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EDITOR’S NOTE

Ir the men were to be named who most strongly have
affected the imagination and shaped the ideals of Germans
since the days of Bismarck, there can be little doubt that
the four men included in this volume would come first to
most people’s minds. For there is not a German living
today who has not, directly or indirectly, received a deci-
sive impulse and lasting inspiration from Schopenhauer’s
keen analysis of reality, from Richard Wagner’s glorifi-
cation of sensuous emotion, from Nietzsche’s exaltation of
the Superman, and from Emperor William’s noble concep-
tion of Germany’s intellectual and moral mission.

It is a particular satisfaction that the gracious permis-
sion of His Majesty the German Emperor made it possible
to link him here, through selections from his speeches
dealing with religion, social reform, art, education, and
sport, with those other three intellectual leaders of con-
temporary Germany; and the Editors and Publishers of
TaE GerMaN CLassics desire, in this place also, to express
their sincere gratitude for the favor bestowed upon them.

That Max Klinger and Hans Thoma should have been
foremost among the artists selected for the illustration
of this volume, needs, I believe, no explanation.

Ku~xo Francke.






ARTHUR SCHOPENHAUER AND HIS
PHILOSOPHY

By Mary WHiToN CaLxins, Litt.D., LL.D.
Professor of Philosophy, Wellesley College

row e a h1ghly consistent thought-order
which has, up to this time, come into no
man’s head. The book * * * will later
become the source and suggestion of a
hundred others. * * * It is equally far
removed from the bombastic, empty and senseless wordi-
ness of the new philosophical school and from the vague
commonplace chit-chat of the pre-Kantian period. The
style is clear yet forcible and, I may add, not without
beauty; for only he who has genuine thoughts of his own
has a genuine style. I set a high value on my work; for I
regard it as the full fruit of my life.””*

One imagines that Schopenhauer’s publisher, Friedrich
Arnold Brockhaus, to whom these words were written, must
have smiled at the naiveté of this self-glorification. Yet
sober-minded commentators have repeated Schopenhauer’s
estimate of his great work, The World as Will and Idea.
It is true that he exaggerates the divergence of his system
from those of his contemporaries, whose work he designates
as ‘‘ empty verbiage,’’ and true also that the crities have
found gaps and flaws in the vaunted thought-order. Yet
the profundity of Schopenhauer’s insight and the keenness
of his criticism, the breadth of his outlook and the richness
of his culture, and finally the clearness and charm of his
style unite to make of The World as Will and Idea a master-
piece of philosophy and of literature. And, more exactly

(ll’lasmcs

* Quoted in Gwinner, Schopenhauer’s Leben, 3d edition, p. 125.

Vor. XV—1 [1}
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than Schopenhauer could have realized when he wrote them,
his last words in the quoted passage state the bare fact.
For The World as Will and Idea is the final formulation
of Schopenhauer’s philosophy; the doctrines of his earlier
books are embodied in it; and his later works are but appli-
cations and supplements of its teachings. This granted, it
follows that the book was indeed the ‘¢ full fruit?’’ of
Schopenhauer’s life which, apart from its intellectual crea-
tiveness, was singularly self-centred, trivial and petty,
devoid of great sympathies and of compelling loyalties.
Arthur Schopenhauer was born in February, 1788, in
Dantzig. His father, a great merchant and landowner, was
a man of wide if rather superficial culture, of keen intellect
and of obstinate will. His mother, Johanna Schopenhauer,
was a light-hearted, attractive and self-seeking woman who
shared her husband’s interest in society, in art, in contem-
porary literature and in travel. Henry Schopenhauer, a
“ proud republican ’’ (as his son later described him) left
his home in 1793, at the time of the second partition of
Poland, when Dantzig ceased to exist as a free city, and
took up his residence in Hamburg. He destined his son to
the freedom and power of a position, like his own, in high
commerce, and proceeded to prepare the boy for such a life
by a curiously cosmopolitan training. Arthur Schopen-
hauer spent his ninth and tenth years, the happiest period
—he tells us— of his childhood, in Havre in the family of
a friend of his father. Henry Schopenhauer seems to have
gloated over the fact that the boy, on his return, had all but
forgotten his native German. His training in English fol-
lowed, a few years later, when he spent two months in an
English boarding school in the course of a two-years’
journey with his parents through France, Switzerland, and
England. From entries in his journal during these months
of travel we learn how temperamental was his pessimism.
We read that he lost all enjoyment in travel at sight of the
‘“ miserable huts and wretched people;’’ and he exclaims
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at the horror of the ¢ utterly joyless and hopeless life of
the wretched galley slaves ’’ whom he saw at Toulon. This
long journey was memorable for Schopenhauer because as
price of it his father had exacted from him a promise to
enter, on his return to Hamburg, upon a systematic course
of commercial training. The two years which followed were
in a way the hardest of his life. His work was at every
point uncongenial, and the prospect of a merchant’s career
became with every day more intensely distasteful. The
conviction that he had bargained away his life at the very
outset of it embittered him; yet his always keen sense of
honesty made it seem to him impossible to retract the prom-
ise he had given—the more impossible after the sudden
death, in April, 1805, of his father. In the end, however,
his accountant’s desk became intolerable and he obtained
his mother’s consent to undertake the preparation of him-
self for the university. The first months of his classical
study were spent at Gotha and were terminated by the
unlucky publication of certain clever verses in which he had
satirized one of his gymnasium teachers. The letters in
which his mother ecomments on this event indicate that
Schopenhauer was already characterized, not only by that
sensitiveness to misery and ugliness which his journals
have disclosed, but by the unsympathetic self-assertiveness
which marked him and isolated him through life.
Immediately on her husband’s death Johanna Schopen-
hauer had taken up her residence in Weimar—known
throughout Germany as ¢ court of the Muses.’”” She was a
woman of lively social instinet, with the culture due to wide
travel and to the unhampered reading of poetry and
romance; she was sensitive to the impressions she made,
capable of delicate flattery, in full control of her sympathies,
and responsive to every change in her personal environment.
She reached Weimar precisely in the time of confusion
which accompanied and followed the battle of Jena, and
within a few weeks ‘¢ the welding power of great common
experiences together with her social charm, her generosity,
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and her talents had won her the friendship of all the celebri-
ties of the town.”’* In her salon one might meet Goethe,
Wieland, Grimm, Fernow, the Schlegels, and other men of
distinction. Even her bourgeois origin was overlooked,
and she was received at the ducal court of Karl August.

In these congenial surroundings Frau Schopenhauer lived
a blissfully contented life and she was wholly determined
not to be disturbed in it by her troublesome son. After
the Gotha episode she made arrangements for his coming
to Weimar, to study under the hellenist scholar, Passow,
and carefully provided that he should live apart from her,
dining with her every day but, for the rest, ‘¢ living his own
life ’? as if she were not in Weimar. He was welcome to be
present at her two weekly evenings at home but only on the
condition that he would refrain from his ¢ painful dis-
putes > and his ‘‘ endless lamentations over the stupid
world and the misery of mankind.’’ ¢¢ This sort of thing,”’
she adds, ¢“ always gives me a poor night and bad dreams —
and I like to sleep well.”” * * * ¢ You are not without
spirit and culture,’’ she assures her son, ¢‘ but you are an
unendurable bore and I regard it to the last degree difficult
to live with you. All your good qualities are obscured by
your super-cleverness and are useless to the world, because
you can’t control your passion for finding fault with every
one except yourself and for reforming and ruling every-
body. * * * Itis essential to my happiness to know that
you are contented, but not to be a witness of your con-
tentment.”’ The naive selfishness of this communication
from a mother to her son need not obscure the partial
accuracy of her estimate of him. Johanna Schopenhauer
did scant justice to the relentless keenness of observation
on which Arthur Schopenhauer’s pessimism is so firmly
based, but she rightly diagnosed the exaggerated self-con-
cern which narrowed his sympathies, intellectual and
personal.

* Gwinner, Schopenhauer’s Leben, p. 37.
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After two years of training, for the most part under
private teachers, Schopenhauer had accomplished the
equivalent of a gymnasium course and matriculated at the
University of Gottingen. His two years here are significant
chiefly for the ardor with which he threw himself into the
study of the natural sciences, then at the very dawn of their
renaissance period, and for the zeal with which he followed
the advice of his philosophical professor, Schulze, to study
mainly the masters, Plato and Kant. From Géttingen he
went on to Berlin where he spent three semesters and pur-
posed to take his degree. The outbreak of war occasioned
a swift change of plan. ‘Convinced, as he says, that he ¢‘ was
not born to help humanity with his fists,”” Schopenhauer
betook himself to a more peaceful scene. So, while Fichte,
giving over what Schopenhauer later deseribed contemptu-
ously as his ‘¢ algebraic comparisons of ego with non-ego *’
was exhorting and inciting student-soldiers in camp (him-
self with difficulty. dissuaded from undertaking military
service), Schopenhauer in Rudolstadt, a peaceful valley
untroubled by ‘¢ the sight of a soldier or of the sound of a
trumpet,’”” was calmly finishing his doctor’s dissertation
and negotiating with the University of Jena for his degree.

After making his doctorate Schopenhauer returned for
a few months to Weimar. His dissertation, a brilliant essay
on The Fourfold Root of the Principle of Sufficient Reason,
brought him into personal contact with Goethe who, struck
by the independence of the young writer, and especially
interested in his intuitional conception of geometry, sought
to interest him in the optical experiments and to convert
him to the color theory which were at that period absorbing
the great poet’s marvelously versatile mind. Schopen-
hauver availed himself most eagerly of the opportunity to
come into intimate relation with Goethe and threw himself
with avidity into the optical experimentation, but he was
too independent to become a disciple and too speculatively
inclined not to turn his investigation to the account of his
idealistic philosophy. So it happened that Schopenhauer’s
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second publication, an essay On Vision and Colors, seemed
to Goethe the work of an opponent and brought to an end
the intercourse between them.

A second significant event of these months in Weimar
was Schopenhauer’s introduction, through Friedrich Majer,
to the literature of Hindu philosophy and religion. From
a personal viewpoint this period is noteworthy for bringing
to a head the estrangement between Schopenhauer and his
family. From the day that he left Weimar, in 1814, he
never again saw either his mother or his sister. In truth,
with the possible exception of the tie which bound him to
his father, there are mo strong personal relations in
Schopenhauer’s life. He made friends, now and again, but
either their intercourse was violently interrupted or it fell
away with time. Only the society, in later life, of his few
disciples seemed to be permanently congenial.

The four years between 1814 and 1818, in which Schopen-
hauer was thrilling with the toilsome delight of giving form
and content to his supreme creation, The World as Will
and Idea, were spent in Dresden, ‘‘ the Florence of Ger-
many ’—a fitting birthplace for Schopenhauer’s system
of philosophy, since for him philosophy is not a science but
an art. There followed a period of Italian travel —a year
of engrossment in pleasure, esthetic and sensual, yet a year
of disappointment because of the inadequate and infrequent
recognition of his magnum opus. In 1820, prompted per-
haps by a threatened financial disaster (the occasion for
fresh embroilment with his mother and his sister), Schopen-
hauer decided to enter on a career of academic activity and
‘“ habilitated ’ as privat-docent in Berlin. With character-
istic self-assurance he chose for his lectures the very hours
at which Hegel, the idol of the philosophical publie, held
forth to enthusiastic hearers. The result might well have
embittered a man far less vain than Schopenhauer; for the
lectures were all but unvisited by students and all but
ignored by Schopenhauer’s colleagues. Comparing today
his lucid, brilliant, and (at many points) profound writings



SCHOPENHAUER 7

with the philosophic output, involved in style, barbarous
in terminology, and wearisome for repetition, of Fichte
and of Hegel, we exclaim with amazement almost equaling
Schopenhauer’s at students who would crowd Hegel’s
lecture rooms, leaving Schopenhauer’s empty, and would
read Fichte’s endless and awkward Darstellungen in
preference to Schopenhauer’s consummately perfected
masterpiece.

Probably, however, the case stood thus: Schopenhauer
never got a hearing at all; the ‘“public ”’ did not prefer
Hegel to Schopenhauer, for it never fairly heard the
younger man who, stung by neglect, never again lectured
in Berlin, though for some years he regularly announced
his courses. It was characteristic of him to attribute his
failure to the jealousy of the ‘¢ professors of philosophy ’’
(always on his lips a term of contempt), whom he ever after
pursued with virulent and futile invective. These undigni-
fied outpourings fill the most unpleasant pages of his
writings. For in these passionate outcries against his
contemporaries Schopenhauer loses the clearness of vision
and the intellectnal honesty which are his finest traits. In
his student days at Berlin he had attended Fichte’s lectures
and had read some of his books, and so, though his com-
ments often indicate his failure to descry Fichte’s meaning
through the cloud of Fichte’s words, the contempt which
he heaps upon ¢‘Fichtean wind-baggery’’ (Fichtesche
Windbeutelei) may be partly justified. Whether or not
unjust it was certainly also not unnatural that Schopen-
hauer should attribute to their religious orthodoxy the suec-
cess of Hegel and of other ‘¢ professors of philosophy,’’ and
that he should explain the lack of interest in his own work
by the fact that, unlike these others, he could not, every few
months, ¢ give the latest news of der liebe Gott.”” But it is
admitted that Schopenhauer never heard, or carefully read,
Hegel ; and it surely is wounded vanity, not dispassionate
oriticism, which characterizes Hegel as a ¢‘ common charla-
tan,”” ‘“ an inspired sheep,’”’ and which describes Hegel’s
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philosophy as ‘‘ empty, hollow, and even nauseating
verbiage.”’

Schopenhauer lived forty years longer, but the external
history of these years is easily told. He journeyed a second
time to Italy; he spent a year in Munich; he lived in Dres-
den for awhile. He interested himself, fruitlessly, in a
translation of Kant into English. Berlin had become hate-
ful to him, but he did not finally forsake it until, in 1831,
the fear of cholera drove him from the irritating yet
exhilarating neighborhood of ¢‘ professors of philosophy *’
to Frankfurt, selected for its beautiful situation. Here he
lived for the remaining years of his life in a morose sort of
tranquillity. The patriotic uprising in 1848 temporarily
disturbed this outer serenity and, with his customary free-
dom from all patriotic feeling, he welcomed the Austrian
soldiers who quelled the outburst. For nearly twenty years
he had written nothing of any sigmificance, but in 1836 he
published The Will in Nature, a series of essays on the
‘¢ corroborations ’’ which his philosophy had ‘¢ received at
the hands of empirical science.’”” Five years later there
appeared two little ethical treatises, The Freedom of the
Human Will-and The Basis of Morality. A second edition
of The World as Will and Idea, enlarged by a new volume
of illustration and commentary, followed in 1844. F'inally,
in 1851, Schopenhauer published that brilliant ‘¢ medley *’
of essays under the title Parerga and Paralipomena, which
brought him tardy fame. With his usual lucidity, his in-
cisive comment, his wealth of illustration, and his always
individual emphasis he discusses university philosophy,
religion, spiritualistic phenomena, art and archzology,
literature and language, age and sex. An enthusiastic
notice in The Westminster Review called the attention of
(termany no less than of England to Schopenhauer. And so
at last the years of neglect were atoned for and Schopen-
haver was rewarded for the admirable independence of
spirit which had forbidden him through all these years,
despite his craving for approval, to shape his style to the
popular model, to modify or to re-phrase his teaching.
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It is true that Schopenhauer’s admirers belonged for the
most part to the unacademic walks of life, yet even some of
the universities undertook the study of his system and he
had the pleasure of declining with scorn an invitation to
membership in the Berlin Academy. Thus, during the last
decade of his life, Schopenhauer was read, lectured about,
and pointed out to tourists; while all his books appeared
in new editions. He himself lived tranquilly (on the ground
floor, through fear of fire), dining at the Hotel d’Angleterre,
taking long walks in the company of his poodle, Atma, read-
ing and writing and playing the flute in a study whose treas-
ured ornaments were a bust of Kant, a portrait of Goethe,
and a figure of Buddha. He met death tranquilly, though
he had for so long a time spent his best energy in avoiding it.

No German philosopher needs exposition so little as
Schopenhauer, and the extracts which follow admirably
summarize his teaching. Yet an indication of the sources
of it, an even briefer summary of the content of it, and a
suggestion of its philosophic affiliations may profitably be
added to this narrative of the philosopher’s life.

‘¢ The world,”” so Schopenhauer begins, ‘‘is my idea.”’
Narrowly scrutinized, an external object turns out to be an
idea in my mind. When I say, for example, that I see a
colored disk, what I really know is that I am having an
experience: the disk is my percept. Moreover, this world
which is thus, in Schopenhauer’s words, ¢ object only in
relation to the subject’’ is an ordered world; the laws
which order it reduce to one fundamental ¢‘ law of sufficient
reason ’’—the relatedness of every object to other objects;*
and this law is not extra-mental but is itself a mode of know-
ing, a function of the subject.

This, however, is a superficial account, though correct as
far as it goes. As so far described, the world of physical
phenomena and of psychic contents is mere appearance, and
we have still to seek for its inner reality. But the only way

* The World as Will and Idea, Book 1., Secs. 2 ff.
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to discover reality is through examination of that object
of my immediate certainty, myself; and nothing is known
to us wholly and with real immediacy except the will.*
What I really am is, in other words, my willing self. My
body, ordinarily regarded as the physical object of whose
existence I am most certain, is in reality nothing other than
objectified will; and the bodily reaction is the mere appear-
ance of the reality which I know as my volition.t

If my body, then, is simply my idea, and if my idea is a
phenomenon whose reality is my will, it follows that the
universe has narrowed to the limit of my single, individual
self. But I observe all about me other bodies similar to my
body and in intimate connection with it; and I argue, from
this close analogy, that each of these other bodies, sinece it
1s admitted to be in appearance like my own body, an idea,
resembles my body in inner essence also. This inner reality
1s, as has appeared, ‘‘ what we call—will.”’{ And, this
step once taken, all objects in the world, inorganic as well
as organic phenomena, make good their claim to be regarded
as objectified will. For there is no sharp line to be drawn
between animal and plant, between plant and ecrystal.
¢ The force,”” Schopenhauer asserts, ‘‘ which vegetates in
the plants, even the force through which the ecrystal ex-
pands, the force with which the magnet turns to the pole
¥ * * vyes, even gravity which so powerfully strives in
all matter—these all * * * [are identical with that
which] * * * iscalled will. * * * Will is the inner-
most nature, the kernel of every individual and of the
whole; it appears in every blindly working nature-force;
it appears also in the reflective activity of man, for the great
diversity of these two is only in the degree of the manifes-
tation, not in the essential nature of that which manifests
itself.””§ Tt will be noted from this quotation that Schopen-

* Op. cit., Book 1L, Sec. 22.

T Op. cit., Book I1., Secs. 18 ff.
1 Op. cit., Book II1., Sec. 20.

§ Ibid., Sec. 21, p. 37.
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hauer not only conceives of every phenomenon as a mani-
festation of will, but that he implies— without argument
it must be admitted — the conception of the universe as con-
sisting in its ultimate essence of One Will. ‘‘As a magic
lantern,’’ he says, ‘‘ shows many and manifest pictures but
there is only one and the same flame which makes them all
visible, so in all the manifold phenomena which fill the world
the one will is that which manifests itself.””*

It is evidently of highest importance to know more pre-
cisely what Schopenhauer means by the will which consti-
tutes reality; and it is disconcerting to find that with all his
emphasis upon its one-ness, with all his insistence on the
fact that we know reality only ‘“in the most immediate
consciousness of every man,’’ with all his teaching that
¢ every force in nature ’’ must be ¢‘ thought as will >’ —he
yet conceives of will, so far as it is manifested in nature, as
a ‘‘blind inexorable pressure (Drang) of unconscious
nature ’’ which only gradually rises to consciousness. Con-
scious will, in Schopenhauer’s view of it, is synonymous
with unsated desire. ‘‘"The striving,’’ he says, ‘¢ of all the
manifestations of will can never be filled or satisfied. Every
goal attained is merely the starting-point of a new race.”” t
Hence the ceaseless struggle which we observe and experi-
ence. ‘‘ Everywhere in nature we see combat. * * *
Every animal becomes the prey of another. * * * The
will to live forever devours itself.”’ {

It may be noted that this complete identification of will
with desire in which, as will appear, both the pessimism
and the ethics of Schopenhauer are rooted, is an untenable
position. This may be confidently asserted on the testimony
of that immediate consciousness of self which is Schopen-
hauer’s authority for the doctrine that will is ultimate
reality. To will is not to yearn, to desire helplessly; in my
will T assert, I affirm myself —in opposition, it may be, to

* Op. cit., Book 11., Sec. 28.

} Op. cit., Book II., Sec. 29.
$ Op. cit., Book II., Sec. 27.
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unattained objects of desire. Thus there falls away the
theoretic foundation for the pessimism by which Schopen-
hauer is best known. Granted his premises—that the
world is will and that will consists in forever yearning for
what can never be attained — and it follows that the world
is, as Schopenhauer called it, the worst possible, a pen-
dulum ‘¢ endlessly swinging,’’ as he said, ‘‘ between pain
and ennui, * * * a constant struggle for life with a cer-
tainty of losing it in the end.””* The real strength of
Schopenhauer’s pessimism lies, however, not in its deri-
vation from a questionable psychological analysis and an
incompletely argued metaphysical doctrine, but in the piti-
less accuracy of his empirical observation, in his merciless
arraignment of life, in his refusal to be put off with the
circular arguing of theists of Leibniz’s type who deduce
Grod’s goodness merely from a one-sided observation of the
good things in the world and then justify the evils of nature
on the ground that the objects of a good God’s will must be
good.

Schopenhauer’s ethical doctrine connects itself closely
with this fundamentally pessimistic appraisal of the uni-
verse. The world is will and the world is evil—how meet
the evil, then, save by negating the will? Such negation of
the will may take two forms. (1) Obviously, human misery
is largely due to the clash of human wills. Every human
being, vaguely conscious of himself as embodiment of the
One Will, behaves instinctively as if he were the onmly
embodiment thereof, as if the universe were his—or he.
Human goodness consists therefore in the attainment of
the insight that these my fellow men also are manifestations
of the One Will. Thus ¢ the good man makes a less than
ordinary difference between himself and others * * *
recognizes himself, his very self, his’ will, in every being
¥ * * therefore also in him who suffers.”’+ At its height
this sympathy, or pity, becomes self-sacrifice and the good

* Op. cit., Book IV., Sec. 57.
+ Op. cit., Book IV., Sec. 66.
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man will therefore ‘¢ sacrifice his own well-being and his
life for others.”” ‘¢ So died Codrus,’”’ Schopenhauer ex-
claims, ‘‘ so died Leonidas, Regulus, Decius Mus, Arnold
von Winkelried—so dies every man who consciously goes
to certain death for his friends and his fatherland.””*
(2) Im its highest form self-negation becomes, for Schopen-
hauer, what he calls a denial of the will to live—a mystic
sort of ‘¢ entire will-less-ness.”’ It is difficult, here, to dis-
cover his meaning. He evidently has in mind a state,
equivalent to the Buddhist’s Nirvana, which he further
describes as a ‘‘ perfect ocean-stillness of the mind.”” Loss
of desire and loss of individuality are its essential char-
acters, and he says explicitly (without seeming to notice
the inconsistency) that it must be ‘¢ freely willed.”’ +
Schopenhauer himself summarizes his moral teaching, on
its more comprehensible positive side, in the sentence:
“A happy life is impossible; the highest summit which a
man can attain is a heroic life.””${ These words, like the
splendid glorification of Leonidas and Regulus, irresistibly
recall to the reader, by force of the sorry contrast, Schopen-
hauer’s unpatriotic flight from Berlin in 1813, his petty
quarrels, his ungenerous economies, his insatiate vanity.
To conclude that Schopenhauer’s ethics is bare hypocrisy
or conscious affectation would be to deal in superficial
criticism. His conception of the good life as the life of
sympathy is, in part, one of his swift intuitions, in part the
reasoned result alike of his keen observation and of his
metaphysical theory. But it is the chief tragedy of Scho-
penhauner’s life that his ethies remains always vision or
theory or quasi-esthetic estimate of life and never trans-
lates itself into action. As Kuno Fischer says, ‘‘ he wit-
nesses the tragedy of universal misery — himself seated in
a very comfortable fauteuil.”” It is only fair to add that
he is no light-hearted spectator. The feeling which does not
overflow in action embitters all his life. Too self-seeking

* Op. cit,, Book IV, Sec. 67.
} Op. cit., Book IV., Sec. 68.
1 Parerga, 11., Sec. 172.
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ever to yield himself to an absorbing devotion, he is yet
always conscious of his need of other men.

This very summarized account of Schopenhauer’s teach-
ing must dismiss also with briefest mention the richly sig-
nificant esthetic theory of Part IIT of The World as Will
and Idea. In its central doctrine this differs less than
Schopenhauner acknowledges from Kant’s esthetic theory.
But no one has ever set forth more persuasively or with
ampler illustration the truth that the esthetic consciousness
is an absorption of the subject in the beautiful object. In
terms of Schopenhauer’s underlying doctrine, the subject
tears himself ‘¢ free from the service of the will >’ and
“ wholly loses himself ’? in the object; and this objeect, unlike
the phenomena of science, is, as it were, cut free from its
environment, is not thought of as causally related or deter-
mined, is—in a word—mno longer subordinated to ‘¢ the
law of sufficient reason.””* The esthetic consciousness thus
furnishes a temporary escape alike from the insatiable will
to live and from the rationalizing habit of the scientific con-
sciousness. It is much to be regretted that Schopenhauer
burdens his acute analysis and vivid account of the esthetic
consciousness by the quite disparate conception of the
beautiful object as what he calls a ‘¢ Platonic Idea ’’—that
is, as the permanent ¢‘ form ’” of a whole class of things.
For it is, to say the least, doubtful whether Schopenhauer
rightly interprets Plato, and it is certain that— as he him-
self has insisted —esthetic experience is concerned not at
all with classes but with individuals.

The careful reader of Schopenhauer will neither deny the
entire independence of his thought, nor yet agree with the
philosopher’s own self-satisfied estimate of its essential
originality. Schopenhauer himself never tires of repeatedly
acknowledging his debt to the Upanishads, ‘¢ the consola-
tion,’” he says, ‘¢ of my life,”” and he calls Kant and Plato
his masters. Obviously, as he does not fail to indicate, his
idealistic point of view is not merely that of Kant, but of

* Op. cit., Book III., Sec. 34.
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Hume and Berkeley; his distinction between appearance
and reality is made in Oriental philosophies, by Plato, and
by Kant as well; and his conception of the universe as a
numerically one being, manifested in many shapes, was
perhaps suggested by Plato and certainly is the funda-
mental insight of Vedantic philosophy. Yet, with the pos-
sible exception of the unargued monistic doctrine, none of
these conceptions is merely borrowed by Schopenhauer.
He has, as it were, re-discovered each for himself, he has
seen the truth ¢‘ with his own eyes and not with those of
another,”” and he has formulated it in his own way. But
Schopenhauer, not unlike other writers of his own day and
of ours, is seemingly blind to the likeness of his teachings
to those of his immediate contemporaries. He does not see
that, like Fichte and Schelling, he has really combined
Spinoza’s substance with Kant’s noumenal self; and he is
far from suspecting that Hegel has gone further than he
toward the attainment of this vaguely realized goal of the
post-Kantian philosophers.

Even so slight a study of the relation of Schopenhauer
to predecessors and contemporaries would be incomplete
without any reference to three other sources.* With all his
opposition to Judaism and to traditional Christianity,
Schopenhauer was strongly impressed by New Testament
exhortations to pity and by certain church teachings—
notably by the doctrine of original sin. He was, in the sec-
ond place, perhaps insensibly influenced by the prevailing
romanticism of the day; at any rate, he shared with the
romantic school his subordination of reflection to intuition,
his melancholy outlook and the subjectivistic side of his
philosophy. More important is the influence on Schopen-
hauver’s writing of his eager'study of natural science. He
pursued these studies with ardor, not only in his university
vears but in his later reading. The results of his wide and
detailed study are everywhere apparent in his philosophy
of nature, though, as has been suggested, his nature phi-

* Cf. Th. Ruyssen, Schopenhauer, pp. 97-108.
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losophy is imperfectly combined with the outcome of his
more purely metaphysical thinking.

There are two reasons for the comparative neglect of
Schopenhauer nowadays. The student in search of a thor-
oughly consistent system of post-Kantianism, pushed to its
furthest limits, will find himself impelled beyond Schopen-
hauer to Hegel. The reader, on the other hand, less con-
cerned for entire consistency and for speculative complete-
ness, may find the essential teachings of Schopenhauer in
more modern and therefore more alluring guise. Thus, he
who seeks an epigrammatic and bitter exposé of the weak-
nesses of human society has but to turn to Nietzsche — who,
to be sure, has little save his pessimism in common with
Schopenhauer, for of metaphysical groundwork he has none
and in his ethics he diverges sharply from Schopenhauer’s
teaching that virtue consists in pity and in sympathy. To
Nietzsche such an ethical doctrine is an instance of the
despised Christian ¢‘ slave-morality.”’ In its place he sets
an ideal, derived alike from his pessimistic conception of
society and from the Darwinian hypothesis of evolution
through the survival of the fittest. The suppression of the
weak by the strong, the aggrandizement of the rich at the
expense of the poor, the evolution after this fashion of a
superman — this, according to Nietzsche, is the goal of the
moral life; and in the development of this, his central thesis,
he certainly loses sight of his Schopenhauerian starting
point. Far closeris the likeness of Bergson, foremost of the
figures on the modern philosophic stage, to Schopenhauer.
Even Bergson’s account of time, so different from the
Kantian conception which Schopenhauer adopted, finds its
parallel in Schopenhauer’s treatment of the evolution of
will in nature. Both writers are intuitionists believing that
philosophy is essentially insight, not reasoning; and both
are voluntarists, for Bergson’s élan vital, that on-rushing
life-current breaking up into individmals and species, is
to all intents and purposes, one with Schopenhauer’s
Will to live.
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Book I— TrE WorLD as IpEa

§1

—Gezman THE world is my idea >’—this is a truth which

( j holds good for everything that lives and

knows, though man alone can bring it inte
(musics Seats |

reflective and abstraet consciousness. If he
really does this, he has attained to philo-
sophical wisdom. It then becomes clear and certain to
him that what he knows is not a sun and an earth, but only
an eye that sees a sun, a hand that feels an earth; that the
world which surrounds him is there only as idea, i. e., only
in relation to something else, the consciousness, which is
himself. If any truth can be asserted a priori, it is this,
for it is the expression of the most general form of all
possible and thinkable experience—a form which is more
general than time, or space, or causality, for they all pre-
suppose it, and each of these, which we have seen to be
just so many modes of the principle of sufficient reason,
is valid only for a particular class of ideas; whereas the
antithesis of object and subject is the common form of all
these classes, is that form under which alone any idea of
whatever kind it may be, abstract or intuitive, pure or
empirical, is possible and thinkable. No truth therefore
is more certain, more independent of all others, and less
in need of proof, than this: that all that exists for knowl-

* Permission Kegan Paul, Trench, Triibner & Co., Ltd., London.
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edge, and therefore this whole world, is only object in
relation to subject, perception of a perceiver —in a word,
idea. This is obviously true of the past and the future,
as well as of the present, of what is farthest off, as of
what is near; for it is true of time and space themselves,
in which alone these distinctions arise. All that in any
way belongs or can belong to the world is inevitably thus
conditioned through the subject, and exists only for the
subject. The world is idea.

r'his truth is by no means new. It was implicitly
invoived in the sceptical reflections from which Descartes
started. Berkeley, however, was the first who distinetly
enunciated it, and by this he has rendered a permanent
service to philosophy, even though the rest of his teaching
should not endure. Kant’s primary mistake was the neg-
lect of this principle. How early again this truth was
recognized by the wise men of India, appearing indeed as
the fundamental tenet of the Vedanta philosophy aseribed
to Vyasa, is pointed out by Sir William Jones in the last
of his essays, On the Philosophy of the Asiatics (Astatic
Researches, vol. iv, p. 164), where he says: ‘¢ The funda-
mental tenet of the Vedanta school consisted not in deny-
ing the existence of matter, that is, of solidity, impenetra-
bility, and extended figure (to deny which would be lunacy),
but in correcting the popular notion of it, and in contend-
ing that it has no essence independent of mental perception;
that existence and perceptibility are convertible terms.’’
These words adequately express the compatibility of em-
pirical reality and transcendental ideality.

In this first book, then, we consider the world only from
this side, only so far as it is idea. The inward reluctance
with which any one accepts the world as merely his idea,
warns him that this view of it, however true it may be, is
nevertheless one-sided, adopted in consequence of some
arbitrary abstraction; and yet it is a conception from which
he can never free himself. The defectiveness of this view
will be corrected in the next book by means of a truth
which is not so immediately certain as that from which
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we start here—a truth at which we can arrive only by
deeper research and more severe abstraction, by the sepa-
ration of what is different and the union of what is iden-
tical. This truth, which must be very serious and impres-
sive if not awful to every one, is that a man can also say
and must say, ‘‘ The world is my will.”’

In this first book, however, we must consider separately
that aspect of the world from which we start, its aspect
as knowable, and therefore, in the meantime, we must, with-
out reserve, regard all presented objects, even our own
bodies (as we shall presently show more fully), merely as
ideas, and call them merely ideas; by so doing we always
abstract from will (as we hope to make clear to every one
further on), which by itself constitutes the other aspect
of the world. For as the world is in one aspect entirely
tdea, so in another it is entirely will. A reality, however,
which is neither of these two, but an object in itself (into
which the thing in itself has unfortunately dwindled in the
hands of Kant), is the phantom of a dream.

§ 2

That which knows all things and is known by none is
the subject. Thus it is the supporter of the world, that
condition of all phenomena, of all objects, which is always
presupposed throughout experience; for all that exists,
exists only for the subject. Every one finds himself to be
subject, yet only in so far as he knows, not in so far as
he is an object of knowledge. But his body is object, and
therefore from this point of view we call it idea. For the
body is an object among objects and is conditioned by the
laws of objects, although it is an immediate object. Like
all objects of perception, it lies within the universal forms
of knowledge, time, and space, which are the conditions of
multiplicity. The subject, on the contrary, which is always
the knower, never the known, does not come under these
forms, but is presupposed by them; it has therefore neither
multiplicity nor its opposite, unity. We never know it,
but it is always the knower wherever there is knowledge.
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So then the world as idea, the only aspect in which we
consider it at present, has two fundamental, necessary, and
inseparable halves. The one half is the object, the forms of
which are space and time, and, through these, multiplicity.
The other half is the subject, which is not in space and
time, for it is present, entire, and undivided, in every per-
cipient being. So that any one percipient being, with the
object, constitutes the whole world as idea just as fully
as the existing millions could do; but if this one were to
disappear, then the whole world as idea would cease to be.
These halves are therefore inseparable even for thought,
for each of the two has meaning and existence only through
and for the other, each appears with the other and van-
ishes with it. They limit each other immediately ; where the
object begins the subject ends. The universality of this
limitation is-shown by the fact that the essential and hence
universal forms of all objects, space, time, and causality,
may, without knowledge of the object, be discovered and
fully known from a consideration of the subject, i. e., in
Kantian language, they lie a priori in our consciousness.
That he discovered this is one of Kant’s principal merits,
and it is a great one. I however go beyond this, and main-
tain that the principle of sufficient reason is the general
expression for all these forms of the object of which we
are a priori conscious; and that therefore all that we know
purely a priori, is merely the content of that principle and
what follows from it; in it all our certain a priori knowl-
edge is expressed. In my essay on the principle of sufficient
reason I have shown in detail how every possible object
comes under it, that is, stands in a necessary relation to
other objects, on the one side as determined, on the other
side as determining; this is of such wide application that
the whole existence of all objects, so far as they are objects,
ideas, and nothing more, may be entirely traced to this
their necessary relation to each other, rests only in it, is
in fact merely relative; but of this, more presently. I
have further shown that the necessary relation which the
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principle of sufficient reason expresses generally, appears
in other forms corresponding to the classes into which
objects are divided, according to their possibility; and
again that by these forms the proper division of the classes
is tested. I take it for granted that what I said in this
earlier essay is known and present to the reader. * * *

§ 5

It is needful to guard against the grave error of sup-
posing that because perception arises through the knowl-
edge of causality, the relation of subject and object is that
of cause and effect. For this relation subsists only between
the immediate object and objects known indirectly, thus
always between objects alone. It is this false supposition
that has given rise to the foolish controversy about the
reality of the outer world—a controversy in which dog-
matism and skepticism oppose each other, and the former
appears, now as realism, now as idealism. Realism treats
the object as cause, and the subject as its effect; the ideal-
ism of Fichte reduces the object to the effect of the subject.
Since however (and this cannot be too much emphasized)
there is absolutely no relation according to the principle of
sufficient reason between subject and object, neither of
these views could be proved, and therefore skepticism
attacked them both with success. Now, just as the law of
causality precedes perception and experience as their con-
dition, and therefore cannot (as Hume thought) be derived
from them, so object and subjeet precede all knowledge, and
hence the principle of sufficient reason in general, as its
first condition; for this principle is merely the form of all
objects, the whole nature and possibility of their existence
as phenomena. But the object always presupposes the
subject, and therefore between these two there ecan be no
relation of reason and consequent. My essay on the prin-
ciple of sufficient reason accomplishes just this, for it
explains the content of that principle as the essential form
of every object— that is to say, as the universal nature of
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all objective existence, as something which pertains to the
object as such; but the object as such always presupposes
the subject as its necessary correlative; and therefore the
subject remains always outside the province in which the
principle of sufficient reason is valid. The controversy as
to the reality of the outer world rests upon this false exten-
sion of the validity of the principle of sufficient reason to
the subject also, and, starting with this mistake, it ecan
never understand itself. On the one side realistic dog-
matism, looking upon the idea as the effect of the objeet,
desires to separate these two, idea and objeet, which are
really one, and to assume a cause quite different from the
idea, an object in itself, independent of the subject, a thing
whieh is quite inconceivable; for even as object it presup-
poses subject, and so remains its idea. Opposed to this
doctrine is skepticism, which makes the same false presup-
position that in the idea we have only the effect, never the
cause, therefore never real being; that we always know
merely the action of the object. But this objeet, it sup-
poses, may perhaps have no resemblance whatever to its
effect, may indeed have been quite erroneously received as
the cause, for the law of causality is first to be gathered
from experience, and the reality of experience is then made
to rest upon it. Thus both of these views are open to the
correction, first, that object and idea are the same; second,
that the true being of the object of perception is its action,
that the reality of the thing consists in this, and the demand
for an existence of the object outside the idea of the sub-
ject, and also for an essence of the actual thing different
from its action, has absolutely no meaning, and is con-
tradiction; and that the knowledge of the nature of the
effect of any perceived object exhausts such an object itself,
so far as it is object, i. e., idea, for beyond this there is
nothing more to be known. So far then, the perceived world
in space and time, which makes itself known as causation
alone, is entirely real, and is throughout simply what it
appears to be, and it appears wholly and without reserve
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as idea, bound together according to the law of causality.
This is its empirical reality. On the other hand, all caus-
ality is in the understanding alone, and for the understand-
ing. The whole actual, that is, active world is determined
as such through the understanding, and apart from it is
nothing. This, however, is not the only reason for alto-
gether denying such a reality of the outer world as is taught
by the dogmatist, who explains its reality as its independ-
ence of the subject. We also deny it, because no object
apart from a subject can be conceived without contradiction.
The whole world of objects is and remains idea, and there-
fore wholly and forever determined by the subject; that
is to say, it has transcendental ideality. But it is not
therefore illusion or mere appearance; it presents itself
as that which it is, idea, and indeed as a series of ideas
of which the common bond is the principle of sufficient
reason. It is according to its inmost meaning quite com-
prehensible to the healthy understanding, and speaks a
language quite intelligible to it. To dispute about its
reality can occur only to a mind perverted by over-subtilty,
and such discussion always arises from a false application
of the principle of sufficient reason, which binds all ideas
together of whatever kind they may be, but by no means
connects them with the subject, nor yet with a something
which is neither subject nor object, but only the ground of
the object—an absurdity, for only objects can be and
always are the ground of objects. If we examine more
closely the source of this question as to the reality of the
outer world, we find that besides the false application of
the principle of sufficient reason generally to what lies
beyond its province, a special confusion of its forms is
also involved; for that form which it has only in reference
to concepts or abstract ideas is applied to perceived ideas,
real objects; and a ground of knowing is demanded of
objects, whereas they can have nothing but a ground of
being. Among the abstract ideas, the concepts united in
the judgment, the principle of sufficient reason appears in
such a way that each of these has its worth, its validity, and
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its whole existence, here called truth, simply and solely
through the relation of the judgment to something outside
of it, its ground of knowledge, to which there must con-
sequently always be a return. Among real objects, ideas of
perception, on the other hand, the principle of sufficient
reason appears not as the principle of the ground of know-
ing, but of being, as the law of caunsality; every real object
has paid its debt to it, inasmuch as it has come to be, i. e.,
has appeared as the effect of a cause. The demand for a
ground of knowing has therefore here no application and
no meaning, but belongs to quite another class of things.
Thus the world of perception raises in the observer no
question or doubt so long as he remains in contact with it;
there is here neither error nor truth, for these are con-
fined to the province of the abstract—the province of
reflection. But here the world lies open for sense and
understanding, presents itself with naive truth as that
which it really is—ideas of perception which develop
themselves according to the law of causality.

So far as we have considered the question of the reality
of the outer world, it arises from a confusion which amounts
even to a misunderstanding of reason itself, and therefore
thus far the question could be answered only by explaining
its meaning. After examination of the whole nature of the
principle of sufficient reason, of the relatior of subject and
object, and the special conditions of sense perception, the
question itself disappeared because it had no longer any
meaning. There is, however, one other possible origin of
this question, quite different from the purely speculative
one which we have considered, a specially empirical origin,
though the question is always raised from a speculative
point of view, and in this form it has a much more com-
prehensible meaning than it had in the first. We have
dreams —may not our whole life be a dream? Or, more
exactly, is there a sure criterion of the distinetion between
dreams and reality, between phantasms and real objects?
The assertion that what is dreamt is less vivid and distinet
than what we actually perceive is not to the point, because
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no one has ever been able to make a fair comparison of the
two; for we can compare the recollection of a dream only
with the present reality. Kant answers. the question thus:
¢ The connection of ideas among themselves, according to
the law of causality, constitutes the difference between real
life and dreams.’”” But in dreams, as well as in real life,
everything is connected, individually at any rate, in accord-
ance with the principle of sufficient reason in all its forms,
and in this connection is broken only between life and
dreams, or between one dream and another. Kant’s answer
therefore could only run thus: The long dream (life) has,
throughout, complete connection according to the principle
of sufficient reason; it has not this connection, however,
with the short dreams, although each of these has in itself
the same connection ; the bridge is therefore broken between
the former and the latter, and on this account we distin-
guish them.

But to institute an inquiry according to this criterion, as
to whether something was dreamt or seen, would always
be difficult and often impossible. For we are by no means
in a position to trace link by link the causal connection
between any experienced event and the present moment,
but we do not on that account explain it as dreamt; there-
fore in real life we do not commonly employ that method
of distinguishing between dreams and reality. The only
sure criterion by which to distinguish them is in fact the
entirely empirical one of awaking, through which at any
rate the causal connection between dreamed events and
those of waking life is. distinetly and sensibly broken off.
This is strongly supported by the remark of Hobbes in the
second chapter of Leviathan, that we easily mistake dreams
for reality if we have unintentionally fallen asleep without
taking off our clothes, and much more so when it also
happens that some undertaking or design fills all our
thoughts and occupies our dreams as well as our waking
moments. We then observe the awaking just as little as
the falling asleep, and dream and reality run together and
become confounded. In such a case, indeed, there is noth-
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ing for it but the application of Kant’s criterion; but if, as
often happens, we fail to establish, by means of this ecri-
terion, either the existence of causal connection with the
present or the absence of such connection, then it must for-
ever remain uncertain whether an event was dreamt or
really happened. Here, in fact, the intimate relationship
between life and dreams is brought out very clearly, and
we need not be ashamed to confess it, as it has been recog-
nized and spoken of by many great men. The Vedas and
Puranas have no better simile than a dream for the whole
knowledge of the actual world, which they call the web of
Maya, and they use none more frequently. Plato often
says that men live only in a dream; the philosopher alone
strives to awake himself. Pindar says (ii. n. 135): okeds
dvap avbpwros (wmbrae somnium homo), and Sophocles:

Vpd yap Hpas obdsy Gvras dido, whyy

Eibwk’ 8ootmep Ldpey, 3 Robyy a:fcta'v.—Ajax, 125.

(Nos enim, quicunque vivimus, nihil aliud esse comperio
quam sunulacra et levem umbram.) Beside which most
worthily stands Shakespeare:

“We are such stuff
As dreams are made of, and our little life
Is rounded with a sleep.” — Tempest, Act 1v. Se. i.

Lastly, Calderon was so deeply impressed with this view
of life that he sought to embody it in a kind of meta-
physical drama— Life a Dream. :

After these numerous quotations from the poets, perhaps
I also may be allowed to express myself by a metaphor:
Life and dreams are leaves of the same book. The syste-
matic reading of this book is real life, but when the reading
hours (that is, the day) are over, we often continue idly
to turn over the leaves and read a page here and there
without method or connection—often one we have read
before, sometimes one that is new to us, but always in the
same book. Such an isolated page is indeed out of connee-
tion with the systematic study of the book, but it does not
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seem so very different when we remember that the whole
continuous perusal begins and ends just as abruptly and
may therefore be regarded as merely a larger single page.

Thus although individual dreams are distinguished from
real life by the fact that they do not fit into that continuity
which runs through the whole of experience, and the act
of awaking brings this into consciousness, yet that very
continuity of experience belongs to real life as its form,
and the dream on its part can point to a similar continuity
in itself. If, therefore, we consider the question from a
point of view external to both, there is no distinet difference
in their nature, and we are forced to concede to the poets
that life is a long dream.

Let us turn back now from this quite independent
empirical origin of the question of the reality of the outer
world, to its speculative origin. We found that this con-
sisted, first, in the false application of the principle of
sufficient reason to the relation of subject and object; and
second, in the confusion of its forms, inasmuch as the prin-
ciple of sufficient reason of knowing was extended to a
province in which the principle of sufficient reason of being
is valid. But the question could hardly have occupied
philosophers so constantly if it were entirely devoid of all
real content, and if some true thought and meaning did
not lie at its heart as its real source. Accordingly, we must
assume that when the element of truth that lies at the
bottom of the question first came into reflection and sought
its expression, it became involved in these confused and
meaningless forms and problems. This at least is my
opinion, and I think that the true expression of that inmost
meaning of the question, which it failed to find, is this:
What is this world of perception besides being my idea?
Is that of which I am conscious cnly as idea exactly like my
own body, of which I am doubly conscious, in one aspect
as idea, in another aspect as wil? The fuller explanation
of this question and its answer in the affirmative will form
the content of the second book, and its consequences will
occupy the remaining portion of this work.
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Boox II— TaE OBJECTIFICATION OF THE WILL

8§ 17

What now impels us to inquiry is, that we are
not satisfied with knowing that we have ideas, that they
are such and such, and that they are connected according
to certain laws, the general expression of which always is
the principle of sufficient reason. We wish to know the
significance of these ideas and ask whether this world is
merely idea, in which case it would pass by us like an empty
dream or a baseless vision, not worth our mnotice; or
whether it is also something else, something more than
idea—and, if so, what. Thus much is certain, that this
something we seek for must be completely and in its whole
nature different from the idea; that the forms and laws of
the idea must therefore be completely foreign to it; further,
that we cannot arrive at it from the idea under the guid-
ance of the laws which merely combine objects, ideas,
among themselves, and which are the forms of the prin-
ciple of sufficient reason.

Thus we see already that we can never arrive at the real
nature of things from without. However much we investi-
gate, we can never reach anything but images and names.
We are like a man who goes round a castle seeking in vain
for an entrance, and sometimes sketching the fagades.

§ 18

In fact, the meaning for which we seek of that world
which is present to us only as our idea, or the transition
from the world as mere idea of the knowing subject to
whatever it may be beside this, would never be found if
the investigator himself were nothing more than the pure
knowing subject (a winged cherub without a body). But
he is himself rooted in that world; he finds himself in it as
an wmdwidual, that is to say, his knowledge, which is the
necessary supporter of the whole world as idea, is yet
always given through the medium of a body, whose affec-
tions are, as we have shown, the starting-point for the
understanding in the perception of that world. This body

* * *
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is, for the purely knowing subject as such, an idea like every
other idea, an object among objects. Its movements and
actions are so far known to him in precisely the same way
as the changes of all other perceived objects, and would
be just as strange and incomprehensible to him if their
meaning were not explained for him in an entirely different
way; otherwise he would see his actions follow upon
given motives with the constancy of a law of nature, just
as the changes of other objects follow upon causes stimuli,
or motives, but he would not understand the influence of
the motives any more than the connection between every
other effect which he sees and its cause. He would then
call the inner nature of these manifestations and actions
of his body which he did not understand a force, a quality,
or a character, as he pleased, but he would have no further
insight into it. But all this is not the case; the answer to
the riddle is rather given to the subject of knowledge who
appears as an individual, and the answer is well. This and
this alone gives him the key to his own existence, reveals
to him the significance, shows him the inner mechanism of
his being, of his action, of his movements. The body is
given in two entirely different ways to the subject of knowl-
edge, who becomes an individual only through his identity
with it. It is given as an idea in intelligent perception, as
an object among objects and subject to the laws of objects;
and it is also given in quite a different way as that which
is immediately known to every one, and is signified by the
word will. Every true act of his will is also at once and
without exception a movement of his body. The act of will
and the movement of the body are not two different things
objectively known, which the bond of causality unites; they
do not stand in the relation of cause and effect; they are
one and the same, but they are given in two entirely differ-
ent ways— immediately, and again in perception for the
understanding. The action of the body is nothing but the
act of the will objectified, i. e., passed into perception. It
will appear later that this is true of every movement of
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the body, not merely those which follow upon motives, but
also involuntary movements which follow upon mere
stimuli, and, indeed, that the whole body is nothing but
objectified will, i. e., will become idea. All this will be
proved and made quite clear in the course of this work.
In another respect, therefore, I shall call the body the
objectivity of will; as in the previous book, and in the essay
on the principle of sufficient reason, in accordance with the
one-sided point of view intentionally adopted there (that
of the idea), I called it ¢the tmmediate object. Thus in a
certain sense we may also say that will is the knowledge
a priort of the body, and the body is the knowledge a
posteriort of the will. Resolutions of the will which relate
to the future are merely deliberations of the reason about
what we shall will at a particular time, not real acts of will.
Only the carrying out of the resolve stamps it as will, for
till then it is never more than an intention that may be
changed, and that exists only in the reason in abstracto.
It is only in reflection that to will and to act are different;
in reality they are one. Every true, genuine, immediate
act of will is also, at once and immediately, a visible act of
the body; and, corresponding to this, every impression
upon the body is also, on the other hand, at once and imme-
diately an impression upon the will. As such it is called
pain when it is opposed to the will, gratification or pleas-
ure when it is in accordance with it; the degrees of both
are widely different. It is quite wrong, however, to call
pain and pleasure ideas, for they are by no means ideas,
but immediate affections of the will in its manifestation,
the body — compulsory, instantaneous willing or not-willing
of the impression which the body sustains. There are only
a few impressions of the body which do not touch the will,
and it is through these alone that the body is an immediate
object of knowledge, for, as perceived by the understand-
ing, it is already an indirect object like all others. These
impressions are, therefore, to be treated directly as mere
ideas, and excepted from what has been said. The impres-
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sions we refer to are the affections of the purely objective
senses of sight, hearing, and touch, though only so far as
these organs are affected in the way which is specially
peculiar to their specific nature. This affection of them is
so excessively weak an excitement of the heightened and
specifically modified sensibility of these parts that it does
not affect the will, but only furnishes the understanding
with the data out of which the perception arises, undis-
turbed by any excitement of the will. But every stronger
or different kind of affection of these organs of sense is
painful, that is to say, against the will, and thus they also
belong to its objectivity. Weakness of the merves shows
itself in this, that the impressions which have only such
a degree of strength as would usually be sufficient to make
them data for the understanding reach the higher degree
at which they influence the will, that is to say, give pain or
pleasure, though more often pain, which is, however, to
some extent deadened and inarticulate, so that not ouly
particular tones and strong light are painful to us, but
there ensues a generally unhealthy and hypochondriacal
disposition which is not distinctly understood. The iden-
tity of the body and the will shows, itself further, among
other ways, in the circumstance that every vehement and
excessive movement of the will, i. e., every emotion, agitates
the body and its inner constitution directly, and disturbs
the course of its vital funetions.

Lastly, the knowledge which I have of my will, though it
is immediate, cannot be separated from that which I have
of my body. Iknow my will, not as a whole, not as a unity,
not completely, according to its nature, but I know it only
in its particular acts, and therefore in time, which is the
form of the phenomenal aspect of my body, as of every
object; therefore the body is a condition of the knowledge
of my will; thus I cannot really imagine this will apart
from my body. In the essay on the principle of sufficient
reason, the will, or rather the subject of willing, is treated,
indeed, as a special class of ideas or objects. But even
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there we saw this object become one with the subject; that
is, we saw it cease to be an object. We there called this
union the miracle #a7’ &oyjv, and the whole of the present
work is to a certain extent an explanation of this. So far
as I know my will specially as objeet, I know it as body.
But then I am again at the first class of ideas laid down in
that essay, i. e., real objects. As we proceed we shall see
always more clearly that these ideas of the first class obtain
their explanation and solution from those of the fourth
class given in the essay, which could no longer be properly
opposed to the subject as object, and that, therefore, we
must learn to understand the inner nature of the law of
causality which is valid in the first class, and of all that
happens in accordance with it from the law of motivation
which governs the fourth class.

The identity of the will and the body, of which we have
now given a cursory explanation, can be proved only in
the manner we have adopted here. We have proved this
identity for the first time, and shall do so more and more
fully in the course of this work. By ‘‘ proved ’’ we mean
raised from the immediate consciousness, from knowledge
in the concrete to abstract knowledge of the reasom, or
carried over into abstract knowledge. On the other hand,
from its very nature it can never be demonstrated, that is,
deduced as indirect knowledge from some other more direct
knowledge, just because it is itself the most direct knowl-
edge; and if we do not apprehend it and stick to it as such,
we shall expect in vain to receive it again in some indirect
way as derivative knowledge. It is knowledge of quite a
special kind, whose truth cannot therefore properly be
brought under any of the four rubrics under which I have
classified all truth in the essay on the principle of sufficient
reason— the logical, the empirical, the metaphysical, and
the metalogical; for it is not, like all these, the relation of
an abstract idea to another idea, or to the necessary form
of perceptive or of abstract ideation, but it is the relation
of a judgment to the connection which an idea of percep-
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tion, the body, has to that which is not an idea at all, but
something toto genere different — will. I should like there-
fore to distinguish this from all other truth, and call it
kaz’ &opfv, philosophical truth. We can turn the expression
of this truth in different ways and say: My body and my
will are one; or, What as an idea of perception I call my
body, I call my will, so far as I am conscious of it in an
entirely different way which cannot be compared to any
other; or, My body is the objectivity of my will.

§ 19

In the first book we were reluctantly driven to explain
the human body as merely idea of the subject which knows
it, like all the other objects of this world of perception.
But it has now become clear that what enables us con-
sciously to distinguish our own body from all other objects
which in other respects are precisely the same, is that our
body appears in consciousness in quite another way toto
genere different from idea, and this we denote by the word
will; and that it is just this double knowledge which we
have of our own body that affords us information about it,
about its action and movement following on motives, and
also about what it experiences by means of external impres-
sions; in a word, about what is it, not as idea, but as more
than idea —that is to say, what it is in ¢tself. None of this
information have we got directly with regard to the nature,
action, and experience of other real objects.

It is just because of this special relation to one body that
the knowing subject is an individual. For regarded apart
from this relation, his body is, for him, only an idea like
all other ideas. But the relation through which the know-
ing subject is an individual, is just on that account a rela-
tion which subsists only between him and one particular
idea of all those which he has. Therefore he is conscious
of this one idea, not merely as an idea, but in quite a
different way as a will. If, however, he abstracts from

VorL. XV—3
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that special relation, from that twofold and completely
heterogeneous knowledge of what is one and the same,
then that one, the body, is an idea like all other ideas.
Therefore, in order to understand the matter, the individual
who knows must either assume that what distinguishes that
one idea from others is merely the fact that his knowledge
stands in this double relation to it alone, that insight in
two ways at the same time is open to him only in the case
of this one object of perception, and that this is to be
explained not by the difference of this object from all
others, but only by the difference between the relation of
his knowledge to this one object and its relation to all other
objects. Or else he must assume that this one object is
essentially different from all others, that it alone of all
objects is at once both will and idea, while the rest are
only ideas, 1. e., only phantoms. Thus he must assume that
his body is the only real individunal in the world, i. e., the
only phenomenon of will and the only immediate objeect :
of the subject. That the other objects, considered merely
as ideas, are like his body — that is, like it, fill space (which
itself can be present only as idea), and also, like it, are
causally active in space, is indeed demonstrably certain
from the law of causality which is @ priori valid for ideas,
and which admits of no effect without a cause; but apart
from the fact that we can only reason from an effect to a
cause generally, and not to a similar cause, we are still in
the sphere of mere ideas, in which alone the law of caus-
ality is valid and beyond which it can never take us. But
whether the objects known to the individual only as ideas
are yet, like his own body, manifestations of a will, is, as
was said in the First Book, the proper meaning of the
question as to the reality of the external world. To deny
this is theoretical egoism, which on that account regards
all phenomena that are outside its own will as phantoms,
just as in a practical reference exactly the same thing is
done by practical egoism. For in it a man regards and
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treats himself alone as a person, and all other persons as
mere phantoms. Theoretical egoism can never be demon-
strably refuted, yet in philosophy it has certainly never
been used otherwise than as a skeptical sophism, i. e., a
pretense. As a serious conviction, on the other hand, it
could be found only in a madhouse, and as such it stands
in need of a cure rather than a refutation. We do not
therefore combat it any further in this regard, but treat
it as merely the last stronghold of skepticism, which is
always polemical. Thus our knowledge, which is always
bound to individuality and is limited by this eircumstance,
brings with it the necessity that each of us can only be one,
while, on the other hand, each of us can know all; and it is
this limitation that creates the need for philosophy. We
therefore who, for this very reason, are striving to extend
the limits of our knowledge through philosophy, will treat
this skeptical argument of theoretical egoism which meets
us, as an army would treat a small frontier fortress. The
fortress cannot indeed be taken, but neither can the gar-
rison ever sally forth from it, and therefore we pass it
by without danger and are not afraid to have it in our rear.

The double knowledge which each of us has of the nature
and activity of his own body, and which is given in two
completely different ways, has now been clearly brought
out. We shall accordingly make further use of it as a key
to the nature of every phenomenon in nature, and shall
judge of all objects which are not our own bodies, and are
consequently not given to our consciousness in a double way
but only as ideas, according to the analogy of our own
bodies, and shall therefore assume that as, in one respect,
they are idea, just like our bodies, and in this respect are
analogous to them, so, in another aspeet, what remains of
objects when we set aside their existence as idea of the
subject, must in its inner nature be the same as that in us
which we call will. For what other kind of existence or
reality should we attribute to the rest of the material
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world? Whence should we take the elements out of which
we construct such a world? Besides will and idea nothing -
is known to us, or thinkable. If we wish to attribute the
greatest known reality to the material world which exists
immediately only in our idea, we give it the reality which
our own body has for each of us; for that is the most real
thing for every one. But if we now analyze the reality of
this body and its actions, beyond the fact that it is our
idea we find nothing in it except the will; with this its
reality is exhausted. Therefore we can nowhere find an-
other kind of reality which we can attribute to the material
world. Thus if we hold that the material world is some-
thing more than merely our idea, we must say that besides
being idea, that is, in itself * * * it is that which we
find immediately in ourselves as will. * * *

§ 21

Whoever has now gained from all these expositions a
knowledge in abstracto, and therefore clear and certain, of
what every one knows directly in concreto, 1. e., as feeling,
a knowledge that his will is the real inner nature of his
phenomenal being, which manifests itself to him as idea,
both in his actions and in their permanent substratum, his
body, and that his will is that which is most immediate in
his consciousness, though it has not as such completely
passed into the form of idea in which object and subject
stand over against each other, but makes itself known to
him in a direect manner, in which he does not quite clearly
distinguish subject and object, yet is not known as a whole
to the individual himself, but only in its particular acts —
whoever, I say, has with me gained this conviction will
find that of itself it affords him the key to the knowledge
of the inmost being of the whole of nature; for he now
transfers it to all those phenomena which are not given to
him, like his own phenomenal existence, both in direct and
indirect knowledge, but only in the latter, thus merely one-
sidedly as idea alone. He will recognize this will of which
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we are speaking not only in those phenomenal existences
which exactly resemble his own, in men and animals as
their inmost nature, but the course of reflection will lead
him to recognize the force which germinates and vegetates
in the plant, the force through which the crystal is formed,
that by which the magnet turns to the North Pole, the
force whose shock he experiences from the contact of two
different kinds of metals, the force which appears in the
elective affinities of matter as repulsion and attraction,
decomposition and combination, and, lastly, even gravi-
tation which acts so powerfully throughout matter, draws
the stone to the earth and the earth to the sun—all these,
I say, he will recognize as different only in their phenome-
nal existence, but in their inner nature as identical as that
which is directly known to him so intimately and so much
better than anything else, and which in its most distinct
manifestation is called will. It is this application of reflec-
tion alone that prevents us from remaining any longer at
the phenomenon, and leads us to the thing in itself. Phe-
nomenal existence is idea and nothing more. All idea, of
whatever kind it may be, all object, is phenomenal existence,
but the well alone is a thing in itself. As such, it is through-
out not idea, but toto genere different from it; it is that of
which all idea, all object, is the phenomenal appearance,
the visibility, the objectification. It is the inmost nature,
the kernel, of every particular thing, and also of the whole.
It appears in every blind force of nature and also in the
preconsidered action of man; and the great difference
between these two is merely in the degree of the mani-
festation, not in the nature of what manifests itself.

§ 25
We know that multiplicity in general is necessarily con-
ditioned by space and time, and is only thinkable in them.
* * * But we have found that time and space are forms
of the principle of sufficient reason. In this prineiple all
our knowledge a priori is expressed, but, as we showed
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above, this a priori knowledge, as such, applies only to the
knowableness of things, not to the things themselves, i. e.,
it is only our form of knowledge, it is not a property of the
thing-in-itself. The thing-in-itself is, as such, free from
all forms of knowledge, even the most universal, that of
being an object for the subject. In other words, the thing-
in-itself is something altogether different from the idea.
If, now, this thing-in-itself is the will, as I believe I have
fully and convincingly proved it to be, then, regarded as
such and apart from its manifestation, it lies outside time
and space, and therefore knows no multiplicity, and is con-
sequently one. Yet, as I have said, it is not one in the
sense in which an individual or a concept is one, but as
something to which the condition of the possibility of mul-
tiplicity, the principium individuationis, is foreign. The
multiplicity of things in space and time, which collectively
constitute the objectification of will, does not affect the will
itself, which remains indivisible notwithstanding it. It is
not the case that, in some way or other, a smaller part of
will is in the stone and a larger part in the man, for the
relation of part and whole belongs exclusively to space
and has no longer any meaning when we go beyond this
form of perception. The more and the less have applica-
tion orfly to the phenomenon of will, that is, its visibility,
its objectification. Of this there is a higher grade in the
plant than in the stone, in the animal a higher grade than
in the plant; indeed, the passage of will into visibility, its
objectification, has grades as innumerable as exist between
the dimmest twilight and the brightest sunshine, the loudest
sound and the faintest echo. We shall return later to the
consideration of these grades of visibility which belong to
the objectification of the will, to the reflection of its nature.
But as the grades of its objectification do not direetly con-
cern the will itself, still less is it concerned by the multi-
plicity of the phenomena of these different grades, i. e,
the multitude of individuals of each form, or the particular
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manifestations of each force. For this multiplicity is
directly conditioned by time and space, into which the will
itself never enters. The will reveals itself as completely
and as much in one oak as in millions. Their number
and multiplication in space and time has no meaning with
regard to it, but only with regard to the multiplicity of
individuals who know in space and time, and who are them-
selves multiplied and dispersed in these. The multiplicity
of these individuals itself belongs not to the will, but only
to its manifestation. We may therefore say that if, per
mpossibile, a single real existence, even the most insignifi-
cant, were to be entirely annihilated, the whole world would
necessarily perish with it. The great mystic Angelus
Silesius feels this when he says —

“I know God cannot live an instant without me;
He must give up the ghost if I should cease to be.”

Men have tried in various ways to bring the immeasurable
greatness of the material universe nearer to the compre-
hension of us all, and then they have seized the opportunity
to make edifying remarks. They have referred perhaps
to the relative smallness of the earth, and indeed of man;
or, on the contrary, they have pointed out the greatness
of the mind of this man who is so insignificant — the mind
that can solve, comprehend, and even measure the great-
ness of the universe, and so forth. Now, all this is very
well, but to me, when I consider the vastness of the world,
the most important point is this—that the thing-in-itself,
whose manifestation is the world (whatever else it may be)
cannot have its true self spread out and dispersed after
this fashion in boundless space, but that this endless exten-
sion belongs only to its manifestation. The thing-in-itself,
on the contrary, is present entire and undivided in every
object of nature and in every living being. Therefore we
lose nothing by standing still beside any single individual
thing, and true wisdom is not to be gained by measuring
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out the boundless world, or, what would be more to the
purpose, by actually traversing endless space. It is rather
to be attained by the thorough investigation of any indi-
vidual thing, for thus we seek to arrive at a full knowledge
and understanding of its true and peculiar nature.

The subject which will therefore be fully considered in
the next book, and which has, doubtless, already presented
itself to the mind of every student of Plato, is, that these
different grades of the objectification of will which are
manifested in innumerable individuals and exist as their
unattained types or as the eternal forms of things, not
entering themselves into time and space, which are the
medium of individual things, but remaining fixed, subject
to no change, always being, never becoming, while the par-
ticular things arise and pass away, always become and
never are— that these grades of the objectification of will
are, I say, simply Plato’s Ideas. 1 make this passing refer-
ence to the matter here in order that I may be able in future
to use the word Idea in this sense. In my writings, there-
fore, the word is always to be understood in its true and
original meaning given to it by Plato, and has absolutely
no reference to those abstract productions of dogmatizing
scholastic reason, which Kant has inaptly and illegitimately
used this word to denote, though Plato bad already appro-
priated and used it most fitly. By Idea, then, I under-
stand every definite and fixed grade of the objectification
of will, so far as it is thing-in-itself, and therefore has no
multiplicity. These grades are related to individual things
as their eternal forms or prototypes. The shortest and
most concise statement of this famous Platonic doctrine is
given us by Diogenes Laertes (iii. 12) : ‘0 Mdrwy ¢nai, & 7jj
Pioet tds i8éas Eordvar, Kabdrep mapadeiypara, o & dlla tadrars éothévat
Tobtwy dpotduara kabésrwra, ’—Plato ideas in natura velut ex-
emplaria dixit subsistere; cetera his esse similia, ad
istarum stmilitudinem consistentia.
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Booxk ITII— TaE Pratoxic Ipea: THE OBJECT OF ART

§ 32

It follows from our consideration of the subject, that,
for us, Idea and thing-in-itself are not entirely one and the
same, in spite of the inner agreement between Kant and
Plato, and the identity of the aim they had before them or
the conception of the world which roused them and led
them to philosophize. The Idea is for us rather the direct,
and therefore adequate, objectivity of the thing-in-itself,
which is, however, itself the will—the will as not yet
objectified, not yet become idea. For the thing-in-itself
must, even according to Kant, be free from all the forms
connected with knowing as such; and it is merely an error
on his part that he did not count among these forms, before
all others, that of being object for a subject, for it is the
first and most universal form of all phenomena, i. e., of all
idea; he should therefore have distinctly denied objective
existence to his thing-in-itself, which would have saved him
from a great inconsistency that was soon discovered. The
Platonic Idea, on the other hand, is necessarily object,
something known, an idea, and in that respect is different
from the thing-in-itself, but in that respect only. It has
merely laid aside the subordinate forms of the phenomenon,
all of which we include in the principle of sufficient reason,
or rather it has not yet assumed them; but it has retained
the first and most universal form, that of the idea in gen-
eral, the form of being object for a subject. It is the forms
which are subordinate to this (whose general expression
is the principle of sufficient reason) that multiply the Idea
in particular transitory individuals, whose number is a
matter of complete indifference to the Idea. The principle
of sufficient reason is thus again the form into which the
Idea enters when it appears in the knowledge of the subject
as individual. The particular thing that manifests itself in
accordance with the principle of sufficient reason is thus
only an indirect objectification of the thing-in-itself (which
is the will), for between it and the thing-in-itself stands
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the Idea as the only direct objectivity of the will, because
it has assumed none of the special forms of knowledge as
such, except that of the idea in general, i. e., the form of
being object for a subject. Therefore it alone is the most
adequate objectivity of the will or thing-in-itself which is
possible; indeed it is the whole thing-in-itself, only under
the form of the idea; and here lies the ground of the great
agreement between Plato and Kant, although, in strict
accuracy, that of which they speak is not the same. But
the particular things are no really adequate objectivity of
the will, for in them it is obscured by those forms whose
general expression is the principle of sufficient reason, but
which are conditions of the knowledge which belongs to
the individual as such. If it is allowable to draw conclu-
sions from an impossible presupposition, we would, in faet,
no longer know particular things, nor events, nor change,
nor multiplicity, but would comprehend only Ideas — only
the grades of the objectification of that one will, of the
thing-in-itself, in pure unclouded knowledge. Consequently
our world would be a nunc stans, if it were not that, as
knowing subjects, we are also individuals, i. e., our per-
ceptions come to us through the medium of a body, from
the affections of which they proceed, and which is itself
only concrete willing, objectivity of the will, and thus is an
object among objects, and as such comes into the knowing
consciousness in the only way in which an object can,
through the forms of the principle of sufficient reason, and
consequently already presupposes, and therefore brings in,
time. Time is only the broken and piecemeal view which the
individual being has of the Ideas, which are outside time,
and consequently efernal. Therefore Plato says time is the
moving picture of eternity: al@vos etkdw kunyty & ypdvos.

§ 35
In order to gain a deeper insight into the nature of the
world, it is absolutely necessary that we should learn to
distinguish the will as thing-in-itself from its adequate
objectivity, and also the different grades in which this
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appears more and more distinctly and fully, i. e., the Ideas
themselves, from the merely phenomenal existence of these
Ideas in the forms of the principle of sufficient reason, the
restricted method of knowledge of the individual. We shall
then agree with Plato when he attributes actual being only
to the Ideas, and allows only an illusive, dream-like exist-
ence to things in space and time, the real world for the
individual. Then we shall understand how one and the same
Idea reveals itself in so many phenomena, and presents its
nature only bit by bit to the individual, one side after
another. Then we shall also distinguish the Idea itself
from the way in which its manifestation appears in the
observation of the individual, and recognize the former as
essential and the latter as unessential. Let us consider
this with the help of examples taken from the most insig-
nificant things, and also from the greatest. When the
clouds move, the figures which they form are not essential,
but indifferent to them; but that as elastic vapor they are
pressed together, drifted along, spread out, or torn asunder
by the force of the wind —this is their nature, the essence
of the forces which objectify themselves in them, the Idea;
their actual forms are only for the individual observer.
To the brook that flows over stones, the eddies, the waves,
the foam-flakes which it forms are indifferent and unessen-
tial; but that it follows the attraction of gravity, and be-
haves as inelastic, perfectly mobile, formless, transparent
fluid — this is its nature; this, if known through perception,
is its Idea; those accidental forms are only for us so long
as we know as individuals. The ice on the window-pane
forms itself into erystals according to the laws of crystal-
lization, which reveal the essence of the force of nature
that appears here, exhibit the Idea; but the trees and
flowers which it traces on the pane are unessential, and
are only there for us. What appears in the clouds, the
brook, and the crystal is the weakest echo of that will which
appears more fully in the plant, more fully still in the beast,
and most fully in man. But only the essential in all these
grades of its objectification constitutes the Idea; on the
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other hand, its unfolding or development, because broken
up in the forms of the principle of sufficient reason into a
multiplicity of many-sided phenomena, is unessential to the
Idea, lies merely in the kind of knowledge that belongs
to the individual and has reality only for this. The same
thing necessarily holds good of the unfolding of that Idea
which is the completest objectivity of will. Therefore, the
history of the human race, the throng of events, the change
of times, the multifarious forms of human life in different
lands and countries —all this is only the accidental form
of the manifestation of the Idea, does not belong to the
Idea itself, in which alone lies the adequate objectivity of
the will, but only to the phenomenon which appears in the
knowledge of the individual, and is just as foreign, unes-
sential, and indifferent to the Idea itself as the figures
which they assume are to the clouds, the form of its eddies
and foam-flakes to the brook, or its trees and flowers to
the ice.

To him who has thoroughly grasped this, and can dis-
tinguish between the will and the Idea, and between the
Idea and its manifestation, the events of the world will have
significance only so far as they are the letters out of which
we may read the Idea of man, but not in and for themselves.
He will not believe with the vulgar that time may produce
something actually new and significant; that through it,
or in it, something absolutely real may attain to existence,
or indeed that it itself as a whole has beginning and end,
plan and development, and in some way has for its final
aim the highest perfection (according to their conception)
of the last generation of man, whose life is a brief thirty
years. Therefore he will just as little, with Homer, people
a whole Olympus with gods to guide the ewents of time,
as, with Ossian, he will take the forms of the clouds for
individual beings; for, as we have said, both have just as
much meaning as regards the Idea which appears in them.
In the manifold forms of human life and in the unceasing
change of events, he will regard the Idea only as the abid-
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ing and essential, in which the will to live has its fullest
objectivity, and which shows its different sides in the
capacities, the passions, the errors and the excellences of
the human race; in self-interest, hatred, love, fear, bold-
ness, frivolity, stupidity, slyness, wit, genius, and so forth
—all of which, crowding together and combining in thou-
sands of forms (individuals), continually create the history
of the great and the little world in which it is all the same
whether they are set in motion by nuts or by crowns.
Finally, he will find that in the world it is the same as in
the dramas of Gozzi, in all of which the same persons
appear, with like intention, and with a like fate ; the motives
and incidents are certainly different in each piece, but the
spirit of the incidents is the same; the actors in one piece
know nothing of the incidents of another, although they
performed in it themselves; therefore, after all experience
of former pieces, Pantaloon has become no more agile or
generous, Tartaglia no more conscientious, Brighella no
more courageous, and Columbine no more modest.
Suppose we were allowed for once a clearer glance into
the kingdom of the possible, and over the whole chain of
causes and effects; suppose the earth-spirit appeared and
showed us in a picture all the greatest men, enlighteners
of the world, and heroes, that chance destroyed before they
were ripe for their work, then the great events that would
have changed the history of the world and brought in
periods of the highest culture and enlightenment, but which
the blindest chance, the most insignificant accident, hin-
dered at the outset, and, lastly, the splendid powers of great
men, that would have enriched whole ages of the world,
but which, either misled by error or passion, or compelled
by necessity, they squandered uselessly on unworthy or
unfruitful objects, or even wasted in play; if we saw all
this, we would shudder and lament at the thought of the
lost treasures of whole periods of the world. But the
earth-spirit would smile and say: ¢‘ The source from which
the individuals and their powers proceed is inexhaustible
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and unending as time and space; for, like these forms of
all phenomena, they also are only phenomena * * * No
finite measure can exhaust that infinite source; therefore
an undiminished eternity is always open for the return of
any event or work that was nipped in the bud. In this
world of phenomena true loss is just as little possible as
true gain. The will alone is; it is the thing-in-itself, and
the source of all these phenomena. Its self-knowledge and
its assertion or denial * * * is the only event in-itself.”’

§ 36

History follows the thread of events; it is pragmatic so
far as it deduces them in accordance with the law of motiva-
tion, a law that determines the self-manifesting will wher-
ever it is enlightened by knowledge. At the lowest grades
of its objectivity, where it still acts without knowledge,
natural science, in the form of etiology, treats of the laws
of the changes of its phenomena, and, in the form of
morphology, of what is permanent in them. This almost
endless task is lightened by the aid of concepts, which com-
prehend what is general in order that we may deduce from
it what is particular. Lastly, mathematics treats of the
mere forms, time and space, in which the Ideas, broken up
into multiplicity, appear for the knowledge of the subject
as individual. All these, of which the common name is
science, proceed according to the principle of sufficient
reason in its different forms, and their theme is always the
phenomenon, its laws, connections, and the relations which
result from them. But what kind of knowledge is con-
cerned with that which is outside and independent of all
relations, that which alone is really essential to the world,
the true content of its phenomena, that which is subject
to no change, and therefore is known with equal truth for
all time—in a word, the Ideas, which are the direct and
adequate objectivity of the thing-in-itself, the will? We
answer, A4rt, the work of genius. It repeats or reproduces
the eternal Ideas grasped through pure contemplation, the
essential and abiding in all the phenomena of the world;
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and according to what the material is in which it repro-
duces, it is sculpture or painting, poetry or music. Its
one source is the knowledge of Ideas; its one aim the com-
munication of this knowledge. While science, following
the unresting and inconstant stream of the fourfold forms
of reason and consequent, with each end attained sees fur-
ther but can never reach a final goal nor attain full satis-
faction, any more than by running we can reach the place
where the clouds touch the horizon; art, on the contrary,
is everywhere at its goal; for it plucks the object of its
contemplation out of the stream of the world’s course, and
has it isolated before it. And this particular thing, which
in that stream was a small perishing part, becomes to art
the representative of the whole, an equivalent of the end-
less multitude in space and time. It therefore pauses at
this particular thing; the course of time stops; the rela-
tions vanish for it; only the essential, the Idea, is its object.
We may, therefore, accurately define it as the way of view-
ing things independent of the principle of sufficient reason,
in opposition to the way of viewing them which proceeds
in accordance with that principle, and which is the method
of experience and of science. This last method of con-
sidering things may be compared to a line infinitely ex-
tended in a horizontal direction, and the former to a vertical
line which cuts it at any point. Viewing things which pro-
ceed in accordance with the principle of sufficient reason
is the rational plan, and it alone is valid and of use in prac-
tical life and in science. The method which looks away
from the content of this principle is that of genius, which
is valid and of use only in art. The first is the method
of Aristotle; the second is, on the whole, that of Plato.
The first is like the mighty storm, that rushes along with-
out beginning and without aim, bending, agitating, and
carrying away everything before it; the second is like the
silent sunbeam, that pierces through the storm quite un-
affected by it. The first is like the innumerable showering
drops of the waterfall, which, constantly changing, never
rest for an instant; the second is like the rainbow, quietly
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resting on this raging torrent. Only through the pure con-
templation described above, which ends entirely in the
object, can Ideas be comprehended; and the nature of
gentus consists in preéminent capacity for such contempla-
tion. Now, as this requires that a man should entirely
forget himself and the relations in which he stands, gentus
is simply complete objectivity, i. e., the objective tendency
of the mind, as opposed to the subjective, which is directed
to one’s own self —in other words, to the will. Thus genius
is the faculty of continuing in the state of pure perception,
of losing oneself in perception, and of enlisting in this
service the knowledge which originally existed only for the
service of the will; that is to say, genius is the power of
leaving one’s own interests, wishes, and aims entirely out
of sight, and thus of entirely renouncing one’s own person-
ality for a time, so as to remain pure knowing subject, clear
vision of the world —and this not merely at moments, but
for a sufficient length of time and with sufficient conscious-
ness to enable one to reproduce by deliberate art what has
thus been apprehended, and ‘ to fix in lasting thoughts the
wavering images that float before the mind.”’ It is as if,
when genius appears in an individual, a far larger measure
of the power of knowledge falls to his lot than is necessary
for the service of an individual will; and this superfluity
of knowledge, being free, now becomes subject purified
from will, a clear mirror of the inner nature of the world.
This explains the activity, amounting even to disquietude,
of men of genius, for the present can seldom satisfy them,
because it does mnot fill their consciousness. This gives
them that restless aspiration, that unceasing desire for
new things and for the contemplation of lofty things, and
also that longing that is hardly ever satisfied, for men of
similar nature and of like stature to whom they might com-
municate themselves; while the common mortal, entirely
filled and satisfied by the common present, ends in it, and,
finding everywhere his like, enjoys that peculiar satisfac-

tion in daily life that is denied to genius.
* * * * * * * * * *
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Book IV—TuaE AsserTION AND DENIAL oF THE WILL

§ 57

At every grade that is enlightened by knowledge, the will
appears as an individual. The human individual finds him-
self as finite in infinite space and time, and consequently
as a vanishing quantity compared with them. He is pro-
jected into them, and, on account of their unlimited nature,
he has always a merely relative, never absolute when and
where of his existence; for his place and duration are finite
parts of what is infinite and boundless. His real existence
is only in the present, whose unchecked flight into the past
is a constant transition into death, a constant dying. For
his past life, apart from its possible consequences for the
present and the testimony regarding the will that is ex-
pressed in it, is now entirely done with, dead, and no longer
anything; and, therefore, it must be, as a matter of reason,
indifferent to him whether the content of that past was pain
or pleasure. But the present is always passing through
his hands into the past; the future is quite uncertain and
always short. Thus his existence, even when we consider
only its formal side, is a constant hurrying of the present
into the dead past, a constant dying. But if we look at it
from the physical side also, it is clear that, as our walking
is admittedly merely a constantly prevented falling, the
life of our body is only a constantly prevented dying, an
ever-postponed death; finally, in the same way, the activity
of our mind is a constantly deferred ennui. Every breath
we draw wards off the death that is constantly intruding
upon us; in this way we fight with it every moment, as
also, at longer intervals, through every meal we eat, every
sleep we take, every time we warm ourselves, ete. In the
end death must conquer, for we became subject to him
through birth, and he only plays for a little while with his
prey before he swallows it. We pursue our life, however,
with great interest and much solicitude as long as possible,
as we blow out a soap-bubble as long and as large as pos-

sible, although we know perfectly well that it will burst.
Vor. XV —4
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‘We saw that the inner being of unconscions nature is a
constant striving without end and without rest, and this
appears to us much more distinetly when we consider the
nature of brutes and man. Willing and striving is its
whole being, which may be very well compared to an un-
quenchable thirst; but the basis of all willing is need,
deficiency, and thus pain, for the nature of brutes and man
is subject to pain originally and through its very being.
If, on the other hand, it lacks objects of desire because it
is at once deprived of them by a too easy satisfaction, a
terrible void and ennut comes over it—1i. e., its being and
existence itself becomes an unbearable burden to it; thus
its life swings a pendulum backward and forward between
pain and ewnuwi. This has also been compelled to express
itself very oddly in this way: after man had transferred
all pain and torments to hell, there then remained nothing
over for heaven but ennua.

But the constant striving which constitutes the inner
nature of every manifestation of will obtains its primary
and most general foundation at the higher grades of objecti-
fication, from the fact that here the will manifests itself as
a living body, with the iron command to nourish it; and
what gives strength to this command is the fact that this
body is nothing but the objectified will to live itself. Man,
as the most complete objectification of that will, is conse-
quently also the most necessitous of all beings; he is,
through and through, concrete willing and needing; he is
a concretion of a thousand necessities; with these he stands
upon the earth, left to himself, uncertain about everything
except his own need and misery. Consequently the care
for the maintenance of that existence under exacting de-
mands, which are renewed every day, occupies, as a rule,
the whole of human life. To this is directly related the
second claim, that of the propagation of the species. At
the same time he is threatened from all sides by the most
varied of dangers, from which it requires constant watch-
fulness to escape. With cautious steps and casting anxious
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glances round him he pursues his path, for a thousand acei-
dents and a thousand enemies lie in wait for him. Thus
he went while yet a savage, thus he goes in civilized life;
there is no security for him.—

“ Qualibus in tenebris vite, quantisque perielis
Degitur hoee’ aevi, quodeunque est!” — Lucr. ii, 15.

The life of the great majority is only a constant struggle
for this existence itself, with the certainty of losing it at
last. But what enables them to endure this wearisome
battle is not so much the love of life as the fear of death,
which yet stands in the background as inevitable, and may
come upon them at any moment. Life itself is a sea, full
of rocks and whirlpools, which man avoids with the greatest
carc and solicitude, although he knows that even if, by dint
of all his efforts and skill he succeeds in getting through,
he yet by doing so comes nearer at every step to the
greatest, the total, inevitable, and irremediable shipwreck,
death —nay, even steers right upon it; this is the final goal
of the laborious voyage, and worse for him than all the
rocks from which he has escaped.

Now it is well worth observing that, on the one hand,
the suffering and misery of life may easily increase to such
an extent that death itself, in the flight from which the
whole of life consists, becomes desirable, and we hasten
toward it voluntarily; and again, on the other hand, that
as soon as want and suffering permit rest to a man, ennui
is at cnce so near that he necessarily requires diversion.
The striving after existence is what occupies all living
things and maintains them in motion. But when existence
is assured, then they know not what to do with it; thus the
second thing that sets them in motion is the effort to get
free from the burden of existence, to make it cease to be
felt, ¢ to kill time,”’ i. e., to escape from ennui. Accord-
ingly we see that almost all men who are secure from want
and care, when they have at last thrown off all other bur-
dens become a burden to themselves, and regard as a gain
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every hour they succeed in getting through, and thus every
diminution of the very life which, till then, they have
employed all their powers to maintain as long as possible.
Ennui is by no means an evil to be lightly esteemed, for
in the end it depicts on the countenance real despair. It
makes beings who love each other so little as men do, seek
one another eagerly, and thus it becomes the source of social
intercourse. Moreover, even from motives of policy, public
precautions are everywhere taken against it, as against
other universal calamities. For this evil may drive men
to the greatest excesses, just as much as its opposite
extreme, famine —the people require pamem et circemses.
The strict penitentiary system of Philadelphia makes use
of ennui alone as a means of punishment, through solitary
confinement and idleness, and it is found so terrible that
it has even led prisoners to commit suicide. As want is
the constant scourge of the people, so ennui is that of the
fashionable world; in middle-class life it is represented by
the Sunday, and want by the six week days.

Thus, between desiring and attaining, all human life
flows on. The wish is, in its nature, pain; the attainment
soon begets satiety, for the end was only apparent; posses-
sion takes away the charm, and the wish, the need, presents
itself under a new form; when it does not do so, then follow
desolateness, emptiness, ennui, against which the confliet
is just as painful as against want. That wish and satisfac-
tion should follow each other neither too quickly nor too
slowly, reduces the suffering which both occasion fo the
smallest amount, and constitutes the happiest life. For
that which we might otherwise call the most beautiful part
of life, its purest joys, if it were only because it lifts us
out of real existence and transforms us into disinterested
spectators of it, that is, pure knowledge, which is foreign
to all willing, the pleasure of the beautiful, the true delight
in art—this is granted to only a very few, because it
demands rare talents, and to these few only as a passing
dream. And then even these few, on account of their



THE WORLD AS WILL AND IDEA 93

higher intellectual power, are made susceptible of far
greater suffering than duller minds ean ever feel, and are
also placed in lonely isolation by a nature which is obvi-
ously different from that of others; thus here, also, accounts
are squared. But to the great majority of men purely
intellectual pleasures are not accessible, for most persons
are quite incapable of the joys which lie in pure knowledge;
they are entirely given up to willing. If, therefore, any-
thing is to win their sympathy, to be interesting to them, it
must (as is implied in the meaning of the word) in some
way excite their will, even if it is only through a distant
and merely problematical relation to it; the will must not
be left altogether out of the question, for their existence
lies far more in willing than in knowing — action and reac-
tion being their one element. We may find in trifles and
everyday occurrences the naive expressions of this quality.
Thus, for example, at any prominent place they may visit,
they write their names, in order thus to react, to affect
the place since it does not affect them. Again, when they
see a strange, rare animal, they cannot easily confine them-
selves to merely observing it; they must rouse it, tease it,
play with it, merely to experience action and reaction; but
this need for excitement of the will manifests itself very
specially in the discovery and support of card-playing,
which is quite peculiarly the very expression of the miser-
able side of humanity.

But whatever nature and fortune may have done, who-
ever a man be and whatever he may possess, the pain which
is essential to life cannot be thrown off: Ihieidys & Guwéey,
0y els odpavdv edpdv, — Pelides autem ejulavit, tntuitus in
celum latum. And again; Zyvos péy mais jja Kpoy[ovog, adrap Gigdy
elyov dmewpesiny, — Jovis quidem filius eram Saturnii; verum
aerummam habebam infinitam. The ceaseless efforts to
banish suffering accomplish no more than to make it change
its form; it is essentially deficiency, want, care for the
maintenance of life. If we succeed, which is very difficult,
in removing pain in this form, it immediately assumes a
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thousand others, varying according to age and circum-
stances, such as lust, passionate love, jealousy, envy, hatred,
anxiety, ambition, covetousness, sickness, ete., ete. If at
last it can find entrance in no other form, it comes in the
sad gray garments of tediousness and ennui, against which
we then strive in various ways. If finally we succeed in
driving this away, we shall hardly do so without letting pain
reénter in one of its earlier forms, and allowing the dance
to begin again from the beginning; for all human life is
tossed backward and forward between pain and ennui.
* * * * * * * * * *
§ 58

All satisfaction, or what is commonly called happiness,
is always really and essentially only negative, and never
positive. It is not an original gratification coming to us
of itself, but must always be the satisfaction of a wish,
for the wish, i. e., some want, is the condition which pre-
cedes every pleasure; but with the satisfaction the wish
and therefore the pleasure cease. Thus the satisfaction or
the pleasing can never be more than the deliverance from
a pain, from a want; for such is not only every actual,
open sorrow, but every desire, the importunity of which
disturbs our peace, and, indeed, the deadening ennui also
that makes life a burden to us. It is, however, hard to
attain or achieve anything; difficulties and troubles with-
out end are opposed to every purpose, and at every step
hindrances accumulate. But when finally everything is
overcome and attained, nothing can ever be gained but
deliverance from some sorrow or desire, so that we find
ourselves in just the same position as we occupied before
this sorrow or desire appeared. All that is even directly
given us is merely the want, i. e., the pain. The satisfac-
tion and the pleasure we can know only indirectly through
the remembrance of the preceding suffering and want,
which cease with their appearance. Hence it arises that
we are not properly conscious of the blessings and advan-
tages we actually possess, nor do we prize them; but we
think of them merely as a matter of course, for they gratify
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us only negatively by restraining suffering. Only when
we have lost them do we become sensible of their value;
for the want, the privation, the sorrow, is the positive, man-
~ ifesting itself directly. Thus also we are pleased by the
remembrance of past need, sickness, want, etc., because this
recollection furnishes the only means of enjoying the
present blessings. And, further, it cannot be denied that
in this respect, and from the view-point of egoism, which
is the form of the will to live, the sight or the description
of the sufferings of others affords us satisfaction and
pleasure in precisely the way Lucretius beautifully and
frankly expresses it in the beginning of the Second Book—
“ Suave, mari magno, turbantibus aequora ventis,
E terra magnum alterius spectare laborem:

Non, quia vexari quemquam est jucunda voluptas;
Sed, quibus ipse malis careas, quia cernere suave est.”

Yet we shall see further on that this kind of pleasure,
through cognition of our own well-being obtained in this
way, lies very near the source of real, positive wickedness.

That all happiness is only of a negative, not a positive,
nature, that just on this account it cannot furnish lasting
satisfaction and gratification, but merely delivers us from
some pain or want which must be followed either by a new
pain, or by languor, empty longing, and ennui— this finds
support in art, that true mirror of the world and life, and
especially in poetry. Every epic and dramatic poem can
represent only a struggle, an effort, a fight for happiness,
but never enduring and complete happiness itself. It con-
ducts its heroes through a thousand difficulties and dangers
to the goal, yet, as soon as this is reached, it hastens to
let the curtain fall; for then there remains nothing for it
to do but to show that the glittering goal in which the hero
expected to find happiness had only disappointed him, and
that after its attainment he was no better off than before.
Because a genuine enduring happiness is not possible, it
cannot be the subject of art. Certainly the aim of the idyl
is the description of such a happiness; but one also sees
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that the idyl, as such, cannot continue. The poet always
finds that it either becomes epical in his hands, and in this
case is but a very insignificant epic, made up of trifling
sorrows, trifling delights, and trifling efforts— this is the
commonest case— or else it becomes a merely descriptive
poem, depicting the beauty of nature, i. e., pure knowing,
apart from will, which certainly, as a matter of faect, is
the only pure happiness, for it is neither preceded by suffer-
ing or want, nor necessarily followed by repentance, sor-
row, ennut, or satiety; yet this happiness cannot fill the
whole life, but is only possible at moments. What we see
in poetry we find again in music, in whose melodies we
have recognized the universal expression of the inmost his-
tory of the self-conscious will, the most secret life, longing,
suffering, and delight—the ebb and flow of the human
heart. Melody is always a deviation from the key-note
through a thousand capricious wanderings, even to the most
painful discord, and then a final return to the key-note
which expresses the satisfaction and appeasing of the will,
but with which nothing more can then be done, and the
continuance of which, any longer, would be only a weari-
some and unmeaning monotony corresponding to ennut.
All that we intend to bring out clearly through these con-
siderations and reflections — the impossibility of attaining
lasting satisfaction and the negative nature of all happi-
ness— finds its explanation in what is shown at the con-
clusion of the Second Book: that the will, of which human
life, like every phenomenon, is the objectification, is a striv-
ing without aim or end. We find the stamp of this endless-
ness imprinted upon all the parts of its whole manifesta-
tion, from its most universal form, endless time and space,
up to the most perfect of all phenomena, the life and striv-
ing of man. We may theoretically assume three extremes
of human life, and treat them as elements of actual life.
First, the powerful will, the strong passions (Radscha-
Guna). It appears in great historical characters; it is
described in the epic and the drama; but it can also show
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itself in the little world, for the size of the objects is meas-
ured here by the degree in which they influence the will,
not according to their external relations. Second, pure
knowing, the comprehension of the Ideas, conditioned by
the freeing of knowledge from the service of will—the
life of genius (Satwa-Guna). Third and lastly, the greatest
lethargy of the will, and also of the knowledge attaching
to it, empty longing, life-benumbing languor (Tama-Guna).
The life of the individual, far from becoming permanently
fixed in one of these extremes, seldom touches any of them,
and is for the most part only a weak and wavering approach
to one or the other side, a needy desiring of trifling objects,
constantly recurring, and so escaping ennui. It is really
incredible how meaningless and void of significance when
looked at from without, how dull and unenlightened by
intellect when felt from within, is the course of the life of
the great majority of men. It is a weary longing and com-
plaining, a dream-like staggering through the four ages of
life to death, accompanied by a series of trivial thoughts.
Such men are like clockwork, which is wound up and goes
it knows not why; and every time a man is begotten and
born the clock of human life is wound up anew, to repeat
the same old piece it has played innumerable times before,
passage after passage, measure after measure, with insig-
nificant variations. Every individual, every human being
and his course of life, is but another short dream of the
endless spirit of nature, of the persistent will to live; is
only another fleeting form, which it carelessly sketches on
its infinite leaf, space and time, allows to remain for a
time so short that it vanishes into nothing in comparison
with these, and then obliterates to make new room. And
yet— and here lies the serious side of life—every one of
these fleeting forms, these empty fancies, must be paid for
by the whole will to live, in all its vehemence, with many
and deep sufferings, and finally with a bitter death, long
feared and coming at last. This is why the sight of a
corpse makes us suddenly so serious.
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The life of every individual, if we survey it as a whole
and in general and lay stress only upon its most significant
features, is really always a tragedy, but, gone through in
detail, it has the character of a comedy. For the deeds
and vexations of the day, the restless irritation of the
moment, the desires and fears of the week, the mishaps
of every hour, are all through chance, which is ever bent
upon some jest, scenes of a comedy; but the never-satisfied
wishes, the frustrated efforts, the hopes unmercifully
crushed by fate, the unfortunate errors of the whole life,
with increasing suffering and death at the end, are always
a tragedy. Thus, as if fate would add derision to the
misery of our existence, our life must contain all the woes
of tragedy, and yet we cannot even assert the dignity of
tragic characters, but in the broad detail of life must inev-
itably be the foolish characters of a comedy.

But to whatever measure great and small trials may fill
human life, they are not able to conceal its insufficiency
to satisfy the spirit; they cannot hide the emptiness and
superficiality of existence, nor exclude ennwi, which is
always ready to fill up every pause that care may leave
open. Hence it comes to pass that the human mind, not
vet content with the cares, anxieties, and occupations which
the actual world lays upon it, creates for itself an imaginary
world also, in the form of a thousand different super-
stitions, and then finds all manner of employment with this,
and wastes time and strength upon it as soon as the real
world is willing to grant it the rest which it is quite incapa-
ble of enjoying. This is accordingly most palpably the
case with nations for which life is made easy by the con-
genial nature of the climate and the soil —most of all with
the Hindus, then with the Greeks, the Romans, and, later,
with the Italians, the Spaniards, ete. Demons, gods, and
saints man creates in his own image, and to them he must
then unceasingly bring offerings, prayers, temple decora-
tions, vows and their fulfilment, pilgrimages, salutations,
ornaments for their images, ete. Their service mingles
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everywhere with the real, and, indeed, obscures it. Every
event of life is regarded as the reaction by these beings;
intercourse with them occupies half the time of life, con-
stantly sustains hope, and, by the charm of illusion, often
becomes more interesting than intercourse with real beings.

It is the expression and symptom of the actual need of
mankind, partly for help and support, partly for occupation
and diversion; and if it often works in direct opposition to
the first need (because when accidents and dangers arise
valuable time and strength, instead of being directed to
warding them off, are uselessly wasted on prayers and
offerings), it serves the second end all the better by this

imaginary converse with a visionary spirit world.
* * * * * * * * * *

§ 68

All suffering, since it is a mortification and a eall to resig-
nation, has potentially a sanctifying power. This is the ex-
planation of the fact that every great misfortune or deep pain
inspires a certain awe. But the sufferer as such becomes
an object of genuine reverence only when, surveying the
course of his life as a chain of sorrows, or mourning some
great and incurable misfortune, he does not really look at
the special combination of circumstances which has plunged
his own life into suffering, nor stops at the single great
misfortune that has befallen him, for in so far his knowl-
edge still follows the principle of sufficient reason, clings
to the particular phenomenon, and he still wills life, only
not under the conditions which have become his; but only
then, I say, is he truly worthy of reverence when he raises
his glance from the particular to the universal, when he
regards his suffering as merely an example of the whole,
and, for him (since in a moral regard he partakes of
genius), one case stands for a thousand, so that the whole
of life conceived as essentially suffering brings him to
resignation. Therefore it inspires reverence when, in
Goethe’s Torquato Tasso, the princess speaks of how her
own life and that of her relations has always been sad and
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joyless, and yet regards the matter from an entirely uni-
versal point of view.

A very noble character we always imagine with a certain
trace of quiet sadness, which is anything but a constant
fretfulness at daily annoyances (this would be an ignoble
trait, and lead us to fear a bad disposition), but is a eon-
sciousness derived from knowledge of the vanity of all
possessions, of the suffering of all life, not merely of his
own. But such knowledge may primarily be awakened by
the personal experience of suffering, especially some one
great sorrow, as a single unfulfilled wish brought Petrarch
to that state of resigned sadness concerning the whole of life
which appeals to us so pathetically in his works; for the
Daphne he pursued had to flee from his hands in order to
leave him, instead of herself, the immortal laurel. When
through such a great and irrevocable denial of fate the
will is to some extent broken, almost nothing else is de-
sired, and the character shows itself mild, sad, noble, and
resigned. When, finally, grief has no definite object, but
extends itself over the whole of life, then it is to a certain
extent a going into itself, a withdrawal, a gradual disap-
pearance of the will, whose visible manifestation, the body,
it imperceptibly but surely undermines, so that a man feels
a certain loosening of his bonds, a mild foretaste of that
death which promises to be the dissolution at once of the
body and of the will. Therefore a calm joy accompanies this
grief, and it is this, as I believe, which the most melan-
choly of all nations has called ‘‘ the joy of grief.”’ But
here also lies the danger of sentimentality, both in life itself
and in the representation of it in poetry, when a man is
always mourning and lamenting without courageously
rising to resignation. In this way we lose both earth and
heaven, and retain merely a watery sentimentality. Only
if suffering assumes the form of pure knowledge, and if
this, acting as a quieter of the will, brings about true resig-
nation, is it the way of salvation and thereby worthy of
reverence. Thus, we feel a certain respect at the sight of
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every great sufferer, which is akin to the feeling excited by
virtue and nobility of character, and at the same time we
feel somewhat a reproach in our own happy condition. We
cannot help regarding every sorrow, both our own and
those of others, as at least a potential advance toward
virtue and holiness, and, on the contrary, pleasures and
worldly satisfactions as a retrogression from them. This
goes so far that every man who endures a great bodily or
mental suffering, indeed every one who merely performs
some physical labor which demands the greatest exertion,
in the sweat of his brow and with evident exhaustion, yet
with patience and without murmuring—every such man,
I say, if we consider him with close attention, appears to
us like a sick man who tries a painful cure, and who will-
ingly, and even with satisfaction, endures the suffering it
causes him, because he knows that the more he suffers
the more the cause of his disease is affected and that there-
fore the present suffering is the measure of his cure.
According to what has been said, the denial of the will
to live, which is just what is called absolute, entire resig-
nation, or holiness, always proceeds from that quieter of
the will which the knowledge of its inner conflict and
essential vanity, expressing themselves in the suffering of
all living things, becomes. The difference, which we have
represented as two paths, consists in whether that knowl-
edge is called up by suffering which is merely and purely
known and is freely appropriated by means of the pene-
tration of the principium individuationis, or by suffering
which is directly felt by a man himself. True salvation,
deliverance from life and suffering, cannot even be im-
agined without complete denial of the will. Till then, every
one is simply this will itself, whose manifestation is an
ephemeral existence, a constantly vain and empty striving,
and the world full of suffering we have represented, to
which all irrevocably and in like manner belong. For we
found above that life is always assured to the will to live,
and its one real form is the present from which they can
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never escape, since birth and death reign in the phe-
nomenal world. The Indian mythus expresses this by say-
ing ‘‘ they are born again.”” The great ethical difference
of characters means this—that the bad man is infinitely
far from the attainment of the knowledge from which the
denial of the will proceeds, and therefore he is in truth
actually exposed to all the miseries which appear in life as
possible; for even the present fortunate condition of his
personality is merely a phenomenon produced by the prin-
ciptum mdividuationis, and a delusion of May4, the happy
dream of a beggar. The sufferings which in the vehemence
and ardor of his will he inflicts upon others are the meas-
ure of the suffering, the experience of which in his own
person cannot break his will and plainly lead it to the
denial of itself. All true and pure love, on the other hand,
and even all free justice, proceed from the penetration of
the principium individuatioms, which, if it appears with its
full power, results in perfect sanctification and salvation,
the phenomenon of which is the state of resignation de-
scribed above, the unbroken peace which accompanies i,
and the greatest delight in death.

* * * * * * * * * *
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I
ON GENIUS+t

W O difference of rank, position, or birth, is so

3 I great as the gulf that separates the count-

( ] less millions who use their head only in the
Dl service of their belly—in other words, look
upon it as an instrument of the will, and
those very few and rare persons who have the courage to
say: No! my head is too good for that; it shall be active
only in its own service; it shall try to comprehend the
wondrous and varied spectacle of this world and then re-
produce it in some form, whether as art or as literature,
that may answer to my character as an individual. These
are the truly noble, the real noblesse of the world; the
others are serfs and go with the soil— glebe adscripti. Of
course, I am here referring to those who have not only the
courage, but also the call, and therefore the right, to order
the head to quit the service of the will with a result that
proves the sacrifice to have been worth the making. In
the case of those to whom all this can only partialiy apply,
the gulf is not so wide; but even though their talent be
small, so long as it is real, there will always be a sharp line
of demarcation between them and the millions.

The most correct scale for adjusting the hierarchy of in-
telligences is furnished by the degree in which the mind
takes merely individual or approaches universal views of
things. The brute recognizes only the individual as such;
its comprehension does not extend beyond the limits of the

* Permission George Allen & Co., Ltd., London.
t From Parerga and Paralipomena, Chapter III, in part.
1631
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individual. But man reduces the individual to the general;
herein lies the exercise of his reason; and the higher his
intelligence reaches, the nearer do his general ideas ap-
proach the point at which they become universal. If this
grasp of the universal is so deep as to be intuitive, and to
apply not only to general ideas but to an individual object
by itself, then there arises a knowledge of the Ideas in the
sense used by Plato. This knowledge is of an esthetic char-
acter; when it is self-active it rises to genius and reaches
the highest degree of intensity when it becomes philosophie
—for then the whole of life and existence as it passes
away, the world and all it contains, are grasped in their
true nature by an act of intuition and appear in a form
which forces itself upon consciousness as an object of
meditation. Here reflection attains its highest point. Be-
tween it and the merely animal perception there are count-
less stages, which differ according to the approach made to
a universal view of things.

The works of fine art, poetry and philosophy produced
by a nation are the outcome of the superfluous intellect
existing in it.

For him who can understand aright — cum grano salis —
the relation between the genius and the normal man may,
perhaps, be best expressed as follows: A genius is a man
possessing a double intellect, one for himself and the serv-
ice of his will; the other for the world, of which he becomes
the mirror by virtue of his purely objective attitude
toward it. The work of art or poetry or philosophy pro-
duced by the genius is simply the result, or quintessence,
of this contemplative attitude, elaborated according to
certain technical rules.

The normal man, on the other hand, has only a single
intellect, which may be called subjective by contrast with
the objective intellect of genius. However acute this sub-
jective intellect may be —and it exists in very various de-
grees of perfection —it is never on the same level with the
double intellect of genius, just as the open chest notes of the
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human voice, however high, are essentially different from
the falsetto notes. These, like the two upper octaves of
the flute and the harmonies of the violin, are produced by
the column of air dividing itself into two vibrating halves,
with a node between them; while the open chest notes of
the human voice and the lower octave of the flute are pro-
duced by the undivided column of air vibrating as a whole.
This illustration may help the reader to understand that
specific peculiarity of genius which is unmistakably stamped
on the works, and even on the physiognomy, of him who
is gifted with it. At the same time it is obvious that a
double intellect like this must, as a rule, obstruct the serv-
ice of the will; and this explains the poor capacity often
shown by genius in the conduct of life. And what specially
characterizes genius is that it has none of that sobriety of
temper which is always to be found in the ordinary simple
intellect, be it acute or dull.

The brain may be likened to a parasite which is nourished
as a part of the human frame without contributing directly
to its inner economy; it is securely housed in the topmost
story, and there leads a self-sufficient and independent life.
In the same way it may be said that a man endowed with
great mental gifts leads, apart from the individual life
common to all, a second life, purely of the intellect. He
devotes himself to the constant increase, rectification and
extension, not of mere learning, but of real systematic
knowledge and insight, and remains untouched by the fate
that overtakes him personally, so long as it does not dis-
turb him in his work. It is thus a life which uplifts a
man and sets him above fate and its changes. Always
thinking, learning, experimenting, practising his knowl-
edge, the man soon comes to look upon this second life as
the chief mode of existence and his merely personal life as
something subordinate, serving only to advance ends higher
than itself.

An example of this independent, separate existence is
furnished by Goethe. During the war in the Champagne,

Vor. XV —5 :
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and amid all the bustle of the camp, he made observations
for his theory of color; and as soon as the numberless
calamities of that war allowed him to retire for a short
time to the fortress of Luxemburg, he took up the manu-
seript of his Farbenlehre. This is an example which we,
the salt of the earth, should endeavor to follow, by never
letting anything disturb us in the pursuit of our intellectual
life, however much the storm of the world may invade and
agitate our personal environment—always remembering
that we are the sons, not of the bond-woman, but of the
free. As our emblem and coat of arms, I propose a tree
mightily shaken by the wind, but still bearing its ruddy
fruit on every branch; with the motto Dum convellor
mitescunt, or Conquassata sed ferax. ‘

That purely intellectual life of the individual has its’
counterpart in humanity as a whole; for there, too, the
real life is the life of the will, both in the empirical and in
the transcendental meaning of the word. The purely intel-
lectual life of humanity lies in its effort to increase knowl-
edge by means of the sciences, and in the perfection of the
arts. Both science and art thus advance slowly from one
generation to another and grow with the centuries, every
race as it hurries by furnishing its contribution. This
intellectual life, like some gift from heaven, hovers over
the stir and movement of the world; or it is, as it were, a
sweet-scented air developed out of the ferment itself —the
real life of mankind, dominated by will; and side by side
with the history of nations the history of philosophy,
science, and art takes its innocent and bloodless way.

The difference between the genius and the ordinary man
is, no doubt, a quantitative one, in so far as it is a difference
of degree; but one is tempted to regard it also as quali-
tative in view of the fact that ordinary minds, notwith-
standing individual variation, have a certain tendency to
think alike. Thus on similar occasions their thoughts at
once take the same direction and run on the same lines; and
this explains why their judgments constantly agree —not,
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however, because they are based on truth. To such lengths
does this go that certain fundamental views obtain among
mankind at all times, and are always being repeated and
brought forward anew, while the great minds of all ages
are in open or secret opposition to them.

A genius is a man in whose mind the World as Idea
reflects itself with a higher degree of clearness and a
greater distinction of outline than is attained by ordinary
people. It is from him that humanity may look for most
instruection; for the deepest insight into the most important
matters is to be acquired, not by an observant attention
to detail, but by a close study of things as a whole. And if
his mind reaches maturity the instruction he gives will be
conveyed, now in one form, now in another. Thus genius
may be defined as an eminently clear consciousness of
things in general, and, therefore, also of that which is
opposed to them —namely, one’s own self.

The world looks up to a man thus endowed, and expects
to learn something about life and its real nature. But sev-
eral highly favorable circumstances must combine to pro-
duce genius, and this is a very rare event. It happens only
now and then, let us say once in a century, that a man is
born whose intellect so perceptibly surpasses the normal
measure as to amount to that second faculty which seems
to be accidental, as it is out of all relation to the will. He
may remain a long time without being recognized or appre-
ciated, stupidity preventing the one and envy the other.
But when it is once discerned that a new genius has arisen,
mankind will ecrowd round him and his works, in the hope
that he may be able to enlighten some of the darkness of
their existence or inform them about it. His message is,
to some extent, a revelation, and he himself a higher being,
even though he may be but little above the average
standard.

Like the ordinary man, the genius is what he is chiefly
for himself. This is essential to his nature —a fact which
can neither be avoided nor altered. What he may be for
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others remains a matter of chance and of secondary import-
ance. In no case can people receive from his mind more
than a reflection, and then only when he joins with them
in the attempt to get his thought into their heads — where,
however, it can never be anything but an exotic plant,
stunted and frail.

In order to have original, uncommon, and perhaps even
immortal thoughts, it is enough to estrange oneself so fully
from the world of things for a few moments that the most
ordinary objects and events appear quite new and un-
familiar; in this way their true nature is disclosed. This
process cannot, perhaps, be said to be difficult; it is not in
our power at all, but is just the province of genius. Yet,
by itself, genius can produce original thoughts just as little
as a woman by herself can bear children; outward circum-
stances must come to fructify genius, and be, as it were, a
father to its progeny.

The mind of genius is among other minds what the car-
buncle is among precious stones—it sends forth light of
its own, while the others reflect only that which they have
received. The relation of the genius to the ordinary mind
may also be deseribed as that of an idio-electrical body to
one which is merely a conductor of electricity. The genius
is therefore not fit to become a mere man of learning, who
spends his life in teaching what he has learned; just as
idio-electrical bodies are not conductors. Nay, genius
stands to mere learning as the text to the notes. A man
of learning is a man who has learned a great deal; a man
of genius, one from whom we learn something which the
genius has learned from nobody. Great minds, of which
there is scarcely one in a hundred millions, are thus the
lighthouses of humanity; and without them mankind would
lose itself in the boundless sea of monstrous error and
bewilderment.

But the mere man of learning — a Gottingen professor or
librarius, for instance — looks upon the genius much as we
look upon a hare, which is good to eat after it has been
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killed and dressed up, but, so long as it is alive, it is only
good to shoot at.

He who wishes to win gratitude from his contempo-
raries must adjust his pace to theirs; but great things are
never produced in this way. And he who wants to do great
things must direet his gaze to posterity, and in firm con-
fidence elaborate his work for coming generations. No
doubt the result may be that he will remain quite unknown
to his contemporaries, and comparable to a man who, com-
pelled to spend his life upon a lonely island, with great
effort sets up a monument there in order to transmit to
future seafarers the knowledge of his existence. If he con-
siders it a hard fate, let him console himself with the reflec-
tion that the ordinary man who lives only for practical
ends often suffers likewise, and without having any com-
pensation to hope for, inasmuch as he may, under favor-
able conditions, spend a life of material production,
earning, buying, building, fertilizing, laying out, founding,
establishing, beautifying, with daily effort and unflagging
zeal, and all the time think that he is working for himself —
and yet in the end it is his descendants who reap the benefit
of it all, and sometimes not even his descendants. It is the
same with the man of genius; he, too, hopes for his reward
and for honor, at least; but at last finds that he has worked
for posterity alone. Both, to be sure, have inherited a
great deal from their ancestors.

The compensation I have mentioned as the privilege of
genius lies, not in what it is to others, but in what it is to
itself. What man has, in any real sense, more truly lived
than he whose moments of thought make their echoes heard
through the tumult of centuries? Perhaps, after all, it
would be the best thing for a genius to attain undisturbed
possession of himself by spending his life in enjoying the
pleasure of his own thoughts, his own works, and by admit-
ting the world only as the heir of his ample existence ; then
the world would find the mark of his existence only after
his death, like the marks in the Ichnolith.
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Nor is it only in the activity of his highest powers that
the genius surpasses ordinary people. A man who is un-
usually well-knit, supple, and agile, will perform all his
movements with exceptional ease, even with comfort,
because he takes a direct pleasure in an activity for which
he is particularly well equipped, and therefore often exer-
cises it without any object. Further, if he is an acrobat
or a dancer, not only does he take leaps which other people
cannot execute, but he also betrays rare elasticity and
agility in those easier steps which others can also perform,
and even in ordinary walking. In the same way a man of
superior mind will not only produce thoughts and works
which could never have come from another, for it will not
be here alone that he will display his greatness; but, as
knowledge and thought form a mode of activity natural
and easy to him, he will also delight himself in them at all
times, and so will apprehend small matters, which are
within the range of other minds, more easily, quickly, and
correctly than they. Thus he will take a direct and lively
pleasure in every inerease of knowledge, every problem
solved, every witty thought, whether of his own or an-
other’s, and so his mind will have no further aim than to be
constantly active. This will be an inexhaustible spring of
delight; and boredom, that spectre which haunts the ordi-
nary man, can never come near him.

Then, too, the masterpieces of past and contemporary
men of genius exist in their fulness for him alone. If a
great product of genius is recommended to the ordinary,
simple mind, it will take as much pleasure therein as the
victim of gout receives in being invited to a ball. The one
goes for the sake of formality, and the other reads the book
so as not to be in arrears. For La Bruyére was quite right
when he said: ¢¢All the wit in the world is lost upon him
who has none.”” The whole range of thought of a man of
talent, or of a genius, compared with the thoughts of the
common man, is, even when directed to objects essentially
the same, like a brilliant oil-painting, full of life, compared
with a mere outline or a weak sketch in water-color.
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All this is part of the reward of the man of genius, and
compensates him for a lonely existence in a world with
which he has nothing in common and no sympathies. But
since size is relative, it comes to the same thing whether I
say, Caius was a great man, or, Caius had to live among
wretchedly small people; for Brobdignak and Lilliput vary
only in the point from which they start. However great,
then, however admirable or entertaining a long posterity
may think the author of immortal works, during his life-
time he will appear to his contemporaries small, wretched,
and insipid in proportion. This is what I mean by saying
that as there are three hundred feet from the base of a
tower to the summit, so there are exactly three hundred
from the summit to the base. Great minds thus owe little
ones some indulgence; for it is only in virtue of these little
minds that they themselves are great.

Let us, then, not be surprised if we find men of genius
generally unsociable and repellant. It is not their want
of sociability that is to blame. Their path through the
world is like that of a man who goes for a walk on a bright
summer morning. He gazes with delight on the beauty
and freshness of nature, but he has to rely wholly on that
for entertainment; for he can find no society but the peas-
ants as they bend over the earth and cultivate the soil.
Thus it often happens that a great mind prefers his own
monologue to the dialogues which are recited in this world.
If he, however, condescends now and then to take part in the
latter, their hollowness may possibly drive him back to his
soliloquy; for in forgetfulness of his interlocutor, or
caring little whether he understands or not, he talks to
him as a child talks to a doll.

Modesty in a great mind would, no doubt, be pleasing to
the world; but, unluckily, it is a contradictio in adjecto.
It would compel a genius to give the thoughts and
opinions, nay, even the manners and mannerisms of -the
million, preference over his own, to set a higher value upon
them, and, wide apart as they are, to bring his views into
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harmony with theirs, or even suppress them altogether,
so as to let the others hold the field. In that case, however, »
he would either produce nothing at all, or else his achieve-
ments would be just upon a level with theirs. Great, genu-
ine, and extraordinary work can be done only in so far as
its author disregards the method, the thoughts, the opinions
of his contemporaries, and quietly works on, in spite of
their criticism, on his side despising what they praise.
No one becomes great without arrogance of this sort.
Should his life and work fall upon a time which ecannot
recognize and appreciate him, he is at any rate true to
himself, like some noble traveler forced to pass the night
in a miserable inn; when morning comes, he contentedly
goes his way.

A poet or philosopher should have no fault to find with
his age, if it only permits him to do his work undisturbed in
his own corner; nor with his fate, if the cormer granted
him permits him to follow his vocation without having to
think about other people.

For the brain to be a mere laborer in the service of the
belly is indeed the common lot of almost all those who do
not live on the work of their hands; and they are far from
being discontented with their lot. But it strikes despair
into a man of great mind, whose brain-power goes beyond
the measure necessary for the service of the will; and he
prefers, if need be, to live in the narrowest circumstances,
so long as they afford him the free use of his time for the
development and application of his faculties-——in other
words, if they give him the leisure which is invaluable to
him. It is otherwise with ordinary people; for them leisure
has no value in itself, nor is it, indeed, without its dangers,
as these people seem to know. The technics of our time,
which has reached unprecedented perfection, has, by in-
creasing and multiplying objects of luxury, given the
favorites of fortune a choice between obtaining, by in-
creased effort, more leisure and culture upon one side, and
additional luxury and good living upon the other. True
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to their character, they choose the latter and prefer cham-
pagne to freedom, being thus entirely consistent in their
choice; for, to them, every exertion of the mind which does
not serve the aims of the will is folly. Intellectual effort
for its own sake they call eccentricity ; therefore persistence
in the aims of the will and the belly will be concentricity;
and, to be sure, the will is the centre, the kernel of the world.

But, in general, it is very seldom that such an alternative
is presented. For as most men have no superfluity of
money, but only just enough for their needs, so it is with
intelligence; they possess just enough to suffice for the
service of the will, that is, for the carrying on of their busi-
ness. This done, they are content to gape or to indulge in
sensual pleasures or childish amusements, cards or dice;
or they will converse in the dullest way, or dress up and
make obeisance to one another. And how few are those
who have even a slight superfluity of intellectual power!
Like those who have some money to spare, they too seek for
themselves pleasure —but it is the pleasure of the intellect.
Either they will pursue some liberal study which brings
them in nothing, or they will practise some art; and, in
general, they will be capable of taking an objective interest
in things, so that it will be possible to converse with them.
But with the others it is better not to enter into any rela-
tions at all; for, except when they tell the results of their
own experience or give an account of their special vocation,
or at any rate impart what they have learned from some
one else, their conversation will not be worth listening to;
and if anything is said to them they will not only rarely
grasp or understand it aright, but it will, in most cases, be
opposed to their own opinions. Balthazar Gracian de-
sceribes them very strikingly as men who are not men—
hombres che non lo son. And Giordano Bruno says the
same thing: ‘¢ What a difference there is in having to do
with men compared with those who are only made in their
image and likeness!’’ And how wonderfully this passage
agrees with that remark in the Kurral: ¢‘ The common
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people seem to be men, but I have never seen anything
quite like them.”’

To satisfy the need of cheerful entertainment, and to
insure oneself against feeling solitary, let me recommend
the company of dogs, whose moral and intellectnal qualities
may almost always afford delight and gratification; but
with them, as with men, we should always be careful to
avoid being unjust. For I am often surprised by the clever-
ness, and now and again by the stupidity, of my dog; and I
have similar experiences with mankind. Countless times,
in indignation at their incapacity, their total lack of diseern-
ment, their bestiality, I have been forced to echo the old
complaint that folly is the mother and the nurse of the
human race —

Iumani generis mater nutrixque profecto
Stultitia est. :
But at other times I have been astounded that from such
a race there could have gone forth so many arts and
sciences, abounding in so much use and beauty, even though
it has always been the few that produce them. Yet these
arts and sciences have struck root, established and per-
fected themselves; and the race has with persistent fidelity
preserved Homer, Plato, Horace and others of their kind
for thousands of years by copying and treasuring their
writings, thus saving them from oblivion in spite of all
the evils and atrocities that have happened in the world.
By such means mankind has proved that it appreciates
the value of these things, and that it can at the same time
form a correct view of special individual achievements or
recognize at their true worth indications of judgment and
intelligence. When this takes place among those who
belong to the great multitude it is by a kind of inspiration,
and sometimes indeed a correet opinion will be formed by
the multitude itself; but this is only when the chorus of
praise has grown full and complete. It is then like the
sound of untrained voices; where there are enough of them,
it is always harmonious.



PARERGA AND PARALIPOMENA 75

But, generally speaking, those who emerge from the
multitude, those who are called men of genius, are merely
the lucida intervalla of the whole human race. They achieve
that which others could not possibly achieve. Their origi-
nality is so great that not only is their divergence from
others obvious, but their individuality is expressed with
such force that all the men of genius who have ever ex-
isted show, every one of them, peculiarities of character
and mind; so that the gift of the work of each individual
1s such as he alone of all men could ever have presented to
the world. This is what makes that simile of Ariosto’s so
true and so justly celebrated: Natura lo fece e poi ruppe
lo stampo: ‘‘After Nature stamps a man of genius, she
breaks the die.”’

But there is always a limit to human capacity; and no
one can be a great genius without having some decidedly
weak side, it may even be some intellectual narrowness —
in other words, there will be some faculty in which he is
now and then inferior even to men of moderate endow-
ments. It will be a faculty which, if strong, might have
been an obstacle to the exercise of the qualities in which he
excels. What this weak point is, it will always be hard to
define with any accuracy, even in a given case. It may be
better expressed indirectly; thus Plato’s weak point is
exactly that in which Aristotle is strong, and vice versa;
and so, too, Kant is deficient just where Goethe is great.

Now mankind is fond of venerating something, but its
veneration is generally directed to the wrong object, and
it remains so directed until posterity comes to set it right.
But the educated public is no sooner set right in this than
the veneration which is due to genius degenerates, just as
the veneration which the faithful pay to their saints easily
passes into a frivolous worship of relics. Thousands of
Christians adore the relics of a saint whose life and doctrine
are unknown to them; and the religion of thousands of
Buddhists lies more in veneration of the Holy Tooth or
some such object, or the vessel that contains it, or the
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Holy Bowl, or the fossil footstep, or the Holy Tree which
Buddha planted, than in the thorough knowledge and faith-
ful practise of his high teaching. Petrarch’s house in
Arqua; Tasso’s supposed prison in Ferrara; Shakespeare’s
house in Stratford, with his chair; Goethe’s house in
Weimar, with its furniture; Kant’s old hat; the autographs
of great men— these things are gaped at with interest and
awe by many who have never read their works, and who
can do nothing else than just gape. For the more intelligent
however among them are moved by a wish to see the
objects which the great man habitually had before his eyes,
and, by a strange illusion, these produce the mistaken notion
that with the objects they are bringing back the man him-
self, or that something of him must cling to them. Akin
to such people are those who earnestly strive to acquaint
themselves with the subject-matter of a poet’s works, such
as the Faust legend and its literature, or to unravel the per-
sonal circumstances and events in his life which have sug-
gested particular passages. This is as though the audience
in a theatre were to admire a fine scene, and then rush upon
the stage to look at the scaffolding that supports it. There
are in our day enough instances of these critical investi-
gators making special studies of Friederike in Sesenheim,
Gretchen in the Weissadlergasse, the Family of Lotte in
Werther, ete. They prove the truth of the saying that man-
kind is interested, not in the form of a work, that is, in its
manner of treatment, but in its actnal matter. All it cares
for is the theme. To read a philosopher’s biography, in-
stead of studying his thoughts, is like neglecting a picture
and attending only to the style of its frame, debating
whether it is carved well or ill, and what was the cost of
gilding it.

This is all very well. However, there is another class of
persons whose interest is also directed to material and
personal considerations, but they go much further and
carry it to a point where it becomes absolutely contemp-
tible. To reward a great man for having opened up to them
the treasures of his inmost being, and, by a supreme effort
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of his faculties, produced works which not only redound to
their elevation and enlightenment, but will also benefit
their posterity to the tenth and twentieth generation; in
return of his having presented mankind with a matchless
gift these varlets think themselves justified in sitting in
judgment upon his personal morality, and trying if they
cannot discover here or there some spot in him which will
soothe the pain they feel at the sight of so great a mind —
a pain excited by comparison with the overwhelming feel-
ing of their own nothingness.

This is the real source of all those prolix discussions,
carried on in countless books and reviews, on the moral
aspect of Goethe’s life, and whether he ought not to have
married one or other of the girls with whom he fell in
love in his young days; whether, again, instead of honestly
devoting himself to the service of his master, he should
not have been a man of the people, a German patriot,
worthy of a seat in the Pawulskirche, and so on. Such cry-
ing ingratitude and malicious detraction prove that these
self-constituted judges are as great knaves morally as they
are intellectually, which is saying a great deal.

A man of talent will strive for money and glory; but
the spring that moves genius to the production of its works
is not so easy to name; wealth is seldom its reward, neither
is it glory—only a Frenchman could mean that-—for
glory is such an uncertain thing, and, if you look at it
closely, of so little value;—besides it never corresponds
to the effort you have made —

Responsura tuo nunquam est par fama labori.

Nor, again, is it exactly the pleasure it gives you, for this is
almost outweighed by the greatness of the effort. It is
rather a peculiar kind of instinet, which drives the man of
genius to give permanent form to what he sees and feels,
without being conscious of any further motive. It works,
in the main, by a necessity similar to that which makes a
tree bear its fruit; and no external condition is needed but
the ground upon which it is to thrive.
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On a closer examination it seems as though, in the case
of a genius, the will to live, which is the spirit of the
human species, were conscious of having by some rare
chance and for a brief period attained a greater clearness
of vision, and were now trying to secure it, or at least the
outcome of it, for the whole species, to which the individual
genius in his inmost being belongs; so that the light which
he sheds about him may pierce the darkness and dulness
of ordinary human consciousness and there produce some
good effect.

Arising in some such way, this instinet drives the genius
to carry his work to completion, without thinking of reward
or applause or sympathy; to leave all care for his own
personal welfare; to make his life one of industrious soli-
tude, and to strain his faculties to the utmost. He thus
comes to think more about posterity than about contem-
poraries ; because, while the latter can only lead him astray,
posterity forms the majority of the species, and time will
gradually bring the discerning few who can appreciate him.
Meanwhile it is with him as with the artist described by
Goethe; he has no princely patron to prize his talents, no
friend to rejoice with him —

Ein Fiirst der die Talente schdtzte,

Ein Freund der sich mit mir ergitzte,
Die haben leider mir gefehlt.

His work is, as it were, a sacred deposit and the true fruit
of his life, and his aim in storing it away for a more dis-
cerning posterity will be to make it the property of man-
kind. An aim like this far surpasses all others, and for
it he wears the ecrown of thorns which is one day to bloom
into a wreath of laurel. All his powers are concentrated
in the effort to complete and secure his work — just as the
insect, in the last stage of its development, uses its whole
strength on behalf of a brood it will never live to see; it
puts its eggs in some place of safety, where, as it well
knows, the young will one day find life and nourishment,
and then cheerfully dies.
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II
ON THE SUFFERINGS OF THE WORLD *

Uxvress suffering is the direet and immediate object of
life, our existence is the most purposeless thing in the
world. For it is absurd to assume that the endless pain
originating in the misery so essential to life, with which
the world is replete on all sides, should be without purpose
and merely accidental. KEach individual case of misfortune
appears, it is true, as an exception; but misfortune as such
is the rule.

I know of no greater absurdity than that propounded by
most metaphysical systems in declaring evil to be negative
in its essence, while it is precisely the one positive thing
in this world. * * * Leibniz is particularly concerned
to defend this absurdity; and he seeks to strengthen his
position by using a palpable and paltry sophism. On the
contrary, the good, i. e., every kind of happiness and satis-
faction, is negative, or, in other words, nothing but the
annulling of desire and ending of pain.

This explains the fact that we generally find pleasure to
be not nearly so pleasant as we expected, and pain very
much more painful.

The pleasure in this world, it has been said, outweighs
the pain; or, at any rate, there is an even balance between
the two. If the reader wishes to see shortly whether this
statement is true, let him compare the respective feelings
of two animals, one of which is engaged in eating the other.

The most effective consolation in misfortune or affliction
of any kind is the thought of other people who are in a still
worse plight than ourselves; and in this a form of consela-
tion open to every one. But what an awful fate this means
for mankind as a whole!

We are like lambs in a field, disporting themselves under
the eye of the butcher, who chooses out first one and then

* Parerga and Paralipomena, II. Chapter XII.
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another for his prey. So it is that in our good days we
are all unconscious of the evil Fate may have presently
in store for us — sickness, persecution, poverty, mutilation,
loss of sight or reason, death, etec.

No little part of the torment of existence lies in this, that
Time is continunally pressing upon us, never letting us take
breath, but always coming after us like a taskmaster with
a whip. It spares only him whom it delivers over to the
miser: of boredom.

But misfortune has its uses; for, as our bodily frame
would burst asunder if the pressure of the atmosphere were
removed, so, if the lives of men were relieved of all need,
hardship and adversity, if everything they took in hand
were successful, they would be so swollen with arrogance
that, though they might not burst, they would present the
spectacle of unbridled folly—nay, they would go mad.
And I may say, further, that a certain amount of eare or
pain or trouble is necessary for every man at all times
in order to go straight, just as a ship needs its ballast.

Certain it is that work, worry, labor and trouble form the
lot of almost all men their whole life long. But if all
wishes were fulfilled as soon as they arose, how would men
occupy their lives? What would they do with their time?
If the world were a paradise of luxury and ease, a land
flowing with milk and honey, where every Jack obtained
his Jill at once and without any difficulty, men would either
die of boredom or hang themselves; or there would be wars,
massacres, and murders; so that in the end mankind would
inflict more suffering on itself than it has now to accept
at the hands of Nature. Consequently, for creatures of
this kind no other stage, no other existence is as fit as that
offered us by this world of ours.

In early youth, as we contemplate our coming life, we
are like children in a theatre before the curtain is raised,
sitting there in high spirits and eagerly waiting for the
play to begin. It is a blessing that we do not know what
is really going to happen. Could we foresee it, there are
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times when children might seem like innocent prisoners,
condemned, not to death, but to life, and as yet all uncon-
scious of what their sentence means. Nevertheless every
man desires to reach old age—in other words, a state of
life of which it may be said: ¢¢It is bad today, and it will
be worse tomorrow; and so on till the worst of all.”’

If you try to imagine, as nearly as you can, what an
amount of misery, pain and suffering of every kind the sun
shines upon in its course, you will admit that it would be
much better if on the earth, as little as on the moon, the
sun were able to call forth the phenomena of life, and if,
here as there, the surface were still in a crystalline state.

Again, you may look upon life as an episode unneces-
sarily disturbing the blessed calm of non-existence. And,
in any case, even though things have gone with you toler-
ably well, the longer you live the more clearly you will feel
that, on the whole, life is a disappointment — nay, a cheat.

If two men who were friends in their youth meet again
when they are old, after having been separated for a life-
time, the chief feeling they will have at the sight of each
other will be one of complete disappointment at life as a
whole; because their thoughts will be carried back to that
earlier time when life had seemed so fair as it lay spread
out before them in the rosy light of dawn, had promised
so much— and then performed so little. This feeling will
so completely predominate every other that they will not
even consider it necessary to give it words, but, on either
side, it will be silently assumed and form the ground-work
of all they have to talk about.

He who lives to see two or three generations is like a
man who sits some time in the conjurer’s booth at a fair,
and witnesses the performance twice or thrice in succession.
The tricks were meant to be seen only once; so that, when
they are no longer a novelty and an illusion, their effect
is gone.

While no man is greatly to be envied for his lot, there
are countless numbers whose fate is to be deplored.

Vor. XV —8
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Life is a task to be done. The Latin equivalent for
““he died’’: defunctus est, is a very expressive one; it
means that the man has fulfilled his funetion.

If children were brought into the world by an act of pure
reason alone, would the human race continue to exist?
Would not a man rather have so much sympathy with the
coming generation as to spare it the burden of existence,
or, at any rate, not take it upon himself to impose that
burden upon it in cold blood?

I shall be told again, I suppose, that my philosophy is
comfortless —because I speak the truth; and people prefer
to be assured that everything the Lord has made is good.
Go to the priests, then, and leave philosophers in peace!
At any rate, do not ask us to accommodate our doctrines
to the lessons you have been taught. That is what those
rascals of sham philosophers will do for you. Ask them
for any doctrine you please, and you will get it. Your
university professors are bound to preach optimism; and
it is an easy and agreeable task to upset their theories.

I have reminded the reader that every state of welfare,
every feeling of satisfaction, is negative in its character;
that is to say, it consists in freedom from pain, which is
the positive element of existence. It follows, therefore,
that the happiness of any given life is to be measured, not
by its joys and pleasures, but by the extent to which it
has been free from suffering— from positive evil. If this
is the true viewpoint, the lower animals appear to enjoy
a happier destiny than man. Let us examine the matter
a little more closely.

However varied the forms that human happiness and
misery may take, leading a man to seek the one and shun
the other, the material basis of it all is bodily pleasure or
bodily pain. This basis is very restricted —it is simply
health, food, protection from wet and cold, the satisfaction
of the sexunal instinet; or else the absence of these things.
Consequently, as far as real physical pleasure is concerned,
the man is not better off than the brute, except in so far
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as the higher possibilities of his nervous system make him
more sensitive to every kind of pleasure, but also, it must
be remembered, to every kind of pain. But then, compared
with the brute, how much stronger are the passions aroused
in him! What an immeasurable difference there is in the
depth and vehemence of his emotions!— and yet, in the one
case, as in the other, all to produce the same result in the
end, namely: health, food, clothing, and so on.

The chief source of all this passion is that concern for
what is absent and future, which, with man, exercises such
a powerful influence upon all he does. It is this that is the
real origin of his cares, his hopes, his fears—emotions
which affect him much more deeply than could ever be the
case with those present joys and sufferings to which the
brute is confined. In his powers of reflection, memory,
and foresight, man possesses, as it were, a machine for
condensing and storing up his pleasures and his sorrows.
But the brute has nothing of the kind; whenever it is in
pain, it is as though it were suffering for the first time,
even though the same thing should have previously hap-
pened to it times out of number. It has no power of sum-
ming up its feelings; hence its careless and placid temper —
how much it is to be envied! But in man reflection comes
in, with all the emotions to which it gives rise; and, taking
up the same elements of pleasure and pain which are com-
mon to him and the brute, it develops his susceptibility to
happiness and misery to such a degree that, at one moment,
the man is brought in an instant to a state of delight that
may even prove fatal, at another to the depths of despair
and suicide.

If we carry our analysis a step further, we shall find
that, in order to increase his pleasures, man has intention-
ally added to the number and pressure of his needs, which
in their original state were not much more difficult to
satisfy than those of the brute. Hence luxury in all its
forms: delicate food, the use of tobacco and opium, spirit-
uous liquors, fine clothes, and the thousand and one things
that he considers necessary to his existence.
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And above and beyond all this, there is a separate and
peculiar source of pleasure and, consequently, of pain,
which man has established for himself, also as the result
of using his powers of reflection; and this occupies him out
of all proportion to its value, nay, almost more than all his
other interests put together —1I mean ambition and the
feeling of honor and shame; in plain words, what he thinks
about the opinion other people have of him. Taking a
thousand forms, often very strange ones, this becomes the
goal of almost all the efforts he makes that are not rooted
in physical pleasure or pain. It is true that, besides the
sources of pleasure which he has in common with the brute,
man has the pleasures of the mind as well. These admit
of many gradations, from the most innocent trifling or the
merest talk up to the highest intellectual achievements; but
there is the accompanying boredom to be set against them
on the side of suffering. Boredom is a form of suffering
unknown to brutes, at any rate in their natural state; it is
only the very cleverest of them which show faint traces
of it when they are domesticated; whereas, in the case of
man, it has become a downright scourge. The crowd of
miserable wretches whose one aim in life is to fill their
purses, but never to put anything into their heads, offers
a singular instance of this torment of boredom. Their
wealth becomes a punishment by delivering them up to the
misery of having nothing to do; for, to escape it, they will
rush about in all directions, traveling here, there and every-
where. No sooner do they arrive in a place than they are
anxious to know what amusements it affords — just as beg-
gars are asking where they could receive a dole! Of a
truth, need and boredom are the two poles of human life.
Finally, I may mention that, as regards the sexual relation,
man is committed to a peculiar arrangement which drives
him obstinately to choose one person. This feeling grows,
now and then, into a more or less passionate love, which is
the source of little pleasure and much suffering.

It is, however, a wonderful thing that the mere addition
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of thought should serve to raise such a vast and lofty
structure of human happiness and misery, resting, too, on
the same narrow basis of joy and sorrow as man holds
in common with the brute, and exposing him to such violent
emotions, to so many storms of passion, so much convulsion
of feeling, that what he has suffered stands written in per-
manent traits in the lines on his face. And yet, when all
is told, he has been struggling ultimately for the very same
things that the brute has attained, and with an incompar-
ably smaller expenditure of passion and pain.

But all this contributes to increase the measure of suffer-
ing in human life out of all proportion to its pleasures;
and the pains of life are made much worse for man by the
fact that death is something very real to him. The brute
flies from death instinctively without really knowing what
it is, and therefore without ever contemplating it in the
way natural to a man, who has this prospect always before
his eyes. So that even if only a few brutes die a natural
death, and most of them live only just long enough to trans-
mit their species, and then, if not earlier, become the prey
of some other animal—whilst man, on the other hand,
manages to make so-called natural death the rule, to which,
however, there are a good many exceptions—the advan-
tage is on the side of the brute, for the reason stated above.
But the fact is that man attains the natural term of years
Just as seldom as the brute, because the unnatural way in
which he lives, and the strain of work and emotion, lead
to a degeneration of the race; and so his goal is not often
reached.

The brute is much more content with mere existence than
man; the plant is wholly so; and man finds satisfaction in
existence just in proportion as he is dull and obtuse.
Accordingly, the life of the brute carries less of sorrow
with it, but also less of joy, when compared with the life
of man; and while this may be traced, on the one side, to
freedom from the torment of care and anwiety, it is also
due to the fact that hope, in any real sense, is unknown to
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the brute. It is thus deprived of any share in that which
gives us the most and the best of our joys and pleasures —
the mental anticipation of a happy future, and the inspirit-
ing play of phantasy, both of which we owe to our power
of imagination. If the brute is free from care, it is also,
in this sense, without hope; this, in either case, is because
its consciousness is limited to the present moment, to what
it can actually see before it. The brute is the present
moment personified, and hence what elements of fear and
hope exist in its nature—and they do not go very far—
arise only in relation to objects that lie before it and
within reach of those impulses; whereas a man’s range of
vision embraces the whole of his life, and extends far into
the past and the future.

But just on this account, there is one respect in which
brutes show real wisdom when compared with us —1I mean
their quiet placid enjoyment of the present moment. The
tranquility of mind which this seems to give them often
puts us to shame for the many times we allow our thoughts
and our cares to make us restless and discontented. And,
even those pleasures of hope and anticipation which I have
been mentioning are not to be had for nothing. The delight
which a man has in hoping for and looking forward to
some special satisfaction is a part of the real pleasure
attaching to it enjoyed in advance. This is afterward
deducted; for the more we look forward to anything the
less satisfaction we find in it when it comes. But the
brute’s enjoyment is not anticipated and therefore suffers
no deduction, so that the actual pleasure of the moment
comes to it whole and unimpaired. In the same way, too,
evil presses upon the brute only with its own intrinsie
weight; whereas, with us, the fear of its coming often makes
its burden ten times more grievous.

It is just this characteristic way in which the brute gives
itself up entirely to the present moment that contributes
so much to the delight we take in our domestic pets. They
are the present moment personified, and in some respeets
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they make us feel the value of every hour, free of care,
while we, going beyond it with our thoughts and preoccupa-
tions, disregard it. But man, that selfish and heartless
creature, misuses this quality of the brute to be more content
than we are with mere existence, and often works it to such
an extent that he allows the brute absolutely nothing more
than mere bare life. The bird which was made so that
it might rove over half the world, he shuts up into the space
of a cubic foot, there to die a slow death in longing and
crying for freedom; for in a cage it does not sing for the
pleasure of it. And when I see how man misuses the dog,
his best friend, and ties up this intelligent animal with a
chain, T feel the deepest sympathy with the brute and burn-
ing indignation against its master.

We shall see later that, by taking a very high point of
view, it is possible to justify the sufferings of mankind.
But this justification cannot apply to animals, whose suffer-
ings, while in a great measure brought about by men, are
often considerable, even apart from their agency; and so
we are forced to ask: Why and for what purpose does all
this torment and agony exist? There is nothing here to
give the will pause; it is not free to deny itself and so obtain
redemption. There is only one consideration that may
serve to explain the sufferings of animals —namely, this:
that the will to live, which underlies the whole world of
phenomena, must in their case satisfy its cravings by feed-
ing upon itself. This it does by forming a gradation of
phenomena, every one of which exists at the expense of
another. I have shown, however, that the capacity for
suffering is less in animals than in man. Any further
explanation that may be given of their fate will be in the
nature of hypothesis, if not actually mythical in its char-
acter; and I may leave the reader to speculate upon the
matter for himself.

Brahma is said to have produced the world by a kind of
fall or mistake; and in order to atone for his folly he is
bound to remain in it himself until he works out his redemp-
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tion. As an account of the origin of things, that is admir-
able! According to the doctrines of Buddhism, the world
came into being as the result of some inexplicable disturb-
ance in the heavenly calm of Nirvana, that blessed state
obtained by expiation, which had endured so long a time—
the change taking place by a kind of fatality. This expla-
nation must be understood as having at bottom some moral
bearing, although it is illustrated by an exactly parallel
theory in the domain of physical science, which places the
origin of the sun in a primitive streak of mist, formed one
knows not how. Subsequently, by a series of moral errors,
the world became gradually worse and worse —true of the
physical orders as well — until it assumed the dismal aspect
it wears today. Excellent! The Greeks looked upon the
world and the gods as the work of an inscrutable neces-
sity—a passable explanation; we may be content with it
until we can get a better. Again, Ormuzd and Ahriman are
rival powers, continually at war. That is not bad. But
that a God like Jehovah should have created this world of
nmisery and woe, out of pure caprice and because he enjoyed
doing it, and should then have clapped his hands in praise
of his own work and declared everything to be ‘‘very
good ’’—that will not do at all! In its explanation of the
origin of the world, Judaism is inferior to any other form
of religious doctrine professed by a civilized nation, and
it is quite in keeping with this that it is the only one which
presents no trace whatever of any belief in the immortality
of the soul.

Even though Leibniz’ contention, that this is the best
of all possible worlds, were correct, that would not give
us yet a Theodicy. For he is the Creator not of the world
only, but of possibility itself, and, therefore, he ought to
have so ordered possibility as that it would admit of some-
thing better.

There are two things which make it impossible to believe
that this world is the successful work of an all-wise, all-
good, and, at the same time, all-powerful Being: first, the
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misery which abounds in it everywhere; and, second, the
obvious imperfection of its highest product, man, who is
a burlesque caricature of what he should be. These things
cannot be reconciled with any such belief; on the contrary,
they are just the facts which support what I have been
saying; they are our authority for viewing the world as
the outcome of our own misdeeds, and, therefore, as some-
thing that had better not have been. Whilst, under the for-
mer hypothesis, they amount to a bitter accusation against
the Creator, and supply material for sarcasm; under the
latter they form an indictment against our own nature, our
own will, and teach us a lesson of humility. They lead
us to see that, like the children of a libertine, we come into
the world with the burden of sin upon us, and that it is only
through having continually to atone for this sin that our
existence is so miserable and that its end is death.

There is nothing more certain than the general truth that
it is the grievous sin of the world which has produced the
grievous suffering of the world. 1 am not referring here
to the physical connection between these two things lying
in the realm of experience; my meaning is metaphysical.
Accordingly, the sole thing that reconciles me to the Old
Testament is the story of the Fall. In my eyes, it is
the only metaphysical truth in that book, even though it
appears in the form of an allegory. There seems to me no
better explanation of our existence than that it is the result
of some false step, some sin of which we are paying the
penalty. I cannot refrain from recommending to the
thoughtful reader a popular, but, at the same time, pro-
found treatise on this subject by Claudius,* which exhibits
the essentially pessimistic spirit of Christianity. It is
entitled: Cursed be the ground for thy sake.

Between the ethics of the Greeks and the ethies of the
Hindoos there is a glaring contrast. In the one case (with

* Matthias Claudius (1740-1815), a popular poet, and friend of Klopstock,
Herder and Lessing. He edited the Wandsbecker Bote, in the fourth part of
which appeared the treatise mentioned above.— TRANSLATOR.
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the éxoeption, it must be confessed, of Plato), the object
of ethies is to enable a man to lead a happy life; in the
other, it is to free and redeem him from life altogether —
as is directly stated in the very first words of the Sankhya
Karika.

Allied with this is the contrast between the Greek and
the Christian idea of death. It is strikingly presented in
a visible form on a fine antique sarcophagus in the gallery
at Florence, which exhibits, in relief, the whole series of
ceremonies attending a wedding in ancient times, from the
formal offer to the Evening when Hymen’s torch lights
the happy couple home. Compare with that the Christian
coffin, draped in mournful black and surmounted with a
crucifix! How much significance there is in these two ways
of finding comfort in death. They are opposed to each
other, but each is right. The one points to the affirmation
of the will to live, which remains sure of life for all time,
Liowever rapidly its forms may change. The other, in the
symbol of suffering and death, points to the denial of the
will to live, to redemption from this world, the domain of
death and devil. And in the question between the affirma-
tion and the denial of the will to live, Christianity is in
the last resort right.

The contrast which the New Testament presents when
compared with the Old, according to the ecclesiastical view
of the matter, is just that existing between my ethical sys-
tem and the moral philosophy of Europe. The Old Testa-
ment represents man as under the dominion of Law, in
which, however, there is no redemption. The New Testa-
ment declares Law to have failed, frees man from its
dominion,* and, in its stead, preaches the kingdom of grace
to be won by faith, love of one’s neighbor, and entire saeri-
fice of self. This is the path of redemption from the evil
of the world. The spirit of the New Testament is undoubt-
edly asceticism, however your protestants and rationalists
may twist it to suit their purpose. Asceticism is the denial
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of the will to live; and the transition from the Old Testa-
ment to the New, from the dominion of Law to that of
Faith, from justification by works to redemption through
the Mediator, from the domain of sin and death to eternal
life in Christ, means, when taken in its real sense, the
transition from the merely moral virtues to the denial of
the will to live. My philosophy shows the metaphysical
foundation of justice and the love of mankind, and points
to the goal to which these virtues necessarily lead if they
are practised in perfection. At the same time it is candid
in confessing that a man must turn his back upon the world,
and that the denial of the will to live is the way of redemp-
tion. It is therefore really at one with the spirit of the
New Testament, whilst all other systems are couched in the
spirit of the Old — that is to say, theoretically as well as
practically, their result is Judaism-— which is mere des-
potic theism. In this sense, then, my doctrine might be
called the only true Christian philosophy —however para-
doxical a statement this may seem to people who take
superficial views instead of penetrating to the heart of the
matter.

If you want a safe compass to guide you through life
and to banish all doubt as to the right way of looking at
it, you cannot do better than accustom yourself to regard
this world as a penitentiary, a sort of penal colony, or
épram=jpeov, as the earliest philosophers called it. Amongst
the Christian Fathers, Origen, with praiseworthy courage,
took this view, which is justified both objectively and theo-
retically. I refer, not to my own philosophy alone, but
to the wisdom of all ages, as expressed in Brahmanism
and Buddhism, and in the sayings of Greek philosophers
like Empedocles and Pythagoras; as also by Cicero, in his
remark that the wise men of old used to teach that we come
into this world to pay the penalty of crime committed in
another state of existence—a doctrine which formed part
of the initiation into the mysteries. And Vanini— whom
his contemporaries burned, finding that an easier task than
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to confute him — puts the same thing in a very forcible way.
¢ Man,’’ he says, ‘‘is so full of every kind of misery that,
were it not repugnant to the Christian religion, I should
venture to affirm that if evil spirits exist at all they have
passed into human form and are now atoning for their
crimes.”” And true Christianity —using the word in its
right sense — also regards our existence as the consequence
of sin and error.

If you accustom yourself to this view of life you will
regulate your expectations accordingly, and cease to look
upon all its disagreeable incidents, great and small, its
sufferings, its worries, its misery, as anything unusual or
irregular ; nay, you will find that everything is as it should
be in a world where each of us pays the penalty of exist-
ence in his own peculiar way. Amongst the evils of a
penal colony is the society of those who form it; and, if the
reader is worthy of better company, he will need no words
from me to remind him of what he has to put up with at
present. If he has a soul above the common, or if he is a
man of genius, he will occasionally feel like some noble
prisoner of state, condemned to work in the galleys with
common criminals; and he will follow his example and try
to isolate himself.

In general, however, it should be said that this view of
life will enable us to contemplate the so-called imperfec-
tions of the great majority of men, their moral, intellectual
and physiognomical deficiencies and the resulting base type
of countenance, without any surprise, to say nothing of
indignation; for we shall never cease to reflect where we
are, and that the men about us are beings conceived and
born in sin, and living to atone for it. That is what Chris-
tianity means in speaking of the sinful nature of man.

Pardon’s the word to all!* Whatever folly men com-
mit, be their shortcomings or their vices what they may,
let us exercise forbearance, remembering that when these

* Cymbeline, Act v. Sec. 5.
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faults appear in others it is our follies and vices that we
behold. They are the shortcomings of humanity to which
we belong, whose faults, one and all, we share —yes, even
those very faults at which we now wax so indignant. merely
because they are not appearing just now in ourselves.
They are faults that do not lie on the surface, but exist
in the very depths of our nature; and should anything
call them forth they will come and show themselves, just
as we now see them in others. One man, it is true, may
have faults that are absent in his fellow, and it is unde-
niable that the sum total of bad qualities is in some cases
very large; for the difference of individuality between man
and man passes all measure.

In fact, the conviction that the world and man is some-
thing that had better not have been is of a kind to fill us with
indulgence toward one another. Nay, from this point of
view, we might well consider the proper form of address
to be, not Monsieur, Str, mein Herr, but my fellow-sufferer,
Soci malorum, compagnon de miséres! This may perhaps
sound strange, but it is in keeping with the facts; it puts
others in a right light; and it reminds us of that which is,
after all, the most necessary thing in life —the tolerance,
patience, regard, and love of neighbor, of which every one
stands in need, and which, therefore, every man owes to
his fellow.

III
ON SUICIDE *

As far as I know, none but the votaries of monotheistic,
that is to say, Jewish religions, look upon suicide as a
crime. This is all the more striking, inasmuch as neither
in the Old nor in the New Testament is there to be found
any formal prohibition or even positive disapproval of it,
so that religious teachers are forced to base their condem-

* Parerga and Paralipomena, II, Chapter XIII.
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nation of suicide on philosophical grounds of their own
invention. These are so very bad that writers of this kind
endeavor to make up for the weakness of their arguments
by the strong terms in which they express their abhorrence
of the practice; in other words, they use foul language
against it. They tell us that suicide is the greatest piece
of cowardice, that only a madman could be guilty of it, and
other insipidities of the same kind; or else they make the
nonsensical remark that suicide is wrong, when it is quite
obvious that there is nothing in the world to which every
man has a more unassailable right than to his own life and
person. :

Suicide is even accounted a crime, and a erime whieh,
especially under the vulgar bigotry that prevails in Eng-
land, is followed by an ignominious burial and the seizure
of the man’s property; for that reason, in a case of suicide,
the jury almost always brings in a verdict of insanity.

Now let the reader’s own moral feelings decide as to
whether or not suicide is a criminal act. Think of the
impression that would be made upon you by the news that
some one you knew had committed the crime, say, of mur-
der or theft, or been guilty of some act of cruelty or decep-
tion, and compare it with your feelings when you hear
that he has met a voluntary death. While in the first case
a lively sense of indignation and extreme resentment will
be aroused, and you will call loudly for punishment or
revenge, in the other case you will be moved to grief and
sympathy; and mingled with your thoughts will be admira-
tion for his courage, rather than the moral disapproval
which follows upon a wicked action. Who has not had
acquaintances, friends, relatives, who of their own free will
have left this world; and are these to be thought of with
horror as eriminals? Most emphatically—No! I am
rather of the opinion that the clergy for once should be
challenged to explain what right they have to go into the
pulpit, or take up their pens, and stamp as a crime an
action which many men whom we hold in affection and
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honor have committed, and to refuse an honorable burial
to those who relinquish this world voluntarily. They have
no Biblical authority to boast of, as justifying their con-
demnation of suicide—nay, not even any philosophical
arguments that will hold water; and it must be understood
that it is arguments we want, and that we will not be put
off with mere phrases or words of abuse. If the criminal
law forbids suicide, that is not an argument valid in the
Church, and, besides, the prohibition is ridiculous; for what
penalty can frighten a man who is not afraid of death
itself? If the law punishes people for trying to commit
suicide, it is punishing the want of skill that makes the
attempt a failure.

The ancients, moreover, were very far from regarding
the matter in that light. Pliny says: ¢ Life is not so
desirable a thing as to be protracted at any cost. Whoever
you are, you are sure to die, even though your life has been
full of abomination and crime. The chief of all remedies
for a troubled mind is the feeling that among all the bless-
ings which Nature gives to man there is none greater than
an opportune death; and the best of it is that every one
can avail himself of it.”” And elsewhere the same writer
declares: ‘‘Not even to God are all things possible; for
he could not compass his own death, if he willed to die, and
yet in all the miseries of our earthly life this is the best of
his gifts to man.”” Nay, in Massilia and on the isle of
Ceos, the man who could give valid reasons for relinquish-
ing his life was handed the cup of hemlock by the magis-
trate, and that, too, in public. And in ancient times how
many heroes and wise men died a voluntary death. Aris-
totle, it is true, declared suicide to be an offense against
the State, although not against the person; but in Stobzus’
exposition of the Peripatetic ethics there is the following
remark: ‘‘The good man should flee life when his mis-
fortunes become too great; the bad man, also, when he is
too prosperous.”” And similarly: ¢ So he will marry and
beget children and take part in the affairs of the State,
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and, generally, practise virtue and continue to live; and
then, again, if need be, and M any time necessity compels
him, he will depart to his place of refuge in the tomb.”
And we find that the stoics actually praised suicide as a
noble and heroic action, as hundreds of passages show,
above all in the works of Seneca who expresses the strong-
est approval of it. As is well known, the Hindoos look
upon suicide as a religious act, especially when it takes the
form of cremation of widows, but also when it consists in
casting oneself under the wheels of the chariot of the gods
at Juggernaut, or offering oneself for food to the crocodiles
in the Ganges, or in the holy tanks in the temples, and so on.
The same thing occurs on the stage —that mirror of life.
For example, in L’Orphelin de la Chine, a celebrated
Chinese play, almost all the noble characters end by suicide,
without the slightest hint anywhere (nor does it occur to the
spectator) that they are committing a erime. Yea, in our
own theatre it is much the same — Palmira, for instance,
in Mahomet, or Mortimer in Maria Stuart, Othello, Countess
Terzky. Is Hamlet’s monologue the meditation of a erim-
inal? He merely declares that, if we had any certainty
of being absolutely annihilated by it, death would be
infinitely preferable in view of the real condition of the
world. But there lies the rub!

The reasons, however, advanced against suicide by the
clergy of monotheistic, that is to say, Jewish religions, and
by those philosophers who adapt themselves thereto, are
weak sophisms which can easily be refuted. The most
thorough-going refutation of them is given by Hume in his
Essay on Swuicide. This did not appear until after his
death, when it was immediately suppressed owing to the
scandalous bigotry and outrageous ecclesiastical tyranny
that prevailed in England; hence only a very few copies of
it were sold under cover of secrecy and at a high price.
This and another treatise by that great man have come
to us from Basle, and we may be thankful for the reprint.
It is a great disgrace to the English nation that a purely
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philosophical treatise, which, proceeding from one of the
first thinkers and writers in England, aimed at refuting
the current arguments against suicide by the light of cold
reason, should be forced to sneak about in that country, as
though it were some rascally production, until at last it
found refuge on the Continent; at the same time it shows
what a good conscience the Church has in such matters.

In my chief work I have explained the only valid reason
existing against suicide on the score of morality. It is this:
that suicide thwarts the attainment of the highest moral
aim by the fact that, for a real release from this world of
misery, it substitutes one that is merely apparent.* But
from aberration to a crime, as the clergy of Christendom
wish us to regard suicide, there is a far cry.

The inmost kernel of Christianity is the truth that suffer-
ing— the Cross—1is the real end and object of life. Hence
Christianity condemns suicide as thwarting this end, while
the ancient world, taking a lower point of view, held it in
approval, nay, in honor. But if that is to be accounted a
valid reason against suicide it involves the recognition of
asceticism — that is to say, it is valid only from a much
higher ethical view-point than has ever been adopted by
moral philosophers in Europe. If we abandon that high
point of view, there is no tenable reason left, on the score
of morality, for condemning suicide. The extraordinary
energy and zeal with which the clergy of monotheistic
religions attack suicide is not supported either by any
passages in the Bible or by any considerations of weight,
so that it looks as though they must have some secret
reason for their contention. May it not be this—that the

* According to Schopenhauer, moral freedom — the highest ethical aim —
is to be obtained only by a denial of the will to live. Far from being a denial,
suicide is an emphatic assertion of this will. F¥or it is in fleeing from the
pleasures, not from the sufferings of life, that this denial consists. When a
man destroys his existence as an individual, he is not by any means destroying
his will to live. On the contrary, he would like to live if he could do so with
satisfaction to himself; if he could assert his will against the power of
circumstance; but circumstance is too strong for him.— TRANSLATOR.

Vor. XV —17
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voluntary surrender of life is a poor compliment for Him
who said that ¢ all things were very good ’’? This offers
us another instance of the forced optimism of these re-
ligions — denouncing suicide to escape being denounced
by it.

It will generally be found that, as soon as the terrors
of life reach the point at which they outweigh the terrors
of death, a man will put an end to his life. But the terrors
of death offer considerable resistance; they stand like sen-
tinels at the gate leading out of this world. Perhaps there
is no man alive who would not have already put an end to
his life, if this end had been of a purely negative character,
a sudden stoppage of existence. But there is something
positive about it; it is the destruction of the body; and a
man shrinks from that, because his body is the manifesta-
tion of the will to live.

However, the struggle with those sentinels is, as a rule,
not so hard as it may seem from a long way off, mainly
in consequence of the antagonism between the ills of the
body and the ills of the mind. If we are in great bodily
pain, or the pain lasts a long time, we become indifferent
to other troubles; all we think about is to get well. In the
same way great mental suffering makes us insensible to
‘bodily pain and we despise it; nay, if it should outweigh
the other, it distracts our thoughts, and we welcome it as
a pause in mental suffering. It is this feeling that makes
suicide easy, for the bodily pain that accompanies it loses
all significance in the eyes of one who is tormented by an
excess of mental suffering. This is especially evident in
the case of those who are driven to suicide by some purely
morbid and exaggerated despondency. No special effort
to overcome their feelings is necessary, nor do such people
require to be worked up in order to take the step, but as
soon as the keeper into whose charge they are given leaves
them for a couple of minutes they quickly bring their life
to an end.

When, in some dreadful and ghastly dream, we reach
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the moment of greatest horror, it awakes us, thereby ban-
ishing all the hideous shapes that were born of the night.
Life is a dream; and when the moment of greatest horror
compels us to break it off, the same thing happens.

Suicide may also be regarded as an experiment —a ques-
tion which man puts to Nature, trying to force her to an
answer. The question is this: What change will death
produce in a man’s existence and in his insight into the
nature of things? It is a clumsy experiment to make;
for it involves the destruection of the very consciousness
which puts the question and awaits the answer.

v
ON THINKING FOR ONESELF*

A LiBRARY may be very large; but if it is in disorder, it
is not so useful as one that is small but well arranged. In
the same way a man may have a great mass of knowledge,
but if he has not worked it up by thinking it over for him-
self it has much less value than a far smaller amount which
he has thoroughly pondered. For it is only when a man
looks at his knowledge from all sides and combines the
things he knows by comparing truth with truth, that he
obtains a complete hold over it and gets it into his power.
A man cannot turn over anything in his mind unless he
knows it; he should, therefore, learn something; but it is
only when he has turned it over that he can be said to
know it.

Reading and learning are things that any one can do of
his own free will; but not so thinking. Thinking must be
kindled, like a fire by a draught; it must be sustained by
some interest in the matter in hand. This interest may be
of purely objective kind, or merely subjective. The latter
comes into play in things only that concern us personally;
objective interest is confined to heads that think by nature,

* Parerga and Paralipomena, 11, Chapter XXII.
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to whom thinking is as natural as breathing, but they are
very rare. This is why most men of learning show so little
of it.

It is incredible what a different effect is produced upon
the mind by thinking for oneself, as compared with reading.
Tt carries on and intensifies that original difference in the
nature of two minds which leads the one to think and the
other to read. What I mean is that reading forces alien
thoughts upon the mind —thoughts which are as foreign
to the drift and temper in which it may be for the moment
as the seal is to the wax on which it stamps its imprint.
The mind is through the process of reading entirely under
compulsion from without; it is driven to think this or that,
though for the moment it may not have the slightest impulse
or inclination to do so.

But when a man thinks for himself he follows the impulse
of his own mind, which is determined for him at the time
either by his environment or some particular recollection.
The visible world of a man’s surroundings does not, as
reading does, impress a single definite thought upon his
mind, but merely gives the matter and occasion which lead
him to think what is appropriate to his nature and present
temper. So it is that much reading deprives the mind of
all elasticity; it is like keeping a spring continually under
pressure. The safest way of having no thoughts of one’s
own is to take up a book every moment one has nothing
else to do. It is this practise which explains why erudition
makes most men more stupid and silly than they are by
nature, and precludes their writings from obtaining any
measure of success. They remain, in Pope’s words —

For ever reading, never to read! *
Men of learning are those who have done their reading
in the pages of a book. Thinkers and men of genius are
those who have gone straight to the book of Nature; it is

they who have enlightened the world and carried humanity
further on its way.

* Dunciad, iii. 194.
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If a man’s thoughts are to have truth and life in them,
they must, after all, be his own fundamental thoughts; for
these are the only ones that he can fully and wholly under-
stand. To read another’s thoughts is like taking the leav-
ings of a meal to which we have not been invited, or putting
on the clothes which some unknown visitor has laid aside.

The thought we read is as slightly related to the thought
which springs up in ourselves as the fossil-impress of some
prehistoric plant is to a plant budding forth in springtime.

Reading is nothing more than a substitute for inde-
pendent thinking, it means putting the mind into leading-
strings. Besides, many books serve only to show how
many false paths there are, and how widely astray a man
may wander if he follows any of them. But he who is
guided by his genius, he who thinks for himself spontane-
ously and exactly, possesses the only compass by which he
can steer aright. A man should read only when his own
thoughts stagnate at their source, which will happen often
enough even with the best of minds. On the other hand,
to take up a book for the purpose of scaring away one’s
own original thoughts is sin against the Holy Spirit; it is
like running away from Nature to look at a herbarium of
dried plants or gaze at a landscape in copperplate.

A man may have discovered some portion of fruth or
wisdom after spending a great deal of time and trouble
in thinking it over for himself and adding thought to
thought; and it may sometimes happen that he could have
found it all ready to hand in a book and spared himself
the trouble—but, even so, it is a hundred times more
valuable if he has acquired it by thinking it out for himself.
For it is only when we gain our knowledge in this way that
it enters as an integral part, a living member, into the
whole system of our thought; that it stands in complete
and firm relation with what we know; that it is understood
with all that underlies it and follows from it; that it wears
the color, the precise shade, the distinguishing mark, of
our own way of thinking; that it comes exactly at the right
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time, just as we felt the necessity for it; that it stands fast
and cannot be forgotten. This is the perfect application,
nay, the interpretation, of Goethe’s advice to earn our
inheritance for ourselves so that we may really possess it:

Was du ererbt von dienen Viitern hast,
Erwirb es, um es zu besitzen.”

The man who thinks for himself forms his own opinions
and learns the authorities for them afterward, when they
serve but to strengthen his belief in them and in himself.
But the book-philosopher starts from the authorities; he
reads other people’s books, collects their opinions, and so
builds for himself a form which resembles an automaton
made up of anything but flesh and blood. Contrarily, he
who thinks for himself creates a work like a living man as
made by Nature. For the work comes into being as a man
does; the thinking mind is impregnated from without, and
it then forms and bears its child.

Truth made one’s own merely by learning is like an arti-
ficial limb, a false tooth, a waxen nose—at best, like a
nose made out of another’s flesh; it adheres to us only
because it is put on. But truth acquired by thinking of
our own is like a natural limb; ¢ really belongs to us. This
is the fundamental difference between the thinker and the
mere man of learning. The intellectual attainments of a
man who thinks for himself resemble a fine painting, where
the light and shade are correct, the tone sustained, the
color perfectly harmonized; it is true to life. On the other
hand, the intellectual attainments of the mere man of learn-
ing are like a large palette, full of all sorts of colors, which
at most are systematically arranged but are devoid of
harmony, connection, and meaning.

Reading is thinking with some one else’s head instead
of one’s own. To think with one’s own head is always to
alm at developing a coherent whole—a system, even
though it be not a strictly complete one ; and nothing hinders

* Faust, i. 329.
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this so much as too strong a current of others’ thoughts,
such as comes of continual reading. These thoughts,
springing every one of them from different minds, belong-
ing to different systems, and tinged with different colors,
never of themselves flow together into an intellectual whole;
they never form a unity of knowledge, or insight, or con-
viction, but, rather, fill the head with a Babylonian con-
fusion of tongues. The mind that is overloaded with alien
thought is thus deprived of all clear insight, and so well-
nigh disorganized. This is a state of things observable
in many men of learning; and it makes them inferior in
sound sense, correct judgment, and practical tact, to many
illiterate persons who, after obtaining a little knowledge
from without, by means of experience, intercourse with
others, and a small amount of reading, have always subor-
dinated it to, and embodied it with, their own thought.

The really scientific thinker does the same thing as these
illiterate persons, but on a larger scale. Although he has
need of much knowledge and so must read a great deal, his
mind is nevertheless strong enough to master it all, to
assimilate and incorporate it with the system of his
thoughts, and so to make it fit in with the organic unity
of his insight, which, though vast, is always growing. And
in the process, his own thought, like the bass in an organ,
always dominates everything, and is never drowned by
other tones, as happens with minds which are full of mere
antiquarian lore, where shreds of music, as it were, in every
key, mingle confusedly, and no fundamental note is heard
at all.

Those who have spent their lives in reading and have
taken their wisdom from books, are like people who have
obtained precise information about a country from the
descriptions of many travelers. Such people can tell a
great deal about it, but, after all, have no connected, clear,
and profound knowledge of its real condition. On the
other hand, those who have spent their lives in independent
thinking resemble the travelers themselves; they alone
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really know what they are talking about; they are ac-
quainted with the actual state of affairs, and are qmte at
home on the subject.

The thinker stands in the same relation to the ordinary
book-philosopher that an eye-witness does to the historian;
he speaks from direct personal knowledge. That is why
all those who think for themselves come, in the last analysis,
to much the same conclusion. The differences they present
are due to their different points of view; and when these
do not affect the matter they all speak alike, merely ex-
pressing the result of their own objective perception of
things. There are many passages in my works which I
have given to the public only after some hesitation, because
of their paradoxical nature; and afterward I have experi-
enced a pleasant surprise in finding the same opinion
recorded in the works of great men who lived long ago.

The book-philosopher, however, merely reports what one
person has said and another meant, the objections raised
by a third, and so on. He compares different opinions,
ponders, criticises, and tries to get at the truth of the
matter; herein he is on a par with the critical historian.
For instance, he will set out to inquire whether Leibnitz
was not for some time a follower of Spinoza, and questions
of a like nature. The curious student of such matters may
find conspicuous examples of what I mean in Herbart’s
Analytical Elucidation of Morality and Natural Right, and
in the same author’s Letters on Freedom. Surprise may
be felt that a man of this kind should put himself to so
much trouble, for if he would only examine the matter for
himself he would speedily attain his object by the exercise
of a little thought. But there is a small difficulty in the
way —it does not depend upon his own will. A man can
always sit down and read, but not—think. It is with
thoughts as with men—they cannot always be summoned
at pleasure; we must wait for them to come, Thought
about a subject must appear of itself, by a happy and har-
monious combination of external stlmu.lus with mental
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temper and attention; and it is just that which never seems
to come to these people.

This truth may be illustrated by what happens in the
case of matters affecting our own personal interest. When
it is necessary to come to some resolution in a matter
of that kind, we cannot well sit down at any given moment
and think over the merits of the case and make up our
mind ; for, if we try to do so, we often find ourselves unable,
at that particular moment, to keep our mind fixed upon the
subject; it wanders off to other things. Aversion to the
matter in question is sometimes to blame for this. In such
a case we should not use force, but wait for the proper
frame of mind to come of itself. It often comes unexpect-
edly and returns again and again; and the variety of tem-
per in which we approach it at different moments puts the
matter always in a fresh light. It is this slow process
which is understood by the term ¢ a ripe resolution.”” For
the work of coming to a resolution must be distributed,
since in the process much that is overlooked at one moment
occurs to us at another; and the repugnance vanishes when
we find, as we usually do, on a closer inspection, that things
are not so bad as they seemed.

This rule applies to the life of the intellect as well as to
matters of practice. A man must wait for the right
moment. Not even the greatest mind is eapable of think-
ing for itself at all times; hence a great mind does well to
spend its leisure in reading, which, as I have said, is a sub-
stitute for thought for it brings stuff to the mind by letting
another person do the thinking; and yet that is always
done in a manner not our own. Therefore, a man should
not read too much if he would not have his mind become
accustomed to the substitute and thereby forget the reality,
or would not form the habit of walking in well-worn paths,
or, by following an alien course of thought, grow a stranger
to his own. Least of all should a man quite withdraw his
gaze from the real world for the mere sake of reading;
as the impulse and the temper which prompt to thought of

L4
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one’s own come far oftener from the world of reality than
from the world of books. The real life that a man sees
before him is the natural subject of thought; and the genu-
ineness of its strength can more easily than anything else
rouse and influence the thinking mind.

After these considerations, it will not be matter for sur-
prise that a man who thinks for himself can easily be dis-
tinguished from the book-philosopher by the character of
his delivery, by his marked earnestness, and the originality,
directness, and personal conviction that stamp all his
thoughts and expressions. The book-philosopher, on the
other hand, lets it be seen that everything he has is second-
hand, that his ideas are like the lumber and trash of an
old furniture-shop, collected into a heap from all quarters.
Mentally, he is dull and pointless—a reprint of a reprint.
His literary style is made up of conventional, nay, vulgar
phrases, and terms that happen to be current—in this
respect being much like a small State where all the money
that circulates is foreign, because it has no coinage of
its own.

Mere experience can as little as reading supply the place
of thinking. It stands to thinking in the same relation
in which eating stands to digestion and assimilation. When
experience boasts that to its discoveries alone is due the
advancement of human knowledge, it is as though the
mouth were to claim the whole credit of maintaining the
body in health.

The works of all truly capable minds are distinguished
by a character of decision and definiteness, which means
that they are clear and free from obscurity. A truly capa-
ble mind always knows definitely and clearly what it is that
it wants to express, whether its medium is prose, verse, or
music. Other minds are not decisive and not definite, and
by this they may be known for what they are.

The characteristic sign of a mind of the highest order
is that it always judges at first hand. Bverything it
advances is the result of thinking for itself, and this is

s
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everywhere evident by the way in which it gives its thoughts
utterance. Such a mind is like a Prince. In the realm
of intellect its authority is imperial, whereas the authority
of minds of a lower order is delegated only, as may be seen
in their style, which has no independent stamp of its own.

Every one who really thinks for himself is so far like a
monarch. His position is undelegated and supreme. His
judgments, like royal decrees, spring from his own sov-
ereign power and proceed directly from himself. He
acknowledges authority as little as a monarch admits a
command ; he subscribes to nothing but what he has himself
authorized. The myriads of common minds, laboring under
all sorts of current opinions, authorities, prejudices, are
like the subjects of a monarch who silently obey the law
and accept their orders from above.

Those who are so zealous and eager to settle debated
questions by citing authorities are really glad when they
are able to put the understanding and insight of others
into the field in place of their own—which are wanting.
The number of these is legion. For, as Seneca says, there
is no man but prefers belief to the exercise of judgment—
unusquisque mavult credere quam judicare. In their con-
troversies such people make a promiscuous use of the
weapon of authority and strike out at one another with it.
If any one chances to become involved in such a contest
he will do well not to try reason and argument as a mode
of defense; for against a weapon of that kind these people
are like Siegfrieds, with a skin of horn, and dipped in the
flood of incapacity for thinking and judging. They will
meet his attack by bringing up their authorities as a way
of abashing him — argumentum ad verecundiam — and then
cry out that they have won the battle.

In the world of reality, be it never so fair, felicitous, and
pleasant, we always live subject to the law of gravity,
which we have constantly to overcome; but in the world
of intellect we are disembodied spirits, free from the law
of gravity and not subject to distress. Thus it is that
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there exists no happiness on earth like that which, at the
auspicious moment, a fine and fruitful mind finds in itself.

The presence of a thought is like the presence of a woman
we love; we fancy we shall never forget the thought nor
become indifferent to the dear one—but out of sight, out
of mind! The finest thought runs the risk of being irrev-
ocably forgotten if we do not write it down, and the dar-
ling of being deserted if we do not marry her.

There are plenty of thoughts which are valuable to the
man who thinks them; but only few of them which have
enough strength to produce repercussive or reflex action—
I mean, to win the reader’s sympathy after they have been
put on paper.

But still it must not be forgotten that a true value
attaches only to what a man has thought in the first in-
stance for himself. Thinkers may be classed according as
they think chiefly for themselves or for others. The former
are the genuine, independent thinkers; they are the true
philosophers; they alone are in earnest; the pleasure and the
happiness of their existence consist in thinking. The others
are the sophists; they want to seem that which they are not,
and seek their happiness in what they hope to get from the
world —they are in earnest about nothing else. To which
of these two classes a man belongs may be seen by his
whole style and manner. Lichtenberg is an example for
the former class; Herder already belongs to the second.

When one considers how vast and how close to us is
the problem of existence—this equivocal, tortured, fleet-
ing, dreamlike existence of ours—so vast and so close that
a man no sooner discovers it than it overshadows and
obscures all other problems and aims; and when one con-
siders how all men, with few and rare exceptions, have no
clear consciousness of this problem, nay, seem to be quite
unaware of its presence but busy themselves with every-
thing rather than with this, and live on, taking no thought
but for the passing day and the hardly longer span of their
own personal future, either expressly discarding the prob-
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lem or else over-ready to come to terms with it by adopting
some system of popular metaphysics and letting it satisfy
them — when, I say, one takes all this to heart, one may
come to the opinion that man may be said to be a thinking
being only in a very remote sense and henceforth will feel
no special surprise at any trait of human thoughtlessness
or folly, but will know, rather, that the normal man’s intel-
lectual range of vision does indeed extend beyond that of
the brute whose whole existence is, as it were, a continunal
present, with no consciousness of the past or the future —
though not such an immeasurable distance as is generally
supposed. This is, in fact, corroborated by the way in
which most men converse, their thoughts being chopped
up fine, like chaff, so that it is impossible for them to sus-
tain a connected conversation.

If this world were peopled by really thinking beings it
could never be that noise of every kind would be allowed
such generous limits, as is the case with the most horrible
and at the same time aimless form of it.* If nature had
meant man to think, she would not have given him ears
at all—or, at any rate, she would Jave furnished them
with air-tight flaps, such as are the enviable possession of
the bat. But, in truth, man is a poor animal, like the rest,
and his powers are meant only to maintain him in the
struggle for existence; therefore he must needs keep his
ears always open, to announce of themselves, by night as
by day, the approach of the pursuer.

\%
ON STYLE +

StyLE is the physiognomy of the mind, and is more infal-
lible than that of the body. To imitate another man’s
style is like wearing a mask, which, be it never so fine, is

* Schopenhauer refers to the cracking of whips.— TRANSLATOR.
t Parerga and Paralipomena, II, Chapter XXIII.



110 THE GERMAN CLASSICS

not long in arousing disgust and abhorrence, because it
ig lifeless; therefore even the ugliest living face is better.
Hence those who wrote in Latin and copy the manner
of the ancients may be said to speak through a mask; the
reader, it is true, hears what they say, but he cannot
observe their physiognomy too—he cannot see their style.
With the Latin works of writers who think for themselves
the case is different and their style is visible —writers,
I mean, who have not condescended to any sort of imita-
tion, such as Scotus Erigena, Petrarch, Bacon, Descartes,
Spinoza, and many others. And affectation in style is like
making grimaces. Further, the language in which a man
writes is the physiognomy of the nation to which he
belongs ; but here there are many hard and fast differences,
beginning from the language of the Greeks down to that
of the Caribbean islanders. One ought to discover stylistie
mistakes in the writings of others in order to avoid them
in his own.

To form a provisional estimate of the value of a writer’s
productions, it is not directly necessary to know the subject
on which he has thought, or what it is that he has said
about it; that would imply a perusal of all his works. It
will be enough, to begin with, to know how he has thought;
this, which means the essential temper or general quality
of his mind, may be precisely determined by his style.
A man’s style shows the formal nature of all his thoughts —
the formal nature which ean never change, be the subject
or the character of his thoughts what it may; it is, as it
were, the dough out of which all the contents of his mind
are kneaded. When Eulenspiegel was asked how long it
would take to walk to the next village, he gave the seem-
ingly incongruous answer: Walk. He wanted to find out
by the man’s pace the distance he would cover in a given
time. In the same way, when I have read a few pages of
an author, I know fairly well how far he can bring me.

Every mediocre writer tries to mask his own natural
style, because in his heart he knows the truth of what I
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am saying. He is thus forced, at the outset, to give up
any attempt at being absolutely frank —a privilege which
is reserved for superior minds, conscious of their own
worth and therefore sure of themselves. What I mean is
that these mediocre writers are absolutely unable to
resolve upon writing just as they think, because they have
a notion that, were they to do so, their work might possibly
look very simple. For all that, it would not be without
its value. If they would only go honestly to work, and
say, quite simply, the few things they have really thought
and just as they have thought them, these writers would
be readable and, within their own proper sphere, even
instructive.

But, instead of this, they try to make the reader believe
that their thoughts have gone much further and deeper
than is really the case. They say what they have to say
in long sentences that wind about in a forced and unnatural
way; they coin new words and write prolix periods which
go round and round the thought and wrap it up in a sort
of disguise. They tremble between the two separate aims
of communicating what they want to say and of concealing
it. Their object is to dress it up so that it may look learned
or deep, in order to give people the impression that there
is very much more in it than for the moment meets the eye.
They either jot down their thoughts bit by bit, in short,
ambiguous, and paradoxical sentences, which apparently
hint at much more than they really say—of this kind of
writing Schilling’s treatises on natural philosophy are a
splendid instance; or else they hold forth with a deluge
of words and the most intolerable diffusiveness, as though
the Lord knows what amount of endeavor were necessary
to make the reader understand the deep meaning of their
sentences, whereas it is some quite simple if not actually
trivial idea— examples of which may be found in plenty
in the popular works of Fichte, and the philosophical
manuals of a hundred other miserable dunces not worth
mentioning ; or, again, they try to write in some particular
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style which they have been pleased to take nup and think
very distinguished, a style, for example, par excellence
profound and scientific, where the reader is tormented to
death by the narcotic effect of long-spun periods without
a single idea in them —such as are furnished in a special
measure by those most impudent of all mortals, the Hegel-
ians; or it may be that it is a genial style they have striven
after, where it seems as though their object were to go
crazy altogether; and so on in many other cases. All these
endeavors to put off the nascetur ridiculus mus —to avoid
showing the funny little creature that is born after such
mighty throes — often make it difficult to know what it is
that they really mean. And then, too, they write down
words, nay, even whole sentences, without attaching any
meaning to them themselves, but in the hope that some one
else will get sense out of them.

And what is at the bottom of all this? Nothing but the
untiring effort to sell words for thoughts; a mode of mer-
chandise that is always trying to make fresh openings for
itself, and by means of odd expressions, turns of phrase,
and combinations of every sort, whether new or unsed in a
new sense, to produce the appearance of clever thought in
order to make up for the very painfully-felt lack of it.

It is amusing to see how writers with this object in view
will attempt first one mannerism and then another, as
though they were putting on the mask of intellect? This
mask may possibly deceive the inexperienced for a while,
until it is seen to be a dead thing, with no life in it at all;
it is then laughed at and exchanged for another. Such an
author will at one moment write in a dithyrambie vein, as
though he were tipsy; at another, nay, on the very next
page, his learning will assume the pompous, severe, pro-
found, and prolix style, stumbling on in the most cumbrous
way and chopping up everything very small— like the late
Christian Wolf, only in a modern dress. Longest of all
lasts the mask of unintelligibility; but this is only in Ger-
many, whither it was introduced by Fichte, perfected by
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Schilling, and carried to its highest pitch in Hegel — always
with the best results.

And yet nothing is easier than to write so that no one
can understand ; just as, contrarily, nothing is more difficult
than to express deep thoughts in such a way that every one
must necessarily grasp them. All the arts and tricks I
have been mentioning are rendered superfluous if the
author really has any brains; for that allows him to show
himself as he is, and confirms to all time Horace’s maxim
that good sense is the source and origin of good style—

Scribendi recte sapere est et principium et fons.

But those authors I have named are like certain workers
in metal, who try a hundred different compounds to take
the place of gold —the one metal, and that which can never
have any substitute. Rather than do that, there is nothing
against which a writer should be more upon his guard than
the manifest endeavor to exhibit more wit than he really
has, because this makes the reader suspect that he pos-
sesses very little, since as a rule man only affects to have
that which he really does not possess.

That is why it is praise to an author to say that he is
naive; it means that he need not shrink from showing him-
self as he is. Generally speaking, to be naive is to be
attractive; while lack of naturalness is everywhere repul-
sive. As a matter of fact we find that every real thinker
tries to express his thoughts as purely, clearly, definitely,
and shortly as possible. Simplicity has always been held
to be a mark of truth; it is also a mark of genius. Style
receives its beauty from the thought it expresses; but with
sham-thinkers the thoughts are supposed to be fine because
of the style. Style is nothing but the mere silhouette of
thought; and an obscure or bad style means a dull or con-
fused brain.

The first rule, then, and almost sufficient in itself for a
good style, is that the author should have something to
say. Ah, how much it means! The neglect of this rule is

Vor. XV —38
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a fundamental trait in the philosophical writing, and, in
fact, in all the reflective literature of my country, more
especially since Fichte. These scribblers all let it be seen
that they want to appear as though they had something to
say — whereas really they have nothing to say. Writing
of this kind was brought in by the pseudo-philosophers at
the universities, and now it is current everywhere, even
among the first literary notables of the age. It is the
mother of that strained and vague style where there seem
to be two or even more meanings in the sentence; also of
that prolix and cumbrous manner of expression, called
le stile empesé; again, of that mere waste of words which
consists in pouring them out like a flood; finally, of that
trick of concealing the direst poverty of thought under a
farrago of never-ending chatter, which clacks away like a
windmill and quite stupefies one—stuff which a man may
read for hours together without getting hold of a single
clearly expressed and definite idea. However, German
people are easy-going, and have formed the habit of read-
ing page upon page of all sorts of such verbiage, without
having any particular idea of what the author really means.
They fancy it is all as it should be, and fail to discover that
he is writing simply for writing’s sake.

On the other hand, a good author, fertile in ideas, soon.
wins his reader’s confidence that, when he writes, he has
really and truly something to say; and this gives the intel-
ligent reader patience to follow him with attention. Such
an author, just because he really has something to say,
will never fail to express himself in the simplest and most
straightforward manner; because his object is to awake
the very same thought in the reader that he happens to
have in himself, and no other. So he will be able to affirm
with Boileau that his thoughts are everywhere open to the
light of day, and that his verse always says something,
whether it says it well or ill—

Ma pensée au grand jour partout s’ offre et s’ expose,
Et mon vers, bien ou mal, dit toujours quelque chose;
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while of the writers previously deseribed it may be as-
serted, in the words of the same poet, that they talk much
and never say anything at all—qui parlant beaucoup ne
disent jamais rien.

Another characteristic of such writers is that they
always avoid positive expressions wherever they can pos-
sibly do so, in order to leave a loophole for escape in case
of need. Hence they never fail to choose the more abstract
word, while people with real wit use the more concrete,
because the latter brings things more within the range of
actual clearness, which is the source of all evidence.

There are many examples proving this preference for
abstract expression; and a particularly ridiculous one is
afforded by the use of the verb ‘‘to condition’’ in the
sense of ‘“ to cause’’ or ‘‘ to produce.”” People say ¢ to
condition something ’’ instead of ‘‘to cause it,”” because
being abstract and indefinite it says less; it affirms that 4
cannot happen without B, instead of that 4 is caused by B.
A back door is always left open, and this suits people
whose secret knowledge of their own incapacity inspires
them with a perpetual terror of all positive expression;
while with other nations it is merely the effect of that
national tendency by which everything that is stupid in
literature or ill-mannered in life is immediately imitated —
a fact proved in either case by the rapid way in which it
spreads. The Englishman uses his own judgment in what
he writes as well as in what he does; but there is no nation
of which this eulogy is less true than of the Germans. The
consequence of this state of things is that the word
‘¢ cause ’’ has during the last ten years or so almost dis-
appeared from the language of literature, and people talk
only of ‘‘condition.”” The fact is worth mentioning be-
cause it is so characteristically ridiculous.

The very fact that these commonplace authors are never
more than half-conscious when they write would be enough
to account for their dullness of mind and the tedious things
they produce. I say they are only half-conscious, because
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they really do not themselves understand the meaning of
the words they use; they take words ready-made and com-
mit them to memory. Hence, when they write, it is not so
much words as whole phrases that they put together—
phrases bamales; this is the explanation of that palpable
lack of clearly expressed thought in what they say. The
fact is that they do not possess the die to give this stamp
to their writing; clear thought of their own is just what
they do not possess. And what do we find in its place? —a
vague, enigmatical intermixture of words, current phrases,
hackneyed terms and fashionable expressions —the result
being that the foggy stuff they write is like a page printed
with very old type.

On the other hand a man of real genius really speaks to
us when he writes, and that is why he is able to rouse our
interest and commune with us. It is the genial author
alone who puts individual words together with a full con-
sciousness of their meaning and chooses them with deliber-
ate design; consequently his style stands to that of the
writer described above much as a picture that has been
really painted to one that has been produced by the use of
a stencil. In the one case, every word, as in the painting
every touch of the brush, has a special purpose; in the
other, all is done mechanically. The same distinction may
be observed in music. For just as Lichtenberg says that
Garrick’s soul seemed to be in every musecle in his body,
so it is the omnipresence of intellect that always and every-
where characterizes the work of genius.

With regard to the tediousness above- alluded to, of a
certain kind of literature, we must, however, make the
general remark that there are two kinds of tediousness, an
objective and subjective one. A work is objectively tedious
when it contains the defect in question—that is to say,
when its author has no perfectly clear thought or knowl-
edge to communicate. For if a man has any clear thought
or knowledge in him, he endeavors to communicate the
same in a straight line, and furnishes therefore every-
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where ideas clearly coined, and is, consequently, neither
diffused nor unmeaning, nor confused, in a word not
tedious. In such a case, even though the author is at
bottom in error, the error is at any rate clearly worked
out and well thought over, so that it is at least formally
correct, and thus some value always attaches to the work;
but for the same reason a work that is objectively tedious
is at all times devoid of any value whatever.

The subjective of tediousness is only relative; a reader
may find a work dull because he has no interest in the
subject, and this means that his intellect is restricted. The
best work may, therefore, be tedious subjectively — tedious,
I mean, to this or that particular person; just as, con-
trarily, the worst work may be subjectively engrossing to
this or that particular person who has an interest in the
question treated of, or in the writer of the book.

It would generally serve our German writers in good
stead if they would see that, whilst a man should, if pos-
sible, think like a great genius, he should talk the same
language as every one else. Authors should use common
words to say uncommon things; but they do just the
opposite. We find them trying to wrap up trivial ideas in
grand words, and to clothe their very ordinary thoughts
in the most extraordinary phrases, the most far-fetched,
unnatural, and out-of-the-way expressions. Their sen-
tences perpetually stalk about on stilts. They take so
much pleasure in bombast, and write in such a high-flown,
bloated, affected, hyperbolical and acrobatic style that their
prototype is Ensign Pistol, whom his friend Falstaff once
impatiently told to say what he had to say like a man of
this world.*

There is no expression in the German language exactly
answering to the French stile empesé; but the thing itself
exists all the more often. When associated with affecta-
tion it is in literature what assumption of dignity, grand
airs, and primness are in society — and equally intolerable.

* King Henry IV., Part I, Act V, Scene 3.
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Dullness of mind is fond of donning this dress, just as in
ordinary life it is stupid people who like being demure and
formal.

An author who writes in the prim style resembles a man
who dresses himself up in order to avoid.being confounded
or put on the same level with the mob—a risk never run
by the gentleman, even in his worst clothes. The plebeian
may be known by a certain showiness of attire and a wish
to have everything spick and span; and, in the same way,
the commonplace writer is betrayed by his prim style.

Nevertheless, an author follows a false aim if he tries
to write exactly as he speaks. There is no style of writing
that should not have a certain trace of kinship with the
lapidary style, which is, indeed, the ancestor of all styles.
For to write as one speaks is just as reprehensible as the
opposite fault, to speak as one writes; for this gives a
pedantic effect to what one says, and at the same time
makes one hardly intelligible.

An obscure and vague manner of expression is always
and everywhere a very bad sign. In ninety-nine cases out
of a hundred it comes from vagueness of thought; and this
again almost always means that there is something radi-
cally wrong and incongruous about the thought itself —in
a word, that it is incorrect. When a right thought springs
up in the mind, it strives after clearness and is not long in
reaching it; for clear thought easily finds words to fit if.
If a man is capable of thinking anything at all, he is also
always able to express it in clear, intelligible, and unam-
biguous terms. Those writers who construct difficult,
obscure, involved, and equivocal sentences, most certainly
do not know aright what it is that they want to say; they
have only a dull consciousness of it, still struggling for a
thought. Often, indeed, their desire is to conceal from
themselves and others that they really have nothing at all
to say. They wish to appear as is the case with Fichte,
Schelling, and Hegel, to know what they do not know, to
think what they do not think, to say what they do not say.

.
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If a man has some real communication to make, which will
he choose — an indistinet or a clear way of expressing him-
self? Already Quintilian remarks that things which are
said by a highly educated man are often easier to under-
stand and much clearer; and that the less educated man is,
the more obscurely he will write — plerumque accidit ut
faciliora sint ad intelligendum et lucidiora multo que a
doctissimo gquoque dicuntur. * * * Erit ergo etiam
obscurior quo quisque deterior.

An author should, further, avoid enigmatical phrases;
he should know whether he wants to say a thing or not. It
is this indecision of style that makes our German writers
so insipid—the only exception to this rule arising when
remarks are made that are in some way improper.

As exaggeration generally produces an effect the op-
posite of that aimed at, so words, it is true, serve to make
thought intelligible—but only up to a certain point; if
words are heaped up beyond it the thought becomes more
and more obscure. To find where the point lies is the
problem of style, and the business of the critical faculty;
for a word too much always defeats its purpose. This is
what Voltaire means when he says that the adjective is
the enemy of the substantive. But, as we have seen, many
writers try to conceal their poverty of thought under a
flood of verbiage.

Accordingly, let all redundancy be avoided, all insertion
of unimportant remarks not worth perusal. A writer must
spare the reader’s time, patience, and attention; he will
thereby convinee him that what he writes is worth careful
study and will reward the time spent upon it. It is always
better to omit something good than to add what is not worth
saying at all. This is the right application of Hesiod’s
maxim, zéov futov mdvros— the half is more than the whole.
The secret to be tiresome is to say everything: Le secret
pour étre ennuyeux c’est de tout dire. Therefore, if possible,
the quintessence only! Mere leading thoughts! Nothing
that the reader would and could think for himself. To use
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many words to communicate few thoughts is everywhere
the unmistakable sign of mediocrity. To gather much
thought into few words stamps the man of genius.

Truth is most beautiful undraped, and the impression
it produces is deep in proportion as its expression has been
simple. This is so, partly because it then takes unob-
structed possession of the hearer’s whole soul, and leaves
no by-thought to distract him; partly, also, because he feels
that here he is not being deluded or cheated by the arts
of rhetoric, but that all the effect of what is said comes
from the thing itself. For instance, what declamation on
the vanity of human existence could ever be more telling
than the words of Job?—*‘ Man that is born of a woman
hath but a short time to live and is full of misery. He
cometh up, and is cut down, like a flower; he fleeth as it
were a shadow, and never continueth in one stay.’’

For the same reason Goethe’s naive poetry is incom-
parably greater than Schiller’s rhetoric; it is this, again,
that makes many popular songs so affecting. As in archi-
tecture an excess of decoration is to be avoided, so in the
art of literature a writer must guard against all rhetorical
finery, all useless amplification, and all superfluity of
expression in general—in a word, he must strive after
chastity of style. Every word that can be spared is hurt-
ful if it remains. The law of simplicity and naiveté holds
good of all fine arts, for it is compatible even with the
highest degree of sublimity.

True brevity of expression consists in everywhere saying
only what is worth saying, and in avoiding tedious detail
about things which every one can supply for himself. This
involves correct discrimination between what is necessary
and what is superfluous. On the other hand, a writer ought
never to sacrifice clearness to brevity, to say nothing of
grammar. It shows lamentable want of judgment to
weaken the expression of a thought or to stunt even the
meaning of a period for the sake of using a few words less.
But this is the precise endeavor of that false brevity now-
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adays so much in vogue, which proceeds by leaving out use-
ful words, yea by sacrificing grammar and logic. Nowadays
in Germany the bad secribblers are seized by the mania of
false brevity, and use it with incredible lack of understand-
ing. It is not only that such writers in order to spare a
word make a single verb or adjective do duty for several
different periods, which one has to read through without
understanding them, and as if groping in the dark until
one reaches at last the final word and begins to see day-
light; but they also practise, in many other respects, an
unseemly economy of speech, in the effort to effect what
they foolishly take to be brevity of expression and concise-
ness of style. By omitting something that might have
thrown a light over the whole sentence, they turn it into
a conundrum which the reader tries to solve by going over
it again and again.

It is wealth and weight of thought, and nothing else, that
gives brevity to style and makes it concise and pregnant.
If a writer’s ideas are important, luminous, and generally
worth communicating, they will necessarily furnish matter
and substance enough to fill out the periods which give
them expression, and make these in all their parts both
grammatically and lexicographically complete ; and so much
- will this be the case that no one will ever find them hollow,
empty, or feeble. The diction will everywhere be brief and
pregnant and allow the thought to find intelligible and easy
expression, and even unfold and move about with grace.

Therefore, instead of contracting his words and forms
of speech, let a writer enlarge his thoughts. If a man has
become thin through iliness and finds his clothes too large,
it is not by cutting them down but by recovering his usual
bodily condition that he ought to make them fit him again.

Let me here mention an error of style very prevalent
nowadays, and, in the degraded state of literature and the
neglect of ancient languages, always on the increase; I
mean subjectivity. A writer commits this error when he
thinks it enough if he himself knows what he means and
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wants to say, and takes no thought for the reader who is
left to get at the bottom of it as best he can. This is as
though the author were holding a monologue, whereas it
ought to be a dialogue—and a dialogue, too, in which he
must express himself all the more clearly for the very
reason that he ecannot hear the questions of his interlocutor.

Style should for this very reason never be subjective,
but objective; and it will not be objective unless the words
are so set down that they directly force the reader to think
precisely the same thing as the author thought when he
wrote them. Nor will this result be obtained unless the
author has always been careful to remember that thought
so far follows the law of gravity that it travels from head
to paper much more easily than from paper to head; there-
fore he must facilitate the latter passage by every means
in his power. If he does this, a writer’s words will have
a purely objective effect, like that of -a finished oil painting;
whilst the subjective style is not much more certain in-its
working than spots on the wall, which look like figures only
to one whose phantasy has been accidentally aroused by
them; other people see nothing but spots and blurs. The
difference in question applies to the art of representation
as a whole, but it shows itself also in particular instances.
For example, in a recently published work I found the fol-
lowing sentence: ‘¢ I have not written in order to increase
the number of existing books.”” This means just the oppo-
site of what the writer wanted to say, and is nonsense
as well.

He who writes carelessly confesses thereby at the very
outset that he does not attach much importance to his own
thoughts. For it is only where a man is convinced of the
truth and importance of his thoughts that he feels the
enthusiasm necessary for an untiring and assidous effort
to find the clearest, finest, and strongest expression for
them — just as for sacred relics or priceless works of art
there are provided silvern or golden receptacles. It was
this feeling that led the ancients, whose thoughts, expressed
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in their own words, have lived thousands of years and
therefore bear the honored title of classics, always to write
with care. Plato, indeed, is said to have written the intro-
duction to his Republic seven times over in different ways.*

The Germans, however, distinguish themselves from
other nations through slovenliness of style and dress, and
the carelessness in both these directions has its common
origin in our national character.

But as neglect of dress betrays want of respect for the
company a man meets, so a hasty, careless, bad style shows
an offensive lack of regard for the reader, who then rightly
punishes it by refusing to read the book. It is especially
amusing to see reviewers criticising the works of others in
their own most careless style—the style of a hireling.
It is as though a judge were to come into court in dressing-
gown and slippers! How carefully written, on the other
hand, are The Edinburgh Review and Le Journal des
Savants. If I see a man badly and dirtily dressed, I feel
some hesitation, at first, in entering into conversation with
him; so when, on taking up a book, I am struck at once
by the negligence of its style, I put it away.

Good writing should be governed by the rule that a man
can think only one thing clearly at a time, and, therefore,
that he should not be expected to think two or even more
things in one and the same moment. But this is what is
done when a writer breaks up his principal sentence into
little pieces, pushing into the gaps thus made two or three
other thoughts by way of parenthesis, thereby unneces-
sarily and wantonly confusing the reader. And here it is
again my own countrymen who are chiefly in fault. That
German lends itself more than all other living languages
to this way of writing makes the procedure possible, but
does not justify it. No prose reads more easily or pleas-
antly than French, because, as a rule, it is free from the

* 1t is a fact worth mentioring that the first twelve words of the Republic
are placed in the exact order which would be natural in English.— TRANSLATOR.
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defect in question. The Frenchman strings his thoughts
together, as far as he can, in the most-logical and natural
order, and so lays them before his reader one after the
other for convenient deliberation, to the end that every one
of them may receive undivided attention. The German,
on the other hand, weaves them together into a structure
of sentences which he twists and crosses, and crosses and
twists again; and this because he wants to say six things
all at once, instead of advancing them one by one. His
aim should be to attract and hold the reader’s attention;
but, above and beyond neglect of this aim, he demands
from the reader that he shall set the above-mentioned rule
at defiance, and think three or four different thoughts at
one and the same time— or, since that is impossible, that
his thoughts shall succeed each other as quickly as the
vibrations of a chord. In this way an author lays the
foundation of his stile empesé, which is then carried to
perfection by the use of high-flown, pompous expressions
to communicate the simplest things, and by other artifices
of the same kind.

In those long sentences rich in involved parentheses, like
a box of boxes one within another, or padded out like roast
geese stuffed with apples, it is really the memory that is
chiefly taxed; while it is the understanding and the judg-
ment which should be called into play, instead of having
their activity thereby actually burdened and weakened.*
This kind of sentence furnishes the reader with mere half-
phrases, which he is then called upon to collect carefully
and store up in his memory, as though they were the pieces
of a torn letter, afterward to be completed and made into
sense by the other halves to which they respectively belong.
He is therefore expected to go on reading for a little with-
out exercising any thought, exerting only his memory, in

* This sentence in the original is obviously meant to illustrate the fault
of which it speaks. It does so by the use of a construction very common in
German, but happily unknown in English; where, however, the fault 1tself
exists none the less, though in a different form.— TRANSLATOR.
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the hope that, when he comes to the end of the sentence,
he may see daylight and receive in the bargain something
to think about; and he is thus given a great deal fo learn
by heart before obtaining anything to understand. This
is manifestly wrong and an abuse of the reader’s patience.

The ordinary writer, however, has an unmistakable
preference for this style, because it causes the reader to
spend time and trouble in understanding that which he
would have understood in a moment without it; and this
makes it look as though the writer had more depth and
intelligence than the reader. This is, indeed, one of those
artifices referred to above, by means of which mediocre
authors unconsciously, and as it were by instinet, strive
to conceal their poverty of thought and give an appearance
of the opposite. Their ingenuity in this respect is really
astounding.

It is manifestly against all sound reason to put one
thought obliquely on top of another, as though both together
formed a wooden cross; but this is what is done where a
writer interrupts what he has begun to say, for the pur-
pose of inserting some quite alien matter, thus depositing
with the reader a meaningless half-sentence and bidding
him keep it until the completion comes. It is much as
though a man were to treat his guests by handing them
an empty plate, in the hope of something appearing upon it.
And commas used for a similar purpose belong to the same
family as notes at the foot of the page and parentheses
in the middle of the text—mnay, all three differ only in
degree. If Demosthenes and Cicero occasionally inserted
incased periods of this kind, well, they would have done
better to refrain.

But this style of writing becomes the height of absurdity
when the parentheses are not even fitted into the frame
of the sentence, but wedged in so as directly to shatter it.
If, for instance, it is an impertinent thing to interrupt
another person when he is speaking, it is no less imper-
tinent to interrupt oneself. But all bad, careless, and
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hasty authors, who scribble with the bread actually before
their eyes, use this style of writing six times on a page,
and rejoice in it. It consists in—it is advisable to give
rule and example together, wherever it is possible —break-
ing up one phrase in order to glue in another. Nor is it
merely out of laziness that they write thus. They do it
out of stupidity; they think there is a charming légéreté
about it; that it gives life to what they say. No doubt
there are a few rare cases where such a form of sentence
may he pardonable.

Few write in the way in which an architect builds — who,
before he sets to work, sketches out his plan and thinks
it out to its smallest details. Most people, rather, write
only as though they were playing dominoes; and as in this
game the pieces are arranged half by design, half by chance,
so it is with the sequence and connection of their sentences.
They have only a bare idea of what the general shape of
their work will be and how all this will end. Many are
ignorant even of this, and write as the coral-insects build;
period joins to period, as chance would have it.

Beside, life nowadays goes at a gallop; and the way in
which this affects literature is to make it extremely super-
ficial and slovenly.

VI
ON WOMEN *

ScHILLER’S poem in honor of women, Wiirde der Frauen,
is the result of much careful thought, and it appeals to the
reader by its antithetic style and its use of contrast; but
as an expression of the true praise which should be ac-
corded to them, it is, I think, inferior to these few words
of Jouy’s: ¢ Without women the beginning of our life
would be helpless; the middle, devoid of pleasure; and the
end, of consolation.”” The same thing is more feelingly
expressed by Byron in Sardanapalus:

* Parerga and Paralipomena, II, Chapter XXVII.
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“The very first
Of human life must spring from woman’s breast,
Your first small words are taught you from her lips,
Your first tears quench’d by her, and your last sighs
Too often breathed out in a woman’s hearing,
When men have shrunk from the ignoble care
Of watching the last hour of him who led them.”

(Act I, Scene 2.)

These two passagés indicate the right point of view for
the appreciation of women.

You need only look at the way in which she is formed
to see that woman is not meant to undergo great labor,
whether of the mind or of the body. She pays the debt of
life, not by what she does, but by what she suffers—by
the pains of child-bearing and care for the child, and by
submission to her husbhand, to whom she should be a patient
and cheering companion. The keenest sorrows and joys
are not for her, nor is she called upon to display a great
deal of strength. The current of her life should be more
gentle, peaceful and trivial than man’s, without being
essentially happier or unhappier.

Women are directly fitted for acting as the nurses and
teachers of our early childhood, by the fact that they are
themselves childish, frivolous and shortsighted; in a word,
they are big children all their life long —a kind of inter-
mediate stage between the child and the full-grown male,
who alone represents the genus homo in the strict sense
of the word. See how a girl will fondle a child for days
together, dance with it and sing to it; and then think what
a man, with the best will in the world, could do if he were
put in her place.

‘With young girls Nature seems to have had in view what,
in the language of the drama, is called a coup de théatre.
For a few years she dowers them with a wealth of beauty
and is lavish in her gift of charm, at the expense of the
rest of their life, in order that during those years they
may capture the fancy of some man to such a degree that
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he is carried away into undertaking the honorable care of
them, in some form or other, as long as they live—a step
for which there would not appear to be any sufficient war-
ranty if reason only directed his thoughts. Accordingly
Nature has equipped woman, as she does all her creatures,
with the weapons and implements requisite for the safe-
guarding of her existence, and for just as long as it is
necessary for her to have them. ,LHere, as elsewhere,
Nature proceeds with her usual economy; for just as the
female ant, after fecundation, loses her wings, which are
then superfluous, nay, actually a danger to the business of
breeding, so, after giving birth to one or two children, a
woman generally loses her beauty — probably, indeeds for
similar reasons.

And so we find that young girls, in their hearts, look
upon domestic affairs or work of any kind as of secondary
importance, if not actually as a mere jest. The only busi-
ness that really claims their earnest attention is love, mak-
ing conquests, and everything connected with this— dress,
dancing, and so on.

The nobler and more perfect a thing is, the later and
slower it is in arriving at maturity. A man reaches the
maturity of his reasoning powers and mental faculties
hardly before the age of twenty-eight; a woman, at eigh-
teen. And then, too, in the case of woman, it is only reason
of a sort—very niggardly in its dimensions. That is why
women remain children their whole life long, never seeing
anything but what is quite close to them, cleaving to the
present moment, taking appearance for reality, and pre-
ferring trifles to matters of the first importance. For it is
by virtue of his reasoning faculty that man does not live in
the present only, like the brute, but looks about him and
considers the past and the future; and this is the origin
of prudence, as well as of that care and anxiety which so
many people exhibit. Both the advantages and the dis-
advantages which this involves are shared by the woman
to a smaller extent because of her weaker power of reason-
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ing. She may, in fact, be described as intellectually short-
sighted, because, while she has an intuitive understanding
of what lies quite close to her, her field of vision is narrow
and does not reach to what is remote, so that things which
are absent or past or to come have much less effect upon
women than upon men. This is the reason why women are
more often inclined to be extravagant, and sometimes carry
their inclination to a length that borders upon madness.
In their hearts women think that it is men’s business to
earn money and theirs to spend it—if possible during
their husband’s life, but, at any rate, after his death. The
very fact that their husband hands them over his earnings
for purposes of housekeeping strengthens them in this
belief.

However many disadvantages all this may involve, there
is at least this to be said in its favor: that the woman lives
more in the present than the man, and that, if the present
is at all tolerable, she enjoys it more eagerly. This is the
source of that cheerfulness which is peculiar to woman,
fitting her to amuse man in his hours of recreation, and,
in case of need, to console him when he is borne down by
the weight of his cares.

It is by no means a bad plan to consult women in matters
of ‘difficulty, as the Germans used to do in ancient times; -
for their way of looking at things is quite different from
ours, chiefly through the fact that they like to take the
shortest way to their goal, and, in general, manage to fix
their eyes upon what lies before them; while we, as a rule,
see far beyond it, just because it is in front of our noses.
In cases like this, we need to be brought back to the right
perspective, so as to recover the near and simple view.

Then, again, women are decidedly more sober in their
judgment than we are, so that they do not see more in
-things than is really there; while, if our passions are
aroused, we are apt to see things in an exaggerated Way,
or imagine what does not exist.

VorL. XV —9
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The weakness of their reasoning faculty also explains
why it is that women show more sympathy for the un-
fortunate than men do, and so treat them with more kind-
ness and interest; and why it is that, on the contrary, they
are inferior to men in point of justice, honesty, and con-
scientiousness. For it is just because their reasoning power
is weak that present circumstances have such a hold over
them, and those concrete things which lie directly before
their eyes exercise a power which is seldom counteracted
to any extent by abstract principles of thought, by fixed
rules of conduct, firm resolutions, or, in general, by con-
sideration for the past and the future, or regard for what
is absent and remote. Accordingly, they possess the first
and main elements that go to make a virtuous character,
but they are deficient in those secondary qualities which
are often a necessary instrument in the formation of it.

Hence it will be found that the fundamental fault of
the female character is that it has no sense of justice. This
is mainly due to the fact, already mentioned, that women
are defective in the powers of reasoning and deliberation;
but it is also traceable to the position which Nature has
assigned to them as the weaker sex. They are dependent,
not npon strength, but upon craft; hence their instinctive
capacity for cunning, and their ineradicable tendency
to lie. For as lions are provided with claws and teeth,
and elephants and boars with tusks, bulls with horns,
and the cuttle fish with its cloud of inky fluid, so Nature
has equipped woman, for her defense and protection, with
the arts of dissimulation; and all the power which Nature
has conferred upon man in the shape of physical strength
and reason has been bestowed upon women in this form.
Hence dissimulation is innate in woman, and almost as
much a quality of the stupid as of the clever; it is as
natural for them to make use of it on every occasion as it
is for those animals to employ their means of defense
when they are attacked; they have a feeling that in doing
so they are only within their rights. Therefore a woman
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who is perfectly truthful and not given to dissimulation is
perhaps an impossibility, and for this very reason women
are so quick at seeing through dissimulation in others that
it is not a wise thing to attempt it with them. But this
fundamental defect which I have stated, with all that it
entails, gives rise to falsity, faithlessness, treachery, in-
gratitude, and so on. Perjury in a court of justice is more
often committed by women than by men; it may, indeed,
be generally questioned whether women ought to be sworn
at all. From time to time one finds repeated cases every-
where of ladies, who want for nothing, taking things from
shop-counters when no one is looking, and making off with
them.

 Nature has appointed that the propagation of the species
shall be the business of men who are young, strong and
handsome, to the end that the race may not degenerate.
This is the firm will and purpose of Nature in regard to
the species, and it finds its expression in the passions of
women; there is no law that is older or more powerful
than this. Woe, then, to the man who sets up claims and
interests that will conflict with it; for whatever he may say
and do, they will be unmercifully crushed at the first serious
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