First Essay

L » oW ”
GOOD AND EVIL, GOOD AND BAD

I

The English psychologists to whom we owe the only at-
tempts that have thus far been made to write a genealogy
of morals are no mean posers of riddles, but the riddles
they pose are themselves, and being incarnate have one
advantage over their books—they are interesting. What
are these English psychologists really after? One finds
them always, whether intentionally or not, engaged in the
same task of pushing into the foreground the nasty part
of the psyche, looking for the effective motive forces of
human development in the very last place we would wish

to have them found, e.g., in the inertia of habit, in forget--

fulness, in the blind and fortuitous association of ideas:
always in something that is purely passive, automatic,
reflexive, molecular, and, moreover, profoundly stupid.
What drives these psychologists forever in the same direc-
tion? A secret, malicious desire to belittle humanity, which
they do not acknowledge even to themselves? A pes-
simistic distrust, the suspiciousness of the soured idealist?
Some petty resentment of Christianity (and Plato) which
does not rise above the threshold of consciousness? Or
could it be a prurient taste for whatever is embarrass-
ing, painfully paradoxical, dubious and absurd in exist-
ence? Or is it, perhaps, a kind of stew—a little meanness, a
little bitterness, a bit of anti-Christianity, a touch of
(prurience and desire for condiments? . . .|But, again,
‘people tell me that these men are simply dull old frogs
who hop and creep in and around man as in their own
element—as though man were a bog. However, I am re-
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luctant to listen to this, in fact I refuse to believe it; and
if I may express a wish where I cannot express a convic-
tion, I do wish wholeheartedly that things may be other-
wise with these men—that these microscopic examiners of
the soul may be really courageous, magnanimous, and
proud animals, who know how to contain their emotions
and have trained themselves to subordinate all wishful
thinking to the truth—any truth, even a homespun, severe,
ugly, obnoxious, un-Christian, unmoral truth. For such

truths do exist._/

II

|All honor to the beneficent spirits that may motivate these

historians of ethics! One thing is certain, however, they
have been quite deserted by the true spirit of history.
They all, to a man, think unhistorically, as is the age-old
custom among philosophers] The amateurishness of their
procedure is made plain from the very beginning, when
it is a question of explaining the provenance of the con-
cept and judgment good. “Originally,” they decree, “altru-
istic actions were praised and approved by their recipl
ents, that is, by those to whom they were useful. Later on,
the origin of that praise having been forgotten, such uc-
tions were felt to be good simply because it was the hubit
to commend them.” We notice at once that this first deriva-
tion has all the earmarks of the English psychologists
work. Here are the key ideas of utility, forgetfulness,
habit, and, finally, error, seen as lying at the root of that
value system which civilized man had hitherto regarded
with pride as the prerogative of all men. This pride must
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now be humbled, these values devalued. Have the de-
bunkers succeeded?

Now it is obvious to me, first of all, that their theory
looks for the genesis of the concept good in the wrong
place: the judgment good does not originate with those
to whom the good has been done. Rather it was the “good”
themselves, that is to say the noble, mighty, highly placed,
and high-minded who decreed themselves and their ac-
tions to be good, i.e., belonging to the highest rank, in
contradistinction to all that was base, low-minded and
plebeian. It was only this pathos of distance that author-
ized them to create values and name them—what was
utility to them? The notion of utility seems singularly in-
ept to account for such a quick jetting forth of supreme
value judgments. Here we come face to face with the exact
opposite of that lukewarmness which every scheming pru-
dence, every utilitarian calculus presupposes—and not for
a time only, for the rare, exceptional hour, but perma-
nently. |The origin of the opposites good and bad is to be
foundin the pathos of nobility and distance, representing
the dominant temper of a higher, ruling class in relation to
a lower, dependent one.| (The lordly right of bestowing
names is such that one would almost be justified in seeing
the origin of language itself as an expression of the rulers’
power. They say, “This is that or that”; they seal off each
thing and action with a sound and thereby take symbolic
possession of it.) Such an origin would suggest that there
is no a priori necessity for associating the word good with
altruistic deeds, as those moral psychologists are fond of
claiming. {In fact, it is only after aristocratic values have
begun to decline that the egotism-altruism dichotomy takes
possession of the human conscience; to use my own terms,
it is the herd instinct that now asserts itself. Yet it takes
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quite a while for this instinct to assume such sway that it
can reduce all moral valuations to that dichotomy—as is
currently happening throughout Europe, wherff t.he preju-
dice equating the terms moral, altruistic, and disinterested
has assumed the obsessive force of an idée fixe./

IIIX

Quite apart from the fact that this hypothes.is about the
origin of the value judgment good is historically unten-
able, its psychology is intrinsically unsound.)Altruistic
deeds were originally commended for their usefulness, b.ut
this original reason has now been forgotten—so the claim
goes. How is such a forgetting conceivable? Has t.her‘e ever
been a point in history at which such deeds lost their use-
fulness? Quite the contrary, this usefulness has _been ap-
parent to every age, a thing that has been emphasized over
and over again. Therefore, instead of being Eorgc.}tten, it
must have impressed itself on the consciousness with ever
increasing clearness. The opposite theory is far more sen-
sible, though this does not necessarily make it any the
truer—the theory held by Herbert Spencer, for example,
who considers the concept good qualitatively the same as
the concepts useful or practical; so that in the judgments
good and bad, humanity is said to have summed up and
sanctioned precisely its unforgotten and unforgettable ex-
periences of the useful practical and the harmful im.pmcur
cal. According to this theory, the good is that which all
along has proved itself useful and which therefore may
lay the highest claim to be considered valuable. As I have
said, the derivation of this theory is suspect, but at least
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the explanation is self-consistent and psychologically ten-
able within its limits, )

v

The clue to the correct explanation was furnished me by
the question “What does the etymology of the terms for
good in various languages tell us?” I discovered that all
these terms lead us back to the same conceptual trans-
formation. {The basic concept is always noble in the
hierarchical, class sense, and from this has developed, by
historical necessity, the concept good embracing nobility
of mind, spiritual distinction. This development is strictly
parallel to that other which eventually converted the no-
tions conmmon, plebeian, base into the notion bad.! Here
we have an important clue to the actual genealogy of
morals; that it has not been hit upon earlier is due to the
retarding influence which democratic prejudice has had
upon all investigation of origins,) This holds equally true
with regard to the seemingly quite objective areas of
natural science and physiology, though I cannot enlarge
upon the question now. The amount of damage such
prejudice is capable of doing in ethics and history, once it
becomes inflamed with hatred, is clearly shown by the
case of Buckle. Here we see the plebeian bias of the
modern mind, which stems from' England, erupt once

1 The most eloquent proof of this is the etymological re-
lationship between the German words schlecht (bad) and
schlicht (simple). For a long time the first term was used
interchangeably with the second, without any contemptu-
ous connotation as yet, merely to designate the commoner
as opposed to the nobleman. About the time of the Thirty
Years’ War the meaning changed to the present one.
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again on its native soil with all the violence of a muddy
volcano and all the vulgar and oversalted eloquence char-
acteristic of volcanoes.

v

As for our own problem, which we may justly call a quiet
one, addressing itself to a very restricted audience, it is of
interest to note that/many of the words and roots denomi-
nating good still, to this day, carry overtones of the mean-
ings according to which the nobility regarded themselves
as possessing the highest moral rank, It is true that, most
often, they described themselves simply in terms of their
superior power (as the rulers, lords, sovereigns) or else
in terms of the visible signs of their superiority, as the
rich, the possessors (this is the meaning of arya, and there
are corresponding terms in the Iranian and Slavie lan-
guages); but also in terms of a typical character trait, and
this is the case that concerns us here. They speak of them-
selves as “the truthful”; most resolute in doing this were
members of the Greek aristocracy, whose mouthpiece is
the Megarian poet Theognis. The word they used was
esthlos, meaning one who is, who has true reality, who is
true. By a subjective turn the true later became the truth-
ful. During this phase the word provided the shibboleth
of the nobility, describing the aristocrat, as Theognis saw
and portrayed him, in distinction from the lying plebeian,
until finally, after the decline of the aristocracy, the word
came to stand for spiritual nobility, and ripened and
sweetened. The words kakos and deilos (the plebeian, in
contrast to the agathos) emphasize cowardice and provide
a hint as to the direction in which we should look for
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the etymology of agathos, a word allowing of more than
one interpretation. The Latin malus (beside which I place
melas) might designate the common man as dark, espe-
cially black-haired (“hic niger est”), as the pre-Aryan set-
tler of the Italian soil, notably distinguished from the new
blond conqueror race by his color./At any rate, the Gaelic
presented me with an exactly analogous case: fin, as in the
name Fingal, the characteristic term for nobility, eventu-
ally the good, noble, pure, originally the fair-haired as op-
posed to the dark, black-haired native population. The
Celts, by the way, were definitely a fair-haired race; and
it is a mistake to try to relate the area of dark-haired people
found on ethnographic maps of Germany to Celtic blood-
lines, as Virchow does. These are the last vestiges of the
pre-Aryan population of Germany. (The subject races are
seen to prevail once more, throughout almost all of
Europe: in color, shortness of skull, perhaps also in in-
tellectual and social instincts, Who knows whether mod-
emn democracy, the even more fashionable anarchism, and
especially that preference for the commune, the most
primitive of all social forms, which is now shared by all
European socialists—whether all these do not represent a
throwback, and whether, even physiologically, the Aryan
race of conquerors is not doomed?) The Latin bonus I
venture to interpret as warrior; providing that I am justi-
fied in deriving bonus from an older duonus Ce.f. bellum
= duellum — duen-lum, which seems to preserve that
duonus). Bonus would then spell the man of strife, of
discord, the warrior: we can now form some idea of what,
in ancient Rome, constituted a man’s goodness. And
might not our German gut signify géttlich, the man of
divine race? And further be identical with the racial
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term, earlier also a term of rank, Goth? My arguments in
support of this conjecture do not belong here.

VI

'Granting that political supremacy always gives rise to no-
“tions of spiritual supremacy, it at first creates no difficulties
(though difficulties might arise later) if the ruling caste is
also the priestly caste and elects to characterize itself by a
term which reminds us of its priestly function. In this con-
text we encounter for the first time concepts of pure and
impure opposing each other as signs of class, and here,
too, good and bad as terms no longer referring to class,
develop before long.;The reader should be cautioned,
however, against taking pure and impure in too large or
profound or symbolic a sense: all the ideas of ancient man
were understood in a sense much more crude, narrow,
superficial and non-symbolic than we are able to imagine
today. The pure man was originally one who washed him-
self, who refused to eat certain foods entailing skin dis-
eases, who did not sleep with the unwashed plebeian
women, who held blood in abomination—hardly more
than that. At the same time, given the peculiar nature of
a priestly aristocracy, it becomes clear why the value op-
posites would early turn inward and become dangerously
exacerbated; and in fact the tension between such op-
posites has opened abysses between man and man, over
which not even an Achilles of free thought would leap
without a shudder. There is from the very start something
unwholesome about such priestly aristocracies, about their
way of life, which is turned away from action and swings
between brooding and emotional explosions: a way of life
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which may be seen as responsible for the morbidity and
neurasthenia of priests of all periods. Yet are we not right
in maintaining that the cures which they have developed
for their morbidities have proved a hundred times more
dangerous than the ills themselves? Humanity is still suf-
fering from the after-effects of those priestly cures. Think,
for example, of certain forms of diet (abstinence from
meat), fasting, sexual continence, escape “into the desert”;
think further of the whole anti-sensual metaphysics of the
priests, conducive to inertia and false refinement; of the
self-hypnosis encouraged by the example of fakirs and
Brahmans, where a glass knob and an idée fixe take the
place of the god. And at last, supervening on all this, comes
utter satiety, together with its radical remedy, nothing-
ness—or God, for the desire for a mystical union with God
is nothing other than the Buddhist’s desire to sink him-
self in nirvana. Among the priests everything becomes
more dangerous, not cures and specifics alone but also
arrogance, vindictiveness, acumen, profligacy, love, the
desire for power, disease. In all fairness it should be added,
ho.wever, that only on this soil, the precarious soil of
Pnest!y existence, has man been able to develop into an
interesting creature; that only here has the human mind
grown both profound and evil; and it is in these two re-

spects, after all, that man has proved his superiority over
the rest of creaﬁon_.l

VII

By now the reader will have got some notion how readily
th-e priestly system of valuations can branch off from the
aristocratic and develop into its opposite. An occasion for
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such a division is furnished whenever the priest caste and
the warrior caste jealously clash with one another and find
themselves unable to come to terms. The chivalrous
and aristocratic valuations presuppose a strong physique,
blooming, even exuberant health, together with all the
conditions that guarantee its preservation: combat, adven-
ture, the chase, the dance, war games, etc. [T'he value sys-
tem of the priestly aristocracy is founded on different pre-
suppositions. So much the worse for them when it
becomes a question of warl As we all know, priests are
the most evil enemies to have—why should this be so?
Because they are the most impotent. It is their impotence
which makes their hate so violent and sinister, so cerebral
and poisonous. The greatest haters in history—but also the
most intelligent haters—have been priests. Beside the
brilliance of priestly vengeance all other brilliance fades.
Human history would be a dull and stupid thing without
the intelligence furnished by its impotents. Let us begin
with the most striking example. Whatever else has been
done to damage the powerful and great of this earth seems
trivial compared with what the Jews have done, that
priestly people who succeeded in avenging themselves on
their enemies and oppressors by radically inverting all
their values, that is, by an act of the most spiritual ven-
geance. This was a strategy entirely appropriate to a
priestly people in whom vindictiveness had gone most
deeply underground. It was the Jew who, with frightening
consistency, dared to invert the aristocratic value equa-
tions good/noble/powerful /beautiful /happy/favored-of-
the-gods and maintain, with the furious hatred of the un-
derprivileged and impotent, that “only the poor, the power-
less, are good; only the suffering, sick, and ugly, truly
blessed. But you noble and mighty ones of the earth will
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be, to all eternity, the evil, the cruel, the avaricious, the
godless, and thus the cursed and damned!” . . . We know
who has fallen heir to this Jewish inversion of values. . . .
In reference to the grand and unspeakably disastrous
initiative which the Jews have launched by this most
radical of all declarations of war, I wish to repeat a state-
ment [ made in a different context (Beyond Good and
Ewil), to wit, that it was the Jews who started the slave
revolt in morals; a revolt with two millennia of history be-
hind it, which we have lost sight of today simply because
it has triumphed so completely. /

S

VIII

You find that difficult to understand? You have no eyes
for something that took two millennia to prevail? . . .
There is nothing strange about this: all long developments
are difficult to see in the round.;From the tree trunk of
Jewish vengeance and hatred—the deepest and sublimest
hatred in human history, since it gave birth to ideals and
a new set of values—grew a branch that was equally
unique: a new love, the deepest and sublimest of loves.
From what other trunk could this branch have sprung?
But let no one surmise that this love represented a denial
of the thirst for vengeance, that it contravened the Jewish
hatred. Exactly the opposite is true. Love grew out of
hatred as the tree’s crown, spreading triumphantly in the
purest sunlight, yet having, in its high and sunny realm,
the same aims—victory, aggrandizement, temptation—
which hatred pursued by digging its roots ever deeper
into all that was profound and evil,/Jesus of Nazareth, the
gospel of love made flesh, the “redeemer,” who brought
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blessing and victory to the poor, the sick, the sinners—
what was he but temptation in its most sinister and ir-
resistible form, bringing men by a roundabout way to
precisely those Jewish values and renovations of the ideal?
Has not Israel, precisely by the detour of this “redeemer,”
this seeming antagonist and destroyer of Isracl, reached the
final goal of its sublime vindictiveness? Was it not a neces-
sary feature of a truly brilliant politics of vengeance, a far-
sighted, subterranean, slowly and carefully planned venge-
ance, that Israel had to deny its true instrument publicly
and nail him to the cross like a mortal enemy, so that “the
whole world” (meaning all the enemies of Israel) might
naively swallow the bait? And could one, by straining
every resource, hit upon a bait more dangerous than this?
‘What could equal in debilitating narcotic power the
‘symbol of the “holy cross,” the ghastly paradox of a
crucified god, the unspeakably cruel mystery of God’s self-
crucifixion for the benefit of mankind? One thing is cer-
tain, that in this sign Israel has by now triumphed over
all other, nobler values. |

I1X

—“But what is all this talk about nobler values? Let us
face facts: the people have triumphed—or the slaves, the
mob, the herd, whatever you wish to call them—and if the
Jews brought it about, then no nation ever had a more
universal mission on this earth. The lords are a thing of
the past, and the ethics of the common man is completely
triumphant. I don’t deny that this triumph might be
looked upon as a kind of blood poisoning, since it has
resulted in a mingling of the races, but there can be no
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doubt that the intoxication has succeeded.;/ The ‘redemp-
tion’ of the human race (from the lords, that is) is well
under way; everything is rapidly becoming Judaized, or
Christianized, or mob-ized—the word makes no difference,
The progress of this poison throughout the body of man-
kind cannot be stayed; as for its tempo, it can now afford
to slow down, become finer, barely audible—there’s all the
time in the world. . . . Does the Church any longer have
a necessary mission, or even a raison d'étre? Or could it be
done without? Quaeritur. It would almost seem that it
retards rather than accelerates that progress. In which case
we might consider it useful. But one thing is certain, it
has gradually become something crude and lumpish, re-
pugnant to a sensitive intelligence, a truly modern taste.
Should it not, at least, be asked to refine itself a bit? . . ,
It alienates more people today than it seduces. . . . Who
among us would be a freethinker, were it not for the
Church? It is the Church which offends us, not its poison.
. « . Apart from the Church we, too, like the poison. . . .”
This was a “freethinker’s” reaction to my argument—an
honest fellow, as he has abundantly proved, and a demo-
crat to boot.| He had been listening to me until that mo-
ment, and could not stand to hear my silence. For I have
a great dea] to be silent about in this matter.)

X

The slave revolt in morals begins by rancor turning crea-
tive and giving birth to values—the rancor of beings who,
deprived of the direct outlet of action, compensate by an
imaginary vengeance, All truly noble morality grows out
of triumphant self-affirmation. Slave ethics, on the other
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hand, begins by saying #o to an “outside,” an “other,” a
non-self, and that %o is its creative act. T'his reversal of
direction of the evaluating look, this invariable looking
outward instead of inward, is a fundamental feature of
rancor. Slave ethics requires for its inception a sphere dif-
ferent from and hostile to its own. Physiologically speak-
ing, it requires an outside stimulus in order to act at all;
all its action is reaction. The opposite is true of aristocratic
valuations: such values grow and act spontaneously, seek-
ing out their contraries only in order to affirm themselves
even more gratefully and delightedly. Here the negative
concepts, humble, base, bad, are late, pallid counterparts
of the positive, intense and passionate credo, “We noble,
good, beautiful, happy ones.” Aristocratic valuations may
go amiss and do violence to reality, but this happens only
with regard to spheres which they do not know well, or
from the knowledge of which they austerely guard them-
selves: the aristocrat will, on occasion, misjudge a sphere
which he holds in contempt, the sphere of the common
man, the people. On the other hand we should remember
that the emotion of contempt, of looking down, provided
that it falsifies at all, is as nothing compared with the
falsification which suppressed hatred, impotent vindictive-
ness, effects upon its opponent, though only in efligy.,
There is in all contempt too much casualness and non-
chalance, too much blinking of facts and impatience, and
too much inborn gaiety for it ever to make of its object a
downright caricature and monster. Hear the almost benev-
olent nuances the Greek aristocracy, for example, puts into
all its terms for the commoner; how emotions of compas-
sion, consideration, indulgence, sugar-coat these words
until, in the end, almost all terms referring to the common
man survive as expressions for “unhappy,” “pitiable” (cf.
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deilos, deilaios, poneros, mochtheros, the last two of which
properly characterize the common man as a drudge and
beast of burden); how, on the other hand, the words bad,
base, unhappy have continued to strike a similar note for
the Greek ear, with the timbre “unhappy” preponderating.
The “wellborn” really felt that they were also the “happy.”
They did not have to construct their happiness factitiously
by looking at their enemies, as all rancorous men are wont
to do, and being fully active, energetic people they were
incapable of divorcing happiness from action. They ac-
counted activity a necessary part of happiness (which ex-
plains the origin of the phrase eu prattein).

|All this stands in utter contrast to what is called hap-
piness among the impotent and oppressed, who are full of
bottled-up aggressions. Their happiness is purely passive
and takes the form of drugged tranquillity, stretching and
yawning, peace, “sabbath,” emotional slackness. Whereas
the noble lives before his own conscience with confidence
and frankness (gemnaios “nobly bred” emphasizes the
nuance “truthful” and perhaps also “ingenuous™), the
rancorous person is neither truthful nor ingenuous nor
honest and forthright with himself. His soul squints; his
mind loves hide-outs, secret paths, and back doors; every-
thing that is hidden seems to him his own world, his
security, his comfort; he is expert in silence, in long
memory, in waiting, in provisional self-depreciation, and
in self-humiliation. A race of such men will, in the end,
inevitably be cleverer than a race of aristocrats, and it will
honor sharp-wittedness to a much greater degree, i.e., as
an absolutely vital condition for its existence. Among the
noble, mental acuteness always tends slightly to suggest
luxury and overrefinement. The fact is that with them it
is much less important than is the perfect functioning of
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the ruling, unconscious instincts or even a certain temerity
to follow sudden impulses, court danger, or indulge spurts
of violent rage, love, worship, gratitude, or vengeance.
When a noble man feels resentment, it is absorbed in his
instantaneous reaction and therefore does not poison him.
Moreover, in countless cases where we might expect it,
it never arises, while with weak and impotent people it
occurs without fail. It is a sign of strong, rich tempera-
ments that they cannot for long take seriously their
enemies, their misfortunes, their misdeeds; for such char-
acters have in them an excess of plastic curative power,
and also a power of oblivion. (A good modern example of
the latter is Mirabeau, who lacked all memory for insults
and meannesses done him, and who was unable to forgive
because he had forgotten). Such a man simply shakes off
vermin which would get beneath another’s skin—and only
here, if anywhere on earth, is it possible to speak of “loving
one’s enemy.” (The noble person will respect his enemy,
and respect is already a bridge to love. . . . Indeed he
requires his enemy for himself, as his mark of distinction,
nor could he tolerate any other enemy than one in whom
he finds nothing to despise and much to esteem. Imagine,
on the other hand, the “enemy” as conceived by the
rancorous man! For this is his true creative achievement:
he has conceived the “evil enemy,” the Evil One, as a
fundamental idea, and then as a pendant he has conceived
a Good One—hjmself_.j

XI

The exact opposite is true of the noble-minded, who spon-
taneously creates the notion good, and later derives from
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it the conception of the bad. How ill-matched these two
concepts look, placed side by side: the bad of noble
origin, and the evil that has risen out of the cauldron of
unquenched hatred! [The first is a by-product, a comple-
mentary color, almost an afterthought; the second is the
beginning, the original creative act of slave ethics. But
neither is the conception of good the same in both cases,
as we soon find out when we ask ourselves who it is that
is really evil according to the code of rancor. The answer
is: precisely the good one of the opposite code, that is
the noble, the powerful—only colored, reinterpreted, re-
envisaged by the poisonous eye of resentment. And we are
the first to admit that anyone who knew these “good” ones
only as enemies would find them evil enemies indeed. For
these same men who, amongst themselves, are so strictly
constrained by custom, worship, ritual, gratitude, and by
fnutual surveillance and jealousy, who are so resourceful
in consideration, tenderness, loyalty, pride and friendship,
when once they step outside their circle become little
better than uncaged beasts of prey. Once abroad in the
wilderness, they revel in the freedom from social con-
straint and compensate for their long confinement in the
quietude of their own community. {They revert to the in-
nocence of wild animals: we can imagine them returning
from an orgy of murder, arson, rape, and torture, jubilant
and at peace with themselves as though they had com-
mitted a fraternity prank—convinced, moreover, that the
poets for a long time to come will have something to sing
about and to praise. Deep within all these noble races
there lurks the beast of prey, bent on spoil and conquest.
This hidden urge has to be satisfied from time to time, the
beast let loose in the wilderness.|This goes as well for the
Roman, Arabian, German, Japanese nobility as for the
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Homeric heroes and the Scandinavian vikings. The noble
races have everywhere left in their wake the catchword
“Larbarian.” And even their highest culture shows an
awareness of this trait and a certain pride in it (as we see,
for example, in Pericles’ famous funcral oration, when he
tells the Athenians: “Our boldness has gained us access to
every land and sea, and erected monuments 10 itself for
both good and evil.”) This “boldness” of noble races, so
headstrong, absurd, incalculable, sudden, improbable
(Pericles commends the Athenians especially for their
rathumia), their utter indifference to safety and comfort,
their terrible pleasure in destruction, their taste for cruclty
_all these traits are embodied by their victims in the image
of the “barbarian,” the “evil enemy,” the Goth or the
Vandal. The profound and icy suspicion which the Ger-
man arouses as soon as he assumes power (we see it hap-
pening again today) harks back to the persistent horror
with which Europe for many centuries witnessed the rag-
ing of the blond Teutonic beast (although all racial con-
nection between the old Teutonic tribes and ourselves has
been lost). I once drew attention to the embarrassment
Hesiod must have felt when he tried to embody the cul-
tural epochs of mankind in the gold, silver, and iron ages.
He could cope with the contradictions inherent in Io-
mer’s world, so marvelous on the one hand, so ghastly
and brutal on the other, only by making two ages out of
one and presenting them in temporal sequence; first, the
age of the heroes and demigods of Troy and Thebes, as
that world was still remembered by the noble tribes who
traced their ancestry to it; and second, the iron age, which
presented the same world as seen by the descendants of
those who had been crushed, despoiled, brutalized, sold
into slavery.‘\lf it were true, as passes current nowadays,
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that the real meaning of culture resides in its power to
domesticate man’s savage instincts, then we might be
justified in viewing all those rancorous machinations by
which the noble tribes, and their ideals, have been laid
low as the true instruments of culture. But this would still
not amount to saying that the organizers themselves rep-
resent culture. Rather, the exact opposite would be true,
as is vividly shown by the current state of affairs. These
carriers of the leveling and retributive instincts, these
descendants of every European and extra-European slave-
dom, and especially of the pre-Aryan populations, repre-
sent human retrogression most flagrantly, Such “Instru-
ments of culture” are a disgrace to man and might make
one suspicious of culture altogether. One might be justi-
fied in fearing the wild beast lurking within all noble
races and in being on one’s guard against it, but who
would not a thousand times prefer fear when it is accom-
panied with admiration to security accompanied by the
loathsome sight of perversion, dwarfishness, degeneracy?
And is not the latter our predicament today? What ac-
counts for our repugnance to man—for there is no ques-
tion that he makes us suffer? Certainly not our fear of
him, rather the fact that there is no longer anything to
be feared from him; that the vermin “man” occupies the
entire stage; that, tame, hopelessly mediocre, and savorless,
he considers himself the apex of historical evolution; and
not entirely without justice, since he is still somewhat
removed from the mass of sickly and effete creatures whom
Europe is beginning to stink of today.

The Genealogy of Morals

XII

Here I want to give vent to a sigh and a last hope. Exactly
what is it that I, especially, find intolerable; that I am
unable to cope with; that asphyxiates me? A bad smell.
The smell of failure, of a soul that has gone stale. God
knows it is possible to endure all kinds of misery-—vile
weather, sickness, trouble, isolation. All this can be coped
with, if one is born to a life of anonymity and battle.
There will always be moments of re-emergence into the
light, when one tastes the golden hour of victory and once
again stands foursquare, unshakable, ready to face even
harder things, like a bowstring drawn taut against new
perils. But, you divine patronesses—if there are any such
in the realm beyond good and evil—grant me now and
again the sight of something perfect, wholly achieved,
happy, magnificently triumphant, something still capable
of inspiring fear! Of a man who will justify the existence
of mankind, for whose sake one may continue to believe
in mankind! . . . The leveling and diminution of Euro-
pean man is our greatest danger; because the sight of him
makes us despond. J. . . We no longer see anything these
days that aspires to grow greater; instead, we have a sus-
picion that things will continue to go downhill, becoming
ever thinner, more placid, smarter, cosier, more ordinary,
more indifferent, more Chinese, more Christian—without
doubt man is getting “better” all the time. . . . This is
Europe’s true predicament: together with the fear of man
we have also lost the love of man, reverence for man, con-
fidence in man, indeed the will to man. Now the sight
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of man makes us despond. What is nihilism today if not
that? J

XIII

But to return to business: our inquiry into the origins of
that other notion of goodness, as conceived by the resent-
ful, demands to be completed. There is nothing very odd
about lambs disliking birds of prey, but this is no reason
for holding it against large birds of prey that they carry off
lambs. And when the lambs whisper among themselves,
.“J‘ hese birds of prey are evil, and does not this give us a
right to say that whatever is the opposite of a bird of prey
must be good?” there is nothing intrinsically wrong with
such an argument—though the birds of prey will look
somewhat quizzically and say, “We have nothing against
these good lambs; in fact, we love them; nothing tastes bet-
ter than a tender lamb.”—To expect that strength will not
manifest itself as strength, as the desire to overcome, to
appropriate, to have enemies, obstacles, and triumphs, is
every bit as absurd as to expect that weakness will mani-
fest itself as strength.|A quantum of strength is equivalent
to a quantum of urge, will, activity, and it is only the
snare of language (of the arch-fallacies of reason petrified
in language), presenting all activity as conditioned by an
agent—the “subject”—that blinds us to this fact. For, just
as popular superstition divorces the lightning from its bril-
liance, viewing the latter as an activity whose subject is
the lightning, so does popular morality divorce strength
from its manifestations, as though there were behind the
strong a neutral agent, free to manifest its strength or con-
tain it. But no such agent exists; jthere is no “being” be-
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hind the doing, acting, becoming; the “doer” has simply
been added to the deed by the imagination—the doing is
everything. The common man actually doubles the doing
by making the lightning flash; he states the same event
once as cause and then again as effect./The natural scien-
tists are no better when they say that “energy moves,”
“energy causes.” For all its detachment and freedom from
emotion, our science is still the dupe of linguistic habits;
it has never yet got rid of those changelings called “sub-
jects” The atom is one such changeling, another is the
Kantian “thing-in-itself.” Small wonder, then, that the
repressed and smoldering emotions of vengeance and
hatred have taken advantage of this superstition and in
fact espouse no belief more ardently than that it is within
the discretion of the strong to be weak, of the bird of prey
to be a lamb,\Thus they assume the right of calling the
bird of prey to account for being a bird of prey. We can
hear the oppressed, downtrodden, violated whispering
among themselves with the wily vengefulness of the im-
potent, “Let us be unlike those evil ones. Let us be good.
And the good shall be he who does not do violence, does
not attack or retaliate, who leaves vengeance to God, who,
like us, lives hidden, who shuns all that is evil, and alto-
gether asks very little of life—like us, the patient, the
humble, the just ones.” Read in cold blood, this means
nothing more than “We weak ones are, in fact, weak. It
is a good thing that we do nothing for which we are not
strong enough.” But this plain fact, this basic prudence,
which even the insects have (who, in circumstances of
great danger, sham death in order not to have to “do” too
much) has tricked itself out in the garb of quiet, virtuous
resignation, thanks to the duplicity of impotence—as
though the weakness of the weak, which is after all his
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essence, his natural way of being, his sole and inevitable
reality, were a spontaneous act, a meritorious deed.; This
sort of person requires the belief in a “free subject”-;ble
to choose indifferently, out of that instinct of self-preser-
vation which notoriously justifies every kind of lie. It may
well be that to this day the subject, or in popular language
the soul, has been the most viable of all articles of faith
simply because it makes it possible for the majority of
mankind—i.e., the weak and oppressed of every sort—to
practice the sublime sleight of hand which gives weakness
the appearance of free choice and one’s natural disposi-
tion the distinction of merit.

X1V

Would anyone care to learn something about the way in
which ideals are manufactured? Does anyone have the
nerve? . . . Well then, go ahead! There’s a chink through
which you can peck into this murky shop. But wait just
a moment, Mr. Foolhardy; your eyes must grow accus-
tomed to the fickle light. . . . All right, tell me what’s go-
ing on in there, audacious fellow; now I am the one who
is listening,

“I can’t see a thing, but I hear all the more. There’s a
low, cautious whispering in every nook and corner. I have
a notion these people are lying. All the sounds are sugary
and soft. No doubt you were right; they are transmuting
weakness into merit.”

“Go on.”

~“Impotence, which cannot retaliate, into kindness; pusil--
lanimity/into humility; submission before those one hates
into-obedience to One of whom they say that he has com-
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manded this submission—they call him God. The inoffen-
siveness of the weak, his cowardice, his ineluctable stand-
ing and waiting at doors, are being given honorific titles
such as patience; to be unable to avenge oneself is called
to be unwilling to avenge oneself—even forgiveness (“for
they know not what they do—we alone know what they
do”) Also there’s some talk of loving one’s enemy—ac-
companied by much sweat.”

“Go on.”

“Pm sure they are quite miserable, all these whisperers
and smalltime counterfeiters, even though they huddle
close together for warmth. But they tell me that this very
misery is the sign of their election by God, that one beats
the dogs one loves best, that this misery is perhaps also a
preparation, a test, a kind of training, perhaps even more
than that: something for which eventually they will be
compensated with tremendous interest—in gold? No, in
happiness. They call this bliss.”

“Go on.”

“Now they tell me that not only are they better than
the mighty of this earth, whose spittle they must lick (not
from fear—by no means—but because God commands us
to honor our superiors), but they are even better off, or at
least they will be better off someday. But I've had all I can
stand. The smell is too much for me. This shop where they
manufacture ideals seems to me to stink of lies.”

“But just a moment. You haven't told me anything about
the greatest feat of these black magicians, who precipitate
the white milk of loving-kindness out of every kind of
blackness. Haven’t you noticed their most consummate
sleight of hand, their boldest, finest, most brilliant trick?
Just watch! These vermin, full of vindictive hatred, what
are they brewing out of their own poisons? Have you ever
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heard vengeance and hatred mentioned?{ Would you ever
guess, if you only listened to their words, that these are
men bursting with hatred?”

“I see what you mean. I'll open my ears again—and stop
my nose. Now I can make out what they seem to have
been saying all along: ‘We, the good ones, are also the
just ones.” They call the thing they seek not retribution
but the triumph of justice; the thing they hate is not their
enemy, by no means—they hate injustice, ungodliness; the
thing they hope for and believe in is not vengeance, the
sweet exultation of vengeance (‘sweeter than honey’ as
Homer said) but ‘the triumph of God, who is just, over
the godless’; what remains to them to love on this earth is
not their brothers in hatred, but what they call their
‘brothers in love’—all who are good and just.”

“And what do they call that which comforts them in
all their sufferings—their phantasmagoria of future blissp”

“Do I hear correctly? They call it Judgment Day, the
coming of their kingdom, the ‘Kingdom of God. Mean-
while they live in ‘faith,’ in ‘love,’ in ‘hope.’ ”

“Stop! I've heard enough.”

Xv

Faith in what? Love for what? Hope of what? There can
be no doubt that these weaklings, too, want a chance to
be strong, to have their kingdom come. They call it simply
the Kingdom of God—what admirable humility! But in
order to have that experience one must live a very long
time, beyond death; one must have eternal life to indem-
nify oneself for that terrestrial life of faith, love, and hope.
Indemnify’ for what and by what means? . . . It seems
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to me that Dante committed a grave blunder when, with
disconcerting naiveté, he put over the gate of hell the in-
scription: “Me, too, eternal love created.” At any rate, the
inscription over the gate of the Christian paradise, with
its “eternal bliss,” would read more fittingly, “Me, too,
eternal hate created”—provided that it is fitting to place a
truth above the gateway to a lie, For in what, precisely,
does the bliss of that paradise consist? |

We may have guessed by now, but still it is well to have
the thing certified for us by a competent authority in these
matters, Thomas Aquinas, the great teacher and saint. Beati
in regno coelesti, he says, meek as a lamb, videbunt poenas
damnatorum, ut beatitudo illis magis complaceat. Or, if
the reader prefers, here is the same sentiment more force-
fully expressed by a triumphant Father of the Church
(Tertullian) who wishes to dissuade his Christians from
the cruel debauch of public spectacles—on what grounds?
“Our faith offers us so much more,” he writes in De
spectaculis, ch. 29 ff., “and something so much stronger.
Having been redeemed, joys of quite a different kind are
ours. We have martyrs instead of athletes. If we crave
blood, we have the blood of Christ. . . . But think what
awaits us on the day of his triumph!” And the rapt vision-
ary continues: “Yes, and there are still to come other
spectacles—that last, that eternal Day of Judgment, that
Day which the Gentiles never believed would come, that
Day they laughed at, when this old world and all its gen-
erations shall be consumed in one fire. Flow vast the
spectacle that day, and how wide! What sight shall wake
my wonder, what my laughter, my joy and exultation as
I see all those kings, those great kings, welcomed (we are
told) in heaven, along with Jove, along with those who
told of their ascent, groaning in the depths of darkness!

183



The Genealogy of Morals

And the magistrates who persecuted the name of Jesus,
liquefying in fiercer flames than they kindled in their rage
against the Christians! Those sages, too, the philosophers
blushing before their disciples as they blaze together, the
disciples whom they taught that God was concerned with
nothing, that men have no souls at all, or that what souls
they have shall never return to their former bodies! And,
then, the poets trembling before the judgment seat, not of
Rhadamanthus, not of Minos, but of Christ, whom they
never looked to scel And then there will be the tragic
actors to be heard, more vocal in their own tragedy; and the
players to be seen, lither of limb by far in the fire; and then
the charioteer to watch, red all over in the wheel of flame;
and, next, the athletes to be gazed upon, not in their gym-
nasiums but hurled in the fire—unless it be that not even
then would I wish to see them, in my desire rather to turn
an insatiable gaze on them who vented their rage and fury
on the Lord. ‘This is he,’ I shall say, ‘the son of the car-
penter or the harlot, (Tertullian here mimics Jewish
diatribe, as is shown by what immediately follows as well
as by his term for the mother of Jesus, which occurs in the
Talmud) the Sabbath-breaker, the Samaritan, who had a
devil. This is he whom you bought from Judas; this is he
who was struck with reed and fist, defiled with spittle,
given gall and vinegar to drink. This is he whom the dis-
ciples secretly stole away, that it might be said he had
risen—unless it was the gardener who removed him, lest
his lettuces should be trampled by the throng of visi-
tors!’” Such sights, such exultation—what praetor, consul,
quaestor, priest, will ever give you of his bounty? And yet
all these, in some sort, are ours, pictured through faith in
the imagination of the spirit. But what are those things
which eye hath not seen nor ear heard, nor ever entered
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into the heart of man (I Cor. 2:9)? Things of greater joy
than circus, theater, or amphitheater, or any stadium, I
believe.”* Per fidem: so it is written.

XVI

Let us conclude. The two sets of valuations, good/bad and
good/evil, have waged a terrible battle on this earth, last-
ing many millennia; and just as surely as the second set
has for a long time now been in the ascendant, so surely
are there still places where the battle goes on and the
issue remains in suspension. It might even be claimed that
by being raised to a higher plane the battle has become
much more profound. Perhaps there is today not a single
intellectual worth his salt who is not divided on that issue,
a battleground for those opposites. The watchwords of the
battle, written in characters which have remained legible
throughout human history, read: “Rome vs. Israel, Israel
vs. Rome.” No battle has ever been more momentous than
this one. Rome viewed Israel as a monstrosity; the Romans
regarded the Jews as convicted of hatred against the whole
of mankind—and rightly so if one is justified in associating
the welfare of the human species with absolute supremacy
of aristocratic values. But how did the Jews, on their part,
feel about Rome? A thousand indications point to the an-
swer. It is enough to read once more the Revelations of
St. John, the most rabid outburst of vindictiveness in all
recorded history, (We ought to acknowledge the profound
consistency of the Christian instinct in assigning this book
of hatred and the most extravagantly doting of the Gospels

1Translated by T. R. Glover.
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to the same disciple. There is a piece of truth hidden here,
no matter how much literary skulduggery may have gone
on.) The Romans were the strongest and most noble peo-
ple who ever lived. Every vestige of them, every least in-
scription, is a sheer delight, provided we are able to read
the spirit behind the writing. The Jews, on the contrary,
were the priestly, rancorous nation par excellence, though
possessed of an unequaled ethical genius; we need only
compare with them nations of comparable endowments,
such as the Chinese or the Germans, to sense which oc-
cupies the first rank. Has the victory so far been gained
by the Romans or by the Jews? But this is really an idle
question. Remember who it is before whom one bows
down, in Rome itself, as before the essence of all supreme
values—and not only in Rome but over half the globe,
wherever man has grown tame or desires to grow tame:
before three Jews and one Jewess (Jesus of Nazareth, the
fisherman Peter, the rug weaver Paul, and Maria, the
mother of that Jesus). This is very curious: Rome, with-
out a doubt, has capitulated. It is true that during the
Renaissance men witnessed a strange and splendid awak-
ening of the classical ideal; like one buried alive, Rome
stirred under the weight of a new Judaic Rome that looked
like an ecumenical synagogue and was called the Church.
But presently Israel triumphed once again, thanks to the
plebeian rancor of the German and English Reforma-
tion, together with its natural corollary, the restoration of
the Church—which also meant the restoration of ancient
Rome to the quiet of the tomb. In an even more decisive
sense did Israel triumph over the classical ideal through
the French Revolution. For then the last political noble-
ness Europe had known, that of seventeenth- and eight-
eenth-century France, collapsed under the weight of
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vindictive popular instincts. A wilder enthusiasm was
never seen. And yet, in the midst of it all, something tre-
mendous, something wholly unexpected happened: the
ancient classical ideal appeared incarnate and in unprec-
edented splendor before the eyes and conscience of man-
kind. Once again, stronger, simpler, more insistent than
ever, over against the lying shibboleth of the rights of the
majority, against the furious tendency toward leveling out
and debasement, sounded the terrible yet exhilarating
shibboleth of the “prerogative of the few.” Like a last sign-
post to an alternative route Napoleon appeared, most
isolated and anachronistic of men, the embodiment of the
noble ideal. It might be well to ponder what exactly Na-
poleon, that synthesis of the brutish with the more than
human, did represent. . . .

XVII

Woas it all over then? Had that greatest conflict of ideals
been shelved for good? Or had it only been indefinitely
adjourned? Might not the smoldering fire start up again
one day, all the more terrible because longer and more
secretly nourished? Moreover, should we not wish for this
event with all our hearts, and even help to promote it? If
the reader at this point begins to develop his own train of
thought, he is not likely soon to come to the end of it.
All the more reason why I should conclude, assuming that
I have made sufficiently clear what I mean by the danger-
ous slogan on the title page of my last book, Beyond Good
and Evil. At all events, I do not mean “beyond good and
bad.”
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noTE [ want to take this opportunity to express publicly
a wish which I have hitherto expressed only in occasional
conversations with scholars: that the philosophy department
of some leading university might offer a series of prizes for
essays on the evolution of moral ideas. Perhaps my present
book will help to encourage such a plan. I would propose the
following question, which deserves the attention of philolo-
gists, historians, and philosophers alike, What light does the
science of linguistics, especially the study of etymology, throw
on the evolution of moral ideas? However, it would also be
necessary for that purpose to enlist the assistance of physiol-
ogists and medical men. This can be most fittingly accom-
plished by the professional philosophers, who as a body have
shown such remarkable skill in the past in bringing about
amicable and productive relations between philosophy, on
the one hand, and physiology and medicine, on the other. It
should be stressed that all tables of values, all moral injunc-
tions, with which history and anthropology concern them-
selves, require first and foremost a physiological investiga-
tion and interpretation and next a critique on the part of
medical science. The question “What is this or that table of
values really worth?” must be viewed under a variety of per-
spectives, for the question “valuable to what end?” is one
of extraordinary complexity. For example, something obvi-
ously valuable in terms of the longest possible survival of a
race (or of its best adaptation to a given climate, or of the
preservation of its greatest numbers) would by no means
have the same value if it were a question of developing a
more powerful type. The welfare of the many and the wel-
fare of the few are radically opposite ends. To consider the
former @ priori the higher value may be left to the naiveté
of English biologists. All sciences are now under the obliga-
tion to prepare the ground for the future task of the philoso-
pher, which is to solve the problem of value, to determine
the true hierarchy of values.
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Second Essay

“curLt,” “BAD CONSCIENCE,”
AND RELATED MATTERS

I

.To breed an animal with the right to make promises—is
not this the paradoxical problem nature has set itsell with
regard to man? and is it not man’s true problem? That the
problem has in fact been solved to a remarkable degree
will seem all the more surprising if we do full justice to
the strong opposing force, the faculty of oblivion. Oblivion
is not merely a vis inertiae, as is often claimed, but an
active screening device, responsible for the fact that what
we experience and digest psychologically does not, in the
stage of digestion, emerge into consciousness any more
than what we ingest physically does. The role of this
active oblivion is that of a concierge: to shut temporarily
the doors and windows of consciousness; to protect us from
the noise and agitation with which our lower organs work
for or against one another; to introduce a little quiet into
our consciousness so as to make room for the nobler func-
tions and functionaries of our organism which do the
governing and planning. This concierge maintains order
and etiquette in the household of the psyche; which im-
mediately suggests that there can be no happiness, no
serenity, no hope, no pride, no present, without oblivion.
A man in whom this screen is damaged and inoperative
is like a dyspeptic (and not merely like one): he can’t be
done with anything. . . . Now this naturally forgetful
animal, for whom oblivion represents a power, a form of
strong health, has created for itself an opposite power,
that of remembering, by whose aid, in certain cases, obliv-
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