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T
hroughout his polyhedral oeuvre, Fernando Pessoa, one of the 
most important figures in the recent history of European litera-
ture, lays bare the profound sense of uncertainty and anxiety in 
the society of his time, which was fractured and overwhelmed 
by the progressive collapse of the assumptions on which moder-

nity had been built.
Besides the intrinsic value of his writings, which have delighted succes-

sive generations of readers in every corner of the planet, Pessoa’s legacy is 
of special interest to an institution like the Museo Reina Sofía. Throughout 
his career, this writer generated a prolific though scattered theoretical cor-
pus in which he traced an ambitious aesthetic project that established an 
open dialogue on equal terms with the early twentieth-century avant-garde 
movements.

Placing literature at the center—hence the exhibition’s title—and ar-
ticulating itself around the creation of a series of isms (paulism, intersec-
tionism, and sensationism), Pessoa’s poetics posited a complete renewal of 
the arts. Although unquestionably in favor of modernization, Pessoa never 
renounced the rich cultural and literary tradition of his country and always 
championed its singularity within the European context.

This exhibition shows us the great influence of his aesthetic reflections 
upon the artists and writers with links to the extraordinarily dynamic 
avant-garde scene that developed in Portugal during the second and third 
decades of the twentieth century.

Also influenced by the figures of Sonia Delaunay and Robert Delaunay, 
two artists connected with the Parisian avant-garde who spent long peri-
ods in Portugal and Spain from 1915 to 1921, this Portuguese avant-garde 
scene agglutinated around a series of journals, the classic mode of diffusion 
of the historic avant-garde movements, most of which were short-lived.  
One that stands out in this respect is Orpheu. Founded in 1915 by Pes-
soa and the Lisbon-born writer Mário de Sá-Carneiro, this publication in-
cluded contributions by four visual artists who stood out in the Portuguese 
art scene of those first years of the twentieth century: Santa Rita Pintor, 
Eduardo Viana, José de Almada Negreiros, and Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso.

The Poet Beyond  
His Verses



This exhibition contains a broad selection of works by these and other 
artists associated with Orpheu. It also shows the influence exerted by the 
poet and his heteronyms during Portugal’s second period of modernism in 
the mid-1920s. This was a time of a certain “return to order,” exemplified  
by the career of Pessoa himself, who adopted a much more classical aesthet-
ic position in those years. A crucial role in these developments was played 
by the journal presença, an eclectic literary production that helped to dis-
seminate the work of the most emblematic Portuguese modernist artists.

The exhibition Pessoa: All Art Is a Form of Literature is also a chance 
to explore the similarities and connections between this avant-garde scene 
and the one that crystallized in Spain in the same period, spearheaded by 
the ultraist movement. As we move through its rooms or read the pages of 
this catalogue, we can enjoy an enthralling round trip that not only enhan-
ces our knowledge of a key moment in the cultural and artistic history of 
Portugal but makes us more aware that many more things unite us than 
separate us.

ÍÑIGO MÉNDEZ DE VIGO Y MONTOJO
MINISTER OF EDUCATION,  
CULTURE AND SPORT



T
he theoretical production of Fernando Pessoa addressed the Por-
tuguese avant-garde scene of the first decades of the twentieth 
century through a series of reflections and conceptualizations. 
Around the poet’s writings and initiatives, in which literature 
was regarded as the agglutinant of all other artistic manifesta-

tions, there formed a sort of artistic community with a shared sensibility. 
That scene is the focus of the exhibition Pessoa: All Art Is a Form of Litera-
ture, which takes the writer and his proposals as its starting point in the 
understanding that they reflect the ambivalent place he occupied in the Por-
tuguese avant-garde of the time, characterized by a tension between the local 
and the international. This fact is symptomatic of the way the relationship 
between center and periphery has historically been articulated in the sphere 
of art, showing that modernism is not homogeneous but is declined and de-
veloped in many ways in each cultural and geographical context. In Portugal, 
the avant-garde movements were on the one hand strongly influenced by 
tendencies such as cubism and futurism, which dominated the international 
scene in those years. On the other hand, they continually strove to distance 
themselves from such trends, exploring and highlighting their own cultural 
and contextual specificity. This is similar to the case of ultraism, the first 
avant-garde movement to emerge in Spain, which had much in common with 
early Portuguese modernism, as Antonio Sáez Delgado explains in this cata-
logue. Both sought to break away from the fin-de-siècle symbolism and mod-
ernism of their respective countries while at the same time acting as their 
continuation. In a way, both also used the centrality they always accorded to 
literature as a basis for a dialogue with the plastic arts.

Pessoa: All Art  
Is a Form of Literature

All art is a form of literature, because all art 
consists of saying something. There are two forms 
of expression, speech and silence. All the arts 
except literature are projections of an expressive 
silence. In all the arts that are not literature, it 
is necessary to search for the silent phrase they 
contain, or the poem, or the novel, or the play. . . . 
That is enough until the rest shows itself.

Álvaro de Campos, “Outra nota ao acaso,”  
presença, no. 48 (July 1936)



Pessoa, the intellectual dynamo of this seminal period in Portuguese 
modernism, is a paradigmatic example of an avant-garde figure linked to a 
decentered geographical and cultural framework. Thanks to his indefatiga-
ble pursuit of the multiplicity and otherness conveyed by the methodical use 
of heteronymy, his oeuvre, by no means free of the tragic drive so idiosyn-
cratic of the Portuguese, highlights the profound crisis of identity undergone 
by the modernist subject at the start of the twentieth century. The “drama 
in characters,” as he called his process of heteronymy, allowed him to build 
a complex poetic web in which very different and sometimes antagonistic 
literary voices and aesthetic and philosophical inquiries are superimposed 
and intertwined. This finally allowed him to work in great freedom, with no 
need either to renounce or to embrace any particular tendency or school.

It is from this perspective that we should understand his relationship 
with the European avant-garde. On the one hand, Pessoa felt a keen inter-
est in movements like futurism (or, to be more exact, its literary facet), as 
shown by many of the poetic and theoretical texts of Álvaro de Campos, his 
most explicitly avant-garde heteronym. On the other hand, he sought and 
rapidly achieved a specific place of his own for his aesthetic and philosophi-
cal proposals, providing a programmatic model for the most active and in-
novative artists of his generation.

Jotted down in writings of various kinds that often remained unfinished 
or were never published (Pessoa, it should be remembered, published only 
one book in his lifetime, Mensajem [Message], which moreover appeared in 
1934, only one year before his death), Pessoa’s poetic theory is articulated 
around the conceptualization of a successive series of isms—paulism, inter-
sectionism, and sensationism—of a markedly syncretic character, in which 
he proposed different ways of approaching and treating sensation. As the 
historian Marta Soares reminds us, this notion occupied a central place in 
the artistic production of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries.

Pessoa’s avant-garde aesthetic postulates, and by extension those of Por-
tuguese modernism as a whole, found their main organ of diffusion in the 
journal Orpheu, a publication he launched in 1915 with the writer Mário de 
Sá-Carneiro. In fact, only two issues ever came out. The proofs of the third 
were well advanced, but a lack of finances prevented its publication, which 
had to wait until 1983, when a facsimile was published. Short-lived though 
it was, this journal, as Fernando Cabral Martins says, managed to “strike 
hard at the good conscience of Portuguese art” and show “in all its magni-
tude a reasoned and assimilated poetics conscious of its radical novelty.”

The symbolist heritage was still clearly visible in the first issue of Or-
pheu, which gave pride of place to the painter Antonio Carneiro as the chief 
representative of the plastic arts in Portugal. Carneiro’s triptych A vida: 



Esperança, amor, saudade (Life: Hope, Love, Longing; 1899–1901) is one of 
the earliest pieces to be seen in this exhibition. The same heritage was also 
to be seen in A Renascença (The Renaissance), a small magazine published 
in 1914. Its single issue contained Pessoa’s poem Pauis (Bogs), which gave 
its name to the first of his isms, paulism. What paulism proposed was in a 
sense a reformulation of Saudosismo, a kind of symbolism with the accent 
on regenerationism that was championed in Portugal by the writer Teix-
eira de Pascoaes and disseminated principally by the magazine A Águia, 
of which Pascoaes was the editor-in-chief from 1912 to 1932. A Águia pub-
lished a series of essays by Pessoa that sketched out some of the principles 
articulating his aesthetic theory, including “A nova poesia portuguesa” (The 
New Portuguese Poetry), a polemical and influential article that presents 
the new poetry announced by the Saudosistas as, to use the words of Cabral 
Martins once more, “the prelude to another poetry of the future, incarnated 
in a ‘supra-Camões’ who would illuminate the beginning of an apogee of 
national greatness.”

With what Sá-Carneiro called the “pure alphabetical beauty” of its cover, 
the second issue of Orpheu was “decidedly avant-garde.” Alongside the con-
tributions of writers such as Armando César Côrtes-Rodrigues (under the 
pseudonym of Violante de Cysneiros), Ângelo de Lima, Raul Leal, Pessoa 
and de Campos, and Sá-Carneiro, this edition also contained plates show-
ing works close to the futurism of Santa Rita Pintor, an artist who belonged 
to the ephemeral Futurist Committee of Lisbon. In the magazine, these 
works are considered through the prism of the intersectionism proposed 
by Pessoa. The poet made several attempts to draw up a manifesto for in-
tersectionism, three of which are reproduced in this catalogue. In them he 
defined the ism as a movement departing from the confluence of sensations 
and perceptions—the mental simultaneity of the objective and subjective 
image—in a bid to fuse or intermingle the physical and the psychic. Shortly 
afterward, in 1917, Santa Rita Pintor launched the journal Portugal fu-
turista, in which de Campos’s poem “Ultimatum” was published for the 
first time. This was the closest thing to a manifesto for the last of the isms 
coined by Pessoa, sensationism. The sensationist philosophy is condensed 
in an axiom formulated almost as an aesthetic and vital aspiration by de 
Campos in the poem “A passagem das horas”: “to feel everything in every 
way.” Despite its central role within the Portuguese avant-garde, Pessoa’s 
sensationist project nevertheless had virtually no diffusion among the pub-
lic. His postulates were partly known only by the small circle of writers and 
painters who had previously formed around Orpheu.

One of the most active members of that circle was José de Almada Ne-
greiros, a prolific and versatile artist with strong links to the performing 



arts. This show includes a selection of his set designs for a variety of theat-
rical works. Outstanding, too, are his illustrations for The Tragedy of Doña 
Ajada, a magic lantern show first performed in Madrid in 1929, on which 
the composer Salvador Bacarisse and the poet Manuel Abril also collabo-
rated. A couple of years earlier, in 1927, Negreiros had moved to Madrid, 
where he came into contact with the writer Ramón Gómez de la Serna and 
other artists linked to Madrid’s effervescent avant-garde scene. During his 
spell in Spain, he contributed to various publications, including La gaceta 
literaria, founded by Ernesto Giménez Caballero, which acted as one of the 
main platforms for the 1927 Generation. He also designed the decor for var-
ious cultural venues in Madrid, such as the Fundación del Amo, the Teatro 
Muñoz Seca, and the San Carlos Cinema.

In Portugal, Negreiros had come to public attention with the publica-
tion of his Manifesto Anti-Dantas, in which he inveighed against the bland 
conservatism of Portuguese art and culture, which he saw as incarnated to 
perfection in the figure of the doctor and writer Júlio Dantas. The author of 
the satirical leaflet K4 o quadrado azul, another key publication in the diffu-
sion of avant-garde ideas in Portugal, Negreiros was probably also the invis-
ible hand behind the cover of the second issue of Orpheu and the poem “A 
cena do ódio” (The Scene of Hatred), due for publication in the third issue, in 
which the author heteronymically presents himself as a “sensationist poet.”

The unpublished third issue was also to have included four plates by Am-
adeo de Souza-Cardoso, whom Pessoa described in a letter sent to Armando 
Côrtes-Rodrigues, one of the poets who collaborated with Orpheu, as the 
“most celebrated advanced Portuguese painter” of his generation. Not only 
was he the most celebrated, but together with Sá-Carneiro, he was perhaps 
also the most cosmopolitan. From 1907 until the outbreak of the First World 
War, de Souza-Cardoso spent long periods in Paris, where he gained first-
hand knowledge of the work of the leading avant-garde artists of the time. 
With several of them, like Amedeo Modigliani, Constantin Brancusi, and 
Sonia Delaunay and Robert Delaunay, he established a long and intense 
friendship and creative relationship. In 1911 he took part in the 27th Salon 
des Indépendants in Paris, an exhibition that proved crucial for the inter-
national recognition of cubism. Some of his works were included two years 
later in the International Exhibition of Modern Art, better known as the Ar-
mory Show, the emblematic collective exhibition in New York that marked 
the beginning of the swing of American art toward modernism.

Like Pessoa, de Souza-Cardoso made eclecticism and unclassifiability 
the articulating principles of his work, producing a personal synthesis of 
the European trends of the time. He made this clear in an interview he 
gave in 1916 on the occasion of an exhibition at the Liga Naval in Lisbon,  



a show that brought him into direct contact with the members of the Orpheu 
group. He assured the interviewer that he followed no school (“schools are 
dead”) and therefore considered himself neither impressionist, nor cubist, 
nor abstractionist, “but a little bit of each.” Such a programmatic remark is 
not far removed from de Campos’s statement in “Ultimatum” that the “great-
est artist” is precisely “the one who least defines himself, who writes in most 
genres with most contradictions or dissimilarities.”

When analyzing the avant-garde scene that emerged in Portugal in the 
second decade of the twentieth century, we cannot ignore the influence ex-
erted on it by the husband and wife team of Sonia and Robert Delaunay. 
Fleeing from the war in other parts of Europe, these artists lived in Portugal 
(in Vila do Conde, a coastal town north of Oporto) from June 1915 to March 
1916. There they introduced the ideas of orphism/simultaneism, a sort of 
abstract and color-oriented variant of cubism of which they were the princi-
pal standard-bearers, and they established fruitful relationships with artists 
such as José Pacheco, Eduardo Viana, Negreiros, and de Souza-Cardoso.

With these artists and other European writers and painters—such as 
Blaise Cendrars, Guillaume Apollinaire, and Vladimir Baranov-Rossiné—the 
Delaunays set up “La Corporation Nouvelle” as soon as they moved to Portu-
gal. This was a kind of transnational artistic platform for organizing collective 
exhibitions entitled “Expositions Mouvantes: Nord-Est-Sud-Ouest,” which 
they intended to finance through subscriptions to a series of albums that 
would contain a work by each of the participants. The project never got off the 
ground. Only the layout of the first album was completed, and it ultimately 
proved impossible to hold any of the planned exhibitions, but it shows how di-
rectly the artists of the so-called Orpheu generation engaged in dialogue with 
the avant-garde movements of those years and how their relationship with 
the Delaunays exemplified this interaction and largely helped to reinforce it.

The Delaunays perhaps had their most intense and lasting relationships 
with Viana and Souza Cardoso. They had met both of them in Paris, and 
they shared with them not only the aspiration of fusing art with life, so firm-
ly embedded in the avant-garde movements, but also a profound interest in 
popular and rural life, in Portugal’s cultural idiosyncrasy, and in the special 
warmth and luminosity of northern Portugal, which Sonia Delaunay cap-
tured so well in her simultaneist pictures of the street markets of the Minho.

De Souza-Cardoso died in October 1918, only a few months after Santa 
Rita Pintor, who had committed suicide in April that year. Two years earlier, 
Sá-Carneiro had also taken his own life. Up to a certain point, the prema-
ture deaths of three of the most emblematic figures of Portuguese modern-
ism led to a considerable dilution of the avant-garde scene that had started 
to form in the country. The rise to power of António de Oliveira Salazar and 



the progressive consolidation of a dictatorial military régime ended any 
chance that new avant-garde tendencies might grow and prosper, a situa-
tion that also occurred in Spain after the Civil War.

However, Portugal experienced a second phase of modernism in the 
mid-1920s. Much less radical in nature than the first, its development ran 
parallel to the general process of withdrawal that characterized European 
art between the wars and was marked by the emergence of discourses and 
proposals that called for a stronger image of national identity in accordance 
with the project for an Estado Novo, or New State. Leading figures during 
those years include Mário Eloy and Júlio, two artists strongly influenced by 
the rising tide of expressionism, and Sarah Affonso, a painter from Lisbon 
who is something of a rara avis as a woman in a generation of almost ex-
clusively male artists. Her work, like Sonia Delaunay’s, contains abundant 
references to the popular art and culture of northern Portugal, especially 
the Minho region.

The main organ of diffusion of this second wave of Portuguese modern-
ism was presença, a heterodox and influential literary magazine founded in 
1927 by the writer José Régio that paid special attention to new possibili-
ties of artistic expression, such as the cinema. Pessoa also played an im-
portant part in it, publishing in its pages his celebrated poem “Tabacaria,” 
which Antonio Tabucchi described as the most important poem of the twen-
tieth century. The magazine also posthumously published texts such as 
“Outra nota ao acaso” (Another Random Note), from which we have taken 
the quotation that gives this exhibition its title: “Toda a arte é uma forma 
de literatura.” Another text that appeared in presença is a succulent letter 
Pessoa addressed to his friend Adolfo Casais Monteiro. Reproduced in this 
catalogue, the letter probably constitutes Pessoa’s fullest and most reveal-
ing account of the origin of the heteronyms.

In essence, Pessoa’s aesthetic theorizing sought to analyze the arrival of 
modernism in the artistic panorama of Portugal, where a vigorous avant-
garde flourished in the second and third decades of the twentieth century. 
Far from mimicking external influences, the Portuguese avant-garde made 
a great effort to forge its own path. This exhibition and its accompanying 
catalogue thus offer an opportunity both to revisit one of the least-known 
facets of Pessoa’s oeuvre and to explore a crucial moment in the recent his-
tory of Portuguese art. Such an exploration lays bare the parallels and sim-
ilarities that can be established on various levels between the Portuguese 
avant-garde and that which developed during the same period in Spain, 
both of which are paradigmatic cases of peripheral modernism. This area of 
research has shaped the 2018 program at the Museo Reina Sofía. Besides 
the exhibition that concerns us here, Russian Dada, 1914–1924 will review 



a specific historical case in order to consider artistic manifestations and 
modalities ignored by traditional art historiography, and Foreign Artists in 
Paris (1944–1968) will focus on the Parisian art scene, made up principally 
of foreign artists after the Second World War, when the French capital lost 
its hegemony in modern art to the city of New York. These three exhibi-
tions, each with its own focus and singularities, are aimed at destabilizing 
the center-periphery dichotomy, proposing new articulations and relation-
ships among axes, and understanding modernism as a plural and dynamic 
creative space made up of numerous developments and displacements that 
escape a static single reading.

MANUEL BORJA-VILLEL
DIRECTOR OF THE MUSEO NACIONAL  
CENTRO DE ARTE REINA SOFÍA
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Lisbon, 30 March 1935

Full name: Fernando António Nogueira Pessoa.

Date and place of birth: Born in Lisbon, Mártires Parish, at no. 4, Largo 
de São Carlos (today the Largo do Directório), on 13 June 1888.

Parentage: Legitimate son of Joaquim de Seabra Pessoa and of Dona Ma-
ria Madalena Pinheiro Nogueira. Paternal grandson of General Joaquim 
António Pessoa, combatant in the liberal campaigns, and of Dona Dioní-
sia Seabra; maternal grandson of the Counselor Luís António Nogueira, 
a jurist and the Director in Chief for the Ministry of Internal Affairs, 
and of Dona Madalena Xavier Pinheiro. General ancestry—a mixture 
of aristocrats and Jews.

Civil status: Single.

Profession: The most fitting designation would be “translator,” the most 
precise one that of “writer of foreign correspondence for business firms.” 
His being a poet and writer is a vocation, not a profession.

Address: Rua Coelho da Rocha, 16, first floor right, Lisbon.

(Postal address—Caixa Postal 147, Lisboa) 

Social positions held: If this means public appointments or high-level 
positions, none.

Published works: Thus far largely scattered among various magazines 
and occasional publications. The books and chapbooks he considers valid 
are: 35 Sonnets (in English), 1918; English Poems I–II and English Poems 
III (likewise in English), 1922; and Mensagem [Message], 1934, awarded 
a prize in the category “Poem” by the Secretariat of National Propaganda. 

1
Biographical Note
António Quadros, ed., Escritos íntimos: 
Cartas e páginas autobiográficas (Lisbon: 
Publicações Europa-América, 1986).
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The pamphlet O Interregno [The Interregnum], published in 1928 and 
consisting of a defense of the Military Dictatorship in Portugal, should be 
considered nonexistent. All these works need to be revised and perhaps 
much of their content repudiated.

Education: Educated in Durban, Natal, since in 1895 his mother, widowed 
by the death of his father two years earlier, was remarried to Commander 
João Miguel Rosa, the Portuguese Consul of that city. In 1903, at age 15, 
he won the Queen Victoria Prize for the best English prose style on the 
entrance exam of the University of the Cape of Good Hope.

Political ideology: Considers the monarchical system to be the most ap-
propriate for an organically imperial nation such as Portugal. At the same 
time, considers monarchy to be completely unfeasible in Portugal. In a 
plebiscite to choose between the two regimes, would therefore reluctantly 
vote for the Republic. An English-style conservative, meaning that he is 
liberal within conservatism, and absolutely antireactionary.

Religious position: Gnostic Christian, and thus flatly opposed to all organ-
ized religions, and especially Roman Catholicism. Faithful, for reasons 
apparent further on, to the Secret Tradition of Christianity, which is 
intimately related to the Secret Tradition in Israel (the Holy Kabbalah) 
and to the occult essence of Freemasonry.

Initiatory position: Initiated, through direct communication from Mas-
ter to Disciple, into the three lesser degrees of the (apparently extinct) 
Templar Order of Portugal. 

Patriotic position: Supporter of a mystical nationalism, from which all 
Roman Catholic infiltration would be eliminated, so as to create, if pos-
sible, a new Sebastianism that would replace it spiritually, if indeed there 
was ever any spirituality in Portuguese Catholicism. Nationalist guided 
by this motto: “Everything for Humanity, nothing against the Nation.”

Social position: Anticommunist and antisocialist. The rest can be deduced 
from the foregoing.

Summary of these final considerations: To always remember the martyr 
Jacques de Molay, Grand Master of the Knights Templar, and to fight, 
always and everywhere, his three assassins: Ignorance, Fanaticism, and 
Tyranny.

Fernando Pessoa
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To whom can Caeiro be compared? To very few poets. Not, be it at once 
said, to that Cesário Verde to whom he refers as if to a literary ancestor, 
though a kind of fore-degenerate ancestor. Cesário Verde had on Caeiro 
the kind of influence which may be called merely provocative of inspira-
tion, without handing on any kind of inspiration. An example familiar to 
the reader is Chateaubriand’s very real influence on Hugo, a man totally 
different, personally, literarily and socially. [. . .]

The very few poets to whom Caeiro may be compared, either because 
he merely reminds, or might remind, us of them, or because he may be 
conceived of as having been influenced by them, whether we think it seri-
ously or not, are Whitman, Francis Jammes, and Teixeira de Pascoaes.

He resembles Whitman most. He resembles Francis Jammes on some 
secondary points. He reminds us strongly of Pascoaes because of his at-
titude toward Nature, being essentially a metaphysical, a naturalistic, 
and what may be called an absorbed attitude, as is that of Pascoaes, yet 
Caeiro is all that, inverting what Pascoaes is in the same way.

Caeiro and Pascoaes

Caeiro and Pascoaes both view Nature in a directly metaphysical and 
mystical way, both view Nature in terms of what’s integral to it, dis-
regarding, or practically disregarding, Man and Civilization, and they 
both, ultimately, incorporate their every expression within this naturalist 
sensibility. They have this abstract base in common, but in everything 
else they are more than different, they’re absolute opposites. Perhaps 

2
To Whom Can Caeiro   
Be Compared?

Georg Rudolf Lind and Jacinto do Prado Coelho, 
eds., Fernando Pessoa: Páginas íntimas e de auto-
interpretação (Lisbon: Ática, 1996). [ca. 1917]
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Caeiro arises from Pascoaes; but he arises in opposition, in reaction. 
Pascoaes when seen from the other side, without moving him, gives 
this—Alberto Caeiro.

Caeiro, like Whitman, leaves us perplexed. We are thrown off our 
critical attitude by so extraordinary a phenomenon. We have never seen 
anything like it. Even after Whitman, Caeiro is strange and terribly, ap-
pallingly new. Even in our age, when we believe nothing can astonish us 
or shout novelty at us, Caeiro does astonish and does breathe absolute 
novelty. To be able to do this in an age like ours is the definite and final 
proof of his genius.

He is so novel that it is sometimes hard to conceive clearly all his 
novelty. He is too new, and his excessive novelty troubles our vision of 
him, as all excessive things trouble vision, though it is quite a novelty 
for novelty itself to be the thing to be excessive and vision-troubling. But 
that is the remarkable thing. Even novelty and the way of being new are 
novelties in Caeiro. He is different from all poets in another way than all 
great poets are different from other great poets. He has his individuality 
in another way of having it than all poets preceding him. Whitman is quite 
inferior in this respect. To explain Whitman, even on a basis admitting 
him all conceivable originality, we need but think of him as an intense 
liver [lover?] of life and his poems come out of that like flowers from a 
shrub. But the same method does not hold about Caeiro. Even if we think 
of him as a man who lives outside civilization (an impossible hypothesis, 
of course), as a man of an exceptionally clear vision of things, that does not 
logically produce in our minds a result resembling The Keeper of Sheep. 
The very tenderness for things as mere things which characterises the 
type of man we have supposed (posited) does not characterise Caeiro. He 
sometimes speaks tenderly of things, but he asks our pardon for doing 
so, explaining that he only speaks so in consideration of our “stupidity 
of senses,” to make us feel “the absolutely real existence” of things. Left 
to himself, he has no tenderness for things, he has hardly any tender-
ness even for his sensations. Here we touch his great originality, his 
almost inconceivable objectiveness (objectivity). He sees things with the 
eyes only, not with the mind. He does not let any thoughts arise when 
he looks at a flower. Far from seeing sermons in stones, he never even 
lets himself conceive a stone as beginning a sermon. The only sermon a 
stone contains for him is that it exists. The only thing a stone tells him 
is that it has nothing at all to tell him. A state of mind may be conceived 
resembling this. But it cannot be conceived in a poet. This way of look-
ing at a stone may be described as the totally unpoetic way of looking 
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at it. The stupendous fact about Caeiro is that out of this sentiment, or 
rather, absence of sentiment, he makes poetry. He feels positively what 
hitherto could not be conceived except as a negative sentiment. Put it 
to yourselves: what do you think of a stone when you look at it without 
thinking about it? This comes to this: what do you think of a stone when 
you don’t think about it at all? The question is quite absurd, of course. 
The strange point about it is that all Caeiro’s poetry is based upon that 
sentiment that you find it impossible to represent to yourself as able to 
exist. Perhaps I have not been unsuccessful in pointing out the extraordi-
nary nature of Caeiro’s inspiration, the phenomenal novelty of his poetry, 
the astonishing unprecedentedness of his genius, of his whole attitude.

Alberto Caeiro is reported to have regretted the name of “sensation-
ism” which a disciple of his—a rather queer disciple, it is true—Mr. Álvaro 
de Campos, gave to his attitude, and to the attitude he created. If Caeiro 
protested against the word as possibly seeming to indicate a “school,” like 
Futurism, for instance, he was right, and for two reasons. For the very 
suggestion of schools and literary movements sounds badly when applied 
to so uncivilized and natural a kind of poetry. And besides, though he has 
at least two “disciples,” the fact is that he has had on them an influence 
equal to that which some poet—Cesário Verde, perhaps—had on him: 
neither resembles him at all, though, indeed, far more clearly than Cesário 
Verde’s influence in him, his influence may be seen all over their work.

But the fact is—these considerations once put aside—that no name 
could describe his attitude better. His poetry is “sensationist.” Its basis 
is the substitution of sensation for thought, not only as a basis of inspi-
ration—which is comprehensible—but as a means of expression, if we 
may so speak. And, be it added, those two disciples of his, different as 
they are from him and from each other—are also indeed sensationists. 
For Dr. Ricardo Reis, with his neo-classicism, his actual and real belief 
in the existence of the pagan deities, is a pure sensationist, though a dif-
ferent kind of sensationist. His attitude towards nature is as aggressive 
to thought as Caeiro’s; he reads no meanings into things. He sees them 
only, and if he seems to see them differently from Caeiro it is because, 
though seeing them as unintellectually and unpoetically as Caeiro, he 
sees them through a definite religious concept of the universe—pagan-
ism, pure paganism, and this necessarily alters his very direct way of 
feeling. But he is a pagan because paganism is the sensationist religion. 
Of course, a pure and integral sensationist like Caeiro has, logically 
enough, no religion at all, religion not being among the immediate data 
of pure and direct sensation. But Ricardo Reis has put the logic of his 
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attitude as purely sensationist very clearly. According to him, we not only 
should bow down to the pure objectivity of things (hence his sensation-
ism proper, and his neo-classicism, for the classic poets were those who 
commented least, at least directly, upon things), but bow down to the 
equal objectivity, reality, naturalness of the necessities of our nature, 
of which the religious sentiment is one. Caeiro is the pure and absolute 
sensationist who bows down to sensations qua exterior and admits no 
more. Ricardo Reis is less absolute; he bows down also to the primitive 
elements of our own nature, our primitive feelings being as real and 
natural to him as flowers and trees. He is therefore religious. And, seeing 
that he is a sensationist, he is a pagan in his religion; which is due, not 
only to the nature of sensation once conceived of as admitting a religion 
of some kind, but also to the influence of those classical readings to which 
his sensationism had inclined him.

Álvaro de Campos—curiously enough—is on the opposite point, en-
tirely opposed to Ricardo Reis. Yet he is not less than the latter a disciple 
of Caeiro and a sensationist proper. He has accepted from Caeiro not 
the essential and objective, but the deducible and subjective part of his 
attitude. Sensation is all, Caeiro holds, and thought is a disease. By sen-
sation Caeiro means the sensation of things as they are, without adding 
to it any elements from personal thought, convention, sentiment or any 
other soul-place. For Campos, sensation is indeed all but not necessarily 
sensation of things as they are, but of things as they are felt. So that he 
takes sensation subjectively and applies all his efforts, once so thinking, 
not to develop in himself the sensation of things as they are, but all sorts 
of sensations of things, even of the same thing. To feel is all: it is logical to 
conclude that the best is to feel all sorts of things in all sorts of ways, or, 
as Álvaro de Campos says himself, “to feel everything in every way.” So 
he applies himself to feeling  the town as much as he feels  the country, 
the normal as he feels the abnormal, the bad as he feels the good, the 
morbid as the healthy. He never questions, he  feels. He is the undisci-
plined child of sensation. Caeiro has one discipline: things must be felt 
as they are. Ricardo Reis has another kind of discipline: things must be 
felt, not only as they are, but also so as to fall in with a certain ideal of 
classic measure and rule. In Álvaro de Campos things must simply be felt.

But the common origin of these three widely different aspects of the 
same theory is patent and manifest.

Caeiro has no ethics except simplicity. Ricardo Reis has a pagan ethics, 
half epicurean and half stoic, but a very definite ethics, which gives his 
poetry an elevation that Caeiro himself, though, mastership apart, the 
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greater genius, cannot attain. Álvaro de Campos has no shadow of an 
ethics; he is non-moral, if not positively immoral, for, of course, according 
to his theory it is natural that he should love the stronger better than the 
weak sensations, and the strong sensations are, at least all selfish and 
occasionally the sensations of cruelty and lust. Thus Álvaro de Campos 
resembles Whitman most of the three. But he has nothing of Whitman’s 
camaraderie: he is always apart from the crowd, and when feeling with 
them it is very clearly and very confessedly to please himself and give 
himself brutal sensations. The idea that a child of eight is demoralised 
(Ode II, ad finem) [Ode Triunfal] is positively pleasant to him, for the 
idea of that satisfies two very strong sensations—cruelty and lust. The 
most Caeiro says that may be called immoral is that he cares nothing 
for what men suffer, and that the existence of sick people is interesting 
because it is a fact. Ricardo Reis has nothing of this. He lives in himself, 
with his pagan faith and his sad epicureanism, but one of his attitudes 
is precisely not to hurt anyone. He cares absolutely nothing for others, 
not even enough to be interested in their suffering or in their existence. 
He is moral because he is self-sufficient.

It may be said, comparing these three poets with the three orders of 
religious spirits, and comparing sensationism for the moment (perhaps 
improperly) with a religion, that Ricardo Reis is the normal religious 
spirit of that faith; Caeiro the pure mystic; Álvaro de Campos the ritual-
ist in excess. For Caeiro loses sight of Nature in nature,  loses sight of 
sensation in sensation, loses sight of things in things. And Campos loses 
sight of sensation in sensations.

Fernando Pessoa
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PO BOX 147
Lisbon, 13 January 1935

My dear friend and colleague,
Thank you very much for your letter, which I shall answer at once and 

in full. But before I begin, I must apologize for this paper that’s meant 
for carbon copies. It’s the best I could do, as I’ve run out of good paper 
and it’s Sunday. But inferior paper is preferable, I think, to putting off 
writing you.

Let me say, first of all, that I would never see “ulterior motives” for 
anything you might write in disagreement with me. I’m one of the few 
Portuguese poets who hasn’t decreed his own infallibility, and I don’t 
consider criticism of my work to be an act of “lèse divinity.” Though I may 
suffer from other mental defects, I haven’t the slightest trace of perse-
cution mania. And besides, I’m already well aware of your intellectual 
independence, which (if I may say so) I heartily endorse and admire. I’ve 
never aspired to be a Master, for I don’t know how to teach, and I’m not 
sure I would even have anything to teach, nor do I fancy myself a Leader 
or Chief, for I don’t know how to scramble an egg. So don’t ever let what 
you might say about me worry you. I’m not one to look for trouble where 
there is none.

I completely agree with you that a book like Mensagem [Message] was 
not a felicitous publishing début. I am, to be sure, a mystical nationalist, 
a rational Sebastianist. But I am many other things besides that, and 
even in contradiction to it. And because of the kind of book it was, Mes-
sage did not include those things.

3
Letter to Adolfo 
Casais Monteiro
Published posthumously as “Carta Inédita 
de Fernando Pessoa,” in presença, year 11, 
vol. 3, no. 49 (June 1937), pp. 1-4.

António Quadros, ed., Escritos íntimos: 
Cartas e páginas autobiográficas (Lisbon: 
Publicações Europa-América, 1986).
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I began the publication of my works with that book simply because 
it was the first one, for whatever reason, that I managed to organize 
and have ready. Since it was all ready, I was urged to publish it, and so 
I did. I didn’t do it, please note, with my eyes on the prize offered by the 
National Office of Propaganda, though that wouldn’t have been a seri-
ous intellectual sin. My book wasn’t ready until September, and I even 
thought it was too late to compete for the prize, for I didn’t realize that 
the deadline for submissions had been extended from the end of July to 
the end of October. Since copies of Message were already available by the 
end of October, I submitted the copies required by the Office of Propa-
ganda. The book exactly met the conditions (nationalism) stipulated for 
the competition. I entered it.

When in the past I’ve sometimes thought about the order in which 
my works would one day be published, no book like Message ever headed 
the list. I was torn between whether to start off with a large book of 
poems—about 350 pages in length—that would encompass the various 
subpersonalities of Fernando Pessoa himself or whether to begin with a 
detective novel (which I still haven’t finished).

I’m convinced, as you are, that Message was not a felicitous literary 
début, but I’m convinced that under the circumstances it was the best 
début I could have made. That facet of my personality—in a certain way 
a minor facet—had never been adequately represented in my magazine 
publications (except for the book’s section titled “Portuguese Sea”), and for 
that very reason it was good that it be revealed, and that it be revealed 
now. Without any planning or premeditation on my part (I’m incapable 
of premeditation in practical matters), it coincided with a critical mo-
ment (in the original sense of the word “critical”) in the transformation 
of the national subconscious. What I happened to do and others urged 
me to complete was accurately drawn, with Ruler and Compass, by the 
Great Architect.

(No, I’m not crazy or drunk, but I am writing off the cuff, as fast as 
this typewriter will let me, and I’m using whatever expressions come to 
mind, without regard to their literary content. Imagine—for it’s true—
that I’m just talking to you.)

I will now deal directly with your three questions: (1) plans for the 
future publication of my works, (2) the genesis of my heteronyms, and 
(3) the occult.

Having been led by the aforementioned circumstances to publish Mes-
sage, which shows just one side of me, I intend to proceed as follows. I’m 
now finishing up a thoroughly revised version of “The Anarchist Banker”; 
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this should be ready in the near future, and I hope to publish it forthwith. 
If successful, I will immediately translate it into English and try to get it 
published in England. The new version should have European possibili-
ties. (Don’t take this to mean an imminent Nobel Prize.) Next—and I shall 
now respond directly to your question, which concerned my poetry—I plan 
to spend the summer collecting the shorter poems of Fernando Pessoa 
himself into one large volume, as indicated above, and will try to publish 
it before the year is out. This is the book you’ve been waiting for, and 
it’s the one I myself am anxious to bring out. This book will show all my 
facets except the nationalist one, which Message has already revealed.

You will have noticed that I’ve referred only to Fernando Pessoa. 
I’m not thinking at this point about Caeiro, Ricardo Reis, or Álvaro de 
Campos. I can’t do anything about them, in terms of publishing, until 
(see above) I win the Nobel Prize. And yet—it makes me sad to think 
of this—I placed all my power of dramatic depersonalization in Caeiro; 
I placed all my mental discipline, clothed in its own special music, in 
Ricardo Reis; and in Álvaro de Campos I placed all the emotion that I 
deny myself and don’t put into life. To think, my dear Casais Monteiro, 
that all three of them, in terms of publication, must defer to Fernando 
Pessoa impure and simple!

I believe I’ve answered your first question. Let me know if some point 
is still hazy, and I’ll try to clear it up. I don’t have any more plans for 
now, and considering what my plans usually involve and how they turn 
out, I can only say “Thank God!”

Turning now to your question about the genesis of my heteronyms, I 
will see if I can answer you fully.

I shall begin with the psychiatric aspect. My heteronyms have their 
origin in a deep-seated form of hysteria. I don’t know if I’m afflicted by 
simple hysteria or, more specifically, by hysterical neurasthenia. I suspect 
it’s the latter, for I have symptoms of abulia that mere hysteria would 
not explain. Whatever the case, the mental origin of my heteronyms lies 
in my relentless, organic tendency to depersonalization and simulation. 
Fortunately for me and for others, these phenomena have been mentally 
internalized, such that they don’t show up in my outer, everyday life 
among people; they erupt inside me, where only I experience them. If I 
were a woman (hysterical phenomena in women erupt externally, through 
attacks and the like), each poem of Álvaro de Campos (the most hysteri-
cally hysterical part of me) would be a general alarm to the neighborhood. 
But I’m a man, and in men hysteria affects mainly the inner psyche; so 
it all ends in silence and poetry . . .
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This explains, as well as I can, the organic origin of my heteronyms. 
Now I will recount their actual history, beginning with the heteronyms 
that have died and with some of the ones I no longer remember—those 
that are forever lost in the distant past of my almost forgotten childhood.

Ever since I was a child, it has been my tendency to create around me 
a fictitious world, to surround myself with friends and acquaintances that 
never existed. (I can’t be sure, of course, if they really never existed, or 
if it’s me who doesn’t exist. In this matter, as in any other, we shouldn’t 
be dogmatic.) Ever since I’ve known myself as “me,” I can remember en-
visioning the shape, motions, character, and life story of various unreal 
figures who were as visible and as close to me as the manifestations of 
what we call, perhaps too hastily, real life. This tendency, which goes 
back as far as I can remember being an I, has always accompanied me, 
changing somewhat the music it enchants me with, but never the way 
in which it enchants me.

Thus I can remember what I believe was my first heteronym, or rather, 
my first nonexistent acquaintance—a certain Chevalier de Pas—through 
whom I wrote letters from him to myself when I was six years old, and 
whose not entirely hazy figure still has a claim on the part of my affec-
tions that borders on nostalgia. I have a less vivid memory of another 
figure who also had a foreign name, which I can no longer recall, and 
who was a kind of rival to the Chevalier de Pas. Such things occur to all 
children? Undoubtedly—or perhaps. But I lived them so intensely that 
I live them still; their memory is so strong that I have to remind myself 
that they weren’t real.

This tendency to create around me another world, just like this one 
but with other people, has never left my imagination. It has gone through 
various phases, including the one that began in me as a young adult, 
when a witty remark that was completely out of keeping with who I am 
or think I am would sometimes and for some unknown reason occur to 
me, and I would immediately, spontaneously say it as if it came from 
some friend of mine, whose name I would invent, along with biographical 
details, and whose figure—physiognomy, stature, dress and gestures—I 
would immediately see before me. Thus I elaborated, and propagated, 
various friends and acquaintances who never existed but whom I feel, 
hear and see even today, almost thirty years later. I repeat: I feel, hear 
and see them. And I miss them.

(Once I start talking—and typing, for me, is like talking—it’s hard to 
put on the brake. But I’ll stop boring you, Casais Monteiro! I’ll now go 
into the genesis of my literary heteronyms, which is what really interests 
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you. What I’ve written so far will at any rate serve as the story of the 
mother who gave them birth.)

In 1912, if I remember correctly (and I can’t be far off), I got the idea to 
write some poetry from a pagan perspective. I sketched out a few poems 
with irregular verse patterns (not in the style of Álvaro de Campos but 
in a semiregular style) and then forgot about them. But a hazy, shadowy 
portrait of the person who wrote those verses took shape in me. (Unbe-
knownst to me, Ricardo Reis had been born.)

A year and a half or two years later, it one day occurred to me to 
play a joke on Sá-Carneiro—to invent a rather complicated bucolic poet 
whom I would present in some guise of reality that I’ve since forgotten. 
I spent a few days trying in vain to envision this poet. One day when I’d 
finally given up—it was March 8th, 1914—I walked over to a high chest 
of drawers, took a sheet of paper, and began to write standing up, as I 
do whenever I can. And I wrote thirty-some poems at once, in a kind of 
ecstasy I’m unable to describe. It was the triumphal day of my life, and 
I can never have another one like it. I began with a title, The Keeper of 
Sheep. This was followed by the appearance in me of someone whom I 
instantly named Alberto Caeiro. Excuse the absurdity of this statement: 
my master had appeared in me. That was what I immediately felt, and 
so strong was the feeling that, as soon as those thirty-odd poems were 
written, I grabbed a fresh sheet of paper and wrote, again all at once, 
the six poems that constitute “Slanting Rain,” by Fernando Pessoa. All 
at once and with total concentration . . . It was the return of Fernando 
Pessoa as Alberto Caeiro to Fernando Pessoa himself. Or rather, it was the 
reaction of Fernando Pessoa against his nonexistence as Alberto Caeiro.

Once Alberto Caeiro had appeared, I instinctively and subconsciously 
tried to find disciples for him. From Caeiro’s false paganism I extracted 
the latent Ricardo Reis, at last discovering his name and adjusting him 
to his true self, for now I actually saw him. And then a new individual, 
quite the opposite of Ricardo Reis, suddenly and impetuously came to 
me. In an unbroken stream, without interruptions or corrections, the ode 
whose name is “Triumphal Ode,” by the man whose name is none other 
than Álvaro de Campos, issued from my typewriter.

And so I created a nonexistent coterie, placing it all in a framework of 
reality. I ascertained the influences at work and the friendships between 
them, I listened in myself to their discussions and divergent points of 
view, and in all of this it seems that I, who created them all, was the one 
who was least there. It seems that it all went on without me. And thus 
it seems to go on still. If one day I’m able to publish the aesthetic debate 
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between Ricardo Reis and Álvaro de Campos, you’ll see how different 
they are, and how I have nothing to do with the matter.

When it came time to publish Orpheu, we had to find something at the 
last minute to fill out the issue, and so I suggested to Sá-Carneiro that 
I write an “old” poem of Álvaro de Campos—a poem such as Álvaro de 
Campos would have written before meeting Caeiro and falling under his 
influence. That’s how I came to write “Opiary,” in which I tried to incor-
porate all the latent tendencies of Álvaro de Campos that would eventu-
ally be revealed but that still showed no hint of contact with his master 
Caeiro. Of all the poems I’ve written, this was the one that gave me the 
most trouble, because of the twofold depersonalization it required. But 
I don’t think it turned out badly, and it does show us Álvaro in the bud.

I think this should explain for you the origin of my heteronyms, but if 
there’s any point I need to clarify—I’m writing quickly, and when I write 
quickly I’m not terribly clear—let me know, and I’ll gladly oblige. And 
here’s a true and hysterical addendum: when writing certain passages 
of Álvaro de Campos’s Notes for the Memory of My Master Caeiro, I have 
wept real tears. I tell this so that you’ll know whom you’re dealing with, 
my dear Casais Monteiro!

A few more notes on this subject . . . I see before me, in the transpar-
ent but real space of dreams, the faces and gestures of Caeiro, Ricardo 
Reis, and Álvaro de Campos. I gave them their ages and fashioned their 
lives. Ricardo Reis was born in 1887 (I don’t remember the month and 
day, but I have them somewhere) in Oporto. He’s a doctor and is presently 
living in Brazil. Alberto Caeiro was born in 1889 and died in 1915. He 
was born in Lisbon but spent most of his life in the country. He had no 
profession and practically no schooling. Álvaro de Campos was born in 
Tavira, on October 15th, 1890 (at 1:30 p.m., says Ferreira Gomes, and it’s 
true, because a horoscope made for that hour confirms it). Campos, as you 
know, is a naval engineer (he studied in Glasgow) but is currently living 
in Lisbon and not working. Caeiro was of medium height, and although 
his health was truly fragile (he died of TB), he seemed less frail than he 
was. Ricardo Reis is a wee bit shorter, stronger, but sinewy. Álvaro de 
Campos is tall (5 ft. 9 in., an inch taller than me), slim, and a bit prone 
to stoop. All are clean-shaven—Caeiro fair, with a pale complexion and 
blue eyes; Reis somewhat dark-skinned; Campos neither pale nor dark, 
vaguely corresponding to the Portuguese Jewish type, but with smooth 
hair that’s usually parted on one side, and a monocle. Caeiro, as I’ve said, 
had almost no education—just primary school. His mother and father died 
when he was young, and he stayed on at home, living off a small income 
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from family properties. He lived with an elderly great-aunt. Ricardo Reis, 
educated in a Jesuit high school, is, as I’ve mentioned, a doctor; he has 
been living in Brazil since 1919, having gone into voluntary exile because 
of his monarchist sympathies. He is a formally trained Latinist, and a 
self-taught semi-Hellenist. Álvaro de Campos, after a normal high school 
education, was sent to Scotland to study engineering, first mechanical 
and then naval. During some holidays he made a voyage to the Orient, 
which gave rise to his poem “Opiary.” He was taught Latin by an uncle 
who was a priest from the Beira region.

How do I write in the name of these three? Caeiro, through sheer and 
unexpected inspiration, without knowing or even suspecting that I’m 
going to write in his name. Ricardo Reis, after an abstract meditation 
that suddenly takes concrete shape in an ode. Campos, when I feel a 
sudden impulse to write and don’t know what. (My semiheteronym Ber-
nardo Soares, who in many ways resembles Álvaro de Campos, always 
appears when I’m sleepy or drowsy, such that my qualities of inhibition 
and logical reasoning are suspended; his prose is an endless reverie. He’s 
a semiheteronym because his personality, although not my own, doesn’t 
differ from my own but is a mere mutilation of it. He’s me without my 
logical reasoning and emotion. His prose is the same as mine, except for 
a certain formal restraint that reason imposes on my own writing, and 
his Portuguese is exactly the same—whereas Caeiro writes bad Portu-
guese, Campos writes it reasonably well but with mistakes such as “me 
myself” instead of “I myself,” etc., and Reis writes better than I, but 
with a purism I find excessive. What’s hard for me is to write the prose 
of Reis—still unpublished—or of Campos. Simulation is easier, because 
more spontaneous, in verse.)

At this point you’re no doubt wondering what bad luck has caused 
you to fall, just by reading, into the midst of an insane asylum. The worst 
thing is the incoherent way I’ve explained myself, but I write, I repeat, 
as if I were talking to you, so that I can write quickly. Otherwise it would 
take me months to write.

I still haven’t answered your question about the occult. You asked if 
I believe in the occult. Phrased in that way, the question isn’t clear, but 
I know what you mean and I’ll answer it. I believe in the existence of 
worlds higher than our own and in the existence of beings that inhabit 
those worlds. I believe there are various, increasingly subtle levels of 
spirituality that lead to a Supreme Being, who presumably created this 
world. There may be other, equally Supreme Beings who have created 
other universes that coexist with our own, separately or interconnectedly. 
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For these and other reasons, the External Order of the Occult, meaning 
the Freemasons, avoid (except for the Anglo-Saxon Freemasons) the term 
“God,” with its theological and popular implications, and prefer to say 
“Great Architect of the Universe,” an expression that leaves open the 
question of whether He is the world’s Creator or merely its Ruler. Given 
this hierarchy of beings, I do not believe that direct communication with 
God is possible, but we can, according to the degree of our spiritual at-
tunement, communicate with ever higher beings. There are three paths 
toward the occult: the path of magic (including practices such as spirit-
ism, intellectually on a par with witchcraft, likewise a form of magic), 
which is an extremely dangerous path in all respects; the mystical path, 
which is not inherently dangerous but is uncertain and slow; and the 
path of alchemy, which is the hardest and most perfect path of all, since 
it involves a transmutation of the very personality that prepares it, not 
only without great risks but with defenses that the other paths don’t have. 
As for “initiation,” all I can tell you is this, which may or may not answer 
your question: I belong to no Initiatic Order. The epigraph to my poem 
“Eros and Psyche,” a passage taken (and translated, since the original is 
in Latin) from the Ritual of the Third Degree of the Portuguese Order of 
the Knights Templar, indicates no more than what in fact occurred: that 
I was allowed to leaf through the Rituals of the first three degrees of that 
Order, which has been extinct, or dormant, since around 1888. Were it 
not dormant, I would not have cited that passage from the Ritual, since 
Rituals in active use should not be quoted (unless the Order isn’t named).

I believe, my dear colleague, that I have answered your questions, 
albeit with some confusion here and there. If you have other questions, 
don’t hesitate to ask them. I will answer as best I can, though I may not 
answer so promptly, for which I offer my apologies in advance.

Warm regards from your friend who greatly admires and respects you,

Fernando Pessoa

P. S. (!!!)
Besides the copy I usually make for myself when I type a letter that 
contains explanations of the sort found herein, I’ve made a second copy 
that will always remain at your disposal, in case the original gets lost or 
you need this copy for some other reason.

One other thing . . . It might happen in the future that for some study 
of yours or some other such purpose you will need to quote a passage from 



46

this letter. You are hereby authorized to do so, but with one reservation, 
and I beg leave to underscore it. The paragraph about the occult, on page 
7 of my letter, should not be reproduced in published form. In my desire 
to answer your question as clearly as possible, I knowingly overstepped 
the bounds that this subject naturally imposes. I had no qualms about 
doing so, since this is a private letter. You may read the paragraph in 
question to whomever you like, provided they also agree not to reproduce 
its contents in published form. I can count on you, I trust, to respect this 
negative wish.

I still owe you a long-overdue letter about your latest books. I reiter-
ate what I believe I wrote in my last letter: when I go to spend a few 
days in Estoril (I think it will be in February), I’ll catch up on that part 
of my correspondence, writing not only you but similar letters to various 
other people. Oh, and let me ask you again something you still haven’t 
answered: did you get my chapbooks of poems in English, which I sent 
you some time ago?

And would you, “for my records” (to use business jargon), confirm for 
me as soon as possible that you’ve received this letter? Many thanks.



47

Our Interviews

The writer Fernando Pessoa offers us his thoughts on various aspects of 
Portuguese art and literature.

Interviewing Fernando Pessoa isn’t easy. Interviewing is only ever easy 
when it’s with someone who doesn’t think, someone who’s happy to toss 
words out at random, to cast them impudently to the wind.

Fernando Pessoa, whether as Fernando Pessoa or Álvaro de Cam-
pos—the crazed engineer who represents his other self and who shows 
up everywhere with his billowing voice hailing or striking out at Life—
lighting strikes Life and those who go about it!—is forever a glutton for 
rationality, a lover of intelligence: a creator of a new Reason. Paradoxical? 
Undoubtedly. But there are many ways of being paradoxical!

The interview that follows, written in its entirety by Fernando Pes-
soa—it could hardly be any other way, for Fernando Pessoa possesses a 
personal syntax for describing the personal logic of his thoughts, a mix-
ture of seriousness and irony—will surely stir the spirits of our readers . . .

Attention! Fernando Pessoa will now answer the questions we put 
to him:

—“What are your thoughts on Portugal’s crisis, it’s political, moral, 
and intellectual aspects?”

4
The Writer Fernando 
Pessoa Offers Us His 
Thoughts
First published in “Our Interviews,”  
Revista Portuguesa, no. 23–24 (13 October 1923). 

Joel Serrão, ed., Ultimatum e páginas de 
sociologia política (Lisbon: Ática, 1980).
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—“Portugal’s crisis essentially comes from the excessive civilization 
of the uncivilizable. This statement, like any containing a contradiction, 
contains no contradiction at all. I will explain.

“All peoples comprise an aristocracy and the people themselves. Be-
cause a people is one, the aristocracy and the people themselves are 
identical in essence; but they express themselves differently. An aris-
tocracy expresses itself as individuals, including one or two dilettante 
individuals; a people presents itself as one, as a single individual. Only 
collectively is a people not collective.

“The Portuguese are an essentially cosmopolitan people. A true Portu-
guese person has never been Portuguese: a Portuguese person is always 
everything. Now to be everything in one individual is to be everything; 
to be everything collectively is for every single individual to be nothing. 
When the temper of a civilization is cosmopolitan, as in the Renaissance, 
a Portuguese person can be Portuguese; hence he can be an individual, 
and hence there can be an aristocracy. When the temper of a civiliza-
tion is not cosmopolitan—as in the time between the Renaissance and 
the beginning of a new Renaissance, such as we’re witnessing now—the 
Portuguese person can no longer breath individually. He becomes merely 
Portuguese. It becomes impossible to have an aristocracy. It becomes 
but doesn’t become. (I assure you there is an inner mathematics to this 
sentence.)

“Now a people without an aristocracy cannot be civilized. Civilization, 
however, is not lost. Which is why this people civilizes itself with what-
ever it can muster, which is its composite. And because this composite is 
individually nothing, it becomes traditionalist and it imitates the foreign, 
the two principle forms of being nothing at all. Of course Portuguese man, 
with his tendency to be everything, necessarily has to be nothing in all 
ways possible. In this vacuum of himself, Portuguese man overdid the 
civilizing of himself. Therein lies, as I said, the crux of our crisis.

“Our more particular crises arise from this general crisis. Our political 
crisis is that we are governed by a majority that isn’t one. Our moral crisis 
is that ever since 1580—the end of the Renaissance within us and of us 
within the Renaissance—there have ceased to be individuals in Portugal 
and there has merely been a Portuguese people instead. For this very 
reason, at this precise juncture Portuguese people ceased to be. It was 
then that the Portuguese people became old-style Portuguese, which is 
a more modern version of the Portuguese people, and is the result of the 
Portuguese people being interrupted. Our intellectual crisis is simply 
that we are not conscious of any of this.
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“I think I have answered your question. If you pay careful attention 
to what I have said, you will see it makes sense. Precisely what sense is 
not for me to say.”

—“What do you think of our current writers—prose writers, poets, 
and playwrights?”

—“It is unjust to cite names. To list is to forget. I don’t want to forget 
anyone who doesn’t come to mind. I confine injustice to silence. To strive 
to be comprehensive is to despair that you are not. I will not cite anyone. 
Those who consider themselves deserving of being cited should consider 
themselves cited. That way I leave no one out. I wash my hands of it, 
like Pilate; but I wash them pointlessly, because any simplifying gesture 
is always pointless. What do I know of the present, other than that it is 
already the future? Who are my contemporaries? Only the future will 
tell. Lots of people coexist with me simply by living beside me and last-
ing as long as me. They are merely my contemporaries in time; and I 
have no wish to be parochial in matters of immortality. I repeat: when 
in doubt, cite nobody.”

—“Are we facing a spiritual renaissance?”
—“We are so denationalized, we ought to be reborn. For any other 

people, as a whole or as individuals, denationalizing would mean losing 
themselves. For us, nonnationals as we are, to denationalize is to find 
ourselves. Despite huge obstacles to our regeneration—all the doctrines of 
regeneration—we are beginning to start existing again. We have reached 
the point where collectively we’re fed up with everything and individually 
we’re fed up with being fed up. We have lost ourselves to such a degree 
that we’re back on the right path. The signs of our next resurgence are 
evident to those who do not see what’s visible. They are the iron road 
leading from Antero to Pascoaes and the new line that has nearly been 
built. I speak in terms of metallic life because the era is being reborn in 
those terms. Thus the symbol was born before the engineers.

“It’s true that we shouldn’t wait for our leader class, for they are not 
leaders, and much less for the proletariat, for there is no superiority in 
being inferior. I called such people—and with good reason—subfolk in an 
article for the old A Águia—back when the Águia [The Eagle] flew. Only 
the bourgeoisie, which is the very absence of a social class, can create 
the future. Only a class that isn’t one can give birth to a class that still 
isn’t one. No matter how, we will confidently advance. All roads lead to 
a bridge when the river has none.”

—“What should we understand by the term ‘Portuguese Art’? Do you 
agree with the term? Is there a truly Portuguese art?”



50

—“What should be understood by the term ‘Portuguese art’ is art from 
Portugal that has nothing to do with the Portuguese, because it doesn’t 
even imitate the foreign. To be Portuguese, in the proper sense of the 
word, is to be European without being ill raised on nationality. Portu-
guese art would therefore be an art in which Europe—and by Europe I 
mean ancient Greece and the entire universe—is seen and recognized 
without us having to be reminded to look in the mirror. Only two na-
tions—Greece in the past and Portugal in the future—received from the 
gods the blessing of being not only themselves but all others besides. I 
draw your attention to the fact, more important than geography, that 
Lisbon and Athens are on practically the same latitude.”

—“What of regionalism in literature and in painting?”
—“Regionalism is a fat, degenerate form of nationalism, as well as 

nationalism itself. And because nationalism is anti-Portuguese (and only 
good, here in the south, for Latin and Iberian peoples), regionalism is 
a nonexistent illness in Portugal. Loving our land does not mean being 
fond of our own backyard. And this business of the backyard is also open 
to interpretation. My backyard in Lisbon is at once in Lisbon, Portugal, 
and Europe. Good regionalism is to love it because it’s in Europe. But 
when I reach this regionalism, I am already Portuguese, and I am no 
longer thinking of my own backyard. (The fact that my backyard is en-
tirely metaphorical does not diminish the truth of all this: God and the 
universe itself are metaphors too.)”

—“In our entire literary history, have there ever been periods of crea-
tion?”

—“We dedicated our only period of creation to creating the world. 
We had no time to think about it. Camões himself amounted to no more 
than what he forgot to do. The Lusiads is great, but it was never writ-
ten to have any worth. In literary terms, Portugal’s past is in the future. 
The Prince, Albuquerque, and the other demigods of our glorious past 
still await their narrator. He might not speak of them; it will be enough 
that he values them in his narration, and in this he will speak of them. 
Camões was too close to be able to dream them. From the foothills of the 
Himalayas, the Himalayas are but the Himalayan foothills. It is only from 
a distance, or from memory, or from the imagination, that the Himalayas 
reach their height, and perhaps even higher. Only one period of creation 
exists in our entire literary history: it hasn’t come yet.”

—“Will lyricism continue to be our predominant literary form?”
—“There are two literary forms—the epic and the dramatic. Lyri-

cism is the upside-down inability to have either of them. What is being  
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lyrical? It is to express your emotions. But expressing your emotions is 
done even without expressing them. What is hard is expressing the emo-
tions you don’t have. To profoundly feel what you do not feel is the jewel 
in the crown of inspiration. The dramatic poet does this directly. The 
epic poet does this indirectly, feeling the whole of the work more than its 
constituent parts; in other words, feeling exactly the elements of the work 
that can have no personal emotion, because they are abstract and there-
fore impersonal. We were vaguely epic. We will be inviolably dramatic. 
We were lyrical when we were nothing. Lyricism will continue to be our 
predominant form only if we are incapable of having a predominant form.”

—“What do you imagine the future holds for the Portuguese race?”
—“The Fifth Empire. The future of Portugal—which I do not imagine 

but know—is already written, for whomsoever knows how to read it, in 
the ballads of Bandarra and in the quatrains of Nostradamus. This fu-
ture is for us to be everything. Who, being Portuguese, could live within 
the narrow confines of one sole personality, one sole nation, one sole 
faith? What true Portuguese could, for example, live within the sterile 
and narrow confines of Catholicism, when outside of it must live all the 
Protestantisms, all the Oriental beliefs, all the Paganisms, dead and 
alive, merging Portuguesely into one Supreme Paganism? We don’t want 
even one single god to be outside of us! We absorb all the gods! We have 
already conquered the Sea: it remains for us to conquer the Heavens, 
leaving earth for the Others, the eternal Others, Others from birth, Eu-
ropeans who are not European because they are not Portuguese. To be 
everything, in every way, because truth cannot be lacking in one single 
thing! Thus we believe in a Supreme Paganism, a Supreme Polytheism! 
In the eternal lie of all the gods, only the gods are all true.”

Fernando Pessoa
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Horoscopes don’t tell of what came before birth or comes after death, 
though they may allow for retrocessive aspects (directions), and following 
a death they may indicate certain external phenomena relevant to that 
life, what we might call a person’s prenatal and postmortal stages. This 
is, nevertheless, all rather doubtful.

Life is essentially action, and what a horoscope indicates is the ac-
tions in life of a person born. Three things one mustn’t expect to find in 
a horoscope: (1) a person’s fundamental qualities, the core of their being; 
(2) the social starting point of their life; (3) the consequences of a person, 
and the life they led, after their death. Besides these three things, horo-
scopes include and define everything.

We should not be surprised if the horoscope of a great artist who was 
celebrated only after death proves dull and disappointing: the horoscope 
will indicate artistic qualities (to a degree that cannot be measured) and 
indicate obscurity. Everything will be indicated in the abstract; only a 
prophecy on our part can make anything concrete. (This is the sense of 
Ptolemy’s first apothem.)

A better example: the horoscope of a dramatic poet might define him 
as being one, and within the horoscope there may be an indication of a 
certain fame and success. But beyond that, the horoscope might belong 
to Shakespeare or a dramatic poet of inferior rank, someone who, in the 
period in which he lived, led a life that was, in terms of fame and success, 
identical or similar to Shakespeare’s. The horoscope essentially reveals, 
more or less, what the world sees. We should never forget this important 
detail. Without it we’ll make nothing of astrology.

Raphael Baldaya

5
Astrology
António Quadros, ed., Fernando 
Pessoa: A procura da Verdade 
Oculta—Textos filosóficos e esotéricos 
(Mem Martins, Portugal: Publicações 
Europa-América, 1989). [n.d.]
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Pessoa, Plural as the Universe

Fernando Pessoa is perhaps the author 
who most radicalized the crisis of the 
author in the transition from the nine-
teenth to the twentieth century. This 
is apparent in his creation of numer-
ous heteronyms, characters for whom 
he invented autonomous writing styles 
and unique biographies. Pessoa in-
vented more than one hundred names to 
sign his texts, most of which remained 
unpublished at the time of his death. 
After studying for a few years in Dur-
ban, South Africa, where his mother 
had moved with her second husband, 
Pessoa began writing in English under 
such meaning-laden names as Charles 
Robert Anon and Alexander Search. 
Later, alongside the work he signed with 
his own name, Pessoa created authors 
with distinctive and complex voices who 
sometimes communicated and interacted 
among themselves—from the seminal 
Alberto Caeiro to his “disciples” Álvaro 
de Campos and Ricardo Reis. For all of 
them Pessoa drew horoscopes and de-
veloped different handwriting styles for 
their signatures. From Caeiro’s defense 
of a naturalism removed from literary 
images to the futurist temptations of 
engineer Álvaro de Campos and Ricardo 
Reis’s neoclassicism, Pessoa became plu-
ral across a kaleidoscopic universe of nu-
merous and often contradictory forms of 
writing, attitudes, and life philosophies. 
This triumvirate of fundamental hetero-
nyms brings together, like their creator, 
poetic production and essayistic reflec-
tion on the art, literature, and society of 
Pessoa’s time.
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Horoscope of Álvaro de Campos 
made by Fernando Pessoa, ca. 1915
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Horoscope of Álvaro de Campos  
made by Fernando Pessoa, ca. 1917

José de Almada Negreiros
Álvaro de Campos, n.d.
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José de Almada Negreiros
Alberto Caeiro, n.d. 

Following page

Horoscope of Alberto Caeiro  
made by Fernando Pessoa, n.d.
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Previous page

Horoscope of Ricardo Reis  
made by Fernando Pessoa, n.d.

José de Almada Negreiros
Ricardo Reis, 1959–1961



Mário de Sá-Carneiro, ca. 1915 

Mário de Sá-Carneiro, ca. 1915

Unknown, n.d.

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso, ca. 1916

Horoscopes made by Fernando Pessoa
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José de Almada Negreiros, ca. 1917

Orpheu, 1916 

Orpheu 1, 1915

Orpheu 1, ca. 1921
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Horoscope of Fernando Pessoa 
made by himself, ca. 1921

Following page

Fernando Pessoa  
at the Abel Pereira, 1929
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THE CIRCULATION  
OF SENSATIONS

The interest in sensations has crossed different times, arts, and phil-
osophical and scientific currents. In the last decades of the nineteenth 
century, and in the first decades of the twentieth century, sensations 
emerged with a new force, finding expression in the artistic produc-
tions and the discourses of modernism. This artistic interest was 
based on the identification of sensations with the arts—sound un-
derstood as the territory of music, vision and touch as the territories 
of painting and sculpture, and the haptic sense merging vision and 
touch.

In a broad modernist framework, there is an undeniable fasci-
nation with sensations and synesthesia that ranges from Charles 
Baudelaire’s “Correspondences,” Arthur Rimbaud’s and Paul Ver-
laine’s poetry, some of the futurist repertoire (e.g., Luigi Russolo’s 
painting Perfume and Carlo Carrà’s Manifesto for the Painting of 
Sounds, Noises and Smells) and some cubist painting (e.g., Tea Time, 
by Jean Metzinger, and works representing musical referents—in-
struments, musicians, scores). But we must also go back to a more 
remote tradition of allegories of sensation (to the series painted by 

1. Clement Greenberg, “Towards a Newer Laocoon,” in Clement Greenberg: The Collected 
Essays and Criticism, vol. 1, ed. John O’Brien (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1988), 
31. n 2. “The arts are against each other.” Jean-Luc Nancy, “Les arts se font les uns contre 
les autres,” in Les Muses (Paris: Éditions Galilée, 2001), 161. 

“What attracted the avant-garde to music
as much as its power to suggest was . . .
its nature as an art of immediate sensation”1

“The arts are made against one another.”2
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Pieter Brueghel the Elder and Peter Paul Rubens and a countless 
number of still lifes) to consider the possibility of dealing with sen-
sation within representation. Even works such as Perfume and Tea 
Time are still situated within the field of representation, capable of 
providing alternatives to Clement Greenberg’s theories that tend to 
seek a coincidence between sensation and abstract painting.

In some cases, the name of the artistic movement itself points to 
the protagonism of sensation. Such is the case of Portuguese sensa-
tionism, cast by Fernando Pessoa and Mário de Sá-Carneiro, and of 
vibrationism, idealized by Uruguayan painter Rafael Barradas. As 
Lluïsa Faxedas Brujats remarks,

the concept of vibration extended its meaning until it came to 
express a true “monism of sensations,” that is to say, a unity not 
just between what the different physical senses perceive, but also 
between the perceiver and what is perceived; it is in this sense 
especially that the concept of vibration became a key aspect in 
Futurist literature. . . . [It] was used by the European avant-garde 
movements with different meanings, all of which were mutually 
related: first of all, to refer to the physical phenomenology of light 
and to the assumed vibration of colors; second, to establish a field 
of comparison between light and sound which would become the 
starting point for all kinds of research into synesthesia; and fi-
nally, to describe a certain connection or emotional unity between 
the individual and his or her environment.3

We can understand sensationism, based in Lisbon, and vibrationism, 
based in Barcelona, as peripheral appropriations of symbolist litera-
ture, cubism, and futurism, which chose the treatment of sensation 
by the movements of the artistic centers to develop their own propos-
als. Despite the chronological and geographical proximity of these 
isms, Pessoa and Barradas were not aware of each other’s projects. 
The same lack of communication between movements is to be found 

n 3. Faxedas Brujats also explicitly enunciates the convergence between Barradas’s vibra-
tionism and Pessoa and Sá-Carneiro’s sensationism. M. Lluïsa Faxedas Brujats, “Barradas’ 
Vibrationism and Its Catalan Context,” RIHA Journal, 0135 (July 15, 2016), http://www.
riha-journal.org/articles/2016/0131-0140-special-issue-southern-modernisms/0135-faxedas-
brujats (accessed June 28, 2017). 
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between Pessoan sensationism and German sensationismus, idealized 
by Erwin Loeweson and Kurt Hiller in Berlin in 1909.4 Therefore, we 
speak not of appropriations between sensationisms but of affinities. 
According to João Barrento, both converge around two major topics: 
“indifferentism,” more marked by contaminations from decadentist 
literature, by refusals, decelerations, tendencies toward neutrality, 
and the defense of an “aesthetics of indifference”; and “syncretism,” 
manifest in euphoric moments, in the will to remain open to all sensa-
tions, to all movements and all times.5 The result is a curious, para-
doxical synthesis, constantly besieged by consciousness, oscillating 
between peaks of energy and moments of depression, which a close 
look at the odes of Álvaro de Campos can detect.

Before doing so, however, a more detailed vision of Portuguese 
sensationism is needed to understand the treatment of sensation, 
analyze the isms that compose it (paulismo, intersectionism, and 
sensationism), and investigate the affinities and tensions between 
painting and literature in Portuguese modernism.

THE USES OF SENSATION  
AND THE PHASES  

OF SENSATIONISM

Rita Patrício highlights the episodic character of Pessoa’s aesthetic 
theory, sketched out in endless fragments, unfinished lists, schemes, 
letters, and some more-developed, often contradictory texts.6 What-
ever sensationism can be extracted from that corpus suffers from 
that problem. Nevertheless, it is possible to produce a minimal list 
of essential topics and to question sensationism in its relationship to 
modern art.

n 4. João Barrento, “O sensacionismo português fala . . . alemão,” Revista colóquio letras, 
no. 94 (December 1986): 5–13, http://coloquio.gulbenkian.pt/bib/sirius.exe/issueContentD
isplay?n=94&p=5&o=p (accessed on June 28, 2017). n 5. Ibid., 11. n 6. Rita Patrício, Da 
teorização estética em Fernando Pessoa (Braga: Húmus, 2012). 
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Sensation is not only the basis of the word sensationism; it also has 
implications in the Pessoan oeuvre at the level of the functioning of 
writing (crystalized in Pessoa’s “Autopsicografia” [Self-Psychography] 
and in “Isto” [This]) and of heteronomy (condensed in the imperative 
“Sentir tudo de todas as maneiras” [To feel everything in every way]): 

The only way of having new sensations is for you to build a new 
soul. Your effort is vain if you wish to feel other things without 
feeling in another way, and to feel in another way without chang-
ing soul. Because things are like we feel them . . . and the only 
way for new things to exist, for new things to be felt [is] for nov-
elty to exist in feeling them.7

Aside from this use of sensation “at the service of heteronomy,” most 
of Pessoa’s discourse places great value on abstract sensations.8

[S]ensationism observes the two types of sensations that we can 
have—the sensations that are apparently external, and the sen-
sations that are apparently internal. And [sensationism] realizes 
that there is a third order of sensations resulting from mental 
labor—the sensations of the abstract. Asking about the purpose 
of art, sensationism realizes that it cannot be the organization of 
external sensations, which is the purpose of science; nor the organ-
ization of internal sensations, which is the purpose of philosophy; 
but rather the organization of the sensations of the abstract. Art 
is an attempt to create a reality that is entirely different from the 
one suggested by apparently external sensations and apparently 
internal sensations.9

Abstraction is a product of the mental work that belongs to the con-
sciousness of the sensation of objects and, especially, the consciousness 

n 7. Fernando Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, ed. Jerónimo Pizarro (Lisbon: INCM, 
2009), 502. [Unless otherwise noted, English translations of Pessoa’s fragments are my 
own.—Trans.] n 8. In this case, the term abstract does not imply a refusal of figuration that 
characterizes some modernist pictorial production: “art must follow the conditions of Reality 
(which is to say, it should produce things that are as much as possible concrete, because, if 
art is creation, it should try to produce an impression as much as possible analogous to that 
produced by external things). . . Bringing together the three qualities of Abstraction, Reality 
and Emotion, art must become conscious of itself as the abstract realization of emotion.” 
Ibid., 172. n 9. Ibid., 171–72. 
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of consciousness of sensation, a stage that imparts a critical, self-
conscious value, manifest in Pessoa’s theoretical framework, and that 
potentiates artistic expressivity:

To go from mere meaningless emotion to artistic emotion, or to 
an emotion capable of becoming artistic, that sensation must be 
intellectualized. An intellectualized sensation follows two suc-
cessive processes: the first is the consciousness of that sensation, 
and the sheer fact of there being a consciousness of a sensation 
transforms it already into a sensation of a different order; it is, 
afterward, a consciousness of that consciousness, which is to say: 
after a sensation is conceived as such—which engenders artistic 
emotion—that sensation is then conceived as intellectualized, 
which engenders the power to express it.10 

The sensations of objects (external—concrete/sensorial or internal—
from the domain of the psychological/mental, emotions, and dreams) 
are the raw materials of artistic activity. Pessoa also offers guidelines 
for their literary treatment:

1. To offer simple sensations with simplicity without making them 
perceptible: “All his flesh wished to shut its eyes” (From the un-
published novella “Misterio” by Mario de Sá-Carneiro). “The hour 
tastes of having been” (From . . . “Absurd Hour” by Fernando 
Pessoa).
2. To offer complex things as complex. “The open windows re-
main shut” (From “I-Myself the Other,” unpublished short story 
by Mário de Sá-Carneiro)
3. All the forms of sensation are translatable into others according 
to the side from where they are felt.
4. All the forms of sensation have different states comparable to the 
three states of matter. Thus there is a passage from the sensation 
of solid to liquid:

Color is not color anymore, it is sound and aroma.
The passage from liquid to solid

The aroma went mad, it became color, it snapped.

n 10. Ibid., p. 174; emphasis added. For an in-depth development of this question, see José 
Gil, Fernando Pessoa ou a metafísica das sensações (Lisbon: Relógio d’Água, 1986). 
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5. All sensations have two forms—static and dynamic[.] “Sounds 
creak me into other aromas. I feel the colors in other directions” 
(I-my[self] the other)
. . .
—Colors, sounds, aromas, ideas, feelings, our internal but external 
sensations, are only different when considered statically; as soon 
as they are considered dynamically, they become interconvertible, 
and their vibration in the senses is especially consonant.11

If the relevance given to the intellectualization of sensation (the apex 
of Pessoa’s artistic process) seems to reveal a contempt for more 
elementary sensorial processes (associated with the organs of the 
senses), Alberto Caeiro’s poetry and other writings by Pessoa dig-
nify the role of “extreme sensations” (those associated with external 
landscapes or stimulated by external objects through the sense or-
gans in opposition to inner sensations, which are of the psychological 
domain):

I think love poetry is over, sentimental poetry [is over]; patriotic 
poetry [is over], the poetry of nature [is over], the poetry of [is 
over] . . .—all poetry that is poetry of this or that thing is over. 
Only the poetry of sensations is not over, because sensations are 
individual and individualities never repeat themselves. I believe 
we must try to express our sensations as fully as possible. Our 
individual sensations are not those of love, of hate . . .—because 
those are too similar in all men, and there can only be variation 
in expressing them, a process through which art is fatally formal-
ized, and excessively plasticized. What is truly ours in sensations, 
the sensations that are truly ours, are the direct sensations, those 
without a social character, those that come directly from seeing, 
hearing, smelling, touching, savoring, and also the sensations of 
past lives, those from our past that only belongs to us, in each one 
of us those sensations come only from it, contradictory, absurd, 
inhuman as they might be.12

n 11. Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 114; emphasis in original. n 12. Álvaro de 
Campos to Alberto Caeiro [Fernando Pessoa], 1917, in Poemas completos de Alberto Caeiro, 
ed. Teresa Sobral Cunha (Lisbon: Presença, 1994), 231; emphasis added. 
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For Pessoa/de Campos, visual, auditory, gustatory, olfactory, and 
tactile sensations are pertinent because they free literature from the 
conventions associated with sentiment. Privileging sensation hinders 
the access to the work, which is guided by individual experiences and 
subject to treatments that give it various degrees of strangeness: 
synesthesias that transit from the solid to the liquid state and vice 
versa; the attribution of a flavor to a chronological unit (“the hour 
tastes of having been”); and the propagation of vision to the whole 
body (“all his flesh wished to shut its eyes”). A propos Orpheu, another 
fragment accentuates this path of “direct sensation”:

Feeling is thinking without ideas, hence understanding, since the 
Universe has no ideas.
See, hear, smell, taste, feel—those are God’s only commandments. 
The senses are divine because they are our relationship with the 
Universe, and our relationship with the universe is God.13

The phases of sensationism—paulismo, intersectionism, and integral 
sensationism—ultimately develop different approaches to sensation. 
In “Pauis,” the inaugural poem of paulismo, Pessoa uses a succession 
of images to evoke the stagnant rhythm of swamp (paul) waters.14 
Although this is not yet the territory of intersectionism, altogether 
more open to fusion, an intersection emerges between the sense of 
taste and an abstract element—“mystery tastes to me like myself 
being another”—a case that comes close to what was read in “Hora 
absurda” (Absurd Hour) (and which Pessoa theorized)—“The Hour 

n 13. Fernando Pessoa, The Selected Prose of Fernando Pessoa, ed. and trans. Richard 
Zenith (New York: Grove Press, 2001), 78–79. On visual sensation, Pessoa writes, “The 
most simple sensation is that of an attentive vision of the outside of an object. This vision, 
which is far from simple = sensation of the object + sensation of the past experience through 
which we see it. So that, in order to represent properly the object that we are seeing, it is 
necessary—1st to decompose the sensation of it into the exact sensation of it, and (b) the 
sensations it evokes, through which it is seen.” Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 147. 
n 14. On paulismo, intersectionism, and sensationism, see Teresa Rita Lopes, “Pessoa, Sá-
Carneiro e as três dimensões do sensacionismo,” Revista colóquio letras, no. 4 (December 
1971): 18–26. “A nova doença na literatura Portuguesa” (The New Disease in Portuguese 
Literature), one of the few texts that examines paulismo and its origin as a school, is a 
clear parody of the literary criticism of the time, bringing together an attempt to explain 
paulismo, its authors, and key works and the typical reception of the public. See Pessoa, 
Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 98–100. 



72

tastes of having been.” The poem feeds on the concatenation of the 
physical (taste, cold, flesh) and the abstract (soul, hour, and mystery), 
articulated with the bizarre use of the reflex pronominal conjugation 
and the theme of distance between the self and the other, a funda-
mental aspect of Sá-Carneiro’s oeuvre.

“Chuva oblíqua” (Slanting Rain), the six-part poem that is con-
sidered the ultimate example of intersectionism, is built on the 
intersection, or “interweaving,” of landscapes (sea and land, when 
ships are trees) or planes (interior/exterior, past/present, day/night, 
movement/stasis). Standing out across the six poems is a catalyzing 
element of sensation—the movement of the ships in the harbor, the 
rain, the writing, the music—and countless references to interweav-
ings, diagonals, mixtures, penetrations. More so than in the poem 
“Pauis,” here intersection becomes more literal via a recurring fusion 
and metamorphosis—“the ships leaving harbor are these trees in 
the sun,” “mass is a car passing,” “the whole scene is my garden, my 
childhood.” In the case of “Chuva oblíqua,” Pessoa is concerned with 
different types of landscape intersection:

a) intersection of a landscape with a mood, understood as such.

b) intersection of a landscape with a mood consisting of a dream.

c) intersection of a landscape with another landscape (symbolic 
of a mood—for example, “day of sun” of joy).

d) intersection of a landscape with itself, divided by the mood of 
the one contemplating it.15

The fragments on intersectionism contain an interesting application 
of mathematics that can be included in the category “Intersection-
ism explained to the inferior.”16 However, this curious attempt at 
clarification further obscures the reading of intersectionism or sen-
sationism. In an untitled fragment, Pessoa maps out several kinds 
of sensations—sensations of the self, sensations of the spirit, sen-
sations of nature—and dedicates a portion of the undecipherable 
graphic sketches to color—“sensation of color,” “idea of color,” “[the] 
color,” and “spiritualization of color”—and a note on the reception of 

n 15. Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 123–24. n 16. Ibid., 110. 
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Orpheu—“The astounding stupidity of the public who were unable 
to see a new art here.”17 In natural, written language the writer 
decomposes the intersection of sensations in Sá-Carneiro’s short 
story “Mistério” (Mystery)—“the sensations of the reality of the om-
nibus,” “the sensations of the reality external to the omnibus,” and 
“the protagonist’s sensation of himself.” In another fragment, we 
come across the geometric distinction between intersectionism, clas-
sicism, and romanticism. While Pessoa defines classic and neoclassic 
arts and romanticism at the level of parallelism, of fusion and en-
counter of the physical and the psychic, intersectionism introduces 
the interpenetration of the physical and the psychic.18 More than a 
mere didactic drift by Pessoa, these strange cases might be inter-
preted as a becoming-other of the intersectionist project in writing, 
a will to experience and explain sensationism in every way, resorting 
to every language, including mathematics.

Jerónimo Pizarro, in his reading of a letter from Pessoa to Harold 
Monro, understands intersectionism only as process. Sensationism, 
always anchored in the principle of the primordial quality of sensa-
tion and in its intellectualization mechanisms, was a project to be 
presented as a philosophical aesthetic current, a social attitude, a 
national current, and an aesthetic innovation.19 Representative of 
sensationism’s more euphoric openness to all movements and to the 
plurality of the stimuli of modern life are the “Maritime” and “Tri-
umphal” odes, the long poem “A passagem das horas” (The Passing 
of the Hours) and de Campos’s “Ultimatum.”

Although de Campos’s oeuvre is closer to futurism, we need to 
distinguish him from the futurist radicalisms that sought to break 
away from the past. More than a rupture with the past, “Ultimatum” 
vents a fury against the present and, above all, erects a theory about 
the “maladaptation” of modern man to the multiplicity of stimuli 
potentiated by scientific progress.20 After denouncing Christianity as 
the main cause of maladaptation, de Campos defends a “sociological 

n 17. Ibid., 106. n 18. Ibid., 110. n 19. Ibid., 141. All the basic principles of sensationism 
are found here in a syllogistic formulation: “1. All objects are our sensations. 2. All art is the 
conversion of a sensation into an object. 3. Therefore, all art is the conversion of a sensation 
into another sensation.” Ibid., 145. n 20. This allusion to the excess of stimuli in modernity 
is not entirely disconnected from Georg Simmel’s sociological theories. See Georg Simmel, 
“The Metropolis and the Mental life,” in The Blackwell City Reader, ed. Gary Bridge and 
Sofie Watson (Oxford, UK: Wiley-Blackwell, 2002), 11–19. 
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surgery” based upon depersonalization—with political, artistic, and 
philosophical ramifications—adjusted to heteronomy and culminat-
ing in clear echoes of the Nietzschean übermensch.

When de Campos proposes the “abolition of artistic personality” 
with the defense that “the greatest artist will be the one who least 
defines himself” and is capable of writing “in the most genres, with 
the most contradictions and discrepancies,” he is not far from the 
eclecticism proclaimed by the painter Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso in 
an interview during his exhibition at Liga Naval in 1916: “I follow 
no school. Schools are dead. . . . Am I an impressionist, cubist, futur-
ist, abstractionist? I am a little of everything, but none of it forms 
a school.”21

To avoid the pitfall of the alluring discourses of identitary ma-
chines22 (i.e., without forcing de Souza-Cardoso’s fixation on Pessoa’s 
theory about Portugal—a denationalized, cosmopolitan nation, open 
to the influence of other nations)23—we must consider the case of 
Pessoa and de Souza-Cardoso and the synthetic drive of Portuguese 
sensationism from the perspective of recent historiographical debates 
on the peripheries. In that sense, the problematization of the concept 
of “eclecticism,” which has been gaining a more selective and more 
positive meaning, may be operative, as Foteini Vlachou observes.

Also useful in explaining how artistic practices are structured 
in the periphery is the concept of eclecticism, . . . Eclecticism is 
here understood as predicated upon choice—that is, as an activ-
ity that indicates a process of selection, rejection, and adapta-
tion to culture-specific goals. Eclecticism would then be a way 
to bypass the static and unidirectional notion of influence that, 
more often than not, strips its object (the one being influenced) 
of all agency.24

n 21. Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 269; and João Moreira de Almeida, “Uma 
Exposição Original,” O Dia, December 4, 1916. See also Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso / Porto 
Lisboa / 2016—1916 (Porto: Museu Nacional de Soares dos Reis; Bluebook, 2016), 280. n 

22. Silvina Rodrigues Lopes, “Resistir às máquinas identitárias,” Intervalo, no. 3 (2007): 
54–86. n 23. “No one—not even the Russian—is as temperamentally denationalized as 
the Portuguese, who is open to all influences and the easy receiver of all novelties. . . . The 
only Portuguese, typically Portuguese thing that happened in Portugal were the Discover-
ies—the most gloriously international, cosmopolitan, denationalized work . . . ever.” Pessoa, 
Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 77. n 24. Foteini Vlachou, “Why Spatial? Time and Space in 
the Periphery,” Visual Resources, 2016, 3. 
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APPROPRIATIONS, AFFINITIES,  
AND TENSIONS BETWEEN LITERATURE  

AND PAINTING IN SENSATIONISM

Pessoa’s texts imply sensationism originated in the friendship be-
tween Pessoa and Sá-Carneiro. Even among the close-knit Orpheu 
group, they avoided explanations of the movement: 

Here is the following: yesterday Ruy Coelho and Dom Tomás came 
up with the idea for a modern music session about paulism: po-
ems by myself, you and Guisado. It was decided that a few words 
should be said before the event. So far so good. Now imagine that 
today silly boy A. Ferro told the said maestrinos that paulismo 
was, in fact, intersectionism. How the hell did he know?25

This anecdote hints at a certain secrecy around sensationism, as 
well as composer Ruy Coelho’s desire to appropriate paulismo and 
António Ferro’s initiative to explain paulismo and intersectionism. 
Sensationism thus escaped the control of its founders to find rather 
free configurations at a time when publications on sensationism 
were nonexistent (anthologies of Pessoa’s theoretical texts first ap-
peared in the 1960s, with the Georg Rudolf Lind and Jacinto do 
Prado Coelho editions).

Other artists, closer to the core of Orpheu, also took their chance. 
In “A cena do ódio” (The Scene of Hatred), Almada Negreiros pro-
claimed himself a “sensationist poet and Narcissus of Egypt.”26 And 
Santa Rita Pintor mentions intersectionism in one of the titles of his 
hors-textes published in Orpheu 2: Decomposição dynamica de uma 
mesa + estylo do movimento (INTERSECCIONISMO PLASTICO) (Dynamic 
Decomposition of a Table + the Style of Movement [PLASTIC INTER-

SECTIONISM], 1912, p. 154).

n 25. Mário de Sá-Carneiro, Cartas de Mário de Sá-Carneiro a Fernando Pessoa, ed. Ma-
nuela Parreira da Silva (Lisbon: Assírio & Alvim, 2001), 161. n 26. Mariana Pinto dos Santos 
sees possible traces of sensationism and intersectionism in Negreiros’s oeuvre. Mariana 
Pinto dos Santos, “Introdução,” in José de Almada Negreiros, Ficções escolhidas, ed. Fer-
nando Cabral Martins et al. (Lisbon: Assírio & Alvim, 2016), 6–7. 
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De Souza-Cardoso, who was to collaborate with four hors-textes 
in Orpheu 3, is a special case.27 The painter, who was based in Man-
hufe in the north of Portugal, started to have more direct contact 
with the group after November 1916 while preparing an exhibition 
in Lisbon. The explicit use of the term intersection in Pelas Janelas 
(Desdobramento—Intersecção) (Through the Windows (Unfolding—
Intersection, p. 158), of 1914, is only an affinity, not a symptom of the 
reception of Orpheu, which was published one year later.

Considering the intersection of landscapes, so dear to intersection-
ism, one can find other affinities in Os galgos (The Hounds, p. 148) 
and A Chalupa (The Sloop, pp. 156–157), paintings that insinuate 
interweaving seascapes and landscapes. The leap suggested by gilled 
hares turns them into strange elements—a possible marine touch to 

n 27. These were likely: Arabesco dinâmico . . ., . . . Parto da Viola . . ., Oceano Vermelhão 
azul cabeça . . ., Par Impar 1 2 1. On the research on Amadeo’s hors-textes for Orpheu 3, see 
Marta Soares, “Parto da Viola para Orpheu: Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso, o sensacionismo e 
os hors-textes de Orpheu 3,” Anuário de literatura 20, no. 2 (2015). 
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Arabesco dynamico real ocre rouge 
café rouge cantante zig-zag couraceiro 
bandolim vibrações metálicas 
[Arabesque dynamic real ochre red 
café red singer zig-zag cuirassier 
mandolin metalic vibrations], 
ca. 1915–1916

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Trou de la serrure—Parto da viola—
Bon ménage—Fraise avant garde 
[Keyhole—Birth of the Viola—Happy 
Marriage—Strawberry Avant-garde], 
ca. 1916 



Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Oceano vermelhão azul cabeça—  
AZUL—Continuidades simbólicas—
Rouge bleu vert [Ocean vermillion blue 
head—BLUE—Symbolic continuities—
Red blue green], ca. 1915

Following page

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
PAR IMPAR 1 2 1 [EVEN ODD 1 2 1],  
ca. 1914–1916
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the landscape. Similarly, a zigzagging black line in the almost ab-
stract landscape of A Chalupa traces an ascending path in the storm, 
a subtle road that veers left. By resorting only to sliding blue, white, 
and yellowish brushstrokes, Amadeo thus suggests the boat is cross-
ing a road. Taking into account Amadeo’s fascination with Rimbaud, 
this case could have resulted from the reading of the poem “Marine,” 
which intercalates the seascape and the landscape through refer-
ences to vehicles (the bows of cars or ships), to the natural landscape 
(the bush/forest), and to artificial landscapes (the seawall, the border 
between the land and sea).28

The painter cites Rimbaud more openly by incorporating ex-
cerpts of Illuminations in the title Promontório cabeça Indigo MARES 

n 28. Georg Rudolf Lind found connections between Rimbaud’s Marine and Slanting Rain. 
Georg Rudolf Lind, Teoria poética de Fernando Pessoa (Porto: Inova, 1970), 57–58. 
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D’OSSIAN . . . (Promontory Indigo Head SEAS OF OSSIAN . . .), naming 
the color (a feature of Sá-Carneiro’s poetry and Negreiros’s Saltim-
bancos [The Wandering Jugglers], a text unabashedly guided by 
Delaunayan simultaneous contrasts), and interweaving the mask 
with the seascape in a series of “ocean heads.”29 In this phase, from 
1915 to 1916, Amadeo was passionate about long titles (a sort of lit-
erary impulse) and selected the works to be published in Orpheu 3.  
One of the hors-textes, Trou de la serrure—Parto da viola—Bon mé-
nage—Fraise avant-garde (Keyhole—Guitar in Labor—Good House-
keeping—Strawberry Avant-garde, p. 177), is laden with allusions 
to the senses—hearing (the cello), taste (associated with the straw-
berry), and even the double—visual and aural—potentiated by the 
keyhole (trou de la serrure), a slit frequently used to peer and listen. 

n 29. On Saltimbancos, see Mariana Pinto dos Santos, “Contrastes simultâneos e futur-
ismo,” in O círculo Delaunay (Lisbon: Fundação Calouste Gulbenkian, 2015), 144–57. 

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
LITORAL cabeça  
[COAST head],  
ca. 1915
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A 1917 untitled canvas with mirrors glued onto the surface reveals 
the perfume brand Coty (p. 173), which Sá-Carneiro had also “adver-
tised” in “Manucure” to introduce the sense of smell.

Aside from these flirtations, what was the role of painting in 
the discourses on Orpheu and sensationism? Negreiros’s discours-
es on Orpheu took the shape of lectures and appeared in a book:  
1915 Orpheu 1965. Running in parallel, his painting continued  
to evoke Orpheu with portraits of Pessoa and the series of Orpheu 
readers (pp. 249 and 296–297). When Negreiros realized historiog-
raphy was confining Orpheu to the realm of literature, he intensified 
his defense of Orpheu as an encounter between painting and litera-
ture, as well as the protagonism of Sá-Carneiro and de Souza-Cardo-
so, never writing more than a few lines on sensationism.30 Pessoa’s 

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Tête OCEAN  
[Head OCEAN],  
1915

n 30. See José de Almada Negreiros, 1915 Orpheu 1965 (Lisbon: Babel, 2015). 
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discourse on Orpheu is mostly that of the sensationist project and 
goes in a direction opposite to Negreiros’s.

A priori, sensationism promises a vast openness:

Sensationism differs from all literary attitudes in that it is open 
instead of restricted. While all literary schools are based on a 
certain number of tenets, founded on certain bases, Sensationism 
is based on nothing. All literary or artistic schools think that art 
must be this or that thing; sensationism thinks that art must not 
be this or that thing. Therefore, while it is typical for a literary 
current to generally exclude the others, Sensationism typically 
accepts all the others. Therefore, it is the enemy of all, because 
they are all limited. Sensationism accepts all, under the condi-
tion of not accepting any of them separately.31

While this suggests the absence of principles and a harmonious “en-
counter” (to use Negreiros’s expression) between various arts and ar-
tistic movements, a deeper reading of Pessoa’s texts and Sá-Carneiro’s 
correspondence reveals several principles concerning sensation and a 
will to appropriate cubist and futurist painting that does not culmi-
nate in a reinforcement of the value of painting. On the contrary, lit-
erature must realize the “correct intuitions” of cubism and futurism: 

In a way, cubists and futurists are also precursors; but these 
unfortunates are not only insufficiently lucid, they are enslaved 
by the painters and sculptors in their midst, by believing that 
painting and sculpture are arts.32

In the same vein, although recognizing the value of the experiments 
of representation of mental states or sensations developed by futur-
ist painting (such as Umberto Boccioni’s series States of Mind and 
Russolo’s Perfume), Sá-Carneiro writes,

However, my dear Pessoa, I confess, being of a sound mind, that I 
believe in cubism. What I mean is: I believe in cubism, but not in 
the cubist paintings that have been made to this date. But I feel 

n 31. Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 183. n 32. Ibid., 116.
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sympathetic toward those who make an effort to reproduce not 
little cows grazing and the faces of more or less naked madames, 
but instead interpret a dream, a sound, a mood, a dislocation of 
air etc. Carried away by scholastic exaggeration, fighting off the 
difficulties of a desire, which would be brilliant were it to be satis-
fied, their works defeat and astound the frivolous and make them 
laugh. Meanwhile, my dear, many of Mallarmé’s admirable son-
nets are strange and incomprehensible. And yet we understand 
them. Why? Because the artist was a genius and accomplished 
his intention. Perhaps this is not yet the case of cubists. . . . In one 
word: I believe in the intentions of the cubists; I simply consider 
them as artists who did not accomplish what they desire.33

On the one hand, Pessoa and Sá-Carneiro’s criticisms reveal a lack 
in pictorial culture and are disillusionment to readers who might 
be anxious for an avant-gardist applause. On the other hand, they 
could be advantageous, as they do not apprehend the avant-garde 
movements dogmatically and deserve being read in the light of sys-
tems of hierarchization or of definition of the arts in the aesthetic 
tradition. Pessoa resorts to definitions close to G. E. Lessing’s, such 
as references to time and space: “Visual arts—the simultaneous in 
space, time and idea. Music—the simultaneous in time and idea. Lit-
erature—the simultaneous in the idea.”34 While the latter does not 
imply a value judgment, other enumerations establish a hierarchy 
based on the functionality of each art.35 

There are arts whose purpose is to entertain, such as dance, sing-
ing and the art of theater. There are arts whose purpose is to 
please, such as sculpture, painting and architecture. There are 
arts whose purpose is to influence, such as music, literature and 
philosophy.36

In an article published in the magazine Athena, Pessoa confers an-
other dignity to painting (understood here as a higher concrete art 

n 33. Sá-Carneiro, 52–53. n 34. Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 109. n 35. On the 
hierarchization of the arts in Pessoa, see Patrício, 68–71.n 36. Fernando Pessoa, Páginas 
íntimas e de auto-interpretação, ed. Georg Rudolf Lind and Jacinto do Prado Coelho (Lisbon: 
Ática, 1966), 29. On the relationship between music and literature in Fernando Pessoa’s 
theory, see Patrício, 51–82. 
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n 37. Fernando Pessoa, “Athena,” Athena, no. 1 (October 1924), in Arquivo Pessoa; avail-
able at http://arquivopessoa.net/textos/3127 (accessed June 20, 2017); emphasis added. n 

38. Compare this with other, less-developed statements: “By abstract rendering-concrete 
of emotion I understand that, to be relevant, emotion must be given as reality, but not as 
concrete reality, rather as abstract reality. Therefore I do not consider painting, sculpture 
and architecture as arts because they want to render emotion concrete in the concrete. There 
are only three arts: metaphysics (which is an art), literature and music. And perhaps even 
music.” Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 172. n 39. Pessoa, “Athena.” n 40. On vision 
in Caeiro in the context of Negreiros’s and Pessoa’s discourse, see Fernando Cabral Martins, 
“Fernando Pessoa no tempo da arte moderna,” in Arte moderna no tempo de Fernando Pes-
soa (Zurich: Stemmle, 1997), 30. n 41. Fernando Pessoa, The Book of Disquiet, trans. and 
ed. Richard Zenith (London: Penguin Books, 2015), 448–49. 

that can increase in value as it adventures itself in treating the ab-
stract, without relinquishing its condition): 

However, there are no stimuli other than external; the more ex-
ternal, the stronger they are; the more physical and concrete, the 
more external they are. By nature, this constant stimulus is min-
istered by the superior concrete arts—painting, sculpture, archi-
tecture—, whose special purpose is to adorn and embellish. Con-
stant as perfecting, they are nevertheless permanent as stimuli of 
it; which is why they are superior. However, they can admit, like 
all that is concrete, an animation of the abstract; insofar as they do 
it, without betraying their purpose, they will surpass themselves.37

In the paragraphs that follow, Pessoa ascribes primacy to the higher 
abstract arts—music, literature, and philosophy. However, his tone 
changes as the arguments are fine-tuned (probably required by the 
publication) and introduce a “note of hope” for the visual arts, which 
may overcome their condition.38 The absence of examples, however, 
makes it difficult to understand what Pessoa considers to be the 
“animation of the abstract” and the “aim” of painting.39

On several occasions his oeuvre praises not only color but vision. 
In Caeiro and Bernardo Soares are good examples of that praise.40 

It is thus in pure vision that I experience the animated exte-
rior of things and beings, indifferent—like a god from another 
world—to their spirit content. I delve only into the surface and 
on the outside; when I want depth I look for it in myself, and in 
my concept of things.41 
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But the state of pure vision does not identify with the appreciation 
for museums and painting: 

This attitude is no doubt responsible for my aversion to museums. 
The only museum for me is the whole of life, in which the picture 
is always absolutely accurate, such that any inaccuracy is due to 
the spectator’s imperfection. I do what I can to reduce that imper-
fection, and if I can’t do anything, then I rest contented with the 
way it is, because, like everything else, it can’t be any other way.42 

This about-face in different versions of the same text intended for 
Livro do desassossego (The Book of Disquiet) (“Antheros—O amante 
visual” [Antheros—The Visual Lover] and “O amante visual” [The 
Visual Lover]) brings to mind Rosalind Krauss’s observation about 
the texts of André Breton, who also transits from praise of visuality 
to the primacy of writing.43 In Pessoa’s case, vision is embraced as 
a sense, as a sensation, the raw material of his concept of art. The 
writing on visuality (the intellectualized and “informed” vision) and 
even the writing on painting, on the image, can animate Pessoa’s 
oeuvre without placing painting or sculpture (plastic manifestations 
of visuality) on a pedestal:

The description of a statue, done in a more beautiful language, is 
absolutely that statue, with all its plastic beauty plus the move-
ment, the live rhythm, the sound corresponding to the rhythm, 
in the still and dead stone, of its lines. . . . When Walter Pater 
describes the Gioconda he sees in it things that are not there. But 
my description is more beautiful than the Gioconda because it is 
the Gioconda + music (the rhythm of prose) + ideas (contained  
in the words of the description) + (. . .)44

Unlike what might initially be surmised, we are not in a peaceful 
universe of collaboration between the arts, or of promises of cor-
respondences between Baudelaire, Rimbaud, Verlaine, Scriabin, or 
Wagner. Fernando Pessoa tends to feed on all the arts to nourish 
literature with the properties of each one of them:

n 42. Ibid., 451. n 43. See Rosalind Krauss, “The Photographic Conditions of Surrealism,” 
October 19 (Winter 1981): 10. n 44. Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 282–84. 
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To give literature its role of unique and absolute art, to give it: 
architecture in the perfect and beautiful structure and the con-
struction of the whole of the literary work and in the construc-
tive arrangement of the parts and of the parts in relation to the 
whole; sculpture in the perfect outline of the periods and given 
ideas; painting in the energy-color with which suggestions are 
insinuated; music in the rhythm of the phrases that compose the 
work, in the rhythm of the verses or prose in which it is written; 
metaphysics in the ideas—all of them inevitably filled, because 
they are ideas, of theories about things contained in the work.45

In light of these excerpts, the invitations extended to Santa Rita 
Pintor and de Souza-Cardoso to collaborate with hors-textes for 
the literary magazine may cause some perplexity. Were they mere 
avant-gardist ornaments, did they indicate a genuine openness to 
the visual arts, or, given de Souza-Cardoso’s international career, 
were they part of a strategy to internationalize Orpheu?46

Patrícia Esquível, aside from finding consonance between Pes-
soa and abstractionism (“with the most modern and recent devel-
opments in European art”), finds in his criticism an “(ambiguous) 
equivalence of the visual arts and literature,” based on de Campos’s 
following statement: 

All art is a form of literature, because all art is the saying of 
something. . . . In all art that is not literature it is necessary to 
seek for the silent phrase that it contains . . . lines, planes, vol-
umes, colors, juxtapositions and contrapositions are verbal phe-
nomena given without words, or rather by spiritual hieroglyphs.47 

If one takes into account Pessoa’s hierarchization, the de Campos ex-
cerpt Esquível cites seems to be far from establishing an equivalence: 

n 45. Ibid., 282. n 46. Fernando Pessoa to Armando Cortes Rodrigues, 4 September 1916, 
in Sensacionismo e outros ismos, 400. In the summer of 1915, Sá-Carneiro wrote, apropos 
Robert and Sonia Delaunay, “They are now in the north with Viana—and . . . in winter 
they want to do a festival there that will include our Orpheu. They could be used to propa-
gate the magazine abroad—for all they are worth circumstances have brought them here.” 
Sá-Carneiro, 190. n 47. De Campos quoted by Esquível, “Naturalismo e modernismo: Os 
‘Ismos’ e a ideia de sinceridade,” in Teoria e crítica da arte em Portugal (1921–1940) (Lisbon: 
Colibri, 2007), 49. 
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painting (even when not mimetic) is converted into literature (“ver-
bal phenomena,” “the saying of something”). The possibility of trans-
forming all artistic manifestations into literature is just one more 
way of underscoring the superiority and syncretism of that art form.

Another positive note comes from Rosa Maria Martelo, who ex-
tracts a productive result from these tensions between literature 
and painting within sensationism.48 Independent of the hierarchy it 
might be based on, Pessoa’s poetry and the theorization of sensation-
ism fed on interartistic confrontation, was stimulated by painting, 
and aspired to painting at several moments or at least to the pro-
duction of images. In that sense, and according to Jean-Luc Nancy, 
we are perhaps close to a dynamic of conflicts, inclusions, and exclu-
sions that belongs to the exercise of the arts: 

The arts are made against one another. This sentence can be 
understood in different ways depending on the sense one attach-
es to the verb “make” and the preposition “against.” The verb 
can perhaps be taken in the sense of “formed” or else in that of 
“turned.” The preposition may express either opposition or conti-
guity. In reality, these four modulations must tend here to merge 
into one: the arts are born of a mutal relationship of proxim-
ity and exclusion, attraction and repulsion, and their respective 
works operate and discourse within this dual relationship.49

Pessoa’s sensationism derives largely from symbolist, decadentist, 
cubist, and futurist legacies from which he assimilated the interest 
in sensation and took it as the main material of his work of intel-
lectualization. In turn, sensation led to interartistic dialogue, but 
under circumstances dominated by the hierarchization of literature 
that is frequent in the aesthetic tradition. These problems, which 
the painters who were more involved with Orpheu were unaware 
of, do not preclude the vision of affinities and the artists’ desire to 
risk free interpretations of the isms, which, with only meager ex-
planations by Pessoa, certainly animated the cafe conversations at 
Brasileira do Chiado.

n 48. Rosa Maria Martelo, “Os diálogos interartísticos da poesia segundo Fernando Pessoa,” 
Desassossego, no. 14 (December 2015), 168. n 49. Nancy, 163.
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Swamps

6 “Pauis,” first published in  
A Renascença (Lisbon), February 1914. 

Fernando Pessoa, Poesias (1942),  
ed. João Gaspar Simões and Luiz de 
Montalvor, 15th ed. (Lisbon: Ática, 1995).

Swamps of yearnings brushing against my gilded soul . . .
Distant tolling of Other Bells . . . The blond wheat paling
In the ashen sunset . . . My soul is seized by a bodily chill . . .

How forever equal the Hour! . . . The tops of the palms swaying! . . .
The leaves staring at the silence inside us . . . Wispy autumn
Of a hazy bird’s singing . . . Stagnant, forgotten blue . . .
How quiet the shout of yearning that gives this Hour claws!
How my self-dread longs for something that doesn’t weep!
My hands reach out to the beyond, but even as they’re reaching
I see that what I desire is not what I want . . .
Cymbals of Imperfection . . . O distantly ancient Hour
Banished from its own Time-self! Receding wave that invades
My ceaseless retreating into myself until I faint,
So intent on the present I that I seem to forget myself! . . .
Liquid of halos with no Was behind it, no Self inside it . . .
The Mystery smacks of my being other . . . Bursting in the moonlight . . .
The sentry stands very straight, but his lance planted on the ground
Is still taller than he . . . What’s all this for? . . . The flat day . . .
Climbing vines of absurdity tickling Beyonds with this Hour . . .
Horizons shutting our eyes to space, where they are false links . . .
Opium fanfares of future silences . . . Faraway trains . . .
Gates in the distance . . . seen through the trees . . . so utterly iron!

 Fernando Pessoa 
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Since Nordau’s Degeneration, many critics have had their attention drawn 
to the existence of moribund elements in literature and in certain mani-
festations of contemporary literature in particular. Severe though criti-
cism of Nordau’s book has been, some of what he said stuck, and one 
would be hard-pressed to argue today that French symbolism represented 
a healthy and entirely revealing literary movement, given that in its 
less-than-healthy state it cannot renovate, merely corrupt.

But if the French symbolist movement is a manifestation of moribun-
dity, there’s no telling what will become of a literary movement that’s 
lately been taking shape in Portugal. Although it is only just getting 
started—and we pray to God it gets no further!—it is already clearly 
different from other schools and has its own characteristics. And what 
is so essentially dangerous about it is its inexplicable power to attract 
converts, to influence spirits. Furthermore, it is, in a manner of speaking, 
a silent (or practically silent) and hidden school, making the influence it 
wields all the more alarming, and the fact that this abnormality appeals 
not only to those who write and identify with the movement, but to a 
good number of people who are not writers themselves but think they 
understand what these men are writing, is truly incredible, at least at 
first glance.

Properly considered, the school’s influence is not entirely inexplicable. 
The conditions of modern life, the political and social peripeteia presently 
found in all states, engender a latent predisposition for sickness of the 
soul, especially in the weak and the semi-artistic, as well as a furious 
lust for novelty that is perhaps art’s equivalent of society’s revolution-
ary spirit.

7 Teresa Rita Lopes, ed., Fernando 
Pessoa et le drame symbolyste: Héritage 
et création (Paris: Fundação Calouste 
Gulbenkian, 1977). [n.d.]

Since Nordau’s 
Degeneration
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We ourselves know very little about Portuguese literature. But even 
if we knew a lot, it would still be difficult to determine where this new 
school came from. After France, it was in Portugal where a school with 
symbolist characteristics next arose, even if few people knew about it; two 
names, at most, have emerged: Eugénio de Castro and António Feijó. But 
the new school we’re talking about, besides having nothing to do with this 
other one, bears little resemblance to French symbolism (though there 
are some similarities, perhaps deriving from a common sickly element).

It would be difficult to give the reader an even approximate idea of 
what this new tendency is, in part because so few books from the school 
have yet been published, but also because it is of itself so complex, so 
confused, that there’s no way of defining it.

The leader of the school is either Fernando Pessoa or Mr. Mário de 
Sá-Carneiro, I’m not sure which. According to those in the know, it’s 
more likely the former. Mr. Fernando Pessoa hasn’t a single book to his 
name. I don’t know if that’s in order to assume the role of a Portuguese 
Mallarmé or because he hasn’t managed to find a publisher prepared to 
publish him, which is quite conceivable. Mr. Mário de Sá-Carneiro has 
had three books published, the first belonging outside the new school, 
the next two, published simultaneously and only quite recently, being 
plainly inside it. They are, besides, along with “Distance,” a book of verse 
by another proponent, Mr. António Pedro Guisado, the only books the 
new school has produced. One of the two Sá-Carneiro books is a novel, 
the other a book of verse. (They are called, respectively, “Lúcio’s Confes-
sion” and “Dispersion,” the latter offering a wonderful description of the 
spiritual state of the school and its proponents.)

Though it’s easy to recognize how sick and dangerous the school is, 
nobody can deny that Mr. Sá-Carneiro has extraordinary qualities as a 
novelist and prose writer. It’s just a shame that the plot in his two novels 
is so inaccessible to the public and that the style he writes in suffers con-
stantly from the school’s afflictions. The same thing could easily be said of 
Mr. Guisado’s and Mr. Sá-Carneiro’s books of verse. They suffer from exces-
sive refinement, an exaggerated introspection that is typical of the school.

We will randomly select a few lines and carefully reproduce them 
here, so that readers can get a good impression of what this new school 
is all about.

Here are some from Mr. Mário de Sá-Carneiro:

And some from Mr. António Guisado:

But according to what I’m told in Lisbon, nothing demonstrates the 
school’s excesses better than the following poem, reproduced here in its 
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entirety, by Fernando Pessoa. The poem was published in A Renascença 
magazine and died an instant death:

As can easily be seen, Mr. Pessoa’s intention is to record his spiritual 
state at dusk, registering all his impressions, no matter how small or how 
little they have to do with one another. As said earlier, “Dispersion” is the 
most characteristic work of the entire school. One must duly recognize 
that there are a few delightful lines in Mr. Pessoa’s poems, and a few 
decent verses. This poetry more or less gave the school its name (which 
they tell me is provisional); it would seem that Mr. Pessoa was reciting 
his work in Lisbon and someone latched onto his first word (pauis, (. . .)), 
resulting in the school itself being dubbed “Paulism.”

Here is the mother poem of “Paulism”:
We must not be unfair. Despite everything about the school that is 

sick and dangerous—due to it being so easily assimilated—it has to be 
recognized that its proponents do have undoubted talent and are mani-
festly superior to other writers emerging in Portugal, and perhaps not just 
Portugal. What is regrettable is that the very essence of their inspiration 
is, above anything else, so sickly. From the extracts we have offered here, 
it’s easy to imagine the influence this “Paulist” school might have on the 
thoughts, inspirations, and even grammar of our young!

Fernando Pessoa
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Paulism is, as João Correia de Oliveira put it to us in the Café A Bra-
sileira, an intoxication of artificiality.

Guilherme de Santa Rita’s role in all this. A poor lad whose artifice 
conceals a lack of true originality. Audacious as those with no other le-
gitimate means to gain attention must be.

Paulism is the insincere worship of artificiality.
There are three ways to be artificial: (1) by cultivating artificiality as 

a philosophy—as in the case of Oscar Wilde; (2) by purporting to admire, 
or by actually being, vile, criminal, violent, cynical; (3) by pretending to 
be a lunatic and finding it amusing to think lunatic-like.

Nowhere in my work, produced in earnest and with notions of great-
ness, is there a single paulist line.

The need to dominate paulist elements.
The worship of secondary things.
Because anything great causes amazement, the artificial artist dis-

penses with wanting to cause amazement and instead wants to give itself 
the impression of being great.

Because anything new irritates, the artificial dispenses with wanting 
to irritate. But besides the new, there is another thing that irritates: the 
absurd, the merely irritating. Confusion.

Because audacity is needed to open a path to a new art, the artificial 
limits itself to being audacious, without feeling it in its soul.

An inversion of the psychic element is thus produced.

Fernando Pessoa

8 Fernando Cabral Martins and Richard 
Zenith, eds., Fernando Pessoa: Sobre 
Orpheu e o sensacionismo (Lisbon: 
Assírio & Alvim, 2015). [ca. 1914–1916]

Paulism Is, as 
Put to Us in the 
“Brasileira”
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I

MY DREAM of an infinite port crosses this landscape
And the flowers’ color is transparent to the sails of large 
ships

Casting off from the wharf, dragging the silhouettes of these old
Sunlit trees as their shadows over the waters . . .

The port I dream of is somber and pallid,
And the landscape is sunny viewed from this side . . .
But in my mind today’s sun is a somber port
And the ships leaving the port are these sunlit trees . . .

Freed into two, I slid straight down the landscape . . .
The substance of the wharf is the clear and calm road
That rises, going up like a wall,
And the ships pass through the trunks of the trees
In a vertically horizontal fashion,
Dropping their lines in the water through the leaves one by one . . .

I don’t know who I dream I am . . .
Suddenly all the seawater in the port is transparent
And I see on the bottom, like a huge print unrolled across it,
This entire landscape, a row of trees, a road glowing in that port,

9
Slanting Rain
“Chuva oblíqua,” first published  
in Orpheu, no. 2 (April–June 1915).
Fernando Pessoa, Poesias (1942),  
ed. João Gaspar Simões  
and Luiz de Montalvor, 15th ed.  
(Lisbon: Ática, 1995).
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And the shadow of a sailing ship older than the port and passing
Between my dream of the port and my looking at this landscape,
And it approaches me, enters me,
And passes to the other side of my soul . . .

II

THE CHURCH lights up inside today’s rain,
And each candle that’s lit is more rain hitting 

the window . . .

Hearing the rain cheers me, for it’s the temple all aglow,
And the church windows seen from outside are the sound 

of the rain heard from inside . . .

The splendor of the high altar is my almost not being able to 
see the hills

Through the rain, which is solemn gold gracing the altar cloth . . .
The choir’s chant Latinly resounds, the wind makes the window 

rattle in my ear
And I sense the water hissing in the fact a choir exists . . .

The Mass is an automobile passing
Amid the faithful who kneel on today being a sad day . . .
A sudden wind rocks with greater splendor
The feast of the cathedral, and the rain’s sound absorbs 

everything
Until all that’s heard is the priest’s voice water vanishing 

in the distance
With the sound of automobile wheels . . .

And the church lights go out
In the rain that’s ending . . .
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III

The Great Sphinx of Egypt dreams inside this sheet 
of paper . . .

I write—and she appears to me through my transparent 
hand

And the pyramids rise up in a corner of the paper . . .

I write—and I’m startled to see that the nib of my pen
Is the profile of King Cheops . . .
I freeze . . .
Everything goes dark . . . I fall into an abyss made of time . . .
I’m buried under the pyramids writing verses by the bright light

of this lamp
And the whole of Egypt presses down on me through the strokes 

I make with my pen . . .

I hear the Sphinx laughing to herself
The sound of my pen running over the paper . . .
An enormous hand, passing through my not being able to see her,
Sweeps everything into the corner of the ceiling that’s behind me,
And on the paper where I write, between it and the pen that’s

writing,
Lies the corpse of King Cheops, looking at me with wide-open

eyes,
And between our gazing at each other flows the Nile,
And a gaiety of flag-bedecked ships meanders 
In a hazy diagonal line
Between me and what I’m thinking . . .

Funeral of King Cheops in old gold and Me! . . .
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IV

The tambourine silence of this room! . . .
The walls are in Andalusia . . .
There are sensual dances in the light’s steady glow . . .

Suddenly everything freezes . . .,
Freezes, slides, unfolds . . .,
And in a corner of the ceiling, but much farther than the corner,
White hands open secret windows,
And since it’s a spring night outside
Bunches of violets are falling
Over my eyes being closed . . .

 V

Outside a whirlwind of sun the horses 
of the merry-go-round . . .

Within me a static dance of trees, stones and hills . . .
Absolute night in the brightly lit fair, moonlight on the sunny 

day outside,
And the fair’s many lights make noises out of the garden walls . . .
Groups of girls with jugs on their heads
Passing by outside and drenched by the sun
Cut across thick crowds of people at the fair,
People mixed up with the lights of the stands, with the night 

and the moonlight,
And the two groups meet and blend
Until they form just one which is both . . .
The fair, the fair lights, the people at the fair
And the night that seizes the fair and lifts it into the air
Are above the tops of the trees drenched by the sun,
They’re visible beneath the rocks that gleam in the sun,
They pop out from behind the jugs carried on the girls’ heads,
And the whole of this spring landscape is the moon above the fair,
And the whole fair, with its sounds and lights, is the ground 

of this sunny day . . .
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Suddenly someone shakes this twofold hour as if in a sieve,
And the powder of the two realities, mixed together, falls
On my hands full of drawings of ports
Where huge sailing ships are casting off with no intention 

of returning . . .
Powder of white and black gold on my fingers . . .
My hands are the steps of that girl leaving the fair,
Alone and contented like this day . . .

VI

The maestro waves his baton,
And the sad, languid music begins . . .
It reminds me of my childhood, of a day

I spent playing in my backyard, throwing a ball
Against the wall . . .  On one side of the ball
Sailed a green dog, on the other side
A yellow jockey was riding a blue horse . . .

The music continues, and on the white wall of my childhood
That’s suddenly between me and the maestro
The ball bounces back and forth, now a green dog,
Now a blue horse with a yellow jockey . . .

My backyard takes up the whole theater, my childhood
Is everywhere, and the ball starts to play music,
A sad hazy music that runs around my backyard
Dressed as a green dog turning into a yellow jockey . . .
(So quickly spins the ball between me and the musicians . . .)

I throw it at my childhood and it
Passes through the whole theater that’s at my feet
Playing with a yellow jockey and a green dog
And a blue horse that looms above the wall
Of my backyard . . .  And the music throws balls
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At my childhood . . .  And the wall is made of baton
Movements and wildly whirling green dogs,
Blue horses and yellow jockeys . . .

The whole theater is a white wall of music
Where a green dog runs after my nostalgia
For my childhood, a blue horse with a yellow jockey . . .

And from one side to the other, from right to left,
From the trees where orchestras play music in the upper

branches
To the rows of balls in the shop where I bought my ball
And the shopkeeper smiles amid the memories 

of my childhood . . .

And the music stops like a wall that collapses,
The ball rolls over the cliff of my interrupted dreams,
And on top of a blue horse the maestro, a yellow jockey

turning black,
Gives thanks while laying down his baton on a fleeing wall,
And he takes a bow, smiling, with a white ball on top 

of his head,
A white ball that rolls down his back out of sight . . .

Fernando Pessoa
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10
Intersectionism 
of the 1st Degree

Intersectionism of the 1st degree—or material intersectionism—Intersec-
tion of artistic output. That of the futurists and the cubists who intersect 
in painting and literature, sculpture and literature.

      Intersectionism of the 2nd degree: that of artistic processes.

      Intersectionism of the 3rd degree: that of forms of inspiration.

Intersectionism of the 4th degree: that of objects of inspiration.

The Romantics sought to join. The intersectionists seek to fuse. Wagner 
wanted music + painting + poetry. We want music x painting x poetry.

In order to be simultaneous, Marinetti comes from literature; he wants 
to be simultaneous by a trick of typographic layout. An inferior form.

Futurism isn’t art; it’s a theory of art, accompanied by illustrations that 
explain nothing.

Fernando Pessoa

Jerónimo Pizarro, ed., 
Sensacionismo e outros ismos 
(Lisbon: Imprensa Nacional Casa 
da Moeda, 2009). [ca. 1914]

>
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11
Manifesto:  
Essential Principles
Jerónimo Pizarro, ed., Sensacionismo  
e outros ismos (Lisbon: Imprensa 
Nacional Casa da Moeda, 2009). [n.d.]

1st –
Art is an interpretation of Life. Life is incomprehensible and complex. Any 
art that is simple and not mysterious will, therefore, fail as a sense of Life; 
it will be false art, a crude rendering of the artist’s purest senses. It does 
not strive to comprehend life—it strives merely to express it: this is Art. 

2nd –
Art is the expression of individuality. Individuality is vague and indeci-
sive—no man comprehends himself. All “art” that assumes to be clear 
and explicit assumes a throne that does not exist, for there are no explicit 
sentiments. To assume that art is inside you is to confess that you see 
only the surface of sentiments. All art that reveals the artist shows an 
artist who has nothing to reveal and is therefore a nonartist. 

3rd –
Art is the discarding of Reality. To produce pictures, statues, sympho-
nies, or poems is, in human terms, an abnormality. There are only two 
things art tackles legitimately—the abnormal considered normal(1) and 
the normal considered abnormal(2).

(1) The work by Mário de Sá Carneiro
(2) The work by Fernando Pessoa

Fernando Pessoa
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12
Manifesto I
Jerónimo Pizarro, ed., 
Sensacionismo e outros ismos 
(Lisbon: Imprensa Nacional 
Casa da Moeda, 2009). [n.d.]

1.
Apparently imminent, the definitive appearance of the paramount poet 
of our Race and of the Modern World, long heralded, albeit understatedly, 
by the nonbrilliant and sphinxian nexus-less name of Super-Camões; 
the undeniable need to react in Leonine against Life, as understood by 
those who live and work it; to popularize, through invasion by stealth, 
the pictorial means of making oneself understood—the Revolt of the 
Superiors must be given its Erroneous Flag and the Essential Helmet; 
the one with the other, more obscure Coat of Arms, must be given its 
winged and haloed Insignia.

2.
The futurists—roll them up into a ball, crippled Europe, sausage factory 
of anxieties, will-o’-the-wisp contraries, ruins of the Modern . . .

The cubists—down the stairs! geometry cooks, regressive and rusty ex-
train-crashes, crates lying open on the Quays—why so little and so fo-
cused on emigrating into Foreignness?

Orphism—ruffle its hair. Apollinaire’s water—leave out the water, then 
the bottle. All arts and isms and ists . . . Paris provinces . . . cubisms that 
have lost their hats . . . Port wine unopened in London.

—Note to the kidnapped—Mr. Guillaume Apollinaire’s wine. 

Fernando Pessoa
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13
Manifesto II
Jerónimo Pizarro, ed., 
Sensacionismo e outros ismos 
(Lisbon: Imprensa Nacional 
Casa da Moeda, 2009). [ca. 1915]

In the past, man did not have perfect consciousness of himself. This has 
only happened in modernity. Only in modernity, therefore, can there be 
a true art.

In the past, the external world existed more than the internal, which 
these days, ever since Kant, we recognize as being the only truth. Greek 
art is all false.

Through the speeds and material difficulties caused by scientific products, 
we have contrived to become deeply convinced by Matter of the giddiness 
of the Spirit, of spiritual activity.

Through Machines, through Science, Matter has become spiritualized, 
because Science is the spiritualization of Matter, the imposition of the 
Spirit upon the Matter. Therefore, only in modernity can Matter’s perfect 
conformity with the Spirit begin, can the Age of Uranus dawn.

Analytical intersectionism

Fernando Pessoa
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I.
Today, on finally making the decision to be Me, to live up to my calling 
and, therefore, to spurn all notions of allurement, any plebeian socia-
balizing of me, any Intersectionism, I returned, once and for all, from a 
journey through the impressions of others, back to the plain possession 
of my Genius and the divine consciousness of my Mission. From now 
on, all I want of myself is my born-character; and my Genius, likewise 
innate, compels me not to stop being.

To take a stance for stance’s sake, it might as well be the most noble 
stance, the highest and calmest. To take a posture for posture’s sake, the 
posture of being what I am.

No provoking the plebs, no Catherine wheels for laughs, no anger at 
the inferior. Superiority does not hide behind a clown’s mask; it dresses 
as renunciation and silence.

The last trace of the influence of others on my character ends with 
this. I recognized—on feeling that I could and would overcome the intense 
and childish desire to “launch Intersectionism”—the tranquil possession 
of myself.

Today a flash of lightning dazzled me with lucidity. I was born.

Facets of this:
My intellectual disengagement reaching its finished form.
My social sentiment achieving a form of balance.
My genealogical study.

The hideous urge to set up Europa has ceased; the wish to assist and 
contribute to A Renascença has returned, because for the intellectual 

14
Today, on Finally 
Making the Decision 
to Be Me
Jerónimo Pizarro, ed., Sensacionismo e 
outros ismos (Lisbon: Imprensa Nacional 
Casa da Moeda, 2009). [1914]
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and social anarchism in me, this is the path to take. From it, Patria can 
be acted upon. And my recent craving to be a man of action (commercial 
once more!—the end will be the pointless disaster typography has ushered 
in) has disappeared. I have become conscious of my social, political, and 
intellectual role and of what I can and should do. My impressionability 
has taken me a long way. Happily, everything conspired to ensure that I 
avoided achieving anything and then having to repent it.

(Aunt Anica was right when she told me not to let myself be led by oth-
ers—she meant it in a different sense, but maybe a bit in this sense too.)

II.
See if I study, work, elaborate from now on. My spiritual anxieties will 
continue on many fronts; but on one front they will cease, because by 
searching for myself in the essence of everything I made myself restless, 
for I never found myself.

Marinetti, all of this—the ultimate degree of clowning, that’s all.
Associate myself less with others.
God be with me.

Should I frequent “society”? seek love?—?
I seem to have abdicated myself from Dispersion, submission, and 

weakness.
It takes a lot, like a believer who wants to become a father and aban-

don his bride. But there is, at the same time, huge joy at this liberation.
Besides this, given my greatness, my plebeian stance would prove a 

painful example . . .
War—could contrasting its seriousness with its frivolous futurism-ness 

have any (even if hidden and subconscious) influence? 

u

LETTER TO CÔRTES-RODRIGUES

Out of everyone, it’s Côrtes-Rodrigues who understands me best and most 
intimately. Tell him this.

But couldn’t Intersectionisms actually become something really sin-
gular? (2nd manifesto) and, therefore, the anthology too?—Look into this.

Intersectionism is, 1st, an approximation of other people, a trifling 
school for which I’ve assumed responsibility, and so I shoulder the boos 
aimed at others.

Fernando Pessoa
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Sensationism affirms, first and foremost, the principle of the primordial-
ity of sensations—that sensations constitute the only reality we have.

Departing from there, sensationism notes that there are two kinds 
of sensations—sensations that apparently come from the exterior and 
sensations that apparently come from the interior. And it establishes that 
there is a third order of sensations that arise from mental endeavor—
sensations of the abstract.

In asking what the ultimate aim of art is, sensationism establishes 
that it cannot be the organization of sensations from the exterior, because 
that is the aim of science; nor can it be the organization of sensations 
from the interior, for that is the aim of philosophy; it is, therefore, the 
organization of sensations of the abstract. Art is an attempt to create a 
reality that is entirely different from the one suggested by sensations 
that have evidently come from the exterior or interior.

But art must obey Reality’s conditions (that is, it must produce things 
that have, as much as possible, a sense of the concrete, for art is crea-
tion and it must therefore produce an effect that is, as much as possible, 
analogous to the effect produced by exterior things). Art must also obey 
Emotion’s conditions, meaning it must produce the same effect that sensa-
tions that have come exclusively from the interior produce, which is to be 
emotional without provoking action, such as in the sensations of dreams, 
understood to be interior sensations in their purest state.

Art, in that it must combine the three qualities of Abstraction, Reality, 
and Emotion, should forever be conscious of being an abstract concretiza-
tion of emotion (the emotional concretization of abstraction).
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Thus, art is concerned not with reality (and anyway, there is no reality, 
just artificially coordinated sensations), or emotion (and anyway, there is 
no actual emotion, just the sensations of emotion), but abstraction. Not 
pure abstraction, which generates the metaphysical, but creative abstrac-
tion, abstraction in motion. While philosophy is static, art is dynamic; 
indeed, this is the only difference between art and philosophy.

For abstract concretization of emotion, it is understood that emotion, if 
it is to have any importance, must be taken as reality, not concrete reality, 
but abstract reality. That’s why I do not consider painting, sculpture, and 
architecture to be art, for they try to concretize emotion in the concrete. 
There are only three arts: metaphysics (which is an art), literature, and 
music. And maybe even music isn’t . . .

Fernando Pessoa
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For Orpheu

Sensationism

To sense is to create.
—“But what is it to sense?” 
To sense is to think without having an idea, which is why to sense is to 
comprehend, given that the Universe has no ideas.

To have an opinion is not to sense.
All opinions are someone else’s.
To think is to want to transmit to others what you feel you sense.

Only what is thought can be communicated to others. What is sensed 
cannot be communicated. You can only communicate the value of what 
you sense. You can only give a sense of what you sense. You cannot get 
the reader to sense the same thing. Only have the reader sense things 
in the same way.

Sensations open doors to the prison in which thought entraps the soul.
Lucidity should only reach the threshold of the soul. In the antecham-

bers of sensation itself, being explicit is forbidden.
To sense is to comprehend. To think is to err. To comprehend what the 

other person is thinking is to disagree with them. To comprehend what 
the other person senses is to be them. To be another person is of huge 
metaphysical worth. God is everyone.

16
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To see, hear, smell, taste, touch—these are the only commandments 
of the law of God. Sensations are divine because they are our relation-
ship with the Universe, and our relationship with the Universe is God.

Though it seems strange, it is possible to hear with the eyes, see 
with the ears, see and hear and touch aromas, savor the taste of colors 
and sounds, hear flavors, and hear them indefinitely. It’s a question of 
cultivating (. . .)

To act is to disbelieve. To think is to err. Only sensing is belief and truth. 
Nothing exists outside our sensations. That’s why to act is to betray our 
thoughts, even without having the thought.

Politics is the art of steering societies without knowing how to steer 
them. Having political ideas is the easiest way not to have ideas. The 
only way to steer societies is by disregarding other societies. Fraternity 
is born of mutual disregard.

Progress is the least noble of unnecessary lies. Even without thinking 
about progress, people would cease to advance.

Sensation is written directly in crooked material lines.
Sensation is the endless tunnel in which critics play at being Danaids. 

Individuality is inexhaustible, because every individual born is one more. 
Logic is a wall blocking absolutely nothing.

To disregard those who work and fight, to abhor those who sacrifice 
themselves, to be horrified by those who hope and trust—that’s what 
aristocratic duty is.

To want to reestablish tradition is to want to put up a ladder and climb 
a wall that’s already fallen . . . It’s interesting, because it’s absurd, but 
it’s only worthwhile because it’s not worthwhile.

There is no rule of truth other than to agree with yourself. The uni-
verse does not agree with itself, because it passes itself by. Life does not 
agree with itself, because it dies. Paradox is Nature’s typical formula. 
That’s why all truth has a paradoxical form.

All these principles are true, but the opposite principles are just as 
true as these ones. (To affirm is to be mistaken at the door.)

To think is to limit. To reason is to exclude. There are times when it is 
good to think, because there are times when it is good to limit and exclude.

The apostles—political, social, religious—are (. . .), don’t preach 
good or evil, virtue or vice, truth or error, kindness or cruelty. Preach 
about yourself to yourself, shout it out loud, so everyone can hear. 
That’s the only truth and the only error, the only morality and the only  
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immorality, (. . .) that you must preach, that you can preach, that you 
should preach.

Always substitute yourself for yourself. You are not enough for your-
self. Always be unpredictable to yourself. Let yourself happen before 
you. May your sensations be a matter of chance, affairs that happen  
to you . . . You must be a lawless universe in order to be superior.

These are the fundamental principles of sensationism. The opposite 
principles are also the fundamental principles of sensationism.

Don’t preach virtue, because all preachers preach it; don’t preach vice, 
because everyone already has one; don’t preach truth, because you don’t 
know what it is; don’t preach error, because by preaching it, you’ll be 
preaching a truth.

Preach about yourself to yourself, for that alone is what nobody knows 
but you, that alone is what nobody is but you, that alone is what nobody 
(. . .)

Preach to yourself assiduously, scandalously, and elegantly. The only 
thing you are is you. Be you like a peacock; be you hugely, with full hands, 
over Someone else. Make your soul metaphysical, ethical, and aesthetic. 
Substitute yourself for God indecently. It’s the only truly religious stance. 
(God is in everything apart from himself.)

Make your being into an atheist religion; make your sensations into 
ritual and cult. Live perpetually in the soul of Others, in the red irony 
of being conscious of yourself.

It’s not necessary to exist. It is necessary to sense. See how utterly absurd 
this sentence is. Commit yourself, body and soul, to not comprehending.

Politics is an error of vanity made by those born to be coachmen.

Your soul is one of your pseudonyms
God is one of your pseudonyms,
God is one of our pseudonyms

We all have futurist moments, like when, for example, we trip over a 
stone. 

Art is a way of admiring ourselves. That’s why wearing fashionable 
clothes is the reflex art of simple people. Thought is the mirror to the 
soul; expressing our sensations, which is what art consists of, the inter-
pretation of sensations through thought, is, therefore, a spiritual seeing 
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ourselves in the mirror. The so-called “need to create” is no more than 
the need to admire ourselves.

Democracy is the next-door neighbor (who drops rubbish in my back-
yard).

(. . .) is, like Affonso Costa, a way of Nature having fun at our expense.

The only dogma for you is you.
I’m saying these things to you so that you’ll disagree. (It’s the best 

way of having you agree.)
Accept yourself reverentially from God’s hands.
If you’re 1 m 70 tall, that’s your point of view. 
If you weigh 70 kilos, that’s how much your life weighs.

Fernando Pessoa
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1.
All art is based on sensation.

2.
For the sensation to move from senseless emotion to artistic emotion, or 
to become susceptible to becoming artistic, the sensation must be intellec-
tualized. An intellectualized sensation follows two successive processes: 
the first is our being conscious of the sensation, for our being conscious 
of a sensation immediately makes it a sensation of a different order; 
the next is to be conscious of this consciousness; in other words: after a 
sensation has consciously been recognized as being one—which is what 
gives it artistic emotion—the sensation moves on to being intellectual-
ized, which is what gives it power to be expressed. We therefore have:

1. Sensation, purely as it is.

2. Our being conscious of the sensation, which gives the sensation a 
value and, therefore, an aesthetic marker.

3. Our being conscious of our being conscious of the sensation, which 
leads to an intellectualizing of an intellectualization; in other words, 
the power of expression.

3. 
Now, every sensation is complex; that is, every sensation consists of more 
than the simple element it seems to consist of. Indeed, it consists of the 
following elements: a) the sensation of the sensed object; b) the memory 
of analogous objects and other objects that inevitably and spontaneously 
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connect to this sensation; c) the vague sensation of the spirit of the soul 
through which the sensation is sensed; d) the primitive sensation of the 
person sensing it. The simplest of sensations includes, without being 
sensed, all these elements.

4. 
But when the sensation is intellectualized, it becomes decomposed. Be-
cause—what is an intellectualized sensation? One of three things: a) a 
sensation decomposed, by instinctive or encouraged analysis, into its com-
ponent elements; b) a sensation to which another element is consciously 
added, an element that does not exist, even indistinctly, within it; c) a 
sensation that deliberately misleads in order to produce a particular ef-
fect, one that did not originally exist in it.

These are the three means of intellectualizing sensation.

Fernando Pessoa
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Sensationism began with the friendship between Fernando Pessoa and 
Mário de Sá-Carneiro. It is probably difficult to separate the part each 
of them had in the origin of the movement, and certainly quite useless 
to determine it. The fact is they built up the beginnings between them.

But each Sensationist worth mentioning is a separate personality, 
and they have naturally all interacted.

Fernando Pessoa and Mário de Sá-Carneiro stand nearest to the sym-
bolists. Álvaro  de Campos and Almada Negreiros are the nearest to the 
more modern style of feeling and writing. The others are intermediate.

Fernando Pessoa suffers from classical culture.
No sensationist has gone higher than Sá-Carneiro in the expression 

of what may be called, in sensationism, coloured  feelings. His imagina-
tion—one of the very finest in modern literature, for he outdid Poe in 
the reasoning-tale, in The Strange Death of Professor Antena—rioted 
among the elements given it by the senses and his colour-sense is one of 
the intensest ones in literary men.

Fernando Pessoa is more purely intellectual; his power lies more in 
the intellectual analysis of feeling and emotion, which he has carried 
to a perfection which renders us almost breathless. Of his static Drama 
The Sailor a reader once said: “It makes the exterior world quite unreal,” 
and it does. No more remote thing exists in literature. Maeterlinck’s best 
nebulosity and subtlety is coarse and carnal by comparison.
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José de Almada Negreiros is more spontaneous and rapid, but he is 
none the less a man of genius. He is younger than the others, not only in 
age, but in spontaneity and effervescence. His is a very distinct personal-
ity, and the wonder is how he came about it so early

Luiz de Montalvor is the nearest to the symbolists. He is very little 
removed, in point of style and spiritual direction, from Mallarmé, who, 
it is not difficult to guess, must be his favourite poet. But there are clear 
sensationist elements in his poetry, things entirely out; of Mallarmé, 
more intellectually deeper, more heartfelt in the brain, to speak quite 
sensationistically.

How far more interesting than the cubists and the futurists!
I never wished to know personally any of the sensationists. Being 

persuaded that the best knowledge is impersonal.
Álvaro de Campos is excellently defined as a Walt Whitman with a 

Greek poet inside. He has all the power of intellectual, emotional and 
physical sensation that characterised Whitman. But he has the precisely 
opposite trait—a Power of construction and orderly development of a 
poem that no poet since Milton has attained. Álvaro de Campos’ Trium-
phal Ode, which is written in the whitmanesque absence of stanza and 
rhyme (and regularity) has a construction and an orderly development 
which stultifies the perfection that Lycidas, for instance, can claim in 
this particular. The Naval Ode, which covers no less than 22 pages of 
Orpheu, is a very marvel of organisation. No German regiment ever 
had the inner discipline which underlies that composition, which, from 
its typographical aspect, might almost be considered as a specimen of 
futurist carelessness. The same considerations apply to the magnificent 
Salutation to Walt Whitman in the third Orpheu.

The same considerations might almost apply to José de Almada Ne-
greiros: if he were not less disciplined and more (. . .)

The Scene of Hatred written by “José de Almada Negreiros, sensation-
ist poet and Narcissus of Egypt” (as he calls himself) (. . .)

He is said to have many unprinted works and some unprintable ones.
The sensationist who has published most is Mário de Sá-Carneiro. He 

was born in May 1890 and committed suicide in Paris on the 26th April 
1916. At the time the French papers called him, of course, a Futurist, 
though, and because, he was none.

His chief strength is in the body of his tales, but their length precludes 
their inclusion in this anthology.

But the bad point about these classics is that, even when they are 
classics, they are not Portuguese. Any man of genius—When genius is 
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concerned—could have done that out of Portugal; so there was no use 
in doing it in Portuguese. We cannot admit a man writing in his native 
language unless he has something to say which only a man speaking 
that language could say. The great point about Shakespeare is that he 
could not but be English. That is why he wrote in English and was born 
in England. A thing that can just as well be said in one language as in 
another had better not be said at all. It is only new on the surface. (?)

The Portuguese Sensationists are original and interesting because, 
being strictly Portuguese, they are cosmopolitan and universal. The Por-
tuguese temperament is universal: that is its magnificent superiority. The 
one great act of Portuguese history—that long,  cautious, scientific period 
of the Discoveries—is the one great cosmopolitan act in history. The whole 
people stamp themselves there. An original, typically Portuguese literature 
cannot be Portuguese, because the typical Portuguese are never Portu-
guese. There is something American, with the noise left out and the quo-
tidian omitted, in the intellectual temper of this people. No people seizes 
so readly on novelties. No people depersonalises so magnificently. That 
weakness is its great strength. That temperamental nonregionalism is its 
unused might. That indefiniteness of soul is what makes them definite.

Because the great fact about the Portuguese is that they are the most 
civilised people in Europe. They are born civilised, because they are born 
acceptors of all. They have nothing of what the old psychiatrists used 
to call misoneism, meaning only hatred of things new; they have a posi-
tive love of novelty and change. They have no stable elements, as the 
French have, who only make revolutions for export. The Portuguese are 
always making revolutions. When a Portuguese goes to bed he makes a 
revolution, because the Portuguese who wakes up the next day is quite 
different. He is precisely a day older, quite distinctly a day older. Other 
people wake up every morning yesterday. Tomorrow is always several 
years away. Not so this quite strange people. They go so quick that they 
leave everything undone, including going quick. Nothing is less idle than 
a Portuguese. The only idle part of the nation is the working part of it. 
Hence their lack of evident progress.

As for modern Portuguese literature, the best thing is to go round the 
corner when it comes. It is the echo of an echo of an echo of something 
which was not worth saying. When it is not pure dirt, as in Abel Botelho’s 
novels, it ought to be dirt, at least to be something, as in the novels and 
poems of all the other authors.

All classic Portuguese literature hardly rises to the interesting; it 
hardly rises to the classic. Putting aside a few things in Camões, which 
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are noble, several things of Anthero de Quental, which are great, one or 
two poems of Junqueiro, which are worth reading, if only to find how far 
he can educate himself out of having educated himself into Hugo, one 
poem of Teixeira de Pascoaes who has spent the rest of his literary life in 
apologising in bad poetry for having written one of the very greatest love 
poems in the world—if this is excepted, and some minor things which 
are exceptions by their very being minor things, the sum and whole of 
Portuguese literature is hardly literature and scarcely ever Portuguese. It 
is Provençal, Italian, Spanish and French, occasionally English, in some 
people, like Garrett, who knew enough French to read bad French transla-
tions of inferior English poems and go right when they go wrong on that. 
Portuguese literature has some good prose; Vieira is a master anywhere, 
though he preached. It is also said he is a guide to the language, but that 
can be excused, because he is a guide to Machiavelli through his Jesuit 
nature. There are fine things in the early chroniclers, but they came 
before Portugal awoke to find itself missing all over the world, with all 
the oceans open to the people who hadn’t dared to go there first.

One or two modern poets climb up to the interesting, but they are 
tired when they reach it, and sleep out the rest of their literary lives. 
Thus Pascoaes, who wrote an “Elegy” which stands above Browning’s 
Last Ride Together as a metaphysical love poem, and after that a number 
of poems which stand below anything anybody likes to propose, and are 
an elegy on the inspiration of Pascoaes.

There are a lot of local great poets who suffer from not having been 
anything in a former incarnation, and acting on an anamnesia of that. 
Indian astrologers say that a child cannot be born except at certain mo-
ments of the world-breath. These poets and prose-writers got advantage 
of the intervals and filled them all up. You could hardly do that out of 
Portugal, but you can do it badly in Portugal. (var: You can do that out 
of Portugal, but you can’t do it quite so well as where Affonso Costa is a 
statesman and several other Costas people).

There are only two interesting things in Portugal—the landscape 
and Orpheu. All the packing in between is used-up rotten straw. It has 
served in outer Europe and comes to an end in between the two inter-
esting things in Portugal. It sometimes spoils the landscape by put-
ting Portuguese people on it. But it cannot spoil Orpheu, because that  
is Portugal-proof.

I had been a day and a half in Portugal when I noticed the landscape. 
It took me a year and a half to notice Orpheu. It is true I landed in Por-
tugal from England at the same time as Orpheu from Olympus. But that 
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does not matter and is only a God-sent coincidence, which I accept and 
am thankful for.

If there were any instinct of the sensible in modern writing, I would 
begin with the landscape and finish up with Orpheu. But, God be thanked, 
there is no instinct of the sensible in modern writing, so I leave the 
landscape and begin and end with Orpheu. The landscape is there all 
the time and can be looked at by those who choose and can go. Orpheu 
is there but it can hardly be read by all. At best it can be read by very 
few. But it is worth reading. It is worth learning Portuguese to read it. 
Not that there is any Goethe or Shakespeare in it. But there is enough 
to compensate for there being no Goethe nor Shakespeare. Orpheu is 
the sum and synthesis of all modern literary movements; that is why it 
is more worthy of being written about than the landscape which is only 
the absence of the people who live in it.

Orpheu is a quarterly review of which, though it began a year and 
a half ago, only three numbers have appeared. That means nothing ex-
cept that it means nothing. It has about eighty pages to each number 
and not very many collaborators covering those eighty pages. Some run 
through the three numbers, and others alternate. They are extraordinar-
ily varied considering their small number and the fact that they are all  
very modern. Each number adds a new interest to this marvellous syn-
thetic movement. I am waiting for the fourth number with absolute 
anguish. It may be silly, though it is true to say there is much more 
unexpectedness and interest in Orpheu than there is in the present War.

Álvaro de Campos
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When Orpheu magazine was launched upon Lisbon in March 1915, it 
was greeted, by those who pass for critics in our country, with antago-
nism and scandal. The consequence of this was, as is well-known, that 
the magazine became a literary triumph. The same order of protests 
greeted the arrival of the second issue, only this time certain literary 
works from the new issue earned widespread indignation and took public 
antagonism to new heights.

Orpheu became one of the magazines of the year, regularly cropping 
up in private conversation. A quaint incident, involving one of the Lisbon 
newspapers, brought more political scandal and further success to the 
magazine.

Despite all this, some people viewed matters with greater considera-
tion. A few curious civilians, emerging from amid the milieu of carbonari 
and political thieves, genuinely wanted to know where the magazine had 
come from. They did not believe it was purely a ruse, for they felt it was 
too forceful to be merely that. But at the same time their brains, still 
unaccustomed to the original and European manifestations of literature, 
could not fully judge the authors’ intentions.

It became pressing, therefore, that this section of the reading public, 
having expressed an interest, even if just to themselves, be afforded  
a satisfactory and thorough explanation from the sensationists. That is 
the aim of this book. It will endeavor to display, in all its rich complexity, 
exactly what the Portuguese sensationist movement is all about.

What, then, is sensationism?

19
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The Fundamentals of Sensationism

1. 

Sensationism differs from all other literary stances in that it is open, not 
restricted. While all other literary schools begin from a certain number 
of principles based on certain established foundations, Sensationism 
does not base itself on any foundation whatsoever. Any literary or artis-
tic school thinks art should be a certain thing; sensationism thinks art 
should be nothing certain.

Therefore, while any literary trend typically tends, generally speak-
ing, to exclude all others, Sensationism typically tends to embrace them 
all. Thus it is the enemy of all of them, for they are all in this way limited. 
Sensationism accepts them all, with the condition of not accepting any 
of them individually.

Sensationism is like this because, for the Sensationist, every idea, 
every sensation that is to be expressed, must be expressed in a different 
way to the way it is expressed by another. Are there rules then, according 
to which the idea or sensation must primarily be expressed? Undoubt-
edly there are, and they are the fundamental rules of the art. There are 
three of them:

1st—All art is creation, and it is therefore subject to the fundamental 
principles of all creation: to create an objective whole, for which one 
must create a whole resembling all the wholes in Nature—that is, a 
whole in which there is the necessary harmony between the whole and 
its component parts, not a manufactured and external harmony but 
one that is organic and internal. A poem is an animal, Aristotle said; 
and it is so. A poem is a living thing. Only an occultist, of course, can 
understand the sentiment of such an expression, and it is perhaps 
unacceptable to explain it in any more detail than the little that has 
already been said.

2nd—All art is the expression of some psychic phenomenon. Art, 
therefore, consists of appropriation, one so exact that it fits within 
the artistic realm of the patron, the expression of something that 
wants to be expressed. From which we can deduce that all styles are 
acceptable and that there are no simple or complex styles nor strange 
or vulgar styles. There are vulgar ideas and elevated ideas; there are 
simple sensations and complex sensations; and there are creatures 
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that have only vulgar ideas and creatures that often have elevated 
ideas. According to the idea, the style, the expression, there is no 
external criteria for art. The aim of art is not to be comprehensible, 
for art is not political or immoral propaganda.

3rd—As far as the artist is concerned, art does not have a social 
aim. It does have a social destiny, but the artist never knows what 
this is, because Nature hides it within the labyrinth of its intentions. 
I’ll explain this better. The artist should write, paint, sculpt, without 
looking at anything other than what he is writing, painting, sculpt-
ing. He should write without looking outside of himself. That’s why 
art should not be—willfully—moral or immoral. It is as shameful to 
make moral art as it is to make immoral art. Both things imply that 
the artist came down and concerned himself with the people outside. 
In this sense, a Catholic sermon is as inferior as a sorrowful Wilde or 
d’Annunzio, forever concerned with irritating the audience. Irritating 
is a form of pleasing. All creatures who like women know this, and 
I know it too.

Art does, however, have a social outcome, but this lies with Nature and 
not with the poet or painter. Nature produces a determined artist with an 
aim that the artist himself is unaware of, for the simple reason that he is 
not Nature. The more he wants to give his art aim, the more he distances 
himself from his true aim—which he doesn’t know, but that Nature hides 
inside him, in the mystery of his raw personality, his instinctive inspira-
tion. Every artist that gives his art an extra-artistic aim is shameful. He 
is likewise a degenerate, in the worst sense of the word, which it doesn’t 
have. He is likewise, and because of this, antisocial. The way an artist con-
tributes usefully to the society he belongs to—is by not contributing to it.

That’s what Nature ordained for him to do when creating him as an 
artist rather than as a politician or businessman.

The good functioning of any society depends, as even some journal-
ists understand, on the perfect division of work whereby a member of a 
social working group seeks to incorporate, when belonging to that group, 
elements of the work of others into his own work. When the artist seeks 
to give an extra-artistic aim to his art, he gives an extra-artistic aim to 
his personality, and Nature, which created him as an artist, does not 
want this.

Indifference toward Patria, toward Religion, toward so-called civic vir-
tues and the mental provisions of gregarious instinct, is not only useful to, 
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but the absolute duty of, the Artist. If this is immoral, it’s Nature’s fault 
for making the artist in order to create beauty, not to preach to someone.

The more instinctive this division of societal work is, the more per-
fectly society will function, because if the division is instinctive, the spon-
taneous manner in which society adapts to the life it is required to lead 
will be all the more revealing. That’s why the artist must carefully rid 
himself of all psychic things not belonging to art.

It’s perfectly logical for an artist to preach Decadence in his art, just 
as it’s natural for the politician to preach Life and Power in his politics. 
Indeed, that’s just the way it should be. It cannot be countenanced that 
an artist writes patriotic poems, just as it cannot be countenanced that 
a politician writes antipatriotic articles.

What, then, is the relationship between the way of writing that has, 
according to the public and “critics,” typified Sensationism and the stance 
just outlined? If Sensationism is the liberal, broad, all-embracing thing 
we claim it to be, how is it not wrong (and it’s not) to label the strange 
trend to which the majority of the compositions in Orpheu, as well as 
Sá-Carneiro’s books, with the exception of Princípio, and other analogous 
compositions, belong to as Sensationism, to consider them as being typi-
cally Sensationist?

It’s very simple.
We said that one of the principles Sensationism is based on—despite, 

of course, it being based upon none—is that expression be conditioned 
by the emotion being expressed. We said that every idea, by its inner 
virtuality, by its simplicity or complex nature, demands to be expressed in 
a simple or complex way. This theory—which is the true artistic theory—
embraces and allows for all forms of expression, from the most simple 
popular quatrain, which can only be expressed in simple language and 
would be even more badly expressed if expressed in more complex lan-
guage, to the most advanced disjointedly linguistic logic found in the 
pages of Orpheu. It so happens that the generation we belong to—for 
reasons of civilization that would be lazy as well as tedious to outline 
here—is possessed of a richness of sensation, a complexity of emotion, 
and a tenuous and interconnected intellectual vibration that no other 
generation was born with. As is plain to see. A society that was already 
turbulent, literally and intellectually, due to the complex and disrup-
tive consequences of putting the ideas of the French Revolution into 
action, was then faced with the complex and confusing state of a society 
subjected to an ever-growing proliferation of industries, an increasingly 
intense swarm of modern commercial activities. The increase in transport 



123

facilities, the exaggeration of comfort and convenience possibilities, the 
dizzying growth in leisure and pass-time activities—all these factors 
combined, intermingled, reacted daily, created, and defined a type of 
civilization in which emotion, intelligence, and will partake in the fast, 
unstable, and violent manifestations of all that is typical and routine at 
this civilizational stage. In each modern man a neurasthenic must work. 
Nervous tension became the normal state of affairs for the majority of 
people incorporated into the great march of all things public and social. 
Hyperexcitement became the norm.

An increase in international communications facilitates all this, 
spurred further by a growth in culture and culture’s capacity, which is 
a separate thing and more relevant in this case. In this manner, this 
general spirit, which by itself would likely have only come to character-
ize countries at the forefront of industrial and commercial life, spread to 
others, those more stationary and less switched on, and from one side of 
Europe to the other, a network of nerves came to define the spirit of the 
soul in this Era of fire and darkness.

If all of this had happened in an era with established foundations, 
the outcome would have been of minimal importance. But it happened 
in an era still recovering from the disintegration of previous regimes, 
one in which death was visited upon monarchist principles, one in which 
the woodworm of criticism attacked the edifice of religious faith. This 
spirit of criticism would later go further: inevitably it turned upon the 
idols it had only just erected; forces defending ancient ideas used it as 
a weapon against new concepts. Thus, confidence in science, which had 
characterized the Darwinist period of the preceding century, a positive 
stance that in the same era crystallized into the mentality that produced 
the discoveries, a new one every day in physics and chemistry and biol-
ogy, all of this was followed by an era of criticism of these very ideas, an 
inquest into the foundations these new formulae were based on. More 
justification for any certainty was asked of the metaphysics of science 
than of the metaphysics of belief: the response was a pragmatist stance, a 
neospiritual stance, countless forms of religious stance, from neo-Comtist 
Catholicism to a neo-Thomism of the same order, from the religious phi-
losophy of a Ritschl to some low or broad churchman in theological and 
pseudorationalist England. Sociology, which if not exactly a science is, 
nevertheless, all things considered, as much an accumulation of facts as 
it is a discipline guided by scientific spirit, developed to further shatter 
the assuredness of scientists, much more than in previous generations. 
The social role of religions, the absurdity (apparent, at least) of fraternity 
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and egalitarian mottoes, were suddenly thrown into doubt. The speed, 
the era’s haste, colored everything. It has therefore become difficult, 
increasingly difficult, to reveal, by kicking up literary dust or through 
science in newspaper columns, the eternal forces at play, the men who 
are now worthy of leading us, the things that are fixed, responsible, 
comforting, supportive.

So we enter a singular era that has all the characteristics of deca-
dence, intertwined with all the characteristics of life being intense and 
progressive. Popular and social morals have descended to the decadent 
levels of the Roman empire.

Political mercantilism, national disintegration at rock bottom. But 
even through all this, industry advances, commerce multiplies, science 
keeps on making new discoveries, comforts grow by the day, and life’s 
complexities become more complex. Except there is one unmistakable, 
distinctly decadent phenomenon—a lower level of representative man. In 
literature, nobody is at the level of the great romantics or even the master 
realists. In art there is the exact same penury. Politics, likewise. And it 
is the same story in everything. In science itself, the level is especially 
inferior and especially typical of the era, everywhere this same lowering 
of the levels, this same deterioration in our leaders.

So all of us are born sick with this complexity. All the cogs of all the 
factories in the world turn in our souls, all the trains on the planet pass 
through our souls, all the great avenues of all the great cities lead to each 
of our souls. All social issues, all political concerns, no matter how little 
they concern us, enter our psychic organism, are in the air we psychically 
breath, pass through the blood of our spirit, become worryingly ours, as 
much as anything is ours.

What art might correspond to this state of civilization?
We have already seen that the role of art is to at once interpret and 

oppose the social reality of its era. (This must have been well determined 
before.)

How to interpret this era while opposing it.
There are three possible ways.
The characteristics of the current era can be divided into three groups, 

as seen below. We have decadence resulting from the collapse of all past 
ideas, and recent ones too. We have the feverish intensity and tumultu-
ous activity of modern life. Last but not least, we have an unprecedented 
richness of emotions, ideas, fevers, and deliriums, brought to us by the 
European Era.
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Modern art must therefore:

1.
either serenely cultivate decadent sentiment, scrupulously using ev-
erything characteristic of decadence—the imitation of the classics, the 
cleanness of language, the excessive bleaching of form, characteristic of 
creative impotence;

2. 
or thrill to the beauty of the contemporary, the whole wave of machinery, 
commerce, industry (. . .)

Fernando Pessoa
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Eviction notice to the mandarins of Europe! Get out!
Get out, Anatole France, you Epicurus of homeopathic remedies, 

Jaurès-colored tapeworm of the Ancien Régime, wilted Renan tossed 
with Flaubert and served in a phony seventeenth-century salad bowl!

Get out, Maurice Barrès, you feminist of Action, a Chateaubriand 
whose walls are bare, a thespian go-between for countries made of card-
board, mildew of Lorraine, seller of dead people’s clothes who wears 
what he sells!

Get out, Bourget, you meddler in souls, lighter of lamps no one asked 
you to light, pseudo-aristocratic shrink, abject plebeian snob who under-
lines with a chipped ruler the commandments of the Church!

Get out, merchantman Kipling, you poetry pragmatist and junk heap 
imperialist, England’s epic to answer Majuba and Colenso, Empire Day 
of soldierly slang, tramp steamer of second-rate immortality!

Get out! Get out!
Get out, George Bernard Shaw, vegetarian of paradox, charlatan of 

sincerity, ice-cold tumor of Ibsenism, hustler of makeshift intellectual-
ism, Kilkenny cat of yourself, Calvinist Irish Melody with the Origin of 
Species as the lyrics!

Get out, H. G. Wells, tin man of ideas, a cardboard corkscrew for the 
bottle of Complexity!

Get out, G. K. Chesterton, with your sleight-of-hand Christianity, 
your keg of beer by the altar, and your adipose cockney dialectic whose 
horror of soap has been clouding clear minds!

Get out, Yeats of the Celtic brume wafting around a sign pointing 
nowhere, sackful of flotsam that washed up on the shore of shipwrecked 
English symbolism!

20
Ultimatum

 
First published in Portugal 
futurista, no. 1 (1917)
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Get out! Get out!
Get out, Rapagnetta-D’Annunzio, banality in Greek letters, “Don Juan 

in Patmos” (trombone solo)!
And you, Maeterlinck, fire of Mystery that died out!
And you, Loti, a cold bowl of salty soup!
And you too, Rostand-tand-tand-tand-tand-tand-tand-tand!
Out! Out! Out!
And drag everybody I’ve forgotten from out of the woodwork!
Clear all this crap from out of my sight!
Out with all of you! Out!

What’s your claim to fame, Wilhelm the Second, left-handed German king 
with no left arm, Bismarck with no lid to hold down the fire?

And who are you, David Lloyd George, with your socialist mane of hair, 
dunce with a liberty cap stitched out of Union Jacks?

And you, Venizelos, a buttered slice of Pericles that fell on the floor, 
buttered side down?

And all the rest of you, whoever you are in the Briand-Dato-Boselli 
mush of political incompetence, a bunch of war-slop statesmen who were 
slop long before the war began! Each and every last one of you! Trash, 
refuse, provincial riffraff, intellectual scurrility!

And all you national leaders, bare-assed incompetents, overturned 
garbage cans at the door of Contemporary Inadequacy!

Clear all this crap from out of my sight!
Set up some straw-stuffed suits in their stead!
Clear them out! Out once and for all!
Ultimatum to all of them, and to all the rest who are just like them!
And if they don’t want to leave, then make them take a shower!
All are to blame for the general failure of everything!
The general failure of everything is to blame for all them!
Failure of peoples and destinies—complete and total failure!
Parade of nations, I spit on you!
You, Italian ambition, a mere lap dog called Caesar!
You, the so-called effort français, a deplumed chicken with painted 

feathers on your skin! (Don’t wind it up too much or it’ll break!)
You, British “organization,” with Kitchener at the bottom of the sea 

ever since the war began!
(It’s a long, long way to Tipperary, and a jolly sight longer way to 

Berlin!)
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You, German culture, a rancid Sparta dressed with the oil of Chris-
tianity and the vinegar of Nietzscheization, a sheet-metal beehive, an 
imperialistic horde of harnessed sheep!

You, subservient Austria, medley of subraces, a K-brand doorjamb!
You, Von Belgium, compelled to be heroic, now go wipe your hand and 

wash the seat of your pants!
You, Russian slavery, Europe of Malays who won a coil-spring freedom 

only because the coil snapped!
You, Spanish “imperialism” that adds pizzazz to politics, with your 

bullfighters around the corner (their souls dressed in sanbenitos) and 
your fighting spirit buried in Morocco!

You, United States of America, bastard synthesis of Europe’s scum, 
garlic of the transatlantic stew, nasalized pronunciation of tasteless mod-
ernism!

And you, two-bit Portugal, monarchical vestiges rotting as a republic, 
extreme-unction-compunction of Disgrace, artificially in Europe’s war 
but really and truly humiliated in Africa!

And you, Brazil, “sister republic,” great joke of Pedro Álvares Cabral, 
who didn’t even want to discover you!

Throw a cloth over all this!
Lock it up with a key and throw the key away!
Where are the ancients, real men, guiding forces, defenders?
Try the cemetery, where their names are chiseled in stone!
Today’s philosophy is Fouillée having died!
Today’s art is Rodin having survived!
Today’s literature is that Barrès means something!
Today’s criticism is that there are idiots who don’t call Bourget an 

idiot!
Today’s politics is the fatty degeneration of organized incompetence!
Today’s religion is the militant Catholicism of pious bartenders, the 

French cuisine enthusiasm of pickled minds like Maurras’s, the exhi-
bitionism of Christian pragmatists, Catholic institutionalists, nirvanic 
ritualists, advertising agents for God!

Today’s war is a game of one side passing the buck and the other side 
washing its hands.

I’m suffocating in the middle of all this!
Give me some air!
Open all the windows!
Open more windows than there are windows in the world!
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Not one great idea, inspired notion, or imperial ambition worthy of a 
born emperor!

No idea of structure, no sense of the larger Edifice, no concern for 
Organic Creation!

Not one measly Pitt, nor even a pasteboard Goethe, nor a Napoleon 
of Nuremberg!

Not one literary movement that’s so much as the noonday shadow of 
Romanticism!

Not one military action that smells even remotely like Austerlitz!
Not one political movement that rattles with the seeds of ideas when 

you shake it, O you modern Gaius Gracchuses who patter at the window!
Vile age of quasi and second-rate individuals, of lackeys full of lackey 

ambitions to become lackey kings!
Lackeys who don’t know what Ambition is, bourgeois in your desires, 

spurning the shop counter of Instinct! Yes, all you who represent Europe, 
all you who are world-renowned politicians, all who are leaders among 
the European literati, all who are anyone or anything in this whirlpool 
of lukewarm tea!

Strong men of Lilliputian Europe, pass by as I shower you with my 
Contempt!

Pass by, you seekers after household comforts, seamstresses—male and 
female—in your dreams, who take as your model the plebeian D’Annunzio, 
aristocrat of the golden loincloth!

Pass by, you social, literary and artistic trendsetters, the tail side of 
the coin of creative impotence!

Pass by, you milksops who need to be ists of one or another ism!
Pass by, radicals of the Piddly, yokels of Progress, whose ignorance stands 

on the pillar of audacity and whose impotence is propped up by neotheories!
Pass by, anthill giants, drunk on your bourgeois brat personalities, 

smug in the good life you filched from your parents’ pantry, and your nerves 
all tied up by heredity!

Pass by, half-breeds, pass by, weaklings who only proclaim weakness; 
pass by, ultraweaklings who only proclaim might, bourgeois boys who 
shrink before the he-man at the fair and yet hope to create something out 
of your feverish indecision!

Pass by, epileptic dung-heap without grandeur, hysterical trash heap 
of plays and shows, social senility of the individual concept of youth!

Pass by, mildew of the New, merchandise that’s shabby before it leaves 
its inventor’s head!
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Pass to the left of my Disdain as it turns right, all you creators of 
“philosophical systems,” you Bergsons, Boutroux, and Euckens, hospi-
tals for the incurably religious, pragmatists of metaphysical journalism, 
charlatans of ponderous fabrications!

Pass by and don’t come back, you Paris provincials, Pan-European 
bourgeois, pariahs whose ambition is to look important!

Pass by, decigrams of Ambition, great only in an age that counts 
greatness by the milligram!

Pass by, you tawdry throwaways, lightning-lunch artists and politi-
cians, high-riding servants of the Moment, postillions of Opportunity!

Pass by, “refined sensibilities” whose refinement is to have no back-
bone; pass by, constructors who frequent cafes and conferences, passing 
off piles of bricks as houses!

Pass by, you suburban intellects and street-corner emotionalists!
Pass by, finery that’s just tinsel, grandeur of the mediocre, triumphant 

megalomania of the villagers of Europeville! You who confuse the masses 
with humanity and grandees with nobility! You who confuse everything 
and who, when you’re thinking of nothing, always say something else! 
Chatterboxes, half-wits, dregs and scraps, pass by!

Pass by, would-be half-kings, sawdust rulers, feudal lords of the Castle 
of Cards!

Pass by, posthumous Romanticism of liberalists far and wide, Classi-
cism of Racine’s fetuses in alcohol, dynamism of rinky-dink Whitmans, of 
beggars begging for a few cents of inspiration, of empty heads that make 
noise by banging against the walls!

Pass by, after-dinner hypnotists, masters of the woman next door, 
commanders who can’t command more than a few men in a barracks!

Pass by, self-satisfied traditionalists, truly sincere anarchists, social-
ists who invoke your worker status to get out of working! Habitués of 
revolution, pass by!

Pass by, eugenicists, organizers of a pinchbeck life, Prussians of ap-
plied biology, neo-Mendelians of our sociological ignorance.

Pass by, vegetarians, teetotalers, Calvinists who won’t bug off, killjoys 
of our dilapidated imperialism!

Pass by, scriveners of vivre sa vie at the grungiest corner bar, you 
Bernstein-Bataille Ibsenoids who play the strong man on stage.

Tango of savages, if at least you were a minuet!
Pass by definitively, pass by!
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Come before my utter Loathing, you grand finale of fools, come grovel 
under the soles of my Disdain, you joke of a fire, a flickering flame crown-
ing a tiny dunghill, dynamic synthesis of Today’s congenital inertia!

Grovel and crawl on your knees, you impotence that makes noise!
Grovel, you cannons that boom a total lack of any ambition beyond 

bullets, of any intelligence beyond bombs!
For this is the sordid equation of shotgun internationalism:

VON BISSING       JONNART
  = 

  BELGIUM            GREECE

Proclaim loud and clear that nobody’s fighting for Freedom or Justice! 
They’re fighting in fear of everyone else! And their leaders are all of a 
few millimeters tall!

Warmongering gobbledygook! Hindenburg-Joffrean crap! European 
toilet of All The Same in puffed-up disagreement!

Who believes in them?
Who believes in their counterparts?
Make those poilus shave!
Take away the herd’s helmets!
Send everyone home to peel symbolic potatoes!
Give this mindless pandemonium a bath!
Couple this war to a locomotive!
Tie it to a leash and go show it in Australia!
Men, nations, objectives: all a huge zero!
All are to blame for the failure of everything!
The failure of everything is to blame for all them!
Completely, utterly and unequivocally:

SHIT!

Europe is thirsty for Creativity! She’s hungry for the Future!
Europe longs for great Poets, great Statesmen, great Generals!
She wants the Politician who will consciously forge the unconscious 

destiny of her People!
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She wants the Poet who ardently seeks Immortality and couldn’t care 
less about fame, which is for actresses and pharmaceuticals!

She wants the General who will fight for the Constructive Triumph, 
not for the victory that merely defeats others!

Europe wants many such Politicians, many such Poets, many such 
Generals!

Europe wants these Able Men to embody the Great Idea, the idea 
that’s the Name of her anonymous wealth!

Europe wants a New Intelligence to be the Form of her chaotic Matter!
She wants a New Will to raise an Edifice out of the random stones of 

contemporary Life!
She wants a New Sensibility to rally the self-serving egos of today’s 

lackeys!
Europe wants Masters! The World wants Europe!
Europe is sick of not existing! She’s sick of being the outskirts of her-

self! The Machine Age is searching, groping, for the advent of Glorious 
Humanity!

Europe yearns, at least, for Theoreticians of What-Will-Be, for Singer-
Seers of her Future!

O scientific Destiny, give us Homers for the Machine Age! O Gods of 
Matter, give us Miltons for the Electrical Era!

Give us Self-Possessed Souls, Whole and Strong, Subtle and Har-
monious!

Europe wants to go from being a geographical designation to a civi-
lized person!

What we have now, eating away at Life, is just manure for the Future!
What we have now cannot endure, because it’s nothing!
I, from the Race of the Navigators, declare that it cannot endure!
I, from the Race of the Discoverers, disdain whatever’s less than the 

discovery of a New World!
Who in Europe has the slightest clue where the next New World will 

be discovered? Who knows how to set out from a modern-day Sagres?
I, at least, am a tremendous Yearning, the very same size as what’s 

Possible!
I, at least, stand as tall as Imperfect Ambition—imperfect but lordly, 

not the ambition of slaves!
I stand before the setting sun, and the shadow of my Contempt falls 

over you as night!
I, at least, am man enough to point the Way!
And I will point the Way!
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ATTENTION!
  

I proclaim, in the first place,

The Malthusian Law of Sensibility

The stimuli to sensibility increase in a geometric progression; sensibility 
itself only increases in an arithmetic progression.

The importance of this law is obvious. Sensibility—used here in its 
widest sense—is the source of all civilized creativity. But creativity can 
fully flourish only when that sensibility is adapted to the milieu in which 
it operates. Creative output is great and strong to the extent that this 
adaptation occurs.

Sensibility, though it varies somewhat due to the pressures of its 
current milieu, is basically constant, being determined in a given indi-
vidual from birth, in function of heredity and temperament. Sensibility, 
therefore, progresses by generations.

Civilization’s creations, which are what constitute our sensibility’s 
“milieu,” include culture, scientific progress, and changes in political 
conditions (in the broadest sense of the term). Now these creations—
and most especially cultural and scientific progress, once it gets under 
way—do not result from the work of generations but from the combined 
and interactive work of individuals, and although this progress is slow 
at first, it soon reaches a point at which, from one generation to the next, 
there are hundreds of changes in these new stimuli to our sensibility. But 
sensibility itself, in the same period, takes only one small generational 
step, since the father passes on to the son only a fraction of his acquired 
qualities.

Hence civilization is bound to reach a point when the reigning sensi-
bility is no longer adapted to the milieu that stimulates it, and so there’s 
a breakdown. This is what has happened in our present age, whose mal-
adaptation is responsible for our incapacity to create anything great.

Our civilization was only slightly maladapted in the early phase of 
its history, from the Renaissance to the eighteenth century, when our 
sensibility’s stimuli, largely cultural, progressed slowly and initially only 
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affected the upper strata of society. The maladaptation increased dur-
ing the second phase, from the French Revolution into the nineteenth 
century, when the stimuli, now largely political, progressed much more 
quickly and reached a far broader spectrum. In the phase running from 
the mid-nineteenth century to our own day, the maladaptation has in-
creased vertiginously, for the major stimuli—the creations of science—
have developed so rapidly that they far outstrip our modest gains in 
sensibility, and science’s practical applications reach every level of society. 
And so a huge gap has opened between our sensibility’s stimuli, whose 
progression has been geometric, and sensibility itself, which has obeyed 
an arithmetic progression.

The end result is our present age’s maladaptation and creative inca-
pacity. We must, at this point, either accept the death of our civilization 
or else opt for artificial adaptation, since natural, instinctive adaptation 
has failed.

To prevent the death of our civilization, I proclaim, in the second place,

The Need for Artificial Adaptation

What is artificial adaptation?
Answer: an act of sociological surgery, a violent transformation of 

the sensibility so that it can keep pace (at least for a while) with the 
progress of its stimuli.

Our sensibility, because it’s maladapted, has become chronically sick. 
It’s useless to try curing it; there are no social cures. The only way to 
save its life is by operating. The naturally sick state resulting from its 
maladaptation must be replaced, through surgery, by an artificial vitality, 
even though this will require mutilation.

What must be eliminated from the contemporary psyche?
Answer: the human spirit’s latest structural acquisition—i.e. the last 

general acquisition made by the civilized human spirit before the inception 
of our current civilization. And why the last such acquisition? For three 
reasons: a) since it’s the last structural change in our psyche, it’s the easiest 
to eliminate; b) since each civilization is formed in reaction to the previous 
one, the principles of the previous civilization are the ones most antagonis-
tic to the present civilization and hence most liable to hinder its adaptation  
to the special conditions that have arisen since its formation; c) being 
the latest structural acquisition, its elimination won’t wound the general 
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sensibility as severely as the elimination—or attempted elimination—of 
an element more deeply rooted in the psyche.

What is the last structural acquisition of the general human spirit?
Answer: the dogmas of Christianity, since their fullest expression 

occurred in the Middle Ages, which preceded immediately and for some 
centuries the dawning of our own civilization, and since Christian doc-
trines are contradicted by the sound teachings of modern science.

Artificial adaptation will occur spontaneously, once we eliminate from 
the human spirit those structural acquisitions that derive from its im-
mersion in Christianity.

I proclaim, therefore, in the third place,

Anti-Christian Surgical Intervention

What this amounts to, as we shall see, is the elimination of the three 
preconceptions, dogmas, or attitudes that Christianity has infused into 
the very substance of the human psyche.

What this means concretely:

1. Abolition of the Dogma of Personality—of the notion, in other 
words, that our Personality is separate from other people’s. This is a 
theological fiction. Our personality results (as we know from modern 
psychology, especially since greater attention has been paid to sociology) 
from interaction with other people’s “personalities,” from immersion in 
social movements and trends, and from the affirmation of hereditary 
characteristics, which derive for the most part from collective experience. 
In the present, the future, and the past, therefore, we are part of others, 
and they are part of us. For Christian self-centeredness, the greatest man 
is the one who can most honestly say, “I am I”; for science, the greatest 
man is the one who can most sincerely say, “I am everyone else.”

We must operate on the soul, opening it up to an awareness of its 
interpenetration with other souls, in order to arrive at a concrete ap-
proximation of the Whole Man, the Synthesis-of-Humanity Man.

The results of this operation:

a) In politics: Abolition of democracy as conceived by the French Revolu-
tion, whereby two men run farther than one man, which is false, since 
only the man who’s worth two men runs farther than one man! One plus 
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one does not equal more than one, unless this “one plus one” forms the 
One that’s called Two. Democracy will be replaced by the Dictatorship 
of the Total Man, of the Man who in himself is the greatest number of 
Others, and hence The Majority. We will thus arrive at the True Mean-
ing of Democracy, absolutely contrary to its current meaning, or rather, 
lack of meaning.

b) In art: Abolition of the notion that every individual has the right or 
duty to express what he feels. The right or duty to express what one feels, 
in art, belongs only to the individual who feels as various individuals. 
This has nothing to do with “the expression of an Age,” touted by those 
who don’t know how to feel for themselves. What we need is the artist 
who feels through and for a certain number of Others: some from the past, 
some from the present, some from the future, and all of them different. 
We need the artist whose art is a Synthesis-Summation of others rather 
than a Synthesis-Subtraction of others from himself, which is what the 
work of today’s artists is.

c) In philosophy: Abolition of the notion of absolute truth. Creation of 
the Superphilosophy. The philosopher will become the interpreter of criss-
crossing subjectivities, with the greatest philosopher being the one who 
can contain the greatest number of other people’s personal philosophies. 
Since everything is subjective, every man’s opinion is true for him, and so 
the greatest truth will be the inner-synthesis-summation of the greatest 
number of these true opinions that contradict one another.

2. Abolition of the Preconception of Individuality. The notion 
that each man’s soul is one and indivisible is another theological fiction. 
Science, on the contrary, teaches that each of us is an ensemble of sub-
sidiary psychologies, a clumsy synthesis of cellular souls. For Christian 
self-centeredness, the greatest man is the one who in himself is most 
coherent; for science, the greatest man is the one who is most incoherent.

Results:

a) In politics: The abolition of every conviction that lasts longer than a 
mood, the death of firm opinions and points of view, and the consequent 
collapse of all institutions that rely on “public opinion” being able to last 
more than half an hour. The solution of a problem in a given historical 
moment will depend on the dictatorial coordination (see previous section) 
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of the current impulses of that problem’s human components—a purely 
subjective method, to be sure. The past and future will cease to exist as 
factors that matter for the solution of political problems. All continuities 
will be broken.

b) In art: Abolition of the dogma of artistic individuality. The greatest 
artist will be the one who least defines himself, and who writes in the 
most genres with the most contradictions and discrepancies. No artist 
should have just one personality. He should have many, each one being 
formed by joining similar states of mind, thereby shattering the crude 
fiction that the artist is one and indivisible.

c) In philosophy: Abolition of Truth as a philosophical concept, even 
if the concept be only relative or subjective. Reduction of philosophy to 
the art of having interesting theories about the “Universe.” The greatest 
philosopher will be the artist of thought (which will no longer be called 
philosophy but “abstract art”) who has the greatest number of systema-
tized, unrelated theories on “Existence.”

3. Abolition of the dogma of personal objectivity. Objectivity is a 
rough average of partial subjectivities. If a society is made up, say, of five 
men—a, b, c, d, and e—then the “truth” or “objectivity” of that society 
may be represented as

a + b + c + d + e
 –––––––––––––

5

In the future each man will, increasingly, realize this average in himself. 
And so each man, or at least each superior man, will tend to be a harmony 
in the midst of many subjectivities (one of which will be his) to arrive as 
close as possible at the Infinite Truth to which the numerical series of 
partial truths ideally tends.

Results:
 

a) In politics: Sovereignty of the person or persons who are the best 
Realizers of Averages, eliminating the notion that anybody at all can 
proffer opinions on politics (or on anything else), since only those who 
embody the Average will be entitled to opinions.
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b) In art: Abolition of the concept of Expression, to be replaced by that 
of Interexpression, which will be possible only for those who are fully 
aware that they express the opinions of nobody (those, in other words, 
who embody the Average).

c) In philosophy: Substitution of the concept of Philosophy by that of 
Science, since Science—given its “objective character,” its adaptation to 
the “outer universe”—is the Average of subjectivities and, consequently, 
the concrete Average of philosophical opinions. Philosophy will disappear 
as Science advances.

Final, overall results:

a) In politics: A Scientific Monarchy that will be antitraditionalist, an-
tihereditary, and absolutely spontaneous, since the Average-King may 
appear at any time. The People’s scientifically natural role will be merely 
to define current impulses.

b) In art: Instead of thirty or forty poets to give expression to an age, it 
will take, say, just two poets endowed with fifteen or twenty personalities, 
each of these being an Average of current social trends.

 
c) In philosophy: Philosophy’s integration into art and science. Philoso-
phy as a metaphysical science will disappear, along with all forms of 
religious sentiment (from Christianity to revolutionary humanitarian-
ism), for not representing an Average.

But what is the Method, the collective operation, that will bring about 
these results in the society of tomorrow? What practical Method will set 
the process in motion?

The Method is known only to the generation in whose name I shout 
and for whose cause Europe, in heat, rubs her body against the wall!

If I knew the Method, I myself would be that entire generation!
But I only know the Way; I don’t know where it will lead.
Be that as it may, I proclaim the inevitable coming of a Humanity  

of Engineers!
More than that, I absolutely guarantee the coming of a Humanity  

of Engineers!
I proclaim the imminent, scientific creation of Supermen!
I proclaim the coming of a perfect, mathematical Humanity!
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I shout out loud its Coming!
I shout out loud its high Work!
I shout It out loud, for its own sake!
And I shout out, firstly:

The Superman will not be the strongest man but the most 
complete!

And I shout out, secondly:

The Superman will not be the toughest man but the most com-
plex!

And I shout out, thirdly:

The Superman will not be the freest man but the most har-
monious!

I shout this out at the top of my lungs, on the European coast where the 
Tagus meets the sea, with arms raised high as I gaze upon the Atlantic, 
abstractly saluting Infinity.
       

Álvaro de Campos
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Paulism, Declension  
of Symbolism

Portuguese modernism is an inter-
section of times, references, and 
allusions. In its early manifesta-
tions it still revealed the shadows 
of literary and artistic symbolism 
identifiable in the texts and illus-
trations of the first issue of the 
magazine Orpheu. Pessoa adds an 
ism, paulism (from paul, meaning 
“swamp”), to a culture in which 
identities manifested as schools 
and movements exemplifying the 
interstice between the nineteenth 
century, which was not over yet, 
and the twentieth century, which 
had not yet started. To symbolism, 
which in Portuguese poetry had 
two major examples in Eugénio de 
Castro and Camilo Pessanha (the 
latter being a significant reference 
for Pessoa), was added, during 
the prehistory of the Portuguese 
avant-garde, Saudosismo, a term 
from Teixeira de Pascoaes’s mys-
tical and telluric poetry, whose 
singular drawings bring together 
nature (and the local characteristics 
of the land and landscape) and a 
universal condition of poetry. Pes-
soa gave continuity to a history 
that he recognized as particular to 
Portuguese poetry and formulated 
the image of the swamps along 
with a possible poetic language 
he calls paulism; that is, the ex-
pression of a textuality brimming 
with synesthesia and contradic-
tory and decadentist imagery.

Miguel de Unamuno
“Portugal,” A Águia, Porto, no. 5, 
February 1911
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António Carneiro
A vida: Esperança, amor, saudade 
[Life: Hope, Love, Longing],  
1899–1901
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Double page

Teixeira de Pascoaes
Untitled, n.d.
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Le moulin [The Mill], 1912

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Les chevaux du roi  
[The King’s Horses] 
(Drawing for the XX  
Dessins Album, no. 13), 1911

Following page

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Sur la terrasse [On the 
Terrace] (Drawing for  
the XX Dessins Album,  
no. 7), 1912

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Mauresques [Moors] 
(Drawing for the XX  
Dessins Album, no. 3), 1912

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
La détente du cerf  
[The Deer Hunt], ca. 1912
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Os galgos [The Greyhounds], 1911
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Paisagem com pássaros 
[Landscape with Birds], ca. 1911
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Santa Rita Pintor
Orfeu nos infernos  
[Orpheus in the Hells], 1917
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“Os precursores do modernismo em Portugal,”  
O notícias ilustrado, ser. 2, no. 37, 1929, p. 8
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Different Isms:  
Intersection and Sensation

Unlike what is often the case 
in a peripheral, isolated con-
text, Pessoa was never a mi-
metic follower of the modern 
innovations emanating from 
the cultural, economic, and 
political centers of his time, 
among which Paris was, since 
the nineteenth century, the 
capital of new artistic lan-
guages in a context that Wal-
ter Benjamin described as an 
advanced capitalist society. 
To cubism and futurism, the 
predominant movements arriv-
ing from Paris, Pessoa added 
his own intersectionism and 
sensationism. The former cre-
ated a correspondence between 
the multiplicity of planes of 
cubist representation and an 
intersection of planes and ref-
erences without any figure or 
unifying principle. Sensation-
ism was a way of making all 
sensations, contradictory as 
they might be, converge into a 
text; a way “to feel everything 
in every way.” Associated with 
the practice of heteronomy, 
Pessoan sensationism and 
cubism question reality like a 
kaleidoscope of infinite reali-
ties. Pessoa was never particu-
larly interested in the visual 
arts. He considered all arts to 

be forms of literature, but he 
always invited artists to col-
laborate in the publications 
he edited, such as Orpheu 
and Portugal futurista. The 
restricted group of painters 
who illustrated the magazines 
in which Pessoa participated 
included José de Almada 
Negreiros, Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso, Santa Rita Pintor, 
and Eduardo Viana. For them, 
Paris was the capital of an 
avant-garde of which they 
wanted to be the protagonists 
in the Portuguese artistic con-
text. Linking the Portuguese 
artists to the Parisian avant-
garde were Sonia Delaunay 
and Robert Delaunay, whose 
simultaneism also revealed 
a desire to separate from the 
languages of cubism and fu-
turism. Eventually, the Delau-
nays moved to Vila do Conde, 
in Portugal, for two years dur-
ing the Great War. There they 
were fascinated with aspects 
of Portuguese popular culture 
that came to penetrate their 
pictorial oeuvres. The intersec-
tion of popular culture and the 
new artistic languages was 
also a feature of Pessoa’s poet-
ry, as well as all the arts of the 
Portuguese avant-garde.
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Santa Rita Pintor
Plates for Orpheu, Lisbon,  
no. 2, April–June 1915
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Santa Rita Pintor
Works reproduced in Portugal  
futurista, Lisbon, no. 1, 1917

Santa Rita Pintor
Cabeça [Head], ca. 1910 
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
A Chalupa [The Sloop],  
ca. 1914–1915
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled, 1914

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Pelas Janelas (Desdobramento— 
Intersecção) [Through the Windows 
(Unfolding—Intersection)], 1914
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled (Bridge), 1914
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Dame (Menina dos cravos)  [Lady  
(The Carnations Girl)], 1913
Fundação Abel and João de Lacerda -
Museu do Caramulo / donated by Maria 
Madalena de Lacerda
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled, ca. 1913

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Dame (Menina dos cravos) [Dama 
(La muchacha de los claveles)], 1913
Fundação Abel e João de Lacerda – 
Museu do Caramulo / Doação de Maria 
Madalena Castro Alves Lacerda
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Cavaleiros [Cavaliers], 1913
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled, 1913
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Étude B / Estudo B [Study B], 1913



166

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled, ca. 1913

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Pintura [Painting], ca. 1914
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Vaso (superposição)  
[Vase (Superimposition)], ca. 1915–1916
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Eduardo Viana
K4 quadrado azul  
[K4 Blue Square], 1916
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Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Arabesco dynamico 
real ocre rouge café 
rouge cantante 
zig-zag couraceiro 
bandolim vibrações 
metálicas [Dynamic 
Arabesque Royal 
Ochre Rouge Café 
Rouge Singing 
Cuirassier Mandolin 
Zig-Zag Metallic 
Vibrations], ca. 1916
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
A ascensão do quadrado 
verde e a mulher do violino 
[The Green Square’s 
Ascension and the Woman 
with the Violin], ca. 1916
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled (BRUT 300 TSF), ca. 1917  
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled (Coty), ca. 1917 
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Untitled, ca. 1917
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Pato violino insecto  
[Duck Violin Insect], ca. 1916
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Trou de la serrure—Parto da viola—Bon 
ménage—Fraise avant garde [Keyhole—Birth 
of the Viola—Happy Marriage—Strawberry 
Avant-garde], ca. 1914–1916
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Canção popular e o pássaro do Brazil 
[Popular Song and the Brazilian Bird],  
ca. 1916
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Canção popular—A Russa e o Figaro 
[Popular Song—The Russian  
and the Figaro], ca. 1916
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Eduardo Viana
Rapaz das louças 
[The Pottery Boy], 1919

Following page

Eduardo Viana
Louças de Barcelos  
[Barcelos Ceramic Dolls], 1915

Eduardo Viana
Figuras: Bonecas de feiras 
[Figures: Fair Dolls], n.d.
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
A casita clara—Paysagem  
[The Little Bright  
House—Landscape], 1915

Following page

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Ciganos / Espanha  
[Gypsies / Spain], ca. 1909–1910

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Meunier [Miller], ca. 1915–1916
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Eduardo Viana
Untitled, n.d.
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Eduardo Viana
A revolta das bonecas 
[The Revolt of the 
Dolls], 1916
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Sonia Delaunay
Chanteur flamenco (dit petit 
flamenco) [Flamenco Singer 
(Known as Little Flamenco)], 1916

Following page

Sonia Delaunay
Chanteur flamenco  
[Flamenco Singer], 1915
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Sonia Delaunay
Marché au Minho  
[Mihno Market], 1915

Following page

Robert Delaunay
Portugal, O Minho  
[Portugal, the Minho Region], 
ca. 1915–1916

Robert Delaunay
Minho pittoresque   
[Picturesque Minho], 1916
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Robert Delaunay
Portuguesa (La gran 
portuguesa) [Portuguese 
Woman (Tall Portuguese 
Woman)], 1916
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Sonia Delaunay
Portugal (Mural sketch for the 
Railway Pavilion at the Exposition 
internationale des arts et techniques 
dans la vie moderne, Paris, 1937), 1937

Bottom and following page

Unknown photographer
Sonia Delaunay working on the 
Portugal mural for the Railway 
Pavilion at the Exposition 
internationale des arts et techniques 
dans la vie moderne, Paris, 1937
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Robert Delaunay
Project subscription for 
album no. 1 of the “Expositions 
Mouvantes,” 1916

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Study for Expositions 
Mouvantes—“Corporation 
Nouvelle,” ca. 1915

Following page

Robert Delaunay
Model for album no. 1 of the 
“Expositions Mouvantes—
Nord-Est-Sud-Ouest” (Study), 
1916

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Study for Expositions 
Mouvantes—“Corporation 
Nouvelle,” ca. 1915
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Serrana poema em cor  
[Serrana Color Poem], ca. 1915



DIFFERENT ISMS: INTERSECTION AND SENSATION  199

Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso
Canção d’açude—Poema em cor  
[The Açude’s Song—Color Poem], 1913
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FERNANDO CABRAL MARTINS

Pessoa  
between 
Orpheu  
and Athena
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T
here is a cosmopolitan drive in the avant-garde that 
translates as an enhancement of communication 
across borders. The tendency toward a so-called de-
humanization of art is an element that unifies the 
tendency toward nomadism and change, toward an 
emphasis on the irrational and the primitive. Curi-
ously, however, such cosmopolitanism is frequently 

disturbed by nationalism. Such is the case of Blast and the “Great 
English Vortex.” Vorticism carefully separates the aesthetic move-
ments of the avant-garde by country: Futurism is Italian, cubism is 
French, and vorticism itself could only be British.

In the case of Portugal, the avant-garde also contained this ten-
sion created by two opposing forces, although from 1914 to 1917 the 
emphasis on cosmopolitanism was dominant, at least for the small 
group of so-called advanced artists. Instrumental within that group 
was Mário de Sá-Carneiro, who, until his suicide in 1916, lived in 
Paris in a vital celebration of the great modern metropolis at a time 
when many foreign artists, fleeing the war, returned to their home 
countries.

The brief literary life of Sá-Carneiro, an intimate friend and peer 
of Fernando Pessoa, could be considered “normal.” He began pub-
lishing books in 1912, and his poems and prose that appeared in 
magazines were always fragments of future books. In contrast, Pes-
soa published only loose poems and prose in magazines (plus half a 
dozen leaflets and supplements), and his only book, Mensagem (Mes-
sage), was published in 1934, one year before his death. Pessoa’s 
legacy consists of thousands of unpublished and generally unfin-
ished poems and prose pieces, and his literary life only really begins 
in 1942 with a volume of poems signed “Fernando Pessoa,” followed 
by Álvaro de Campos’s poetry in 1944, Ricardo Reis’s in 1945, and Al-
berto Caeiro’s in 1946, all published by Gaspar Simões and Luís de 
Montalvor. Despite the legion of philological mistakes in these early 
editions, Pessoa and the heteronyms are presented, with a degree of 
order and consistency, only posthumously.

Magazines, which played a crucial role in the avant-garde, cor-
responded to Pessoa’s essential desire to communicate with his 
(sparse) audience. Immersed in a singular publishing environment, 
a continuation of late-nineteenth-century effervescence, magazines 
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offered Pessoa a privileged and necessary possibility to publish. The 
clearest case is “Ode marítima” (Maritime Ode), which was long 
enough to publish in book format but appeared instead in Orpheu 
2 in 1915. Like de Campos’s “Ultimatum” (published as a supple-
ment), Pessoa’s poem found its rightful place in Portugal futurista 
of 1917. Magazines seem to have been the most convenient mode of 
publication for the multiple poet of the heteronyms.

THE IMAGINED  

MAGAZINES

Pessoa’s first magazine was a manuscript in 1902 with the comical 
title O palrador (The Babbler). That same year, during a trip to An-
gra do Heroísmo, he created another magazine of the same kind, A 
palavra (The Word), a collaboration with his cousin, Mário Nogueira 
de Freitas. O palrador, which appeared again in 1903 and 1905, is 
noteworthy for the use of a generalized heteronomy, from the edi-
tor to the contributors: Pedro da Silva Salles, Eduardo Lança, and 
Gaudêncio Nabos or Dr. Pancrácio.

This adolescent prank reveals Pessoa’s early desire to produce 
magazines, which likely were a particularly attractive literary for-
mat for the creation of authorial characters.

In 1909, as an adult, he produced two typed magazines featur-
ing markedly political content: O progresso (The Progress) and A 
civilização (The Civilization). Their particularity is the defense of 
opposite camps, the editorial of the latter refuting the editorial of 
the former. Here, too, the magazine proved a fertile environment 
for Pessoa’s dialogic passion and for his urge to illustrate diver-
gent points of view. Also in 1909–1910, he formed a company called 
Íbis in an attempt to style himself a typographical industrialist and 
publisher. The company quickly went under, but two more maga-
zines were in the making, although they amounted to little more 
than tables of contents: O phosphoro (The Matchstick) and O icono-
clasta (The Iconoclast). Both were antimonarchic mouthpieces (and 
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feature the first apparition, as a poet, of the heteronym Vicente 
Guedes). All these examples are the expression of a desire. They 
are attempts, experiments.

In 1911, the project and title Lusitânia was launched seeking 
publication and collaboration with others. In 1913, this became the 
project Europa. The broadening of horizons suggested by this title 
evolution culminated in 1915 with the magazine Orpheu. The pro-
duction of this art and public intervention project marked a moment 
Pessoa had long dreamed of.

Pessoa’s articles on new Portuguese poetry for A Águia (The Ea-
gle) in 1912 constitute his literary debut. In them he identifies a 
new poetry heralded by the so called saudosistas, led by Teixeira de 
Pascoaes. In fact, this was the dawn of a poetry still to come, one 
embodied in a supra-Camões who, in turn, would illuminate the on-
set of the apogee of national splendor. As a debut, the 1912 articles 
are remarkable. They fed a polemic that was to unfold across four 
months into multiple testimonies and replies by a substantial part 
of the Portuguese intelligentsia.

Orpheu was not the first avant-gardist magazine. In A Renascen-
ça (The Renaissance), which appeared in 1914, Sá-Carneiro prefig-
ured the heteronomic device by attributing a prose poem to a certain  
“Zagoriansky,” a fictional Russian poet for whom he prepared a 
detailed biography. As for Pessoa, he published the poem “Pauis” 
(Swamps) as part of a diptych; it is the poem that gives the name 
to paulismo (paulism). No one gave much thought to the magazine, 
which ran less than twenty pages and had limited distribution. 
However, the index lists none other than Júlio Dantas, a main har-
binger of the well-mannered reactionary indignation surrounding 
the two issues of Orpheu in the following year. More than to define a 
poetics, the role of A Renascença was to gather a group of poets and 
artists. Some wrote, but most were readers with an affinity for mod-
ernism and an extravagance that could be described as paulist—an 
attitude at once vague, complex, and subtle but also parodic and 
deliberately dissonant. A Renascença was, therefore, the first sign 
of an avant-garde magazine.

Orpheu was a voluminous magazine, featuring sets of texts in-
stead of loose texts. Its vocation was anthological, offering each au-
thor a broad space for publishing; its aim was to feature a series of 
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extensive, complex proposals. These characteristics enabled it to in-
flict a powerful attack on the good conscience of Portuguese art. The 
magazine featured a reflected and unabashed poetics, one aware of 
its radical novelty and far from the flowery style of debutantes with 
a flair for provocation. Above all else, it brought to light the greatest 
poetic event of the Portuguese twentieth century: Álvaro de Campos.

ORPHEU

For the avant-garde the geometric form of letters and graphic el-
ements was imbued with an unexpected relevance in the field of 
communicational and artistic experience. This was nothing short of 
a revolution in the field of graphic design. However, José Coelho Pa-
checo’s cover for Orpheu 1 (published on March 24, 1915) features a 
title in manuscript letters and a drawing of a naked woman between 
two burning candles—all recognizably symbolist. Among many other 
magazines, it is reminiscent of Arte & vida (Art & Life), of 1904, 
edited by Manoel de Sousa Pinto and João de Barros, whose cover 
features the drawing of a woman embracing a sphinx.

The first pages seem to confirm the initial impression. De Mon-
talvor’s introduction speaks of “an exile of artistic temperaments,” 
which epitomizes the more recognizable symbolist-decadentist atti-
tude. And, despite his eccentricities, Sá-Carneiro’s “Taciturno” (Taci-
turn) is practically a translation of Paul Verlaine: “Há rôxos fins de 
Imperio em meu renunciar” (There are purple ends of Empire in my 
renunciation). This is followed by Alfredo Guisado’s imaginations of 
the landscapes of canonical synesthesia: an “incense lagoon.” And 
even Pessoa’s O marinheiro (The Mariner) is a deliberate imitation 
of Maurice Maeterlinck, the symbolist playwright par excellence. 
Only the final text of Orpheu 1 constitutes a clear breakaway from 
the fin-de-siècle atmosphere, with de Campos’s volcanic “Ode triun-
fal” (Triumphal Ode), whose intensity is reinforced by its surprising 
nature. With the mere turn of a page, the reader enters a different 
world.



Covers of the magazines A Águia, Porto, 
no. 4, April 1912; Orpheu, Lisbon, no. 1, 
January–March 1915; and Orpheu, no. 2, 
April–June 1915
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At that moment, de Campos, who few readers knew was a per-
sona of Pessoa, gave a tangible body to an experience of formal 
freedom unheard of in the Portuguese space. That is what Orpheu 
1 brought onto the stage. Throughout the entire issue, free verse 
emerges only in certain lines by Sá-Carneiro or Armando Côrtes-
Rodrigues, but in “Ode triunfal” the verses demolish all the shack-
les of traditional poetic rules. The avant-gardist mutation mani-
fests precisely at the moment de Campos loudly sings the beauty 
of the modern city, which, as one verse reads, is “totally unknown 
of the ancient.”

The second issue of Orpheu (published in late June 1915) is 
resolutely avant-gardist and demonstrates a plastic awareness of 
poetry. Despite symbolist remnants in the brief poems by Eduardo 
Guimaraens and de Montalvor, the remainder—poems by Ângelo 
de Lima, for many years locked up in an insane asylum; Sá-Carnei-
ro’s futurist experiment in “Manucure”; the parody by Violante de 
Cysneiros (a heteronym of Côrtes-Rodrigues suggested by Pessoa); 
de Campos’s grand “Ode marítima” (Maritime Ode); Raul Leal’s 
“vertiginal novel”; and Pessoa’s “intersectionist poems”—does not 
conform to the fine-arts tradition. Even Santa Rita Pintor’s four 
hors-textes are the result of a cubo-futurist choice of radicalism. The 
caption-title of one of them reads, “Compenetração estática interior 
de uma cabeça = complementarismo congénito absoluto / (SENSIBILI-

DADE LITOGRÁFICA)” (Inner static introspection of a head = absolute 
congenital complementarity / [LITHOGRAPHIC SENSIBILITY], p. 154).

The cover of Orpheu 2, whose authorship is unknown (it may 
have been designed by José de Almada Negreiros), shows the same 
plastic awareness. The letters are similar to a commercial or indus-
trial ad. Its forms, at once pure and imperfect, resemble examples 
taken from everyday life. The number on the cover is disproportion-
ate to the magazine title, which is rendered secondary in visual 
terms. This enhances the graphic dimension and contributes to a 
formal effect in a context where simple bibliographic information 
would be expected; it is the “pure alphabetic beauty” mentioned by 
Sá-Carneiro in “Manucure.”

The (almost) complete set of proofs of Orpheu 3 was published 
only in 1983. The project had already taken the final shape of a 
magazine (showing how advanced it was by 1916–1917). But 



Cover of Portugal  
futurista, Lisbon, no. 1, 1917
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José de Almada Negreiros
“A cena do ódio” [Scene of Hatred], 1915

Inside page of Portugal  
futurista, Lisbon, no. 1, 1917
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the delay of the third issue demonstrates the precarious nature  
of the magazine, which was undermined by Sá-Carneiro’s doubts  
(the magazine was financed with his father’s money). Above all, the 
separation of the two editors made publication impossible. Orpheu 
was the result of the friendship between Pessoa and Sá-Carneiro 
and had been planned, thought out, and produced by both as their 
work. The collective side of the magazine was based on that es-
sential premise.

On the other hand, the core of the third issue is Negreiros and 
the poem-explosion “A cena do ódio” (The Scene of Hatred). A huge 
amplification of the Manifesto Anti-Dantas, written and published 
by Negreiros in 1916, it constitutes yet another grand avant-gard-
ist gesture alongside “Manucure,” with its exercise of composition 
resorting to cubist montage techniques, and the odes of de Campos 
and their rereading of Walt Whitman via Filippo Marinetti. Orpheu 
3 also contains “Para além doutro oceano” (Beyond Another Ocean), 
by Pacheco (dedicated to Caeiro, a then unknown heteronym of Pes-
soa), which features some of the most radical writing experiments 
of the Portuguese avant-garde.

Finally, Orpheu 3 featured “four hors-textes by the most famous 
advanced Portuguese painter—Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso,” as Pes-
soa announced to Côrtes-Rodrigues in a letter dated September 4, 
1916. That repetition of the poetic-plastic formula of Orpheu 2, 
with the inclusion of reproductions of four visual works, brings to 
the fore the poetic key for its reading. Amadeo’s presence at the mo-
ment the magazine was organized links Orpheu to K4 o quadrado 
azul (K4 the Blue Square) and the Futurist Conference at Teatro 
República, both by Negreiros, and to Portugal futurista of 1917. 
Amadeo, like Santa Rita Pintor before him, marks an even clearer 
link between the whole group and the avant-garde movement.

Moreover, the poetic quality of the reproductions of the draw-
ings and paintings in the context of Orpheu corresponds to the sig-
nificance of the graphic (or orthographic) design of, for instance, 
the poems by Ângelo de Lima, de Campos’s odes, or Sá-Carneiro’s 
“Manucure.”
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THE SENSATIONIST  

NETWORK

The group nature of the Portuguese avant-garde is exemplified by 
the very existence of Orpheu. Most groups correspond to an ism, 
and in this case it was sensationism. However, sensationism nev-
er achieved full theoretical development. No substantial public 
propositions give flesh to its skeleton. In fact, only two relevant  
texts exist.

What could be called the sensationist network, including Pes-
soa, Sá-Carneiro, Negreiros, Guisado, and Côrtes-Rodrigues, was 
secretive in nature—as secret as the sensationist maelstrom that 
inhabited Pessoa after 1914, the year that saw the creation of the 
heteronyms de Campos, Reis, and Caeiro, and was kept from read-
ers and known only by a few friends. The theory of heteronomy and 
sensationism were inseparable at the time. Some attempted to turn 
that into the ism of the generation, but the effort never amounted to 
more than an intention. This is perhaps its great singularity, which 
bears the stamp of Pessoa, its creator and sole theorizer (despite de 
Sá-Carneiro’s unquestionable importance in the genesis of the sen-
sationist idea). The (quasi-)secret nature of sensationism is related 
to the process of its creation: Pessoa never (or almost never) finished 
what he started. He was a man who changed, unfolded, and was 
fragmented at every moment. His works of art were always left in 
the process of making themselves.

The year 1915 is the probable date of a draft of a “Manifesto” 
in which Pessoa seems to want to propose an “analytical intersec-
tionism,” the whole of which is based on the idea that, “Before, the 
outer world existed more than the inner, which now, since Kant, we 
recognize as the sole reality. The whole of Greek art is false.”1 This 
text also contains a reflection of Raul Leal’s fetish-word vertigem 
(vertigo), which is a most particular and singular ism at the core 
of the Orpheu group. Pessoa speaks of a modern “spiritualization 

1. Fernando Pessoa, Sensacionismo e outros ismos, ed. Jerónimo Pizarro (Lisbon: IN-CM, 
2009), 131. [Unless otherwise noted, English translations of Pessoa’s fragments are my 
own.—Trans.] 
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n 2. Ibid., 57.

of Matter” and a “vertigo of the Spirit.” This is the touchstone of his 
poetic theory at the time of Orpheu: The entirety of the real is subjec-
tive; that is, the entirety of the real is a sensation. Although not yet 
named as such, this is sensationism.

Around that time, Frederico Reis, a brother of Ricardo Reis who 
is part of the vast gallery of minor heteronyms, wrote another text 
(published only in 2009) in which he speaks of the Escola de Lisboa 
(Lisbon School)—without mentioning the word sensationism as a 
name for the avant-garde network that includes only Sá-Carneiro, 
Pessoa, de Campos, Ricardo Reis, and Caeiro.2 Not even Negreiros 
is mentioned. Here, the Lisbon School appears as the other name 
for the more intimate writing of Pessoa, with only Sá-Carneiro as 
an alter ego.

Meanwhile, little of sensationism reached the public. In 1916 in 
the magazine Exílio (Exile), Pessoa published the article “Movimen-
to sensacionista” (The Sensationist Movement), in which, apropos 
of two books of poems, one by Guisado (under the pseudonym of 
Pedro Menezes) and another by Cabral do Nascimento, he presents 
the movement as “the first manifestation of a Portugal-Europe” and 
points out as an important sensationist trait “the abstract-concrete 
exuberance of images.” Then, in 1917, a supplement of de Campos’s 
“Ultimatum” in Portugal futurista showed the designation “Sensa-
cionista” on the cover under the author’s name. Objectively, sensa-
tionism consists of a sole article of literary criticism and an allusion 
on the cover of a supplement. And that is all.

Such a dearth of public presence for the most important ism of 
the Portuguese avant-garde is also remarkable for the following rea-
son: If the “Ultimatum,” which is formally a manifesto, is not the 
manifesto of sensationism, it is at least the manifesto of “Álvaro 
de Campos—sensacionista.” A problem arises: If this “sensation-
ist” is an authorial character instead of an author, the manifesto  
loses its performative efficiency. But the existence of this “sensation-
ist manifesto” gains a new status, that of a poetic fiction, a fiction 
of a manifesto, or even a parody of a manifesto. More than an act of 
combat, it becomes a poetic act.
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A letter drafted to Marinetti and signed by de Campos—but 
seemingly never posted, despite being written to accompany a copy 
of Orpheu that Sá-Carneiro had asked Pessoa to send to the Ital-
ian futurist—points out that sensationism, at least in 1915, con-
sisted only of Álvaro de Campos. Although he refuses the title of 
“futurist” in the letter—despite considering himself close to futur-
ism and wishing to dedicate “Ode Triunfal” to Marinetti—de Cam-
pos prefers to be connected to other roots, such as William Blake  
and Whitman.3

Although it never happened, Pessoa wanted to write, in full 
public programmatic terms, the manifesto that was announced in 
a pamphlet in Orpheu 1 under the title “Manifesto da nova litera-
tura” (Manifesto of New Literature). Sensationism, which barely 

Álvaro de Campos
Ultimatum (Supplement  
to Portugal futurista), 1917

n 3. Fernando Pessoa, Cartas, ed. Richard Zenith (Lisbon: Assírio & Alvim, 2007), 114. 
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existed but was often reflected upon and discussed with friends, cor-
responded to that intention; it belonged to a trajectory of attempts 
that included paulism, intersectionism, and analytical intersection-
ism. Despite its confidential diffusion, and even its constitutive un-
definition, it had more impact in the Portuguese context than did 
any of the others.

THE FUTURIST  

EPISODE

The word futurist itself had different meanings, from the strict 
Marinettian reference in Santa Rita Pintor to the pejorative desig-
nation commonly used by journalists to describe an advanced artist. 
In the Pessoa estate is a letter signed by de Campos to the newspa-
per Diário de notícias, written on June 4, 1915, but unpublished, in 
which he writes, “What I want to accentuate, to accentuate well, to 
accentuate very well, is that it is necessary to end the mess that our 
ignorant critics are making of the word futurism.”4

With this curious letter, de Campos intends to define orphic poet-
ics: “To speak of futurism, regarding either the first issue of Orpheu 
or Mr Sá Carneiro’s book, is the most nonsensical thing that can be 
imagined. No futurist would swallow Orpheu. To a futurist, Orpheu 
would be a sorry demonstration of the obscurantist and reactionary 
spirit. . . . To Caesar what belongs to Caesar. Let intersectionists 
be called intersectionists. Or paulists, if you will.” In the letter de 
Campos identifies paulism and intersectionism but does not men-
tion sensationism. In Sá-Carneiro’s letters to Pessoa, the term sen-
sationism occurs only after August 30, 1915. This lends credence to 
the notion that the circulation of sensationism within the group—as 
a nom de guerre—started only after the publication of Orpheu 2.

n 4. Fernando Pessoa, Correspondência 1905–1922, ed. Manuela Parreira da Silva (Lisbon: 
Assírio & Alvim, 1999), 163. 
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However, de Campos admits to an affinity with futurism. In the 
same letter to Diário de notícias he writes that his “‘Ode Triunfal,’ in 
the first issue of Orpheu, is the only thing resembling futurism” and 
that Santa Rita Pintor’s contribution to Orpheu 2 is “truly futurist.”

On March 27, 1915, a curious text appeared in the newspaper 
O mundo (The World), unsigned but written by Pessoa (as proven 
by the existence of a draft in his estate at the Biblioteca Nacional), 
announcing the first issue of Orpheu, which features “two futurist 
poems (we think the very first to appear among us) by the unfortu-
nate Álvaro de Campos.”5 Crucial here is the fact that the definition 
of futurism is clear (aside from the singular biographic note on the 
death of futurist poet de Campos).

In another text, the originality that is claimed as a distinctive 
trait of Orpheu is not designated as an ism, and only the “terrible 
‘Ode Triunfal’” can be called futurist, although marked by “such a 
balanced futurism as was never seen.”6 Furthermore, in another 
draft of an article on the “new Portuguese literary school,” Pessoa 
writes that it contains symbolist, saudosista, and cubist elements 
and goes on to classify “Ode Triunfal” as “absolutely futurist.”7

But variation in point of view is permanent in Pessoa. In a text 
written after the second issue of Orpheu, the propriety of the term 
futurist vis-à-vis the magazine is utterly refused, and the desig-
nation sensationist is reserved only for de Campos—which in this 
context means that sensationism encompasses, at least in certain 
moments of Pessoa’s poetic discourse, the same field of meaning 
that at other moments is called “futurism.”8

To conclude, provisionally: is Pessoa a futurist? Obviously not. 
But he knows that futurism exists. He does not refuse or underes-
timate it. And the early de Campos gives form to that awareness. 
Ten years later, that authorial character writes an interview with 
himself (another unpublished piece), in which he is called “Naval 
Engineer and Futurist Poet.” This reveals the clear definition of 

n 5. Steffen Dix, “O Orpheu ou o ‘Momento histórico’ da modernidade / Modernização socio-
cultural em Portugal,” Pessoa Plural 11 (Spring 2017), http://www.brown.edu/Departments/
Portuguese_Brazilian_Studies/ejph/pessoaplural/issues.html. n 6. Fernando Pessoa, Sobre 
Orpheu e o sensacionismo, ed. Fernando Cabral Martins and Richard Zenith (Lisbon: As-
sírio & Alvim, 2015), 118. n 7. Ibid., 121. n 8. Ibid., 123. 
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the image to which corresponds the public figure of one of the most 
famous Orpheu collaborators.

On the other hand, for the two artists who constituted the brief 
Lisbon Futurist Committee in 1916–1917, the terms of the ques-
tion were not very different. Santa Rita Pintor was not a pure fu-
turist (from the plastic point of view), and Negreiros did not fol-
low any sort of futurist orthodoxy. Artistically, Negreiros stood close 
to Pessoa at the time, which explains a significant exchange of 
dedications between Álvaro de Campos and Negreiros. “A cena do 
ódio” (The Scene of Hatred) even shows a proximity to heteronomy, 
with the name of the author given in the subtitle of the poem as 
if a part of it, and the double epithet (“Sensationist Poet and the 
Narcissus of Egypt”) characterizing him according to sensationism.  
This is the sole instance in which such a reference occurs outside  
Pessoa’s oeuvre; it is followed by the dedication, “To Álvaro de Cam-
pos / the / intense dedication / of / all my avatars.” Pessoa replies in 
the dedication of “A passagem das horas” (The Passing of the Hours),  
as is apparent in the frontispiece he sketched: “The Passing of the 
Hours / Sensationist Ode / to José de Almada-Negreiros // Almada 
Negreiros: you cannot possibly imagine how grateful I am for the 
fact that you exist // Álvaro de Campos.”9

ATHENA

A new, strange, neoclassic and neopagan avant-garde surfaced in 
1917: the draft, still untitled, of a “periodical by Caeiro, R. Reis, etc.,” 
edited by António Mora, a philosopher heteronym active in those 
years. His basic stance is resolutely antimodern and against the 
Kantian project of “turning man and individual consciousness into 

n 9. Biblioteca Nacional de Portugal, Espólio E3, 71A-53. n 10. Pessoa por conhecer, vol. 2, 
ed. Teresa Rita Lopes (Lisbon: Estampa, 1990), 381. 
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the center and reality of the Universe.”10 Nevertheless, his is also 
a well-informed contemporary vision, as he explicitly “takes upon 
himself the—perhaps useless—avant-garde of the neo-pagan move-
ment” in opposition to the French neoclassic movements of Jean 
Moréas, Henri de Régnier, or Charles Maurras. His line is that of 
a return to, and a reformulation of, the materialism of Greek phi-
losophy. Moreover, he drafts the first project of a magazine in which 
the heteronyms appear side by side. From the onset, the axis is the 
figure of Caeiro, the master, around whom turns the entire hetero-
nomic system and even Pessoa’s orthonomic oeuvre.

This project contains a narrative of the encounter of the four col-
laborators of the “periodical” in Lisbon: Mora, Alberto Caeiro, Ri-
cardo Reis, and de Campos. The latter is said to have subsequently 
taken the path of “feverish, mystical and unbalanced attitudes,” but 
at first the four make up a group of young men sharing the same 
urge for transformation. This is a much different narrative from the 
final one Pessoa established in 1935 in his “Letter on the Genesis of 
the Heteronyms.”

Also in 1917, yet another draft of the same project for Athena took 
the shape not of a periodical but of a series called “Athena—Cader-
nos de cultura superior” (Athena—Volumes of Higher Culture). This 
time Pessoa is included as a collaborator alongside invented authors. 
The project opens with a “Manifesto in Favor of Germany,” by Mora; 
followed by “The Keeper of Flocks,” by Caeiro; an “Introduction to 
the National Problem,” by Pessoa; and a translation of Aeschylus by 
Ricardo Reis.11 De Campos is not included.

In 1923, following the same line of construction, the 1917 pro-
ject is renounced: “A magazine with the collaboration of only one 
author is not strange at all if that author is several persons. Some 
of us are of such a constitution as to be one person in the afternoon 
that we were not in the morning, as we perpetually bid farewell 
to a perpetually illusory personality.”12 Accordingly, the neoclassical 
magazine is linked to the more specific idea of a general perspective 
of heteronomy.

n 11. Ibid., 283. n 12. Fernando Pessoa, Teoria da heteronímia, ed. Fernando Cabral Martins 
and Richard Zenith (Lisbon: Assírio & Alvim, 2012), 223. 
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With the publication of the five issues of Athena—Revista de arte 
(Athena—An Art Review) in 1924 and 1925, Pessoa systematically 
introduced the poetic heteronyms that constitute his oeuvre. He was 
the literary editor of the magazine. De Campos was included, but 
only as an essayist. Most important, Pessoa published Reis’s Odes—
Livro primeiro (Odes—Book One) and two substantial anthologies 
of Caeiro.

Many of the texts published in Athena show Pessoa’s hand as au-
thor, editor, or translator. The collaborators are friends of his, such 
as Sá-Carneiro, Negreiros, Henrique Rosa, Augusto Ferreira Gomes, 
António Botto, and Raul Leal. However, aside from this presenta-
tion of his literature and that of his relations, Athena is the apex of 
a much earlier desire for a classical reformulation. The entire dis-
course is one of rigor and rationality, which accentuates the choice 
of title. As the foreword reads, “These Greeks . . . saw in the god-
dess Athena the union of art and science.” On the other hand, Apollo 
is invoked as a symbol of the “instinctive fusion of sensibility and 
understanding,” which brings the glimpse of a solution to the un-
solvable conflict that marks the subjectivity of the orthonomic and 
heteronomic poets.

The magazine features a debate between Pessoa and de Cam-
pos, the latter developing his argument in “Notes for a Non-Aristo-
telian Aesthetics.” The theoretical dispute is the opposition, against  
Pessoa, to the classical rule of composition. Quoting Aristotle, Pessoa 
claims that “a poem is an animal” because it realizes the “harmony 
between the particularity of emotion and understanding, which be-
long to man and time, and the universality of reason.”13 This is the 
theory of the poet as “pretender” guided by reason, of which “self-
psychography” is the ultimate ars poetica and constitutes the cor-
nerstone of the whole magazine. In contrast, de Campos claims the 
poem is based on “a spontaneous and organic, natural, unity” that 
does not seem to counter the value of the Aristotelian organicity of 
the poem-animal but is nevertheless an altogether different thing 
because it affirms a unity that “can never be seen or be visible, be-
cause it is not there to be seen.”14 That is, according to de Campos, 

n 13. Fernando Pessoa, Crítica, ed. Fernando Cabral Martins (Lisbon: Assírio & Alvim, 
2000), 222. n 14. Ibid., 242.
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organicity does not manifest through form; it is located “inside” the 
text, not “outside.”

However, beyond the opposition between classic organicity and 
avant-gardist inorganicity, this debate between the heteronym and 
his creator serves to think the full exposure of the heteronyms in 
terms of a poetic theory, which, in a vertiginous gesture of redefini-
tion of the literary space, Pessoa calls “a drama in people,” one that 
includes him.

What we are left with is a synthesis of a neoclassical art project, 
conceived in antimodern terms and attributed in 1917 to an anach-
ronistic stoic called “António Mora,” and a magazine that gathers 
avant-garde experiments and was edited by Pessoa in 1924–1925 
with the intention of presenting his multiple oeuvre in an exhaustive 
and organized manner. As in a metamorphosis of Orpheu, Athena 
wants to enfold the explosion and chaos of authorship and identity 
in the vast cosmos of classical art.

Cubiertas de la revista Athena, 
Lisboa, nº 1, octubre de 1924;  
y nº 2, noviembre de 1924

Covers of the magazine Athena, 
Lisbon, no. 1, October 1924;  
and no. 2, November 1924
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What are the problems facing Portugal?
How can they be resolved?

Europa

Work program for the next generation 

What needs to be created:
(1)      an intellectual stance that in itself influences the cultured public.
(2)    a determination of what forces to unite and what direction to 

take in determined fields.
(3)     a determined political stance.

This means the creation of:
(a)    an intellectual class.
(b)    an advisory class to the leaders of Portuguese society.
(c)    a custodian class for a political stance that counters and curbs 

current political activity.

To be of use, any guidance given to the next generation must contain 
these three elements. It may contain them only embryonically at 1st, but 
it must outline them from the start.

It must then be determined:

Europa
Jerónimo Pizarro, ed., 
Sensacionismo e outros ismos 
(Lisbon: Imprensa Nacional 
Casa da Moeda) 2009. [ca. 1913]21
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(1)    what stance to take in the intellectual field.
(2)    what stance to take in the theorization field, along with related 

intellectual propaganda.
(3)   what stance to take politically; to what degree, how intensely, 

and how broadly.

All this must necessarily depart from an analysis of 3 factors:
(1)    the character of the Portuguese people.
(2)    the characteristics of civilization today.
(3)    the direction civilization today is headed in.

This is so that, once the character of our people has been studied, we 
might try to (1) raise it, in so much as is necessary, to the level of civiliza-
tion today; (2) take it beyond such a level along the established course.

These things look like they ought to follow on one from the other 
and not be dealt with in parallel. But that’s not actually the case. One 
thing might depend on certain qualities, and another on others; because 
civilization might be at a certain point and then move on to another. And 
this is a good thing, for while people are being educated in the qualities 
that will enable them to produce a contemporary civilization, they will 
also be educated on how to create a future civilization.

The character of the Portuguese people:
(1)    natural flexibility (intellectual adaptability).
(2)    kind-hearted sentiment.
(3)     basic instability of will, deficiency of synergy rather than energy 

(hasty and impatient in action).
Acquired characteristics (ancient):
(1)    lack of initiative (in terms of individual effort).
(2)     complete lack of culture and intellectual prowess among leaders, 

as well as a lack of respect for culture among the led.
(3)    excessive weakness for sentimentality and total indiscipline for 

affectivity.
These acquired characteristics are a product of:
(1)     a long-standing decadence that followed a period of conquest and 

that acts (a) as decadence itself; in other words, as a depressive factor; 
and (b) as a causal factor of inactivity.

(2)     the long-standing administrative incompetence of constitution-
alism, which has failed to create culture and, by extension, any basis for 
endeavor and education.
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(3)   republican political propaganda that has never been directed at 
forming culture and individualism, only at rousing a sentimentalism that 
has brought excessive indiscipline upon the Portuguese soul. There have 
been a few gains, through the demolition of useless barriers such as the 
Church and the Monarchy, which have ceased to be seen as disciplining 
entities and instead contribute to the general anarchy. But the Republic 
limited itself to this, to removing what was useless without replacing it 
with what was useful. In other words, its role was purely revolutionary, 
not republican. Its statists dealt incompetently with primary problems, 
and were borderline competent at best in handling secondary ones. Their 
revolutionary work was useful; their constructive work was nonexistent; 
their administrative work produced one or two achievements that should 
not be underestimated.

What has to be created:
(1)   a cultured class that takes inspiration from modern ideas but 

transcends them, nationalizing some of them, flooding our intellectual 
realm with others. That shows no compromise before our pseudo-intel-
lectuals. That has a profound disregard for the semi-pseudo-intellectual 
protectors of the current state of affairs. That fraternizes better with out-
side intellectual movements, holding those with New concepts in higher 
esteem than our small- and narrow-minded dominant compatriots.

(2)   a political direction, one that is initially destructive of all cur-
rent political directions, and that alludes to, right from the start—rather 
than presenting itself, eventually and explicitly, as the New Idea in poli-
tics—elements within the political realm that, though they attack the 
realm itself, and despite their being destructive, are also constructive, 
because they allude to elements that should be a) antisentimental, b) 
antidemocratic, c) anti-everything to do with the decadent and depressive 
tradition of Portuguese politics.

(3)   (. . .)

Modern civilization is based on three basic and bountiful elements:
(1)    the economic principles basis—predominantly those of commerce 

and industry according to the concept of nations.
(2)  the scientific principles basis—in other words, the idea of  

governing and directing society using methods that are increasingly 
drawn from scientific and intellectual principles &c. From there come 
concepts of leadership: aristocratic action, educative action, cultural  
action.
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(3)    the increasingly individualistic principles basis—cutting through 
the numerous theories and ventures of socialists and collectivists, retro-
grade and decadent phenomenon—an increased tendency to value indi-
vidual initiative, etc. . . .

Civilization is pursuing these bases to:
a)  in the economic field: move in a direction that is increasingly 

scientific and “led”.
b)   in the scientific field: move in a direction that is increasingly, fa-

tally aristocratic, given the growing intellectual difficulty in conceiving 
of modern problems.

c)   in the individualist field: to move in a direction that is increas-
ingly (. . .)

Fernando Pessoa
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22
Letter to Armando 
Côrtes-Rodrigues
Joel Serrão, ed., Cartas de Fernando 
Pessoa a Armando Côrtes-Rodrigues 
(Lisbon: Confluência, 1944). 

Lisbon, 4 April 1915 

Dearest Côrtes-Rodrigues,

In haste:
I put a copy of Orpheu in the post to you yesterday. Just the one, for 

we have so few at our disposal. The issue should sell out quickly. It has 
been an absolute triumph, especially with the publicity A Capital gave us, 
laying into us on the front page with an article running to two columns. I 
haven’t sent you the newspaper itself because I’m writing in haste, from 
the Café Brasileira in Chiado. I’ll explain everything in greater detail 
in my next missive. There is so much to tell. I’ve had a great deal to do. 
Copies for subscribers and bookshops will now be dispatched from the 
bookshop depositary. Naturally there are not enough copies to send to 
everyone you suggested. They’ll be sent to some. Naturally we’ll have to 
bring out a second edition. “We’re the talk of the town in Lisbon”; I say 
this with no exaggeration. It’s a huge scandal. We are pointed at in the 
street and everyone—even nonliterary types—is talking about Orpheu.

Great projects are in the offing. All will be explained in my next 
missive.

The biggest scandals were caused by Sá-Carneiro’s 16 and by Trium-
phal Ode. Even André Brun dedicated one of his Migalhas columns to us.

Regards to your father. With my very best wishes,

Fernando Pessoa
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Lisbon, 4 June 1915

Esteemed Mister Editor of the Diário de Notícias,

H.E.,

I returned to Lisbon just yesterday so have only now had the oppor-
tunity to read the review, as published in the newspaper H.E. edits so 
proficiently, of the extraordinary new book by Mário de Sá-Carneiro, my 
illustrious Orpheu colleague.

It’s not the review I wish to refer to, for one cannot expect to be un-
derstood until others learn the language one speaks in. To retort would 
be beyond absurd; it would be to show grave ignorance of literary history, 
for innovative geniuses have always been treated as madmen (such as 
Verlaine and Mallarmé) or fools (the likes of Wordsworth, Keats, and 
Rossetti), or else as fools and enemies of patria, religion, and morality 
besides, as happened to Antero de Quental, especially in the pamphlets 
of José Feliciano de Castilho, who was no idiot himself.

But I do not wish to refer to this. What I wish to emphasize, and 
emphasize clearly, very clearly, is the desperate need to put an end to 
the nonsense our critics are making, through ignorance, of the word fu-
turism. To speak of futurism, whether in regard to Orpheu no. 1 or Mr. 
Sá-Carneiro’s new book, is as ludicrous a thing as can be imagined. No 
futurist would tolerate Orpheu. For a futurist, Orpheu would be a pitiful 
example of obscurantist and reactionary spirit.

23
Letter from Álvaro  
de Campos to the  
Diário de Notícias
Georg Rudolf Lind and Jacinto 
Prado Coelho, eds., Páginas  
íntimas e de auto-interpretação 
(Lisbon: Ática, 1966).
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The main stance of futurism is Absolute Objectivity, the elimination, 
from art, of anything that might be deemed to be of the soul, whether 
through sentiment, emotion, or lyricism; in other words, subjectivity. 
Futurism is supremely dynamic and analytical. Now if there is anything 
that can be said to be typical of Intersectionism (as this Portuguese move-
ment is called), then it is excessive subjectivity, synthesis taken to the 
limit, an exaggerated static stance. A play entitled “Static Drama,” the 
work of Fernando Pessoa, was even included in Orpheu no. 1. Tedium, 
dreaming, and abstraction are the typical stances of my colleagues on 
that brilliant magazine.

Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s. Intersectionists 
should be called intersectionists. Or call them paulists if you prefer. 
This term does at least characterize them and distinguish them from 
any other school. To incorporate the Orpheu contributors within the 
futurism movement is a failure to even talk nonsense properly, which 
is highly pitiful.

It is true that in Orpheu no. 2 there will be a contribution that is 
truly futurist. You will then be able to see the difference for yourselves, 
if there is one, albeit not in literary terms, for the contribution will be 
pictorial. It will comprise four pictures originating from the most modern 
sensibilities of my good friend Santa Rita Pintor.

Thus far I have spoken in general terms, more in regard to my col-
leagues than myself. My case is different. Perhaps H.E. will permit me 
to speak of it.

My Ode Trumphal is the only thing approaching futurism in Orpheu 
no. 1. But it approaches it only in terms of what inspired me, not in its 
execution—and in art the manner of execution is what characterizes and 
distinguishes different trends and schools.

I am, incidentally, neither an intersectionist (or paulist) nor a fu-
turist. I am merely myself, concerned merely with myself and my own 
sensations.

I hope that H.E.’s journalistic integrity will ensure that this letter is 
placed somewhere journalists at least will read it. When faced with the 
impossibility of our journalists understanding something, we must at 
least endeavor to have them pretend to understand it.

From H.E.,
Dec., Ven. and Obl.,

Álvaro de Campos
Engineer and sensationist poet
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Teresa Rita Lopes, ed.,  
Pessoa inédito (Lisbon: Livros 
Horizonte, 1993). [1915]

The third issue of ORPHEU has just been published.

This magazine is, today, the only bridge between Portugal and the rest 
of Europe, and indeed the only valid reason for Portugal existing as an 
independent nation.

To read ORPHEU is the only civilized act possible in Portugal today, 
aside from committing suicide and leaving a will with instructions to be 
cremated.

To buy ORPHEU is to return from Africa. To understand ORPHEU is to 
have come back a long time ago.

To buy ORPHEU, therefore, is to help save Portugal from its shame of 
having only ever had Portuguese literature. ORPHEU is all literatures.

On sale in all bookshops.
Priced 50 centavos
(in Portuguese: 500 réis)

Fernando Pessoa
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Lisbon, 4 September 1916

Dearest Côrtes-Rodrigues:

If you’ve been exiled, so too, without the exile, have I. You cannot imagine! 
I’ve spent the last few months spending the last few months. That’s all,

besides a wall of tedium with shards of rage on top. I have now en-
tered a better phase, with predawn episodes of one’s-own-true-self. A 
long history of Depression, with slow-to-expand details come from the 
Exterior . . . After all . . .

There is not enough time to tell you why waves of me-and-the-state-of-
things have inundated me with woe-betide-mes. But certain events have 
marked stages in my depression: a serious illness to my mother, which 
took her to the brink of death, though she is now, thankfully, clear of that; 
the suicide of Sá-Carneiro; the madness of Cunha Dias (an old friend of 
mine, a very lively and chatty lad, you will have seen him many times 
in the Café Brasileira)—all these things and me . . . Interspersed with 
various things of lesser importance, but that gain in prominence because 
I am prominent enough to feel them; phenomena that are neither-good-
nor-bad but are initially troubling, such as the appearance within me of 
phenomena familiar to mediums. All of this and Life . . .

Which means the only news I can give you of me is no, but better 
now. (The sentence is just so, it being my privilege not to have to express 
myself.)

I am now emerging from a period of almost total literary sterility, a 
period that has lasted a long time. I am rebuilding myself. The next time 
I write to you—in a future missive—I hope to be able to declare myself 
REBUILT IN SEPTEMBER 1916. Besides this, I am going to make a great 
change in my life: I am going to remove the circumflex accent from my 
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surname. I will publish a few things in English (in circumstances that 
I will shortly explain), and so I think it best I unaccustom myself to the 
unnecessary, the blot on my cosmopolitan name.

Orpheu 3 will soon come out. And that’s where, at the end of the is-
sue, I will publish two of my English poems, which are most shameful 
and, therefore, unpublishable in England. Further contributions to the 
issue: Poems from Camilo Pessanha (by the way, “don’t mention this 
to anyone”), previously unpublished poems by Sá-Carneiro, The Hate 
Scene by Almada Negreiros, who is currently a man of absolute genius, 
a leading sensibility in modern literature, prose from Albino de Meneses 
(I’m not sure you know him) and, possibly, Carlos Parreira, and various 
contributions from my good friend, poor old Álvaro de Campos.

Orpheu 3 will also feature four hors-textes from the most renowned 
progressive Portuguese painter—Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso.

The magazine ought to be out by the end of the month. I’ll be able to 
give you more detailed news in my next missive.

Now I’ll respond to the points in your letter that demand a response:
Things that have been published that might be of interest to you, 

aside from Almada’s “Anti-Dantas Manifesto,” include:
The Beaches of Mystery by Augusto de Santa-Rita. (You should al-

ready know about this, for doubtless the author sent you a copy);
and nothing else comes to mind.
I have a spare copy of the “Anti-Dantas Manifesto” that I’ll include 

with this letter.
As for Raúl Leal’s book, you evidently must be alluding to a volume 

entitled Transcendental Freedom, which he published a few years ago; 
I’m not sure where I might get hold of a copy, but I’ll do my best to find 
you one.

Leal himself is in Madrid, in a very bad mental state. He tried to 
commit suicide a few months ago by throwing himself under a car. But 
he escaped without so much as a bruise, for the driver swerved out of the 
way. I know he’s now thinking of enlisting as a volunteer in the French 
army, but I haven’t had news from him for a while.

Okay. I’ve finally written something to you. You, too, must write.
Best regards to your Father, and warmest embraces from your most 

loyal friend.

 Fernando Pessoa
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1. Abnormal sentiments.

2. Ideative confusion.

3. “Orpheique” expression.

4. (. . .)
An artist of worth sought to give the full impression of these cries without 
resorting to the crude device of placing them in ever larger font sizes.

In the same fashion, Mr. Sá-Carneiro inserted advertisements for 
trifling things into Manicure. Now it was undoubtedly inspired to cite 
these adverts, but it would have been much more interesting to do so 
without inserting the advertisement typefaces almost directly from the 
posters themselves!

5. The keenness to irritate, which no true artist feels, although he may 
irritate without meaning to, is clear (. . .) in the letter to A Capital con-
cerning Dr. Affonso Costa’s accident, etc.

They feel weak, perhaps they even doubt their own talent, and so 
they try to furnish themselves with a sense of celebrity through scandal.

The Mariner by Mr. Fernando Pessoa is like banging your head against 
a brick wall. Nobody understands any of it, aside from the odd phrase 
here and there, which one would prefer not to understand. In any case, 
it is to Mr. Pessoa’s great credit that he commits neither immorality nor 
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outrage. The poem is a deplorable indication of the author’s mental state, 
but it is neither irritating nor disgusting.

 
The same thing can be said, and assuredly justified, regarding one of 
Mr. Sá-Carneiro’s poems.
 
Mr. Ronaldo de Carvalho is an example of a symbolist, as is Mr. Eduardo 
Guimarãens. Their crimes are lesser.

I’m not asking them to be purists or classicists, just that they at least 
be lucid and decent!

Here are the principle passages from the infamous Ode: (. . .)

They have a compulsion for saying the simplest things in the most com-
plicated ways, which besides being stupid in itself, makes for bad art.

There are sentences that express absolutely nothing.

My crepuscular maceration

is quite evidently nothing at all. One might say there’s no explaining 
it. But that would not be true. No phrase is not apt to be said another 
way, with greater or lesser beauty. The expression My crepuscular mac-
eration matters very little to me now; what I wanted was to be able to 
understand it.

Cars crammed with revelers (. . .)
What need is there for that last word? None. It is put there by the 

author simply because it is obscene.

They joke about the most serious things in life, such as irresponsible 
beliefs. Mr. Sá-Carneiro declares himself a Catholic and a Monarchist, 
as if being or not being a Catholic were a sport, as if being a Monarchist 
were a mere game. What art can be produced by individuals who have 
no concept of society, of life, of (. . .)

Fernando Pessoa
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—What does Orpheu want? 

= To create cosmopolitan art in time and space. Our era is the first in 
which all countries exist, more materially than ever, and for the first 
time intellectually, within one another, in which Asia, America, Africa, 
and Oceania are Europe and all exist within Europe. You need only go to 
any European quayside—even the quays at Alcantara—to get the whole 
world in a nutshell. And if I call this European, and not American, for 
example, that’s because Europe, and not America, is the fons et origo of 
this type of civilization, the civilized region that gives type and direction 
to the whole world.

That is why true modern art must be utterly denationalized—must 
accumulate within itself all parts of the world. Only then will it be art of 
a modern type. Let our art be where Asian mysticism and sorrow, African 
primitivism, American cosmopolitanism, Oceanic extreme-exoticism, and 
European machinism/decadence fuse, cross, and intersect. And if this fu-
sion is achieved spontaneously, the outcome will be an art-of-all-the-arts, 
a spontaneously complex form of inspiration . . .

What we want, then, is an art that offers clear proof that the 20th 
Century comes after the centuries that came before it. We want an art 
that in no sense neglects the endeavors of different preceding eras. An  
art that does not disregard the ritual esotericism of Egyptian literature, 
the transcendental mysticism of Ancient India, the constructive, har-
monic organization of Hellade, the (. . .) that the Renaissance provided, 
the egotism and visual pantheism that Romanticism brought, the smaller, 
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narrower, but powerfully eye-opening impact of symbolism, decadentism, 
and various other movements (cubism, futurism, etc.) that originated in 
that most supremely American personality, Walt Whitman.

The outcome of this Great Synthesis, this Magnum Opus of spiritual 
alchemy, is what I call sensationism. In employing this term, I afford 
more value to the definition than the school, a value that is analogous 
to the term romanticism, for example, and not comparable to the terms 
symbolism, futurism, or cubism, movements that defined narrow and 
closed schools and trends.

And if I call this art sensationism, it is because, while being supremely 
intellectual, it is, essentially, an art in which intelligence becomes the 
abstract focus of sensations, and not (. . .)

More than being a fusion of all lands and all times, sensationist lit-
erature should be, as far as I’m concerned, a fusion of all the arts—a 
literature that dispenses with the three popular arts of dance, song, and 
performance, and the 4 bourgeois arts of painting, sculpture, architecture, 
and music, because it contains everything these arts give to inferior be-
ings but elevates them through the idea of their being used by the sickly 
and complete aristocracy that our hyper-† civilization has produced.

—But such a genre of art seems more suited to being produced in the 
great European milieus, the great centers of civilization (. . .)
= It seems to be that way, but it shouldn’t seem so. This art is supremely 
Portuguese. All peoples provide civilization with whatever is in their na-
ture to produce—and not in the nature of others—according to the general 
type and direction of that civilization. Now an art of this order, which is 
the art that our era imposes and demands, can only be given to Europe 
by a people whose character is cosmopolitan, and not whose life is—by a 
people whose character is perceptively denationalized, antipatriotic, (. . .)

Nobody—not even the Russians—are as temperamentally denationalized 
as the Portuguese, as open to all influences, as prepared to embrace the 
new. Misoneism—that big word used by psychiatrists in 1890—is not a 
plant that takes root here, a rock in a Catholic greenhouse.

The only Portuguese thing, typically Portuguese, that’s ever existed in 
Portugal is the discoveries—the most gloriously international, cosmopoli-
tan, and denationalized (so much so that the very spirit and nature of the 
work led to decadence) thing ever. There has never been a Portuguese 
literature, or a Portuguese art, because it is only now that Portuguese art 
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is able to emerge, its time has come, because our era is the cosmopolitan 
era—and the only born cosmopolitans are the Portuguese.

The Age of Race came to an end—the age of spirituality that was 
overtaken by the age of materialism on the last voyage—when Vasco de 
Gama reached Calicut.

(When Vasco de Game reached Calicut, Race’s material fate was 
buried.)

Fernando Pessoa
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We’ll start by distinguishing three things that typically get confused 
whenever people refer to “Orpheu” or the “Orpheu poets.” “Orpheu” is 
sometimes meant as the magazine of that name, of which only two issues 
were released, in March and June 1915; it is sometimes meant as those 
linked to the magazine, even if as mere observers or close friends, without 
them having influenced or contributed to it; and other times still it is 
meant as those who subsequently wrote in a similar or approximate style 
to those who did, in fact, contribute to Orpheu.

— Now I’m beginning from the premise that what people want to 
know is how we organized and launched “Orpheu” the magazine and 
how it was received. These are the questions I will, at any rate, address. 
I will explain, right from the start, to avoid any confusion or resentment 
that might otherwise feel justified, the reasons why I will not cite names 
of poets or scribes who, around the same time or afterward, wrote in a 
similar style or manner to ours. I will also explain why I will not look 
for antecedents, episodes that came prior to our preparing Orpheu, or 
even the origins, whether real or presumed, of the literary tendency, for 
it was a tendency and not a school, that was showcased in Orpheu, but 
which began earlier.

— Let us, then, get down to the business of the emergence of the 
magazine. In early 1915 (if I’m not mistaken), Luiz de Montalvor returned 
from Brazil and one day, in February (I do believe), he bumped into myself 
and Sá-Carneiro in the Montanha and recalled his idea of producing a 
literary magazine, a quarterly—an idea he’d first had in Brazil; indeed, 
he’d brought a few poems by young Brazilian poets back with him, as well 
as the idea of the title of the magazine itself—“Orpheu.” We welcomed 

We’ll Start by 
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Three Things
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the idea with great enthusiasm, and given that Sá-Carneiro had, besides 
enthusiasm, the material means to produce such a magazine, the mat-
ter was decided there and then, and we immediately began to think of 
contributors. We perhaps greeted the idea with extra enthusiasm because 
we had, in fact, previously planned several magazines, but for one rea-
son or another, these plans came to nothing. The one that came closest 
to materializing was a little magazine entitled “Europa,” which was to 
have opened with a manifesto that I wrote no more than four paragraphs 
of, with the occasional help of Sá-Carneiro, and which I remember was 
one of the first affirmations of our need to “react in Leonine” against our 
environment—an apt phrase, of course, for perfect public elucidation.

— In any case, it was decided that we would actually publish Orpheu. 
Without wasting any time, we adopted the name and the periodicity and 
established the number of pages—between 78 and 80 for each issue. 
And it was equally agreed upon that Luiz de Montalvor and one of his 
Brazilian poet friends—Ronald de Carvalho—would feature as editors. 
I say “feature as editors” without any malice. The real editing of the 
magazine was done, and would continue to be done, collectively, through 
study and exchange involving the three of us, plus Alfredo Guisado and 
Côrtes Rodrigues, of whom I’ll speak later. It was also agreed that Luiz 
de Montalvor would write the preface to the magazine, which he did, 
without, however, contributing further to the first issue, because his 
poem, which in fact featured in no. 2, wasn’t ready in time, or at least 
he didn’t consider it ready.

That same day, or the day after, Sá-Carneiro and I presented the idea 
for the magazine to Alfredo Guisado and Côrtes Rodrigues, and it might 
be said that the issue was then complete, especially after obtaining a 
contribution from Almada Negreiros, who had conveniently just finished 
a small and very interesting series of prose fragments he named Friezes 
for the magazine.

Orpheu went straight to the typesetter, the only thing still to be fin-
ished being “Opium User” by my character Álvaro de Campos, which 
although it was theoretically written before “Triumphal Ode,” really came 
afterward.

The issue was actually very well arranged. It began, apart from the 
preface, with some poems by Sá-Carneiro, and it ended with “Triumphal 
Ode.” In order to give, even to people very close to us, a sense of Álvaro 
de Campos’s individuality, I remember Alfredo Guisado pretended to 
have received the contribution from Galicia; thus he got hold of some 
headed notepaper from Vigo Casino, and I wrote the two compositions 
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on it afresh. I can recall Antonio Ferro and Augusto Cunha, who were 
still very young and regularly went to the Irmãos Unidos, attentively 
reading these unexpected compositions on their own at a table at the 
back; I also remember Almada Negreiros full of enthusiasm when he 
read Triumphal Ode and vigorously shaking my hand, only to see my 
lack of enthusiasm and say, almost indignantly: “You don’t write like 
that, but such is life.” I could tell that it was only his sense of friendship 
that prevented him from stating outright that Álvaro de Campos was a 
far better writer than I was.

— So the ruse began in-house?
— The ruse? In a way. But we would do well to understand what the 

ruse really was, because almost everything we wrote and did was ac-
cused of being a ruse.

When I saw that Orpheu was listed as being owned by “Orpheu Ltd.,” 
I suggested to Sá-Carneiro that it would be better to put “Orpheu Enter-
prises” or some such, so as not to suggest a society with shareholders. 
“What if someone decides to ask to see our Companies House certificate” 
“You reckon?” Sá-Carneiro said. “Let’s leave it as it is. I so like the word 
limited.” “Very well,” I said, “in that case, fine. But look here, what’s this 
with putting Antonio Ferro down as editor? He can’t be the editor, he’s a 
minor.” “Oh, I didn’t realize, but anyway, that’s even funnier!” And Sá-
Carneiro was most pleased with our new illegality. “And doesn’t Ferro 
mind about it?” I asked. “Ferro? What makes you think I asked Ferro?” 
At which point I burst out laughing too. But in the end we actually did 
inform Ferro, and he didn’t mind about being the unwitting editor or 
about it being illegal.

u

If I could have predicted the true hatred the magazine would arouse, I 
would certainly have pushed these points further.

— Sá-Carneiro loved it that I defined him as a hystero-epileptic and 
myself as a hystero-neurasthenic; besides, I tend more toward the sec-
ond classification than the first. However, when it came to fitting into 
psychoneuroses individuals as mentally indecent as Alfredo Guisado and 
Côrtes Rodrigues, the psychiatry—or at least mine—broke down. “They 
are very talented lads, but unfortunately they’re normal,” Sá-Carneiro 
complained.

— Whenever I set up a ruse, I take the necessary precautions to en-
sure no flank is left open, not even from a legal angle. Therefore, when 
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Sá-Carneiro showed up indicating, in the form of the first proofs, that the 
magazine was owned by “Orpheu Ltd” and that its editor was Antonio 
Ferro, I pointed out to him that limited companies had to be registered 
with Companies House, and this one wasn’t as it didn’t even exist, and 
that Antonio Ferro, being a minor, could not be the editor of any periodi-
cal of any kind. Sá-Carneiro brushed away my objections; never mind 
shareholder companies, he thought “limited” a delightful word, and as 
for Ferro, he thought it “was even funnier.” “But doesn’t Ferro mind?” I 
asked. “Ferro?” said Sá-Carneiro surprised. “Ferro doesn’t know about 
it; I never asked him.” And such was the magazine’s legal status when 
it came out. Besides, when Ferro found out about it, and of the minimal 
risk of things heading in that direction, he found his unwitting editorship 
amusing. It is a trait of any reasoner to look for the objections to an argu-
ment before that argument is made. To make one’s argument only after 
anticipating all the objections that might arise, no matter how absurd.

— Nor were we futurists, as was crudely believed. There was only one 
futurist linked to Orpheu, Guilherme de Santa Rita, or, as he presented 
himself, Santa Rita Pintor. But Santa Rita, who was exceptionally clever 
and very picturesque, and wore us all out with his obsession for turning 
Orpheu into a futurist magazine, was only connected to issue number 
2. Otherwise, I know of only three futurists in Portugal—Santa Rita, 
Amadeu de Sousa Cardoso (and I’m not sure he was exactly a futurist), 
and José de Almada Negreiros. However, Almada wasn’t a futurist at the 
time of Orpheu; it was only much later, a long time after Orpheu had 
ceased to be, that he declared himself a futurist.

— As for the rest of us, the original members of the magazine, only 
Sá-Carneiro, though he wasn’t a futurist, had any appreciation for fu-
turism—but for its scandalous and rowdy side rather than its artistic 
side, supposing it had one. As for me, I never accepted futurism, I never 
appreciated it, I never—not even as a ruse—wrote anything resembling 
futurism. I know I got called a futurist along with the others, and I didn’t 
care or say anything about it. I was called worse things, and nor did I 
care about them.

— There were other lads around, younger than us, who more or less 
followed, at the time or afterward, our tendency—some with a genuine 
individuality of their own, others with forgivable mimicry.

— With Orpheu, be it the magazine or the movement, there were no 
leaders or masters. It has become custom, from time to time, to attribute 
leadership to Sá-Carneiro or myself, or to both of us. However, that’s not 
really true. Neither of us put ourselves forward as a leader of anything 
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nor sought to influence others in the manner of a leader. Sá-Carneiro 
and I were both absolute individualists—Sá-Carneiro instinctively, I 
by instinct, intelligence, and everything else. Neither of us would ever 
stand for the repugnant elements of all leaderships—invading another 
personality with our own, the perversion of suggesting what freedoms 
others should have.

For example . . . When Sá-Carneiro and I revised the proofs of the first 
page we came across, in the preface by Luiz de Montalvor, the phrase 
“manners and forms” distorted into “manners of forms.” I was going to 
amend it, but Sá-Carneiro stopped me. “Leave it like that, leave it like 
that: it will be understood even less.”

One of Ronald de Carvalho’s poems came in, whether due to distrac-
tion or some other motive, badly punctuated. There were full stops only 
at the end of quatrains and tercets. This deficiency reminded me of Mal-
larmé’s flamboyance; some of his poems have no punctuation at all, not 
even a full stop at the very end. I proposed to Sá-Carneiro, much to his 
delight, that we deliberately neglect to put punctuation in Ronald de 
Carvalho’s sonnet too. And that’s how they came out. When one critic 
indignantly pointed out that “the only original thing” about the sonnet 
was its lack of punctuation, I truly felt a distant pang that resembled a 
conscience. It soon passed. The lack of an end justifies the means.

Fernando Pessoa
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Dearest José Pacheco,

I am writing to congratulate you on Contemporânea, to inform you that 
I haven’t written anything, and to add a few caveats to Fernando Pes-
soa’s article.

I would like to be sending you a contribution besides, but as I said, I 
am not writing. I was once a decadent poet; I now consider myself merely 
decadent, or no longer even that.

That’s according to me, the closest person to me. As for you and your 
magazine, it makes me nostalgic for Orpheu. You carry on surreptitiously, 
and good for you. We are all, after all, in the same boat. We seem only 
to vary in the fluctuations of who’s keeping us afloat. Let me repeat, I 
congratulate you. I had thought it impossible to do something so well in 
Portugal, printed in plain sight. I think it right that I had thought myself 
wrong. I wish Contemporânea the future I foresee for it.

Now to Fernando’s article. In the interval that has passed between 
my writing the first word of this letter and the first word of this para-
graph, I’ve all but forgotten what I wanted to say. Perhaps I meant to say 
precisely what I will now write. In short, I made a promise, so I’ll state 
what I feel, according to the vibrations of the moment.

Fernando Pessoa persists with his mania, something I have repeat-
edly censured him for, of believing that things are proven. Nothing is 
proven other than the hypocrisy of assertion. Reasoning is timidity—
double timidity perhaps, the second layer a product of our being too 
ashamed to keep quiet.

29 Fernando Cabral Martins and Richard 
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Aesthetic ideals, my dear José Pacheco, aesthetic ideals! Where did 
this phrase go in search of meaning? And what did it find when it got 
there? There are no ideals or aesthetics, just the illusions we make of 
them. The ideal is a myth of action, a stimulant like opium or cocaine: it 
allows us to be others, but we pay a high price for it—by not being who 
we might have been.

Aesthetics, José Pacheco? There’s no such thing as beauty, just as 
there’s no such thing as morals, just as there’s no such thing as a formula, 
other than those that define compounds. In the physical-chemical tragedy 
we frame as Life, these things are like flames—simple signs of combustion.

Beauty began as sexuality’s means of explaining away probable 
magnetic forces. Everything’s a struggle of competing strengths, and we 
needn’t seek “beauty,” or anything that delights in such a name, in works 
of art. In any human work, or in any human, we seek only two things, 
strength and the balance of strength—energy and harmony, if you will.

Faced with any work of any art—from keeping pigs to writing sym-
phonies—I ask just one thing: How much strength is there? How much 
too-much strength? How much tendency toward violence? How much 
tendency toward reflex violence, toward violence against oneself? How 
strong a strength of will not to stray from one’s direction, which is an 
element of one’s strength?

The rest is the myth of the Danaides, or any other myth—because all 
myths are their myth, and all thoughts (do tell Fernando) eternally fill 
an eternally empty barrel.

I read Botto’s book, and I like him. I like Botto because his art is the 
opposite of mine. If I only liked my own art, I wouldn’t even like my own 
art, because I vary.

As for liking it, why did I like it? It’s always a bad question, because it 
may have an answer. But still I ask—why did I like it? Is there strength, 
is there balance of strength in the Songs?

I praise the strength I find in the Songs. I don’t see that this strength 
has anything to do with ideas or aesthetics. It has to do with immorality. 
It is absolute immorality, stripped of all doubt. This way there is abso-
lute direction—hence strength; and there is harmony in not assigning 
conditions to this immorality. Botto homes in on, with tenacious energy, 
anything immoral; and he has the harmony of homing in on nothing other 
than that. I think it pointless to drag the Greeks into this; were they to 
appear before him and call him to account for the mess of aesthetics he’s 
put them in, he’d find he was no Greek. The Greeks were no aesthetes! 
The Greeks existed.
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Botto’s art is integrally immoral. There is not a single cell in it that is 
decent. And there is strength in this, for it is a nonhypocrisy, a noncompli-
cation. Wilde prevaricated constantly. Baudelaire formed a moral concept 
of immorality; he said bad was good at being bad, and hence labeled it 
good. Botto is stronger: he gives his immorality purely immoral reasons, 
because he gives it none.

In this Botto is strong and firm: he makes no apologies. And I think, 
and I ought always to think, that making no excuse is better than being 
reasoned.

I will say no more. If I were to go on, I would contradict myself. That 
would be abominable because maybe that would be a way (in reverse) of 
being logical. Who knows?

I longingly recall—in vain from here up North—the good old Orpheu 
days, the former camaraderie, everything I liked about Lisbon, and ev-
erything I didn’t like about Lisbon—all with the same longing.

I salute you in Constellated Distance. May this letter deliver you my 
affection for your magazine; it will not deliver you my friendship, for you 
have long had that.

Tell Fernando Pessoa he ought to lack reason.

Best wishes from  
your old comrade,
Álvaro de Campos

Newcastle-on-Tyne, 17 October 1922
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I
 

To avoid being irksome right at the start, instead of communicating our 
principles to our readers, whoever they may be, and however many they 
may number, through argued exposition, this will be, in a brief few words, 
and in classificatory form, a bundling together of the dogmatic formulae 
that summarize (or sum up) our stance. The publications inserted herein 
will provide, upon their unfolding, each at the appropriate time, proof 
of the assertions postulated in this program, and define the established 
foundations that such postulations are based on. But for now, the bet-
ter that it penetrate the minds of anyone potentially curious in this 
periodical, we will limit ourselves to presenting this succinct (. . .) of the 
foundations upon which our stance is based.

 
The following clauses thoroughly encapsulate it:

 
1. Modern civilization, based on Christian psychism foundations, has 
been decadent from the very start; instead of continuing Greece’s work, 
it grafted onto the decadent Greek spirit a decadent Roman spirit and a 
decadent Semite spirit. Our civilization is a product of these three accu-
mulated decadencies. There is some good in this in that the three deca-
dencies sometimes cancel one another out and occasionally consummate 
one another. In terms of how far we’ve come, everything we might truly 
call progress has run counter to the inner spirit of our civilization itself.

30 Teresa Rita Lopes, ed., Pessoa  
por conhecer—Textos para um novo 
mapa (Lisbon: Estampa, 1990). [n.d.]

Program for the 
Periodical Involving 
Caeiro, R. Reis, Etc.
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2. It is therefore important that we seek, above all else, to become reat-
tached to the lost tradition of Greek works, detaching any Roman and 
Semite elements, which represent retrogressions and degenerations in 
relation to Greek psychism, and inferior forms of civilization, their hav-
ing soured the moment they came into contact with Greece and festered 
ever since . . .

 
3. In this sense it is important, above all else, that we attack, head on, 
a philosophical spirit that dates back, in its most sickly form, to Kant, 
a spirit that attempts to centralize in mankind’s and the individual’s 
conscience the reality of the Universe; it is imperative, in other words, 
that we rebuild Greek materialism (not in the sense of accepting it as it 
was—that does not constitute progress—but by making it evolve).

4. It is imperative, then, that we make direct war on literary forms that 
belong to Christian mysticism, sweeping away the obstacles that block 
our ideas, placed in our path due to some misguided conviction of the 
importance of Inner Life; to reintegrate mankind into Nature without 
removing its humanity.

5. Unpicking the huge, erroneous impression that exists in all modern 
peoples that the Greek ideal is sensual or indeed animal. The Greek 
ideal is essentially one of calm and self-control; it only took on aspects 
of sensuality and raging beauty via the crude brains of the Romans and, 
afterward, by being filtered through the confused mentality of Semites 
of various guises. The Greek mentality is one of chastity within normal-
ity; of balance within the attainment of desires and instincts. In its most 
distinct examples, it is represented by the stoic ideal, which is essentially 
intellectual, essentially sad. Greeks were essentially sad, like all greatly 
balanced peoples in whom the awareness of our impermanence, the fa-
tality and futility of things, is a fundamental psychic element, without 
there being, at the individual level, license to dream of other-worlds 
or paradises that the facts of nature cannot suggest or justify. Plato is 
decadency of the Greek ideal.

 
6. To combat, as best our weak and limited intelligence allows in action 
terms, ideas of imperialism, collectivism, humanitarianism, (. . .). Small 
nations are the only nations that have the right to exist, because the only 
civilized form of grouped humans is the City, and the only natural form 
of grouped humans is the region.—The individual is the only natural 
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reality, it is through him and for his benefit that society exists; which is 
why it should be combated as soon as (. . .)

7. Whatever the appropriate stance is for an era of genuine civilization, 
the current era needs to adopt it; it must be a stance of calm distanc-
ing, of each individual reconstructing himself according to himself and 
the great fundamental realities of the Universe.—To make no ostensi-
ble propaganda; to export ideas without seeking to convince, allowing 
people to become convinced for themselves; to not worry about modern 
problems of any kind, be they national or economic, or even aesthetical 
or intellectual. For the time being, all our efforts must go into creating a 
stance for ourselves, into trying to rediscover the Greece within us, into 
attaining an appropriate conception of the Universe and of Things and 
into seeking continuation through Greek concepts. If this stance has to 
spread, it will spread by itself, without us having to draw attention to it 
by shouting. All enthusiasm is unbalancing. It is bad taste to be energetic 
and intense. Everything belongs to Destiny, god to the gods.

8. For now, we must be stoic, as the last representatives of Paganism 
were in the midst of the fever and mire of the Roman empire, the slush 
of nascent Christianism, the Semitic spiritual invasions; our path is the 
opposite of theirs. They came from natural paganism to stoicism because 
a paganism faced with a decadent empire’s civilization (decadent civili-
zations) has to be stoic. We will seek stoicism in an attempt to pick the 
thread up again and climb back up it, but in our own way, with Pagan 
spirituality as source and origin. The stoics were left without successors; 
we will be their successors.

9. None of this would make sense if it were a decidedly intellectual 
stance; that is, were it to be conceived as a philosophy of action. The au-
thors who have assembled to form this periodical are like this by way of 
temperament, not intellect. The fact that more than one temperament of 
this kind appears in a small country is in itself indicative of something. 
You cannot want to be a pagan; you have to be born one. Not everyone 
can understand paganism—only those who feel it in their veins. People 
have long loved paganism, but a Roman paganism, which is no more 
than a degeneration and abscess of the other one, for the Roman version 
wasn’t truly paganism; rather, it was a Roman version of decadence, or a 
Roman version of the modern, conceiving of Greece through Rome, and 
of Rome through the Judea in its blood. We are a mixture of decadences.
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10. The fact that these temperaments appear in Portugal seems to 
indicate that our country ought to position itself at the—possibly use-
less—vanguard of the neopagan movement. A school calling itself neo-
classical appeared in France, but it is as far from feeling the sobriety 
of the Greek ideal as everything else is; and besides, it is monarchist, 
imperialist, and Catholic, none of which a Greek of pagan temperament 
could be. It is an attempt to feel Greece, but thus it is through Rome, a 
decadent Rome, that Greece is felt.

11. Nothing would give us greater pleasure than to get some kind of 
show of agreement from any Portuguese person who deems our work 
to be timely. But we will not invite anyone to seek us out. Our work 
demands that people isolate themselves to see if they then meet. Every 
effort is not enough, given the great mess of everything that surrounds 
us, for us to meet in balanced fashion and not come crashing down, like 
sick Christians, with our dreams shattered, nor will we fall into action, 
for that befits only those who have nothing to do. We will not speak to 
anybody, nor are we prepared to promote our stance, except in the in-
evitable way our periodical does. We welcome argument of all kinds, but 
we will not publish the articles of our adversaries. Our work is ours. We 
will nevertheless always respond to our adversaries, for we know where 
we are and where we’re heading.

12. Calm, peace, and self-control are our objectives and what we propose 
to anyone wishing to join us; the removal of sensuality, inner religiosity, 
humanitarian instincts, dreaming and (. . .) only in the reconstruction 
of Hellenic paganism can we find a balm for our feverish souls. We seek 
to see things clearly, not to place our own ideals in front of our eyes—be 
grave and sad like men who are conscious of the fatality of things and of 
our transitory smallness within this great and serene Universe.

II
 

So that nothing is left unexplained, and because origins are everything, 
some readers might be interested to know how this movement was born, 
how it unexpectedly appeared.

Four years ago, this magazine’s three collaborators met along with 
another individual, a poet, who has these days unfortunately become 
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waylaid due to mystical fevers and unbalancing drunkenness; but never 
mind—these four people met in Lisbon four years ago. In each of us there 
was a yearning—still feverish then—to seek out something we all had in 
common, something we couldn’t quite discern but that was palpably an-
tagonistic to everything that surrounded us, from art to life. Perhaps the 
sense of conviviality ultimately awoke in us, or in most of us, and at long 
last, a new sense of direction applicable to the concept of the Universe. A 
year later, Alberto Caeiro read us a series of poems that would later be 
published and that constituted a first giant stride toward our objective. 
The work, straightforwardly presented here, marks a milestone—as can 
be seen below—in human thinking. It is astonishing that today, among 
the people who surround us, it has been possible to pick up the thread of 
the lost Greek tradition. Alberto Caeiro is the greatest of all contemporary 
poets; that’s all we’ll say, for it would perhaps be excessive, though true, 
to say more. The Keeper of Sheep was for us akin to what the discovery 
of America must have been to a dreamy Renaissance geographer, were 
he able to properly calculate what would follow as a result of it. We were 
able to make such calculations, and what followed was the work He 
would eventually read to us. He managed to free himself of everything 
Christianity does to the human soul, returning to a primitive Christian-
ity, one more pagan than it is anything else, and thus he found Nature 
again, which had been lost two thousand years ago to the intelligence of 
men. With the Keeper of Sheep, the human spirit did the most important 
thing it had done for two thousand years: it went back to its Hearth; in 
one swipe it eliminated all the degenerate layers that Rome and Judea 
had placed over it. Filaments of Christian sentimentality remain in our 
work, but the essential thing was to discover the naturalist sentiment, 
and that was achieved, once and for all. Naturalism appeared in a re-
newed and original form. From then on, all difficulties were secondary. 
The body of our intention had a soul.

António Mora 
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Theater is a temptation that  
the Portuguese artistic avant-
garde did not resist, being a regu-
lar feature in the creations of its 
protagonists. In the first issue  
of Orpheu, Fernando Pessoa pub-
lished his static drama in one act, 
The Mariner, in which the influ-
ence of Maurice Maeterlinck’s 
symbolist theater can be detected.

Different performative mo-
ments took the shape of public 
actions by Almada Negreiros and 
Santa Rita Pintor and were the 
objects of controversy and scandal. 
The performances of the Ballets 
Russes in Lisbon from December 
1917 to January 1918 were an  

appropriate context for this de-
sire to establish a relationship 
between the visual arts and the 
stage. Almada Negreiros wrote for 
the theater, designed costumes 
and sets, and directed several 
plays. While living in Madrid from 
1927 to 1932, he created a décor 
project for Teatro San Carlos, de-
signed the sets for Ramón Gómez 
de la Serna’s play Los medios seres 
(The Half-Beings) and collaborat-
ed with composer Salvador  
Bacarisse to create paintings for 
the magic lantern–projected   
images that accompanied the 
musical play La tragedia de doña 
Ajada (Doña Ajada’s Tragedy).

José de Almada Negreiros
Lendo a Orpheu 2 [Reading 
Orpheu 2], ca. 1954

Gestures toward a Theater
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José de Almada Negreiros
Costume for the ballet A princesa 
dos sapatos de ferro [The 
Princess of the Iron Shoes], 1918

José de Almada Negreiros
Untitled, 1918

Following page

José de Almada Negreiros
Untitled, 1923
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Double page, from left to right  
and from top to bottom

Bailes russos [Ballets Russes],  
special program, Lisbon, Coliseu  
dos Recreios, 1917

José de Almada Negreiros,  
“Os Bailados Russos em Lisboa,” 
manifesto not published in  
Portugal futurista, Lisbon,  
no. 1, 1917

Teatro Nacional de São Carlos 
program, Lisbon, 1918
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Salvador Bacarisse
Score for La tragedia  
de Doña Ajada [The Tragedy  
of Doña Ajada], 1929

Following page

José de Almada Negreiros
La tragedia de Doña Ajada  
[The Tragedy of Doña Ajada], 
1929
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Inaugural brochure of the Cine 
San Carlos, Madrid, 1929

Unknown photographer
Cine San Carlos, with the 
decorative boards made  
by José de Almada Negreiros, 
Madrid, 1929

Following page

José de Almada Negreiros
Bar de marinheiros  
[Sailor’s Bar], 1929
(Decorative panel for the Cine 
San Carlos, Madrid)

José de Almada Negreiros
Jazz, 1929
(Decorative panel for the Cine 
San Carlos, Madrid)
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Double page

Unknown photographer
Decorative boards made by José  
de Almada Negreiros for the Cine  
San Carlos, Madrid, 1929
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José de Almada Negreiros
Stage for the play Los medios 
seres [The Half Beings],  
by Ramón Gómez de la Serna, 
1929

José de Almada Negreiros
El uno, 1931

Following page

José de Almada Negreiros
First sketch for the Teatro 
Muñoz Seca decoration,  
Madrid, 1929

José de Almada Negreiros
Deseja-se mulher, 1959

José de Almada Negreiros
Pierrot e arlequim,  
personagens de theatro, 1924
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José de Almada Negreiros
Viento [Wind], Blanco y negro 
no. 2,017, January 25, 1931
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José de Almada Negreiros
Arte nuevo: Estampa de circo  
[New Art: Circus Card], Blanco  
y negro, no. 2,026, March 16, 1930
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Fernando 
Pessoa, 
Ultraism, 
and Painting
ANTONIO SÁEZ
DELGADO
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S
o far as we know, Fernando Pessoa never wrote a sin-
gle line on ultraism, the avant-garde movement that 
provided the context for the first Spanish translation 
of his work. On September 11, 1923, the poet Rogelio 
Buendía published Spanish versions in the Huelva 
daily La Provincia of five of the Inscriptions written 
by Pessoa in English.1 Only a week later, on Septem-

ber 18, Adriano del Valle, the lynchpin and promoter of Pessoa’s re-
lations with the Spanish avant-garde, included an article entitled 
“Concerning La rueda de color [The Wheel of Color]: Opinion of a 
Portuguese Poet on a Book by Rogelio Buendía” in the pages of the 
Seville newspaper La Unión. The piece traced the coordinates for the 
overtures made to Pessoa by the young ultraist poets of Andalusia, 
whose select group was joined shortly afterward by Isaac del Vando-
Villar, the director of the journal Grecia. However, the ultraists at 
that time considered Pessoa not as a poet but as a literary critic who 
had been forged in the pages of the Saudosista magazine A Águia (to 
which Rafael Cansinos Assens was a subscriber), and in 1923 and 
1924, when their attention to him was at its height, they tried to win 
his favor in the hope of securing publication of reviews of their books 
in Portugal. Two failed attempts in this respect were Buendía’s La 
rueda de color and Vando-Villar’s La sombrilla japonesa (The Japa-
nese Sunshade).

Fernando Pessoa may never have written the word ultraism, but 
he did have the opportunity to read it on at least three occasions, all 
in 1924, when the movement was entering its final phase. The first, 
between January and June of that year, was in the Lisbon magazine 
Contemporânea (1922–1926), edited by the architect José Pacheco 
(or Pacheko), which had become a key mouthpiece for Hispano-Por-
tuguese modernist dialogue. Among those who appeared in its pages 
were Ramón Gómez de la Serna, del Valle, and Buendía, as well as 
paintings by Daniel Vázquez Díaz and sculptures by his wife, Eva 
Aggerholm, alongside the brightest stars of the first wave of modern-
ism in Portugal—Pessoa, Mário de Sá-Carneiro, José de Almada Ne-
greiros, and the painters Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso, Eduardo Viana, 

1. Fernando Pessoa, “Inscripciones,” trans. by Rogelio Buendía, La Provincia, September 11, 
1923, 1. 
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and Jorge Barradas. In the tenth issue of Contemporânea, del Valle 
published a text entitled “Isaac del Vando-Villar in Seven Colors” 
(1924), in which he affirmed in the tone of one of Serna’s aphoristic 
Greguerías that, “for Isaac, Ultraism has been what nickel rings are 
to performing parrots.”2

The second reference came on May 29, when Guillermo de Torre 
was interviewed by the Diário de Lisboa on the occasion of a brief 
visit he made to the Portuguese capital.3 In that column, illustrated 
with a portrait by the “admirable Spanish painter” Vázquez Díaz 
(one of the capital figures in the dialogue between the modernists of 
Spain and Portugal, who dedicated such key works to that country 
as La rúa de Portugal [The Street in Portugal, 1922–1923, p. 272], 
Ventana sobre Portugal (pecera) [Window onto Portugal (Fishbowl), 
n.d.], and the drawings Vista de Portugal [View of Portugal, ca. 1923] 
and Nazaré [n.d.]), the poet was described as “one of the orienters 
of the highly modern literary trend called Ultraism.” In this brief 
interview, it is striking how de Torre, when questioned about what 
he knows and finds of interest in Portugal, mentions only the symbol-
ist Eugénio de Castro (the best-known and most widely read Portu-
guese poet in the Spanish-speaking world during the first half of the 
twentieth century), Teixeira de Pascoaes (the apostle of Saudosismo, 
also well-known and translated in Spain), and Leonardo Coimbra 
(the philosopher and ideologue of the same movement). This detail 
shows on the one hand that the ultraist had no points of reference 
among the Portuguese avant-garde (as is also sadly evident from his 
monumental Literaturas europeas de vanguardia [European Avant-
garde Literatures, 1925]) and, on the other hand, that his knowledge 
of Portuguese writers was limited to those three names, all of whom 
had visited the Residencia de Estudiantes in Madrid in 1922 to give 
talks or readings.4

While these two opportunities for Pessoa to develop an interest in 
ultraism were indirect, the third and last was explicit and forthright. 
Its protagonist was del Valle, who wrote a fascinating letter to Pessoa 

n 2. Adriano del Valle, “Isaac del Vando-Villar en siete colores: Prólogo para el libro La 
sombrilla japonesa,” Contemporânea, no. 10 (March 1924): 14. n 3. “Fala ao Diário de Lisboa 
um ultraísta hespanhol,” Diário de Lisboa, May 29, 1924, 5. n 4. See the monographic is-
sue dedicated to the Residencia de Estudiantes by the journal Poesía, no. 18–19 (1984): 67. 
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on November 10 in which, while commenting on the reception of his 
magazine Athena, he makes the following remarks: “we youngsters 
did a magazine in Seville that was called Grecia, in which we cre-
ated the bold modern literary school that has encompassed the globe 
with the name—I don’t know if it will have reached your ears—of 
Ultraism.”5 Whether or not it had reached Pessoa’s ears, he never 
showed any interest in its style or its philosophy, and this is appar-
ently confirmed by the fact that this letter sent by del Valle was the 
last in their preserved correspondence, having been written more 
than a year after their first and only personal meeting in Lisbon in 
June 1923.

Despite the impassioned but humble attempts of the ultraists, 
the relationship between Pessoa and early Portuguese poetic mod-
ernism with the earliest Spanish literary avant-garde is rather like 
a landscape in chiaroscuro, with some direct links and a handful 
of common factors and characteristics. Spanish ultraism and Por-
tuguese modernism were born as responses to neoromantic excess, 
realism, and, most directly, Spanish art nouveau (modernismo) and 
Portuguese symbolism, and were intended to mark a break from 
them and be a step ahead of them. Their emergence, however, is 
intimately tied to coexistence with the different symbolist and mod-
ernista formulae, clearly appreciable in the first issue of Orpheu 
(1915) and the magazine Grecia (1918–1920). In the meantime, both 
movements established a much needed and lively dialogue with the 
plastic arts, as manifested in the illustrations of their magazines 
and the work of the painters who belonged to their circles, such as 
Almada Negreiros, Souza-Cardoso, and the futurist Guilherme de 
Santa Rita (also known as Santa Rita Pintor) on the Portuguese side, 
and Vázquez Díaz, Barradas, and Władysław Jahl on the Spanish, 
to cite only some early examples. Finally, both the ultraists and the 
Portuguese modernists shared the historic role of representing an in-
cipient avant-garde whose beginnings can be precisely dated to 1915 
in the case of Portugal, with the appearance of the magazine Orpheu, 
and to 1918 in Spain, with the emergence of ultraism after Xavier 
Bóveda’s interview with Cansinos Assens in El Parlamentario. At 
the same time, they were the immediate precedents, though held 

n 5. See Antonio Sáez Delgado, Pessoa y España (Valencia: Pre-Textos, 2015), 146. 
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in varying degrees of esteem, of a second avant-garde in the Iberian 
Peninsula, now filtered through a reinterpretation of the relationship 
between tradition and modernity, whose leading figures belonged to 
the second wave of Portuguese modernism, linked with the Coimbra 
magazine presença, and to the Generation of ’27 in Spain.

Nevertheless, these parallels need to be combined with a funda-
mental notion that has left a profound and sometimes indelible mark 
on studies of the presence of the avant-garde in both countries. I am 
referring to the intrinsic value of the work of its principal artists, 
with the inevitable consequences of this for the construction of the 
two national literary canons. The constellation created around Pes-
soa, with satellites such as Sá-Carneiro and Almada Negreiros (who 
made both literary and plastic contributions), occupies a place of hon-
or in the history of twentieth-century Portuguese culture, while the 
chief standard-bearers of Spanish ultraism, with an oeuvre frankly 
overshadowed by that of Spain’s neighbors, have never achieved a 
status comparable with their opposite numbers in Portugal, ceding 
their preeminence in the development of lyrical modernism to the 
voices of the Generation of ’27.

If we broaden this overview of Iberian bonds and relationships to 
include the plastic arts (as was proposed in avant-garde tracts and 
public meetings in both countries), we encounter surprises and new 
material for analysis. Tracing out some basic lines will allow us to de-
limit the terrain, and these must begin in 1915. Not only was this the 
year when Orpheu was published in Lisbon, but the I Exposição de 
Humoristas e Modernistas (First Exhibition of Humorists and Mod-
ernists) was held in Porto with the participation of Almada, António 
Soares, Pacheko, Stuart Carvalhais, and others, while the Exposición 
de Pintores Íntegros (Exhibition of Integral Painters) was held in Ma-
drid, with a catalogue whose prologue was written by Serna, included 
works by Diego Rivera (the closest to the avant-garde cause), María 
Blanchard, Luis Bagaría, and Agustín Choco. That year, then, can be 
taken as a starting point for a process that visibly leads to 1925, the 
final year of ultraism, when the last issues of the magazine Athena 
(in which Pessoa fully developed his sensationist theories through 
the voices of his heteronyms) appeared in Lisbon and when the Ex-
posición de la Sociedad de Artistas Ibéricos (Exhibition of the Society 
of Iberian Artists), to which the magazine Alfar, close to ultraism, 
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dedicated its fifty-first issue, opened in Madrid. This was also the 
moment when three fundamental books were published in Spain 
and helped to mark a watershed in the complex history of Iberian 
modernism: La deshumanización del arte (The Dehumanization of 
Art) by José Ortega y Gasset, Literaturas europeas de vanguardia 
(Avant-garde European Literatures) by de Torre, and El ultraísmo 
en España (Ultraism in Spain) by Manuel de la Peña.

From 1915 to 1925 there occurred many of the most important 
events of the historic avant-garde in Portugal and Spain, with ele-
ments relating the worlds of literature and painting in both coun-
tries. One of the circumstances that without doubt did most to favor 

Rafael Barradas
Calle de Barcelona  
[Street in Barcelona], 1918
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the appearance of a new art in the Iberian Peninsula was the pres-
ence there of Sonia Delaunay and Robert Delaunay, who brought 
simultaneism to Spain in two phases, from 1914 to 1915 and from 
1917 to 1921, with an intermediate period in which they took it to 
Portugal. Their presence was fundamental for the course taken by 
the ultraist avant-garde, and those close to them included not only de 
Torre (who dedicated his poems “Torre Eiffel” [Eiffel Tower] and “Arco 
iris” [Rainbow] to them in Hélices and who wrote a study in 1922 on 
Robert’s work entitled, “Destruction et construction, la peinture de 
Delaunay”) and Serna (recall his “Abanico de palabras para Sonia De-
launay” [Fan of Words for Sonia Delaunay]), but also some who were 
in correspondence with Pessoa, such as Vando-Villar (who included 
a “simultaneous poem” in La sombrilla japonesa) and Buendía (the 
simultaneist echoes of the title of his book La rueda de color seem 
evident), together with a large number of painters who were in the 
capital during the ultraist years, such as Vázquez Díaz, Jahl, and 
Carlos Sáenz de Tejada.

Although the Delaunays failed to establish stable and direct links 
between the painters of the two countries, the “simultaneous” was 
to be one of the keys to an understanding of the new times. As a 
sensory experience, orphist in filiation,6 it was also a factor close to 
sensationism and the latter’s preoccupation with “feeling everything 
in every way.” The simultaneous might even be said to be already 
patent in the intersectionism that Pessoa had launched in Orpheu 
through his poem “Chuva oblíqua” (Slanting Rain), where echoes 
of Arthur Rimbaud (Marine) are found paralleling those of cubism. 
From this viewpoint the Delaunays left an even deeper impression 
on Portugal than on Spain, visible in the work of great painters like 
Souza-Cardoso (he dedicated Canção popular—A Russa e o Figaro 
[Popular Song—The Russian, 1916, p. 179] to them), Viana (clearly 
engrossed in the movement in A revolta das bonecas [The Revolt of 
the Dolls, 1916, pp. 186–187]), Pacheco (who invited the couple in the 
first half of 1916 to take part in an exhibition at the Galeria das Artes 
in Lisbon), and Almada Negreiros (who, like the others named here, 
belonged to the Corporation Nouvelle organized by the Delaunays).

n 6. See Jordi Cerdà, “Mouvement de Nouveauté,” in Suroeste: Relaciones literarias y artísti-
cas entre Portugal y España (1890–1936), ed. Antonio Sáez Delgado and Luís Manuel Gaspar 
(Badajoz: SECC—Ministerio de Cultura, 2010), 1:213–30. 
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The magazine Portugal futurista appeared in 1917, when the De-
launays were already back in Madrid. Its pages contained poems by 
Guillaume Apollinaire and Blaise Cendrars “published by Mme Sonia 
Delaunay-Terk,” Álvaro de Campos’s Ultimatum, the “Saltimbancos 
(contrastes simultâneos)” (Mountebanks (Simultaneous Contrasts)) 
dedicated by Almada to Santa Rita Pintor, and some poems from 
Pessoa’s Ficções do interlúdio (Fictions of the Interlude). A year later, 
in 1918—the year Guilherme Filipe exhibited in Madrid, coinciding 
with the birth of ultraism—Vázquez Díaz returned to the Spanish 
capital from Paris, as did Barradas (in his case from Barcelona), 
who had founded vibrationism with Joaquín Torres-García and Joan 
Salvat-Papasseit and was to draw india ink portraits of many of the 
ultraists and frequent the literary gatherings at Pombo. With these 
names, together with the contributions of the Argentine Norah Borg-
es and the Poles Jahl and Marjan Paszkiewicz, the pictorial adven-
ture of Spanish ultraism took shape. In a way, behind its own formula  
of aesthetic ambiguity, it, too, was bent on “feeling everything in 
every modern way.” In several seminal essays in which he analyses 
the role played by the plastic arts in ultraism, Juan Manuel Bonet7 
follows in the wake of the contributions of Jaime Brihuega8 and Euge-
nio Carmona9 to bequeath us a long list of painters linked to the spirit 
of the movement. Besides those already mentioned, these include 
Alberto, Francisco Mateos, Salvador Dalí, Gabriel García Maroto, 
Józef Pankiewicz, Francisco Bores, Francisco de Santa Cruz, Pancho 
Cossío, Rafael Alberti, Cándido Fernández Mazas, José María Ucelay, 
and Antonio de Guezala.

Vázquez Díaz merits special attention both because of his close 
ties with ultraism and his frequent presence in Portugal. While the 
Andalusian artist was one of the protagonists of the ultraist soirée 
in January 1921 at the Sala Parisiana in Madrid, decorated for the 

n 7. Juan Manuel Bonet, “Baedeker del ultraísmo,” in El ultraísmo y las artes plásticas 
(Valencia: IVAM, 1996), 9–60; and Juan Manuel Bonet, “Portugal-España 1900–1936: Artes 
plásticas,” in Suroeste, 1:45–58. Bonet is also responsible for the fullest, most recent, and 
best-documented anthology of ultraist poetry: Las cosas se han roto: Antología de la poesía 
ultraísta (Seville: Fundación José Manuel Lara, 2012). n 8. Jaime Brihuega, “La ESAI y 
el arte español en la bisagra de 1925,” in La sociedad de artistas ibéricos y el arte español 
de 1925 (Madrid: Museo Nacional Centro de Arte Reina Sofía, 1995), 15–32. n 9. Eugenio 
Carmona, “El ‘arte nuevo’ y el ‘retorno al orden’ 1918–1926,” in La sociedad de artistas 
ibéricos y el arte español de 1925, 47–58. 
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occasion by the Delaunays and exhibiting some of his works along-
side those of Jahl and Paszkiewicz,10 he was then in Portugal from 
September 1922 to March 1923, exhibiting his works at the salon of 
the Lisbon journal Ilustração Portuguesa (where he had previously 
presented his etching Danza [Dance] in the 1920 Humorists’ Salon), 

n 10. See José Antonio Sarmiento, Las veladas ultraístas (Cuenca: Centro de Creación 
Experimental, 2013). 

Daniel Vázquez Díaz
La rúa de Portugal [Street  
in Portugal], ca. 1922–1923 
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at the Hotel Avenida in Coimbra, and at the Society of Fine Arts of 
Porto. In the Portuguese capital, he had the opportunity to meet 
Almada Negreiros. (He had previously met Souza-Cardoso at the 
Académie Vitti in Paris, where both were assiduous pupils of Herme-
negildo Anglada Camarasa.)11 Vázquez Díaz, a signatory of the mani-
festo of the Society of Iberian Artists, even did a portrait of Almada 
Negreiros for the cover of his “A cena do ódio” (The Scene of Hatred), 
separate from Contemporânea (no. 7, January 1923), and for the pages 
of La gaceta literaria (no. 3, February 1, 1927), where it illustrated the 
legendary article “El alma de Almada” (The Soul of Almada), written 
by Serna to mark the Portuguese artist’s arrival in Madrid. This text 
prepared the way for the exhibition held by Almada later in 1927 at 
the Unión Iberoamericana, organized by Ernesto Giménez Caballero 
and significantly dedicated “to the memory of Juan Gris and Picasso, 
Sunyer, Vázquez Díaz and Solana.” The exhibition was a great suc-
cess and encouraged Almada to remain until 1932 in the Spanish 
capital. There he wove an extraordinary web of contacts with Spanish 
artists, writers, and architects from the literary gatherings at the 
Café Zahara, including Federico García Lorca, Manuel Abril, Antonio 
Espina, Giménez Caballero, Juan Manuel Díaz-Caneja, Benjamín 
Palencia, García Maroto, Luis Lacasa, and García Mercadal.12 In the 
Almanaque de las artes y las letras para 1928 (Almanac of the Arts 
and Letters for 1928), coordinated by García Maroto (who painted a 
study in foreshortening of the Viaduct in Madrid, an ultraist symbol, 
for the Exhibition of the Society of Iberian Artists in 1925, the year 
César González-Ruano published his book Viaducto [Viaduct]), po-
ems by Pessoa and Lorca appeared together in the same publication 
for the first and only time during the lives of both authors. It was a 
nebulous presaging of a possible rapprochement between the Genera-
tion of ’27 and the Portuguese avant-garde that never came about.

What did occur from 1925 onward was the creation of a full-
fledged diaspora comprising many of the names gathered around 
avant-garde painting in Madrid. In that year, which marks the end of 
ultraism, Barradas left Madrid and returned to Catalonia, which was 
also to be Dalí’s destination. Sáenz de Tejada and Bores went to Paris, 

n 11. See Ana Berruguete, “Vázquez Díaz y Portugal,” in Suroeste, 325–40. n 12. See Antonio 
Sáez Delgado and Filipa María Valido-Viegas de Paula-Soares, Almada Negreiros en Madrid 
(Madrid: Universidad Autónoma de Madrid, 2017). 
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where Palencia later appeared too. In 1928 García Maroto sailed 
for Mexico and shortly afterward published his seminal La nueva 
España (The New Spain, 1930). These were the years immediately 
preceding the writing of many of the definitive fragments of Pessoa’s 
Livro do desassossego (Book of Disquiet)—precisely those identified 
most clearly with the semiheteronym Bernardo Soares13—and when 
the author had already concluded most of his texts devoted to the 
subject of Iberia.14 They were also the years when, in astounding 
parallel synchrony, the presença and ’27 generations gave a further 
twist to a new avant-garde that was now filtered through a certain 
aesthetic “return to order,” though it failed to establish the neces-
sary coordinates for a stable and lasting entente across the Iberian 
Peninsula. The phantom of the encounters and misencounters of the 
two countries suddenly loomed over the peninsula once more, and 
from the appearance of the 1928 Almanaque until his death in 1935, 
Pessoa saw no more of his work published in Spain. The Portuguese 
writer’s next landmark would have to wait until 1944, when the poet 
Rafael Morales took a new interest in Pessoa’s work in the pages of 
the magazine Garcilaso. That landmark was situated in a social con-
text branded by the experiences of the postwar years, when dialogue 
with the survivors of the Portuguese avant-garde with links to the 
Salazar régime—a leading role was played in this case by António 
Ferro—resulted in the writing of a new chapter in the complex cul-
tural relations between the two countries.

n 13. See Fernando Pessoa, Livro do desassossego, ed. Jerónimo Pizarro, 2 vols. (Lisbon: 
INCM, 2010). n 14. See Fernando Pessoa, Iberia: Introducción a un imperialismo futuro, 
trans. by Antonio Sáez Delgado (Valencia: Pre-Textos, 2013). Includes an introduction and 
notes by Sáez Delgado, a philological note by Jerónimo Pizarro, and epilogues by Humberto 
Brito and Pablo Javier Pérez López.
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Absence in presença:  
The Second Modernity

In the wake of the Orpheu genera-
tion, the forty issues of the maga-
zine presença (edited by Branquinho 
da Fonseca, João Gaspar Simões, 
and José Régio) published from 
1927 to 1940 represent a second 
modernity in Portuguese art and 
culture. The majority of Pessoa’s 
texts published during his lifetime 
were published there, and his un-
published works began to appear 
thanks to some of the magazine’s 
editors after Pessoa’s death. Far 
less bold than other Portuguese 
avant-garde magazines in terms of 
rupture and avant-garde attitude, 
presença (considered by some to be 
counterrevolutionary in the context 
of Portuguese modernity) did, how-
ever, influence Lusitanian artistic 

and cultural thought for several 
decades of the twentieth century.  
A new generation of writers and ar-
tists published in its pages, which 
were also open to cinema through 
the publishing of scripts and texts 
by Manoel de Oliveira, the first 
representative of art cinema in 
Portugal and the longest-lived di-
rector in the history of filmmaking, 
of whose first film, Douro, Faina 
Fluvial (Labor on the Douro River), 
Pessoa had kept a newspaper clip-
ping in his collection. The plastic 
language of presença opened up to 
an explicit expressionism and in-
trospective lyricism manifest in the 
magazine’s illustrations by a new 
generation of artists such as Sarah 
Affonso, Mário Eloy, and Júlio.

Júlio dos Reis Pereira
Tarde de festa [Evening Party], 1925
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Júlio dos Reis Pereira
Espera [Wait], 1930
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Júlio dos Reis Pereira
Noturno [Nighttime], 1929
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Júlio dos Reis Pereira
Noturno [Nighttime], 1929
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Júlio dos Reis Pereira
O burguês e a menina  
[The Bourgeois and the Girl], 1931
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Mário Eloy
Menino e varina [Young Boy  
and Fish Street-Vendor], 1928
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Mário Eloy
O meu retrato [My Portrait],  
1928



282

Mário Eloy
Auto-retrato [Self-Portrait], 
1936–1939



ABSENCE IN PRESENÇA: THE SECOND MODERNITY  283

José de Almada Negreiros
Auto-retrato [Self-Portrait], 
1927
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Mário Eloy
Komposição—Natureza morta 
[Composition—Still Life],  
ca. 1934

Following page

José de Almada Negreiros
Duplo retrato [Double Portrait], 
1934–1936
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Sarah Affonso
Untitled, 1939
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Sarah Affonso
Procissão [Procession], 1934
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Jorge Barradas
As varinas [The Fish  
Street-Vendors], 1930
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Sarah Affonso
Untitled, 1924
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Abel Manta
Jogo de damas 
[Checker’s Game], 1927

Following page

Sarah Affonso
Untitled, 1930

Pages 292–293

José de Almada Negreiros
Auto-retrato num grupo (pintura 
decorativa—Café “A Brasileira”do 
Chiado) [Self-Portrait in a Group 
(Decorative Painting— 
“A Brasileira” Café in Chiado)], 1925
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Double page

Manoel de Oliveira
Douro, Faina Fluvial 
[Labor on the Douro 
River], 1934
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José de Almada Negreiros
Retrato de Fernando Pessoa 
[Fernando Pessoa’s Portrait], 1964
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Watercolor on paper
34 x 24.5 cm
Museu Nacional  
do Teatro e da Dança

Abel Manta
Jogo de damas 
[Checker’s Game], 1927
Oil on canvas
106 x 116 cm
Museu Nacional de 
Arte Contemporânea do 
Chiado
p. 290

José Pacheco
Scene mockup for the 
ballet A princesa dos 
sapatos de ferro  
[The Princess of the 
Iron Shoes], São Carlos 
National Theater, 
Lisbon, 1918
Pastel on cardboard
57 x 76 cm
Museu Nacional  
do Teatro e da Dança

Teixeira de Pascoaes
Untitled, n.d.
Pen and watercolor on 

paper
22 x 21.4 cm
Câmara Municipal  
de Amarante
p. 144 (top left)

Teixeira de Pascoaes
Untitled, n.d.
Watercolor on paper
15 x 9 cm
Câmara Municipal  
de Amarante
p. 145 (right)

Teixeira de Pascoaes
Untitled, n.d.
Watercolor on paper
23 x 15.5 cm
Câmara Municipal  
de Amarante
p. 144 (top right)

Teixeira de Pascoaes
Untitled, n.d.
Watercolor on paper
25.2 x 16.1 cm
Câmara Municipal  
de Amarante

Teixeira de Pascoaes
Untitled, n.d.
Watercolor on paper
11 x 13 cm
Câmara Municipal  
de Amarante
p. 144 (bottom)

Teixeira de Pascoaes
Untitled, n.d.
Watercolor on paper
16 x 12.7 cm
Câmara Municipal  
de Amarante
p. 145 (left)

Guilherme de Santa-
Rita (Santa Rita Pintor)
Cabeça [Head], ca. 1910
Oil on canvas
65.3 x 46.5 cm
Museu Nacional de Arte 
Contemporânea 
do Chiado
p. 155 (bottom right)

Guilherme de Santa-
Rita (Santa Rita Pintor)
Orfeu nos infernos 
[Orpheus in the Hells], 
1917

Oil on canvas
82 x 92 cm
Private collection
pp. 150–151

António Soares
Scene mockup for the 
play A boneca e os 
fantoches [The Doll and 
the Puppets], National 
Theater, Lisbon, 1930
Gouache on cardboard
38 x 46 cm
Museu Nacional do 
Teatro e da Dança

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
A Brigada do Minho  
na “Ferme du Bois”  
[The Minho Brigade 
at “Ferme du Bois”], n.d.
Etching on paper
56.1 x 75.9 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
A Patrulha [The Patrol], 
n.d.
Etching on paper
50.3 x 66.3 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
Duas ordenanças 
de Infantaria 11 
[Two Infantry 11 
Ordinances], n.d.
Etching on paper
56.7 x 30.9 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
Soldados ao parapeito 
[Soldiers on the 
Parapet], n.d.
Etching on paper
56.8 x 38.1 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
Canhão desmantelado 
[Dismantled Cannon], 

1918
Etching on paper
56.4 x 76.2 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
C.E.P. Sepultura  
d’um soldado  
portuguêz na “Terra  
de Ninguém” em Neuve 
Chapelle (França)  
[C.E.P. Grave of a 
Portuguese Soldier at 
“Terra de Ninguém” 
in Neuve Chapelle 
(France)], 1918
Etching on paper
33.2 x 51 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
O episódio de 9 de Abril 
[The April 9th Episode], 
1919
Etching on paper
51.2 x 66.6 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Adriano de Sousa Lopes
Untitled, 1920
Etching on paper
49.5 x 69.3 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Caricatura [Caricature], 
n.d.
India ink and pencil  
on paper
14.5 x 10 cm
Private collection

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, n.d.
India ink and 
watercolor on paper
25 x 35.2 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
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Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, n.d.
Regional doll
22 x 10 x 2 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Caricatures of Alves 
Cardoso and Emmerico 
Nunes, 1906
Pencil and ink on paper
19 x 22 cm
Câmara Municipal 
de Amarante. Museu 
Municipal Amadeo  
de Souza-Cardoso

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Caricature of the 
painter Emmerico 
Nunes, 1906
India ink and 
watercolor on canvas
11.5 x 16.2 cm
Câmara Municipal 
de Amarante. Museu 
Municipal Amadeo  
de Souza-Cardoso

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Caricatures of Amadeo 
de Souza-Cardoso and 
Manuel Laranjeira, 
1906
India ink on paper
11.5 x 17.5 cm
Câmara Municipal 
de Amarante. Museu 
Municipal Amadeo  
de Souza-Cardoso

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Ciganos / Espanha 
[Gypsies / Spain],  
ca. 1909–1910
Oil on wood
61.5 x 79.5 cm
Private collection
p. 183 (top)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Caricature of the 

painter Emmerico 
Nunes, 1910
India ink and 
watercolor on paper
33.5 x 13 cm
Câmara Municipal 
de Amarante. Museu 
Municipal 

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, 1910
India ink, gouache, 
pencil, and watercolor 
on paper
25 x 32.5 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Paisagem com pássaros 
[Landscape with Birds], 
ca. 1911
Oil on canvas
90 x 67.5 cm
Private collection
p. 149

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Les chevaux du roi  
[The King’s Horses] 
(Drawing for the XX 
Dessins Album, no. 13), 
1911
India ink and gouache 
on paper
25.1 x 32.2 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 146 (bottom)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Os galgos [The 
Greyhounds], 1911
Oil on canvas
100 x 73 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 148

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
La détente du cerf [The 
Deer Hunt], ca. 1912

India ink on paper
25 x 32.2 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 147 (bottom)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, ca. 1912
India ink on paper
31 x 24 cm
Museu Nacional de Arte 
Contemporânea  
do Chiado

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Le moulin [The Mill], 
1912
India ink and gouache 
on paper
25.5 x 32.8 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 146 (top)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Le prince et la meute 
[The Prince and the 
Pack], 1912
Oil on canvas
99.5 x 80.5 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Mauresques [Moors] 
(Drawing for the XX 
Dessins Album, no. 3), 
1912
India ink and gouache 
on paper
77.5 x 52.5 cm
Private collection
p. 147 (top right)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Sur la terrasse [On the 
Terrace] (Drawing for 
the XX Dessins Album, 
no. 7), 1912
India ink and gouache 
on paper
77.5 x 52.5 cm

Private collection
p. 147 (top left)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, ca. 1913
Oil on canvas
100 x 81 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 161

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, ca. 1913
Oil on canvas
18 x 18.2 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 166 (top)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Canção d’açude—Poema 
em cor [The Açude’s 
Song—Color Poem], 
1913
Gouache on paper
23.8 x 33.1 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 199

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Cavaleiros [Cavaliers], 
1913
Oil on canvas
100 x 100 cm
Purchased in 1959, no. 
inv.: AM 3636 P. Centre 
Pompidou, Paris. Musée 
national d’art moderne 
/ Centre de création 
industrielle
pp. 162–163

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Dame (Menina dos 
cravos) [Lady (The 
Carnations Girl)], 1913
Oil on wood
40.5 x 29.5 cm
Museu do Caramulo—
Fundação Abel and João 
de Lacerda, donated  
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by Maria Madalena  
de Lacerda
p. 160

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Étude B / Estudo B 
[Study B], 1913
Oil on canvas
46 x 61 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 165

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Poema [Poem], 1913
Watercolor on paper
22 x 12 cm
Ilídio Pinho Collection

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, 1913
Oil on canvas
64 x 30 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 164

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Pintura [Painting],  
ca. 1914
Oil on wood
34.4 x 28.2 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 166 (bottom)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Pelas janelas 
(Desdobramento—
intersecção) [Through 
the Windows 
(Unfolding—
Intersection)], 1914
Oil on cardboard
33 x 23 cm
Museu Coleção Berardo
p. 158 (bottom)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled (Bridge), 1914
Oil on canvas

33.4 x 41.1 cm
Museu Coleção Berardo
p. 159

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, 1914
Oil on canvas
61.2 x 50 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 158 (top)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
A Chalupa [The Sloop], 
ca. 1914–1915
Oil on canvas
60.5 x 80 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
pp. 156–157

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Study for Expositions 
Mouvantes—
“Corporation Nouvelle,” 
ca. 1915
Watercolor on paper
31.4 x 25.4 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 196 (bottom)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Study for Expositions 
Mouvantes—
“Corporation Nouvelle,” 
ca. 1915
Watercolor on paper
33.1 x 23.7 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 197 (bottom)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Serrana poema em cor 
[Serrana Color Poem], 
ca. 1915
Watercolor on paper
23.8 x 33.1 cm
Private collection
p. 198

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
A casita clara—
Paysagem [The Little 
Bright House—
Landscape], 1915
Oil on canvas
30.5 x 40.5 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 182

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Meunier [Miller],  
ca. 1915–1916
Oil on canvas
57 x 40 cm
Private collection
p. 183 (bottom)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled (TIRO),  
ca. 1914–1916
Oil on canvas
50 x 40 cm
Private collection

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Vaso (superposição) 
[Vase 
(Superimposition)],  
ca. 1915–1916
Oil on canvas
27 x 21 cm
Private collection
p. 167

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
A ascensão do quadrado 
verde e a mulher do 
violino [The Green 
Square’s Ascension  
and the Woman with  
the Violin], ca. 1916
Oil on canvas
180 x 100 cm
Private collection
p. 171

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Arabesco dynamico 
real ocre rouge café 
rouge cantante zig-zag 
couraceiro bandolim 

vibrações metálicas 
[Dynamic Arabesque 
Royal Ochre Rouge 
Café Rouge Singing 
Cuirassier Mandolin 
Zig-Zag Metallic 
Vibrations], ca. 1916
Oil on canvas
100 x 60 cm
Private collection
p. 170

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Canção popular—A 
Russa e o Figaro 
[Popular Song—The 
Russian and the 
Figaro], ca. 1916
Oil on canvas
80 x 60 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 179

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Canção popular e o 
pássaro do Brazil 
[Popular Song and the 
Brazilian Bird],  
ca. 1916
Oil on canvas
76.3 x 65.3 cm
Câmara Municipal 
de Amarante. Museu 
Municipal Amadeo de 
Souza-Cardoso
p. 178

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Pato violino insecto 
[Duck Violin Insect],  
ca. 1916
Oil on canvas
50 x 40 cm
Jorge de Brito 
Collection
p. 176

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Trou de la serrure—
Parto da viola—Bon 
ménage—Fraise avant-
garde [Keyhole—Birth 
of the Viola—Happy 
Marriage—Strawberry 
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Avant-garde],  
ca. 1914–1916
Oil on canvas
70 x 58 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 177

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled (BRUT 300 
TSF), ca. 1917
Oil and sand on canvas
86 x 66 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 172

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled (Coty),  
ca. 1917
Oil and collage on 
canvas
94 x 76 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
p. 173

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Untitled, ca. 1917
Oil and collage on 
canvas and wood
93.5 x 93.5 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
pp. 174–175

Eduardo Viana
Figuras: Bonecas  
de feiras [Figures:  
Fair Dolls], n.d.
Oil on cardboard
40 x 30.5 cm
Private collection
p. 181 (bottom)

Eduardo Viana
Untitled, n.d.
Crayon and oil on 
canvas
67 x 116.5 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
pp. 184–185

Eduardo Viana
Louças de Barcelos 
[Barcelos Ceramic 
Dolls], 1915
Oil on canvas
50 x 61 cm
Museu Nacional Soares 
dos Reis
p. 181 (top)

Eduardo Viana
A revolta das bonecas 
[The Revolt of the 
Dolls], 1916
Oil on canvas
129 x 147 cm
Museu Nacional  
de Arte Contemporânea 
do Chiado
pp. 186–187

Eduardo Viana
K4 quadrado azul  
[K4 Blue Square], 1916
Oil on canvas
50.5 x 59.5 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian—Coleção 
Moderna
pp. 168–169

Eduardo Viana
As três abóboras [The 
Three Pumpkins], 1919
Oil on canvas
134 x 117.5 cm
Private collection

Eduardo Viana
Rapaz das louças  
[The Pottery Boy], 1919
Oil on canvas
140 x 123 cm
Private collection
p. 180

PHOTOGRAPHS

Unknown photographer
Fernando Pessoa’s 
portraits, 1914/1929
Exhibition copies
Manuela Nogueira 
Collection
pp. 12, 28–29, 53, 63

Unknown photographer
Sonia Delaunay 
painting the Marché au 

Minho at Vila  
do Conde, 1915
Purchase, no. inv.: 
BK DEL 88. Centre 
Pompidou, Paris. Musée 
national d’art modern 
/ Centre de création 
industrielle

Unknown photographer
José de Almada 
Negreiros, photography 
published in Portugal 
futurista, 1917, to 
advertise the First 
Futurist Conference at 
the República Theater
Exhibition copy
Private Collection

Unknown photographer
Gathering at the Pombo 
Café (José de Almada 
Negreiros on the right 
side), ca. 1929
Exhibition copy
Isabel Alves and 
Ernesto de Sousa 
Collection

Unknown photographer
Decorative boards made 
by José de Almada 
Negreiros for the Cine 
San Carlos, Madrid, 
1929
Isabel Alves and 
Ernesto de Sousa 
Collection
pp. 256 (bottom), 
258–259

Unknown photographer
Sonia Delaunay’s 
Portugal for the 
Railway Pavilion 
at the Exposition 
Internationale des Arts 
et Techniques dans la 
Vie Moderne, Paris, 
1937
Exhibition copy
Skissernas Museum—
Museum of Artistic 
Process and Public Art, 
Lund
p. 194 (bottom)

Unknown photographer
Sonia Delaunay’s 

working on Portugal 
mural painting for 
the Railway Pavilion 
at the Exposition 
Internationale des Arts 
et Techniques dans  
la Vie Moderne, Paris, 
1937
Exhibition copy
Skissernas Museum—
Museum of Artistic 
Process and Public Art, 
Lund
p. 195 (bottom)

Unknown photographer
Amadeo de Souza 
Cardoso with his 
friends Domingos 
Rebelo, Emmérico 
Nunes, Manuel Bentes, 
and José Pedro Cruz 
in a parody of Diego 
de Velázquez’s Los 
borrachos [The Drunks], 
in Paris, 1908
Exhibition copy

FILMS

João Botelho
Conversa acabada 
[Finished 
Conversation], 1981
90’, color, sound

Manoel de Oliveira
Douro, Faina Fluvial 
[Labor on the Douro 
River], 1934
20’, b/w, sound
pp. 294–295

AUDIO DOCUMENT

Gulbenkian Orchestra
La tragedia de Doña 
Ajada [The Tragedy  
of Doña Ajada], 2017
Audio record
Arquivos Gulbenkian
PT FCG FCG: MUS-
S007-D04561
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DOCUMENTATION

Horoscopes Made by 
Fernando Pessoa

Second Spanish 
Republic, n.d.
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/90-3-37

Mário de Sá-Carneiro, 
ca. 1915
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/144P-78
p. 60 (bottom left)

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso, ca. 1916
Biblioteca Nacional 
de Portugal
E3/S4-70
p. 60 (bottom right)

Horoscopes, including 
one of José de Almada 
Negreiros, ca. 1917
Biblioteca Nacional 
de Portugal
E3/S3-30
p. 62 (top left)

Orpheu 1, ca. 1921
Biblioteca Nacional 
de Portugal
E3/20-79
p. 61 (bottom right)

Correspondence

Miguel de Unamuno 
to Eugénio de Castro, 
February 28, 1903; 
February 20, 1905; 
July 12, 1906
Biblioteca Geral 
da Universidade de 
Coimbra

Miguel de Unamuno to 
Teixeira de Pascoaes, 
May 24, 1934
Museo Municipal 
Amadeo de Souza 
Cardoso. Câmara 
Municipal de Amarante
D3/292

Miguel de Unamuno 
to Eugénio de Castro, 
postcard, September 
29, 1910
Biblioteca Geral  
da Universidade de 
Coimbra

Teixeira de Pascoaes  
to Miguel de Unamuno, 
March 29, 1909
Universidad de 
Salamanca. Casa-
Museo Unamuno
AUSA_CMU, 47/100,8

Mário de Sá-Carneiro 
to Miguel de Unamuno, 
December 2, 1913; 
December 11, 1913; 
February 6, 1914
Universidad de 
Salamanca. Casa-
Museo Unamuno
CM, 11/13

Mário de Sá-Carneiro 
to Fernando Pessoa, 
postcard, November 18, 
1914
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3 / 115-5-111

Fernando Pessoa to 
Miguel de Unamuno, 
March 26, 1915
Universidad de 
Salamanca. Casa-
Museo Unamuno
CMU, 37/142

Federico García Lorca 
to Teixeira de Pascoaes, 
August 23, 1923
Câmara Municipal  
de Amarante

Mandrake Press to 
Fernando Pessoa, 
London, October 7, 
1930
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/234

Fernando Pessoa 
to Mandrake Press, 
Lisbon, October 7, 1930
Biblioteca Nacional  

de Portugal
E3/235

Fernando Pessoa 
to Adolfo Casais 
Monteiro, 1935
(facsimile edition) 
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
ESP E15/2719

Fernando Pessoa 
to Filippo Tomazo 
Marinetti, ca. 1917
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/19-35-37

Texts by Fernando 
Pessoa

A nova doença na 
literatura portuguesa 
[The New Sickness in 
Portuguese Literature], 
n.d.
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/14-4-1-2

1. Arte classica—
Paralelismo do physico 
e do psychico [Classical 
Art—Physic and 
Psychic Parallelism], 
n.d.
Biblioteca Nacional 
de Portugal
E3/75-9

Classicismo 
[Classicism], n.d.
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/14-2-22

Não sei quem sou, que 
alma tenho [I Do Not 
Know Who I Am, What 
Soul I Have], ca. 1915
Biblioteca Nacional 
de Portugal
E3/20-67

Eh-lá!, 1915
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/87-33

Sensationism, ca. 1916
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/20-103-104

O sensacionismo afirma, 
primeiro, o princípio 
da primordialidade 
[Sensationism Affirms, 
First and Foremost, 
the Principle of 
Primordiality], ca. 1916
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/20-106

Manifesto: Princípios 
essenciais [Manifesto: 
Essential Principles], 
n.d.
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/75-61

Intersectionist’s 
Possibilities (graphic), 
n.d.
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/28-6

Interseccionismo 
no 1º grau—ou 
interseccionismo 
material 
[Intersectionism 
of the 1st degree 
—Or Material 
Intersectionism], n.d.
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/75-66

O paulismo é, como nos 
disse, na Brazileira 
[Paulismo Is, as Put 
to Us in Brasileira], 
1914–1916
Fernando Pessoa’s 
notebook
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/144D2-32

Os directores de 
Orpheu julgam 
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conveniente, para que 
se evitem [The Orpheu’s 
Directors Find It 
Convenient,  
so That They Avoid],  
ca. 1915
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
E3/87A-19

Sensações do eu 
[Sensations of Self], n.d.
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional
de Portugal
E3/15-1-80

Periodicals

Álvaro de Campos
Ultimatum (Supplement 
to Portugal futurista), 
1917
Lisbon, Manifiesto
33.3 cm
Archivo Lafuente
p. 213

Miguel de Unamuno
“Portugal,” A Águia, 
no. 5, February 1911
31 cm
Universidad  
de Salamanca. Casa-
Museo Unamuno
p. 141

A Águia: Revista 
quinzenal ilustrada de 
literatura e crítica, nos. 
5–12, February 1911–
November/December 
1912
Porto, Tércio Miranda
31 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

A Águia: Revista 
quinzenal ilustrada 
de literatura e critica 
(1910–1911), series I
Porto, Tércio Miranda
31 cm
Biblioteca Geral da 
Universidade 
de Coimbra
p. 205 (left)

A Farça, February 12, 
1910
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

A Rajada, nos. 1–4, 
March–June 1912
Coimbra, Moita de Deus
25.9 cm
Archivo Lafuente

A Renascença: Revista 
mensual de critica, 
literatura, arte, sciencia, 
1914
Lisbon, Tipografía  
do Anuario Comercial
25 cm
Biblioteca Geral 
da Universidade de 
Coimbra

A sátira: Revista 
humorística de 
caricaturas, nos. 1–4, 
1911
28 cm
Biblioteca Nacional 
de Portugal

Athena: Revista de arte, 
vol. 1, nos. 1–2, October 
/ November 1924
Lisbon, Athena
26.5 cm
Archivo Lafuente
p. 219

Athena: Revista de arte
Lisbon (facsimile 
edition), 1983
26.5 cm
Centro de 
documentación, Museo 
Nacional Centro de Arte 
Reina Sofía

Contemporânea,  
1922–1926
Lisbon, Impresor 
Libanio da Silva
30 cm
Centro de 
documentación, Museo 
Nacional Centro  
de Arte Reina Sofía

Diário de Lisboa, 
“In Memoriam 
Fernando Pessoa o 

poeta português o poeta 
intemporal,” December 
6, 1935
Private collection

Ilustração: Publicación 
quincenal, August 1, 
1929
31 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

Ilustração Portugueza, 
October 15, 1917 / May 
13, 1918
20 cm
Museu Nacional do 
Teatro e da Dança

K4 o quadrado azul, 
1917
Lisbon
23 cm
Private collection
p. 210

K4 o quadrado azul
Lisbon, Assírio & Alvim 
(facsimile edition), 2000
23 cm
Private collection

Orpheu: Revista 
trimestral de literatura, 
1915
Lisbon
25 cm
Biblioteca Geral  
da Universidade de 
Coimbra
p. 205 (top right, 
bottom)

Orpheu: Revista 
trimestral de literatura
25 cm
Lisbon, A Bela e o 
Monstro Edições, 2015
2 facsimile copies
Private collection

Orpheu 2: Revista 
trimestral de literatura, 
1915
Lisbon, Antonio Ferro
24 cm
Archivo Lafuente
p. 154

Orpheu 2
Lisbon, A Bela e o 
Monstro Edições, 2015
24 cm
2 facsimile copies
Private collection

Orpheu 3
Lisbon, A Bela  
e o Monstro Edições 
(facsimile edition), 2015
24 cm
Private collection

O notícias ilustrado, 
“Os precursores do 
modernismo em 
Portugal,” ser. 2,  
no. 37, p. 8, 1929
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal
p. 153

O notícias ilustrado, 
“O Mistério da Boca do 
Inferno,” ser. 2, no. 121, 
several pp., 1930
(facsimile edition)
Biblioteca Nacional de 
Portugal

Portugal futurista, 1917
Lisbon, S. Ferreira
34 cm
Archivo Lafuente
p. 207

Portugal futurista
Lisbon, A Bela e o 
Monstro Edições, 2015
2 facsimile copies
Private collection
p. 155 (top and bottom 
left), 208 (right)

presença: Fôlha de arte  
e crítica, 1933 / 1937
Coimbra, Atlântida
35 cm
Biblioteca Geral 
da Universidade de 
Coimbra

Sudoeste, nos. 1–3, 1935
Lisbon, Edições SW
25 cm
Archivo Lafuente
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Sudoeste, nos. 1–3
Lisbon, Contexto 
(facsimile edition), 1982
Centro de 
documentación, Museo 
Nacional Centro de Arte 
Reina Sofía

Tricórnio: Antologia 
de inéditos de 
autores portugueses 
contemporâneos, 1952
Lisbon, J. A. França
27 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

Programs and 
Brochures

José de Almada 
Negreiros
A scena do ódio, 1915
29 x 21 cm
Archivo Lafuente
p. 208 (left)

José de Almada 
Negreiros
Litoral, a Amadeo  
de Souza-Cardoso, 
May 7, 1916
17.3 x 11.4 cm
Archivo Lafuente

José de Almada 
Negreiros
Esposição: Amadeo 
de Souza Cardoso, 
December 12, 1916
Lisbon, Liga Naval  
de Lisboa
17 x 11 cm
Archivo Lafuente

Bailes Russos [Ballets 
Russes], special 
program, 1917
Lisbon, Coliseu dos 
Recreios
33 cm (facsimile edition)
Biblioteca de Arte—
Fundação Calouste 
Gulbenkian
pp. 252, 253 (top)

Program for the ballet 
A princesa dos sapatos 

de ferro  [The Princess 
of the Iron Shoes], 
Teatro Nacional de São 
Carlos, Lisbon, 1918
23.5 x 16.5 cm
Museu Nacional  
do Teatro e da Dança

Teatro Nacional de São 
Carlos program, Lisbon, 
1918
15.8 x 16.9 cm
Museu Nacional  
do Teatro e da Dança
p. 253 (top right, 
bottom)

Inaugural brochure  
of the Cine San Carlos, 
Madrid, 1929
30.5 x 25 cm
Isabel Alves and 
Ernesto de Sousa 
Collection
p. 256 (top left)

Books

José de Almada 
Negreiros
Manifesto Anti-Dantas  
e por extenso por José  
de Almada Negreiros 
poeta d’Orpheu 
futurista e tudo, 1916
Lisbon, author’s edition
26 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

José de Almada 
Negreiros
Manifesto Anti-Dantas, 
1915
Lisbon, José de Almada 
Negreiros
29 cm
Archivo Lafuente

José de Almada 
Negreiros
A engomadeira, 1917
Lisbon
22.5 cm
Archivo Lafuente

José de Almada 
Negreiros
O jardim de Pierrete, 

1918
13.4 cm
Museu Nacional  
do Teatro e da Dança

José de Almada 
Negreiros
Pierrot e arlequim, 
personagens de theatro, 
1924
Lisbon, Portugália
20.2 cm
Archivo Lafuente
p. 261 (bottom right)

José de Almada 
Negreiros
El uno, 1931
Private collection
p. 260 (bottom)

José de Almada 
Negreiros
Nome de guerra, 1938
Lisbon, Edições Europa
19 cm
Archivo Lafuente

José de Almada 
Negreiros
Deseja-se mulher, 1959
Lisbon, Verbo
20 cm
Archivo Lafuente
p. 261 (bottom left)

Rogelio Buendía
Lusitania: Viaje por un 
país romántico, 1918
Madrid, Reus
18 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de España

Rogelio Buendía
La rueda de color, 1923
26 cm
Casa Fernando Pessoa / 
EGEAC / Câmara 
Municipal de Lisboa

Augusto Ferreira 
Gomes
Quinto império, 1934
Lisbon, Parceria 
António Maria Pereira
25 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

Ramón Gómez de la 
Serna
La hiperestésica, 1928
Madrid, Rivadeneyra
16.8 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de España

Honorio Maura
Raquel: Comedia en tres 
actos, 1936
Madrid, Rivadeneyra
16.3 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de España

Honorio Maura
Cuento de hadas: 
Comedia en tres actos  
y un prólogo, 1936
Madrid, Rivadeneyra
16.4 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de España

Federico Oliver
Oro molido: Comedia  
en tres actos, 1929
Madrid, Rivadeneyra
16.6 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de España

Fernando Pessoa
Mensagem, 1934
Lisbon
22 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

Bernando Soares
Livro do desassossego: 
Paginas escolhidas,  
1st ed., 1961
Braga, Pax
22 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal

Isaac del Vando-Villar
La sombrilla japonesa, 
1924
26 cm
Casa Fernando Pessoa  / 
EGEAC / Câmara 
Municipal de Lisboa

Francisco Villaespesa
Saudades: Poesías, 1910
Madrid, Librería  
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de G. Pueyo
19.2 cm
Biblioteca Nacional  
de España

OTHER WORKS 
REPRODUCED IN THIS 
PUBLICATION

Sarah Affonso
Untitled, 1924
Oil on canvas
Private collection
p. 289

Rafael Barradas
Calle de Barcelona 
[Street in Barcelona], 
1918
Oil on canvas
50.7x 60.5 cm
Asociación Colección 
Arte Contemporáneo-
Museo Patio 
Herreriano, Valladolid
p. 269

Salvador Bacarisse
Score for La tragedia 
de Doña Ajada [The 
Tragedy of Doña Ajada], 
1929
Bequest of Salvador 
Bacarisse, Biblioteca 
Fundación Juan March
p. 254

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Trou de la serrure—
Parto da viola—Bon 
ménag—Fraise avant 
garde [Keyhole—Birth 
of the Viola—Happy 
Marriage—Strawberry 
Avant-garde], ca. 1916 
Espólio Amadeo 
Souza-Cardoso I FCG-
Biblioteca de Arte
p. 77

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
PAR IMPAR 1 2 1 [EVEN 
ODD 1 2 1],  
ca. 1914–1916
Espólio Amadeo 
Souza-Cardoso I FCG-
Biblioteca de Arte
p. 79

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
LITORAL cabeça  
[COAST head],  
ca. 1915
Acuarela sobre papel
23.8 x 16.6 cm 
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian – Coleção 
Moderna
p. 80

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Tête OCEAN  
[Head OCEAN], 1915
Acuarela sobre papel
25.4 x 18.8 cm
Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian – Coleção 
Moderna
p. 81

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Oceano vermelhão 
azul cabeça—AZUL—
Continuidades 
simbólicas—Rouge bleu 
vert [Ocean vermillion 
blue head—BLUE— 
Symbolic continuities—
Red blue green],  
ca. 1915
Espólio Amadeo 
Souza-Cardoso I FCG-
Biblioteca de Arte
p. 78

Amadeo de Souza-
Cardoso
Arabesco dynamico 
real ocre rouge café 
rouge cantante zig-zag 
couraceiro bandolim 
vibrações metálicas 
[Arabesque dynamic 
real ochre red café red 
singer zig-zag cuirassier 
mandolin metalic 
vibrations],  
ca. 1915–1916
Espólio Amadeo 
Souza-Cardoso I FCG-
Biblioteca de Arte
p. 76

Daniel Vázquez Díaz
La rúa de Portugal 
[Street in Portugal],  

ca. 1922–1923 
Oil on canvas
42.5 x 33 cm
Museo Nacional Centro 
de Arte Reina Sofía
Long-term loan  
of Telefónica Collection, 
2016
p. 272

Horoscopes

Ricardo Reis, n.d.
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal 
E3/21-108
p. 58

Alberto Caeiro, n.d.
Biblioteca Nacional 
de Portugal 
E3/21-34
p. 57

Álvaro de Campos,  
ca. 1915
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal 
E3/906-48
p. 54

Mário de Sá-Carneiro, 
ca. 1915
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal 
E3/S6-42v
p. 60 (top left)

Orpheu 1, 1915
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal 
E3/144x-44v
p. 61 (top right)

Orpheu, 1916
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal 
E3/90-S6
p. 61 (bottom left)

Álvaro de Campos,  
ca. 1917
Biblioteca Nacional  
de Portugal 
E3/144y-23v
p. 55 (left)

Fernando Pessoa,  
ca. 1921
Biblioteca Nacional  

de Portugal 
E3/S7-46
p. 62

José de Almada 
Negreiros,  
“Os bailados Russos em 
Lisboa,” manifesto not 
published in Portugal 
futurista, Lisbon, 
no. 1, 1917
Private collection
p. 252 (bottom)





MINISTRY OF EDUCATION,  
CULTURE AND SPORTS

Minister
Íñigo Méndez de Vigo y Montojo

ROYAL BOARD OF TRUSTEES  
OF THE MUSEO NACIONAL CENTRO  
DE ARTE REINA SOFÍA

Honorary Presidency
Their Majesties the King and Queen of 
Spain

President
Ricardo Martí Fluxá

Vice President
Óscar Fanjul Martín

Members 
Fernando Benzo Sainz
José Canal Muñoz
Felipe Martínez Rico
Luis Lafuente Batanero
Manuel Borja-Villel
Michaux Miranda Paniagua
Vicente Jesús Domínguez García
Francisco Javier Fernández

Mañanes
Miguel Ángel Vázquez Bermúdez 
José Joaquín de Ysasi-Ysasmendi 

Adaro
José Capa Eiriz
María Bolaños Atienza
Miguel Ángel Cortés Martín
Montserrat Aguer Teixidor
Zdenka Badovinac
Marcelo Mattos Araújo
Santiago de Torres Sanahuja
Pedro Argüelles Salaverría
José María Álvarez-Pallete
Ana Patricia Botín Sanz 

de Sautuola O’Shea
Salvador Alemany Mas
Ignacio Garralda Ruiz de Velasco
Antonio Huertas Mejías
Pablo Isla Álvarez de Tejera
Guillermo de la Dehesa (Honorary

Trustee)
Pilar Citoler Carilla (Honorary

Trustee)
Claude Ruiz Picasso (Honorary

Trustee)

Secretary
Carmen Castañón Jiménez

ADVISORY COMMITTEE

María de Corral López-Dóriga
Fernando Castro Flórez
Marta Gili  

MUSEO NACIONAL CENTRO  
DE ARTE REINA SOFÍA

Director 
Manuel Borja-Villel

Deputy Director  
and Chief Curator
João Fernandes

Deputy Director  
of Management
Michaux Miranda 

Assistant to the Director
Carmen Castañón

DIRECTOR’S OFFICE

Head of Office
Nicola Wohlfarth

Head of Press
Concha Iglesias 

Head of Protocol
Sonsoles Vallina

EXHIBITIONS

Head of Exhibitions
Teresa Velázquez 

General Coordinator  
of Exhibitions
Belén Díaz de Rábago 

COLLECTIONS

Head of Collections
Rosario Peiró

General Coordinator  
of Collections
Paula Ramírez

Head of Restoration
Jorge García 

Head of the Office  
of the Registrar
Carmen Cabrera 

EDITORIAL ACTIVITIES

Head of Editorial Activities
Alicia Pinteño

PUBLIC ACTIVITIES

Head of Cultural Activities  
and Audiovisual Program
Chema González 

Head of the Library  
and Documentation Center
Bárbara Muñoz de Solano

Head of the Study Center
Carlos Prieto

GENERAL DEPUTY  
DIRECTORATE MANAGEMENT

Deputy Managing  
Director
Fátima Morales

Technical Advisor
Mercedes Roldán

Head of Assistance  
Management
Guadalupe Herranz Escudero

Head of Strategic  
Development and Business 
Rosa Rodrigo 

Head of the Human  
Resources Department  
María Esperanza Zarauz Palma

Head of the Department  
of Architecture, Facilities  
and General Services
Javier Pinto

Head of the Security  
Department
Luis Barrios

Head of IT Department
Sara Horganero



This book is published on the occasion of the exhibition 
Pessoa: All Art Is a Form of Literature, organized 
by the Museo Nacional Centro de Arte Reina Sofía, 
February 7 – May 7, 2018.

EXHIBITION

Curators
João Fernandes
Ana Ara

Head of Exhibitions
Teresa Velázquez

Coordination
Ana Ara

Coordination Assistant
Carla Canseco

Management
Natalia Guaza

Management Assistant
Inés Álvarez

Registrar
Clara Berástegui 
Iliana Naranjo 
David Ruíz 

Conservation
Paloma Calopa (Conservator 
in charge)
Pilar Hernández
Angelina Porres
Juan Antonio Sánchez

Installation Design
María Fraile

Installation
Horche

Shipping
EDICT

Insurance
Poolsegur

CATALOGUE

Catalogue published by the 
Publications Department of 
MNCARS

Edited by
João Fernandes
Mercedes Pineda

Head of Publications
Alicia Pinteño

Translations
From Portuguese to English: 
Jethro Soutar, pp. 31–33, 
47–51, 89–105, 122–125, 
221–248
Richard Zenith, pp. 31–32
Rui Cascais Parada, pp. 53, 
64–88, 141, 152, 200–220 
249, 275
From Spanish to English:
Philip Sutton, pp. 15–23

Copyeditor and Proofreader
Christopher Davey

Graphic Design
tipos móviles

Production Management
Julio López

Plates
La Troupe

Printing
Brizzolis, arte en gráficas

Binding
Ramos

© This edition, Museo Nacional  
Centro de Arte Reina Sofía, 2018
All essays,  BY-NC-ND 4.0 International 

Translations of texts by Fernando Pessoa
© Richard Zenith:
“Letter to Adolfo Casais Monteir”
“Ultimatum”
Fernando Pessoa, Selected Prose of Fernando 
Pessoa (New York: Grove Press, 2001)
“Swamps”
Fernando Pessoa, A Little Larger than Life: 
Selected Poems (New York: Penguin, 2006)
“Slanting Rain”
Fernando Pessoa, Forever Someone 
Else (Lisbon: Assírio & Alvim, 2008)

© All images, the authors
© Almada Negreiros, António Carneiro, 
Sarah Affonso, VEGAP, Madrid, 2018.
© João Abel Manta, SPA 2018
© Lusomundo Audiovisuais
© Pracusa, 2018

We are committed to respecting the 
intellectual property rights of others. 
While all reasonable efforts have been 
made to state copyright holders of material 
used in this work, any oversight will be 
corrected in future editions, provided the 
Publishers have been duly informed.

ISBN: 978-84-8026-564-5
NIPO: 036-18-003-9
D.L.: M-35084-2017

General catalogue of oficial publications
http://publicacionesoficiales.boe.es 

Distribution and retail
https://sede.educacion.gob.es/publiventa/

This book has been printed in:
Lessebo Design Smooth, 115 g
Woodstock Cipria, 110 g
Gmund Colors Matt 38, 240 g

326 pages. Il. color
165 x 230 cm



With the sponsorship of With the collaboration of

PHOTOGRAPHIC CREDITS

Archivo Fotográfico Asociación Colección Arte 
Contemporáneo - Museo Patio Herreriano, Valladolid, 
p. 269 zx Archivo Lafuente, pp. 207, 208 (left), 213, 261 
(bottom) zx Biblioteca Nacional de Portugal, pp. 54, 
55 (left), 57, 58, 60–62, 153 zx Câmara Municipal de 
Amarante. Museu Municipal Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso, 
António Pinto, p. 178 zx Câmara Municipal de Vila do 
Conde / AMVC / Galeria Júlio e Centro de Estudos Júlio / 
Saúl Dias, Emília Maria de Cela, p. 277 zx Carlos Santos 
CMO, p. 257 zx © Centre Pompidou, MNAM-CCI, Dist. 
RMN-Grand Palais / Philippe Migeat, pp. 162–163 zx 
Colección de Salvador y Jennifer Bacarisse, pp. 254 
(top), 255 zx Colecção João Esteves de Oliveira, p. 191 
(bottom) zx Coleção Manuela Nogueira, pp. 12, 28–29, 
53, 63 zx Direção-Geral do Património Cultural / Arquivo 
de Documentação Fotográfica (DGPC/ADF), Luisa 
Oliveira, pp. 186–187, 280 zx Direção-Geral do Património  
Cultural / Arquivo de Documentação Fotográfica (DGPC/
ADF), José Pessoa, p. 282 zx Direção-Geral do Património 
Cultural / Arquivo de Documentação Fotográfica (DGPC/
ADF), Arnaldo Soares, pp. 155 (bottom right), 181 (top), 
261 (top), 288, 290 zx Espólio Amadeo Souza-Cardoso I 
FCG-Biblioteca de Arte, pp. 76–79 zx Fundación Colección 
Thyssen-Bornemisza, pp. 192–193 zx Fundação Abel e 
João de Lacerda - Museu do Caramulo, Paulo Costa,  
p. 160 zx Fundação Calouste Gulbenkian, Carlos Azevedo, 
Paulo Costa, pp. 292–293, 296–297 zx Fundação Calouste 
Gulbenkian, Paulo Costa, pp. 80, 81, 146–149, 156–157, 
158 (top), 161, 164–177, 179, 180, 182–185, 188–190, 196, 
199, 2249–251, 260 (top), 275, 276, 278, 279, 281, 283, 
284, 289 z Fundação Calouste Gulbenkian / Biblioteca de 
Arte, p. 252 (top left and bottom) zx Fundação Calouste 
Gulbenkian, pp. 210, 252 (top right), 253 (top left), 
256, 258, 259, 260 (bottom) zx Fundação Cupertino de 
Miranda. Vila Nova de Famalição, pp. 142–143 zx Legado 
Salvador Bacarisse, Biblioteca Fundación Juan March, 
p. 254 zx © Márcia Lessa, pp. 144, 145, 150–151, 181 
(bottom), 191 (top), 286, 287, 291 zx Museo ABC de Dibujo 
e Ilustración, Madrid, pp. 262, 263 zx Museo Nacional 
Centro de Arte Reina Sofía, Joaquín Cortés/Román Lores, 
p. 272 z Museu Coleção Berardo, p. 158 (bottom) zx Museu 
Nacional do Teatro e da Dança, p. 253 (top right and 
bottom) zx Emma Krantz/Skissernas Museum–Museum of 
Artistic Process and Public Art, Lund, Suecia, pp. 194–
195 (top) zx Brevarkivet/Skissernas Museum–Museum 
of Artistic Process and Public Art, Lund, Suecia, pp. 194 
(bottom), 195 (bottom)

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 

The Museo Nacional Centro de Arte Reina Sofía wishes first 
and foremost to express its gratitude to the Museu Calouste 
Gulbenkian and the Biblioteca Nacional de Portugal for 
contributing to the exhibition with the loan of numerous 
documents and works from their collections. Thanks are also 
due to the following people and institutions who have helped 
this project to materialize:

A Bela e o Monstro Edições zx Archivo Lafuente zx Arquivos 
Gulbenkian zx Biblioteca de Arte – Fundação Calouste 
Gulbenkian zx Biblioteca Geral da Universidade de Coimbra zx 
Biblioteca Nacional de España zx Câmara Municipal de 
Amarante zx Câmara Municipal de Lisboa / EGEAC zx Câmara 
Municipal de Sintra zx Casa Fernando Pessoa zx Casa-Museu 
de Leal da Câmara zx Centre Pompidou, París. Musée national 
d’art modern/Centre de création industrielle zx  Colección 
Carmen Thyssen-Bornemisza zx Colección Ilídio Pinho zx 
Colección Isabel Alves y Ernesto de Sousa zx Colección João 
Esteves de Oliveira zx Colección Jorge de Brito zx Colección 
Manuela Nogueira zx Colección Manuel de Brito zx Colección 
Salvador y Jennifer Bacarisse zx Direção-Geral do Património 
Cultural zx Fundação Cupertino de Miranda zx Galeria Julio-
Câmara Municipal de Vila do Conde zx Ministério de Cultura 
de Portugal zx Musée d’Art Moderne de la ville de Paris zx 
Musée Fabre, Montpellier Méditerranée Métropole zx Museo 
ABC, Madrid zx Museu Coleção Berardo zx Museu do Caramulo - 
Fundação Abel y João de Lacerda zx Museu Municipal Amadeo 
de Souza-Cardoso zx Museu Nacional de Arte Contemporânea 
do Chiado zx Museu Nacional de Soares dos Reis zx Museu 
Nacional do Teatro e da Dança zx Museo Thyssen-Bornemisza, 
Madrid zx Skissernas Museum–Museum of Artistic Process and 
Public Art, Lund zx Universidad de Salamanca. Casa-Museo 
Unamuno

And to all those who have supported the project in various 
ways, particularly: João Botelho zx Carla and Tomé Fialho zx 
María Mato zx Heirs of Manoel de Oliveira zx Mariana Pinto  
dos Santos zx Richard Zenith

And to those who have preferred to remain anonymous.

Finally, we thank the authors of the texts in this catalogue 
for their contribution to the project: Marta Almeida Soares zx 
Fernando Cabral Martins zx Antonio Sáez Delgado.





This book came off the press  
in Madrid in the month of 

January 2018, the year of the one 
hundred and thirtieth anniversary 

of the birth of Fernando 
António Nogueira Pessoa





317



318



318



320 321



320 321



322 323



322 323



324



324



326






	Ingles 1
	PESSOA_TAPA_GRANDE_ING
	GUARDA
	00. AAFF_Preliminares (1-28)_ING
	02. Heterónimos (53-63)_ING
	03. Marta Soares (64-88)**_ING
	04(II). textos pessoa (89-140)*_ING
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