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The prizewinning, complete and unabridged translation—“the best English-language version we
are likely to see for a long time, if ever” (The Guardian)—of a work of unclassifiable genius: the
crowning achievement of Portugal’s modern masterEdited, Translated, and with an Introduction
by Richard Zenith, the author of the Pulitzer Prize finalist Pessoa: A BiographyWinner of the
Calouste Gulbenkian Translation Prize for Portuguese Translation A Penguin ClassicFernando
Pessoa was many writers in one. He attributed his prolific writings to a wide range of alternate
selves, each of which had a distinct biography, ideology, and horoscope. When he died in 1935,
Pessoa left behind a trunk filled with unfinished and unpublished writings, among which were the
remarkable pages that make up his posthumous masterpiece, The Book of Disquiet, an
astonishing work that, in George Steiner's words, "gives to Lisbon the haunting spell of Joyce's
Dublin or Kafka's Prague." Published for the first time some fifty years after his death, this unique
collection of short, aphoristic paragraphs comprises the "autobiography" of Bernardo Soares,
one of Pessoa's alternate selves. Part intimate diary, part prose poetry, part descriptive narrative,
captivatingly translated by Richard Zenith, The Book of Disquiet is one of the greatest works of
the twentieth century.“Pessoa is a genius.” —André Aciman

From Publishers WeeklyWhen Pessoa died in 1935, a few years short of 50, he left behind a
trunk of mostly unpublished writing in a variety of languages; his Lisbon publishers and variously
translators are still sifting them. This perpetually unclassifiable and unfinished book of self-
reflective fragments was first published in Portuguese in 1982, and it is arguably Pessoa's
masterpiece. Four previous English translations, all published in 1991, were compromised either
by abridgement, poor translation or error-laden source texts. While he's now a Pessoa veteran-
having edited and translated Fernando Pessoa & Co.: Selected Poems, the 1999 PEN Award for
Poetry in Translation winner-Zenith's first pass at this book was one of the four misses. He bases
this new translation on his own Portuguese edition of 1998, and has done an admirable job in
bringing out the force and clarity in Pessoa's serpentine and sometimes opaque meditations.
Pessoa often wrote as various personae (as Pessoa & Co. carefully demonstrated); Disquiet is
no exception, being putatively the work of "Bernardo Soares, assistant bookkeeper in the city of
Lisbon." Thus it is impossible to ascribe the book's anti-humanist logophilia directly to the
author: "I weep over nothing that life brings or takes away, but there are pages of prose that have
made me cry." That is just one of many permutations of similar sentiments, but the genius of
Pessoa and his personae is that readers are left weighing each and every such sentence for
sincerity and truth value.Copyright 2002 Reed Business Information, Inc.Review“I can’t tell
which of the three English-language editions of The Book of Disquiet I’ve read . . . most
accurately conveys the style and spirit of Pessoa, but judging the English alone, Zenith’s



translation is most compelling. . . . I want Pessoa to be as great as the version Zenith presents.”
—Chris Power, New Statesman “A Modernist touchstone . . . no one has explored alternative
selves with Pessoa’s mixture of determination and abandon . . . In a time which celebrates fame,
success, stupidity, convenience and noise, here is the perfect antidote, a hymn of praise to
obscurity, failure, intelligence, difficulty, and silence.” —The Daily Telegraph “His prose
masterpiece . . . Richard Zenith has done an heroic job in producing the best English-language
version we are likely to see for a long time, if ever.” —The Guardian “The Book of Disquiet was
left in a trunk which might never have been opened. The gods must be thanked that it was. I love
this strange work of fiction and I love the inventive, hard-drinking, modest man who wrote it in
obscurity.” —Independent “Fascinating, even gripping stuff . . . a strangely addictive pleasure.” —
Sunday Times “Must rank as the supreme assault on authorship in modern European
literature . . . readers of Zenith’s edition will find it supersedes all others in its delicacy of style,
rigorous scholarship and sympathy for Pessoa’s fractured sensibility . . . the self-revelation of a
disoriented and half-disintegrated soul that is all the more compelling because the author
himself is an invention . . . Long before postmodernism became an academic industry, Pessoa
lived deconstruction.” —New Statesman “Extraordinary . . . a haunting mosaic of dreams,
autobiographical vignettes, shards of literary theory and criticism and maxims.”—The
Observer “Pessoa’s rapid prose, snatched in flight and restlessly suggestive, remains haunting,
often startling, like the touch of a vibrating wire, elusive and persistent like the poetry . . . there is
nobody like him.”—The New York Review of Books “This superb edition of The Book of Disquiet
is . . . a masterpiece.” —The Daily Telegraph “I plan to use this book every year in my course at
Yale. Thanks for making it available.” —K. David Jackson, Yale University About the
AuthorFernando Pessoa (1888–1935) was born in Lisbon and brought up in Durban, South
Africa. He returned to Lisbon in 1905. A prolific writer, ascribing his work to a variety of personas
or heteronyms, Pessoa published little in his lifetime and supported himself by working as a
commercial translator. Although acknowledged as an intellectual and a poet, his literary genius
went largely unrecognized until after his death. Richard Zenith (editor, translator, introducer)
lives in Lisbon, where he works as a freelance writer, translator, and critic. He was a finalist for
the Pulitzer Prize for Pessoa: A Biography. His translations include Galician-Portuguese
troubadour poetry; novels by Antonio Lobo Antunes; Pessoa's A Little Larger Than the Entire
Universe: Selected Poems; Fernando Pessoa and Co.: Selected Poems, which won the PEN
Award for Poetry in Translation; and João Cabral de Melo Neto's Education by Stone: Selected
Poems, which won the Academy of American Poets’ Harold Morton Landon Translation Award.In
2012, Zenith was awarded Portugal’s Pessoa Prize. Read more
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EE, “It’s a book about life. Good quality paper back. Well printed and thick enough pages.There
is no story, it’s a collection of 400+ snippets. Sometimes random, sometimes linear.Random
thoughts of a very deep and self aware person, sharing with us his life observations and deepest
feelings. Agnostics and Nihilistic, and most importantly human. It’s painful to be, and we are here
because… we are just here.”

Wordsworth, “Disquieting Semi-Fiction of Genius. "B of D" is a work of pure genius written in
gloriously lyrical, existential prose: it wants to be poetry and, at times, it is.Pessoa is a profoundly
introspective and honest writer who defined existential themes based upon his frank study of his
own life and dreams: it's possible that Pessoa is the most honest writer who ever lived. He is
highly self-critical, self-effacing and suffers from the "disquiet" of his simple life as a bookkeeper
in Lisbon. He wrote "B of D" in that richly germinal literary era in Europe of Proust and Joyce.He
composed 481 fragments about the absurdity of life by which he means the inability of man to
understand his own existence."Each of us is a speck of dust that the wind lifts up and then
drops."Pessoa's disquieting themes eventually grew into the philosophical worldview claimed by
the existentialists but he was an existentialist before many of them. Pessoa writes with the
passion of Nietzsche. He is Camus before Camus. He has Kafka's rich sense of the absurd. He
experiences daily Sartre's nausea.I devoured every word of "B of D" by Pessoa who had the
misfortune to remain largely undiscovered and unread until long after his death. His work is
existential in the genre of Camus or Sartre ("I think, therefore, I am a mustache.") He is dark, at
times, but his introspection is oceanic in its breadth, depth and turbulent existential Angst.His
writing has been described as "semi-fiction" and "anti-literature" by his translator. Great writers
inevitably challenge the logic of traditional syntax as well as the genres in which they write to
transform their genres by the genius of their innovative literary styles which become legacies in
themselves.Pessoa writes in fragments which are neither fiction nor poetry but are
autobiographical and as such show his disconnect both with life and his own art -- there is no
real flow between one fragment and the next like life itself in his existential worldview. He
considered his life "an intermission with band music."He also wrote in heteronyms under several
noms de plume as if to say he couldn't really even attest to his own single identity as a writer. His
fragments are deep, consuming, intellectual dives into his own everyday life. Normally,
autobiography is a sign of an immature writer, which Pessoa clearly is not. He writes about his
dull job as an accountant among Lisbon's streets and his sightings while smoking at outdoor
cafes as well as about thunderstorms, solitude, dreams, the absurdity and futility of life, art, sex,
JJ Rousseau and his work.My only criticism of Pessoa comes from his odd observations and
poor advice about sex. His translator, Richard Zenith, believes it was possible that Pessoa died a
virgin. I make it a practice never ever to take advice on sex from priests, nuns and lifelong
virgins.Richard Zenith's translation is truly luminous and he brings rich nuance into the discourse



of every line. Like my copy of "The Recognitions" by William Gaddis, I have underlined
fragments on nearly every page because it is so deeply relevant, honest and compelling in its
pure intellectual grandeur.Here are a few favorite passages which stand out for me from "B of
D":"Irony is the first sign that our consciousness has become conscious and it passes through
two stages: the one represented by Socrates, when he says, "All I know is that I know nothing'
and the other represented by Sanches, when he says, 'I don't even know if I know nothing.'""No
one understands anyone else... However much one soul strives to now another, he can know
only what is told him by a word -- a shapeless shadow on the ground of his understanding... I
love expressions because I know nothing of what they express.""I don't know the meaning of this
journey I was forced to make, between one and another night, in the company of the whole
universe... We achieve nothing. Life hurls us like a stone, and we sail through the air saying,
'Look at me move.'""The only attitude worthy of a superior man is to persist in an activity he
recognizes is useless, to observe a discipline he knows is sterile, and to apply certain norms of
philosophical and metaphysical thought that he considers utterly inconsequential.""All life is a
dream. No one knows what he's doing, no one knows what he wants, no one knows what he
knows. We sleep our lives, eternal children of Destiny. That's why, whenever this sensation rules
my thoughts, I feel an enormous tenderness that encompasses the whole of childish humanity,
the whole of sleeping society, everyone, everything. It's an immediate humanitarianism, without
aims or conclusions, that overwhelms me right now. I feel a tenderness as if I were seeing with
the eyes of a god. I see everyone as if moved by the compassion of the world's only conscious
being. Poor hapless men, poor hapless humanity! What are they all doing here?"He worked
uselessly every business day for a brute capitalist and recognized by night that his writing was
utterly hopelessly, inscrutably and irretrievably futile. The miracle, and the sense of this should
not be lost upon you, is that every day he still writes anyway like Van Gogh painting despite
making only one sale in his lifetime.I recognized Pessoa instantly from the first few fragments of
his life in "B of D": I am Pessoa. And he is also you."Book of Disquiet" is life changing. I can't
remember ever having been so disappointed to see a book come to an end: it's that good. I
implore you to read this immortal literary work of genius by Pessoa. It may be absurd, and even
futile, to do so but sometimes the best answer to both is simply to be just as absurd.”

Bartolo, “A Portugese "Unquiet Grave," sometimes, but a lot more. Pessoa adopts one of his
fabled personae—an assistant bookkeeper in a colorless office in Lisbon, in this case--as a
launch pad for observations about the neighborhood and the city, and for apercus about art, life,
and everything else. Often contrarian and eccentric, they are almost always provocative. So I
made my way very slowly through this dense diary/journal, chewing over passages and following
mental tangents inspired by Pessoa. The best illustration might be some of the shorter passages
themselves. These were culled from a mere 10 pages toward the end, though I flagged
hundreds along the way. This was a unique reading experience, one of the monuments of my
literary life.I killed my will by analyzing it. If only I could return to my childhood before analysis,



even if it would have to be before I had a will!I’d like to be in the country to be able to like being in
the city. I like being in the city in any case, but I’d like it twice over if I were in the country.It often
happens that I don’t know myself, which is typical of those who know themselves.Having seen
how lucidly and logically certain madmen justify their lunatic ideas to themselves and to others, I
can never again be sure of the lucidness of my lucidity.I have never been able to lose myself in a
book; as I’m reading, the commentary of my intellect or imagination has always hindered the
narrative flow.Pride all by itself, unaccompanied by vanity, manifests itself in timid
behavior.There’s no happiness without knowledge. But the knowledge of happiness brings
unhappiness, because to know that you’re happy is to realize that you’re experiencing a happy
moment and will soon have to leave it behind.”

Gerhard Paul Burger, “"Every coming together is a conflict". The melancholic Job said in the
Book of Job: "My soul is weary of my life."The melancholic Fernando Pessoa said in his Book of
Disquiet: "The whole of the human tragedy is summed up in this tiny example of how the people
we think about are never the people we think they are." ...... "Each of us is two, and when two
people meet, come into contact or join together, it's rare that the four of them can agree. If the
man who dreams in the man who acts is so frequently at odds with him, how can he help but
beat odds with the man who acts and the man who dreams in the Other?" ...... So "every coming
together is a conflict." ...... LOVE is for Fernando Pessoa: SURRENDER! " The greater the
surrender, the greater the love. But total surrender also surrenders its consciousness of the
other. ...... The greatest Love is therefore Death ...... or forgetting, ...... or renunciation - all forms
of love ...... that make love an absurdity." ...... Pessoa often is talking metaphysics. But isn't he
right when he writes: ...... " [...] all of life is a metaphysics in the darkness, with a vague murmur
of the gods and only one way to follow, which is our ignorance of the right way." ...... Fernando
Pessoa's clarity in his "Book of Disquiet" helped me to respect 'my' dreams as "confessions" of
the diaphanous spirit beyond semiosis.”

hili, “amazing book, low quality paper. the content itself is incredible, chose this one because of
the reviews that zenith has the best edit. though I wish the material of this one was of higher
quality, unfortunately the sheets are as thin as tissue paper. penguin can do better, but I still like
it”

J Bullfrog, “Nice and interesting -=--an unusual take on life. Interesting disjointed view of a man
on his life (or experience of life from a disjointed viewpoint). Its as if a person lives two lives,one
the watcher and commentator, the other being the one who partakes or carries out the actions - I
often think an artists' life must be like that ---one is always on the outside of oneself, an observer.
For this man to have written this ,I think his childhood must have had a huge impact - taken to
Africa from his place of birth in Portugal must have scarred him to a degree that he never was
fully able to integrate back inside himself after wards,even though he returned to Portugal to live.



Good to dip in and out of as one  doesn't have to start at the beginning.”

Xxxxx, “Good if you’re interested in modernism and existentialism.. The book consists of 481
passages , the writings of the alter ego Soares of Fernando Pessoa, who is said to have had
multiple personalities. Whether they contain the thoughts and beliefs of Pessoa, or what he
imagined his creation Soares would think is impossible to say. The passages get rather
repetitive , with many concerned with the world of dreams and how it relates to the physical
world in Soares’ mind. There is an additional anthology with some passages grouped in themes.
This is a highly praised edition, with the complex philosophical ideas having been translated
accurately according to reviewers.”

Mr. Nadim Bakhshov, “A life without events is a factless autobiography. Fernando Pessoa
remains one of the most enigmatic writers of the 20th Century. Thanks to the recovery of a trunk,
full of unpublished manuscripts, and the recognition of the poet's genius, we are slowly
beginning to build up a picture of his marvellous universe. Thanks especially to Richard
Zenith.For those familiar with Kierkegaard will recognise the idea of using a false personage to
write a piece. In Kierkegaard's case, his numerous alter egos were ways of articulating a subtle
and sophisticated truth of our condition. Pessoa, in an imaginary world, read Kierkegaard and
went one step further. He invented not just masks (pseudonyms) to write through but gave up
authorship to his 'heteronyms', partial personalities who existed with some autonomy and
distance from Pessoa himself and had very different views and experiences of life.Bernando
Soares, the eponymous author of The Book of Disquiet, a book-keeper in Lisbon, records his
observations of everyday life as if we were walking through an art gallery. He takes a simple
gesture, a familiar place and transforms it magically into something more.It is not a book of
desolation (as one reviewer would have it). It is full of delight, mystery and wonder.Thoroughly
recommended.”

The book by William Shakespeare has a rating of 5 out of 4.7. 456 people have provided
feedback.
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