Preface

1

We are unknown to ourselves, we men of knowledge—and with
good reason. We have never sought ourselves—how could it hap-
pen that we should ever find ourselves? It has rightly been said:
“Where your treasure is, there will your heart be also”;! our treas-
ure is where the beehives of our knowledge are. We are constantly
‘making for them, being by nature winged creatures and honey-
gatherers of the spirit; there is one thing alone we really care about
from the heart—"bringing something home.” Whatever else there
is in life, so-called “experiences”—which of us has sufficient ear-
nestness for them? Or sufficient time? Present experience has, I am
afraid, always found us “absent-minded”: we cannot give our
hearts to it—not even our ears! Rather, as one divinely preoccupied
and immersed in himself into whose ear the bell has just boomed
with all its strength the twelve beats of noon suddenly starts up and
asks himself: “what really was that which just struck?” so we
sometimes rub our ears afterward and ask, utterly surprised and
disconcerted, “what really was that which we have just experi-
enced?” and moreover: “who are we really?” and, afterward as
aforesaid, count the twelve trembling bell-strokes of our experi-
ence, our hfe our bemg—and alas! miscount them.—So we are
necessarily strangers to ourselves, we do not comprehend our-
selves, we have to misunderstand ourselves, for us the law “Each is
furthest from himself” applies to all eternity—we are not “men of
knowledge’~with respect to ourselves.

2

My ideas on the origin of our moral prejudices—for this is the
subject of this polemic—received their first, brief, and provisional

1 Matthew 6:21
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expression in the collection of aphorisms that bears the title Hu-
man, All-Too-Human. A Book for Free Spirits. This book was be-
gun in Sorrento during a winter when it was given to me to pause as
a wanderer pauses and look back across the broad and dangerous
country my spirit had traversed up to that time. This was in the
winter of 1876-77; the ideas themselves are older. They were al-
ready in essentials the same ideas that I take up again in the pres-
ent treatises—let us hope the long interval has done them good, that
they have become riper, clearer, stronger, more perfect! That 1 still
cleave to them today, however, that they have become in the mean-
time more and more firmly attached to one another, indeed en-
twined and interlaced with one another, strengthens my joyful as-
surance that they might have arisen in me from the first not as
isolated, capricious, or sporadic things but from a common root,
from a fundamental will of knowledge, pointing imperiously into
the depths, speaking more and moré precisely, demanding greater
and greater precision. For this alone is fitting for a philosopher. We
have no right to isolated acts of any kind: we may not make iso-
lated errors or hit upon isolated truths. Rather do our ideas, our
values, our yeas and nays, our ifs and buts, grow out of us with the
necessity with which a tree bears fruit—related and each with an
affinity to each, and evidence of one will, one health, one soil, one
sun.—Whether you like them, these fruits of ours?—But what is
that to the trees! What is that to us, to us philosophers!

Because of a scruple peculiar to me that I am loth to admit
to—for it is concerned with morality, with all that has hitherto
been celebrated on earth as morality—a scruple that entered my
life so early, so uninvited, so irresistibly, so much ‘in conflict with
my environment, age, precedents, and descent that I might almost
have the right to call it my “a priori”—my curiosity as well as my
suspicions were bound to halt quite soon at the question of where
our good and evil really originated. In fact, the problem of the
origin of evil pursued me even as a boy of thirteen: at an age in
which you have “half childish trifles, half God in your heart,” ? I

2 Goethe’s Fauet lines VIR,
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devoted to it my first childish literary trifle, my first philosophical
effort—and as for the “solution” of the problem I posed at that
time, well, I gave the honor to God, as was only fair, and made him
the father of evil. Was that what my “a priori” demanded of me?
that new immoral, or at least unmoralistic “a priori” and the alas!
so anti-Kantian, enigmatic “categorical imperative” which spoke
through it and to which I have since listened more and more closely,
and not merely listened?

Fortunately I learned early to separate theological prejudice
from moral prejudice and ceased to look for the origin of evil be-
hind the world. A certain amount of historical and philological
schooling, together with an inborn fastidiousness of taste in re-
spect to psychological questions in general, soon transformed my
problem into another one: under what conditions did man devi

X

these value judgments good and evil? and what value do they them X

selves possess? Have they hitherto hindered or furthered human i

prosperity? Are they a sign of distress, of impoverishment, of the

degeneration of life? Or is there revealed in them, on the contrary, “

the plenitude, force, and will of life, its courage, certainty, future?

Thereupon I discovered and ventured divers answers; I distin-
guished between ages, peoples, degrees of rank among individuals;
I departmentalized my problem; out of my answers there grew new
questions, inquiries, conjectures, probabilities—until at length I

«

had a country of my own, a soil of my own, an entire discrete,

thriving, flourishing world, like a secret garden the existence of
which no one suspected.—Oh how fortunate we are, we men of

knowledge, pr_o_vided only that we know how to keep silent long
enough!

4

The first impulse to publish something of my hypotheses con-
cerning the origin of morality was given me by a clear, tidy, and
shrewd—also precocious—little book in which I encountered dis-
tinctly for the first time an upside-down and pérversc species of
genealogical hypothesis, the genuinely English type, that attracted
me—with that power of attraction which everything contrary,
everything antipodal possesses. The title of the little book was The
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Origin of the Moral Sensations; its author Dr. Paul Rée; the year in
which it appeared 1877. Perhaps I have never read anything to
which I would have said to myself No, proposition by proposition,
conclusion by conclusion, to the extent that I did to this book: yet
quite without ill-humor or impatience. In the above-mentioned
work, on which I was then engaged, I made opportune and inop-
portune reference to the propositions of that book, not in order to
refute them—what have I to do with refutations!-—but, as becomes
a positive spirit, to replace the improbable with the more probable,
possibly one error with another. It was then, as I have said, that I
advanced for the first time those genealogical hypotheses to which
this treatise is devoted—ineptly, as I should be the last to deny,
still constrained, still lacking my own language for my own things
and with much backsliding and vacillation. One should compare in
particular what I say in Human, All-Too-Human, section 45, on
the twofold prehistory of good and evil (namely, in the sphere of
the noble and in that of the slaves); likewise, section 136, on the
value and origin of the morality of asceticism; likewise, sections 96
and 99 and volume II, section 89, on the “morality of mores,” that
much older and more primitive species of morality which differs
toto caelo® from the altruistic mode of evaluation (in which Dr.
Rée, like all English moral genealogists, sees moral evaluation as
such); likewise, section 92, The Wanderer, section 26, and Dawn,
section 112, on the origin of justice as an agreement between two
approximately equal powers (equality as the presupposition of all
compacts, consequently of all law); likewise The Wanderer, sec-
tions 22 and 33, on the origin of punishment, of which the aim of
intimidation is neither the essence nor the source (as Dr. Rée
thinks—it is rather only introduced, under certain definite circum-
stances, and always as an incidental, as something added) .*

8 Diametrically: literally, by the whole heavens.

4 Nietzsche always gives page references to the first editions. I have substi-

tuted section numbers, which are the same in all editions and translations;

and in an appendix most of the sections cited are offered in my translations.
For Nietzsche’s relation to Rée, see Rudolph Binion, Frau Lou, Prince-

ton, N.J., Princeton University Press, 1968.
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5

Even then my real concern was something much more impor-
tant than hypothesis-mongering, whether my own or other people’s,
on the origin of morality (or more precisely: the latter concerned
me solely for the sake of a goal to which it was only one means
among many). What was at stake was the value of morality—and
over this T had to come to terms almost exclusively with my great
teacher Schopenhauer, to whom that book of mine, the passion and
the concealed contradiction of that book, addressed itself as if to a
contemporary (—for that book, too, was a “polemic”). What was
especially at stake was the value of the “unegoistic,” the instincts
of pity, self-abnegation, self-sacrifice, which Schopenhauer had
gilded, deified, and projected into a beyond for so long that at last
they became for him “value-in-itself,” on the basis of which he said
No to life and to himself. But it was against precisely these instincts
that there spoke from me an ever more fundamental mistrust, an
ever more corrosive skepticism! It was precisely here that I saw the
great danger to mankind, its sublimest enticement and seduction—
but to what? to nothingness?—it was precisely here that I saw the
beginning of the end, the dead stop, a retrospective weariness, the
will turning against life, the tender and sorrowful signs of the ulti-
mate illness: I understood the ever spreading morality of pity that
had seized even on philosophers and made them ill, as the most
sinister symptom of a European culture that had itself become
sinister, perhaps as its by-pass to a new Buddhism? to a Buddhism
for Europeans? to—nihilism?

For this overestimation of and predilection for pity on the
part of modern philosophers is something new: hitherto philoso-
phers have been at one as to the worthlessness of pity. I name only
Plato, Spinoza, La Rochefoucauld and Kant—four spirits as differ-
ent from one another as possible, but united in one thing: in their
low estimation of pity.
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6

This problem of the value of pity and of the morality of pity
(—I am opposed to the pernicious modern 9ﬁ¢mi9§qy;t9f feel-
ing—) seems at first to be merely something detached,-an"isolated
question mark; but whoever sticks with it and learns how to ask
questions here will experience what I experienced—a tremendous
new prospect opens up for him, a new possibility comes over him
like a vertigo, every kind of mistrust, suspicion, fear leaps up, his
belief in morality, in all morality, falters—finally a new demand
becomes audible. Let us articulate this new demand: we need a
critique of moral values, the value Ql these yqlges themselves must
first be called in question—and for that there is needed a knowl-
edge of the conditions and circumstances in which they grew, under
which they evolved and changed (morality as consequence, as
symptom, as mask, as tartufferie, as illness, as misunderstanding;
but also morality as cause, as remedy, as stimulant, as restraint, as
poison), a knowledge of a kind that has never yet existed or even
been desired. One has taken the value of these “values” as given, as
factual, as beyond all question; one has:hitherto never doubted or
‘hesitated in the slightest degree in supposing “the good man” to be
of greater value than “the evil man,” of greater value in the sense
of furthering the advancement and prosperity of man in general
(the future of man included). But what if the reverse were true?
What if a symptom of regression were inherent in the *‘good,” like-
wise a danger, a seduction, a poison, a narcotic, through which the
present was possibly living at the expense of the future? Perhaps
more comfortably, less dangerously, but at the same time in a
meaner style, more basely?— So that precisely morality would be to
blame if the highest power and splendor actually possible to the
type man was never in fact attained? So that precisely morality was
the danger of dangers?
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7

Let it suffice that, after this prospect had opened up before
me, I had reasons to look about me for scholarly, bold, and indus-
trious comrades (I am still looking). The project is to traverse with
quite novel questions, and as though with new eyes, the enormous,
distant, and so well hidden land of morality—of morality that has
actually existed, actually been lived; and does this not mean virtu-
ally to discover this land for the first time?

If T considered in this connection the above-mentioned Dr.
Rée, among others, it was because I had no doubt that the very
nature of his inquiries would compel him to adopt a better method
for reaching answers. Have I deceived myself in this? My desire, at
any rate, was to point out to so sharp and disinterested an eye as
his a better direction in which to look, in the direction of an actual
history of morality, and to warn him in time against gazing around
haphazardly in the blue after the English fashion. For it must be
obvious which color is a hundred times more vital for a genealogist
of morals than blue: nﬂwaz,_ that is, what is documep_fed,
what can actually be confirmed and has actually existed, in short
the entire long hieroglyphic record, so hard to dE?fpher, of the
moral past of mankind!

This was unknown to Dr. Rée; but he had read Darwin—so
that in his hypotheses, and after a fashion that is at least entertain-
ing, the Darwinian beast and the ultramodern unassuming moral
milksop who “no longer bites” politely link hands, the latter wear-
ing an expression of a certain good-natured and refined indolence,
with which is mingled even a grain of pessimism and weariness, as
if all these things—the problems of morality—were really not
worth taking quite so seriously. But to me, on the contrary, there
seems to be nothing more worth taking seriously, among the re-
wards for it being that some day one will perhaps be allowed to
take them cheerfully. For cheerfulness—or in my own language
gay science—is a reward: the reward of a long, brave, industrious,
and subterranean seriousness, of which, to be sure, not everyone is
capable. But on the day we can say with all our hearts, “Onwards!
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our old morality too is part of the comedy!” we shall have discov-
ered a new complication and possibility for the Dionysian drama of
“The Destiny of the Soul”—and one can wager that the grand old
eternal comic poet of our existence will be quick to make use of it!

8

If this book is incomprehensible to anyone and jars on his
ears, the fault, it seems to me, is not necessarily mine. It is clear
enough, assuming, as I do assume, that one has first read my earlier
writings and has not spared some trouble in doing so: for they are,
indeed, not easy to penetrate.® Regarding my Zarathustra, for ex-
ample, T do not allow that anyone knows that book who has not at
some time been profoundly wounded and at some time profoundly
delighted by every word in it; for only then may he enjoy the privi-
lege of reverentially sharing in the halcyon element out of which
that book was born and in its sunlight clarity, remoteness, breadth,
and certainty. In other cases, people find difficulty with the aphoris-

5 See also the end of Nietzsche’s Preface to the new edition of The Dawn,
written in the fall of 1886: “. . . to read well, that means reading slowly,
deeply, with consideration and caution . . .” The last four words do not ade-
quately render riick- und vorsichtig, which can also mean, looking backward
and forward—i.e., with a regard for the context, including also the writer’s
earlier and later works. Cf. Beyond Good and Evil, my note on section 250.

Yet Arthur Danto voices a very common assumption when he says on
the first page of the first chapter of his Nietzsche as Philosopher (New York,
Macmillan, 1965): “No one of them {i.c., Nietzsche’s books] presupposes an
acquaintance with any other . . . his writings may be read in pretty much
any order, without this greatly impeding the comprehension of his ideas.”
This is as wrong as Danto’s claim on the same page that “it would be diffi-
cult even for a close reader to tell the difference between those works he
[Nietzsche] saw through the press [e.g., the Genealogy] and those [sic] pieced
together by his editors [i.e., The Will to Power).” Indeed, Danto, like most
readers, approaches Nietzsche as if “any given aphorism or essay.might as
easily have been placed in one volume as in another™; he bases his discussions
on short snippets, torn from their context, and frequently omits phrases with-
out indicating that he has done so; and he does not bother to consider all or
most of the passages that are relevant to the topics he discusses.

This is one of the few books in English that deal with Nietzsche as a
hilosopher, and Danto’s standing as a philosopher inspires confidence; but
is account of Nietzsche’s moral and epistemological ideas unfortunately de-

pends on this untenable approach. See also the first footnote to the second
essay, below,
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tic form: this arises from the fact that today this form is not taken T‘
seriously enough. An aphorism, properly stamped and molded, has |
not been “deciphered” when it has simply been read; rather, one |
has then to begin its exegesis, for which is required an art of exege- E
sis. I have offered in the third essay of the present book an example
of what I regard as “exegesis” in such a case—an aphorism is pre-
fixed to this essay, the essay itself is a commentary on it. To be
sure, one thing is necessary above all if one is to practice reading as
an art in this way, something that has been unlearned most thor-
oughly nowadays—and therefore it will be some time before my
writings are “readable”—something for which one has almost to be
a cow and in any case not a “modern man”: rumination.
Sils-Maria, Upper Engadine,
July 1887



