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Nietzsche’s On the Genealogy of Morals (Berkeley: University of California
Press, 1994); Peter Sedgwick, ed., Nietzsche: A Critical Reader (Oxford: Basil
Blackweil, 1995); Bernd Magnus and Kathleen Higgins, The Cambridge Com-
panion to Nietzsche (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1996); Kelly
Oliver and Marilyn Pearsall, eds., Feminist Interpretations of Nietzsche (College
Park, PA: Pennsylvania State University Press, 1998); and Daniel W. Conway,
Nietzsche: Critical Assessments, four volumes (London: Routledge, 1998). Fi-
nally, Robert C. Solomon and Kathleen M. Higgins, eds., Reading Nietzsche
(New York: Oxford University Press, 1988) provide helpful introductory essays
on several of Nietzsche’s works, while Daniel W. Conway, Nietzsche's Danger-
ous Game: Philosophy in the Twilight of the Idols (Cambnidge: Cambridge Uni-
versity Press, 1997) focuses on Nietzsche’s later work.

THE BIRTH OF TRAGEDY (in part)

I. Much will have been gained for esthetics once we have succeeded in apprehending
directly—rather than merely ascertaining—that art owes its continuous evolution to
the Apollonian-Dionysiac duality, even as the propagation of the species depends on
the duality of the sexes, their constant conflicts and periodic acts of reconciliation. I
have borrowed my adjectives from the Greeks, who developed their mystical doctrines
of art through plausible embodiments, not through purely conceptual means. It is by
those two art-sponsoring deities, Apollo and Dionysos, that we are made to recognize
the tremendous split, as regards both origins and objectives, between the plastic, Apol-
lonian arts and the non-visual art of music inspired by Dionysos. The two creative ten-
dencies developed alongside one another, usually in fierce opposition, each by its
taunts forcing the other to more energetic production, both perpetuating in a discordant
concord that agon which the term art but feebly denominates: until at last, by the thau-
maturgy of an Hellenic act of will, the pair accepted the yoke of marriage and, in this :
condition, begot Attic tragedy, which exhibits the salient features of both parents.

To reach a closer understanding of both these tendencies, let us begin by viewing
them as the separate art realms of dream and intoxication, two physiological phenom-
ena standing toward one another in much the same relationship as the Apollonian and
Dionysiac. It was in a dream, according to Lucretius, that the marvelous gods and god-
desses first presented themselves to the minds of men. That great sculptor, Phidias, be-
held in a dream the entrancing bodies of more-than-human beings, and likewise, if
anyone had asked the Greek poets about the mystery of poetic creation, they too would
have referred him to dreams and instructed him much as Hans Sachs instructs us in Die
Meistersinger:

The Birth of Tragedy, translated by Francis Golffing from The Birth of Tragedy and The Genealogy of
Morals, by Friedrich Nietzsche. Copyright © 1956 by Doubleday, a division of Bantam Doubleday Dell
Publishing Group, Inc. Used by permission of Doubleday, a division of Bantam Doubleday Dell Publishing
Group, Inc.
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My friend, it is the poet’s work
Dreams to interpret and to mark.
Believe me that man's true conceit
In a dream becomes complete:

All poetry we ever read

Is but true dreams interpreted.

The fair illusion of the dream sphere, in the production of which every man
proves himself an accomplished artist, is a precondition not only of all plastic art, but
even, as we shall see presently, of a wide range of poetry. Here we enjoy an immediate
apprehension of form, all shapes speak to us directly, nothing seems indifferent or re-
dundant. Despite the high intensity with which these dream realities exist for us, we
still have a residual sensation that they are illusions; at Jeast such has been my experi-
ence—and the frequency, not to say normality, of the experience is borne out in many
passages of the poets. Men of philosophical disposition are known for their constant
premonition that our everyday reality, too, is an illusion, hiding another, totally differ-
ent kind of reality. It was Schopenhauer who considered the ability to view at certain
times all men and things as mere phantoms or dream images to be the true mark of
philosophic talent. The person who is responsive to the stimuli of art behaves toward
the reality of dream much the way the philosopher behaves toward the reality of exis-
tence: he observes exactly and enjoys his observations, for it is by these images that he
interprets life, by these processes that he rehearses it. Nor is it by pleasant images only
that such plausible connections are made: the whole divine comedy of life, including
its somber aspects, its sudden balkings, impish accidents, anxious expectations, moves
past him, not quite like a shadow play—for it is he himself, after all, who lives and suf-
fers through these scenes—yet never without giving a fleeting sense of illusion; and I
imagine that many persons have reassured themselves amidst the perils of dream by
calling out, “It is a dream! [ want it to go on.” I have even heard of people spinning out
the causality of one and the same dream over three or more successive nights. All these
facts clearly bear witness that our innermost being, the common substratum of human-
ity, experiences dreams with deep delight and a sense of real necessity. This deep and
happy sense of the necessity of dream experiences was expressed by the Greeks in the
image of Apollo. Apollo is at once the god of all plastic powers and the soothsaying
god. He who is etymologically the “lucent” one, the god of light, reigns also over the
fair illusion of our inner world of fantasy. The perfection of these conditions in con-
trast to our imperfectly understood waking reality, as well as our profound awareness
of nature's healing powers during the interval of sleep and dream, furnishes a symbolic
analogue to the soothsaying faculty and quite generally to the arts, which make fife
possible and worth living. But the image of Apollo must incorporate that thin line
which the dream image may not cross, under penalty of becoming pathological, of im-
posing itself on us as crass reality: a discreet limitation, a freedom from ali extravagant
urges, the sapient tranquillity of the plastic god. His eye must be sunlike, in keeping
with his origin. Even at those moments when he is angry and ill-tempered there lies
upon him the consecration of fair illusion. In an eccentric way one might say of Apollo
what Schopenhauer says, in the first part of The World as Will and Idea, of man caught
in the veil of Maya: “Even as on an immense, raging sea, assailed by huge wave crests,
a man sits in a little rowboat trusting his frail craft, so, amidst the furious torments of
this world, the individual sits tranquilly, supported by the principium individuationis
and relying on it.” One might say that the unshakable confidence in that principle has
received its most magnificent expression in Apollo, and that Apollo himself may be
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regarded as the marvelous divine image of the principium individuationis, whose looks
and gestures radiate the full delight, wisdom, and beauty of “illusion.”

In the same context Schopenhauer has described for us the tremendous awe
which seizes man when he suddenly begins to doubt the cognitive modes of experi-
ence, in other words, when in a given instance the law of causation seems to suspend
itself. If we add to this awe the glorious transport which arises in man, even from the
very depths of nature, at the shattering of the principium individuationis, then we are in
a position to apprehend the essence of Dionysiac rapture, whose closest analogy is fur-
nished by physical intoxication. Dionysiac stirrings arise either through the influence
of those narcotic potions of which ali primitive races speak in their hymns, or through
the powerful approach of spring, which penetrates with joy the whole frame of nature.
So stirred, the individual forgets himself completely. It is the Same Dionysiac power
which in medieval Germany drove ever increasing crowds of people singing and danc-
ing from place to place; we recognize in these St. John’s and St. Vitus® dancers the
bacchic choruses of the Greeks, who had their precursors in Asia Minor and as far back
as Babylon and the orgiastic Sacaea. There are people who, either from lack of experi-
ence or out of sheer stupidity, turn away from such phenomena, and, strong in the
sense of their own sanity, label them either mockingly or pityingly “endemic diseases.”
These benighted souls have no idea how cadaverous and ghostly their “sanity” appears
as the intense throng of Dionysiac revelers sweeps past them.

Not only does the bond between man and man come to be forged once more by
the magic of the Dionysiac rite, but nature itself, long alienated or subjugated, rises
again to celebrate the reconciliation with her prodigal son, man. The earth offers its
gifts voluntarily, and the savage beasts of mountain and desert approach in peace. The
chariot of Dionysos is bedecked with flowers and garlands; panthers and tigers stride
beneath his yoke. If one were to convert Beethoven’s “Paean to Joy” into a painting,
and refuse to curb the imagination when that multitude prostrates itself reverently in
the dust, one might form some apprehension of Dionysiac ritual. Now the slave
emerges as a freeman; all the rigid, hostile walls which either necessity or despotism
has erected between men are shattered. Now that the gospel of unmiversal harmony is
sounded, each individual becomes not only reconciled to his fellow but actually at one
with him—as though the veil of Maya had been torn apart and there remained only
shreds floating before the vision of mystical Oneness. Man now expresses himself
through song and dance as the member of a higher community; he has forgotten how to
walk, how to speak, and is on the brink of taking wing as he dances. Each of his ges-
tures betokens enchantment; through him sounds a supernatural power, the same
power which makes the animals speak and the earth render up milk and honey. He
feels himself to be godlike and strides with the same elation and ecstasy as the gods he
has seen in his dreams. No longer the artist, he has himself become a work of art: the
productive power of the whole universe is now manifest in his transport, to the glori-
ous satisfaction of the primordial One. The finest clay, the most precious marble—
‘nan—is here kneaded and hewn, and the chisel blows of the Dionysiac world artist are
accompanied by the cry of the Eleusinian mystagogues: “Do you fall on your knees,
multitudes, do you divine your creator?”

II. So far we have examined the Apollonian and Dionysiac states as the product of for-
mative forces arising directly from nature without the mediation of the human artist. At
this stage artistic urges are satisfied directly, on the one hand through the imagery of
dreams, whose perfection is quite independent of the intellectual rank, the artistic de-
velopment of the individual; on the other hand, through an ecstatic reality which once
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A
Starry Night, 1889, by Vincent van Gogh (1853-1890). It is hard not to think of the paintings
of Nietzsche's contemporary Vincent van Gogh when reading Nietzsche's words: “If one
were to convert Beethoven's ‘Paean to Joy’ into a painting, and refuse to curb the imagin-
ation when that multitude prostrates itself reverently in the dust, one might form some
apprehension of Dionysiac ritual.” {©The Musewm of Modern Art, New York. Acquired
through the Lillie P. Bliss Bequest.)
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again takes no account of the individual and may even destroy him, or else redeem him
through a mystical experience of the collective. In relation to these immediate creative
conditions of nature every artist must appear as “imitator.” either as the Apollonian
dream artist or the Dionysiac ecstatic artist, or, finally (as in Greek tragedy, for exam-
ple) as dream and ecstatic artist in one. We might picture to ourselves how the last of
these, in a state of Dionysiac intoxication and mystical self-abrogation, wandering
apart from the reveling throng, sinks upon the ground, and how there is then revealed
to him his own condition—complete oneness with the essence of the universe—in a
dream similitude.

Having set down these general premises and distinctions, we now turn 10 the
Greeks in order to realize to what degree the formative forces of nature were devel-
oped in them. Such an inquiry will enable us to assess properly the relation of the
Greek artist to his prototypes or, to use Aristotle’s expression, his “imitation of na-
ture.” Of the dreams the Greeks dreamed it is not possible to speak with any certainty,
despite the extant dream literature and the large number of dream anecdotes. But con-
sidering the incredible accuracy of their eyes, their keen and unabashed delight in col-
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ors, one can hardly be wrong in assuming that their dreams too showed a strict conse-
quence of lines and contours, hues and groupings, a progression of scenes similar to
their best bas-reliefs. The perfection of these dream scenes might almost tempt us to
consider the dreaming Greek as a Homer and Homer as a dreaming Greek; which
would be as though the modern man were to compare himself in his dreaming to
Shakespeare.

Yet there is another point about which we do not have to conjecture at all: { mean
the profound gap separating the Dionysiac Greeks from the Dionysiac barbarians.
Throughout the range of ancient civilization (leaving the newer civilizations out of ac-
count for the moment) we find evidence of Dionysiac celebrations which stand to the
Greek type in much the same relation as the bearded satyr, whose name and attributes
are derived from the he-goat, stands to the god Dionysos. The central concern of such
celebrations was, almost universally, a complete sexual promiscuity overriding every
form of established tribal law; all the savage urges of the mind were unleashed on
those occasions until they reached that paroxysm of lust and cruelty which has always
struck me as the “witches’ cauldron” par excellence. It would appear that the Greeks
were for a while quite immune from these feverish excesses which must have reached
them by every known land or sea route. What kept Greece safe was the proud, impos-
ing image of Apolio, who in holding up the head of the Gorgon to those brutal and
grotesque Dionysiac forces subdued them. Doric art has immortalized Apotlo’s majes-
tic rejection of all license. But resistance became difficult, even impossible, as soon as
similar urges began to break forth from the deep substratum of Hellenism itself. Soon
the function of the Delphic god developed into something quite different and much
more limited: all he could hope to accomplish now was to wrest the destructive
weapon, by a timely gesture of pacification, from his opponent’s hand. That act of
pacification represents the most important event in the history of Greek ritual; every
department of life now shows symptoms of a revolutionary change. The two great an-
tagonists have been reconciled. Each feels obliged henceforth to keep to his bounds,
each will honor the other by the bestowal of periodic gifts, while the cleavage remains
fundamentally the same. And yet, if we examine what happened to the Dionysiac pow-
ers under the pressure of that treaty we notice a great difference: in the place of the
Babylonian Sacaea, with their throwback of men to the condition of apes and tigers,
we now see entirely new rites celebrated: rites of universal redemption, of glorious
transfiguration. Only now has it become possible to speak of nature’s celebrating an
aesthetic triumph; only now has the abrogation of the principium individuationis be-
come an aesthetic event. That terrible witches’ brew concocted of lust and cruelty has
lost all power under the new conditions. Yet the peculiar blending of emotions in the
heart of the Dionysiac reveler—his ambiguity if you will—seems still to hark back (as
the medicinal drug harks back to the deadly poison) to the days when the infliction of
pain was experienced as joy while a sense of supreme triumph elicited cries of anguish
from the heart. For now in every exuberant joy there is heard an undertone of terror, or
~lse a wistful lament over an irrecoverable loss. It is as though in these Greek festivals
a sentimental trait of nature were coming to the fore, as though nature were bemoaning
the fact of her fragmentation, her decomposition into separate individvals. The chants
and gestures of these revelers, so ambiguous in their motivation, represented an ab-
solute novum in the world of the Homeric Greeks; their Dionysiac music, in especial,
spread abroad terror and a deep shudder. It is true: music had long been familiar to the
Greeks as an Apollonian art, as a regular beat like that of waves lapping the shore, a
plastic rhythm expressly developed for the portrayal of Apollonian conditions.
Apollo’s music was a Doric architecture of sound—of barely hinted sounds such as are
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proper to the cithara. Those very elements which characterize Dionysiac music and,
after it, music quite generally: the heart-shaking power of tone, the uniform stream of
melody, the incomparable resources of harmony—all those elements had been care-
fully kept at a distance as being inconsonant with the Apolionian norm. In the
Dionysiac dithyramb man is incited to strain his symbolic faculties to the utmost;
something quite unheard of is now clamoring to be heard: the desire to tear asunder the
veil of Maya, to sink back into the original oneness of nature; the desire to express the
very essence of nature symbolically. Thus an entirely new set of symbols springs into
being. First ali the symbols pertaining to physical features: mouth, face, the spoken
word, the dance movement which coordinates the limbs and bends them to its thythm.
Then suddenly all the rest of the symbolic forces—music and rhythm as such, dynam-
ics, harmony—assert themselves with great energy. In order to comprehend this total
emancipation of all the symbolic powers one must have reached the same measure of
inner freedom those powers themselves were making manifest; which is to say that the
votary of Dionysos could not be understood except by his own kind. It is not difficult
to imagine the awed surprise with which the Apollonian Greek must have looked on
him. And that surprise would be further increased as the latter realized, with a shudder,
that all this was not so alien to him after all, that his Apolionian consciousness was but
a thin veil hiding from him the whole Dionysiac realm.

I1I. In order to comprehend this we must take down the elaborate edifice of Apollonian
culture stone by stone until we discover its foundations. At first the eye is struck by the
marvelous shapes of the Olympian gods who stand upon its pediments, and whose ex-
ploits, in shining bas-relief, adorn its friezes. The fact that among them we find Apollo
as one god among many, making no claim to a privileged position, should not mislead
us. The same drive that found its most compiete representation in Apolio generated the
whole Olympian world, and in this sense we may consider Apollo the father of that
world. But what was the tadical need out of which that illustrious society of Olympian
beings sprang?

Whoever approaches the Olympians with a different religion in his heast, seek-
ing moral elevation, sanctity, spirituality, loving-kindness, will presently be forced to
turn away from them in ill-humored disappointment. Nothing in these deities reminds
us of asceticism, high intellect, or duty: we are confronted by luxuriant, triumphant ex-
istence, which deifies the good and the bad indifferently. And the beholder may find
himself dismayed in the presence of such overflowing life and ask himself what potion
these heady people must have drunk in order to behold, in whatever directivn they
looked, Helen laughing back at them, the beguiling image of their own existence. But
we shall call out to this beholder, who has already turned his back: Don’t go! Listen
first to what the Greeks themselves have to say of this life, which spreads itseif before
you with such puzzling serenity. An old legend has it that King Midas hunted a long
time in the woods for the wise Silenus, companion of Dionysos, without being able to
catch him. When he had finally caught him the king asked him what he considered
man’s greatest good. The daemon remained sullen and uncommunicative until finally,
forced by the king, he broke into a shrill laugh and spoke: “Ephemeral wretch, begot-
ten by accident and toil, why do you force me to tell you what it would be your greatest
boon not to hear? What would be best for you is quite beyond your reach: not to have
been born, not to be, to be nothing. But the second best is to die soon.”

What is the relation of the Olympian gods to this popular wisdom? It is that of
the entranced vision of the martyr to bis torment.
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Now the Olympian magic mountain opens itself before us, showing us its very
roots. The Greeks were keenly aware of the terrors and horrors of existence; in order to
be able to live at all they had to place before them the shining fantasy of the
Olympians. Their tremendous distrust of the titanic forces of nature: Moira, merci-
lessly enthroned beyond the knowable world; the vulture which fed upon the great
philanthropist Prometheus; the terrible lot drawn by wise Oedipus; the curse on the
house of Atreus which brought Orestes to the murder of his mother: that whole Panic
philosophy, in short, with its mythic examples, by which the gloomy Etruscans per-
ished, the Greeks conquered—or at feast hid from view-—again and again by means of
this artificial Olympus. In order to live at all the Greeks had to construct these deities.
The Apolionian need for beauty had to develop the Olympian hierarchy of joy by slow
degrees from the original titanic hierarchy of terror, as roses are seen to break from a
thorny thicket. How else could life have been borne by a race so hypersensitive, so
emotionally intense, so equipped for suffering? The same drive which called art into
being as a completion and consummation of existence, and as a guarantee of further
existence, gave rise also to that Olympian realm which acted as a transfiguring mirror
to the Hellenic will. The gods justified human life by living it themselves—the only
satisfactory theodicy ever invented. To exist in the clear sunlight of such deities was
now felt to be the highest good, and the only real grief suffered by Homeric man was
inspired by the thought of leaving that sunlight, especially when the departure seemed
imminent. Now it became possible to stand the wisdom of Silenus on its head and pro-
claim that it was the worst evil for man to die soon, and second worst for him to die at
all. Such laments as arise now arise over short-lived Achilles, over the generations
ephemeral as leaves, the decline of the heroic age. It is not unbecoming to even the
greatest hero to yearn for an afterlife, though it be as a day laborer. So impetuously,
during the Apollonian phase, does man’s will desire to remain on earth, so identified
does he become with existence, that even his lament turns to a song of praise.

It should have become apparent by now that the harmony with nature which we
late-comers regard with such nostalgia, and for which Schiller has coined the cant term
naive, is by no means a simple and inevitable condition to be found at the gateway to
every culture, a kind of paradise. Such a belief could have been endorsed only by a pe-
riod for which Rousseau’s Emile was an artist and Homer Jjust such an artist nurtured
in the bosom of nature. Whenever we encounter “naiveté” in art, we are face to face
with the ripest fruit of Apollonian culture—which must always triumph first over ti-
tans, kill monsters, and overcome the somber contemplation of actuality, the intense
susceptibility to suffering, by means of illusions strenuously and zestfully entertained.
But how rare are the instances of true naiveté, of that complete identification with the
beauty of appearance! It is this achievement which makes Homer so magnificent—
Homer, who, as a single individual, stood to Apolionian popular culture in the same re-
lation as the individuai dream artist to the oneiric capacity of a race and of nature gen-
erally. The naiveté of Homer must be viewed as a complete victory of Apollonian
‘llusion. Nature often uses illusions of this sort in order to accomplish its secret pur-
poses. The true goal is covered over by a phantasm. We stretch out our hands to the
latter, while nature, aided by our deception, attains the former. In the case of the
Greeks it was the will wishing to behold itself in the work of art, in the transcendence
of genius; but in order so to behold itself its creatures had first to view themselves as
glorious, to transpose themselves to a higher sphere, without having that sphere of pure
contemplation either challenge them or upbraid them with insufficiency. It was in that
sphere of beauty that the Greeks saw the Olympians as their mirror images; it was by
means of that aesthetic mirror that the Greek will opposed suffering and the somber
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wisdom of suffering which always accompanies artisic talent. As a monument to its
victory stands Homer, the naive artist.

E I T &

XV. ... The influence of Socrates (like a shadow cast by the evening sun, ever length-
ening into the future) has prompted generation after generation to reconsider the foun-
dations of its art—art taken in its deepest and broadest sense—and as that influence is
eternal it also guarantees the eternity of artistic endeavor. But before people were able
to realize that all art is intimately dependent on the Greeks from Homer to Socrates,
they had necessarily toward the Greeks the same attitude that the Athenians had toward
Socrates. Practically every era of Western civilization has at one time or another tried
to liberate itself from the Greeks, in deep dissatisfaction because whatever they them-
selves achieved, seemingly quite original and sincerely admired, lost color and life
when held against the Greek model and shrank to a botched copy, a caricature. Time
and again a hearty anger has been felt against that presumptuous little nation which
had the nerve to brand, for all time, whatever was not created on its own soil as “bar-
baric.” Who are these people, whose historical splendor was ephemeral, their institu-
tions ridiculousty narrow, their mores dubious and sometimes objectionable, who yet
pretend to the special place among the nations which genius claims among the crowd?
None of the later detractors was fortunate enough to find the cup of hemlock with
which such a being could be disposed of once and for all: all the poisons of envy, slan-
der, and rage have proved insufficient to destroy that complacent magnificence. And so
people have continued to be both ashamed and fearful of the Greeks—though now and
again someone has come along who has acknowledged the full truth: that the Greeks
are the chariot drivers of every subsequent culture, but that, almost always, chariot and
horses are of too poor a quality for the drivers, who then make sport of driving the
chariot into the abyss—which they themselves clear with the bold leap of Achilles.

In order to see Socrates as one of these charioteers, it is necessary only to view
him as the prototype of an entirely new mode of existence. He is the great exemplar of
that theoretical man whose significance and aims we must now atiempt to understand.
Like the artist, theoretical man takes infinite pleasure in all that exists and is thus saved
from the practical ethics of pessimism, with its iynx eyes that shine only in the dark.
But while the artist, baving unveiled the truth garment by garment, remains with his
gaze fixed on what is still hidden, theoretical man takes delight in the cast garments
and finds his highest satisfaction in the unveiling process itself, which proves to him
his own power. Science could not have devetoped as it has done if its sole concern had
been that one naked goddess. For then the adepts of science would have felt like people
trying to dig a hole through the earth, each of whom soon realizes that though he toil in
lifelong labor he will excavate only an infinitesimal fraction of the great distance and
that even this fraction will be covered over before his eyes by another’s efforts, so that
a third man would do well to find a new spot for his tunneling. Moreover, once it has
been proved beyond question that the Antipodes can never be reached by such a direct
method, what person in his right mind would want to go on digging—unless it were for
the accidental benefit of striking some precious metal or hitting upon a law of nature?
For this reason Lessing, most honest of theoretical men, dared to say that the search for
truth was more important to him than truth itself and thereby revealed the innermost
secret of inquiry, to the surprise and annoyance of his fellows. Yet, sure enough,

alongside sporadic perceptions such as this one of Lessing’s, which represented an act
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of honesty as well as high-spirited defiance, we find a type of deep-seated illusion, first
manifested in Socrates: the illusion that thought, guided by the thread of causation,
might plumb the farthest abysses of being and even correct it. This grand metaphysical
illusion has become integral to the scientific endeavor and again and again leads sci-
ence to those far iimits of its inquiry where it becomes art—which, in this mechanism,
is what is really intended.

If we examine Socrates in the light of this idea, he strikes us as the first who was
able not only to live under the guidance of that instinctive scientific certainty but to die
by it, which is much more difficult. For this reason the image of the dying Socrates—
mortal man freed by knowledge and argument from the fear of death—is the emblem
which, hanging above the portal of every science, reminds the adept that his mission is
to make existence appear intelligible and thereby justified. If arguments prove insuffi-
cient, the element of myth may be used to strengthen them-—that myth which 1 have
described as the necessary consequence, and ultimate intention, of all science.

Once we have fully realized how, after Socrates, the mystagogue of science, one
school of philosophers after another came upon the scene and departed; how genera-
tion after generation of inquirers, spurred by an insatiable thirst for knowledge, ex-
plored every aspect of the universe; and how by that ecumenical concern a common
net of knowledge was spread over the whole globe, affording glimpses into the work-
ings of an entire solar system—once we have realized all this, and the monumental
pyramid of present-day knowledge, we cannot help viewing Socrates as the vortex and
tumming point of Western civilization. For if we imagine that immense store of energy
used, not for the purposes of knowledge, but for the practical, egotistical ends of indi-
viduals and nations, we may readily see the consequence: universal wars of extermina-
tion and constant migrations of peoples would have weakened man’s instinctive zest
for life to such an extent that, suicide having become a matter of course, duty might
have commanded the son to kill his parents, the friend his friend, as among the Fiji is-
landers. We know that such wholesale slaughter prevails wherever art in some form or
other—especially as religion or science—has not served as antidote to barbarism.

As against this practical pessimism, Socrates represents the archetype of the the-
oretical optimist, who, strong in the belief that nature can be fathomed, considers
knowledge to be the true panacea and esror to be radical evil. To Socratic man the one
noble and truly human occupation was that of laying bare the workings of nature, of
separating true knowledge from illusion and error. So it happened that ever since
Socrates the mechanism of concepts, judgments, and syllogisms has come to be re-
garded as the highest exercise of man’s powers, nature’s most admirable gift. Socrates
and his successors, down to our own day, have considered all moral and sentimental
accomplishments—noble deeds, compassion, self-sacrifice, heroism, even that spiri-
tual calm, so difficult of attainment, which the Apollonian Greek called sophrosyne—
to be ultimately derived from the dialectic of knowledge, and therefore teachable.
Whoever has tasted the delight of a Socratic perception, experienced how it moves to
~ncompass the whole world of phenomena in ever widening circles, knows no sharper
incentive to life than his desire to complete the conquest, to weave the net absolutely
tight. To such a person the Platonic Socrates appears as the teacher of an entirely new
form of “Greek serenity” and affirmation. This positive attitude toward existence must
release itself in actions for the most part pedagogic, exercised upon noble youths, to
the end of producing genius. But science, spurred on by its energetic notions, ap-
proaches irresistibly those outer limits where the optimism implicit in fogic must col-
lapse. For the periphery of science has an infinite number of points. Every noble and
gifted man has, before reaching the mid-point of his career, come up against some
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point of the periphery that defied his understanding, quite apart from the fact that we
have no way of knowing how the area of the circle is ever to be fully charted. When
the inquirer, having pushed to the circamference, realizes how logic in that place curls
about itself and bites its own tail, he is struck with a new kind of perception: a tragic
perception, which requires, to make it tolerable, the remedy of art.

If we look about us today, with eyes refreshed and fortified by the spectacle of
the Greeks, we shall see how the insatiable zest for knowledge, prefigured in Socrates,
has been transformed into tragic resignation and the need for art; while, 1o be sure,on a
tower level that same zest appears as hostile to all art and especially to the truly tragic,
Dionysiac art, as I have tried to show paradigmatically in the subversion of Aeschylean
art by Socratism.

At this point we find ourselves, not without trepidation, knocking at the gates of
present and future. Will this dialectic inversion lead to ever new configurations of ge-
nius, above all to that of Socrates as the practitioner of music? Will the all-encompass-
ing net of art (whether under the name of religion or science) be woven ever more
tightly and delicately? Or will it be torn to shreds by the restless and barbaric activities
of our present day? Deeply concerned, yet not unhopeful, we stand aside for a little
while as spectators privileged to witness these tremendous struggles and transitions.
Alas, it is the spell inherent in such battles that he who watches them must also fight
them.

XXV. Music and tragic myth are equally expressive of the Dionysiac talent of a nation
and cannot be divorced from one another. Both have their origin in a realm of art
which lies beyond the Apollonian; both shed their transfiguring light on a region in
whose rapt harmony dissonance and the horror of existence fade away in enchantment.
Confident of their supreme powers, they both toy with the sting of displeasure, and by
their toying they both justify the existence of even the “worst possible world.” Thus
the Dionysiac element, as against the Apolionian, proves itself to be the eternal and
original power of art, since it calls into being the entire world of phenomena. Yet in the
midst of that world a new transfiguring light is needed to catch and hold in life the
stream of individual forms. If we could imagine an incarnation of dissonance—and
what is man if not that?—that dissonance, in order to endure life, would need a mar-
velous iltusion to cover it with a veil of beauty. This is the proper artistic intention of
Apollo, in whose name are gathered together all those countless illusions of fair sem-
blance which at any moment make life worth living and whet our appetite for the next
moment,

But only so much of the Dionysiac substratum of the universe may enter an indi-
vidual consciousness as can be dealt with by that Apollonian transfiguration; so that
these two prime agencies must develop in strict proportion, conformable to the laws of
eternal justice. Whenever the Dionysiac forces become too obstreperous, as is the case
today, we are safe in assuming that Apollo is close at hand, though wrapped in a cloud,
and that the rich effects of his beauty will be witnessed by a later generation.

The reader may intuit these effects if he has ever, though only in a dream, been
carried back to the ancient Hellenic way of life. Walking beneath high Ionic peristyles,
looking toward a horizon defined by pure and noble lines, seeing on either hand the
glorified reflections of his shape in gleaming marble and all about himm men moving
solemnly or delicately, with harmonious sounds and rhythmic gestures: would he not
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then, overwhelmed by this steady stream of beauty, be forced to raise his hands to
Apollo and call out: “Blessed Greeks! how great must be your Dionysos, if the Delic
god thinks such enchantments necessary to cure you of your dithyrambic madness!”
To one so moved, an ancient Athenian with the august countenance of Aeschylus
might reply: “But you should add, extraordinary stranger, what suffering must this race
have endured in order to achieve such beauty! Now come with me to the tragedy and
fet us sacrifice in the temple of both gods.”

ON THE GENEALOGY
OF MORALITY (in part)

“Goop AND EviL,” “GooD AND Bap”

1.—These English psychologists, who have to be thanked for having made the only at-
tempts so far to write a history of the emergence of morality,—provide us with a small
riddle in the form of themselves; in fact, I admit that as living riddles they have a sig-
nificant advantage over their books—rhey are actually interesting! These English psy-
chologists—just what do they want? You always find them at the same task, whether
they want to or not, pushing the partie honteuse of our inner world to the foreground,
and looking for what is really effective, guiding and decisive for our development
where man’s intellectual pride would least wish to find it (for example, in the vis iner-
tige of habit, or in forgetfulness, or in a blind and random coupling of ideas, or in
something purely passive, automatic, reflexive, molecular and thoroughly stupid)—
what js it that actually drives these psychologists in precisely this direction all the
time? Is it a secret, malicious, mean instinct to belittle man, which is perhaps unac-
knowledged? Or perhaps a pessimistic suspicion, the mistrust of disillusioned, surly
idealists who have turned poisonous and green? Or a certain subterranean animosity
and rancune towards Christianity (and Plato), which has perhaps not even passed the
threshold of the consciousness? Or even a lewd taste for the strange, for the painful
paradox, for the dubious and nonsensical in life? Or finally—a bit of everything, a bit
of meanness, a bit of gloominess, a bit of anti-Christianity, a bit of a thrill and need for
pepper? . .. But people tell me that they are just old, cold, boring frogs crawling round
men and hopping into them as if they were in their element, namely a swamp. I am re-
sistant to hearing this and, indeed, I do not believe it; and if it is permissible to wish
where it is impossible to know, I sincerely hope that the reverse is true,—that these an-
alysts holding a microscope to the soul are actually brave, generous and proud animals,
who know how to control their own pleasure and pain and have been taught to sacrifice
desirability to truth, every truth, even a plain, bitter, ugly, foul, unchristian, immoral
truth . . . Because there are such truths.

On the Genealogy of Morality. first essay: “Good and Evil,” “Good and Bad” (complete), translated by Carol
Diethe from Friedrich Nietzsche, On the Genealogy of Morality, edited by Keith Ansell-Pearson (Cam-
bridge: Cambridge University Press, 1994). Reprinted by permission of Cambridge University Press.
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2. So you have to respect the good spirits which preside in these historians of moral-
ity! But it is unfortunately a fact that historical spirit itself is lacking in them, they
have been left in the lurch by all the good spirits of history itself! As is now established
philosophical practice, they all think in a way that is essentially unhistorical; this can’t
be doubted. The idiocy of their moral genealogy is revealed at the outset when itis a
question of conveying the descent of the concept and judgment of “good.” “Origi-
nally”"—they decree—*“unegoistic acts were praised and called good by their recipi-
ents, in other words, by the people to whom they were useful; later, everyone forgot
the origin of the praise and because such acts had always been routinely praised as
good, people began also to experience them as good—as if they were something good
as such.” We can see at once: this first deduction contains all the typical traits of idio-
syncratic English psychologists, we have “usefulness,” “forgetting,” “routine” and fi-
nally “error,” all as the basis of a respect for values of which the higher man has hith-
erto been proud, as though it were a sort of general privilege of mankind. This pride
must be humbled, this valuation devalued: has that been achieved? . . . Now for me, it
is obvious that the real breeding-ground for the concept “good” has been sought and
ocated in the wrong place by this theory: the judgment “good” does not emanate from
ose to whom goodness is shown! Instead it has been “the good” themselves, meaning
e noble, the rmghty, the high-placed and the high-minded, who saw and ju
tions as good, I mean first-rate, in contrast to everything lowly,
ow-mmded common and plebeian. It was from this pathos of distance that they first
claimed the right to create values and give these values names: usefulness was none of
their concern! The standpoint of usefulness is as alien and inappropriate as it can be to
such a heated eruption of the highest rank-ordering and rank-defining value judgments:
this is the point where feeling reaches the opposite of the fow temperatures needed for
any calculation of prudence or reckoning of usefulness,—and not just for once, for one
exceptional moment, but permanently. The pathos of nobility and distance, as I said,
the continuing and predominant feeling of complete and fundamental superiority of a
higher ruling kind in relation to a lower kind, to those “below”—that is the origin of
the antithesis “good” and “bad.” (The seigneuriai privilege of giving names even al-
lows us to conceive of the origin of language itself as a manifestation of the power of
the rulers: they say “this is so and so,” they set their seal on everything and every oc-
currence with a sound and thereby take possession of it, as it were.) It is because of this
origin that the word “good” is nor absolutely necessarily attached to “unegoistic” ac-
tions: as the superstition of these moral genealogists would have it. On the contrary, it
is only with a decline of aristocratic value-judgments that this whole antithesis be-
tween “egoistic” and “unegoistic” forces itself more and more on man’s conscience,—
it is, to use my language, the herd instinct which, with that, finally gets its word in (and
makes words). And even then it takes long enough for this instinct to become suffi-
ciently dominant for the valuation of moral values to become enmeshed and embedded
in the antithesis (as is the case in contemporary Europe, for example: the prejudice
which takes “moral,” “unegoistic” and “desinteresse” as equivalent terms already
rules with the power of a “fixed idea” and mental illness).

3. But secondly: quite apart from the fact that that hypothesis about the descent of the
value judgment “good’’ is historically untenable, it also suffers from an inner psycho-
logical contradiction. The usefulness of unegoistic behaviour is supposed to be the ori-
gin of the esteem in which it is held, and this origin is supposed to have been forgot-
ten:—but how was such forgetting possible? Did the usefulness of such behaviour
suddenly cease at some point? The opposite is the case: it is that this usefulness has
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been a permanent part of our everyday experience, something, then, which has been
constantly stressed anew; consequently, instead of fading from consciousness, instead
of becoming forgettable, it must have impressed itself on consciousness with ever
greater clarity. How much more sensible is the opposite theory (that doesn’t make it
any more true—), which is held, for example, by Herbert Spencer: he judges the con-
cept “good” as essentially the same as “useful,” “practical,” so that in their judgments
“good” and “bad,” people sum up and sanction their unforgotten, unforgettable experi-
ences of what is useful-practical, harmful impractical. According to this theory, good
is what has always shown itself to be useful: so it can claim validity as “valuable in the
highest degree,” as “valuable as such.” This route towards an explanation is wrong, as
I'said, but at least the explanation in itself is rational and psychologically tenable,

4.—I was given a pointer in the right direction by the question as to what the terms for
“good,” as used in different languages, mean from the etymological point of view: then
I found that they all led me back to the same conceptual transformation,—that every-
where, “noble,” “aristocratic™ in social terms is the basic concept from which, neces-
sarily, “good” in the sense of “spiritually noble,” “anistocratic,” of “spiritually high-
minded,” “spiritually privileged” developed: a development which always runs parallel
with that other one which ultimately transfers “common,” “plebeian,” “low” into the
concept “bad.” The best example for the latter is the German word “schlecht” (bad) it-
self which is identical with “schlicht” (plain, simple)}—compare “schiechtweg”
(plainly), “schlechterdings” (simply)}—which originally referred to the simple, the
common man with no derogatory implication, but simply in contrast to the nobility.
Round about the time of the Thirty Years War, late enough, then, this meaning shifted
into its current usage. To me, this seems an essential insight into moral genealogy; that
it has been discovered so late is due to the obstructing influence which the democratic
bias within the modern world exercises over all questions of descent. And this is the
case in the apparently most objective of fields, natural science and physiology, which 1
shall just allude to here. The havoc this prejudice can wreak, once it is unbridled to the
point of hatred, particularly for morality and history, can be seen in the famous case of
Buckle: the plebeianism of the modern spirit, which began in England, broke out there
once agatn on its native soil as violently as a volcano of mud and with that salted, over-
loud, vulgar loquacity with which alf volcanoes have spoken up till now.——

5.—With regard to our problem, which can justifiably be called a guiet problem and
which fastidiously addresses itself to only a few ears, it is of no little interest to dis-
cover that, in these words and roots which denote “good,” we can often detect the main
nuance which made the noble feel they were men of higher rank. True, in most cases
they might give themselves names which simply show superiority of power (such as
“the mighty,” “the masters,” “the commanders™) or the most visible sign of this superi-
ority, such as “the rich,” “the propertied” (that is the meaning of arya; and the equiva-
lent in Iranian and Slavic). But the names also show a typical character trait: and this
is what concerns us here. For example, they call themselves “the truthful”: led by the
Greek aristocracy, whose mouthpiece is the Megarian poet Theognis. The word used
specifically for this purpose, (esthlos)*, means, according to its root, one who is, who

*{This word seems originally to have meant “genuine, real”; it later becomes one of the most com-
monly used words for “noble.”}




OnN THE GENEALOGY OF MoRrAUTY 465

has reality, who really exists and is true; then, with a subjective transformation, it be-
comes the slogan and catch-phrase of the aristocracy and is completely assimilated
with the sense of “aristocratic,” in contrast to the deceitful common man, as taken and
shown by Theognis,—until, finally, with the decline of the aristocracy, the word re-
mains as a term for spiritual noblesse, and, as it were, ripens and sweetens. Cowardice
is underlined in the word (kakos) [weak, ugly, cowardly, worthless} and in (deilos)
[cowardly (and thus despicable}] (the plebeian in contrast to the {agathos): perhaps this
gives a clue as to where we should look for the etymological derivation of the ambigu-
ous term {(agathos) [capable, useful, good]. In the Latin word malus [bad, evil] (to
which I juxtapose (melas) [dark, black]) the common man could be characterized as
the dark-skinned and especially the dark-haired man (“hic niger est—")*, as the pre-
Aryan occupant of Italian soil who could most easily be distinguished from the blond
race which had become dominani, namely the Aryan conquering race, by its colour; at
any rate, I have found exactly the same with Gaelic peoples,—fin (for example in Fin-
gal), the word designating the aristocracy and finally the good, noble, pure, was origi-
nally a blond person in contrast to the dark-skinned, dark-haired native inhabitants. By
the way, the Celts were a completely blond race; it is wrong to connect those traces of
an essentially dark-haired population, which can be seen on carefully prepared ethno-
logical maps in Germany, with any Celtic descent and mixing of blood in such a con-
nection, as Virchow does: it is more a case of the pre-Aryan population of Germany
emerging at these points. (The same holds good for virtually the whole of Europe: to
all intents and purposes the subject race has ended up by regaining the upper hand in
skin colour, shortness of forehead and perhaps even in intellectual and social instincts:
who can give any guarantee that modern democracy, the even more modem anarchism,
and indeed that predilection for the “commune,” the most primitive form of social
structure which is common to all Europe’s socialists, are not in essence a huge
counter-attack—and that the conquering master race, that of the Aryans, is not physio-
logically being defeated as weli? . . .) I think I can interpret the Latin bonus [good] as
“the ‘warrior’ ”": providing I am correct in tracing bonus back to an older duonus (com-
pare bel-lum ** = duellum = duen-tum, which seems to me to contain that duonus).
Therefore bonus as a man of war, of division (duo), as warrior: one can see what made
up a man’s “goodness” in ancient Rome. Take our German “gut”: does it not mean
“the god-like man,” the man “of godiike race”? And is it not identical with the popular
(originally noble), name of the Goths. The grounds for this supposition will not be
gone into here.

6.—If the highest caste is at the same time the clerical caste and therefore chooses a
title for its overall description which calls its priestly function to mind, this does not
yet constitute an exception to the rule that the concept of political superiority always
resolves itself into the concept of psychological superiority (although this may be the
occasion giving rise to exceptions). This is an example of the first juxtaposition of
“pure” and “impure” as signs of different estates; and later “good” and “bad” develop
in a direction which no longer refers to social standing. In addition, people should be
wary of taking these terms “pure” and “impure” too seriously, too far or even symboli-
cally: all ancient man’s concepts were originally understood—to a degree we can

*[*That man is a dangerous character,” literally “He is black.” (Horace, Satires |, 85.)]
#*[Both “belum” and “duellum”™ mean “war” in Latin.}
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scarcely imagine—as crude, coarse, detached, narrow, direct and in particular unsym-
bolic. From the outset the “pure man” was just a man who washed, avoided certain
foods which cause skin complaints, did not sleep with the filthy women from the lower
orders and had a horror of blood,—nothing more, not much more! And yet the very na-
ture of an essentially priestly aristocracy shows how contradictory valuations could be-
come dangerously internalized and sharpened, precisely in such an aristocracy at an
early stage; and in fact clefts were finally driven between man and man which even an
Achilles of free-thinking would shudder to cross. From the very beginning there has
been something unheaithy about these priestly aristocracies and in the customs domi-
nant there, which are turned away from action and which are pastly brooding and
partly emotionally explosive, resulting in the almost inevitable bowel complaints and
neurasthenia which have plagued the clergy down the ages; but as for the remedy they
themselves found for their sickness,—surely one must say that its after-effects have
shown it to be a hundred times more dangerous than the disease it was meant to cure?
People are still ill from the after-effects of these priestly quack-cures! For example,
think of certain diets (avoidance of meat), of fasting, sexual abstinence, the flight “into
the desert” (Wier-Mitchell’s bed-rest, admittedly without the subsequent overfeeding
and weight-gain which constitute the most effective antidote to all hysteria brought on
by the ascetic ideal): think, too, of the whole metaphysics of the clergy, which is antag-
onistic towards the senses, making men lazy and refined, think, too, of their Fakir-like
and Brahmin-like self-hypnotizing—Brahminism as crystal bail and fixed idea—and
the final, all-too-comprehensible general disenchantment with its radical cure, nothing-
nress (or God:—the yearning for a unio mystica with God is the Buddhist yearning for
nothingness, Nirvina—and no more!) Priests make everything more dangerous, not
just medicaments and healing arts but pride, revenge, acumen, debauchery, love, lust
for power, virtue, sickness;—in any case, with some justification one could add that
man first became an interesting animal on the foundation of this essentially dangerous
form of human existence, the priest, and that the human soul became deep in the higher
sense and turned evif for the first time—and of course, these are the two basic forms of
man’s superiority, hitherto, over other animais! . . .

7.—You will have already guessed how easy it was for the priestly method of valua-
tion to split off from the chivalric-aristocratic method and then to develop further into
the opposite of the latter; this receives a special impetus when the priestly caste and
warrior caste confront one another in jealousy and cannot agree on the prize of war.
The chivalric-aristocratic value-judgments are based on a powerfa! physicality, a blos-
soming, rich, even effervescent good health which includes the things needed to main-
tain it, war, adventure, hunting, dancing, jousting and everything else that contains
strong, [ree, bappy action. The priestly-aristocratic method of valuation—as we have
seen—has different criteria: woe betide it when it comes to war! As we know, priests
make the most evil enemies—but why? Because they are the most powerless. Out of
this powerlessness, their hate swells into something huge and uncanny to a most intei-
lectual and poisonous level. The greatest haters in world history, and the most intelli-
gent [die geist-reichsten Hasser], have always been priests:—nobody else’s intelli-
gence [Geist] stands a chance against the intelligence [Geist] of priestly revenge.*)

*[The German term Geist and its derivatives are generally rendered by “spirit” and s derivatives, but
can also, as In this sentence, be translated as “intetligence™ and, as elsewhere, “mind,” “intellectual,” etc.—
translator’s note.]
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The history of mankind would be far too stupid a thing if it had not had the intellect
[Geist] of the powerless injected into it:—Ilet us take the best example straight away.
Nothing which has been done on earth against “the noble,” “the mighty,” “the masters”
and “the rulers,” is worth mentioning compared with what the Jews have done against
them: the Jews, that priestly people, which in the last resort was able to gain satisfac-
tion from its enemies and conquerors only through a radical revaluation of their values,
that is, through an act of the most deliberate revenge. Only this was fitting for a priestly
people with the most entrenched priestly vengefulness. It was the Jews who, rejecting
the aristocratic value equation (good = noble = powerful = beautiful = happy =
blessed) ventured, with awe-inspiring consistency, to bring about a reversal and held it
in the teeth of their unfathomable hatred (the hatred of the powerless), saying, “Only
those who suffer are good, only the poor, the powerless, the lowly are good; the suffer-
ing, the deprived, the sick, the ugly, are the only pious people, the only ones saved, sal-
vation is for them alone, whereas you rich, the noble and powerful, you are eternally
wicked, cruel, lustful, insatiate, godless, you will also be eternally wretched, cursed
and damned!” . .. We know who became heir to this Jewish revaluation . .. With re-
gard to the huge and incalculably disastrous initiative taken by the Jews with this most
fundamental of all declarations of war, I recall the words I wrote on another occasion
(Beyond Good and Evill—namely, that the slaves’ revolt in morality begins with the
Jews: a revolt which has two thousand years of history behind it and which has only
been lost sight of because—it was victorious . . .

8.—But you don’t understand that? You don’t have eyes for something which needed
two millennia to achieve victory? . . . There is nothing surprising about that: all long
things are difficult to see, to see round. But that is what happened: from the trunk of
the tree of revenge and hatred, Jewish hatred—the deepest and most sublime, indeed a
hatred which created ideals and changed values, the like of which has never been seen
on earth—there grew something just as incomparable, a new lave, the deepest and most
sublime kind of love: and what other trunk could it have grown out of? . .. But don’t
make the mistake of thinking that it had grown forth, as a denial of the thirst for re-
venge, as the opposite of Jewish hatred! No, the reverse is true! This love grew out of
the hatred, as its crown, as the triumphant crown expanding ever wider in the purest
brightness and radiance of the sun, the crown which, as it were, in the reaim of light
and height, was pursuing the aims of that hatred, victory, spoils, seduction with the
same urgency with which the roots of that haired were burrowing ever more thor-
oughly and greedily into everything that was deep and evil. This Jesus of Nazareth, as
the embodiment of the gospel of love, this “redeemer” bringing salvation and victory
to the poor, the sick, to sinners—was he not seduction in its most sinister and irre-
sistible form, seduction and the circuitous route to just those very Jewish values and in-
novative ideals? Did Israel not reach the pinnacle of her sublime vengefulness via this
very “redeemer,” this apparent opponent of and disperser of Tsrael? Is it not part of a
secret black art of a truly great politics of revenge, a far-sighted, subterranean revenge,
slow to grip and calculating, that Israel had to denounce her actual instrument of re-
venge before all the world as a mortal enemy and nail bim to the cross so that “all the
world,” namely all Israel’s enemies, could safely nibble at this bait? And could any-
one, on the other hand, using all the ingenuity of his intellect, think up a more danger-
ous bait? Something to equal the enticing, intoxicating, benumbing, corrupting power
of that symbol of the “holy cross,” to equal that horrible paradox of a “God on the
Cross,” to equal that mystery of an unthinkable final act of extreme cruelty and self
crucifixion of God for the salvation of mankind? . . . At least it is certain that sub hoc
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signo* Israel, with its revenge and revaluation of all former values, has triumphed re-
peatedly over all other ideals, all nobler ideals.—

9.—“But why do you talk about nobler ideals! Let’s bow to the facts: the people have
won—or ‘the slaves,” the ‘plebeians,” ‘the herd,’ or whatever you want to call them—
if the Jews made this come about, good for them! No people ever had a more world-
historic mission. ‘The Masters’ are deposed; the morality of the common people has
triumphed. You might take this victory for blood-poisoning (it did mix the races up)—
I do not deny it; but undoubtedly this intoxication has succeeded. The ‘salvation’ of the
human race (I mean, from ‘the Masters’) is well on course; everything is being made
appreciably Jewish, Christian or plebeian (never mind the words!). The passage of this
poison through the whole body of mankind seems unstoppabie, even though its tempo
and pace, from now on, might tend to be slower, softer, quieter, calmer—there is no
hurry . . . With this in view, does the church still have a vital role, indeed, does it have
a right to exist? Or could one do without it? Quaeritur [That is the question]. It seems
that the Church rather slows down and blocks the passage of poison instead of acceler-
ating it? Well, that might be what makes it useful . . . Certainly it is by now crude and
boorish, something which is repugnant to a more tender intellect, to a truly modern
taste. Should not the church at least try to be more refined? . . . Nowadays it alienates,
more than it seduces . . . Who amongst us would be a freethinker if it were not for the
Church? We loathe the Church, not its poison . . . Apart from the Church, we too love
the poison . . .”—This is the epilogue by a “free-thinker” to my speech, an honest ani-
mal as he clearly shows himself to be, and moreover a democrat; he had listened to me
up to that point, and could not stand listening to my silence. As a matter of fact, there is
much for me to keep silent about at this point.—

10. The beginning of the slaves’ revolt in morality occurs when ressentiment itself
turns creative and gives birth to values: the ressentiment of those beings who, being
denied the proper response of action, compensate for it only with imaginary revenge.
Whereas all noble morality grows out of a triumphant saying “yes” to itself, slave
morality says “no” on principle to everything that is “outside,” “other,” “non-self”: and
this “no” is its creative deed. This reversal of the evaluating glance—this inevitable
orientation to the outside instead of back onto itself—is a feature of ressentiment: in
order to come about, slave morality first has to have an opposing, external world, it
needs, physiologically speaking, external stimuli in order to act at all,—its action is ba-
sically a reaction. The opposite is the case with the noble method of valuation: this acts
and grows spontaneously, seeking out its opposite only so that it can say “yes” to itself
even more thankfully and exultantly,—its negative concept “low,” “common,” “bad”
is only a pale contrast created after the event compared (o its positive basic concept,
saturated with life and passion, “We the noble, the good, the beautiful and the happy!”
When the noble method of valuation makes a mistake and sins against reality, this hap-
pens in relation to the sphere with which it is not sufficiently familiar, a true knowl-
edge of which it has indeed rigidly resisted: in some circumstances, it misjudges the
sphere it despises, that of the common man, the rabble; on the other hand, we should
bear in mind that the distortion which results from the feeling of contempt, disdain and

EAKTS

*[The Emperor Constantine once had a vision of a cross with the attached legend: “By this, con-
quer.” This phrase was eventually transformed into the Latin: “/n hoc signo vinces” (“In this sign you will
conguer”). “Sub hoc signo” (“Under this sign”) is presumably to be understood as a variant of “In hoc
signo.”|
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superciliousness, always assuming that the image of the despised person is distorted,
remains far behind the distortion with which the entrenched hatred and revenge of the
powerless man attacks his opponent—in effigy of course. Indeed, contempt has too
much negligence, nonchalance, complacency and impatience, even too much personal
cheerfulness mixed into it, for it to be in a position to transform its object into a real
caricature and monster. Nor should one fail to hear the almost kindly nuances which
the Greek nobility, for example, places in all words which it uses to distinguish itself
from the rabble; a sort of sympathy, consideration and indulgence incessantly perme-
ates and sugars them, with the result that nearly all words referring to the common man
remain as cxpressions for “unhappy,” “pitiable” (compare {(deilos) {timid, fearful],
(deilaios) [timidity], (ponéros) [bad, wicked, slothful}, (moxthdros) [wearisome labor,
toil], the last two actually designating the common man as slave worker and beast of
burden)—and on the other hand, “bad,” “low” and “unhappy” have never ceased to
reverberate in the Greek ear in a tone in which “unhappy” predominates: this is a
legacy of the old, nobler, aristocratic method of valuation, which does not deny itself
even in contempt (philologists will remember the sense in which {vizuros) [to have
pain}, {anolbos) [not prosperous, unfortunate], (tlémon) [one who endures or suffers],
(dustuxein) {one who has bad luck]j, {tsumphora) [accident, misfortune] are used).
The “weil-born” felt they were “the happy”; they did not need first of all to construct
their happiness artificially by looking at their enemies, or in some cases by talking
themselves into it, lying themselves into it (as all men of ressentiment are wont to do);
and also, as complete men bursting with strength and therefore necessarily active,
they knew they must not separate happiness from action,—being active is by neces-
sity counted as part of happiness (this is the etymological derivation of {eu prarttein)
[do well})—ail very much the opposite of “happiness” at the level of the powerless,
the oppressed, and those rankled with poisonous and hostile feelings, for whom it
manifests itself as essentially a narcotic, an anaesthetic, rest, peace, “sabbath,” relax-
ation of the mind and stretching of the limbs, in short as something passive. While the
noble man is confident and frank with himself ({gennaios), “‘of noble birth,” under-
lines the nuance “upright” and probably “naive” as well), the man of ressentiment is
neither upright nor naive, nor honest and straight with himself. His soul squints; his
mind loves dark corners, secret paths and back-doors, everything secretive appeals to
him as being his world, his security, his comfort; he knows all about keeping quiet, not
forgetting, waiting, temporarily humbling and abasing himself. A race of such men of
ressentiment will inevitably end up cleverer than any noble race, and will respect clev-
emess to a quite different degree as well: namely, as a condition of existence of the
first rank, whilst the cleverness of noble men can casily have a subtle aftertaste of lux-
ury and refinement about it:—precisely because in this area, it is nowhere near as im-
portant as the complete certainty of function of the governing unconscious instincts,
nor indeed as important as a certain fack of cleverness, such as a daring charge at dan-
ger or at the enemy, or those frenzied sudden fits of anger, love, reverence, gratitude
and revenge by which noble souls down the ages have recognized one another. When
ressentiment does occur in the noble man himself, it is consumed and exhausted in an
immediate reaction, and therefore it does not poison, on the other hand, it does not
occur at all in countless cases where it is unavoidable for all who are weak and power-
less. To be unable to take his enemies, his misfortunes and even his misdeeds seriously
for long—that is the sign of strong, rounded natures with a superabundance of a power
which is flexible, formative, healing and can make one forget (a good example from
the modern world is Mirabeau, who had no recail for the insults and slights directed at
him and who could not forgive, simply because he—forgot.) A man like this shakes
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from him, with one shrug, many worms which would have burrowed into another man;
here and here alone is it possible, assuming that this is possible at all on earth truly to
“love your neighbour” [Matt. 5:43]. How much respect a noble man has for his ene-
mies!—and a respect of that sort is a bridge to love. . . For be insists on having his
enemy to himself, as a mark of distinction, indeed he will tolerate as enemies none
other than such as have nothing to be despised and a great deal to be honoured!
Against this, imagine “the enemy” as conceived of by the man of ressentiment—and
here we have his deed, his creation: he has conceived of the “evil enemy,” “the evil
one” as a basic idea to which he now thinks up a copy and counterpart, the “good
one”’—himself! . . .

11. Exactly the opposite is true of the noble man who conceives of the basic idea
“good” by himself, in advance and spontaneously, and only then creates a notion of
“bad”! This “bad” of noble origin and that “evil” from the cauldron of unassuaged ha-
tred—the first is an afterthought, an aside, a complementary colour, whilst the other is
the original, the beginning, the actual deed in the conception of slave morality—how
different are the two words “bad” and “evil,” although both seem to be the opposite for
the same concept, “good”! But it is not the same concept “good”; on the contrary, one
should ask who is actually evil in the sense of the morality of ressentiment. The stern
reply is: precisely the “good” person of the other morality, the noble, powerful, domi-
nating man, but re-touched, re-interpreted and reviewed through the poisonous eye of
ressentiment. Here there is one point which we would be the last to deny: anyone who
came to know these “good men” as enemies came to know nothing but “evil enemies,”
the same people who are so strongly held in check by custom, respect, habit, gratitude
and even more through spying on one another and through peer-group jealousy, who,
on the other hand, behave towards one another by showing such resourcefulness in
consideration, self-control, delicacy, loyalty, pride and friendship,—they are not much
better than uncaged beasts of prey in the world outside where the strange, the foreign,
begin. There they enjoy freedom from every social constraiat, in the wilderness they
compensate for the tension which is caused by being closed in and fenced in by the
peace of the community for so long, they return to the innocent conscience of the wild
beast, as exultant monsters, who perhaps go away having committed a hideous succes-
sion of murder, arson, rape and torture, in a mood of bravado and spiritual equilibrium
as though they had simply played a student’s prank, convinced that poets will now
have something to sing about and celebrate for quite some time. At the centre of all
these noble races we cannot fail to sec the blond beast of prey, the magnificent blond
beast avidly prowling round for spoil and victory; this hidden centre nceds release
from time to time, the beast must out again, must return to the wild:—Roman, Arabian,
Germanic, Japanese nobility, Homeric heroes, Scandinavian Vikings—in this require-
ment they are all alike. It was the noble races which left the concept of “barbarian” in
their traces wherever they went; even their highest culture betrays the fact that they
were conscious of this and indeed proud of it (for example, when Pericles, in that fa-
mous funeral oration, tells his Athenians, “Our daring has forced a path to every land
and sea, erecting timeless memorials to itself everywhere for good and ifl” [Thucyd-
ides II.39f£.]). This “daring” of the noble races, mad, absurd and sudden in the way it
mantifests itself, the unpredictability and even the improbability of their undertak-
ings—Pericles singles out the (hrathumia) of the Athenians for praise—their uncon-
cern and scorn for safety, body, life, comfort, their shocking cheerfulness, and depth of
delight in all destruction, in all the debauches of victory and cruelty—all this, for those
who suffered under it, was summed up in the image of the “barbarian,” the “evil
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enemy,” perhaps the “Goth™ or the “Vandal.” The deep and icy mistrust which the
German arouses as soon as he comes to power, which we see again even today—is still
the aftermath of that inextinguishable horror with which Europe viewed the raging of
the blond Germanic beast for centuries (although between the old Germanic peoples
and us Germans there is scarcely an idea in common, let alone a blood relationship). I
once remarked on Hesiod’s dilemma when he thought up the series of cultural eras and
tried to express them in gold, silver and iron: he could find no other solution to the con-
tradiction presented to him by the magnificent but at the same time so shockingly vio-
lent world of Homer than to make two eras out of one, which he now placed one be-
hind the other—first the era of heroes and demigods from Troy and Thebes, as that
world which remained in the memory of the noble races which had their ancestors in it;
then the iron era, as that same world appeared to the descendants of the downtrodden,
robbed, ill-treated, and those carried off and sold: as an era of iron, hard, as I said, cold,
cruel, lacking feeling and conscience, crushing everything and coating it with blood.
Assuming that what is at any rate believed as “truth” were indeed true, that it is the
meaning of all culture to breed a tame and civilized animal, a household pet, out of the
beast of prey “man,” then one would undoubtedly have to view all instinctive reaction
and instinctive ressentiment, by means of which the noble races and their ideals were
finally wrecked and overpowered, as the actual instruments of culture; which, how-
ever, is not to say that the bearers of these instincts were themselves representatives of
the culture. [nstead, the opposite would be not onty probable—no! it is visible today!
These bearers of oppressive, vindictive instincts, the descendants of all European and
non-European slavery, in particular of all pre-Aryan population—represent the decline
of mankind! These “instruments of culture” are a disgrace to man, more a grounds for
suspicion of, or an argument against, “culture” in general! We may be quite justified in
retaining our fear of the blond beast at the centre of every noble race and remain on our
guard: but who would not, a hundred times over, prefer to fear if he can admire at the
same time, rather than not fear, but thereby permanently retain the disgusting spectacle
of the failed, the stunted, the wasted away and the poisoned? And is that not our fate?
What constitutes our aversion to “man” today?—for we suffer from man, no doubt
about that—Not fear; rather, the fact that we have nothing to fear from man; that
“man” is first and foremost a teeming mass of worms; that the “tame man,” who is in-
curably mediocre and unedifying, has already learnt to view himself as the aim and
pinnaclc, the meaning of history, the “higher man™;—yes, the fact that he has a certain
right to feel like that in so far as he feels distanced from the superabundance of failed,
sickly, tired and exhausted people of whom today’s Europe is beginning to reek, and in
so far as he is at least relatively successful, at least still capable of living, at least say-
ing “yes” to life . . .

12.—At this juncture I cannot suppress a sigh and one last hope. What do I find ab-
solutely intolerable? Something which [ just cannot cope alone with and which suffo-
cates me and makes me feel faint? Bad air! Bad air! That something failed comes near
me, that I have to smell the bowels of a failed soul! .. . Apart from that, what cannot be
borne in the way of need, deprivation, bad weather, disease, toil, solitude? Basically
we can cope with everything else, born as we are to an underground and battling exis-
tence; again and again we keep coming up to the light, again and again we experience
our golden hour of victory,—and then there we stand, the way we were born, unbreak-
able, tense, ready for new, more difficult and distant things, like a bow which is merely
stretched tauter by affliction.—But from time to time grant me—assuming that there
are divine benefactresses beyond good and evil—a glimpse, grant me just one glimpse
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of something perfect, completely finished, happy, powerful, triumphant, which still
leaves something to fear! A glimpse of a man who justifies man himself, a stroke of
luck, an instance of a man who makes up for and redeems man, and enables us to re-
tain our faith in mankind! . . . For the matter stands like so: the stunting and levelling of
European man conceals our greatest danger, because the sight of this makes us tired . . .
Today we see nothing that wants to expand, we suspect that things will just continue to
decline, getting thinner, better-natured, cleverer, more comfortable, more mediocre,
more indifferent, more Chinese, more Christian—no doubt about it, man is getting
“better” all the time . . . Right here is where the destiny of Europe lies—in losing our
fear of man we have also lost our love for him, our respect for him, our hope in him
and even our will to be man. The sight of man now makes us tired—what is nihilism
today if it is not that?. . . We are tired of man . . .

13. —But let us return: the problem of the other origin of “good,” of good as thought
up by the mian of ressentiment, demands its solution. There is nothing strange about the
fact that lambs bear a grudge towards large birds of prey: but that is no reason to blame
the large birds of prey for carrying off the little lambs. And if the lambs say to each
other, “These birds of prey are evil; and whoever is least like a bird of prey and most
like its opposite, a lamb,—is good, isn’t he?,” then there is no reason to raise objec-
tions to this setting-up of an ideal beyond the fact that the birds of prey will view it
somewhat derisively, and will perhaps say, “We don’t bear any grudge at all towards
these good lambs, in fact we love them, nothing is tastier than a tender lamb.”—It is
Just as absurd to ask strength nof to express itself as strength, not to be a desire to over-
throw, crush, become master, to be a thirst for enemies, resistance and triumphs, as it is
to ask weakness to express itself as strength. A quantum of force is just such a quan-
tum of drive, will, action, in fact it is nothing but this driving, willing and acting, and
only the seduction of language (and the fundamental errors of reason petrified within
it), which construes and misconstrues all actions as conditional upon an agency, a
“subject,” can make it appear otherwise. And just as the common people separates
lightning from its flash and takes the latier to be a deed, something performed by a sub-
ject, which is called lightning, popular morality separates strength from the manifesta-
tions of strength, as though there were an indifferent substratum behind the strong per-
son which had the freedom to manifest strength or not. But there is no such substratum;
there is no “being” behind the deed, its effect and what becomes of it; “the doer” is in-
vented as an afterthought,—the doing is everything. Basically, the common people
double a deed; when they see lightning, they make a doing-a-deed out of it: they posit
the same event, first as cause and then as its effect. The scientists do no better when
they say “force moves, force causes” and such like,—all our science, in spite of its
coolness and freedom from emotion, still stands exposed to the seduction of language
and has not ridded itself of the changelings foisted upon it, the “subjects” (the atom is,
for example, just such a changeling, likewise the Kantian “thing-in-itself”): no wonder,
then, if the entrenched, secretly smouldering emotions of revenge and hatred put this
belief to their own use and, in fact, do not defend any belief more passionately than
that the strong are free to be weak, and the birds of prey are free to be lambs:—in this
way, they gain the right to make the birds of prey responsible for being birds of prey . . .
When the oppressed, the downtrodden, the violated say to each other with the vindic-
tive cunning of powerlessness: “Let us be different from evil people, let us be good!
And a good person is anyone who does not rape, does not harm anyone, who does not
attack, does not retaliate, who leaves the taking of revenge to God, who keeps hidden
as we do, avoids all evil and asks little from life in general, like us who are patient,
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humble and upright”—this means, if heard coolly and impartially, nothing more than
“We weak people are just weak; it is good to do nothing for which we are not strong
enough”—but this grim state of affairs, this cleverness of the lowest rank which even
insects possess (which play dead, in order not to “do too much” when in great danger),
has, thanks to the counterfeiting and self-deception of powerlessness, clothed itself in
the finery of self-denying, quiet, patient virtue, as though the weakness of the weak
were itseff—I mean its essence, its effect, its whole unique, unavoidable, irredeemable
reality—a voluntary achievement, something wanted, chosen, a deed, an accomplish-
ment. This type of man needs to believe in an unbiased “subject” with freedom of
choice, because he has an instinct of self-preservation and self-affirmation in which
every lie is sanctified. The reason the subject (or, as we more colloguially say, the soul)
has been, until now, the best doctrine on earth, is perhaps because it facilitated that
sublime self-deception whereby the majority of the dying, the weak and the oppressed
of every kind could construe weakness itself as freedom, and their particular mode of
existence as an accomplishment.

14.—Would anyone like to have a little look down into the secret of how ideals are
fabricated on this earth? Who has enough pluck? . . . Come on! Here we have a clear
glimpse into this dark workshop. Just wait one moment, Mr. Nosy Daredevil: your
eyes will have to become used to this false, shimmering light .. . There! That’s
enough! Now you can speak! What's happening down there? Tell me what you see,
you with your most dangerous curiosity—now [ am the one who’s listening.

—*T cannot see anything but I can hear all the better. There is a guarded, mali-
cious little rumour-mongering and whispering from every nook and cranny. I think
people are telling lies; a sugary mildness clings to every sound. Lies are turning weak-
ness into an accomplishment, no doubt about jt—it’s just as you said.”

—Go on!

—*and impotence which doesn’t retaliate is being turned into ‘goodness’; timid
baseness is being turned into ‘humility’; submission to people one hates is being turned
into ‘obedience’ (actually towards someone who, they say, orders this submission—they
call him God). The inoffensiveness of the weakling, the very cowardice with which he is
richly endowed, his standing-by-the-door, his inevitable position of having to wait, are
all given good names such as ‘patience,” which is also called the virtue; not-being-able-
to-take revenge is called not-wanting-to-take-revenge, it might even be forgiveness ( ‘for
they know not what they do [Luke 23:34}—but we know what they are doing!’). They are
also talking about ‘loving your enemy’ and sweating while they do it”

—Go on!

—“They are miserable, without a doubt, all these rumour-mongers and clandes-
tine forgers, even if they do crouch close together for warmth—but they tell me that
their misery means they are God’s chosen and select, after all, people beat the dogs
they love best; perhaps this misery is just a preparation, a test, a training, it might be
even more than that—something which will one day be balanced up and paid back
with enormous interest in gold, no! in happiness. They call that ‘bliss.””

—Go on!

—“They are now informing me that not only are they better than the powerful,
the masters of the world whose spittle they have to lick (ot from fear, not at all from
fear! but because God orders them to honour those in authority {[Rom. 13:1]}—not only
are they better, but they have a ‘better time,” or at least will have a better time one day.

But enough! enough! I can’t bear it any longer. Bad air! Bad air! This workshop where
ideals are fabricated—it seems to me just to stink of lies.”
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~No! Wait a moment! You haven’t said anything yet about the masterpieces of
those black magicians who can turn anything black into whiteness, milk and inno-
cence:—haven’t you noticed their perfect raffinement, their boldest, subtlest, most in-
genious and mendacious stunt? Pay attention! These cellar rats full of revenge and ha-
tred—what do they turn revenge and hatred into? Have you ever heard these words?
Would you suspect, if you just went by what they said, that the men around you were
nothing but men of ressentiment? . . .

~—*“1 understand, I’ open my ears once more (oh! oh! oh! and s0ld my nose). Now,
at last, I can hear what they have been saying so often: ‘We good people—we are the
Jjust’—what they are demanding is not called retribution, but ‘the triumph of justice’;
what they hate is not their enemy, oh no! they hate ‘injustice,’ ‘godlessness’; what they
believe and hope for is not the prospect of revenge, the delirium of sweet revenge
(—Homer early on dubbed it “ ‘sweeter than honey’ ), but the victory of God, the jusr
God, over the Godless; all that remains for them to love on earth are not their brothers in
hate but their ‘brothers in love,” as they say, all good and just people on earth.”

—And what do they call that which serves as a consolation for all the sufferings
of the world—their phantasmagoria of anticipated future bliss?

—"“What? Do I hear correctly? They call it ‘the last judgment,’ the coming of
their kingdom, the ‘kingdom of God’—but in the meantime they live ‘in faith," ‘in
love,” ‘in hope.”

Enough! Enough!

15. Faith in what? Love of what? Hope for what?—These weaklings—in fact they, too,
want 10 be the powerful one day, this is beyond doubt, one day their “kingdom™ will
come too—*"the kingdom of God” simpliciter is their name for it, as I said: they are so
humble about everything! Just to experience that, you need to live long, well beyond
death,—yes, you need eteral life in order to be able to gain eternal recompense in “the
kingdom of God” for that life on earth “in faith,” “in love,” “in hope.” Recompense for
what? Recompense through what . . . It seems to me that Dante made a gross error when,
with awe-inspiring naivete he placed the inscription over the gateway to his hell: “Eter-
nal love created me as well”:—at any rate, this inscription would have a better claim to
stand over the gateway to Christian Paradise and its “‘eternal bliss™: “Eternal hate created
me as well” assuming that a true statement can be placed above the gateway to a lie! For
what is the bliss of this Paradise? . . . We might have guessed already; but it is better to be
expressly shown it by no less an authority in such matters than Thomas Aquinas, the great
teacher and saint. “The blessed in the heavenly kingdom,” he says as meekly as a lamb,
“will see the torment of the damned so that they may even more thoroughly enjoy their
blessedness.”* Or, if you want it even more forcefully, for example from the mouth of a
triumphant Church Father [Tertullian} who advised his Christians against the cruel
voluptuousness of the public spectacles—but why? “Faith offers us much more”—he
says, De Spectaculis. Chs. 29ff—"something much stronger, thanks to salvation, quite
other joys are at our command; instead of athletes we have our martyrs; we want blood,
well then, we have the blood of Christ . . . But think what awaits us on the day of his sec-
ond coming, of his triumph!”’—and then the enraptured visionary goes on: “But there are
yet other spectacles: that final and everlasting day of judgement, that day that was not ex-
pected and was even laughed at by the nations, when the whole old world and all it gave
birth to are consumed in one fire. What an ample breadth of sights there will be then! At
which one shall I gaze in wonder? At which shall I laugh? At which rejoice? At which
exult, when I see so many great kings who were proclaimed to have been taken up into

*[These passages are given in Latin by Nietzsche.]
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heaven, groaning in the deepest darkness together with those who claimed to have wit-
nessed their apotheosis and with Jove himself. And when [ see those [provincial] gover-
nors, persecutors of the Lord’s name, melting in flames more savage than those with
which they insolently raged against Christians! When I sec those wise philosophers who
persuaded their disciples that nothing was of any concern to god and who affirmed io
them either that we have no souls or that our souls will not return to their original bodies!
Now they are ashamed before those disciples, as they are burned together with them.
Also the poets trembling before the tribunal not of Minos or of Radamanthus, but of the
unexpected Christ! Then the tragic actors will be easier to hear because they will be in
better voice [i.e. screaming even Jouder] in their own tragedy. Then the actors of pan-
tomime will be easy to recognize, being much more nimble than usual because of the fire.
Then the charioteer will be on view, all red in a wheel of flame and the athletes, thrown
not in the gymnasia but into the fire. Unless even then I don’t want 1o see them alive, pre-
ferring to cast an insatiable gaze on those who raged against the Lord. “This is he,” I will
say, “that son of a carpenter or prostitute [Nietzsche adds:] (Tertullian refers to the Jews
from now on, as is shown by what follows and in particular by this well-known descrip-
tion of the mother of Jesus from the Talmud) that destroyer of the Sabbath, that Samari-
tan, that man who had a devil. He it is whom you bought from Judas, who was beaten with
areed and with fists, who was defiled with spit and had gall and vinegar to drink. He it is
whom his disciples secretly took away so that it might be said that he had risen again, or
whom the gardener removed so that his lettuces would not be harmed by the crowd of vis-
itors.” What praetor or consul or quaestor or priest will grant you from his largesse the
chance of seeing and exulting in such things? And yet to some extent we have such things
already through faith, made present in the imagining spirit. Furthermore what sorts of
things are those which the eye has not seen nor the ear heard, and which have not come
into the human heart? (1 Cor. 2:9) I believe that they are more pleasing than the circus or
both of the enclosures [first and fourth rank of seats, or, according to others, the comic
and the tragic stages] or than any race-track.”*
(Per fidem [By my faith]: that is what is written.)

16. Let us draw to a close. The two opposing values “good and bad,” “good and evit”
have fought a terrible battle for thousands of years on earth; and although the latter has
been dominant for a long time, there is stilt no lack of places where the battle remains
undecided. You could even say that, in the meantime, it has reached ever greater
heights but at the same time has become ever deeper and more intellectual: so that
there is, today, perhaps no more distinguishing feature of the “higher nature,” the in-
tellectual nature, than to be divided in this sense and really and truly a battle ground for
these opposites. The symbol of this fight, written in a script which has hitherto re-
mained legible throughout human history, is “Rome against Judea, Judea against
Rome”:—up to now there has been no greater event than this battle, this question, this
contradiction of mortal enemies. Rome saw the Jew as something contrary to nature, as
though he were its polar opposite, a monster; in Rome, the Jew was looked upon as
convicted of hatred against the whole of mankind: rightly, if one is right in linking the
well being and future of the human race with the unconditional rule of aristocratic val-
ues, Roman values. What, on the other hand, did the Jews feel about Rome? We can
guess from a thousand indicators: but it is enough to call once more to mind the Apoc-
alypse of John, the wildest of all outbursts ever written which revenge has on its con-
science. {By the way, we must not underestimate the profound consistency of Christian

*[These passages are given in Latin by Nietzsche.]
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instinct in inscribing this book of hate to the disciple of love, the very same to whom it
attributed that passionately ecstatic gospel—: there is some truth in this, however
much literary counterfeiting might have been necessary to the purpose.) So the Ro-
mans were the strong and noble, stronger and nobler than anybody hitherto who had
lived or been dreamt of on earth; their every relic and inscription brings detight, pro-
vided one can guess whar it is that is doing the writing there. By contrast, the Jews
were a priestly nation of ressentiment par excellence, possessing an unparalleled ge-
nius for popular morality: compare peoples with similar talents, such as the Chinese or
the Germans, with the Jews, and you will realize who are first rate and who are fifth.
Which of them has prevailed for the time being, Rome or Judea? But there is no trace
of doubt: just consider whom you bow down to in Rome itself; today, as though to the
embodiment of the highest values and not Just in Rome, but over nearly haif the carth,
everywhere wherc man has become tame or wants to become tame, 10 three Jews, as
we know, and one Jewess (to Jesus of Nazareth, Peter the Fisherman, Paul the Carpet-
Weaver and the mother of Jesus mentioned first, whose name was Mary). This is very
remarkable: without a doubt Rome has been defeated. However, in the Renaissance
there was a brilliant, uncanny reawakening of the classical ideal, of the noble method
of valuing everything: Rome itself woke up, as though from suspended animation,
under the pressure of the new, Judaic Rome built over it, which looked like an ecu-
menical synagogue and was called “Church™ but Judea triumphed again at once,
thanks to that basically proletarian {(German and English) ressentiment-movement
which people called the Reformation, including its inevitable consequence, the restora-
tion of the church,—as well as the restoration of the ancient, tomb-like silence of clas-
sical Rome. In an even more decisive and profound sense than then, Judea once again
triumphed over the classical ideal with the French Revolution: the last political nobility
in Europe, that of the French seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, collapsed under the
ressentiment-instincts of the rabble,—the world had never heard greater rejoicing and
more uproarious enthusiasm! True, the most dreadful and unexpected thing happened
in the middle: the ancient ideal itself appeared bodily and with unheard-of splendour
before the eye and conscience of mankind, and once again, stronger, simpler and more
penetrating than ever, in answer to the old, mendactous ressentiment slogan of priority
Jor the majority, of man’s will to baseness, abasement, levelling, decline and decay,
there rang out the terrible and enchanting counter-slogan: priority for the few! Like a
last signpost to the other path, Napoleon appeared as a man more unique and late-born
for his times than ever a man had been before, and in him, the problem of the noble
ideal itself was made flesh—just think whar a problem that is: Napoleon, this synthesis
of monster [ Unmensch] and Obermensch . . .

17. —Was it over after that? Was that greatest among all conflicts of ideals placed ad
acta for ever? Or just postponed, postponed indefinitely? . . . Won’t there have to be an
even more terrible flaring up of the old flame, one prepared much longer in advance?
And more: shouldn’t one desire thar with all one’s strength? or will it, even? or even
promote it? . .. Whoever, like my readers, now starts to ponder these points and reflect
further, will have difficulty coming to a speedy conclusion,~—reason enough, then, for
me to come to a conclusion myself, assuming that it has been sufficiently clear for
some time what I want, what I actually want with that dangerous slogan which is writ-
ten on the spine of my last book, Beyond Good and Evil . . . at least this does nof mean
“Beyond Good and Bad.”—

NOTE: I take the opportunity presented to me by this essay, of publicly and for-
mally expressing a wish which [ have only expressed in occasional conversations with
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scholars up till now: that is that some Faculty of Philosophy should do the great service
of promoting the study of the history of morality by means of a series of academic
prize essays:—perhaps this book might serve to give a powerful impetus in such a di-
rection. With regard to such a possibility, 1 raise the following question for considera-
tion: it merits the attention of philologists and historians as well as those who are actu-
ally philosophers by profession:

“What signposts does linguistics, especially the study of etymology, give to the history of
the evolution of moral concepts?”

—On the other hand, it is just as essential to win the support of physiologists and
doctors for these problems (on the value of all previous valuations): we can leave it to
the professional philosophers to act as advocates and mediators in this, once they have
completely succeeded in transforming the originally so reserved and suspicious rela-
tionship between philosophy, physiology and medicine into the most cordial and fruit-
ful exchange. Indeed, every table of values, every “thou shalt” known to history or the
study of ethnology, needs first and foremost a physiological elucidation and interpreta-
tion, rather than a psychological one; and al! of them await critical study from medical
science. The question: what is this or that table of values and “morals” worth? needs to
be asked from different angles; in particular, the question “value for what?’ cannot be
examined 1oo finely. Something, for example, which obviously had value with regard
to the longest possible life-span of a race (or to the improvement of its abilities to adapt
to a particular climate, or to maintaining the greatest number) would not have anything
like the same value if it was a question of developing a stronger type. The good of the
majority and the good of the minority are conflicting moral stand-points: we leave it to
the naivety of English biologists to view the first as higher in value as such . . . All sci-
ences must, from now on, prepare the way for the future work of the philosopher: this
work being understood to mean that the philosopher has to solve the problem of values
and that he has to decide on the hierarchy of values.

THUS SPOKE ZARATHUSTRA (in part)

ZARATHUSTRA'S PROLOGUE

[1] When Zarathustra was thirty years old he left his home and the lake of his home
and went into the mountains. Here he enjoyed his spirit and his solitude, and for ten
years did not tire of it, But at last a change came over his heart, and one morning he
rose with the dawn, stepped before the sun, and spoke to it thus:

“You great star, what would your happiness be had you not those for whom you
shine?

Thus Spoke Zarathustra, from The Portable Nietzsche, translated and edited by Walter Kaufmann. Copyright
1954 by The Viking Press, renewed © 1982 by Viking Penguin Inc. Used by permission of Viking Penguin,
a division of Penguin Books USA Inc.




