am) I take leave of . . .

The rain is so peaceful it loosens itself in the air
(Not even seeming cloudy) so that it seems

It's not rain but a whispering

Which in its wl'lispering forgets itself.

[t’s raining. Notl'ling to long for. ..

There's no wind hovering, there’s no slzy I feel.
[t’s raining far away and imperceptil)ly,

Like something true that lies to us,

Like some overwhelming wish deceiving us.
Its raining. Nothing in me feels . . .

(1933)
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Loophole

In my dark moments

When there’s nol)ocly inside me
And everything's a fog and walls
Of all life offers and possesses—

If, for a moment, I raise my forehead
From where I'm l)ogged down in myself
And see the far horizon

Full of the setting or floating sun,

I come alive again, | exist, aware,

And even if it’s all illusion

The exterior where I forget myself,
There’s nothing more | wish or ask for.
I surrender my heart to it.

(1934)
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PO em

Slzy, the blueness of quiet ligl]t.
Gentle waveless Lrealeing,

On the lucent length of shore—
Fingertips playing.

Tl‘Aey play no melocly atall

On the nameless piano shore
From whose rhythmic beat
The day’s whole meaning spills.

How fine if this sufficed to please!
How assuring if I believed

This sea, these waves, this slay
Had in them life and l)eing.

(1934)
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“Tl'lere are Sicknesses worse than
sicknesses”

There are sicknesses worse than sicknesses,

There are pains that do not ache, not even in the soul,
Yet are more painful than all the others.

There are anxieties dreamed of more real

Than those life l)rings us, sensations

Felt only by imagining them,

More our own than life itself.

So many t}xings exist without existing,

Exist, and linger on and on,

And on and on belong to us, and are us . . .
Over the turbid green of the wide-spreading river
The white circumflexes of the gulls R

Over and above the soul, the useless ﬂuttering
Of what never was, nor ever can Le, and that’s all.

Let me have more wine, life is notl'ling.

(1935)
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Advice

Put higl—x walls around the part of you that dreams
yourself.

Then place as many cheerful flowers as you can

There where the garden may be seen

Behind the gate, between the Lars,

So tl'xey may recognize you this way only.

Where no one sees it, put nothing.

Lay flower beds like those that others lay
And place them where eyes may spot

Your garden as you plan to show it.

But where you dwell and no one ever looks
Let flowers shoot up freely from the grouncl
And let the grass grow naturally.

Make of yourself a cloubly sheltered being,
So no one who looks or tries to see may
Know more than the garden that you are—
A garden private and ostensible,

Behind which common flowers ligl'xtly touch

The grass so spare not even you can spot it . . .
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Lil)erty

(with a citation ﬁ'om Seneca missing)

Ah, how deligl'xtful
Not to do one’s duty,
Having a book to read
And not read it!
Reacling's a bore,
Studying’s worthless.
The sun gilcls tl'lings
Without literature.

VVilly niuy runs the river
Without an original edition.
And the breeze, this very one,
So natural, matutinal,

Since it has time, is in no 1’1urry ce

Books are papers daubed with ink.
Study's the thing where the distinction

Is unclear between nothing and nothing at all.

When there’s fog, so much the better
To wait for King Sebastian’s return—
Whether he comes or not!

Poetry is grancl, and gooclness too, and clancing .

But best of all are chilclren,

Flowers, music, moonlig}xt, and the sun

That sins only when a]:)orting and not })earing.

And more than all of this

Is Jesus Christ,

Who knew not}ling of finqnces

Nor ever claimed he had a lil)rary ..

(1935)
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['m a Runaway

I'm a runaway.
When I was born
They shut me up
Inside myself.

Al'l, but I ran away.

If people get sick

Of living in

The same old place,
W]'xy not of living

In the same old skin?

My soul is on
The lookout for me,
But I lie low.

Will it ever find me?
Never, | hope!

Being myself only
Means being pinned down
And no one at all
I'll live on the run,

And really live!

f'rom the Co//ectec{ U nec{iteJ Doems, 1910—1935
(1931)
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MESSAGE

First Part: Coat of Arms

Bellum sine bello

I. The Fields

FIRST: The Castles

On elbows propped Europa lies
Outstretched and staring.
Sheltered in romantic hair

Greek eyes reminiscing.

Left elbow backward cast,
The rigl'lt, an open angle.

One tells where Italia rests,
The other where Britannia distantly
Supports the hand that holds the face.

Spl’linxisl’x the fatal stare,
Westerly the future of the past,

The face that stares is Portugal.

SECOND: The Five Shields

The Gods trade when tl'ley give.

Disaster's the price of glory.
Pity the winners— they are
What is passing.

Who finds enougl'x's enoqgh
Let his enoug}mess be enoug}l!
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Life is quick, the soul is vast.
Owning’s postponing.

In bad lucia and misery,
God’s word of Himself He called Christ:

Opposing him to Nature,
Anointed him Son.

II. The Castles

FIRST: Ulysses

Myth’s the nothingness that’s everything.
The very sun opening the sky

Is a silent s]’xining mytl'l—

God’s dead body,

Naked, quic]z.

He, who docked here,
Was—l'laving not existed.

His not existing sufficed us.
Having never come as yet, he came
And created us.

So the legencl trickles through,
Entering reality,
Then fecundating it.

Life l)eneath, half
Notl'lingness, goes dead.

SECOND: Viriato

If the doing-and-feeling soul knows
Only by remembering what it forgot,
We, as race, owe our living

To the memory of your instinct.

A nation, since you returned to life;
A people, since it found itself reborn—
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Either you or what you augured—
So Portugal was born.

Your beings like the cold
Lig}xt just before the dawn,
The surely up-and-coming day

In premorning, not}xingness confused.

THIRD: Count Henry

All ]:)eginning’s involuntary.
Gods the agent.
The hero observes himself,

Multiple and unaware.

Your gaze drops
To the sword found in your hands.
“What shall I do with this sword?”

You raised it. And it was done.

FOURTH: Queen Tareja

Nations all are mysteries,

Each a world unto itself.

Oh mother of lzings, grandmotl'ler of empires,
Watch over us!

With crude animal certitu&e,
Your imperial breast suckled him

Whom God, unforeseen, had intended.
Pray for him!

May your prayer transform the lot
Of him your instinct marked!
The man who was your child

Has grown old.
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But where you are and no day is,
All quic]zens with the eternal child.
At that ancient breast still pending,
Bear him again!

FIFTH: King Afonso Henriques

Father, you were a lanigl'xt.
Toclay the vigil's ours.
Be our total example,
Your strengt}x ours wl’xolly!

Give us, against the unlucl:zy hour
When infidels encroach again,
Your benediction in a sword,
Your sword in benediction!

SIXTH: King Diniz

Nigl'lt, and the tree planter of ships to come
Is writing his Cantar de Amigo.

He hears a self—wl'lispering silence:

It's the rustling pines like wheatfields

Of Empire that waver unseen.

That pure new song is a stream
Pro]aing the unfound ocean,

And in the piny voice’s dark roar
The present speech of the future sea,
Voice of the sea-craving earth.

SEVENTH (I): King Jol’m the First

Man and the hour are one

When God acts and history’s made.
The rest is flesh for earth

To sift as dust.
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Unlanowing Master of the Temple
Portugal was made to ]:)e,

You knew the glory, and were exemplar

O{ ]'1er clefense.

Prized for its renown, your name
Guards the altar of the inner soul:
Eternal flame repe”ing

Eternal shadow.

SEVENTH (II): Philippa of Lancaster

What enigma was borne in your womb
Which bore only geniuses?

What archangel came on a day

To guard your maternal dreams?

Turn your somber visage toward us,
Princess of the Holy Grail,

Mortal womb of Empire,
Godmother of Portugal!

II1. The Shields

FIRST: King Duarte of Portugal

Duty made me, as God the world.
Kings}xip ensouled my l)eing,
Measured scruple, word and deed.

Locked in my sorrow, I endured.
Against Destiny [ did my duty.
In vain? No, since | fulfilled it.

SECOND: Prince Ferdinand

God's foil he gave me to wage
His Holy War.

I, in l'lonor, in disgrace, was consecrated His own
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At those hours when a chill wind passes
Over the cold earth.

On my shoulders lay His hands, my forehead
Gilded lay His glance;

His cause—this consuming fever to transcend
And this thirst for grandeur

Tl’lrébbing in my soul.

Passing, my upli&ed sword’s light
Reflects the calmness in my face.
God-inﬁsed, [ fear not what may come,
For come what may, it never

Sl’xall exceecl my soul.

THIRD: Peter, Regent of Portugal

If thought is clear and feeling’s clear,
Desire’s clear enough;

Indifferent to acl’lieving

What is merely gain;

Twice master, but unclivided,

Of duty and my l)eing—

Fortune could not shelter me,

As [ was not her minion.

So I lived my life and so I died,

At peace beneath the speechless skies,
By word and purpose bound.

The rest is in the hands of God!

FOURTH: Prince John

I was no one. My soul was pressed
Between two great souls, my peers,
Chosen in vain,

Virginally stoppecl;
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Because it's like the Portuguese, lords of oceans,
To want, and capal)le only of this:

Either all oceans or washed up drift of shores
Everytl'ling, or the not}xingness of it all.

FIFTH: King Sebastian

Mad yes, mad because I wanted t}xat glory
Which Fate gives no])ocly

Self-certitude was uncontainable in me. -
That's why there lies on sancly shores

The ]:)eing that [ was, not what [ am.

My madness—let others take from me
And what goes with it.

What's a man who isn’t mad

But some rudcly beast,

A corpse postponed that breeds?

N T]'ne Crown

.
Nun’ Alvares Pereira

What halo rings you round?
The brandished sword which makes

The overarc}xing air clispel
Its blueness—bland and black.

But what raised sword is this
That rings a halo in the sky?
Excalil)ur, the anointecl,

Good King Arthur gave you.

Hope achieved, and
Become Saint Portugal,
Raise }xigl'x your sword lig]'xt
Hlumining the way!

185



V. Tlxe Crest

THE HEAD OF THE GRIFFIN:

Prince Henrique

On his throne amid the glittering spheres,

Wrappecl in his cloak of nigl’lt and solitude,
Tl’le new ocean anct clead ages at l'xis teet—
Betlold, the only emperor actually to hold

The round world in his hand.

ONE WING OF THE GRIFFIN:
King Jol’m the Second

Arms crossed, he stares t)eyonct the sea:

Appears a l’ligh tu]l on a promontory—
The farthest reach of land above

All waters visible t)eyond the land

His presence fills all sea and sky
With his l'xuge and solitary bulk.
And the changing world seems fearful

He'll loose his arms to tear aside its veil.

THE OTHER WING OF THE GRIFFIN:
A{ODSO Of All’)uquerque

He stands with vanquis]’xed nations underfoot.
His gaze is lowered, sick

Of seeing the unjust fateful world.

Neither life nor death concerns l'lim,

So powertul now he’s indifferent to all

That he migtxt hold, since in wanting so much
He's crushed more than the groveling world
Beneath his heavy tread.

For him Fate lifts three empires off the ground.
He carved them out disdaintully.
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Second Part: Portuguese Sea

Possessio Maris

I. The Prince

God wills, Man dreams, the work is born.

God willed that all the earth be one,

That seas unite and never separate.

You he l)lessed, and you went forth to read the foam.

And the white shore lit up, isle to continent,
And ﬂowed, even to the world’s end,

And suddenly the earth was seen complete,
Upsurging, round, from blue profundity.

Who blessed you made you Portuguese.

Us he gave a sign: the sea’s and our part in you.
The Sea fulfilled, the Empire fell apart.

But ah, Portugal must yet fulfill itself!

I1. Horizon

Your fearfulness preceding us, O Sea,
Was lodged in coral, shores, and masts.
Once of nigl'xt and fog, of l)ygone
Tempests and the mystery, unveiled,
Distance ﬂowerecl, and the sidereal South
Sparlzled on initiated galleons.

That far-off rigid coastline— )

When the ship approacl'les, the shore now rises
With the trees, where the distance offered notl'xing;
Closer, land breaks into sounds and colors;

As we disembarlz, come birds and ﬂowers,

Where before was but a far-off abstract line.
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To dream is to see from some vague distance
Si’iapes invisible, then with the quiclzeneci
Motion of one’s ]’10pe and will,

To seek upon the cold horizon

Tree and ]:)eaci'i, {lower, i)ird, and fountain—
Those kisses Truth awards.

III. Pillar Standard

His labor’s l’iuge and man is puny.
I Diogo Cao, the navigator, fixed
This pillar ]:)y the tawny sands
And then sailed on.

His souls divine, his work imperiect.

This standard signals to wind and skies

That of all the (ierring-do the part fulfilled is mine—
Still undone is God’s.

And the shields you see here

Instruct the tractable unending ocean:
The landlocked sea is Greek or Roman,
The boundless sea is Portuguese.

And the l’ligl’l Cross tells what burns my soul
And sends me forth to navigate
Will find elusive harbor only

In the Lord’s eternal peace.
IV. The Sea Monster

The monster living at sea’s end

Tl’irougl'i pitcii-iaiaciz nigilt leapt up in ﬂigilt;
Three times it circled round the Sl’liP,

Three times about it flew and screeciiing
Said: “Who is he that dared to penetrate
My inmost chambers still undisclosed,
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My blackest roofs at the world’s end?”
And trembling at the helm the man there said,
“The King Don Jol’m the Second!”

“Whose sails are these which now I touch

And whose the prows I see and hear?”

Spolze the monster, and thrice it circled,

Three times circled, hideous and foul,

“Who comes claring that which only [ may dare,
I who live where none has spiecl me yet,
Draining the fears of the bottomless sea?”

And trem})ling at the helm the man there said,
“The King Don John the Second!”

Thrice he lifted hands from l'lelm,

And thrice he laid them down again,

And tremljling thrice at lengtl'x he said,

“At this helm here am I greater than myself:

A People am |, wanting the sea you own;

And greater than the monster frigl'xtening my heart
And circling at the world’s dark end

Is the commanding wiH, las]’xing me to the luelm,
Of the King Don Jol'm the Second!”

V. Epitaph of Bartholomeu Dias

Here lies, on this distant narrow shore,
The captain of the End. The Terror is turned about,
The sea’s the same: let no one fear it now!

Atlas, shouldering the world, exhibits it on high.

VI. The Columbuses

Others must yet possess
What we must lose.
Others empowered to find )
What in our find
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Was found or left unfound,
As Fate designed or disallowed.

But what tl'ley shan't possess
Is that magic of remoteness
Which makes history.

In consequence, their glory’s
The fair pro{ferecl larigllt-
Ness of a borrowed ligl’lt.

VII. West

With both hands, Deed and Destiny,

We unveiled it. In a single gesture,

One lifts heavenward the trembling holy torch
As the other tears the veil aside.

Whether the hand which tore the Western veil

Was time gone l)y or time to come,
Science was the soul and Daring the })ody
Of that unveiling hand.

Whether the hand that raised the ﬂaming torch,
Was Chance, or Will, or Tempest,

God was the soul, Portugal the l)ocly

Of that guiding hand.

VIII. Ferdinand Magellan

A bonfire ignites the vaHey.

A dance shakes all the earth.
Shadows vague and shapeless
Roaming the va]ley in black flashes
Pass suddenly along the hillsides

To lose themselves in darkness.

Whose is the dance the night has filled with terror?
The dance of Titans, sons of Eartll,
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Dancing out the sailor’s death
Who yeamecl to encircle the primal mother—

Be the first man to embrace her—
Buried on the distant shore at last.

On tl'ley dance, not lznowing the dead man’s
Vaunted soul still commands the fleet—

With disembodied wrist still steering at the helm
Sl’lips headed toward the last vestiges of space,
And wl'xo, tl'xougll al)sent, still could circle

All the earth in his embrace.

He ravished Earth. But this

They do not know, dancing out their solitude.
And shadows vague and sllapeless passing l)y
Lose themselves on the llorizons,

Claml)ering up the valley tl'xrougl'l the hills
A.long the silent mountains.

IX. Ascension of Vasco da Gama

Gods of the tempest, giants of the earth,

Sucldenly suspend their warring {ury and stand

Amazed. Along the valley rising slzyward

Grows a silence tl'lrougl'x the mist that sways its veils,

At first the merest stirring, then astonishment.

While all this lasts, fears shoulder it along,

And far away the patl'l booms off tl'xrougl'l clouds and
clazzling ligl'xt.

On the earth l)elow, a sl'lepl'lerd {rozen, his flute

Fallen from him, sees in rapture tl'xrougl'x a thousand
glaring ligl'ltning bolts
Heaven opening its chasm for the soul of the Argonaut.
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X. Portuguese Sea

O sea of salt, how much of all your salt
Contains the tears of Portugal?

So we mig]'xt sail, how many mothers wept,
How many sons have prayed in vain!

How many girls betrothed remained unwed
That we might possess you, Sea!

Was it worth the effort? Anytl'ling's worth it
If the souls not petty.

If you'd sail beyond the Cape

Sail you must past cares, past grief.

God gave perils to the sea and sheer depth,

But mirrored heaven there.

XI. The Last Sl:ip

With King Sebastian there on board,

And raising l'xigh the flag of Empire

As his name,

The last Sllip sailed into the sun,

Alone, i.H-omenecl, to anguished cries, impencling
Mystery.

Never to return. At what deserted isle
Did it weigh anchor? Will it return from
Its uncertain fate?

God protects the Future’s form and ]:)ody
But His light projects it, clarlzening dream
So brief.

A}x, the more a people's soul has faltered
The more my own Atlantan soul exalting
Pours fortl'x,

And in me, a timeless, boundless sea,

[ spy througl'x fog your dim shape
Turning back.
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The hour I do not lznow, but know there is an hour
May God clelay it, tl'lougl') soul call it

Mystery.

To the sun in me you rise, and mist vanishes:

As still the same, and still you bear the Hag

Of Empire.

XII. Prayer

The nigl'xt's arrived, Lord, and the soul is mean.
After such sea-rage, such strength of will,
What's left us now in hostile silence but

Universal sea and this nostalgia?

But the flame that life has planted in us,
If life there ]:)e, has not as yet been doused.
What cool death eclipsecl in ashes

The l)eclaoning wind can raise once more.

Let wind blow or gentle breeze—of anguish or disgrace—
Reigniting effort’s flame,

And once again we'll go and vanquisl'l Distance—

Of ocean-sea or anything, so long as it is ours!
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Third Part: The Hidden One

Pax in Excelsis

I. The Symbols

FIRST: King Sebastian

Wait! On desert sands I fell, in that hard
hour

God reserves for His own

As the interval when the soul may bathe

In dreams that are God.

What matter desert, deatl'l, misfortune,
If I am in God’s lzeeping?

As He I've dreamt myself to last forever,
And as He I shall return.

SECOND: The Fifth Empire

Pity the stay-at-home,

Happy at his hearth,

Without a dream, lifting higl'x,
To stir his embers till they burn
In that hearth he must abandon!

Pity the l'lappy-go—luclzy!
He lives because life goes on.
Nothing at heart will tell him

More than that root lesson—

To make of his life his tomb.

Age after age disappears,
Filling time with ages to come.
Being man is being discontent.
Let blind forces be overcome

By the visionary soul!
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And so, the four ages spent

By the i)eing that dreamt

The earth will be the stage

For that larigiit day just Legun
In the atrium of the dark nigl'it.

Greece, Rome, Christianity,
Europe—ali four pass on

To where all the ages go.
Who'll come to live the truth
That King Sebastian died?

THIRD: The Desired One

Wherever between hearsay and shadows
You lie remote, feel you're being dreamt,
Arise from that abyss of all giiosts

To your new destiny!

Now at the decisive ]’10ur, come Gaiahad,
Of the homeland and raise once more
Your penitent peopie's soul

To the new Eucharist.

Master of Peace, raise your anointed i)lade,

Excalibur of the Enci, with such a thrust
Its ligl’lt to the divided world reveals
The Holy Grail!

FOURTH: Tl’le Blesseci Isies

What voice rolls in the sound of waves
That's not the voice of the sea?

It's the voice of one who speaizs to us
But if we listen will turn mute

For our having listened.

Only if, while half as]eep, we hear
(Not lznowing we hear it)
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The word of ]’xope that speaks to us,
We turn to it like a tired child

Smiling in our sleep.

These are the blessed isles,

Lands of no identity,

Where the King lives in expectation.
But should we turn to walze,

Voice goes mute there’s onl sea.
), y

FIFTH: The Hidden One

What fecund Sym}Jol is this
Rising with eager dawn?

On the Dead Cross of the World,
The Life, which is the Rose.

What holy syml)ol is this
Shouldering the pre-seen day?
On the Cross, called Destiny,
The Rose, which is the Christ.

What final syml’;ol is this
Shows the pre-awalzened sun?

On the dead and fateful Cross,
The Rose of the Hidden One.

II. Prophecies

FIRST: Bandarra

He dreamed —anonymous, dispersed —
The Empire God Himself had glimpsecl,
Confused as is the Universe,

Plebeian as Jesus Christ.

He was no hero and no saint,

But God blessed him with His Sign
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Who was at heart no Portuguese

But Portugal itself.

SECOND: Anténio Vieira

As blue sl:ey is star-streaked with grandeur,
So was this man of fame and glory,

This Portuguese word-emperor,

Sucl’x a Sl?y 0{ l)lue for us.

In his boundless realm of thought,
Constellations of form and vision,
Rises, in prognosticatecl moonlight,
His Majesty, King Sebastian.

But no, not moonligl'xt; it's ether’s ligl'xt.

It's clay; and in that slzy’s vast wishfulness
The Fifth Empire’s unreal dawn

Gilds the Tagus River shore.

THIRD

On sorrow’s shore I write my book.
My heart holds notl'xing fast.

My hot eyes fill with tears.

You alone, Lord, give me life.

Just to feel and think of you

Fills, and gilds the empty days.

But when will you wish to return?

When comes the King? When is the Hour?

When will you become the true Christ
Of Him for whom the false One died—
And when from all the evil that I am
Waken New World and New Heaven?
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When will you appear, O Hidden One,
Oh dream of Portugal down the ages,
And make me more than the fitful sigh

Of some vast yearning God created?

A.l’l, when will you decide, resuming,
To cl’xange my l’xope to love?

From mist and longing, when?
When, my Dream, my Lord, ah when?

ITI. The Times

FIRST: Night

One brother’s vessel vanished

From the indefinite sea.

Another asked the King leave,

By faith and custom’s fiat,

To go and seek his brother

Tl’lrough boundless seas and darkest mist.

Time passed. Neither one nor the other
Returned from the deep and distant ocean,
Unknown to the nation on whom

It laid the enigma it had made.

Then a third beseeched the King

To search for both. The King refused.

Servants hear him pass

The manor house as if enchained.
And, when seen, a fevered figure
With anguisl'led eyes

Stares l)itter]y ahead

Into the forbidden blue beyond.

198



Two brothers who share our Name, Lord,
The Power and the Glory,

Both strove in the sea of ages

Toward your agelessness;

And with them went that part of us
Which in spirit makes heroes possil)le.

From our wretched prison house
We ache to seek our heroes:
It's the search for who we are

Far within us; in fevered yearning

We lift our hands to God.

But God forbids our going hence.

SECOND: Storm

What lies in the undersea a]:)yss, struggling to arise?
We, Portugal, the latency of l)eing.

What disquiet of the cleep lifts us slowly up?

The yearning to be able to desire.

This and the mystery in the panoply of night R
But then a sudden wind comes roaring,

There's a flash, God's beacon, a whirlpool
Ligl'xting up, and the dark sea pouncls.

THIRD: Calm

What coast is this the waves tell of
That can never be encountered
For all the ships that are at sea?
What is it the waves encounter
That never hovers into view?
What shingle-crasl'xing sound,

And where can it be found?
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Isle so close and so remote

Persisting within earshot

That to sigl'xt is nonexistent.

What ship, what ﬂeet, or what armada
Can find its way to shore

Where the sea is so insistent

While to sigl'lt there's only sea?

Are there clefts in space

Opening upon the other side,

And suddenly from one of these
Where only seaweed is now apparent,
A hidden isle, blessed dominion, rises,
Harl)oring the King exiled

In his enchanted life?

FOURTH: Pre-Dawn

The monster living at the Ocean’s end
Throug}) darkest shadows came to seek
The dawning of the new clay,

The new day that has no end,‘

And said, “Who now sleeps rememl)ering
He once revealed the Second World

But is unwining to reveal the Third?”

And the sound of rolling in the dark
Disturbs the sleep, saddens dreaming,

And the rolling monster servant went his way
Whose master here hed come to seek,
Whose master here he'd come to call —

To call the sleeping One

Who'd once been Regent of the Sea.

FIFTH: Heavy Fog

Not King nor law, nor peace nor war,

Defines in outline or in substance
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The tarnished brilliance of this land
Called Portugal, now come to grief—
A brilliance laclzing luster, spark,
Encircles like the will-o’—the-wisp.

None knows what it is he wants.
None knows what is in his soul,
Nor yet knows what's goocl orill. .
(What distant anguish echoes here?)
Alls uncertain, nears its end.

All's {ragmentecl, nothing’s whole.
Oh Portugal, toclay you are the fog c.

The hour is upon us!
Va/ete, Fratres
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OBSERVATIONS

No age transmits its sensil)ility to the next; it merely transmits the
intelligence of that sensibility. Tllrougli emotion we are ourselves;
tln:ougli intelligence we're someone else. Intelligence ciisperses us;
that is wliy it'’s tllrougl'i what clisperses us that we ourselves survive.

Each age gives its successor only that which it was not.
To feign is to know oneself.

All true emotion is a lie to the intelligence since emotion doesn’t fit
it. Accordingly, all true emotion is {alsely expressecl. Expressing one-

self is saying what one doesn’t feel.

Paganism is neither materialistic nor narrow: it is simply the con-
cept of the universe which presupposes, above all, the existence of an
abstract and unshakable Destiny to which both men and gocls are
equally sul)ject. ... It may be allegecl that the core of paganism is
sad; and indeed it is. But the pagan is ol)jective: he sees tl1ings and
accepts them; he doesn’t deem it useful to create illusions about
laeing liappy. It was Cllristianity that l)rougllt to Western civilization
the need for a substitute to the universe. It is not unjust to say that
the first known form of opium or cocaine in European civilization
was Cl’lristianity. . . . With the dissolution of Cl‘lristianity, where did
the spirit of olajectivity go? The answer is obvious: it became sci-
ence. That is, it got linked to that modern pllenomenon, precisely
the most characteristic of our time. With this, the repaganization of
the world sul)stantially l)egan. c.
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As moderns, we act out the exact meaning of that line from Voltaire
in which he says, if the worlds are inlla_bite(l, the earth is an insane
asylum of the Universe. In eflect, we're a mag:ll'louse, whether other
planets are inhabited or not. We live a life that has alrea(ly lost all
notion of normality, and where health only flourishes in lapses
between illnesses. We live a chronic illness, a feverish anemia. Our
fate is not to die because we have not adjusted ourselves to our con-
dition as perpetual moribunds. How can a spirit of the race of
builders, whose soul is child to the great pagan truths, have anything
in common with an age like ours? It can't, except l)y a spontaneous
gesture of repulsion and tl'lougl'ltful disdain. We are thus the only
ones to clisagree with decadence, and nature compels us to assume a
stance, equally decadent. An indifferent attitude is a decadent one,
and we're forced to be indifferent l)y our incapacity to acljust to our
surroundings. We don't aclapt because healthy men don't adapt toa
morbid environment. By not aclapting, we're also morbid. It is in

this paradox that we, pagans, live. We've no other l'xope or remedy.

Aristotle divided poetry into lyric, elegiac, epic, and dramatic. Like
all classifications that are well conceived, it is useful and clear; like
all classifications, it is false. Literary genres are not so easily sepa-
rated, and if we look closely at what constitutes the ol)ject, we see
that there’s a continual graclation from lyric to dramatic poetry. In
effect, and going back to the origins of dramatic poetry (Aescl’xylus,
for example) , it's more accurate to say we find lyric poetry put in the
mouths of various characters. The first degree of lyric poetry is that
in which the poet, concentrated upon his feeling, expresses that feel-
ing. If, however, he is someone with many slxifting feelings, he will

express himself as a multiplicfty of people united only l)y a certain
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temperament and style. One step up the poetic ladder and we have
the poet of varied and fictitious teelings, more imaginative than sen-
timental, living each mood intellectually rather than emotionally.
Such a poet will express himself as a multiplicity of characters, not
united l)y temperament and style, since imagination ciisplaces tem-
perament, and intelligence ciisplaces teeling, with style as the only
unitying element. Another step up the same ladder of ciepersonal-
ization, or imaéination, and we have the poet Wl‘lO, ciuring each of
his various moods, gives himself over to that mood so completely
that he is entirely (iepersonalized, who analytically experiencing that
state of mind makes of it the expression of another character, and
in this way the style itself tends to vary. Take the final step and you
have a poet who is various poets, a dramatic poet writing lyric poetry.
Each mood cluster, similar to each otlier, will become a cliaracter,
with its own style and with teelings that perliaps differ from, even
contradict, the teelings of the poet in his living person. And he will
have t;rougl'it lyric poetry—or whatever literary form is sut;stantially
analogous to lyric poetry—into dramatic poetry without, however,
giving it dramatic form, neither explicitly nor implicitly. ... ltisin
such a way that these poems of Caeiro, of Ricardo Reis, and of
Alvaro de Campos must be considered.

Emotions and desires are the stains of l‘iumanity that must be
removed from the soul when it seeks to be scientific. The esthetic
teeling can become a science; and originality can be cultivated as a
(iiscipline. . . . Sincerity is the great obstacle the artist must over-
come. Only long years of practice—an apprenticesliip l)y which one
learns how to avoid teeling tl'iings other than literarily—can l)ring
the spirit to this pinnacle.

The slowness of our life is such that we don't consider ourselves old
at torty. The speeti of vehicles has put an end to the spee(i of our
souls. We live very slowly and that'’s wliy we become bored so easily.
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Life has become an open field for us. We don't work enougl'x and
want to work more. We move around very rapidly from one spot
where nothing's happening to another where there’s nothing to do,
and we call this the feverish bustle of modern life. It’s not the fever
of the bustle but the bustle of the fever. Modern life is an agitated

emptiness, a gugue of ordered movement inside the tumult.

* * - *

Spealzing is the simplest way of malzing ourselves unknown. And
that immoral and }xypocritical way of spealzing which is called writ-
ing conceals us most completely from others and from that class of
“others” which out of ignorance we call ourselves.

Certainty—tl'xat is, twisting the ol)jective nature of our perceptions
and fitting our ideas to “reality” or “truth”—is a symptom of igno-

rance or madness. . e

Whoever would like to sum up the principal feature of modern art
in one word would find in dream the perfect word. Modern art is the
art of the dream. . . .

205






Bernardo Soares

The Semi-Heteronym






Introducing Berardo Soares

The reader should note that tl'lougl'x I am put)lishing (it pul)lisl'les
itselt) the Book of Disquietuc[e under the name of a certain Bernardo
Soares, assistant })oolzlrzeeper in the city of Lisbon, I did not include
it in Fictions of the Interlude. This is because Bernardo Soares, distinct
from me in ideas, teelings, modes of perception, and understanding,
does not differ from me in his style. I represent a different character
in my own style, with the inevitable differences of tone made neces-
sary by the distinct type of emotion projected. In the authors of
Fictions o/ the Interlude, not only are ideas and teelings distinct from
mine but the very structural tec}mique, the style, is different. T}ms,
each character is an entirely distinct creation and not merely con-
strued clitterently. That's wl'ly verse predominates in Fictions of the

Interlude. Tt is more difficult to be someone else in prose.

(Femam]o Pessoa, Concerm'ng tlle %TL o)(BernarJo SOGYBS)
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SELECTED PROSE

[envy... but don’t know if I envy . .. those who can be written
about in l)iograpl'xical form or who can write their own l)iography. In
these disordered impressions, laclzing even the desire to give them
order, | narrate my autobiography inclifferently, without facts, with-
out my }xistory and life. Tl’xey are my Confessions, and if I say noth-
ing in them, it's because I've nothing to say.

What can anyone confess that’s worthwhile or useful? What's
happened to us has either happened to everyone or happened to us
alone; in the first instance, it isn't new, and in the latter, it's not
communicable. If I write what I feel it's so that I can reduce the
fever 1 get from {eeling. What I confess is of no importance since
nothing is. [ create landscapes from what I feel. [ make holidays out
of the senses. I can well understand those who make eml)roidery out
of sorrow and those who knit socks because there’s life in it. My old
aunt was forever playing solitaire in the evening. These confessions
of feeling are my solitaire. I don’t interpret them like someone who
wants to know about his fate from the cards. I don’t examine them
since in solitaire the cards themselves have no meaning. | unravel
myself like a multicolored skein, or I make designs for myself from
the thread, like those woven l)y cliligent hands and passed on from
some children to other children. My sole concern is not to let the
thumb miss the loop. Afterwards, I shift my hand and the figure is
different. And I begin again.

Living is lznitting stoc]zings following someone else’s intentions.
But in cloing so, one’s tl'xought is free and all the magical princes
may pass tl'u:ough their parl::s between the downward SwWoops of the
marble needle and its point coming back upwards. The croc]’xeting
of things . . . Interval . . . Nothing . . .

And l)esicles, what is there in me [ can count on? A terrible
poignancy of sensations, and the deep understanding of feeling Ce
A sl'xarp intel.ligence to clestroy me and the voracious power of dream
to distract me . . . A lifeless will and a meditativeness that lulls me
as if | were a living child . . . Yes, crocl’leting R
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I am the outslzi‘rts‘ of a small town that doesn’t exist, the pro{use
commentary on a book that hasn’t yet been written. I am nobocly,
nobo&y at all. I don’t know how to {eel, I don’t know how to thin]z,
I don’t know how to desire. I'm a character in a novel that still needs
to be written, vanishing into thin air and undone without ever hav-
ing existed, among the dreams of someone who didn’t know how to
complete me.

| always think, I always feel; but my thought lacks logic, my
emotion lacks feelings. I lzeep {auing from the trap door there above,
down tlrxrouglrx infinite space in a directionless descent, empty and
infinite on all sides. My soul is a black maelstrom, a gigantic vertigo
all around the vacuum, the movement of an infinite ocean en-
circling a hole of notl'lingness, and in those waters I whirl more than
the images on ﬂowing waters ['ve seen and heard in the world:
houses, faces, books, boxes, faint sounds of music and the syllal)les

of voices pass Ly in an endless, sinister whirlwind.

What a pleasure it would be for me to create a Jesuit religion of the

senses.

To create inside mysel{ a politica] state, with parties and revolutions,
and [ being all of this, being God in the real pantheon of this
People-Myself, essence and action of their l)o&ies, of their souls, of
the earth tlley tread and the acts t}ley perform. To be all t}lis, to be
them and not them. Ol‘x, well! This is still one of the dreams I can-
not fulfill. If T did, Id die perhaps; I don't know w}ly but one's not
supposed to live after such an enormous sacrilege against God, such

an enormous usurpation of the divine power to be all things.
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To be able to dream and make the inconceivable visible is one of the
great victories that even I, who am so great, only rarely achieve. Yes,
to clream, for example, that I am simultaneously, separately and
unconl‘useclly the man and the woman on a walk that a man and
woman are tal:zing along the riverside. To see myselt, at the same
time, with the same clarity and in the same way, without mixing
tllings, l)eing the two tl'lings, integral with both equally: a sllip con-
scious of the sea in the South and a »printed page of an ancient
book. How absurd this sounds! But everytl'ling is absurd and the
dream is still the least absurd of all.

May the Gods preserve in me, until the hour in which this aspect of
mine ceases, the clear and sunny notion of external reality, the
instinct of my unimportance, the comfort of l)eing little and l)eing
able to think about l)eing l'xappy.

To spealz is to show too much consideration for others. Fish and

Oscar Wilde both died via the mouth.

Slavery is the law of life, and there is no other because this law must
be fulfilled, without any possilnility of retielling or any place of retuge
to discover.

I grow irritated t)y the l'xappiness of all these men who don’t know
they're unliappy. Their human life is full of all that would constitute
a series of anxieties for a truly sensitive nature. But, as their true
life is vegetal, what tlley suffer passes tlirougl'i them without touch-
ing their soul, and tl'xey live a life comparal)le to that of a man with
a toothache who could have been given a fortune—the authentic
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fortune of l)eing alive without l)eing conscious of it, the greatest gift
the gods give us because it is the gift that makes us resemble them:
like them, altl'xouéh in a different way, beyond l‘lappiness and pain.

That’s why, in spite of everyt}ling, I love them all. My dear veg-
etables!

* x x

There are some days when each person | meet, and even more the
daily, ol)ligatory social contacts, acquire a symbo]ic aspect, and,
whether separate or bound togetl'xer, form an occult or prophetic
script, shadow—descriptive of my life. The office becomes a page for
me with words of people; the street is a book; the words excl’xanged
with people [ normally, or not so normally, meet are things said for
which I have no &ictionary although I do have a sligl'xt understand-
ing of them. They speale, they express, but it is not of themselves
tl'xey spealz nor themselves that they express; they are wor(ls, as [
have said, and they don'’t reveal, tl'ley let no one see througl'l them.
Yet, in my crepuscular vision, [ discern if ever so vaguely what these
quiclz glass windows, laid bare upon the appearance of tl'lings, allow
us to be concealed or revealed on the inside. I understand without
lznowledge like a blind man to whom one spealzs of colors.

Ll * - L

(Storm)

An overdose of silence, lividly obscure. In its own way {ollowing
closely between the rapid, occasional ruml)ling of the wagons, a
truck roars by—ridicu]ous, mechanical echo of what goes by, real in
the near distance of the skies.

Again, without warning, magnetic light gusl'les forth, winleing.
The heart beats a short gulp. A bell jar overhead breaks into l'mge
splinters of the dome. A new cloth of bad rain strikes the sound of
the ground.

[Tl’le boss Vasques'| livid face is falsely green and shaken. I
observe him there in the dif{iculty of breathing, with fraternal feel-
ing, lenowing I shall also be like that.
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After the last heat waves of Summer ceased being harsh under the
dull sun, Autumn began before it really came in, with a faint sadness
so undefined it seemed to be the s]rzy's desire not to smile. It was a
l)lueness, sometimes clearer, sometimes greener, of the very lack in
itself of l‘)rig]’lt colors’ substance. It was a kind of forgetfulness in the
clouds, purples of different shades, subdued; it was not torpor any
more but a tedium in all the quiet solitude wl'xerg clouds go Ly.

The entry of real Autumn was announced later lJy a coldness in
a noncoldness of the air, by a subduing of colors not yet cli]uted, Ly
somet}ling sl'ladowy and distant from what had been the tone of the
landscape and of the diverse aspect of t}xings. Not}ling was yet dying,
but everyt]'xing, as in a smile one still misses, turned nostalgically
toward life.

It came, finally—real Autumn: the windy air grew cold; leaves
resounded in a clry pitc]u, even tl'xougl'l the leaves weren't clry; the
whole earth took on the impalpal)le color and form of a vague quag-
mire. What had been the last smile faded from fatigued eyelicls and
the indifference of gestures. And so, everything that feels, or we
assume has {eeling, was grieving, within the heart’s core, over its
own leave-talaing. The sound of a whirlwind in a courtyard drifted
across our consciousness of sometl')ing else. It was pleasant to recu-
perate, just so one could really feel life.

But the first Winter rains, llaving alreacly arrived in the lay-now
clear Autumn, washed these 1’1azy colors as if with no respect at all.
Higl'l winds, screecl'xing tl'xrougl'x immobile tl'xings, ma]zing noise in
tl'lings pinned down, dragging movable tl'xings away, arose among the
fitful clamoring of the rain, absent words of anonymous protest, sad
sounds nearly mad from desperation without soul.

And finally Autumn dwindled, cold and gray. It was a wintry
Autumn that came in now, a powder turning everyt]'xing to mud, but
also somet]'xing that’s good—clean Summer completed. Spring to
come, Autumn defining itself at last in Winter. And in the air up
high where dull shades recall neither color nor sadness, everything
was propitious for oncoming night, indefinite meditation.

And so, it was all for me before 1 t]'xought about it. If I write
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about it today, it's because I remember it. The Autumn [ possess is
the one I lost. )

Smell is a strange way of seeing. [t evokes sentimental lanciscapes ]:)y
virtue of the subconscious’s quiciz sizetcl'xing out of tiiings. I've felt
this many times. | pass down the street. I don't see anytl'iing, or bet-
ter, in seeing all tl'iings, I see the way all peopie see. | know I'm pass-
ing down a street and I don’t know if it exists, flanked l)y different
houses made lay human laeings. [ pass down the street. From a bak-
ery the smell of bread emerges, nauseating for having too sweet a
smell: and my childhood rises from a certain distant neighborhood,
and another i)a]zery appears in that iairyiand which is everytiiing
that has died within us. pass down that street. Sudcienly it smells
of fruit on the sloping stand of the narrow little siiop; and my brief
life in the country, | no longer know when or where, has trees in the
distance and that peace inside what is clearly my heart as a small
i)oy. I pass down the street. I'm unexpectecily disoriented i:yy the
smell of the garbage man'’s garbage cans: oh, my Cesério, now you
appear and | am l'iappy at last because I have resumed, tl'xrougl'i
memory, to the only truth, the truth of literature.

- L] - »

That individual granciiose person the Romantics gave siiape to I have
often tried 1iving in dreams, and just as often have found myself
laugiiing aloud at my idea of living it. Mortal man, in the end, exists
in his own cireams, which are those of all men, and Romanticism is
notiiing if not the turning inside out of the (iaily power we exert over
ourselves. Almost all men dream tieep down in their hearts of their
magnificent dominion over an empire, the su]:)jugation of all men, the
submission of all women, the adoration of all people. ... Few men
are as habituated to cireaming as | am, and therefore sufiiciently lucid
to ]augh at the esthetic possibility of zireaming oneself in such a way.

The greatest c}iarge one can level against Romanticism has not

yet been made: namely, that it represents the inner truth of human
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nature. Its exaggerations, its ridiculous aspects, its various powers
to compel and seduce stem from the fact that it is an external fig-
uration of what is most intimate in the soul, yet concretely visible,
even possil)le—if Leing possible only clepemied on so-mething other
than Fate.

How many times have I too—who laugh at such distracting
seductions—found myself conjecturing how wonderful it would be
to be Jr'amous, how pleasant to be fussed'over, how exciting to be tri-
umpl’lant! But I cannot visualize myself in such lofty roles without
a loud roar of laug}lter from that other me I constantly bear within
me, like the Rua da Baixa. See myself famous? But I see myself
famous as a Loolzlzeeper. Feel myself upon the thrones of fame? But
the same occurs in the office on the Rua dos Douradores, and the
office i)oys are an impediment. Hear myself applauded })y diverse
multitudes? The applause reaches the fourth floor where I live, and
crashes into the rustic furniture in my cheap room, collides with
everytiiing surrounding me, and from kitchen to dream, mortifies
me. | didn’t even admit, like the splendid Spaniar(is, those ﬂimsy
castles in Spain, the greatest illusion of all. Mine were the (iirty old
playing cards of a broken deck you could never play with; since they
wouldn't fall properly tl'ley had to be slammed down with a Hip of
the wrist, an impatient impulse of the old maid who wanted to put
the tablecloth back onto that part of the table because the time for
tea had rung like a curse of Destiny. Yet even this is a useless vision,
since | don’t have the house in the country nor the old aunts at
whose table I take tea, tasting of peace at the end of an evening fam-
ily get-togetl'ler. My dream failed even in its metapl'lors and figures.
My empire didn’t even extend to the old deck of cards. My victory
failed without even a teapot or the proveri)ial l’ligl’lt cat. [ will die as
I have live(i, between the bric-a-brac of the sui)ur})s, valued i)y the
weight of that which is between the postscripts of the lost one.
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NOTES

NOTES ON THE POEMS

The “Assorted Poems” include torty-eigtlt additional poems l)y
Alberto Caeiro, who somehow continued to write until 1930,
alttlougtx he was presumect tictionally “dead” t)y 1915.

The “Opium Eater” was composed as an experiment in voice,
presumatyly that of an eml)ryonic Alvaro de Campos, before coming
under the influence of his master, Caeiro. “It was one of the
poems,” Pessoa wrote, “that created the most difficulties because of
the double power of depersonalization I had to undergo ...  The
poem adheres to a formal metrical and rhyme scheme (ABBA) in
the original, and with a scramble of conventional imagery typical of
certain ﬁ'n de siécle poems.

In “Master, my dear master,” Campos looks back nostalgically
at himself before he had entered the drama of sensations and
learned Caeiro's lesson about “the trigtltening reality of ttlings." It
deals with the longing to be the person the poet once was, and not
the disemboweled hulk of sensations he feels he has become.

'Autopsyclzograplzy " is Pessoa’s most quotect poem and capsulates
his notion of artistic “sincerity.” Translating the word “tingidor" as
“faker” is intended to evoke a cluster of meanings bound up with the
idea of the artist as maker and craftsman—as, for example, /acit, in
Latin, “he makes”—and as illusion-maker and actor. Since the
poem is brief, the original appears here in its entirety, so the reader

may have a go at translating it:

O poeta é um ﬁngidor.
Finge tdo comp/etamente
Que clzega a ﬁngir que é dor

A JOY que c]everas sente.

E os que Jtem o que escreve,
Na dor lida sentem l?em,

Nao as duas que ele teve,

Mas s6 a que eles ndo tém.
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E assim nas calhas de roda
Gira, a entreter a razdo,
" Esse comboio de corda

ue se clzama o coracao.
Q ¢

“Absurd Hour,” the first instance of a consciousness in the
process of spiintering into disjointed tiiougixts and aiasurcily linked
images, foreshiadows the advent of the i'ieteronyms.

"Beyom! God” exempliiies Pessoa’s occultism and piays with the
dual notions of absence and interval that recur in many poems,
especially in the Cancioneiro. Pessoa was not against religion but reli-
gious systems and, more viruiently, against Ciiristianity for iiaving
diminished the pagan gocls. See, for example,ti'le poem entitled
“Christmas.”

"Ol:/ique Rain,” a poem in six parts, was written imme(iiately
after Pessoa experienceci the spontaneous “birth” of Alberto Caeiro:
“the return of Fernando Pessoa Alberto Caeiro to Fernando Pessoa
himself. Or i)etter, . . . the reaction of Fernando Pessoa to his nonex-
istence as Alberto Caeiro.” The poet had pians to include this piece
in a project never completed, an Antlw/ogy o/ Intersectionism, under
the name of Alvaro de Campos. And at another time he intended to
include the poem in the ciiary of his semi-l’xeteronym, the prose writer
Bernardo Soares. “Oblique Rain” illustrates the principles of “inter-
sectionism”: estai)lisl'xing the impression that two tiiings occurring in
different spaces and at different times iiappen simultaneously, thus

creating the illusion of a multiplicity of sensations.

NOTES TO Message

Last October I pui)lisiieci a book of poems . . . which, in fact, forms
a single poem, entitled Message. This book was awarded a prize i)y
the Ministry of National Propagancia, under very special circum-
stances. . . . A careful reader of Message, regar&iess of his value
jucigment respecting the book, will not be shocked i)y the anti-
romanticism which is constantly altiiougii negatively visible in the
text. An equa“y careful reader, who is also familiar with the under-
stamiing, or, at least, with the intuition of hermetic tiiings, will not

find the defense of Freemasonry strange in the author of a book so
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thoroughly steepecl in the syml)olism of the Templars and the
Rosicrucians. And it will be easy for such a reader to conclude, given
that the Orders of the Templars, although not politically active,
have social ideas which are identical . . . to those of the Freemasons,
and . .. [given tl'lat] the Rosicrucians [are involved] in concepts of
{ratemity and peace (Pax proﬁna’a, frater is the Rosicrucian saluta-
tion for their Brothers as well as for nonmembers), that the author
of such a book is inevital)ly a liberal l)y.inference if not l)y nature.

But, in fact, [ have always been {aitl')ful, b_y nature (and this has
been reinforced l)y my education, which has been entirely Englis]'x),
to the essential principles of liberalism—respect for the dignity of
mankind and freedom of the spirit, or, in other worcls, individualism
and tolerance, or better still, in a word, fraternal individualism.

There are three social realities—the Inclividual, the Nation,
Humanity. Everything else is fictitious.

The Inclividual, the Nation, and Humanity are realities because
they are perfectly defined. They have form and profile. The
Individual is the supreme reality because it has a material as well as
mental s}lape—it is a living 1’)0(.‘1)’ and a living soul.

Humanity is another social reality which is as strong as the
Individual and stronger still than the Nation since it is more
defined. The Individual is, in essence, a l)iological notion;
Humanity is essentially a zoological notion— neither more nor less
than an animal species created from all individuals of human form.
Both are root-realities. The Nation, by virtue of its l)eing a social
reality, is not material; it is more a stem than a root. The Individual
and Humanity are places, the Nation l)e'mg a passage between them.
It is from the sense of a patriotic fratemity, easy to feel for those
who are not degenerate, that we graclually sublimate our feelings
until we feel fraternal with all mankind.

It follows from this that the more intensely we feel patriotic—
assuming we know how to be patriotic—the more intensely we will
be prepared, within ourselves and with those who are with us, for a
human future achievement which we must hold as desirable even
though God himself makes it impossilale. .

One thing and only one concerns me: that I have helped ce
to some degree, to hinder Portuguese reactionaries in one of their
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greatest and most justifial)le pleasures—tl'xat of spealzing nonsense.
I have conliclence, llowever, in the stonelike soliclity of their heads
and the inherent meral actions of their steadfast and totalitarian
faith which they divide into equal parts—QOur Lacly of Fatima and
D. Duarte Nufio of Braganga.

(Fernando Pessoa, excerpt ﬁom "Exp/anation o}( a Book,” 1935)

Ulysses. Accorcling to legend, he founded Ulisippo (Lisbon) during
his wanderings after the Trojan war.

Viriato (secona’ century B.C.). Lusitanian soldier and leacler, he
led the resistance of the Lusitanians, who dwelt in central Portugal,
against the Romans. After laeing lormally recognized l)y the Romans
as “friend to the Roman people," he was assassinated l>y three com-
panions bribed l)y the Romans. The resistance ended with his death.

Count Henry of Burguna’y (1057-1112). A Frenchman who
founded the royal house of Portugal. After marrying Tarega, he was
granted the territory between Minho River and the Tagus as (lowry,
with permission to transmit his government to his heirs. When war
broke out between the heirs of Alfonso VI of Spanisl’x Leén, Henry
supported the winning side in his successful effort to maintain his
freedom from Spain.

Tareja (or Teresa) (P—1130). Illegitimate daughter of Alfonso VI
of Spain and widow of Count Henry, she continued his government
and policy, but her son, Afonso Henriques, rebelled against her and
fought the battle of Sao Mamede in 1128, after which she was
forced to withdraw to Spain.

King Afonso Henriques I (1110-1185). The conqueror and first
lzing of Portugal. He succeeded his mother in 1128, fougl'lt the
Moslems until he wrested Lisbon from them, and rebelled against
Alfonso VII of Spain. In 1179, after negotiating with the Holy
See, he received recognition as the Portuguese King and his state as
the Kingclom of Portugal.

King Diniz (1201-1325). Crowned in 1279, he married Isabel
of Aragon in 1282. Called The Troubadour because he wrote many
of the best Galician-Portuguese lyrical poems, he also was known as
The Farmer because he ordered the planting of the pine forest of
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Leiria, near Coimbra, which was to l'xelp develop the Portuguese
navy and overseas trade. He also founded the University of Lisbon.

Jodo I (1357-1433). Founder of the House of Avis and the ille-
gitimate son of Pedro 1, he secured the marriage of his daughter
Beatriz to King Juan I of Castile, who favored the union of the two
countries. To reinforce the claims of Beatriz as Queen, Juan invaded
Portugal. The citizens of Lisbon urged Jodo to be the defender of the
realm. Jodo souglut the aid of the Englisl'l in the war against Spain,
and later married the British Philippa of Lancaster (1387). He was
proclaimed king in 1385. He is known as the author of The Book
on Hunting.

Plxi/ippa (Fi/fpa} ofLancaster (1350-1415). Wife of Jodo I and
granddaugl'xter of Edward III of England, she brought to the
Portuguese court new styles and cultural tra&itions; she also person-
ally educated her nine children. The six who survived were named
The Illustrious Generation lay Camades.

King Duarte (1391-1438). Called the Eloquent, Duarte was
the eldest son of Jodo I and was crowned lzing in 1433. He was
responsil)le for the first compilation of Portuguese laws and decreed
the restoration of the public treasury. During his reign Portugal con-
quered Morocco and laegan the campaign of Ceuta. The Portuguese
settled in the Atlantic islands and began to explore the West African
coast. Duarte wrote the first European manual on equestrianism,
How to Ride Well in Any Saddle. Also known for his collection of
religious essays, Loyal Counsellor, he is said to have been the first to
define what is typically Portuguese with the untranslatable word
saudade.

Prince Fernando (1402-1442). As the eig}ltl'x son of Jodo I, he
participated in the second expedition against Tangier in an effort to
gain glory. He was held hostage when the expeclition failed. The
requirecl ransom was the return of Ceuta, and after lengtl'xy discus-
sion, the courts opposecl the cession. Fernando was popularly can-
onized the Infante Santo after his death in prison.

Pedro (1393-1449). As second son of Jodo I, Pedro served as
Regent of Portugal (1441-144:6) until Afonso V, the son of Duarte,
came of age. Pedro voyaged extensively (to “the seven parts of the

earth”) and was mainly interested in history and geograpl'xy. During
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his regency the University of Lisbon was reformed and the School of
General Studies established in Coimbra. After Pedro relinquisl'ieti
the regency to Afonso V, there were intrigues that set the King
against him. Afonso offered him the choice of prison, death, or exile;
mol’)ilizing his army, Pedro went to Lisbon to appeal for justice, but
was there met l)y the lzing's army and killed in battle.

Jodo (1400-1442). Seventh son of Jodo |, he played a lesser
role at court, altl'iougl'i he had considerable influence among the
nol’;ility as well as the confidence of the King.

Sebastian I (. Sebastia'o) (1557-1578). Called the Desired One,
he was the postliumous son of Prince Jodo and neplxew of the
Emperor Charles V, when he became the sixteenth laing of Portugal.
His grandmother, Catarina, Queen of Portugal (1557-1562), and
his uncle Henrique, Grand Inquisitor and Cardinal-Arcl’il)isl’iop of
Lisbon (1562-1568), influenced his growing up. Obsessed with
ideas of conquest and the propagation of the Faith, Sebastian had
little sense of how to govern. After sailing to Tangier to ligl'it the
Moslems (1578), he was defeated in Morocco and disappeared along
with many nobles.

The mytl'i of Sebastianism l)egan soon after the King’s clisap-
pearance. According to popular belief, Sebastian was not dead but
lived on somewhere in the legen(iary Isles of the Blessed. It was
tl'iougl'it he would return one ioggy morning to rule again and
release the country from Spanish oppression, and herald in a new
age, the Fifth Empire. After his many rumored appearances, the
mytl'i was extended to literature and politics tl'n‘ougli poems and
songs expressing a strong element of the New Christian messianism.
Sebastian sul)sequently became a type of messianic hero, identified
as The Hidden One. The mytl'i was used at crucial moments of
Portuguese llistory when a hero was needed to save the country from
collapse. Jodo IV was regarded as an avatar of Sebastian when he lib-
erated Portugal from Spain in 1640. The myth was revived during
the French invasions, and again at the proclamation of the
Portuguese Republic in 1910.

Nun’ Alvares Pereira (1360-1431). The Portuguese hero-saint
served as head of the army in the crisis with Spain in 1383. Two
years later he was named Constable of the Realm l)y Jodo 1. His mil-
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itary skill helped the Portuguese defeat the Spanish. With the
nation’s independence won, he took religious vows as a Carmelite
monk and was thereafter known as the Saint Constable. He was
canonized in 1518.

Henrique (Henry) (1394-14060). Called the Navigator, he was
the fifth son of Joao 1. His naval policy led the Portuguese to deep—
sea fisl'xing and sui)sequently to the discovery of the Atlantic islands
and the West African coast. He enjoyed- the assistance of many for-
eign mat]'xematicians, cartographers, and sailors, and with them
formed the well-known institute, the Escola de Sagres. His brother
Pedro, the Regent, granted him a monopoly over the lands he had
discovered.

Jodo I (1455-1495). Known as the Perfect Prince, he was the
son of Afonso V and served as Regent (1464-1475) before becom-
ing king upon the abdication of his father in 1477. He signed the
Treaty of Tordesillas (1494), which established two zones of Spanish
and Portuguese dominion.

Afonso de A]buquerque (1462-1515). A great military strategist
and administrator, he was the founder of the Portuguese empire in
Asia and the best guarantor of its permanence. As Governor
General of Portuguese India, he supported the Luso-Indian popula-
tion, encouraging marriage between the settlers and the Indians and
dealing justly with both. After conquering Omao, Ormuz, and Goa,
he built fortresses and trading posts in all the maritime seaways in
the Pacific and the Persian Gulf which he controlled. His dying
words became a famous epitapl'x: “Out of step with mankind l)y
virtue of my love for the King, and out of step with the King l)y
virtue of my love for mankind.”

Diogo Caéo (| ﬁfteentlz century). A famed Portuguese navigator, he
sailed along the West African coast, discovering the Zaire estuary
before reaciiing the Bay of Benguela.

Bartolomeu Dias (?-1500). The Portuguese navigator
discovered the Atlantic passage to the Indian Ocean (1487-1488).
When he crossed the cape amid strong currents and tempests, he
named it the Cape of Storms (O Cabo das Tormentas), t]'xerei)y cre-
ating the legend of the giant Adamastor (referred to in the poem
“The Sea-Monster”). Sui)sequently Jodo II cl'ianged the name of
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the African land tip to the Cape of Good Hope, reﬂecting the com-
mon aspiration of reacluing India tlurougl'x that passage.

Fernando de Magalhdes (Magellan) (1480-1521). Portuguese
navigator who served the Spanisl‘x crown and discovered the South
American strait by means of which voyagers could cross between the
Atlantic and the Pacific Oceans. This he accomplislled cluring the
first voyage around the earth, when he got as far as the Moluccas
(the Philippines).

Vasco da Gama (1408-1524). The Portuguese navigator who
discovered the maritime passage to India through the Cape of Good
Hope (1497-1499). As Governor and Viceroy of India, he was
given the tide of Admiral of the Seas of India.

Bandarra (1500-15606). Cobbler and pseudo-prophet of a new
messianism. As interpreter of Biblical esc]'xatology, he deciphered
Portuguese events accordingly and wrote enigmatic ditties about
them, which were popular during many national crises. After King
Sebastian’s death, Bandarra’s bizarre prophecies and mystical llopes
were transmuted into Sebastianism.

Anténio Vieira (1008-1607). A missionary priest, diplomat,
writer, and famous preacl’ler, he believed in the mytlu of
Sebastianism and in the restoration of the Portuguese Empire, the
prospect for which he termed the Fifth Emopire. When Portugal
gainecl its independence in 1640, Vieira celebrated King Joao VI as
The Emperor of the World and The Hidden One. Considered a
master of the Portuguese language, Pessoa’s term for l'xim,
“Portuguese word-emperor,” seems apt.
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ENGLISH POEMS

poems Ly ‘Alexander Search”

SONNET

Could I say what [ thin.lz, could I express

My every hidden and too-silent tl'xought,

And bring my feelings, in perfection wrougllt,
To one unforced point of living stress;

Could I breathe forth my soul, could I confess
The inmost secrets to my nature l)roug]'xt;

I might be great, yet none to me hath taught
A language well to figure my distress.

Yet day and nig]'xt to me new whispers Lring,
And day and niglmt from me old w]’xispers take . . .
Oh for a word, one phrase in which to ﬂing

All that I think and feel, and so to wake
The worlcl; but I am dumb and cannot sing,
Dumb as You clouds before the thunders break.

(1904)
THE STORY OF SALOMON WASTE.

This is all the story of Salomon Waste.
Always lmrrying yet never in haste
He fussed and worked and toiled all frothing

And at the end of all did notl'xing.
This is all the story of S\alomon Waste.
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He lived in wis}ling and in striving,
And notl'lipg came of all his living;

He worked and toiled in pain and sweat,
And nothing came out of all that.

This is all the story of Salomon Waste.

LI T I

And things Begun and never ended,

And much undone and much intended,
And all tl'xings wrong yet never mended:
This is all the story of Salomon Waste.

Each Clay new projects did l)etray,

Yet each clay was like every day.

He was born and died and between these
He worried himself himself to tease.

He Lustled, worriecl, moved and cried
But in his life no more’s descried

Than two clear facts: he lived and died.
This is all the story of Salomon Waste.

(1907)

THE CIRCLE

I traced a circle on the grouncl,

It was a mystic {igure strange

Wherein I thought there would abound
Mute symbols adequate of change,
And complex formulas of Law,

Which is the jaws of Cl’lange's maw.

My simplest thoughts in vain had stemmed
The current of this madness free,

But that my tl'linlzing is condemned

To symbol and ana]ogy:

230



I deemed a circle mig}lt condense

With calm all mystery’s violence.

And so in cabalistic mood

A circle traced I curious t]'xere;
Imper{ect the made circle stood
Though formed with minutest care.
From magic’s failure deep]y [

A lesson took to make me Sigl’l.

(1907)
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from THE MAD FIDDLER

A Sensationist Poem

Her firfgers toyed absently with her rings.

There are fallen angels in the way you look
And great })riclges over silent streams in your smile.
Your gestures are a lonely princess dreaming over a book

At a window over a lalze, on some distant isle.

If I were to stretch my hand and touch yours that would be

Dawn behind the turrets of a city in some East.

The words hidden in my gesture would be moonliglfxt on
the sea

Of your ]:)eing something in my soul like gaiety in a feast.

Let your silence tell me of the numberless dreams that are
you,

Let the clrooping of your eyelids veil lanclscapes that are
far away.

I ask no more than that you should come into my dreams
and be true

To the wider seas within me and my inner eternal day.

Blossoms, blossoms, blossoms along the road of your
going to speal:z.

Eighteenth-century garclens, so sad in the middle of our
&reaming them now,

Are the way you are conscious of yourself on your eyelids,
by your lips, t}n'ougll your cheek.

@) tl'le road to Nowl'lere all for us ancl we tl'lere ancl a new

God this to allow!
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Do not scatter the silence that is the palace where our
consciousness

Is now living at unity our duplicate lives of one soul.

What are we, in our dream of each otller, but a picture
which is

The masterpiece of a painter that never painteci at all?

(1916)
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from INSCRIPTIONS

III

From my villa on the hill I long looked down
Upon the muttering town;

Then one clay drew (life sight-siclz, dull }lope shed)
My toga o'er my head

(The simplest gesture l)eing the greatest thing)

Like a raised wing.
v

Not Cecrops lzept my bees. My olives bore

Qil like the sun. My several herd lowed far.
The l)reatl'ling traveler rested by my door.

The wet earth smells still; dead my nostrils are.

\Y%

[ conquere&. Far barbarians hear my name.
Men were dice in my game.

But to my throw myself did lesser come:

[ threw dice, Fate the sum.

VI

Some were as love loved, some as prizes prized.
A natural wife to the fed man my mate,

[ was sufficient to whom I sufficed.

[ movea, slept, bore and agea without a fate.
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IX

There is a silence where the town was old.

Grass grows wl'lere not a memory lies ]:)elow.

We that dined loud are sand. The tale is told.
The far hoofs hush. The inn’s last light doth go.

XII

Life lived us, not we life. We, as bees sip,
Loo]:zecl, talked and had. Trees grow as we did last.
We loved the gods but as we see a s]’xip.

Never aware of }Jeing aware, we passed.

XIII

The work is done. The hammer is laid down.
The artisans, that built the slow-grown town,
Have been succeeded l)y those who still built.
All this something lac]z-of—sometl'xing screening.
The thougl'xt whole has no meaning

But lies }Jy Time's wall like a pitcl'xer spilt.

X1V

This covers me, that erst had the blue s]zy.

This soil treads me, that once I trod. My hand

Put these inscriptions here, half lznowing why;
Last, and hence seeing all, of the passing band.

(1920)
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from 35 SONNETS

v

I could not think of thee as pieced rot,

Yet such thou wert, for thou hadst been long clead;

Yet thou livdst entire in my seeing thougl'lt

And what thou wert in me had never fled.

Nay, I had fixed the moments of tl'ly l)eauty—

Thy el)l)ing smile, thy kiss's readiness,

And memory had tauglrxt my heart the duty

To know thee ever at that deathlessness.

But when I came where thou wert laid, and saw

The natural flowers ignoring thee sans blame,

And the encroaching grass, with casual flaw,

Framing the stone to age where was t}ly name,
I knew not how to fee], nor what to be

Toward thy fate’s material secrecy.

VI

As a bad orator, I'Jaclly o’er-book-skilled,
Doth overflow his purpose with made lleat,
And, like a clocle, winds with withoutness willed
What should have been an inner instinct’s {eat;
Or as a prose-wit, l’xarsllly poet turned,
Lacliing the subtler music in his measure,
With useless care labors but to be spurned,
Courting in alien speecl‘x the Muse's pleasure;
I study how to love or how to l'xate,
Estranged by consciousness from sentiment,
With a t}wught feeling forced to be sedate
Even when the feeling's nature is violent;

As who would learn to swim without the river,

When nearest to the tricle, as far as ever.
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XII

As the lone, frighted user of a night-road
Suddenly turns round, nothing to detect,
Yet on his fear’s sense lzeepetl'x still the load
Of that l)rinlz-not}ling he doth but suspect;
And the cold terror moves to him more near
Of something that from nothing casts a spell,
T]’xat, when he moves, to fright more is not there,
And’s only visible when invisible:
So I upon the world turn round in thought,
And notl'ling viewing do no courage take,
But my more terror, from no seen cause got,
To that felt corporate emptiness forsake,

And draw my sense of mystery’s horror from

Seeing no mystery’s mystery alone.
X1V

We are born at sunset and we die ere morn,

And the whole darkness of the world we lznow,

How can we guess its trutlm, to darkness bom,

The obscure consequence of absent glow?

Only the stars to teach us light. We grasp

Their scattered smallnesses with thougl')ts that stray,

And, t]'xough their eyes look through nigl'xt's complete
mask,

Yet tlley speala not the features of the day.

Why should these small denials of the whole

More than the black whole the pleasecl eyes attract?

Why what it calls “worth” does the captive soul

Add to the small and from the large detract?
So, out of light's love wishing it night’s stretch,
A nigl'ltly thougl'lt of day we darlzly reach.
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XV

Like a bad suitor desperate and treml')ling
From the mixed sense of l')eing not loved and loving,
Who with feared longing half would know, dissembling
With what hed wish proved what he fears soon proving,
[ look with inner eyes afraid to look,
Yet pefplexed into loo]zing, at the worth
This verse may have and wonder, of my book,
To what thoug}xts shall't in alien hearts give birth.
But, as he who doth love, ancl, loving, l'lopes,
Yet, ]’xoping, fears, fears to put proo{ to proo{,
And in his mind for possible proofs gropes,
Delaying the true proof, lest the real tl'ling scoff,

I dai]y live, i'th'fame I dream to see,

But l)y my tl'xougl'lt of others’ thougl'xt of me.

XVII

My love, and not I is the egoist.

My love for thee loves itself more than tl'lee;

Ay, more than me, in whom it doth exist,

And makes me live that it may feed on me.

In the country of briclges the bridge is

More real than the shores it doth unsever;

So in our world, all of Relation, this

Is true— that truer is Love than either lover.

This t}xought therefore comes ]ightly to Doubt’s door—

If we, seeing substance of this world, are not

Mere Intervals, God’s Absence and no more,

Hollows in real Consciousness and Thought.
And if 'tis possible to Thought to bear this fruit,
Why should it not be possil)le to Truth?
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XX

When in the widening circle of rebirth

To a new flesh my traveled soul shall come,

And try again the unremembered earth

With the old sadness for the immortal home,

Shall I revisit these same cliffering fields

And cull the old new flowers with the same sense,

That some small breath of foiled remembrance yielcls,

Of more age than my clays in this pretence?

Shall I again regret strange faces lost

Of which the present memory is forgot

And but in unseen bulks of vagueness tossed

Out of the closed sea and black night of Tl'xougl'xt?
Were tl'xy face one, what sweetness will't not l)e,
Tl’loug}x by blind feeling, to remember thee!

XXVI

The world is woven all of dream and error
And but one sureness in our truth may lie—
That when we hold to augl'lt our tl'linlzing's mirror
We know it not l')y lanowing it tl'lere})y.
For but one side of things the mirror shows,
And knows it colded from its solidness.
A double lie its truth is; what it shows
By true show’s false and nowhere l)y true place.
Thoug}xt clouds our life’s day-sense with strangeness, yet
Never from strangeness more than that it's strange
Doth ]:)uy our perplexecl t]'xinlzing, for we get
But the words’ sense from worcls—]znowledge, truth,
change.
We know the world is false, not what is true.

Yet we think on, lznowing, we ne'er shall know.
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XXVIII

The edge of the green wave wl'litely doth hiss

Upon the wetted sand. | loolz, yet dream.

Surely reality cannot be this!

Somel'low, somewhere this surely doth but seem!

The slzy, the sea, this great extent disclosed

Of outward joy, this bulk of life we feel,

Is not sornething, but something interposed.

Only what in this is not this is real.

If this be to have sense, if to be awake

Be but to see this l)rigllt, great sleep of things,

For the rarer potion mine own dreams I'll take

And for truth commune with imaginings,
Holding a dream too bitter, a too fair curse,

This common s]eep of men, the universe.

XXXV

Good. I have done. My heart weighs. I am sad.
The outer clay, void statue of lit l)lue,

Is altogetl'xer outward, other glacl

At mere being not-I (so my aches construe).

I, that have failed in everything, bewail
Nothing this hour but that I have bewailed,
For in the general fate what is't to fail?

Why, fate l)eing past for Fate, 'tis but to have failed.
Whatever l'xap or stop, what matters it,

Sith to the mattering our will bringeth nought?
With the hig}ler triﬂing let us world our wit,
Conscious that, if we do't, that was the lot

The regular stars bound us to, when they stood
Godfathers to our birth and to our blood.
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