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<p>Beyond Good and Evil (German: Jenseits von Gut und Böse), subtitled "Prelude to a Philosophy of the Future" (Vorspiel einer Philosophie der Zukunft), is a book by the German philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche, first published in 1886.
<br />It takes up and expands on the ideas of his previous work, Thus Spoke Zarathustra, but approached from a more critical, polemical direction.
<br />In Beyond Good and Evil, Nietzsche attacks past philosophers for their alleged lack of critical sense and their blind acceptance of Christian premises in their consideration of morality. The work moves into the realm "beyond good and evil" in the sense of leaving behind the traditional morality which Nietzsche subjects to a destructive critique in favour of what he regards as an affirmative approach that fearlessly confronts the perspectival nature of knowledge and the perilous condition of the modern individual.</p>
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[1] Like
the river Ganges: presto.

[2] Like
the tortoise: lento.

[3] Like
the frog: staccato.

[4] Pages
54-55 of Schopenhauer's Basis of Morality, translated by Arthur B.
Bullock, M.A. (1903).

[5] An
expression from Schiller's William Tell, Act IV, Scene
3.

[6] Horace's "Epistles," I. x. 24.

[7] Goethe's "Faust," Part II, Act V. The words of Dr.
Marianus.




Chapter 5
The Natural History of Morals


186. The moral sentiment in Europe at present is perhaps as
subtle, belated, diverse, sensitive, and refined, as the "Science
of Morals" belonging thereto is recent, initial, awkward, and
coarse-fingered:—an interesting contrast, which sometimes becomes
incarnate and obvious in the very person of a moralist. Indeed, the
expression, "Science of Morals" is, in respect to what is
designated thereby, far too presumptuous and counter to GOOD
taste,—which is always a foretaste of more modest expressions. One
ought to avow with the utmost fairness WHAT is still necessary here
for a long time, WHAT is alone proper for the present: namely, the
collection of material, the comprehensive survey and classification
of an immense domain of delicate sentiments of worth, and
distinctions of worth, which live, grow, propagate, and perish—and
perhaps attempts to give a clear idea of the recurring and more
common forms of these living crystallizations—as preparation for a
THEORY OF TYPES of morality. To be sure, people have not hitherto
been so modest. All the philosophers, with a pedantic and
ridiculous seriousness, demanded of themselves something very much
higher, more pretentious, and ceremonious, when they concerned
themselves with morality as a science: they wanted to GIVE A BASIC
to morality— and every philosopher hitherto has believed that he
has given it a basis; morality itself, however, has been regarded
as something "given." How far from their awkward pride was the
seemingly insignificant problem—left in dust and decay—of a
description of forms of morality, notwithstanding that the finest
hands and senses could hardly be fine enough for it! It was
precisely owing to moral philosophers' knowing the moral facts
imperfectly, in an arbitrary epitome, or an accidental
abridgement—perhaps as the morality of their environment, their
position, their church, their Zeitgeist, their climate and zone—it
was precisely because they were badly instructed with regard to
nations, eras, and past ages, and were by no means eager to know
about these matters, that they did not even come in sight of the
real problems of morals—problems which only disclose themselves by
a comparison of MANY kinds of morality. In every "Science of
Morals" hitherto, strange as it may sound, the problem of morality
itself has been OMITTED: there has been no suspicion that there was
anything problematic there! That which philosophers called "giving
a basis to morality," and endeavoured to realize, has, when seen in
a right light, proved merely a learned form of good FAITH in
prevailing morality, a new means of its EXPRESSION, consequently
just a matter-of-fact within the sphere of a definite morality,
yea, in its ultimate motive, a sort of denial that it is LAWFUL for
this morality to be called in question—and in any case the reverse
of the testing, analyzing, doubting, and vivisecting of this very
faith. Hear, for instance, with what innocence—almost worthy of
honour—Schopenhauer represents his own task, and draw your
conclusions concerning the scientificness of a "Science" whose
latest master still talks in the strain of children and old wives:
"The principle," he says (page 136 of the Grundprobleme der Ethik),
[4] "the axiom about the purport of which all
moralists are PRACTICALLY agreed: neminem laede, immo omnes quantum
potes juva—is REALLY the proposition which all moral teachers
strive to establish, … the REAL basis of ethics which has been
sought, like the philosopher's stone, for centuries."—The
difficulty of establishing the proposition referred to may indeed
be great—it is well known that Schopenhauer also was unsuccessful
in his efforts; and whoever has thoroughly realized how absurdly
false and sentimental this proposition is, in a world whose essence
is Will to Power, may be reminded that Schopenhauer, although a
pessimist, ACTUALLY—played the flute … daily after dinner: one
may read about the matter in his biography. A question by the way:
a pessimist, a repudiator of God and of the world, who MAKES A HALT
at morality—who assents to morality, and plays the flute to
laede-neminem morals, what? Is that really—a pessimist?

 

187. Apart from the value of such assertions as "there is a
categorical imperative in us," one can always ask: What does such
an assertion indicate about him who makes it? There are systems of
morals which are meant to justify their author in the eyes of other
people; other systems of morals are meant to tranquilize him, and
make him self-satisfied; with other systems he wants to crucify and
humble himself, with others he wishes to take revenge, with others
to conceal himself, with others to glorify himself and gave
superiority and distinction,—this system of morals helps its author
to forget, that system makes him, or something of him, forgotten,
many a moralist would like to exercise power and creative
arbitrariness over mankind, many another, perhaps, Kant especially,
gives us to understand by his morals that "what is estimable in me,
is that I know how to obey—and with you it SHALL not be otherwise
than with me!" In short, systems of morals are only a SIGN-LANGUAGE
OF THE EMOTIONS.

 

188. In contrast to laisser-aller, every system of morals is a
sort of tyranny against "nature" and also against "reason", that
is, however, no objection, unless one should again decree by some
system of morals, that all kinds of tyranny and unreasonableness
are unlawful What is essential and invaluable in every system of
morals, is that it is a long constraint. In order to understand
Stoicism, or Port Royal, or Puritanism, one should remember the
constraint under which every language has attained to strength and
freedom—the metrical constraint, the tyranny of rhyme and rhythm.
How much trouble have the poets and orators of every nation given
themselves!—not excepting some of the prose writers of today, in
whose ear dwells an inexorable conscientiousness— "for the sake of
a folly," as utilitarian bunglers say, and thereby deem themselves
wise—"from submission to arbitrary laws," as the anarchists say,
and thereby fancy themselves "free," even free-spirited. The
singular fact remains, however, that everything of the nature of
freedom, elegance, boldness, dance, and masterly certainty, which
exists or has existed, whether it be in thought itself, or in
administration, or in speaking and persuading, in art just as in
conduct, has only developed by means of the tyranny of such
arbitrary law, and in all seriousness, it is not at all improbable
that precisely this is "nature" and "natural"—and not
laisser-aller! Every artist knows how different from the state of
letting himself go, is his "most natural" condition, the free
arranging, locating, disposing, and constructing in the moments of
"inspiration"—and how strictly and delicately he then obeys a
thousand laws, which, by their very rigidness and precision, defy
all formulation by means of ideas (even the most stable idea has,
in comparison therewith, something floating, manifold, and
ambiguous in it). The essential thing "in heaven and in earth" is,
apparently (to repeat it once more), that there should be long
OBEDIENCE in the same direction, there thereby results, and has
always resulted in the long run, something which has made life
worth living; for instance, virtue, art, music, dancing, reason,
spirituality— anything whatever that is transfiguring, refined,
foolish, or divine. The long bondage of the spirit, the distrustful
constraint in the communicability of ideas, the discipline which
the thinker imposed on himself to think in accordance with the
rules of a church or a court, or conformable to Aristotelian
premises, the persistent spiritual will to interpret everything
that happened according to a Christian scheme, and in every
occurrence to rediscover and justify the Christian God:—all this
violence, arbitrariness, severity, dreadfulness, and
unreasonableness, has proved itself the disciplinary means whereby
the European spirit has attained its strength, its remorseless
curiosity and subtle mobility; granted also that much irrecoverable
strength and spirit had to be stifled, suffocated, and spoilt in
the process (for here, as everywhere, "nature" shows herself as she
is, in all her extravagant and INDIFFERENT magnificence, which is
shocking, but nevertheless noble). That for centuries European
thinkers only thought in order to prove something-nowadays, on the
contrary, we are suspicious of every thinker who "wishes to prove
something"—that it was always settled beforehand what WAS TO BE the
result of their strictest thinking, as it was perhaps in the
Asiatic astrology of former times, or as it is still at the present
day in the innocent, Christian-moral explanation of immediate
personal events "for the glory of God," or "for the good of the
soul":—this tyranny, this arbitrariness, this severe and
magnificent stupidity, has EDUCATED the spirit; slavery, both in
the coarser and the finer sense, is apparently an indispensable
means even of spiritual education and discipline. One may look at
every system of morals in this light: it is "nature" therein which
teaches to hate the laisser-aller, the too great freedom, and
implants the need for limited horizons, for immediate duties—it
teaches the NARROWING OF PERSPECTIVES, and thus, in a certain
sense, that stupidity is a condition of life and development. "Thou
must obey some one, and for a long time; OTHERWISE thou wilt come
to grief, and lose all respect for thyself"—this seems to me to be
the moral imperative of nature, which is certainly neither
"categorical," as old Kant wished (consequently the "otherwise"),
nor does it address itself to the individual (what does nature care
for the individual!), but to nations, races, ages, and ranks; above
all, however, to the animal "man" generally, to MANKIND.

 

189. Industrious races find it a great hardship to be idle: it
was a master stroke of ENGLISH instinct to hallow and begloom
Sunday to such an extent that the Englishman unconsciously hankers
for his week—and work-day again:—as a kind of cleverly devised,
cleverly intercalated FAST, such as is also frequently found in the
ancient world (although, as is appropriate in southern nations, not
precisely with respect to work). Many kinds of fasts are necessary;
and wherever powerful influences and habits prevail, legislators
have to see that intercalary days are appointed, on which such
impulses are fettered, and learn to hunger anew. Viewed from a
higher standpoint, whole generations and epochs, when they show
themselves infected with any moral fanaticism, seem like those
intercalated periods of restraint and fasting, during which an
impulse learns to humble and submit itself—at the same time also to
PURIFY and SHARPEN itself; certain philosophical sects likewise
admit of a similar interpretation (for instance, the Stoa, in the
midst of Hellenic culture, with the atmosphere rank and overcharged
with Aphrodisiacal odours).—Here also is a hint for the explanation
of the paradox, why it was precisely in the most Christian period
of European history, and in general only under the pressure of
Christian sentiments, that the sexual impulse sublimated into love
(amour-passion).

 

190. There is something in the morality of Plato which does not
really belong to Plato, but which only appears in his philosophy,
one might say, in spite of him: namely, Socratism, for which he
himself was too noble. "No one desires to injure himself, hence all
evil is done unwittingly. The evil man inflicts injury on himself;
he would not do so, however, if he knew that evil is evil. The evil
man, therefore, is only evil through error; if one free him from
error one will necessarily make him—good."—This mode of reasoning
savours of the POPULACE, who perceive only the unpleasant
consequences of evil-doing, and practically judge that "it is
STUPID to do wrong"; while they accept "good" as identical with
"useful and pleasant," without further thought. As regards every
system of utilitarianism, one may at once assume that it has the
same origin, and follow the scent: one will seldom err.— Plato did
all he could to interpret something refined and noble into the
tenets of his teacher, and above all to interpret himself into
them—he, the most daring of all interpreters, who lifted the entire
Socrates out of the street, as a popular theme and song, to exhibit
him in endless and impossible modifications —namely, in all his own
disguises and multiplicities. In jest, and in Homeric language as
well, what is the Platonic Socrates, if not— [Greek words inserted
here.]

 

191. The old theological problem of "Faith" and "Knowledge," or
more plainly, of instinct and reason—the question whether, in
respect to the valuation of things, instinct deserves more
authority than rationality, which wants to appreciate and act
according to motives, according to a "Why," that is to say, in
conformity to purpose and utility—it is always the old moral
problem that first appeared in the person of Socrates, and had
divided men's minds long before Christianity. Socrates himself,
following, of course, the taste of his talent—that of a surpassing
dialectician—took first the side of reason; and, in fact, what did
he do all his life but laugh at the awkward incapacity of the noble
Athenians, who were men of instinct, like all noble men, and could
never give satisfactory answers concerning the motives of their
actions? In the end, however, though silently and secretly, he
laughed also at himself: with his finer conscience and
introspection, he found in himself the same difficulty and
incapacity. "But why"—he said to himself— "should one on that
account separate oneself from the instincts! One must set them
right, and the reason ALSO—one must follow the instincts, but at
the same time persuade the reason to support them with good
arguments." This was the real FALSENESS of that great and
mysterious ironist; he brought his conscience up to the point that
he was satisfied with a kind of self-outwitting: in fact, he
perceived the irrationality in the moral judgment.— Plato, more
innocent in such matters, and without the craftiness of the
plebeian, wished to prove to himself, at the expenditure of all his
strength—the greatest strength a philosopher had ever expended—that
reason and instinct lead spontaneously to one goal, to the good, to
"God"; and since Plato, all theologians and philosophers have
followed the same path—which means that in matters of morality,
instinct (or as Christians call it, "Faith," or as I call it, "the
herd") has hitherto triumphed. Unless one should make an exception
in the case of Descartes, the father of rationalism (and
consequently the grandfather of the Revolution), who recognized
only the authority of reason: but reason is only a tool, and
Descartes was superficial.

 

192. Whoever has followed the history of a single science, finds
in its development a clue to the understanding of the oldest and
commonest processes of all "knowledge and cognizance": there, as
here, the premature hypotheses, the fictions, the good stupid will
to "belief," and the lack of distrust and patience are first
developed—our senses learn late, and never learn completely, to be
subtle, reliable, and cautious organs of knowledge. Our eyes find
it easier on a given occasion to produce a picture already often
produced, than to seize upon the divergence and novelty of an
impression: the latter requires more force, more "morality." It is
difficult and painful for the ear to listen to anything new; we
hear strange music badly. When we hear another language spoken, we
involuntarily attempt to form the sounds into words with which we
are more familiar and conversant—it was thus, for example, that the
Germans modified the spoken word ARCUBALISTA into ARMBRUST
(cross-bow). Our senses are also hostile and averse to the new; and
generally, even in the "simplest" processes of sensation, the
emotions DOMINATE—such as fear, love, hatred, and the passive
emotion of indolence.—As little as a reader nowadays reads all the
single words (not to speak of syllables) of a page —he rather takes
about five out of every twenty words at random, and "guesses" the
probably appropriate sense to them—just as little do we see a tree
correctly and completely in respect to its leaves, branches,
colour, and shape; we find it so much easier to fancy the chance of
a tree. Even in the midst of the most remarkable experiences, we
still do just the same; we fabricate the greater part of the
experience, and can hardly be made to contemplate any event, EXCEPT
as "inventors" thereof. All this goes to prove that from our
fundamental nature and from remote ages we have been—ACCUSTOMED TO
LYING. Or, to express it more politely and hypocritically, in
short, more pleasantly—one is much more of an artist than one is
aware of.—In an animated conversation, I often see the face of the
person with whom I am speaking so clearly and sharply defined
before me, according to the thought he expresses, or which I
believe to be evoked in his mind, that the degree of distinctness
far exceeds the STRENGTH of my visual faculty—the delicacy of the
play of the muscles and of the expression of the eyes MUST
therefore be imagined by me. Probably the person put on quite a
different expression, or none at all.

 

193. Quidquid luce fuit, tenebris agit: but also contrariwise.
What we experience in dreams, provided we experience it often,
pertains at last just as much to the general belongings of our soul
as anything "actually" experienced; by virtue thereof we are richer
or poorer, we have a requirement more or less, and finally, in
broad daylight, and even in the brightest moments of our waking
life, we are ruled to some extent by the nature of our dreams.
Supposing that someone has often flown in his dreams, and that at
last, as soon as he dreams, he is conscious of the power and art of
flying as his privilege and his peculiarly enviable happiness; such
a person, who believes that on the slightest impulse, he can
actualize all sorts of curves and angles, who knows the sensation
of a certain divine levity, an "upwards" without effort or
constraint, a "downwards" without descending or lowering—without
TROUBLE!—how could the man with such dream- experiences and
dream-habits fail to find "happiness" differently coloured and
defined, even in his waking hours! How could he fail—to long
DIFFERENTLY for happiness? "Flight," such as is described by poets,
must, when compared with his own "flying," be far too earthly,
muscular, violent, far too "troublesome" for him.

 

194. The difference among men does not manifest itself only in
the difference of their lists of desirable things—in their
regarding different good things as worth striving for, and being
disagreed as to the greater or less value, the order of rank, of
the commonly recognized desirable things:—it manifests itself much
more in what they regard as actually HAVING and POSSESSING a
desirable thing. As regards a woman, for instance, the control over
her body and her sexual gratification serves as an amply sufficient
sign of ownership and possession to the more modest man; another
with a more suspicious and ambitious thirst for possession, sees
the "questionableness," the mere apparentness of such ownership,
and wishes to have finer tests in order to know especially whether
the woman not only gives herself to him, but also gives up for his
sake what she has or would like to have— only THEN does he look
upon her as "possessed." A third, however, has not even here got to
the limit of his distrust and his desire for possession: he asks
himself whether the woman, when she gives up everything for him,
does not perhaps do so for a phantom of him; he wishes first to be
thoroughly, indeed, profoundly well known; in order to be loved at
all he ventures to let himself be found out. Only then does he feel
the beloved one fully in his possession, when she no longer
deceives herself about him, when she loves him just as much for the
sake of his devilry and concealed insatiability, as for his
goodness, patience, and spirituality. One man would like to possess
a nation, and he finds all the higher arts of Cagliostro and
Catalina suitable for his purpose. Another, with a more refined
thirst for possession, says to himself: "One may not deceive where
one desires to possess"—he is irritated and impatient at the idea
that a mask of him should rule in the hearts of the people: "I
must, therefore, MAKE myself known, and first of all learn to know
myself!" Among helpful and charitable people, one almost always
finds the awkward craftiness which first gets up suitably him who
has to be helped, as though, for instance, he should "merit" help,
seek just THEIR help, and would show himself deeply grateful,
attached, and subservient to them for all help. With these
conceits, they take control of the needy as a property, just as in
general they are charitable and helpful out of a desire for
property. One finds them jealous when they are crossed or
forestalled in their charity. Parents involuntarily make something
like themselves out of their children—they call that "education";
no mother doubts at the bottom of her heart that the child she has
borne is thereby her property, no father hesitates about his right
to HIS OWN ideas and notions of worth. Indeed, in former times
fathers deemed it right to use their discretion concerning the life
or death of the newly born (as among the ancient Germans). And like
the father, so also do the teacher, the class, the priest, and the
prince still see in every new individual an unobjectionable
opportunity for a new possession. The consequence is …

 

195. The Jews—a people "born for slavery," as Tacitus and the
whole ancient world say of them; "the chosen people among the
nations," as they themselves say and believe—the Jews performed the
miracle of the inversion of valuations, by means of which life on
earth obtained a new and dangerous charm for a couple of
millenniums. Their prophets fused into one the expressions "rich,"
"godless," "wicked," "violent," "sensual," and for the first time
coined the word "world" as a term of reproach. In this inversion of
valuations (in which is also included the use of the word "poor" as
synonymous with "saint" and "friend") the significance of the
Jewish people is to be found; it is with THEM that the
SLAVE-INSURRECTION IN MORALS commences.

 

196. It is to be INFERRED that there are countless dark bodies
near the sun—such as we shall never see. Among ourselves, this is
an allegory; and the psychologist of morals reads the whole
star-writing merely as an allegorical and symbolic language in
which much may be unexpressed.

 

197. The beast of prey and the man of prey (for instance, Caesar
Borgia) are fundamentally misunderstood, "nature" is misunderstood,
so long as one seeks a "morbidness" in the constitution of these
healthiest of all tropical monsters and growths, or even an innate
"hell" in them—as almost all moralists have done hitherto. Does it
not seem that there is a hatred of the virgin forest and of the
tropics among moralists? And that the "tropical man" must be
discredited at all costs, whether as disease and deterioration of
mankind, or as his own hell and self-torture? And why? In favour of
the "temperate zones"? In favour of the temperate men? The "moral"?
The mediocre?—This for the chapter: "Morals as Timidity."

 

198. All the systems of morals which address themselves with a
view to their "happiness," as it is called—what else are they but
suggestions for behaviour adapted to the degree of DANGER from
themselves in which the individuals live; recipes for their
passions, their good and bad propensities, insofar as such have the
Will to Power and would like to play the master; small and great
expediencies and elaborations, permeated with the musty odour of
old family medicines and old-wife wisdom; all of them grotesque and
absurd in their form—because they address themselves to "all,"
because they generalize where generalization is not authorized; all
of them speaking unconditionally, and taking themselves
unconditionally; all of them flavoured not merely with one grain of
salt, but rather endurable only, and sometimes even seductive, when
they are over-spiced and begin to smell dangerously, especially of
"the other world." That is all of little value when estimated
intellectually, and is far from being "science," much less
"wisdom"; but, repeated once more, and three times repeated, it is
expediency, expediency, expediency, mixed with stupidity,
stupidity, stupidity—whether it be the indifference and statuesque
coldness towards the heated folly of the emotions, which the Stoics
advised and fostered; or the no- more-laughing and no-more-weeping
of Spinoza, the destruction of the emotions by their analysis and
vivisection, which he recommended so naively; or the lowering of
the emotions to an innocent mean at which they may be satisfied,
the Aristotelianism of morals; or even morality as the enjoyment of
the emotions in a voluntary attenuation and spiritualization by the
symbolism of art, perhaps as music, or as love of God, and of
mankind for God's sake—for in religion the passions are once more
enfranchised, provided that …  ; or, finally, even the
complaisant and wanton surrender to the emotions, as has been
taught by Hafis and Goethe, the bold letting-go of the reins, the
spiritual and corporeal licentia morum in the exceptional cases of
wise old codgers and drunkards, with whom it "no longer has much
danger." —This also for the chapter: "Morals as Timidity."

 

199. Inasmuch as in all ages, as long as mankind has existed,
there have also been human herds (family alliances, communities,
tribes, peoples, states, churches), and always a great number who
obey in proportion to the small number who command—in view,
therefore, of the fact that obedience has been most practiced and
fostered among mankind hitherto, one may reasonably suppose that,
generally speaking, the need thereof is now innate in every one, as
a kind of FORMAL CONSCIENCE which gives the command "Thou shalt
unconditionally do something, unconditionally refrain from
something", in short, "Thou shalt". This need tries to satisfy
itself and to fill its form with a content, according to its
strength, impatience, and eagerness, it at once seizes as an
omnivorous appetite with little selection, and accepts whatever is
shouted into its ear by all sorts of commanders—parents, teachers,
laws, class prejudices, or public opinion. The extraordinary
limitation of human development, the hesitation, protractedness,
frequent retrogression, and turning thereof, is attributable to the
fact that the herd-instinct of obedience is transmitted best, and
at the cost of the art of command. If one imagine this instinct
increasing to its greatest extent, commanders and independent
individuals will finally be lacking altogether, or they will suffer
inwardly from a bad conscience, and will have to impose a deception
on themselves in the first place in order to be able to command
just as if they also were only obeying. This condition of things
actually exists in Europe at present—I call it the moral hypocrisy
of the commanding class. They know no other way of protecting
themselves from their bad conscience than by playing the role of
executors of older and higher orders (of predecessors, of the
constitution, of justice, of the law, or of God himself), or they
even justify themselves by maxims from the current opinions of the
herd, as "first servants of their people," or "instruments of the
public weal". On the other hand, the gregarious European man
nowadays assumes an air as if he were the only kind of man that is
allowable, he glorifies his qualities, such as public spirit,
kindness, deference, industry, temperance, modesty, indulgence,
sympathy, by virtue of which he is gentle, endurable, and useful to
the herd, as the peculiarly human virtues. In cases, however, where
it is believed that the leader and bell-wether cannot be dispensed
with, attempt after attempt is made nowadays to replace commanders
by the summing together of clever gregarious men all representative
constitutions, for example, are of this origin. In spite of all,
what a blessing, what a deliverance from a weight becoming
unendurable, is the appearance of an absolute ruler for these
gregarious Europeans—of this fact the effect of the appearance of
Napoleon was the last great proof the history of the influence of
Napoleon is almost the history of the higher happiness to which the
entire century has attained in its worthiest individuals and
periods.

 

200. The man of an age of dissolution which mixes the races with
one another, who has the inheritance of a diversified descent in
his body—that is to say, contrary, and often not only contrary,
instincts and standards of value, which struggle with one another
and are seldom at peace—such a man of late culture and broken
lights, will, on an average, be a weak man. His fundamental desire
is that the war which is IN HIM should come to an end; happiness
appears to him in the character of a soothing medicine and mode of
thought (for instance, Epicurean or Christian); it is above all
things the happiness of repose, of undisturbedness, of repletion,
of final unity—it is the "Sabbath of Sabbaths," to use the
expression of the holy rhetorician, St. Augustine, who was himself
such a man.—Should, however, the contrariety and conflict in such
natures operate as an ADDITIONAL incentive and stimulus to life—and
if, on the other hand, in addition to their powerful and
irreconcilable instincts, they have also inherited and
indoctrinated into them a proper mastery and subtlety for carrying
on the conflict with themselves (that is to say, the faculty of
self-control and self-deception), there then arise those
marvelously incomprehensible and inexplicable beings, those
enigmatical men, predestined for conquering and circumventing
others, the finest examples of which are Alcibiades and Caesar
(with whom I should like to associate the FIRST of Europeans
according to my taste, the Hohenstaufen, Frederick the Second), and
among artists, perhaps Leonardo da Vinci. They appear precisely in
the same periods when that weaker type, with its longing for
repose, comes to the front; the two types are complementary to each
other, and spring from the same causes.

 

201. As long as the utility which determines moral estimates is
only gregarious utility, as long as the preservation of the
community is only kept in view, and the immoral is sought precisely
and exclusively in what seems dangerous to the maintenance of the
community, there can be no "morality of love to one's neighbour."
Granted even that there is already a little constant exercise of
consideration, sympathy, fairness, gentleness, and mutual
assistance, granted that even in this condition of society all
those instincts are already active which are latterly distinguished
by honourable names as "virtues," and eventually almost coincide
with the conception "morality": in that period they do not as yet
belong to the domain of moral valuations—they are still
ULTRA-MORAL. A sympathetic action, for instance, is neither called
good nor bad, moral nor immoral, in the best period of the Romans;
and should it be praised, a sort of resentful disdain is compatible
with this praise, even at the best, directly the sympathetic action
is compared with one which contributes to the welfare of the whole,
to the RES PUBLICA. After all, "love to our neighbour" is always a
secondary matter, partly conventional and arbitrarily manifested in
relation to our FEAR OF OUR NEIGHBOUR. After the fabric of society
seems on the whole established and secured against external
dangers, it is this fear of our neighbour which again creates new
perspectives of moral valuation. Certain strong and dangerous
instincts, such as the love of enterprise, foolhardiness,
revengefulness, astuteness, rapacity, and love of power, which up
till then had not only to be honoured from the point of view of
general utility—under other names, of course, than those here
given—but had to be fostered and cultivated (because they were
perpetually required in the common danger against the common
enemies), are now felt in their dangerousness to be doubly
strong—when the outlets for them are lacking—and are gradually
branded as immoral and given over to calumny. The contrary
instincts and inclinations now attain to moral honour, the
gregarious instinct gradually draws its conclusions. How much or
how little dangerousness to the community or to equality is
contained in an opinion, a condition, an emotion, a disposition, or
an endowment— that is now the moral perspective, here again fear is
the mother of morals. It is by the loftiest and strongest
instincts, when they break out passionately and carry the
individual far above and beyond the average, and the low level of
the gregarious conscience, that the self-reliance of the community
is destroyed, its belief in itself, its backbone, as it were,
breaks, consequently these very instincts will be most branded and
defamed. The lofty independent spirituality, the will to stand
alone, and even the cogent reason, are felt to be dangers,
everything that elevates the individual above the herd, and is a
source of fear to the neighbour, is henceforth called EVIL, the
tolerant, unassuming, self-adapting, self-equalizing disposition,
the MEDIOCRITY of desires, attains to moral distinction and honour.
Finally, under very peaceful circumstances, there is always less
opportunity and necessity for training the feelings to severity and
rigour, and now every form of severity, even in justice, begins to
disturb the conscience, a lofty and rigorous nobleness and
self-responsibility almost offends, and awakens distrust, "the
lamb," and still more "the sheep," wins respect. There is a point
of diseased mellowness and effeminacy in the history of society, at
which society itself takes the part of him who injures it, the part
of the CRIMINAL, and does so, in fact, seriously and honestly. To
punish, appears to it to be somehow unfair—it is certain that the
idea of "punishment" and "the obligation to punish" are then
painful and alarming to people. "Is it not sufficient if the
criminal be rendered HARMLESS? Why should we still punish?
Punishment itself is terrible!"—with these questions gregarious
morality, the morality of fear, draws its ultimate conclusion. If
one could at all do away with danger, the cause of fear, one would
have done away with this morality at the same time, it would no
longer be necessary, it WOULD NOT CONSIDER ITSELF any longer
necessary!—Whoever examines the conscience of the present-day
European, will always elicit the same imperative from its thousand
moral folds and hidden recesses, the imperative of the timidity of
the herd "we wish that some time or other there may be NOTHING MORE
TO FEAR!" Some time or other—the will and the way THERETO is
nowadays called "progress" all over Europe.

 

202. Let us at once say again what we have already said a
hundred times, for people's ears nowadays are unwilling to hear
such truths—OUR truths. We know well enough how offensive it sounds
when any one plainly, and without metaphor, counts man among the
animals, but it will be accounted to us almost a CRIME, that it is
precisely in respect to men of "modern ideas" that we have
constantly applied the terms "herd," "herd-instincts," and such
like expressions. What avail is it? We cannot do otherwise, for it
is precisely here that our new insight is. We have found that in
all the principal moral judgments, Europe has become unanimous,
including likewise the countries where European influence prevails
in Europe people evidently KNOW what Socrates thought he did not
know, and what the famous serpent of old once promised to
teach—they "know" today what is good and evil. It must then sound
hard and be distasteful to the ear, when we always insist that that
which here thinks it knows, that which here glorifies itself with
praise and blame, and calls itself good, is the instinct of the
herding human animal, the instinct which has come and is ever
coming more and more to the front, to preponderance and supremacy
over other instincts, according to the increasing physiological
approximation and resemblance of which it is the symptom. MORALITY
IN EUROPE AT PRESENT IS HERDING-ANIMAL MORALITY, and therefore, as
we understand the matter, only one kind of human morality, beside
which, before which, and after which many other moralities, and
above all HIGHER moralities, are or should be possible. Against
such a "possibility," against such a "should be," however, this
morality defends itself with all its strength, it says obstinately
and inexorably "I am morality itself and nothing else is morality!"
Indeed, with the help of a religion which has humoured and
flattered the sublimest desires of the herding-animal, things have
reached such a point that we always find a more visible expression
of this morality even in political and social arrangements: the
DEMOCRATIC movement is the inheritance of the Christian movement.
That its TEMPO, however, is much too slow and sleepy for the more
impatient ones, for those who are sick and distracted by the
herding-instinct, is indicated by the increasingly furious howling,
and always less disguised teeth- gnashing of the anarchist dogs,
who are now roving through the highways of European culture.
Apparently in opposition to the peacefully industrious democrats
and Revolution-ideologues, and still more so to the awkward
philosophasters and fraternity- visionaries who call themselves
Socialists and want a "free society," those are really at one with
them all in their thorough and instinctive hostility to every form
of society other than that of the AUTONOMOUS herd (to the extent
even of repudiating the notions "master" and "servant"—ni dieu ni
maitre, says a socialist formula); at one in their tenacious
opposition to every special claim, every special right and
privilege (this means ultimately opposition to EVERY right, for
when all are equal, no one needs "rights" any longer); at one in
their distrust of punitive justice (as though it were a violation
of the weak, unfair to the NECESSARY consequences of all former
society); but equally at one in their religion of sympathy, in
their compassion for all that feels, lives, and suffers (down to
the very animals, up even to "God"—the extravagance of "sympathy
for God" belongs to a democratic age); altogether at one in the cry
and impatience of their sympathy, in their deadly hatred of
suffering generally, in their almost feminine incapacity for
witnessing it or ALLOWING it; at one in their involuntary
beglooming and heart-softening, under the spell of which Europe
seems to be threatened with a new Buddhism; at one in their belief
in the morality of MUTUAL sympathy, as though it were morality in
itself, the climax, the ATTAINED climax of mankind, the sole hope
of the future, the consolation of the present, the great discharge
from all the obligations of the past; altogether at one in their
belief in the community as the DELIVERER, in the herd, and
therefore in "themselves."

 

203. We, who hold a different belief—we, who regard the
democratic movement, not only as a degenerating form of political
organization, but as equivalent to a degenerating, a waning type of
man, as involving his mediocrising and depreciation: where have WE
to fix our hopes? In NEW PHILOSOPHERS—there is no other
alternative: in minds strong and original enough to initiate
opposite estimates of value, to transvalue and invert "eternal
valuations"; in forerunners, in men of the future, who in the
present shall fix the constraints and fasten the knots which will
compel millenniums to take NEW paths. To teach man the future of
humanity as his WILL, as depending on human will, and to make
preparation for vast hazardous enterprises and collective attempts
in rearing and educating, in order thereby to put an end to the
frightful rule of folly and chance which has hitherto gone by the
name of "history" (the folly of the "greatest number" is only its
last form)—for that purpose a new type of philosopher and commander
will some time or other be needed, at the very idea of which
everything that has existed in the way of occult, terrible, and
benevolent beings might look pale and dwarfed. The image of such
leaders hovers before OUR eyes:—is it lawful for me to say it
aloud, ye free spirits? The conditions which one would partly have
to create and partly utilize for their genesis; the presumptive
methods and tests by virtue of which a soul should grow up to such
an elevation and power as to feel a CONSTRAINT to these tasks; a
transvaluation of values, under the new pressure and hammer of
which a conscience should be steeled and a heart transformed into
brass, so as to bear the weight of such responsibility; and on the
other hand the necessity for such leaders, the dreadful danger that
they might be lacking, or miscarry and degenerate:—these are OUR
real anxieties and glooms, ye know it well, ye free spirits! these
are the heavy distant thoughts and storms which sweep across the
heaven of OUR life. There are few pains so grievous as to have
seen, divined, or experienced how an exceptional man has missed his
way and deteriorated; but he who has the rare eye for the universal
danger of "man" himself DETERIORATING, he who like us has
recognized the extraordinary fortuitousness which has hitherto
played its game in respect to the future of mankind—a game in which
neither the hand, nor even a "finger of God" has participated!—he
who divines the fate that is hidden under the idiotic unwariness
and blind confidence of "modern ideas," and still more under the
whole of Christo-European morality-suffers from an anguish with
which no other is to be compared. He sees at a glance all that
could still BE MADE OUT OF MAN through a favourable accumulation
and augmentation of human powers and arrangements; he knows with
all the knowledge of his conviction how unexhausted man still is
for the greatest possibilities, and how often in the past the type
man has stood in presence of mysterious decisions and new paths:—he
knows still better from his painfulest recollections on what
wretched obstacles promising developments of the highest rank have
hitherto usually gone to pieces, broken down, sunk, and become
contemptible. The UNIVERSAL DEGENERACY OF MANKIND to the level of
the "man of the future"—as idealized by the socialistic fools and
shallow-pates—this degeneracy and dwarfing of man to an absolutely
gregarious animal (or as they call it, to a man of "free society"),
this brutalizing of man into a pigmy with equal rights and claims,
is undoubtedly POSSIBLE! He who has thought out this possibility to
its ultimate conclusion knows ANOTHER loathing unknown to the rest
of mankind—and perhaps also a new MISSION!










Chapter 2
The Free Spirit


24. O sancta simplicitas! In what strange simplification and
falsification man lives! One can never cease wondering when once
one has got eyes for beholding this marvel! How we have made
everything around us clear and free and easy and simple! how we
have been able to give our senses a passport to everything
superficial, our thoughts a godlike desire for wanton pranks and
wrong inferences!—how from the beginning, we have contrived to
retain our ignorance in order to enjoy an almost inconceivable
freedom, thoughtlessness, imprudence, heartiness, and gaiety—in
order to enjoy life! And only on this solidified, granitelike
foundation of ignorance could knowledge rear itself hitherto, the
will to knowledge on the foundation of a far more powerful will,
the will to ignorance, to the uncertain, to the untrue! Not as its
opposite, but—as its refinement! It is to be hoped, indeed, that
LANGUAGE, here as elsewhere, will not get over its awkwardness, and
that it will continue to talk of opposites where there are only
degrees and many refinements of gradation; it is equally to be
hoped that the incarnated Tartuffery of morals, which now belongs
to our unconquerable "flesh and blood," will turn the words round
in the mouths of us discerning ones. Here and there we understand
it, and laugh at the way in which precisely the best knowledge
seeks most to retain us in this SIMPLIFIED, thoroughly artificial,
suitably imagined, and suitably falsified world: at the way in
which, whether it will or not, it loves error, because, as living
itself, it loves life!

 

25. After such a cheerful commencement, a serious word would
fain be heard; it appeals to the most serious minds. Take care, ye
philosophers and friends of knowledge, and beware of martyrdom! Of
suffering "for the truth's sake"! even in your own defense! It
spoils all the innocence and fine neutrality of your conscience; it
makes you headstrong against objections and red rags; it stupefies,
animalizes, and brutalizes, when in the struggle with danger,
slander, suspicion, expulsion, and even worse consequences of
enmity, ye have at last to play your last card as protectors of
truth upon earth—as though "the Truth" were such an innocent and
incompetent creature as to require protectors! and you of all
people, ye knights of the sorrowful countenance, Messrs Loafers and
Cobweb-spinners of the spirit! Finally, ye know sufficiently well
that it cannot be of any consequence if YE just carry your point;
ye know that hitherto no philosopher has carried his point, and
that there might be a more laudable truthfulness in every little
interrogative mark which you place after your special words and
favourite doctrines (and occasionally after yourselves) than in all
the solemn pantomime and trumping games before accusers and
law-courts! Rather go out of the way! Flee into concealment! And
have your masks and your ruses, that ye may be mistaken for what
you are, or somewhat feared! And pray, don't forget the garden, the
garden with golden trellis-work! And have people around you who are
as a garden—or as music on the waters at eventide, when already the
day becomes a memory. Choose the GOOD solitude, the free, wanton,
lightsome solitude, which also gives you the right still to remain
good in any sense whatsoever! How poisonous, how crafty, how bad,
does every long war make one, which cannot be waged openly by means
of force! How PERSONAL does a long fear make one, a long watching
of enemies, of possible enemies! These pariahs of society, these
long-pursued, badly-persecuted ones—also the compulsory recluses,
the Spinozas or Giordano Brunos—always become in the end, even
under the most intellectual masquerade, and perhaps without being
themselves aware of it, refined vengeance-seekers and
poison-Brewers (just lay bare the foundation of Spinoza's ethics
and theology!), not to speak of the stupidity of moral indignation,
which is the unfailing sign in a philosopher that the sense of
philosophical humour has left him. The martyrdom of the
philosopher, his "sacrifice for the sake of truth," forces into the
light whatever of the agitator and actor lurks in him; and if one
has hitherto contemplated him only with artistic curiosity, with
regard to many a philosopher it is easy to understand the dangerous
desire to see him also in his deterioration (deteriorated into a
"martyr," into a stage-and- tribune-bawler). Only, that it is
necessary with such a desire to be clear WHAT spectacle one will
see in any case—merely a satyric play, merely an epilogue farce,
merely the continued proof that the long, real tragedy IS AT AN
END, supposing that every philosophy has been a long tragedy in its
origin.

 

26. Every select man strives instinctively for a citadel and a
privacy, where he is FREE from the crowd, the many, the majority—
where he may forget "men who are the rule," as their exception;—
exclusive only of the case in which he is pushed straight to such
men by a still stronger instinct, as a discerner in the great and
exceptional sense. Whoever, in intercourse with men, does not
occasionally glisten in all the green and grey colours of distress,
owing to disgust, satiety, sympathy, gloominess, and solitariness,
is assuredly not a man of elevated tastes; supposing, however, that
he does not voluntarily take all this burden and disgust upon
himself, that he persistently avoids it, and remains, as I said,
quietly and proudly hidden in his citadel, one thing is then
certain: he was not made, he was not predestined for knowledge. For
as such, he would one day have to say to himself: "The devil take
my good taste! but 'the rule' is more interesting than the
exception—than myself, the exception!" And he would go DOWN, and
above all, he would go "inside." The long and serious study of the
AVERAGE man—and consequently much disguise, self-overcoming,
familiarity, and bad intercourse (all intercourse is bad
intercourse except with one's equals):—that constitutes a necessary
part of the life-history of every philosopher; perhaps the most
disagreeable, odious, and disappointing part. If he is fortunate,
however, as a favourite child of knowledge should be, he will meet
with suitable auxiliaries who will shorten and lighten his task; I
mean so- called cynics, those who simply recognize the animal, the
commonplace and "the rule" in themselves, and at the same time have
so much spirituality and ticklishness as to make them talk of
themselves and their like BEFORE WITNESSES—sometimes they wallow,
even in books, as on their own dung-hill. Cynicism is the only form
in which base souls approach what is called honesty; and the higher
man must open his ears to all the coarser or finer cynicism, and
congratulate himself when the clown becomes shameless right before
him, or the scientific satyr speaks out. There are even cases where
enchantment mixes with the disgust— namely, where by a freak of
nature, genius is bound to some such indiscreet billy-goat and ape,
as in the case of the Abbe Galiani, the profoundest, acutest, and
perhaps also filthiest man of his century—he was far profounder
than Voltaire, and consequently also, a good deal more silent. It
happens more frequently, as has been hinted, that a scientific head
is placed on an ape's body, a fine exceptional understanding in a
base soul, an occurrence by no means rare, especially among doctors
and moral physiologists. And whenever anyone speaks without
bitterness, or rather quite innocently, of man as a belly with two
requirements, and a head with one; whenever any one sees, seeks,
and WANTS to see only hunger, sexual instinct, and vanity as the
real and only motives of human actions; in short, when any one
speaks "badly"—and not even "ill"—of man, then ought the lover of
knowledge to hearken attentively and diligently; he ought, in
general, to have an open ear wherever there is talk without
indignation. For the indignant man, and he who perpetually tears
and lacerates himself with his own teeth (or, in place of himself,
the world, God, or society), may indeed, morally speaking, stand
higher than the laughing and self- satisfied satyr, but in every
other sense he is the more ordinary, more indifferent, and less
instructive case. And no one is such a LIAR as the indignant
man.

 

27. It is difficult to be understood, especially when one thinks
and lives gangasrotogati [1] among those
only who think and live otherwise—namely, kurmagati [2] , or at best "froglike," mandeikagati
[3] (I do everything to be "difficultly
understood" myself!)—and one should be heartily grateful for the
good will to some refinement of interpretation. As regards "the
good friends," however, who are always too easy-going, and think
that as friends they have a right to ease, one does well at the
very first to grant them a play-ground and romping-place for
misunderstanding—one can thus laugh still; or get rid of them
altogether, these good friends— and laugh then also!

 

28. What is most difficult to render from one language into
another is the TEMPO of its style, which has its basis in the
character of the race, or to speak more physiologically, in the
average TEMPO of the assimilation of its nutriment. There are
honestly meant translations, which, as involuntary vulgarizations,
are almost falsifications of the original, merely because its
lively and merry TEMPO (which overleaps and obviates all dangers in
word and expression) could not also be rendered. A German is almost
incapacitated for PRESTO in his language; consequently also, as may
be reasonably inferred, for many of the most delightful and daring
NUANCES of free, free-spirited thought. And just as the buffoon and
satyr are foreign to him in body and conscience, so Aristophanes
and Petronius are untranslatable for him. Everything ponderous,
viscous, and pompously clumsy, all long-winded and wearying species
of style, are developed in profuse variety among Germans—pardon me
for stating the fact that even Goethe's prose, in its mixture of
stiffness and elegance, is no exception, as a reflection of the
"good old time" to which it belongs, and as an expression of German
taste at a time when there was still a "German taste," which was a
rococo-taste in moribus et artibus. Lessing is an exception, owing
to his histrionic nature, which understood much, and was versed in
many things; he who was not the translator of Bayle to no purpose,
who took refuge willingly in the shadow of Diderot and Voltaire,
and still more willingly among the Roman comedy-writers—Lessing
loved also free-spiritism in the TEMPO, and flight out of Germany.
But how could the German language, even in the prose of Lessing,
imitate the TEMPO of Machiavelli, who in his "Principe" makes us
breathe the dry, fine air of Florence, and cannot help presenting
the most serious events in a boisterous allegrissimo, perhaps not
without a malicious artistic sense of the contrast he ventures to
present—long, heavy, difficult, dangerous thoughts, and a TEMPO of
the gallop, and of the best, wantonest humour? Finally, who would
venture on a German translation of Petronius, who, more than any
great musician hitherto, was a master of PRESTO in invention,
ideas, and words? What matter in the end about the swamps of the
sick, evil world, or of the "ancient world," when like him, one has
the feet of a wind, the rush, the breath, the emancipating scorn of
a wind, which makes everything healthy, by making everything RUN!
And with regard to Aristophanes—that transfiguring, complementary
genius, for whose sake one PARDONS all Hellenism for having
existed, provided one has understood in its full profundity ALL
that there requires pardon and transfiguration; there is nothing
that has caused me to meditate more on PLATO'S secrecy and
sphinx-like nature, than the happily preserved petit fait that
under the pillow of his death-bed there was found no "Bible," nor
anything Egyptian, Pythagorean, or Platonic—but a book of
Aristophanes. How could even Plato have endured life—a Greek life
which he repudiated—without an Aristophanes!

 

29. It is the business of the very few to be independent; it is
a privilege of the strong. And whoever attempts it, even with the
best right, but without being OBLIGED to do so, proves that he is
probably not only strong, but also daring beyond measure. He enters
into a labyrinth, he multiplies a thousandfold the dangers which
life in itself already brings with it; not the least of which is
that no one can see how and where he loses his way, becomes
isolated, and is torn piecemeal by some minotaur of conscience.
Supposing such a one comes to grief, it is so far from the
comprehension of men that they neither feel it, nor sympathize with
it. And he cannot any longer go back! He cannot even go back again
to the sympathy of men!

 

30. Our deepest insights must—and should—appear as follies, and
under certain circumstances as crimes, when they come
unauthorizedly to the ears of those who are not disposed and
predestined for them. The exoteric and the esoteric, as they were
formerly distinguished by philosophers—among the Indians, as among
the Greeks, Persians, and Mussulmans, in short, wherever people
believed in gradations of rank and NOT in equality and equal
rights—are not so much in contradistinction to one another in
respect to the exoteric class, standing without, and viewing,
estimating, measuring, and judging from the outside, and not from
the inside; the more essential distinction is that the class in
question views things from below upwards—while the esoteric class
views things FROM ABOVE DOWNWARDS. There are heights of the soul
from which tragedy itself no longer appears to operate tragically;
and if all the woe in the world were taken together, who would dare
to decide whether the sight of it would NECESSARILY seduce and
constrain to sympathy, and thus to a doubling of the woe? …
That which serves the higher class of men for nourishment or
refreshment, must be almost poison to an entirely different and
lower order of human beings. The virtues of the common man would
perhaps mean vice and weakness in a philosopher; it might be
possible for a highly developed man, supposing him to degenerate
and go to ruin, to acquire qualities thereby alone, for the sake of
which he would have to be honoured as a saint in the lower world
into which he had sunk. There are books which have an inverse value
for the soul and the health according as the inferior soul and the
lower vitality, or the higher and more powerful, make use of them.
In the former case they are dangerous, disturbing, unsettling
books, in the latter case they are herald-calls which summon the
bravest to THEIR bravery. Books for the general reader are always
ill-smelling books, the odour of paltry people clings to them.
Where the populace eat and drink, and even where they reverence, it
is accustomed to stink. One should not go into churches if one
wishes to breathe PURE air.

 

31. In our youthful years we still venerate and despise without
the art of NUANCE, which is the best gain of life, and we have
rightly to do hard penance for having fallen upon men and things
with Yea and Nay. Everything is so arranged that the worst of all
tastes, THE TASTE FOR THE UNCONDITIONAL, is cruelly befooled and
abused, until a man learns to introduce a little art into his
sentiments, and prefers to try conclusions with the artificial, as
do the real artists of life. The angry and reverent spirit peculiar
to youth appears to allow itself no peace, until it has suitably
falsified men and things, to be able to vent its passion upon them:
youth in itself even, is something falsifying and deceptive. Later
on, when the young soul, tortured by continual disillusions,
finally turns suspiciously against itself—still ardent and savage
even in its suspicion and remorse of conscience: how it upbraids
itself, how impatiently it tears itself, how it revenges itself for
its long self-blinding, as though it had been a voluntary
blindness! In this transition one punishes oneself by distrust of
one's sentiments; one tortures one's enthusiasm with doubt, one
feels even the good conscience to be a danger, as if it were the
self-concealment and lassitude of a more refined uprightness; and
above all, one espouses upon principle the cause AGAINST "youth."—A
decade later, and one comprehends that all this was also
still—youth!

 

32. Throughout the longest period of human history—one calls it
the prehistoric period—the value or non-value of an action was
inferred from its CONSEQUENCES; the action in itself was not taken
into consideration, any more than its origin; but pretty much as in
China at present, where the distinction or disgrace of a child
redounds to its parents, the retro-operating power of success or
failure was what induced men to think well or ill of an action. Let
us call this period the PRE-MORAL period of mankind; the
imperative, "Know thyself!" was then still unknown. —In the last
ten thousand years, on the other hand, on certain large portions of
the earth, one has gradually got so far, that one no longer lets
the consequences of an action, but its origin, decide with regard
to its worth: a great achievement as a whole, an important
refinement of vision and of criterion, the unconscious effect of
the supremacy of aristocratic values and of the belief in "origin,"
the mark of a period which may be designated in the narrower sense
as the MORAL one: the first attempt at self-knowledge is thereby
made. Instead of the consequences, the origin—what an inversion of
perspective! And assuredly an inversion effected only after long
struggle and wavering! To be sure, an ominous new superstition, a
peculiar narrowness of interpretation, attained supremacy precisely
thereby: the origin of an action was interpreted in the most
definite sense possible, as origin out of an INTENTION; people were
agreed in the belief that the value of an action lay in the value
of its intention. The intention as the sole origin and antecedent
history of an action: under the influence of this prejudice moral
praise and blame have been bestowed, and men have judged and even
philosophized almost up to the present day.—Is it not possible,
however, that the necessity may now have arisen of again making up
our minds with regard to the reversing and fundamental shifting of
values, owing to a new self-consciousness and acuteness in man—is
it not possible that we may be standing on the threshold of a
period which to begin with, would be distinguished negatively as
ULTRA-MORAL: nowadays when, at least among us immoralists, the
suspicion arises that the decisive value of an action lies
precisely in that which is NOT INTENTIONAL, and that all its
intentionalness, all that is seen, sensible, or "sensed" in it,
belongs to its surface or skin— which, like every skin, betrays
something, but CONCEALS still more? In short, we believe that the
intention is only a sign or symptom, which first requires an
explanation—a sign, moreover, which has too many interpretations,
and consequently hardly any meaning in itself alone: that morality,
in the sense in which it has been understood hitherto, as
intention-morality, has been a prejudice, perhaps a prematureness
or preliminariness, probably something of the same rank as
astrology and alchemy, but in any case something which must be
surmounted. The surmounting of morality, in a certain sense even
the self-mounting of morality— let that be the name for the
long-secret labour which has been reserved for the most refined,
the most upright, and also the most wicked consciences of today, as
the living touchstones of the soul.

 

33. It cannot be helped: the sentiment of surrender, of
sacrifice for one's neighbour, and all self-renunciation-morality,
must be mercilessly called to account, and brought to judgment;
just as the aesthetics of "disinterested contemplation," under
which the emasculation of art nowadays seeks insidiously enough to
create itself a good conscience. There is far too much witchery and
sugar in the sentiments "for others" and "NOT for myself," for one
not needing to be doubly distrustful here, and for one asking
promptly: "Are they not perhaps—DECEPTIONS?"—That they PLEASE— him
who has them, and him who enjoys their fruit, and also the mere
spectator—that is still no argument in their FAVOUR, but just calls
for caution. Let us therefore be cautious!

 

34. At whatever standpoint of philosophy one may place oneself
nowadays, seen from every position, the ERRONEOUSNESS of the world
in which we think we live is the surest and most certain thing our
eyes can light upon: we find proof after proof thereof, which would
fain allure us into surmises concerning a deceptive principle in
the "nature of things." He, however, who makes thinking itself, and
consequently "the spirit," responsible for the falseness of the
world—an honourable exit, which every conscious or unconscious
advocatus dei avails himself of—he who regards this world,
including space, time, form, and movement, as falsely DEDUCED,
would have at least good reason in the end to become distrustful
also of all thinking; has it not hitherto been playing upon us the
worst of scurvy tricks? and what guarantee would it give that it
would not continue to do what it has always been doing? In all
seriousness, the innocence of thinkers has something touching and
respect-inspiring in it, which even nowadays permits them to wait
upon consciousness with the request that it will give them HONEST
answers: for example, whether it be "real" or not, and why it keeps
the outer world so resolutely at a distance, and other questions of
the same description. The belief in "immediate certainties" is a
MORAL NAIVETE which does honour to us philosophers; but—we have now
to cease being "MERELY moral" men! Apart from morality, such belief
is a folly which does little honour to us! If in middle-class life
an ever- ready distrust is regarded as the sign of a "bad
character," and consequently as an imprudence, here among us,
beyond the middle- class world and its Yeas and Nays, what should
prevent our being imprudent and saying: the philosopher has at
length a RIGHT to "bad character," as the being who has hitherto
been most befooled on earth—he is now under OBLIGATION to
distrustfulness, to the wickedest squinting out of every abyss of
suspicion.—Forgive me the joke of this gloomy grimace and turn of
expression; for I myself have long ago learned to think and
estimate differently with regard to deceiving and being deceived,
and I keep at least a couple of pokes in the ribs ready for the
blind rage with which philosophers struggle against being deceived.
Why NOT? It is nothing more than a moral prejudice that truth is
worth more than semblance; it is, in fact, the worst proved
supposition in the world. So much must be conceded: there could
have been no life at all except upon the basis of perspective
estimates and semblances; and if, with the virtuous enthusiasm and
stupidity of many philosophers, one wished to do away altogether
with the "seeming world"—well, granted that YOU could do that,—at
least nothing of your "truth" would thereby remain! Indeed, what is
it that forces us in general to the supposition that there is an
essential opposition of "true" and "false"? Is it not enough to
suppose degrees of seemingness, and as it were lighter and darker
shades and tones of semblance—different valeurs, as the painters
say? Why might not the world WHICH CONCERNS US—be a fiction? And to
any one who suggested: "But to a fiction belongs an
originator?"—might it not be bluntly replied: WHY? May not this
"belong" also belong to the fiction? Is it not at length permitted
to be a little ironical towards the subject, just as towards the
predicate and object? Might not the philosopher elevate himself
above faith in grammar? All respect to governesses, but is it not
time that philosophy should renounce governess-faith?

 

35. O Voltaire! O humanity! O idiocy! There is something
ticklish in "the truth," and in the SEARCH for the truth; and if
man goes about it too humanely—"il ne cherche le vrai que pour
faire le bien"—I wager he finds nothing!

 

36. Supposing that nothing else is "given" as real but our world
of desires and passions, that we cannot sink or rise to any other
"reality" but just that of our impulses—for thinking is only a
relation of these impulses to one another:—are we not permitted to
make the attempt and to ask the question whether this which is
"given" does not SUFFICE, by means of our counterparts, for the
understanding even of the so-called mechanical (or "material")
world? I do not mean as an illusion, a "semblance," a
"representation" (in the Berkeleyan and Schopenhauerian sense), but
as possessing the same degree of reality as our emotions
themselves—as a more primitive form of the world of emotions, in
which everything still lies locked in a mighty unity, which
afterwards branches off and develops itself in organic processes
(naturally also, refines and debilitates)—as a kind of instinctive
life in which all organic functions, including self- regulation,
assimilation, nutrition, secretion, and change of matter, are still
synthetically united with one another—as a PRIMARY FORM of life?—In
the end, it is not only permitted to make this attempt, it is
commanded by the conscience of LOGICAL METHOD. Not to assume
several kinds of causality, so long as the attempt to get along
with a single one has not been pushed to its furthest extent (to
absurdity, if I may be allowed to say so): that is a morality of
method which one may not repudiate nowadays—it follows "from its
definition," as mathematicians say. The question is ultimately
whether we really recognize the will as OPERATING, whether we
believe in the causality of the will; if we do so—and fundamentally
our belief IN THIS is just our belief in causality itself—we MUST
make the attempt to posit hypothetically the causality of the will
as the only causality. "Will" can naturally only operate on
"will"—and not on "matter" (not on "nerves," for instance): in
short, the hypothesis must be hazarded, whether will does not
operate on will wherever "effects" are recognized—and whether all
mechanical action, inasmuch as a power operates therein, is not
just the power of will, the effect of will. Granted, finally, that
we succeeded in explaining our entire instinctive life as the
development and ramification of one fundamental form of
will—namely, the Will to Power, as my thesis puts it; granted that
all organic functions could be traced back to this Will to Power,
and that the solution of the problem of generation and nutrition—it
is one problem— could also be found therein: one would thus have
acquired the right to define ALL active force unequivocally as WILL
TO POWER. The world seen from within, the world defined and
designated according to its "intelligible character"—it would
simply be "Will to Power," and nothing else.

 

37. "What? Does not that mean in popular language: God is
disproved, but not the devil?"—On the contrary! On the contrary, my
friends! And who the devil also compels you to speak popularly!

 

38. As happened finally in all the enlightenment of modern times
with the French Revolution (that terrible farce, quite superfluous
when judged close at hand, into which, however, the noble and
visionary spectators of all Europe have interpreted from a distance
their own indignation and enthusiasm so long and passionately,
UNTIL THE TEXT HAS DISAPPEARED UNDER THE INTERPRETATION), so a
noble posterity might once more misunderstand the whole of the
past, and perhaps only thereby make ITS aspect endurable.—Or
rather, has not this already happened? Have not we ourselves
been—that "noble posterity"? And, in so far as we now comprehend
this, is it not—thereby already past?

 

39. Nobody will very readily regard a doctrine as true merely
because it makes people happy or virtuous—excepting, perhaps, the
amiable "Idealists," who are enthusiastic about the good, true, and
beautiful, and let all kinds of motley, coarse, and good-natured
desirabilities swim about promiscuously in their pond. Happiness
and virtue are no arguments. It is willingly forgotten, however,
even on the part of thoughtful minds, that to make unhappy and to
make bad are just as little counter- arguments. A thing could be
TRUE, although it were in the highest degree injurious and
dangerous; indeed, the fundamental constitution of existence might
be such that one succumbed by a full knowledge of it—so that the
strength of a mind might be measured by the amount of "truth" it
could endure—or to speak more plainly, by the extent to which it
REQUIRED truth attenuated, veiled, sweetened, damped, and
falsified. But there is no doubt that for the discovery of certain
PORTIONS of truth the wicked and unfortunate are more favourably
situated and have a greater likelihood of success; not to speak of
the wicked who are happy—a species about whom moralists are silent.
Perhaps severity and craft are more favourable conditions for the
development of strong, independent spirits and philosophers than
the gentle, refined, yielding good-nature, and habit of taking
things easily, which are prized, and rightly prized in a learned
man. Presupposing always, to begin with, that the term
"philosopher" be not confined to the philosopher who writes books,
or even introduces HIS philosophy into books!—Stendhal furnishes a
last feature of the portrait of the free-spirited philosopher,
which for the sake of German taste I will not omit to underline—for
it is OPPOSED to German taste. "Pour etre bon philosophe," says
this last great psychologist, "il faut etre sec, clair, sans
illusion. Un banquier, qui a fait fortune, a une partie du
caractere requis pour faire des decouvertes en philosophie,
c'est-a-dire pour voir clair dans ce qui est."

 

40. Everything that is profound loves the mask: the profoundest
things have a hatred even of figure and likeness. Should not the
CONTRARY only be the right disguise for the shame of a God to go
about in? A question worth asking!—it would be strange if some
mystic has not already ventured on the same kind of thing. There
are proceedings of such a delicate nature that it is well to
overwhelm them with coarseness and make them unrecognizable; there
are actions of love and of an extravagant magnanimity after which
nothing can be wiser than to take a stick and thrash the witness
soundly: one thereby obscures his recollection. Many a one is able
to obscure and abuse his own memory, in order at least to have
vengeance on this sole party in the secret: shame is inventive.
They are not the worst things of which one is most ashamed: there
is not only deceit behind a mask—there is so much goodness in
craft. I could imagine that a man with something costly and fragile
to conceal, would roll through life clumsily and rotundly like an
old, green, heavily-hooped wine-cask: the refinement of his shame
requiring it to be so. A man who has depths in his shame meets his
destiny and his delicate decisions upon paths which few ever reach,
and with regard to the existence of which his nearest and most
intimate friends may be ignorant; his mortal danger conceals itself
from their eyes, and equally so his regained security. Such a
hidden nature, which instinctively employs speech for silence and
concealment, and is inexhaustible in evasion of communication,
DESIRES and insists that a mask of himself shall occupy his place
in the hearts and heads of his friends; and supposing he does not
desire it, his eyes will some day be opened to the fact that there
is nevertheless a mask of him there—and that it is well to be so.
Every profound spirit needs a mask; nay, more, around every
profound spirit there continually grows a mask, owing to the
constantly false, that is to say, SUPERFICIAL interpretation of
every word he utters, every step he takes, every sign of life he
manifests.

 

41. One must subject oneself to one's own tests that one is
destined for independence and command, and do so at the right time.
One must not avoid one's tests, although they constitute perhaps
the most dangerous game one can play, and are in the end tests made
only before ourselves and before no other judge. Not to cleave to
any person, be it even the dearest—every person is a prison and
also a recess. Not to cleave to a fatherland, be it even the most
suffering and necessitous—it is even less difficult to detach one's
heart from a victorious fatherland. Not to cleave to a sympathy, be
it even for higher men, into whose peculiar torture and
helplessness chance has given us an insight. Not to cleave to a
science, though it tempt one with the most valuable discoveries,
apparently specially reserved for us. Not to cleave to one's own
liberation, to the voluptuous distance and remoteness of the bird,
which always flies further aloft in order always to see more under
it—the danger of the flier. Not to cleave to our own virtues, nor
become as a whole a victim to any of our specialties, to our
"hospitality" for instance, which is the danger of dangers for
highly developed and wealthy souls, who deal prodigally, almost
indifferently with themselves, and push the virtue of liberality so
far that it becomes a vice. One must know how TO CONSERVE
ONESELF—the best test of independence.

 

42. A new order of philosophers is appearing; I shall venture to
baptize them by a name not without danger. As far as I understand
them, as far as they allow themselves to be understood—for it is
their nature to WISH to remain something of a puzzle—these
philosophers of the future might rightly, perhaps also wrongly,
claim to be designated as "tempters." This name itself is after all
only an attempt, or, if it be preferred, a temptation.

 

43. Will they be new friends of "truth," these coming
philosophers? Very probably, for all philosophers hitherto have
loved their truths. But assuredly they will not be dogmatists. It
must be contrary to their pride, and also contrary to their taste,
that their truth should still be truth for every one—that which has
hitherto been the secret wish and ultimate purpose of all dogmatic
efforts. "My opinion is MY opinion: another person has not easily a
right to it"—such a philosopher of the future will say, perhaps.
One must renounce the bad taste of wishing to agree with many
people. "Good" is no longer good when one's neighbour takes it into
his mouth. And how could there be a "common good"! The expression
contradicts itself; that which can be common is always of small
value. In the end things must be as they are and have always
been—the great things remain for the great, the abysses for the
profound, the delicacies and thrills for the refined, and, to sum
up shortly, everything rare for the rare.

 

44. Need I say expressly after all this that they will be free,
VERY free spirits, these philosophers of the future—as certainly
also they will not be merely free spirits, but something more,
higher, greater, and fundamentally different, which does not wish
to be misunderstood and mistaken? But while I say this, I feel
under OBLIGATION almost as much to them as to ourselves (we free
spirits who are their heralds and forerunners), to sweep away from
ourselves altogether a stupid old prejudice and misunderstanding,
which, like a fog, has too long made the conception of "free
spirit" obscure. In every country of Europe, and the same in
America, there is at present something which makes an abuse of this
name a very narrow, prepossessed, enchained class of spirits, who
desire almost the opposite of what our intentions and instincts
prompt—not to mention that in respect to the NEW philosophers who
are appearing, they must still more be closed windows and bolted
doors. Briefly and regrettably, they belong to the LEVELLERS, these
wrongly named "free spirits"—as glib-tongued and scribe-fingered
slaves of the democratic taste and its "modern ideas" all of them
men without solitude, without personal solitude, blunt honest
fellows to whom neither courage nor honourable conduct ought to be
denied, only, they are not free, and are ludicrously superficial,
especially in their innate partiality for seeing the cause of
almost ALL human misery and failure in the old forms in which
society has hitherto existed—a notion which happily inverts the
truth entirely! What they would fain attain with all their
strength, is the universal, green-meadow happiness of the herd,
together with security, safety, comfort, and alleviation of life
for every one, their two most frequently chanted songs and
doctrines are called "Equality of Rights" and "Sympathy with All
Sufferers"—and suffering itself is looked upon by them as something
which must be DONE AWAY WITH. We opposite ones, however, who have
opened our eye and conscience to the question how and where the
plant "man" has hitherto grown most vigorously, believe that this
has always taken place under the opposite conditions, that for this
end the dangerousness of his situation had to be increased
enormously, his inventive faculty and dissembling power (his
"spirit") had to develop into subtlety and daring under long
oppression and compulsion, and his Will to Life had to be increased
to the unconditioned Will to Power—we believe that severity,
violence, slavery, danger in the street and in the heart, secrecy,
stoicism, tempter's art and devilry of every kind,—that everything
wicked, terrible, tyrannical, predatory, and serpentine in man,
serves as well for the elevation of the human species as its
opposite—we do not even say enough when we only say THIS MUCH, and
in any case we find ourselves here, both with our speech and our
silence, at the OTHER extreme of all modern ideology and gregarious
desirability, as their anti-podes perhaps? What wonder that we
"free spirits" are not exactly the most communicative spirits? that
we do not wish to betray in every respect WHAT a spirit can free
itself from, and WHERE perhaps it will then be driven? And as to
the import of the dangerous formula, "Beyond Good and Evil," with
which we at least avoid confusion, we ARE something else than
"libres-penseurs," "liben pensatori" "free-thinkers," and whatever
these honest advocates of "modern ideas" like to call themselves.
Having been at home, or at least guests, in many realms of the
spirit, having escaped again and again from the gloomy, agreeable
nooks in which preferences and prejudices, youth, origin, the
accident of men and books, or even the weariness of travel seemed
to confine us, full of malice against the seductions of dependency
which he concealed in honours, money, positions, or exaltation of
the senses, grateful even for distress and the vicissitudes of
illness, because they always free us from some rule, and its
"prejudice," grateful to the God, devil, sheep, and worm in us,
inquisitive to a fault, investigators to the point of cruelty, with
unhesitating fingers for the intangible, with teeth and stomachs
for the most indigestible, ready for any business that requires
sagacity and acute senses, ready for every adventure, owing to an
excess of "free will", with anterior and posterior souls, into the
ultimate intentions of which it is difficult to pry, with
foregrounds and backgrounds to the end of which no foot may run,
hidden ones under the mantles of light, appropriators, although we
resemble heirs and spendthrifts, arrangers and collectors from
morning till night, misers of our wealth and our full-crammed
drawers, economical in learning and forgetting, inventive in
scheming, sometimes proud of tables of categories, sometimes
pedants, sometimes night-owls of work even in full day, yea, if
necessary, even scarecrows—and it is necessary nowadays, that is to
say, inasmuch as we are the born, sworn, jealous friends of
SOLITUDE, of our own profoundest midnight and midday solitude—such
kind of men are we, we free spirits! And perhaps ye are also
something of the same kind, ye coming ones? ye NEW
philosophers?







