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Furiously Nietzschean
An Introduction by Sylvére Lotringer

Georges Bataille wasnt a “regular” philosopher like Hegel or Sartre. He
was diffident of concepts, resilient o systems and deeply suspicious of
language. Bataille never developed ideas that he didn't back up with his
lite. Ome shouldn't expect, therefore, On Nierzsche 1o be a traditional
cormimentary. It is, rather, an awempt by Bataille to circumscribe what he
recognized in Nierzsche as his own.

Nietzsche was a major influence in Bataille's life. In 1915 Bataille
converted to Catholicism after leaving his father, blind and syphilitic,
in the hands of the Germans. It is Nietzsche who rescued him, ar age
twenty-three, from this cnsis, wrning him as passionately against
religion. All through the years thar preceded World War 11, Bataille was
among the very few who tried to dear Nietzsche from the stain of
National Socialism. In various issues of Agephale, he proved, text in
hand, that Nietzsche was “the least patriot]ic] of all Germans, and the
least German of the Germans,” a sovereign thinker espedally hostile to
pan-German anti-Semitism, this “shameless humbuyg of races.”

Redaiming Nietzsche from the Nazis was also a way of validating his
own fascination for vielence and fanaticism, a “fundamental aspiration of
humanity,” he said, that the fascists misappropriated. In the Spring of 1939,
while everyone was praying for peace, Bataille could be found hailing the
war as “something ordinary life lacked—something thar causes fear and
prompts horrorand anguish, ~ like falling offa roofiop, ora volcano erupting.

Alas, war proved a disappoinument. Beset by tuberculosis, Bataille was
forced to take a leave from his job as a librarian and spend most of the
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INTRODUCTION

wartime in the country. Never had be been more isolated—more
disoceupied—than during the German vecupation.

Bataille found the war boring,

For Bataille, however, being bored was just a way of being. Only
anguish—extreme anguish—could violate the limits of being and
bring intensity back into his life. This is what Bataille trained himself o
experience on his own, methodically, suffocating himself into a trance
with images of torture and dismemberment. These spells of deep anguish
and “somber incandescence” were halingly chronicled in his wartime
Writings.

The period between 1941 and 1944 was, paradoxically, one of the most
prolific in Bataille's lifetime. Afer Madame Edwarde, a story of imtense
eratic mysticism, he wrote, and published, Inwer Experience, Guilty, and
O Nietosche, all blinding statements made of fragments and aphorisms,
journal entries, quotes and feverish potes. For a while Bataille envisaped
including these three volumes in a magnum opus, The Atheclegical Surime,
an ambitious project, which was never completed. Mow that he was
released from the political fervor of the prewar years, he had come
to view any effort (any action) as a symptom of “decline,” a betrayal
of the “summit.” His thoughts only thrived in the passing instant. No
wonder they didn't hold together—any more than Mieizsche's own
aphorisms.

“Except for {a few) exceptions,” Bataille wrote, “my company on carth
is rmostly Nietzsche . . ." Not an easy thing to do, keeping Nietzsche com-
pany. Few would 1take up the challenge—or deserve the try. “Intimacy
with great thinking is unbearable,” Nietzsche warned. "I seek and make
appeal to whom 1 can communicate such thinking without bringing about
their deaths.”

Disciples are wo weak mof to die when confronted with an excessive
experience. Bataille was ready to die, but without dying from &, Dying and
coming back was what Bataille thought "commumicaticn™ is about A
ritual sacrifice where the crime is shared; outer violence tumed inward
destroying the limits of being. Sacrifidng discourse for a more intensc
form of communication was something Nietzsche seemed to have been
able to do effortlessly. Bataille was less fortunate: “The neurotic has only a
single way out AND MUST RISK HIMSELE” Batille’s own “disorderly
method” was a deliberate gamble with madness: a will o charce.

Bataille started his essay on a startling admission: “Maotivating this
writing—as | see il—is fear of gning crazy.”



INTROOUCTION
On Nietzschie: a tale of unsatisfied desire?

As could be expeated, Bataille quoted Nietzsche extensively—although
not to the point of disappearing entirely behind his mentor's text, as
happens in Memorandum, a collage ot Nietzsche’s later writings Bataille
also published in 1944, to celebrate the centenary of Nietzsche's birth
Yet Nietzsche's Genealeqy of Morals is hardly present anywhere, a curious
oversight considering that Om Neetzsche set itsclf as a goal o "pose and
resolve intimate problems of morality.”

Was that something deliberate on Bataille’s part?

In his Genealogy, Nietzsche probed the origin of moral ideas, questioning
the worth of the notions of good and evil in “our sinister European
civilization.” Baiaille, apparently. followed suit. Right from the start, he
warned the reader that he intended to show the opposition between good
and evil "under another light.” ves, but which light? Mietzsche’s light?
Nietzsche never treated morality as an “intimate” problem; nor did he pui
much faith in man’s interior world, the breeding ground for that terrible
sickness: bad consdence Nictzsche's main concern wasn't with man’s
soul, but with the disastrous effect it may have on the buman species as a
whaole, preventing it from reaching “the peak of magnificence ol which he
is capable.” Would Nietzsche, in any case, have examincd the question of
ethics. not in terms of action but, as Bataille did, "in reference to being-
or beings®? In the first essay of the Genealegy, Nictzsche dismissed in
advance those “changelings” called subjects as mere linguistic fallacy.
There is no being he wrote. “behind the doing, acting, becoming
the doing is everything.” (Geneslogy of Morals, New York: Anchor Books,
1956, p. 179}

It's under an entirely ditferent light. theretore, that Batajlle explored
the queston of morality—the Hght of mrer eaperience. And yet Bataille
didn’t consider that radical shift a betrayal. Nietzsche, he said. expressed
“an extreme, uncondinonal human yearning ndeperderitly of moral
goals or of serving God.” but he couldn™t always mamntain himsell at this
sunumit. Although indilferent to all pelitical stakes. he coukdn’t always
reach beyond the stage of action which necessarily “suppresses our being
as entirety.” Bataille, in short, offered 1w supplement MNietzsche's
occasional failings by drawing out within fimself the consequences of
Nictzsche's docirine.

Memorandum similarly addressed the reader “who would seek the
comsegrences.”  Deliberately  divcarding  Nietzsche's most  well-known
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themes (the will to power and eternal return} Bataille indicated what he
considered the “crestline” of Nietzsche's tragic thought: the ecstaric
revelation of the impossible which ruins the separation between subject
and object. So far, Bataille wrote, morals had been leading from one point
to the next, serting up a goal and giving 1he mnerary. With Nietzsche this
was no longer the case. Morality now Jed nowhere, This realization could
drive one w anguish, ecstasy, madness or dercliciion, yet it constituted
the supreme moral experience, “the disarming treedom of meaning-
lessness and an empiy glory.”

No one, Bataille claimed, ever dared o face this total liberation of all
human possibilities.

"EXCEFT FOR ME? (I'm oversimplifying).”

This is what On Nietzsche is about: pushing Mietzsche's doctrine down
o ils most extrerne consequences—the  death af the spirit, which
Nietzsche himsell never actually condoned. “Of this mental void,”
Bataille recognized, “Nietzsche gave neither an external description nor
analysis. While my destiny was such that IN SPITE OF MYSELF [ slowly
sketch erosion and ruin. Could 1 have avoided j1? Everything in me
wanted it that way. . " (Oevres Compleres, V1. Pans: Gallimard, 1973,
p. 428)

Baraille never oversimplified. He did much worse: he Kept raising the
ante to an impossible height. Going all the way 1o the top of the pyramid
like Hegel, so he could hur himself down w the bottom, a viclent
paroxysmic gesture all the more fascinating for being empty of all
comtent.

To be a Christian, a Revolutionary, even a Nietzschean was never
encugh for Bataille. who ached 1o be a saini a renegade. a mystic.
Occupying God's place was where the prestige was the strongest. Baraille
was “furiously Christian” because God still had to be sacrificed.

Furiously political. Bataille had moved to the “ulira-left” simulianc-
ously denouncing capitalism, reformism, parbameniarism, socialism and
fascism, a truly impossible position. It was the same unconditional
fanaticismn that led him 10 become furiously Nietzschear.

In March 1944 Bataille presented the most theoretical par of On Nierzache
{"Summit and Decline.” provocatively retitled Discussion on Sin”) 1o an
assembly of philosophers, some of them Christians, like Gabriel Marcel.
The gathering also incuded two major intellecrual figures, fean Hippolyte
and Jean-Paul Sartre. {Sartre, whom Bataille met for the first tme, had
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recently published a massive attack on Inwer Experience, branding Baiaille
a "New Mystic.”)

Why sin? Hippolyte asked, noting a Christian ambiguity in Bataille's
speech. When you talk about sin, Sartre charged, [ have the feeling thai
you mean something entirely diflerent.

Balaille recognized {latly that he used the notion of sin simply “becanse
it refers to a condition experienced with a greal intensity.”

"That changes everything!™ Sartre oxclaimed.

It did. Bataille, in essence, reformulated the guestion of morality in
terms of what he considered the moral ssoneat: sacrifice. A ritoal viclence
that nom only viclated the integrity of being, bur simultancouosly
iransgressed the wdentity of language. The distinction between gooed and
evil, operative in the context of *“wvulgar morality,” was therefore
inadequate to express intense expernences that tore beings apart. In
Bataille's hands. these notions became nearly interchangeable, tloating
signifiers simply meant o register, like flags, the communal encrgics and
intensities liberated throvgh caloulated killing.

Every scciely is founded on a orime committed collecnively, bt the
deed {the anguish and revulsion it provokes) is subseguently denied by
those who most benefited from it. Complicity and denial are constitutive
of meorality, whose concern for utility is mercly there o suture the
wound. This was also true for Christianity, which recognired  Ewil
generically, in Light of redemption, bot refused to acknowledge its
presence al the bearn of the religious expenience

“There is in Christianily,” Balaille argued, “a will NOT to be guilty, a will
to kcate the guili outside of the Church, 1o find a ranscendence o man in
relation to guili.” This accounted tor the Church’s inability 1o deal with
Evil, except as a threat coming from the outside, Doing the Church justice
“in 1otal hostility,” Bataille assumed guilt and anguish as his ovn, danng
Christianity 1o experience Christ’s sacrifice as the eguivocal expression
ol Evdl.

Bataille was actually authenncanng with his own lite an invennon that
the Church had failed 1o acknowledge: of a conscousness tree encugh o
devise 1ts own punishment, sirong enough to tarn its intimate sutfering
into a triumphant affirmation ot guill

Batiaille didn't need 1o quole Mielzsche's Gepealogy in his essay on
Nietzsche any more than Foucaull m has Dsapdose and Fronsh, Foucaualt,
bocause he used the Genealogy as a wol: Bataille, because he murned
himsclt inte one.
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Did it mean that Bataille, as a self-appointed genealogist of the soul, was
imrnune from Nietzsche's devastating (bun compassionate) attack on all
the reactive forces irumphant in the world?

“Others resist their anguish .., 1 accept i1t,” Bataille wrote EXPUSINE
himself bare-chested 1o Nicizsche's indictment. Bur this is precisely how
deprediation of life comes about, Turning resenument into bad conscience:
matching guilt with suffering: claiming guilt as inner experience (o v,
All this with a perverse twist: anguish was the threshold 1o ecstasy, which
Bataille equated with madness and sacrifice:

T just looked ar the two photographs of torture that T owr, 1 have
become nearly accustomed 1o these images: one of them, though, s so
horrible thar I couldn 't help fecling weak.

I had to stop writing. I went, as [ often do, 1o sit by the open window
I was hardly seated when 1 felt carried away by some sort of ecsianc
Movement. Now I can’t doult anymore, as 1 painfully did yesterday, that
such a state is more desirable than crotic vefuprd, T don't sec anything: this
15 neither visible nor tangible in any way [ can imagine. THIS makes
painful and heavy not w die. . . {0C, VL p. 299

Bataille, a “virtuoso of guilt,” a master at arousing excessive emotions
that shake the human soul loose from its Juints? A first sight. ascetic
procedutes seem hardiy compatible with Bataille's EXCOSSIVE eToticism.
Yet lust may well be one of the many paliianves o morbidity, a wav of
making life, as Nietzsche said, “once again a highly interesting business.”

Christianity certainly became a wedious business afier forsaking the
sense of sacrifice. “Boredom,” Batlaille pointed our. “has to do with the
exclusion of guilt, with the complete separation berween Ch ristianity and
the world of sin. ...* Can guil really be a cure when anguish keeps
infecting the wound?

Mietzsche diagnosed the inner split found in the ascetic priest who pits
hie against life not in order 1o destroy it, but is rather “fighting tooth and
nali” tor its preservation, “The sitvation, then,” he conduded. i exactly
the opposite from what the worshippers of that ideal believe i e be.”
(AL . 256) Asceticism is a desperate struggle against deatk, agamsy
boredom and exhaustion, an attempt to counter “the persistent morbidiny
of awvilized man” by taking away from active forces a part of ther
restoranve power.

Reappropriating Nietrsche, the philosopher with a thousand CYes,
has never been a very difficult thing to do. starting with the crude
lzlsifications of the Nazis., Any rcading is an interpretative ac anyway,
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without which there would be nothing to see. It all depends, though, on
the kind of forces that are pul inte play, and the nature of the will that is
muobilized. The will 1o ecstasy, undeubtedly. is a torce—but can ths force
be truly affirmarive when its irumph means meaninglessness?

*Nietrsche's work.” Bataille admmted. “has littde to do with mystical
investigations. Yel Nietzsche experienced some torm of ecstasy and he
said it.”

Nietzsche, In the Gerealogy, certainly paid his respects o those “spors-
men of sancrity™ who manage o0 overcome their deep physiological
depression through rigorous training. He also said that regimens of this
kind, from the mystics ol Mount Athos to the “voluptuous inundaticns
and costasies” ol St Teresa of Avila. may lead to all kinds ot mental
disorders.

But wasn'l thal precisely the kind of disorder Bataille tearcd {lomged
fory to gel even closcr to Nietzsche's madness?

On the eve of the war, Baiaijlle advocaicd the formarion of a "secrel
socicty” capable ot empowenng myths ancw in order to rescue “foral
existence” from empy fragmentation. This attempt 10 found a sacred sect
by ritwally sacrilicing onc of its members), one of the most bewildering
episedes in French intellectual bistory, ended in failure. On Nietzsche was
Bataille's renewed attempt to lorge a community of solitanes “tragically
engaged in ther secret debares.” But this community had a price: Netosche
wils sacrtficed to Batarlle s ownr wall to nothingriess

Nicrzsche, though, has the last word: *Man,” he said, “would soomer
have the void for his purpose than be void of purpose. . " (GM, p. 299)

walking through the woods, along Silvaplana Lake, Nietzsche stopped
near 2 huge rock erected like a pyramid, not tar from Surjlev. He was
laughing and rembling. “1 imagine mysclf arriving by the side of the
lake,” Bataille went on, “and imaginng him, 1cry ”

Nietzsche's eyes were often inflamed because he cried too much, These
were “net sentimental tears, mind you,” he warned us, “but tears of joy.*
Eataille’s tears were infinirely more Pascalian. Everyone, incduding Sartre,
noticed the gloomy outlook of Baaille’s much outed—self-touted—
laughter. Nietzsche's laughter, Sartre wrote, is lighter; Bataille’s is “bittcr
and siraimed. . He €ells us that he laughs, he doesnt make us laagh.”
{“Un Nouveau Mystigue,” Cakders du Sud, February 1943

A small point, apparently, but one thar cut deep. Adually, Bataijlle was
rather pigued. *I talked abour laughter,” he said during the discussion,

xiid
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“and I was depicied [by Sartre] as having a hollow laughicr. . . . This kind
of laughter is the most foreign to my own.”

Everyone in the audience praised the authenticity of Bataille's voice, an
unusual feature in philosophers. Bul no one heard his laughter. “You can
never hear laughter in the Bible,” Bataille remarked curtly.

The end of the debate, significantly, timed around Nietrsche's
laughter. “Like him," Bataille said, "I'm having lun laughing art people on
the shore from a disabled ship.”

Jean Hippolyte: “It's Zarathustra’s laughter.”

Georges Bataille: “If you like. I'm surprised, in any case, thai some
people find it so bitger,”

Tean Hippolyte: “New bitter.”

Georges Bataille: “To tell the tuth, o unhappy myself.”

Gabriel Marcel: “It's a story that ended badly, .. Simple historical
rcierence.”

Georges Bataille: “So whar»

Gabriel Marcel: “Did Nietzsche still laugh in Toripn?”

Maurice de Gandillac “We're nog talking about the lavghter in Toring,”

Georges Bataille: “What does anything mean at that point anyway "
(O, VI p. 359)

Of Baraille's cominunity of philosophers, only a parodic scene comes 1o
mind. It happencd in the Spring of 1944, in Baraille’s Paris aparment,
while total war was pounding over Europe:

“We were danding tace to face in a potlatch of absurdity—the
Philosophier Sartre and me.

I remember whirling abou, dancing.

Jumping. stomping down the wooden floor.

Acting rebellious—Ilike a tool ™

Bataille, Nietrsche's topl?



Enter ciovanen with a heart at the end of his dagger

ciovarm: Be not amaz'd; if your misgiving hearts
Shrink at an idle sight, what bloodless fear

Of coward passion would have seized your senses
Had you beheld the rape of life and beauty
which I have acted!—my sister, oh my sister!

romo; Hal what of her?

crovanera: The glory of my deed
Dark’ned the mid-day sun, made noon as night.
—Fora, "Tis Pity She's @ Whore







Preface

Do your seek warmth of me? Conte noi too dlose, [ covsel, or your hands may
brirn, For look! My ardor exceeds the limit, and I barely restrain the flanes from
leaping from my body!

— 188186

Motivating 1his writing—as | see it—is fear of poing crazy.

1" on fire with painful longings, persisting in me like unsatisfied desire.

In one sense, my ension is a arazy urge to laugh, not so ditferent in its
way from the ravaging passions of Sade’s herocs but dose, wo, to the
tensions of the martyrs and saints . .,

On this score, 1 have few doubis—my delinum brings out human
qualitics. Though by implication an imbalance is there as well--and
distressingly I'm deprived of all rest. 'm ablaze, disoriented-——and linally
emply. Whatever great or necessary actions come 1o mind, none answers
10 this feverishness. I'm speaking of moral concerns—of discovering some
object that surpasses all others in value!

Compared to the moral ends normally advanced. the object I refer tois
incommensurable. Moral ends seem deceptive and lusterless. Sill, only
moral ends translate 1o acis {aren’t they determined as a demand for
definite acis?),

* Onotalions from Nicizsche are given without the authos's name, and the dates
mentioned reler to posthoumouss notes
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The truth is, concern about this or that limited pood can sometimes lead
wr the summit I am appreaching. But this coeurs in a reundabout way.
And moral ends, in this case, are distinct from any excesses they occasion,
States of glory and moments of sacredness {which reveal incommensur
ability) surpass results intentionally sought. Ordinary morality puts these
results on the same footing as sacrificial ends. Sacrifice explores the
grounding of worlds, and the destruction realized discloses a sacrifictal
laceration. All the same, it's for the most banal reasons thar sacrifice is
celebrated. Morality addresses our good.

(Things changed in apprarance when God was represented as a unique
and veritable end. Now, some will say the incommensurability of which
I speak is stmply God's transcendence. But for me transcendence is avoid-
ing my chject, Nothing radically changes when instead of human satisfac-
tior. we think of the satislaction of some heavenly being! God's person
displaces the problem and does not abolish it. It simply inmoduces con-
husions. When so moved or when drcumstances require—in regard
God—being will grant itselfl an incommensurable essence. By serving Ged
and acting on his behalf we reduce him o ordinary ends that exist in action,
if he were situated bevond, there would be nothing to be done on his behalf)

An extreme, unconditional human yearning was expressed for the first
time by Nietzsche independently of moral goals or of serving God,

Nietzsche can’t really define it, but it motivates him and it's what
be unreservedly makes his own. Of course, ardor that doesn’t address a
dramatically articulated mocal obligation is a paradox. In this context
there is no preaching or action that is possible. The result from this s
something disturbing. If we stop looking at states of ardor as simply
prefiminary to other and subsequent conditions grasped as beneficial,
the state 1 propose seems a pure play of Hghining, merely an Cmpty con-
summation. Lacking any relation to material benefits such as power or the
growvih of the state {or of God or 2 Church or a party), this CONSUIming
can’t even be comprehended, It appears that the pesitive value of less can only
be giver as gajn.,

Nietzsche wasn't entirely clear on this difficulty. He must have known
he tailed, and in the end knew he was a voice crying out in the wilderness,
To be done with obligation and good, to expose the lying emptiness of

Vil
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rmowality. he destroyed the elfeciive value ot language. Fame came late 1o
him, and as it did, he thwarted it. His expociaiions went unansweré:d

Teday it appears that I ought to say his readers and his admirers
show him scant respect (he knew this and said so) " Except for ne? il
am oversimplifying). Sull . . 1o wy. as he asked. 10 lollow him is (o be
vulnerable 1o rials and rribulations similar to his.

This wotal liberarion of human possibility as he debned o of all
possibilities is, of course, the only one 1o remaim untried (0 repeat by way
of simphfication. except perhaps by me?d At the current historical
juncture, 1 suppose each conccivable weachung preached has had s
eftect. Nictssche in turn coneened amd preached a new docuine, he
gathered disciples. aspired w tound an order. He had contempt for what
he received—yulgar praise!

[ think it is appropnate oday to state my confusion. Within mysell I
mried o draw out consequences of a luckd deanne impelling and attracting
rie to it as il 1o the hight. 1've reaped a hbarvest ol anguish and, most olicn,
a fecling of porng under.

3

Going under. I don’t abandon the yearmings | spoke ot Or rather they
don’t abandon me. And I die. Even dying deesnt silence me: ar least that's
my belict. And 1 want those 1 love also te undergo—to go under also.

n the essence ol humanness a fierce impulse seeks autonomy, the
freedom o be. Naturally, freedom can be undersiood in many different
ways—but is it any wonder that people teday arc dying for it? On ma
owr Il have 1o tace the same dilhiculties as Nietzsche—putting God and
the good behind him, though all ablaze with the ardor possessed by thosc
who lay down their hives tor God or the good, The discouraging loneliness
he described oppresses me, But breaking away from moral entities gives
such truth to the air 1 breathe, I'd rather live as a cripple or die than [all
back into slavery!

As [ write, I'll admit that meral investigations thar aim to surpass the gooed
lead first of all 1o disorder. There's no guarantee yet I'll pass the 1es

*See ko, . 7
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Founded on painful experience. this admission allows me to dismiss those
who, in attacks on or exploitations of Nietzsche, confuse his position with
that of Hitler.

“In what height is my abode? Ascending, F've never counted the steps leading to
myself—and where the steps cease, that is where | have my roof and wy abode.**

Thus a demand is expressed. one not directed at some comprehensible
good—but all the more consurming to the degree that it's experienced.

ose patience with crude equrvocations. Ir's frightening to see thought
reduced o the propaganda level—thought that remains comically
unemployable, opening to those whom the void inspires. According 1o
some critics, Nietzsche exercised a great influence on his fimes. T doul it
No one expected him to dismiss moral laws, But above all he 1ok no
political stance and, when pressed to, refused 1o choose a party, disturbed
at the possibility of either a nght- or left-vang idertitication. The idea of a
person’s subordinating his or her thinking to a cause appalled him.

His sirong feelings on politics date from has falling out with Wagner and
from his disillusionment with Wagner's German grossness—Wagner the
socialist, the Francophobe, the anti-Semite . . The spirit of the Sccond
Feich, esperially in its pre-Hitlerite tendencies—the emblem of which is
anti-5ermtism—is what he most despised. Pan-German propaganda made
heen sick.

"I like creating from sebula rasa,” he wrote. “Il 15 in fact one of my
ambitions to be imputed a great scorner of the Germans, Fven at the age
of twenty-six, [ expressed the suspicions that their nature had aroused in
me” (Third Jeremiad) “To me, there is something impossible about the
Germans, and il [ try (o imagine a type repellent w all my insuncts. w's
always a German who cormes to mind” {Fece Homoy. For the dear-sighted.
at a political level Nietzsche was a prophet, foretelling the crude German
fate. He was the first to give it in detail. He loathed the impervious,
vengeful, self-satisficd foolishness that took hold of the German mund
after 1870, which today is being spemn in Hitlerite madness. No maore
deadly error has ever led a whole people astray and so terribly ordamed
it for desiruction. But taking leave of the {by now) dedicated crowd,
he went his way, refusing to be part of orgies of “sell-satisfaction.” His
strictness had its conseqguences. Germany chose to ignore a genius so
unwilling to flatter her. It was vnly Nietzsche's notoriety abroad tha
belatedly secured the attention of his people . 1 know of no beter

# The Wall re Powwr
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examphe of the wall of incomprehension existing between onc person and
his or her country: for fifteen years a whole nation remairing deal to that
vaice—isn’t this a serfous matter? As witnesses to that destruction, we
ought 1o Jook in adrniration at the fact that while Germany took the path
leading to the worst developments, one of the best and most passionate
Germans turned away from his country with teelings of horror and
uncontrollable disgust. Taken all round in any case. in their attempts 1o
evade hirm as much as in their aberrations, doesn 1 hindsight let us see
something vulnerable in this inconclusiveness?

In their opposition to cach other. a1 last both Nietzsche and Germany
will probably experience the same fate: both equally, aroused by
dememed hopes, though not to any purpose. Beyond this tragicaily poini-
less confusion, lacerations, and hatreds governed their relations. The
resemblances are insignificant. 11 the habit of not taking Nictzsche
seriously did not exist. the habit ot doing what most annoyed him, giving
him a cursory reading to exploit him, without even pulling aside posiions
which e saw as being incompanble wath his, his teaching would be seen
for what it is—the most vidlent of solvers. To view this 1eaching as
suppurting causes it actually disaredits nor only imsulrs ar but rides
roughshod over li—showang that his readers know nothing at all abour
what they claim to like. To trv. as 1 have. to push the possibiliues ol
his teaching 1o the limit is 1 become, like Nietzsche a field of infinne
contradictiors. Following his paradoxical dodrines. you are forced w
see yourself as excduded lrom participating in current causcs You'll
eventually see that solitude 15 vour only lot.

In the helier-skelier of this book, 1 dido't develop my views as theory.
In fact. I even belicve that eftorts of that kind are tainted with ponder-
ousness. Nietzsche wrote “with his blood,” and criticizing or, better.
experencng him means pouring out one’s liteblood.

I wrote hoping my book would appear in time for the centenary ol
his birth (October 15, 1844). 1 wrote from February through August,
counting on the German retrear 10 make publication possible 1 began
with a theoretical statemerit of the problern ythis is pan 2, p. 29), but that
short section is essentially only the account ol a personal expenence. an
expenence which continued for twenty years and came to be weighted in
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fear. It might prove useful here 1o dispel an ambiguity, There exists an idea
ot Nietzsche as the philosopher of a “will 1o power,” the idca that this is
how he saw himself and how he was accepted. I think of him more as a
philosopher of evil. For him the anraction and vafue of evil, it scems 1o
me. gave significance to what he intended when he spoke of power.
Otherwise, how can passages like this be explained? “Wer mange,
A: You'rc a wet blanket, and everybody knows il B- Obviously! I'm
dampening an enthusiasm that encourages belongmg to some party
which is what parties won't forgive” (Gay Science).

That observation, among many vthers, doesn’t in any way square with
the type of practical conduct or politics derived from the “will fo POWCE
principle. In his lifetime Nietzsche had a distinet dislile tor anything the
expression of that will produced. If he was drawn, felt it NECCSSary, even,
to trample on received morality it's equally cenain that methods of
oppression (the police) aroused his disgust too. He justified his hatred
of the good as a condition for freedom itself. Fersonally. and with no
illusions concerning the impact of this attitude, I am opposed to all forms
of coercion—but this doesn’t keep me from seeing @il as an objea of
moral exploration. Because evil is the opposite of a constraint that on
principle is practiced with a view toward good. OF course cyil 1sn't what
a hypocritical series of misunderstandings makes it out to be: isnt it
essentially a concrete freedom, the uneasy breaking of a tabina?

Anarchy bothers me, particularly run-of-the-mill doctrines apologizing
tor those cornmonly taken to be criminals. Gestape praclices now cotning
o light show how deep the affinities are that unite the vmderworld and
the police, It is people who hold nothing sacred who're the ones most
likely o torture peeple and cruelly carry out the orders of a coercve
apparatus. 1 can only feel intense dislike for muddled thinkers who con-
tusedly demand all rights for the individual. An mdividual's limit s not
represented simply by the rights of another individuai but even mare by
rights of the masses. We are all inextricably bound up with the masses
participating in their innermost sufferings and their victories. And in our
innermost being, we torm part of a Jiving group—though we are no less
alone, for all that, when things go wrong.

AS a means Lo triumph over significant difficulties of this kind and over
the opposition between individual and collective or guod and evil, over
the exasperating contradictions from which, generally speaking, we are
abie 1o disentangle ourselves mostly through denial—it secms 10 me thai
omly certain chance movements, or the audacity that comes from taking
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chances, will Irecly prevail, Chance represents a way of going beyond
when life reaches the outer limis of the possible and gives up. Refusing o
pull back, never looking behind, our uninhibited boldness discovers that
solutions develap where cautious logic is baffled. So that n was only wih
my life that 1 wrote the Nietrsche book that | had planned—a book in
which I intended to pose and resolve intimate problems of morahty.

Cnty my life, only its ludicrous resources, only these made a quest for
the grail of chance possible for me. Chance, as it turmed out, corresponded
to Nietzsche's intentions more accurately than power could. Only “play”’
gave me the possibility of exploring the far reaches of possibility and
not prejudicing the results, of giving to the Tuture alone and jts free
occurrence the power usually assigned to choosing sides (which is only a
form of the past). In a sense my book s the day-to-day record of what
turned up as the dice were thrown—without, [ hasten to say, there being
a lot by way of resources. | apologize for the wruly comical year of personal
interests chronicled in my diary entries. They are ot a source of pain, and
I'm glad 10 make fun ol myself. knowing no beter way to lose myself in
immanence.

6

Nonetheless. I don't want my inclination to make fun of mysclf or act
comic 1o lead readers astray. The basic problem rackled in this chaoric
book (chaotic because it has 1o bey is the same one Niewrsche experienced
and attemnpted to resolve in his work—the problem of the whole human
heing.

“The majority of prople,” he wrote, “are a fragmeniary, exclusive image
of what humanity is; you have to add them up 1w ger humanity. In this
sense. whole eras and whole peoples bave sumething fragmentary about
them: and it may be necessary for humanity's growth for it o develep
only i parts. It is a crucial matrer 1theretore to see thar what is at
stake is always the idea of produdng a synthetic humanity and that the
inferior hurmans who make up a majority of us are only preliminaries, or
preparatory attempis whose concerted play allows a whele huaman being
0 appear here and there like a military boundary marker showing the
extent of humanity's advance.” (The Will fo Fower)

But what docs that fragmentation mean? Or better, what causes it if
not a need to ac that specializes us and limits us 1o the honzon of a
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particular activity? Even if it tums outl to be for the general interest
iwhich normally isn't true), the activity that subordinates each of our
aspects 1o a specific result suppresses our being as an entirety. Whoever
acts, substitutes a particular end for what he or she is, as a total being: in
the least speaalized cases it is the glory of the state or the triumph of a
party. Every action specializes insofar as it is limited as action. A plant
usually doesntact, and i$n't specialized; it's specialized when gobbling up
flies!

I cannot exist enfirely except when somehow 1 go beyond the stage
of actiom. Otherwise I'm a soldier, a professional, a man of kearning, not a
“onal human being.” The fragmentary state of humanity is basically the
same as the choeice of an object. When you [imit your desires to possessing
political power, for instance, you act and know what you have to do. The
possibility of failure isn't important—and right from the start, you insert
your existence advantageously into time. Each ol your maments becomes
useful. With each moment, the possibility is given you to advance to some
chosen goal, and your time becomes a march toward that goal—what's
normally called living. Similarly, if salvation is the goal. Every action
makes you a fragmentary existence, | hold onto my nature as an entirety
only by refusing 1o act—or at least by denying the superioritv of time,
which is reserved for action,

Lite is whole only when it isn‘t subordinate 1o a specific object thar
exceeds it In this way, the essence of entirety is freedom. Still, 1 can’y
chouse to become an entive human being by simply fighting for freedom,
even if the struggle for frecdomn is an appropriate activity for me—because
within me I can’t contuse the stare of entirety with my struggle. It's the
pusitive practice of treedom, nort the negative struggle against a particular
oppression. that has lifted me above a mutilated existence, Each ol us
learns with bitterness thar 1o struggle for freedom is first of all to alienate
ourselves.

I've already said it: the practice of freedom lies within evil, not beyond
it, while the struggle for frecdom is a siruggle 1w conguer a good, To the
extent that life is entire within me, [ can’t disiribute it or let it serve the
interests of a good belongmg to someone else, 1o God or myself. T can't
acquire anything at all; I can only give and give unstintingly, without the
gilt ever having as its object anyone’s imerest, (In this respect, [look at the
other's good as deceptive, since if I will that good it's to find my own,
unless 1identify it as ry own, Entirety exists within me as exuberance,
Only in empty longing, vnly in an unlucky desire to be consumed simply
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by the desire to burn with desire, is enfirety wholly what it is. In this respect.
entirety is also longing for laughter, longing for pleasare, holiness. or
death. Entirety lacks further tasks to fulfill.)

You have to experience a problem like this to understand how strange
it really is. IT's easy to argue its meaning by saying, Inhnie tasks are
imposed on us, Predscly in the present. That much is obwvious and
undeniable. Still, it is at least equally true that human entirety or totality
ithe inevitable term) is making its initial appearance now. For two
reasons. The first, negative, is that spedalization is everywhere, and
emphasized alarmingly. The secomd is that in our nme overwhelming
tasks nonetheless appear within their exacl L.

In eadier times the horizon couldn’t be discerned. The object of serious-
ness was first defincd as the good of the oy, although the dry was
confused with the gods. The object thereatter became the salvation of the
soul. Tn both cases the goal of action, on the one hand, was some limited
and comprehensible end, and on the other, a wiality defined as macoess-
ible in this wordd {(franscendent). Acoon m modern conditions has precise
ends that are completely adequate to the possible, and humean totality no
longer has a mythic aspect. Seen as accessible in all that surrounds us,
totality becomes the tulfillment of tasks as they are defined manerially. So
that totality is remote, and the rasks that subordinate our mmds also
fragment them. Totality, however, 1 still discernibie.

A totality like this, necessarfly aborted by our work, is nonetheless
oftered by that very work. Not as a goal, since the goal is to change the
world and give 1 human dimensions. But as the inevitable resull, As
change comes about, humanity-attached-ro-the-task-of-changing-the-
world, which 1s only a single and fragmentary aspect of humanity, will
itself be changed to humanity-as-entirety. For humamty this result seems
remole, but defined tasks describe it It doesn't ramscend us like the gods
(the sacred city). nor is it like the soul's afterlite; it is in the immanence of
“humanity-attached . . * We can purt off thinking aboun it 6ill Jater, though
its still contiguows o us. If human beings can’t yet be consciously aware
of it 1n thelr common existence, what separates them from this notion
st that they are human instead of divine, nor the fact of not being dead:
It"s the duties of a particular momen.
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Similarly. a man in combat must only think {provisionally) of driving
back the enemy. To be sure, situations of calm during even the most
violent wars give rise to peacetime interests, Still, such matters immedi-
ately appear minor. The toughest minds will join in these moments of
relaxation as they seek a way to put aside their seriousness, In some sense
they'te wrong 1o do so. Since isn‘t seriousness essentially why blood
flows? And that's inevitalbde. For how could serigusness #et be the same as
blood? How could a free life, a life unconstrained by combai, a life
disengaged from the necessities of action and no longer fragmented—how
could such a life mof appear trivolous? In a world released from the gods
and from any interest in salvation, even “tragedy” seems a distraction,
a moment of relaxaton within the context of goals shaped by activiry
alone.

More than one advantage accrues when human “reason for being”
comes in the back way. 50 the total person is first disclosed in immanence
in areas of Jife that are lived frivolously. A life like this—a frivalous life—
can't be taken seriously. Even if it s deeply tragic. And that is its liberating
prospect—it acquires the worst simplicity and nakedness. Without any
guile I'm saying, I feef grateful to those whose serious attitudes and life
lived at the edge of death define me as an empry human being and
dreamer {there are moments when 1'm on their side). Fundamentally, an
entire human being is simply a being in whom ranscendence is abolished,
from whomn there’s no separating anything now. An entire human being
is partly a clown, partly God, partly crazy . . . and is transparence.

&

IE T want 1o realize totality in my consciousness, 1 have to relate myself to
an immense, ludicrous, and painful convulsion of all of humanity. This
mpulse moves wward all meanings. 1t's true: sensible action {action
proceeding toward some single meaning) goes beyond such incoherence,
but that is exactly whar gives humanity in my tine {as well as in the past)
its fragmentary aspect. If for a single moment 1 forget that meaning, will 1
sert Shakespeare’s tragical/ridiculous sum total of ecceniricities, his lies,
pain, and laughter; the awareness of an immanent totality becomes clear
to me—but as laceration. Existence as entirety remains beyond any one
meaning—and it is the consaous presence of humanness in the world
masmuch as this is nonmeaning, having nothing to do other than be whar
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it is. no longer able to po beyond isell or give itself some kind of meaning
throwgh action.

This comsciousness of totality relates to two opposcd ways of using that
expression. Nenmeaning normally is a simple neganon and is said of an
object 1 be canceled. An intention that rejects what has no meaning
in fact is a rejection of the entirety of being—and it’s by rcason of this
rejection that we're conscious of the totality of being withim us, But if 1
say nosmeaning with the opposite intention, in the sense of pomsense, with
the intention of scarching for an object free of meaning. 1 don’t deny
anything. But 1 make an aflirmation in which all life is darified in
CONSCIOUSNESS,

Whatever moves toward 1his consaousness of toality, toward this total
friendship of humanness and hurnanity for itsell, is quite correctly held 1o
be lacking a basic seriousncss. Following this path I become ridiculous, 1
acquire the inconsistency of all humans (humanness taken as a whole,
and overlooking whatever leads 1o important changes). I'm not suggest-
ing that I'm accounting for Nietzsche's illness this way (from what we
knoww, it had some sornatic basis), though it must be said, all the same, that
the main impulse that leads 10 human entirety is tantamount 10 madness
[let go ol good. I ler go of veason ymeaning). And under my feet, Topen an
abyss which my activity and my binding judgments unce kept from me. Al
least the awareness ol towalivy s first of all within me as a despair and a
crisis. If 1 give up the viewpoint of action, my perfect nakedness is revealed
ey me. | have no recourse in the world, there’s nothing to help me—and
[ collapse. Mo other outcome is possible, excepn endless incoherence,
in which only chance is my guide.

G

Now clearly, such an expericnce of helplessness can’t be effeczed will all
other experiences have been attempted and accomplished-—till all other
possibilitics have been exhausted. So it can’t become the fact of human
entirety until the last minute. Only an extremely isolated individoal can
attempl it in our day, as a consequence of mental confusion and at the
same time an vndeniable vigor. I chance is on such a person’s side, the
individual can determine an unforeseen balance in this incoherence.
Since this audadously easy and divine state of balance again and again
translates into a profound discordancy that remains a tightrope act, Idon’t

KRl
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imagine that the “will to puwer” can attain such a condition 1n any other
way. Given this, the “will to power” considered as an end is regressive,
Taking such a course would return me 1o slavish fragmentation. I'd assign
myself another duty, and the good thar chooses power would control me.
The divine exuberance and lightheartedness expressed in Zarathustra’s
laughter and dancing would be reabsorbed. And instead of happiness at
the brink of the abyss, U'd be tied to weightiness, the slavishness of Kraft
durch Freude. W we put aside the equivocations of the =will to poveer,” the
destiny Nictrsche gave humankind places him beyond laceration. There is
no return, hence the profound nonviability of this doctrine. In the notes
complled in The Will to Pewer, proposals lor activity and the iempiation to
waork out a goal or politics end up as a maze. His last completed work, Eece
Hamo, affirms absence of goals as well as the author's complete lack of a
plan.* Considered from the standpoint of acion, Nietzsche's work
amounts to failure (one of the most indefensiblel} and his life amounts Lo
nothing—like the lile of anyone who tries o put these writings into
practice.

10

I want fo be very clear on this: not a word of Niewzsche's work can be
understood without experiencing that dazzling dissolution into totality,
without living it out. Beyond that, this philosophy is just a maze of
comtradictions, Cr worse, the pretext for lies of omission (if, as with the
Fascists, certain passages are isolated for ends disavowed by the rest of the
work). 1 now must ask that closer attentivn be paid It must have
been clear how the preceding criticism masks an approval. It justifies
the following definition of the entire human—hmar exisience as the life
af “wnmotivated ™ celebration, celebration in all meanings of the word:
laughter, dancing, orgy. the rejection of subordination, and sacrifice
that scornfully puts aside any consideration of ends, property, and
morality.

The preceding Introduces a necessity to make distinctions. Extrerne
states, either individual or collective, once were motivated by ends, Some
ot these have lost their meaning (expiation and salvation). The search for

* See below, 1. 84,

LF AT
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the good of colleciivities 1oday no longer is pursued via recourse to
dubtous means, bur directly through action. In previous condifions,
extreme stares came under the junsdiction of the arts, though certain
drawhacks exiswd. People substinumed writing (Action) for what was once
spiritual lite, poerry (chaotic words) for aciual costasies. Art constitutes a
minor free zone owside action, paying for its freedom by giving up
the real world. A heavy price! Rare is the writer who docsn’t yearn
tor the rediscovery of a vanished reality, bm the payment required is
relinguishing his o1 her freedom and serving propaganda. Artists who
limut themselves to liction know they aren’t human entireties, though the
situation isn’t any different for literary propagandists. The provinge of the
arts in a sense encompasses totality, though just the same, tolality escapes
inin all aspects.

Nictzsche is far from having resvlved the difficulty, since Zarathusira is
himself a poct, in fact a literary fiction. Cmly he never accepted this. Fraise
exasperated him., He Irantically looked for a way out—in every dirccon.
He nover abandoned the watchwaord of not having any end, not serving a
cause, because, as he know, causes pluck off the wings wre fly with. Although
the absence of causes, on the other hand, pushes us into solitude, which is
the sickness of a descrt, the shout Jost in the silence .

The understanding 1 encourage invalves a similar absence of outcome
angd takes a similar enthusiasm for torment for granted. In this sense [
think the idea of the eternal return should be reversed, IFs not a promise
ot infinite and lacerating repetitions: It's what makes moments cavght up
in the immanence of return suddenly appear as ends. In every system,
don‘t torget, these moments arve viewed and given as means: Every moral
systemn proclaims that “each moment of life cught to be metivared.” Return
urmotivates the moment and frees lite of ends—thuos first of all destroys
it. Return is the mode of drama, the mask of human entirery, a human
desert wherein each moment is unmotivated,

There are no two ways about it, and a choice has 10 be made. On one
side is the desert, on the other, mufilation. Mistortune can't just be lefi
behind like & package. Suspended in the vold, extrerne moments are
follovved by depressions that no hope wan alleviate. If, however, | come to
a dear awareness of what's experienced along such a path, [ can give up
my search for a way oul where none is to be found (for that reason ve
retained my criticism). Can we believe that the absence of a goal inherent
in Nictzsche's outlook wouldn't have certain consequences? Inevitably,
chance and the search for chance represent the single applicable recourse

LA
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it the vicissitudes he described in his book). Bur w proceed rigorously
i such a fashion necessarily implics dissociation in the impulse itselt.

Fven if it's orue that. as it s uswally undersioed, a man of action can't be
a human entirety, human entirety nonetheless retains the possibility of
acting. Provided, however, that such action 15 reduced 1w appropriately
human {or reasonable) princples and ends. Human entirety can't be
transcended (that is, subdued) by action, since it would lose its oality
MNor can it transcend action (submit it to its ends), since in this way it
would define itsell as a motive and would enter into and be annihilated by
the mechanism of motivation, It's important to distinguish between the
world of motives on the one hand, that is, things making sense {rational),
and the {senseless) world of non-sense on the other. Each of us sometimes
belongs 1o one, sometimes o the other. We can comsciously and clearly
distinguish what is connected only in ignorance, Reason for me is limited
only by itself. If we acr, we stray outside the motivation of equity and a
rational order of acts. Between the two worlds only a single relationship is
possible: action has to be rationally limited by a principle of freedom.

The rest is silence

“Since the accursed fery or mad share, or the part mopdite, of human entirenes:
is meted out {sponsored feom outside) by reason following liberal and reasonalile
norms, capatabism is condermned as an wratlonal mode of activity, As soon as hurmnan
entirety {that is, us urationality) 1s able to recognize mself 2s cutside action, or sces
moevery mranscendent possibility a trap and loss of 1ty rotality. we will give up
irrational {leudal, capatahsn deminations m the sphere of activity. Nenrsche
certamnly foresaw the necessity for this relinquishment without noting is cause,
Human entirety can only be what it is when giving up the addiction o others” ends;
iv enslaves nself in going beyond, in limiting itself to the fewdal or bou rzeon spheres
this side of freedom. True, Mietzsche still believed in soclal transcendence or
hierarchy. To say that “there is nothing sacred in immanence” signifies that what
once was sacred can no longer serve The time derved from freedom is the time for
laughter: “Tu see tragic natures ge under and be able 1o laugh . . ." (Do we dare
apply thai proposinen 1o present events—insiead of involding ourselves in new
mural iranscendancies?) In freedom, abandon, and the immancoce of laughrer.
MNietrsche was among the first 1o eliminate whar stili linked him (sl inked his
adolescent immoralism} 1o vulgar forms of ranscendence, which remain freedoms
still in chains. To choose evil §s 1o choose freedom—"freedom, emanclpation from
all constraint,”
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So let’s leave Mr. Nigtzsche and go on
Loty Seiercy



I live—=if I choose to see thivgs s weay—among @ curions race that sees earih, s
charce events and the vast interconneciedness of animals, mannanals, and trsects
nod 5o pmich in relation to therselves—aor the necessiiies liviting thew—but in
refation fo the unlimited, lost, and wnintelligible aspect of the skies. Theoretically
for ws happy beings, Mr. Nietosche is a secondary problent . Though there
EXISES .

It's obvious such happy beings aren’t that much in evidence T must
quickly add.

Except for a few exceptions, my company on earth s mostly
Nielzsche .

Blake or Rimbaud are ponderous and wouchy.

Proust’s limitation is his innocence, his ignorance of the winds that
blow from the outside.

Nietzsche is the only one to support me: he says we, sty doesn't
cxist, Mr. Nietzsche is a philosopher.

"Il from the death of God,” he says speaking to me, “we don't lashion a
major renunciation and perpetual videry over ourselves, we'll have 1o pay
for that loss® {The Wil io Power).

Thar seritence has a meamng—T immediately saw what it was driving ar,

We can't rely on anything.
Excepr ourselves
Ludicrous responsibility devolves on us, overwhelims us,
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In cvery regard, right up to the present, people always have relicd on
ecach other—or God.

As T write T hear rolling thunder, moaning wind: 1 am wetching within
me, sensing noise, explosions, storms moving across the land over nme. In
an unlimited time, unlimited sky, traversed by crashing roars, dispensing
death as simply as the hean pumps blood, [ teel myself born away in sharp
impulses—oo violent for me right now. Through the shurters into my
window comes an infinite wind, carrying with it unleashed struggles,
raging disasters of the ages, And don't I'too carry within me a blood rage, a
blindness satisficd by the hunger to mete out blows? How 1 would enjoy
being a pure snarl of hatred, demanding death: the upshor being no
prettier than two dogs going at it tooth and naill Though 1 am tired and
teverish . .

"Mow the air all around is alive with the heat, earth breathing a fiery
breath. Now everyone walks naked, the good and bad, side by side. And
lor those in love with knowledge, it's a celebration.” { The Will to Power)

“The profoundest thinkers aren’t those whose stars orbit cyclical path-
wayvs. To those who see inside themselves as if into the Immense universe
and who in themselves bear Milky Ways, the extreme irregularity of these
constellations is well known; they lead direcly w chaos and to 2
labyrinthine existence.” (Gay Scence)




An unlucky inadent gives me a teeling of sin: T don’t have any right 1o run
ot of luck!

Breaking the moral law was necessary to expenence that urgency.
(Compared to the sirictness of this atritude. wasn't the old morality
simple?)

MNow begins a difficult and unrelennng pourmey—the quest tor the most
distant possibility

The wea of a morality that couldn't conguer the possible beyond good.
wouldn't such an idea be ridiculous?

“To deny worth, but to do what surpasses all praise or {for that matter)
understanding.” {The Wil to Power)

“It we want 10 create, we have 1o credit ourselves with much more
freedom than previously was given us and thus free ourselves of morality
and bring liveliness o our celebrations, {Intimations of the tuture! To
celcbrate the fulure and noe che pasi! To invent the myth of this future! To
live in hopctulness!) Blessed moments! But then: let the curtain fall, and
let us bring our thinking back w sclid goals near ar hand!™ (The Wil o
Fowrr)

The funire: non a prolonging of the selt throogh time but the ocourrence
of surpassing, going turther than the limis reached.




- the Rerghts where you find b link kim in friendship o rechases, o the

urrecogrized of all tines.
— 85285

“Recluses among recluses. where will we be then? Since it s cenainly the
casc that that's where, because ol saence, we'll some day be. Where will
human compamons be lound? I used o be we would lock for a king,
father. & judge lor us all—since we npeeded authentic kings. fathers,
Judges. Later on we N seck a friend, since human beings will have become
splendid autonomous systems, though remaining alere, Mythological
instinet will then go looking tor g friend.” {The Will 0 Ponwer)

“We'll make philosophy a dangerous thing, change the idea of it, teach
a philosophy that is dapgerous fo fife; what better service can be rendered o
philosophy? The more cxpensive the idea, the rmore it will be cherished. 1f
we unhesitanngly sacrifice ourselves wo notions of *God,” “*Counrry,” and
‘Freedom,” and if all of history is the smoke surrounding this kind of
sacrifice, how ¢an we show the primacy of the concept of “philsophy’
over popular concepts like *God," “Country,” and “Frecdom,” except by
making the former more expensive than the latter—showing that
demands s1ill greater hecarombe?” (The Wili 1o Power)

IF it were ever entertained, rhis proposal might prove interesting. With
no one in the offing wanting 1o die for it, however, Nictzsche's doctring is
null and void.




If [ ever have occasion (o write ot my last words in blood, Ul write
this: "Everything 1 lived, said, or wrole—everything 1 loved - con
sidered comemurication. How could 1 live my life otherwise? Living this
recluse’s lile, speaking in a desert of isolared readers, accepting the
buoyant touch of writing! My accomplishment, its sum 1otal, is 1o have
taken risks and to have my sentences fall like the vicims of war now
lying in the ficlds.” I want people to laugh, shrug their shoulders, and
say. “He's having fun at our expense, he's alive.” True, T live on, even
nowy aim full of life, though 1 dedare, "IF you tind e reluctant 1o take
risks in this book. throw it away; if on the other hand, when you read
me you find nothing (o risk yourself, then listen: Thronghout your life up
until your death, your reading will only corrupt you . . and you’l] stink
with corruprion,”

“THE TYPE OF My DISCIPLES—For any of those i whom 1 take aw miterest
I wish only suffering, abandonment, sickness, il treatment and disgrace; 1
don’t want them spared the profound contermpt for sell or the maryrdom
that is mistrust of selt; they haven't stirred me 1o pity .. (The Wil to
Fower)

Nothing buman necessitates 2 community of those desiring human-
ness. Anything taking us doswn that road will require combined effors—
or at least continuily frorm one person to the next—not limiting ourselves
ro the possibilitics of a single person. To cur my ties with what surrounds
me makes this solitude of mine a mistake. A life is oanly a link in the
chain, I want ather poople 10 continue the experience begun by those
betore me and dedicate themsehwes like me and the others before me o
this—ic go o the furthest reaches of the possible,

Sentences will be consigned to museums if the emptiness in wriling
PEIsISEs.

Currenily we take pnde m this—that nothing can be understood 1ill
first of all deformed, emphied of content. by one ol wo mechanisms—
propaganda and writing!

Like a woman., possibility makes demands, makes a person go all the
way.

Strolling with art lovers through the gallernies and across the polished
wooden floors in the muscum of possibilities. mside of us we eventally
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Kill off whatever isn't grossly political, confining it 1o sumptuous dated
and labeled illusions.

Omily when shame brings this home to us do we realize il

T live curt prossibility 1o the uimost means many will have to change—
taking it on as something ontstde of them, no longer depending on any one of
them.

Nietzsche never doubted that if the possibility he recommended was
going to exist. it would require community.

Desire for community was constantly on his mind.

He wrote, “Intimacy with great thinking is unbearable, I seek and call
out to those o whom @ can communicate such thinking without bringing
about their deaths.” Withowr finding them. he sought souls whe would be
“deep evough.® He had o resign himself, content himself with saying:
“When a challenge like this rises from the soul’s depths, not to bear the
sound of a reply is a terrifying experience, and possibly even the most
tenacious perish from it. Tt freed me fromn my ties with living men.”

Mumerous observations express his suftering . .

“You're preparing for a time when you'll have to speak. Perhaps al
that point you will be ashamed of speaking, just as you sometimes are ol
writing. You may still have to interpret yourself—and is w possible your
actions and abstentions won'l suffice o awmminicate yoursell? There will
come a cultural era in which 1o read ar all will be consirued as bad 1aste:
there will be no reason 1o blush when you are read in thar future age;
while at present when you are called a writer, you're insulted: and
whoever praises you on account of your stories reveals a lack of tact,
creating a gap between you and him; and it never crosses your mind that
this glorification is in face humiliation. 1 know what the present-day
condition of the reader’s soul is; but beware of your wish to expend efforts
on that state. o go to any trouble to produce it!

“Men who possess a destiny, those who by gong forth take on a des-
tiny, the whole breed of relentless doudges. oh, don't they long lor rest
now and then! They yearn tor the strong hearts and sturdy necks that (lor
a bew hours at lcast) take away the weight pressing down upon them! Bui
how vain that desire! . . . They wait. and nothing of what takes place
around them responds to their attention, No one comes (0 meet them
with even the smallest porion of their own suftering and excitement, No
one suspeds what they put into their waiting . . . Finally, further along.




they learn this elementary bit of wisdom: stop waiting. And a second
lessorni: be congenial, be modest, take everything in stride . . . Thart is, be a
bit more relaxed than has been the case up to now.” [The Will fe Pewer)

My life with Nietzsche as a compamion is a communiry, My book is this
oOmmunity.

I take the following few lines very much 1o heart:

“I don"t desire to become a saint, 1 prefer being taken for a fool . . . And
perhaps 1 am a fool . . . But all the same—though not “all the same,” since
nothing has ever been as deceptive as a saint—the wruth speaks from my
mouth . . ."

T am not about 1o rip masks off anyone . . .

Whai do vee in fact know about Mr. Nietzsche?

Constrained to sickness and silence . . . loathing the Chidstians . . . And
we won't mention the othersl., . .

And then . . there are so tev of us!
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Nothing speaks as vividly to our hearts as these sprightly melodies with their
absolnie sadness.
— 1888

“You blame this sovereign spiddi, a spirit that for the present suffices unio
itself, you blame it for being well protecied, lor being fortified against
sudden attack. You blame it for the walls surrounding i for the mysterics
within it—though still you glance curiously through the golden bars that
surreund  its  domain—fascinated and  interested, For the hints ol
unknown perfumes are drifting mockingly across your face, disclosing
something of the secret gardens and delights.” {The Will io Power)

“There is a false appearance of cheer against which nothing can be
done; but adopling it, one has to be finally satisfied with it. We who have
taken refuge in heppimess, who in a certain sense need the noon and irs
wild excesses of sunlight, who sit by the edge of the road to watch life go
by like a procession of masqueraders or a drama wherein we go mad—
doesn‘t it appear that we're aware of our fear of something? Something in
us breaks easily. Do we tear youthiul and destructive hands? Is it to avoid
chance that we take refuge in life, in its brlliance, in its falsity and supet-
ficiality, in its shiny lies? If we seem lighthcarted, is it from being infinirely
sal? We are serious because we know something of the abyss—and is this
why we erect barriers to that seriousness? We laugh within ourselves at
those with a taste for melancholy, whom we suspect of lacking depth—
alas, we envy them as we deride them, since we aren’t happy enough to
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allow them their delicate misery, We're compelled 1o tlee the barest hints
of sadness—our hell and our darkness are always 100 near. There is
something we know that we dread, something we don‘t want to be on
good terms with; the laith vie have makes us tremible, it murmurings
cause us o grow pale—and those who don’t believe in that faith seem
happy 10 us. We turn aside from the sight of misery, stop our ears to the
lamentations of sutfering: and piry would break us, If we didn't have the
secret of toughening ourselves, Stay with us in your courage, oh you
macking indifterence! Cool us, ye winds blowing from the glaciers! We'll
na longer take things o heart-——we're choosing as our supreme god and
redeemer: Lhe mask.” {The Will 1o Fower)

“The supreme cosmic discourse: 1 am cruelty, trickery, e, et
Mocking our fear of assuming responsibility for mistakes {modking a
creatory or for any pain. More malicious than ever before ete. This is
a supreme way of taking pleasure in our own work; wrecking it so as to
be able 10 reconstruct it again and again. Tt's 2 new triumph over death,
pain, obliveration,” {The Will to Power)

“*Be surc! From now on [ will 1ake interest only in necessity! Be sure:
amer fari will be my supreme love!” “—There exists the possibility you'll
go that far; though first you will have 1o show some intcrest in the
Furies. And I declare that their serpents make me hesitare - “What do
yvou know about the Funes? The Furies, isn‘t that just a derogatory name
for the Graces?—Hc's out of his mind!™ (The Will 1o Pouer)

“Indicating the power and confidence abtained by showing that “T've
unlearned tear’: in place ol mistrust and doubt, trust oor instincs:
each person loving and honoring himself or herself in wisdom and even
absurdity; partly as a tool, partly as a god: not being a figure ol woe or an
owl; ora serpent . 7 {The Will i Fouser)

11



Wihat was the greatest sin at that point? Wase 't it the phrase uttered by the
persor who said, " Woe unito those whe lavgh while on this earth®”
—Zarathustra, “On the Superman”

"Frederick Nietzsche had always wanted 1o write a dassical work, a history
book, a system. a poem, something worthy of the old Hellenes e chose as
masters, He never had been able to give form to that ambition. At the end
of 1883, he had just completed an almost desperate undertaking: and the
abundance and impoertance of these notes allow us 10 have some sense
about the greainess of a work that remained utterly in vain. He could not
provide his moral ideas with any koundation, nor could he write his tragic
poeny; as the two books were frustrated, his hopes disappeared. What
was he? An uniornunate—capable only of short efforts, lyric songs, cries.”
{Daniel Halévy)

“In 1872 he sent Madermnmselle Meysenburg his incomplete series ol
lectures on the future of the universities: ‘They make me terribly thirsty,*
he said, “but alas, they offer nothing to drink.’ The same words couid be
applied to his poem.” (Halévy)




PART I

SUMMIT AND DECLINE




Here, o one will slip

and follow you. Your

steps have of themsehoes

Blerred oit the path behd
you, and abewe your path

i5 triscribed—Inipossible!
—Zarathisrra, “The Traveler”




The questions thar T want (o raise deal with good and evil in reference o
being, or beings.

Good is given first as the good of the individual. Evil seems to be a bias
that ghviously acts against this or that given individual, Possibly, good is
respect for individuals and evil their violation. It these judgments make
semse, 1 can derive them from my feclings.

On the contrary, poud relates o having vontermpt for the interest of
beings in themselves. According to this secondary conception (secondary,
though remaining part of the totality of emaotions) evil would be the
existence of individuals—insofar as this implics their separation,

Recondliation between these conllicting torms seems simple: good would
be the interest of others.

Su there is the possibility that all morality might rest on eguivocation
and derives [rom shifrs.

But belore coming Lo the gquestions this raises 1 will look at the
opposition from another angle.






The cricified Christ is the most sublime of all symbols—even af present,
— | B85-86

I mow want o contrast, not good and evil, but the “moral summit,” which i
different from the good, and the “decline,” which has nothing to do with evil and
whose pecessity deternines, on the wontrary, modalities of the good.

The sumpnit corresponds 10 excess, to an extiberance of forces, It brings about a
wicxinm of traguc intevsity. It relates to measnreless experrditures of energy and is
a violation of the miegrity of indrvidual beings. It is thus doser to evil than io good.

The decline—corresponding to monents of exhanstion and fatigue—gives all
virhie do comcervs for preserving and enviching the individual. From it come riiles
of morality,

Tor beginn with, T will show how the swsmit of Christ on the cross is an extremely
equivecal cxpression of evil

The killing of Jesus Christ is held by Christians as a group to be evil,

It is the greatest sin ever committed.

It even possesses an unlimited nature, Criminals are not the only actors
in this drama, since the {ault devolves on all humans. Insofar as someone
does evil (every one of us being reguired (o do evil), that person puts Christ
on the cross.

Filate's executioners crucified Jesus, though the God they pailed
o the cross was put to death as a sacrifice. Crime is the agent of this
sacrifice, a cdme that sinners since Adam have infinitely committed. The

17
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loathesomeness concealed in human lile (everything tainted  and
impossible carried in its secret places, wath iis evil condensed in irs stench)
has so successiully viclated good thar nothing dose to 1t can be imagined,

The killing of Christ injures the being of God,

It looks as if creatures couldn’t communicate with their Creator excep
through a wound that lacerates integrity.

The wound is intended and desired by God.

The humans who did this are not less guilty.

On the other hand—and this is not the Jeast sirange—ihe guilt is a
wound lacerating the integrity of every guilty being.

In this way God {wounded by human guill) and human beings
{(wounded by their own guilt with respect to God), find, it painfully, a
unity that seems to be their purpose.

If human beings had kept their own integrity and hadn't sinned, God
on one hand and human beings on the other would have persevered in
their respective isolarion, A night of death wherein Creator and creatures
bled together and lacerated each other and on all sides, were challenged an
the extrerne Jimits of shame: that is what was required for their
COTTNUTEON.

Thus "comymmnication, ™ without which nothing exists for s, ix guaraneed by
crimte. "Commitmication ™ Is love, and love taints those whomt it writes,

In the elevation upon a cross, humankind attains a summit of evil. Bur
it's exactly fromn having attained it that humanity ceases being separate
from God. So clearly the *communication” of human beings is guaranteed
by evil. Without cvil, human existence would turn in upon isclf, would
be enclosed as a zone of independence: And indeed an absence of “com-
munication”—empty loneliness—would certainly be the preater evil,

The position of human beings evokes sympathy,

They're driven to “communicate” {with both indefinite existence and
ihemselves): the absence of *“communication” {an egotistic folding back
inte self) cleary evokes the greatest condemnation. But since “communi-
cation” can’l take place without wounding or tainting our humanity,
“communication” itscl is guilty. However the good is construed, it's the
good of individuals —but by wanting to attain it {ar night and through
evil) we are impelled w question the very individuals in relation w whom
we had sougha i,




A fundamental pnnaple is expressed as follows:

“Communication” cannot proceed from one full and intact individual to
another. It requires individuals whose separate existence in themselves is
risked, placed at the limit of death and nothingness;* the moral summit
is the moment of risk taking, it is 2 being suspended in the beyond of
oneself, at the limit of nothingness

*For the sense of thes word sce appendix 5, “Nothingness, Transcendence,
Immanence,” p. 177,

1%



.« . Humans are the crielest animals. Participants im tragedies, Bullfights,
crucifixions—auntil the present they ve been wiore at home on earti:- when they
irvented hell, it was in facr their paradise .

—Zarathustra, "The Convalescent”

It's important o me to show that with “commamication” or physical lovemaking,
aesire fakes nothingness as its object.

It's the sanne with any “sacrifice.”

Sacrifice generally, and not just the sacrifice of Jesus, seems 1o give the
tecling of crime;* sacrifice is on the side of evil, evil that is necessary for
g,

Moreover, sacrifice is not intelligible if not regarded as the means by
which humans once universally “communicated” among themselves and
simultanecusly “communicated” with the ghosts they understood as
populating hell or heaven.

To clarify the links between “communication” and sin, between sacri-
fice and sin, I'll suggest that as sovereige desire eats away a1 and feeds on
our anguish, on principle this engages us in an atterpt to go beyond
ourselves,

The beyend of my being is first of all nothingness. This is the absence |
discern in laceration and in painful feelings of lack: It reveals the presence
of another person, Such a presence, however, is fully disclosed only when

* 80w Hubert and Mawss, Sacrifioe,




the other similarly leans over the edge of nothingness or falls into it idiess
"Commuication” only lakes place bemween rao people wiho rigk thenrelues
each lacerated and suspended. perched atop 2 common nothingness

This way of understanding things gives a similar explanarion to both
sacrifice and the waorks of the flesh. In sacnfice, humans unite with a god
by putting him to death: they put tor death a divinity personified be 2
living existence, a human or animal victint (the means we have to unite
with each other) Sacrifice nsell and iis paricipants are in some wav
identified vath the victim. So. as the victim is being pur 1o death, they lean
over their own nothingness. Ar the same time they understand how their
god is slipping into death. The victim’s surrender (in holocausts the
victim is burned tor that reasoni coincides with the blow striking the god
The gift partly trees up 2 “humanity” for us. and lor a brcl moment
human beings are lree 10 unite with the existence of thelr divinny, a
divinity thar ail the same ume death has brought into exastence.
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It wonild be werrible vo still believe in sin; on the contrary evervihing we do if we
need to say this @ thovsdpd mes, 15 innocerd.
— 188152

Moere ofterr than the sacrea objecr, desire has as 15 obgect the flesh- and i carnal
deitre, an imterplay of “conmmunication ™ appears i all js stringent copplexine

I the carnal ao, we taint the limit of our being even while, m the proces
tatnthig ehrselves, we cross o

The sovereign desire of beings is what 15 beyond being, Anguish 15 the
teeling of danger relared o this inexhaustible expectation.,

In the realm of sensuality, a being of flesh is the object of desire,
Although, in thar being, what arrrais isn‘t immediate being but a wound
a break in the body's integrity, the orifice of filth. This wound doesn't
precisely sk life—only life's imegrity and s purity. Tt deesn't kill
sullies. What is disclosed in defilcment doesn’t differ substantially from
what is revealed in death—the dead body and excreted matter are both
expressive of rothingness while the dead body in addition participates in
filth, Excrement is the dead part of me T have 1o get rid of, by making it
disappear, finally annihilating it. In scosuality as in death, moreover,
nothingness in dself isn't what atiracts us. Whar caprivates us about death,
leaving us overwhelmed but silenily possessed of a feeling of sacredness
or voidness, isn‘t the dead body as such. If we see (or see in our imagm-
ations) the horror of death as an actuality—the cadaver plain and simple
and its decay—we experienve only dispust. The high-minded respect,



calmmness, even the gentle reverence with which we ofter tribuie, 15
related to arificial aspects. Henee the apparent serenily of a dead person
whose jaw a couple of hours earlier was wrapped shut, Ir's the same with
sensuality—a transposition is required in order for us to be attracted 1o
nothingness. We're horrified by excrelions. even insurmountably dis-
gusted. We limit ourselves to being atracted to a condition wherein a
transpuosition is possible—io being drawn o a nakedness that we can
choose 1o see as immediately attractive for reasons of skin tone or formal
purity. The obscenity of bodics derives from a disgust with excretion, put
aside oul of shame, while at the same time we igoore the formal ugliness
ol the organs. Obscenity s a zone of nothingness we have to (ross—
without which beaury lacks the suspended, risked aspect that brings about
our damnation. Attractive, veluptoows nakedness finally trivmphs when
defilement causes us to risk oursclves {though in other cases, nakedness<
fails because 1t remains ugliness wholly at the level of defilerment)

Il 1 now bring in the notion of emptation {olien independent of the
idea of sin, since our resistance often is oul of fear of unpleasant con-
sequences), it's in order o note that in the interplay of the tesh
individual existences are ohvicusly asserted as movement.

Temprtation locates sexval misconduct as a confrontation with bore-
dom. We aren” always prey to boredom, and life retains the possibility of
numercus communications. But if that possibility tails. boredom then
discloses the nothingness of sell-enchwure. When separate existence stops
comumunicating, it withers. It wasies away. (obscurely) feeling that by
itself i doesnt exise. Unproductive and unattractive, such inner nothing-
ness repcls vs, It brings about a lall inte restless boredom. and boredom
rransfers the restlessness from inner nothingness 10 oulcr nothingness—
or anguish

In states of temptation, this transter—in anguish—dwells endlessly on
the nothingness with which a desire to communrate contronts us. TF 1
contemplate the nothingness of obscerty independently of desire and so
to speak on ity own behall, T only note the sensible, graspable sign of a
limit at which being is contronted with lack. But in temptation, the outer
nothingness appears as a reply (o a yearming tor communication,

The meaning and reality of this reply are easy o determme 1 only
communicate outside of me by leming go or being pushed to this outside
Still, outside of me. 1 don't exist, There's no doubt in my mind that te let
go of existence side me and o ook for it outside s 10 take 2 chance on
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tuining or annhilating precisely whatever it is without which the outer
existence wouldn't have appeared in the first place—the self—which is
ihe precondition for there being a “mine.” With temptation, if I can put
it this way, we're crushed by rwin pincers of nothingness. By not
communicating, we're annihilated into the emptiness of an isolated life,
By communicating we likewise risk being destroyed.

Ot course defilement is the real issue, and defilement isn’t death.
Nonetheless, if under shamefu) conditions 1 give in—and so pay for a
streerwalker—even if T don't die, I'm still ruined and fallen in my own
Judgment. Crude obscenity gnaws away al my existence, its excremental
nature rubbing off on me—this nothingness carried by filth, this nothing-
ness T should have expelled, this nothingness 1 should have distanced
myselt irom—and 'm lelt defenseless and vulneralde, opening myself to it
in an exhausting wound.

Clearly, ongoing resistance 1o temptation will accentuale this aspect of a
lite of the flesh. But the same element enters into all sensuality. Even
weak commumecation requires a risk. 1t only takes place if individuals,
leaning out over themselves, risk themselves under the threat of decline,
This is why even the purest souls aren’t umaware of the sinkholes of
crdinary sensuality (Despite themselves, they can’t exclude a familiarity
with thisy. The punity 1o which thevre anached signifies that cven the
nniest, mosi neghgible portion of ignominy s enough to catch hold of
them, With extreme aversion, they guess what drains nthers. The long
and the short of it is, we all get h—— for the same reasons.

* Baraille’s cuphemism, refoning o “hard™—TRANS.
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It was right for the other, the preacher of the humble, 1o suffer and bear
tumankind’s sins. As for ve, I repoice in qreat sin av in my greal solece,
—Zarathustra, “Om the Supenman”

. . the highest good and highest evil are the same.
—ESI-HG

Individuals or humans can oply “wmmoamcate” —he—outsde  of
themselves. And being under the necessity to “comrounicate,” they re
compelled 1o will evil and defilement, which, by risking the being within
themn, renders them mutually penetrable each to the other.

I once wrote {Inner Experience), *What you are relaies to an activity
that links the uncounted efements that compose you o an intense
communication of these elements among themselves, These clements are
contagions of energy. movermnent, and heat, or transfers ol elements, and
they constitute the inner life of all organic beings. Life is never situated at
some specific point, but quickly moves from one point to another (or from
mulpnple ponts to other peints) like a current or sort of elecincal siream
L2 And further on, *Your life is not limed o that incomprehensible
inner stream; it also streams out from itsell, incessantly opening 1o what-
ever flows out or rushes up to it. The ongoing whitling that composes
vou collides with similar whirlings, which torm a vast fligure driven by
rhythrmc restlessness. Now, for you 1o live signifies not just the flows apd
momentary dispositions of light that unite in you but the movemenis ot
heat or light moving Lecom one person to another, or from you 1o another
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person. or fromm another o you (even as you now read me, the contagion
of my tever reaches you): words, books, monumenis, symbaols, laughter—
all these represent just so many paths to that contagiousness, o those
impulses, .7

But these buming rrajectories only replace isclated humanness il
there’s scame consent, #f not 1o annihilation, then to risking yourself and, in
the same impulse, risking other people.

All “communication ™ participales in suicide, in crime.

Lethal horror goes with it, and disgust is its sign,

And in such a light, evil appears—as a life source!

By destroying the integrity of existence in myself and in others, T open
myselt o communion—I attain a moral summit

And the surmmit isn’t a sidwission to but a willing of evil. [Uis a voluntary
pact with sin, come, and evil. A pact made with a relentless fate that
requires that while some live, others die




And they believed m all thair'
They called it moral!
Ecrasez Imfame!

Havre win intderstond® Diosnvsues facing the Crucfied
—Eoe Hompe

T make distinctions is simply impoverishment—even the least holding
back affends late. Whatever. lor . s sumply excessiveness harmful o
exgessiveness itgelf, tor another person isn't so at all. For somecne elsc
posttioned further on. 18 it true wothing e o Goreign to mee? Gambling.
risking, even the smallest ber—1 open up the prospect of infinitely upping
the ante

Withrn that retreaning prospect can be glirmpsed a summil.

As the highest poust (or miesd interse degree) of Iife’s arrraction to itself thar fife
itself can define.

As a kind of solar explosion, independent of comseguences.

in whart precedes I've presented evil as a means o use to "oommunicane,

I‘ve stated: “without evil, human existence would be encloscd o iself,”
or © . evil appears a5 a life source!” Thus 1 suggested a fictional
relanonship. By letung “comimunication” be seen as the good of being, |
wentified “communicanon ” precisely with the being thay it exceeds.
Inasmuch as "communication, ~ evil, or summit, are “the good ol bemng,”
to be honest, they re reduced to the slavishness they can't be surendered
to. The very notions of geod or berng interpose a duration and concern that
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essertially are unkrown o evil or summit. What is substantially rejected in
evil is a concern with the time to come. It's precisely in this sense that
lenging for summit—that our impulses tovard evil—comstitute all morality
within ps. Morality in ftself has no valie (in the strong sense) except as it
leads 1o going beyond being and rejecting concerns for a time to come.

Morality has value only when advising ns to risk ourselves, Otherwise it's
only a rule of interest, lacking any element of elation {the giddiness of the
surmmit baptized by impoverishment under a servile and imperative
Tame).

Juxtapesed with these propositions, the essence of “poprlar morality™ is mes
clearly brovght to the fore when dealing with sexvial oense

T the extent himan berngs take it on themselves 1o give others a rule of life, they
it wiake an appeal fo ment. propose the good of being as ar end thar finds
aeoonplishiment in the e {0 come,

I my life is threatened for some comprehensible good—Ior instance, o
the naticn or a usciul cause—my behavior is deserving and is popularly
considered moral. And for the same reasons 1 kill and wreck havoc iv
conformity to moral law.

In ancther area, squandering resources through gambling and drinking
is wrong: though it's right w imoprove the fate of 1he poor.

Blood sacrifice itsell is execrated (a cruel waste), But the object of the
greatest loathing is the freedom of the senses.

sexval hfe considered in relation 1w these ends is almost entirely
EX0Ess—a savage eruption toward an inaccessible summit—exuberance as
essential opposiiion to concerns for the time 10 come. The nothingness
ol obscenity can't be subjected to anything, The fact that it's not a cancel -
lation of existence bur only a notion, and one resulting from contac. lar
from alleviawes, and aciually increases the disapproval generally felt. Tt is
unrelated o value. I is not as if the erotic summit is something heroc
attained ar the cost of harsh sullerings. Clearly, the results bear no relation
ta the cfions. Only chance seems in charge here. Chance plays a role in
wartime disorders—though effor and courage assign the appreaable part
L merit. War's rragical aspects, in contrast with the laughable indecencies
of lvermaking, have the effect of raising the tone of morality, which exiols
war {and economic profitsy 1o the derriment of any sensual life. 1 am afraid
that I still haven't clearly encugh demonsirated the nawveté of a maoral




bias. The weightier argument stresses the benehin o lamily lite. which 1=
dearly injured by sensual excess. Constantly idennned with the harshness
of moral yearnings, concern for the intcgnty of beings 5 painfully
demonstrated.

In popular opinion the substantive aspect of moeral action s s
subordination to utility, and the impulses for a yearning to transcend
being are related to the good of one's bewng. In this view, morality
becomes simply 2 negaton of morality. The result of this equivocation
is to contrast the good of others with the good of the particular being that
I am. In lact. his shill conunues o Wentify a superficial contempt with
the deep subimission that acts on behalf of being. Evil is egotism—altruism

poed,
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Morality simiply is wearress.
— 188285

Rather than being a reply 1w apdent desires for the summit, morality is
more likely a barrier opposing them. Exhaustion quickly results, and
mordinate expenses of energy to which the desire to break down being’s
limit compels us no longer encourage the preservation of our being, that
15, our good. Whether we are dealing with sensuality or crime, ruin is
imphed for both agent and vicrim.

I 'don’t mean that sensuality and cnme always, or even ordinarily,
correspond to 2 desire for a suiunmit. A teckless sensuality pursoes its banal
disorders through individuals who simply “let go.” What could be more
commen? [so't this whatever with instinctive aversion we call pleasure,
isn't this essentially a subordination, cfteaed on the part of more
ponderous individuals, of certain joyful excesses 1o which those of a
lighter narure sceh access as a means (o self-loss? A crime reported in the
newspapers has little to do with the ambiguoeus attractions of sacrilice. The
disorder inroduced by such aimes isn't intended 10 be for itsell, bur to
serve rierests that, though illegal, aren’t so dilterent {taking the insidious
viewpoint) from interests of the more elevaied kind., All the same, the
lacerated regions designated by vice and crime indicare a surmmir 1o which
passions lead.

What were the supreme moments of primitive life when our longings
were freely expressed? Celebrations {for which we still yeam) were times
of sacrifice and orgy.
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The happiness we find in Becoming is possibile only by arnthilating the reality of
“existences” and lovely appearance, and through the pessemistic destruction of
illusions: so, by annihilating evest the imvliest appearances. Dionysian happiness
attains iy et

— [ BE5S-56

If, in the light of the principles that U've presented, T now return wo
Christian ecstasy, I'm lree 1o regard it as part of a single impulse tha
encompasses crotic and criminal transports

More than any believer, Christian mystics crocfy Jesus, The mystic's
lowve requires God 1o risk himself, to shriek out his despair on the cross,
The basic crime associated with the saints is crotic, related 1o 1the trans-
ports and rerpured fevers that produce & buming love in the solitude ol
monasterics and convents.

Aspects of the extreme lacerarion evider in prayer ar the foot of the
cross, can be compared 1o non=-Christian mysucal states. For both, scxual
desire awakens costatic moments, and the object of the love thai is this
inpulse ingxorably becomes the individval's annihilation. Sometimes the
nothingness connecied wo mystical states is the nothingness of the subject,
sometimes the individual’s nothingness considered within the world
totality. The “night of anguish” theme is found in one form or other in
Asian meditations.

Whatever the religious rradition lrom which mystical rance is derived,
it exhausts itself by exceeding being. Taken at a fever pitch, the [ire within
relentlessly consumes whatever gives people and things their stable
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appearance—whatever gives them confidence. whatover acts as a
support. Littde by little, desire lifis the mysoce w0 such uvtier ruin and
expenditure that the life of that person becomes more or less a solar
brightness.

Clearly, however, whether we are dealing with yogis. Buddhists, or
Christian monks, there is no reslity 1o such ruins, to such pertections
associated with desire. With them, aime or the annihilation ot existence
is a represenanion. Their general compromise with regard (o morality can
vasily be showr. Real license was rejected from the arena of the possible
as being fraught with unpleasant consequences: orgies or sacrifices, for
insiance, But since there remains the destre for a summit with which
these acts are cormeaed, and since beings are still under the necessity ol
“communicating” with their beyond, symbobs jor fictions) have replaced
reality. The sacrifice of the mass as representing the reality of the death
of Jesus is simply a symbol of the infinite renewal of the Church.
Meditational subjects have taken the place of real orgies, drunkenness,
and flesh and blood—the laner becoming objects of disapproval. In this
way there still rerpeined 2 summit connected with desire, while the
various vielations of existence related o that summit no longer were
compromising, since now they had becomne mental representarions.




Vil

And as for decadence, the image of this m marny wavs 15 people whe do net die
prematurely; from their experence, they know the instuncts chat this tmplies,
durmmg wearly halt their lives fruman beings are decaden

—I&&F

Subsniturion of spirinual simas for mmediate ones, however, won 't take place of
we don T admit the promacy of the fiture over the presewt and if we doy 't draw the
consequiertces of the inevitable declme that follovws the suremit. Spirttual summit
are a regation of what might be givert as @ sunmnt morality. And they fall mire the
category “the moraliy of the decline ~

The shift 1o spiritual forms requires pne main condition, since a pretexi
wollld be necessary before rejecting sensuality. If T suppressed consider-
anon of the time to come. T wouldn® be in a positnon o resist temptation.
must helplessly give in 1o the slightest impuise. Ternpiation isn't even &
notion that can oveur 1o me: from then on tempration is ruled out, and I'm
vasy prey for desires that now can be thwarted only through outward
difficuliies. To be honcst, this Blessed openness isn't humanly imaginable
Hurman nature can’l as such reject worries about the furure, and the
states in which such precccupations aren‘t applicable are either abowve
humanness or below it.

Whatever the case, we escape a giddying sensuality only by represent-
ing for ounelves some good sitvated in a fuiure 1ime, a future that
sensuality would destroy and that we have 10 keep from ir. So we can
reach the surmmit beyond the fever of the senses only provided we setup a
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subsequent goal. Or, if you like (a cdcarer, more serious consideration),
we reach a nonsensual, nonimmediate summil only by relermng o a
necessarily higher end. And this end isn't simply located above sensualiry
{which it brings 10 a halty; it also youst be sitvated abow the spiritual
supmmit, Beyond sensualivy, beyond the reply to desire, we are in fact in
the realm of the gopod—which is the realm of the primacy of the future
against the present, the area of being's preservation, contrasted with irs
glorious loss,

Ancther way of saying this: resistance 10 temptation imples aban-
doning the stanmit morality, belonging, as rthis resistance docs, to 1he
morality of dedine. When we teel our strength ebbing and we decdline, we
condemn exoesses ol expenditure in the name of some higher good, As
long as youthful excitement impels vs, we consent 1o dangerous
squangdering, boldly taking the risks that present themselves, But as soon
as our sirengih begins o ebb or we siant w perceive the limits of this
strengih {wihen we start to decline), we're preoccupied with gaining and
accumulating goods of all kinds, acquiring wealth, since we're thinking ot
the difficulties tu come. We act. And the end ot aciion and efforts can only
be the acquisition of strength, Now, 10 the extent thay a spirireal summil—
which opposes sensuality and pits itself against it—becomes revealed in an
unfolding action, it's associated with efforts that desire w gain some good.
Such a summit no longer comes within the rubric of a seemit morality, and
a declivte maorality prompts it not so much to desire as to make cfforts.




IX

{ean 't recall efferts, theve's no trace of struggle in poy life, and U'm the opposite of

herpic natures, My experience knows nothing alt afl abowt what it means to “wall”

a thing or werk at it ambitionsly or relate to some “goal” or realization of desire
—Fioor Homo

Se that erdinaridly, rysticel states are conditioned by a seardh for salvation,

Ir appears that the summit’s link between a mysncal state and impover-
ished cxistence, with lear and greed expressed as vaiues of decline, 15 in a
sense superfidal and very likely 1o be deeply lallacious, This doesn | make
it any less what is the case. Solitary ascctics pursue an end whose means 15
ecstasy—and ascetics work for their salvarion like merchants buying and
selling with profit in mmd or ke workers sweating for their wages, [f
warkers or merchams had wealth [or the asking, without worrkes about a
furure, without feanng death or destruction, they'd leave their workplace
or business without further ado and seek ow wharever dangerous
pleasures presented themselves. As for ascerics: by falling into common
human misery, they become possessed by a possibility of undenaking the
lengthy work of deliverance.

Ascetic practices are human precisely insofar as they aren’t much
different from sorveying work. To be sure, the greatest difficuhy in rhe
end i to take cognizance of that limitation, Without the bait of salvation
{ur semething like i), who could ever discover the mystical way? People
muist have agreed among themselves (or among others), that this or thai
is advisable in view of this or that resuli, this or that gain, Without these
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crude artitices they wouldn’t have commatted themselves o the behavior
that marks out decline (the infinite sadness. the ndiculous serousness
required by effort!). Isn't it obvious? As soon as | say—oh why give a
damn about some future!—then and there [ break into infiniee laughier.
Al the same moment, though. I've lost the reason 1o make efforts.




Wihat you see is the birth of a hybrid species. the artist——renoved from crime
through weakness of will and fear of society, thougl vt vet ready for the msane
asyium, and oddly extending his amiennar in both directions

— I REE

We hdve to go furiher.

To articulate such a critigue 15 alveady te decline.

The fact of “speaking” of a suvemit merality wolf belongs to a decline of
morality.

Having said good-bye to wornes about the future with a blasphemous
oath—I lose all reason for exasting, in facy, all reason, penod.

I lose the possibility of speaking

Espedally speaking as T am now of sumrnit morality 1s something utterly
ridiculous!

Out of what reason and to what end, going beyond the summir itselt,
would I want to explain such a morality?

And to begin with, how to structure the explanation?

To me, 1w structure and explam the summit morality assumes the
decline, since ir assumes accepting moral rules relaring 10 fear. Frankly
put. the summit, when suggested as an end, is nor the summit, since I'm
reducing it to the search for advaniage when speaking of it. To consirue
utter dissipation as the moral summit is 1o completely change its nature.
Specifically: in such dissipation I'm thus depriving myselt of the power of
reaching the summi.
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The enly possible way lor dissipation 1o reach the summit is by o
intending it. The ultimate moment of the senses requires real innocence
and absence of moral pretensions and, as a result, even a feeling ot evil.
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Like Kafka's castle, in the final analysis the summit s simply whatever o
imaceessible. It ships away from ws at least until we stop bemg human, thae s until
wr stop speaking.

The st can, though. #e epposed o decline as eal 1o good

The simpnf 't “what v ought to reach”  wor o Jolire “wihat ought @0 be
done away with.”

Just as 1 the last aralves o sunmnnt 1 simplyv inecewible. frome the an
decline 15 inevitable.

Puthing asile popular confusions. though. T haven't done away with
the necessiy for a summat (1 haven't done away with the desire tor iri.
Admining its inaccessible nature (1 approach it only by not setting owut for
ity I'm not on that score compelled 10 accept the undisputed sovereigney
of the decline (speaking commits me 1o this stance}). | cant deny the
inevitability of dedine. The summit nself indicates it. U the surmmit isn't
death, the necessity of descent follows thereafrer. Essennially, the sumimit
is where lile is pushed to an impossible limit. T reach it in the laint way
that I do, only by recklessly expending my strength T won t again possess
a strengrh to waste unless, through work, 1can gain back the strength lost,
What am | moreover? Inscribed in a human context, | can t dispossess
myself of my will to act. The possibility of giving up work forever and in
some way pushing mysell definitively to some goal, which in the long run
15 llusory: This sn't conceivable. Let's even suppose {in an ideal way) that
Fm considening the Cacsarcan option of suicdde. This albeit atiractive
possibility arises for me as an endeavor causing me to place concerns lor
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the fulure over those tor the present, But [ can’t give up the summit! 1
protest {inending to put lucd, dispassionate ardor into such protests)
against anything that asks of us that we stifle desire. Thongh T can only
contentedly resign myself to the tate compelling me o work: 1I'd never
dream of domg away with moral rules, since they spring from inevitable
dedine. We are always declining, amd ruinous desire returns again only as
strength 15 restored. Because powerlessness in us requires recognition.
and because we don’t have vnlimited strength. why nor acknowledge
stich a necessity, giving in to it even as we deny 11?7 We're no match tor the
empiy sky thai infinitely assavhs and annihilates us down to the last
human being. T can omly morosely say, of the necessity to wihnch 1 submit.
that it huanarizes me by giving me undemable dormmen over things, 1
have the option. however, of not regarding it as a sign of weakness.




XI

And again and again the luaman species daimed, “We defivitely dow't have the
right to fust lavgh at anyithing!” Awnd the wiost prescient philosephers added, *Not
Just lanighiter and joyful pridence, but tragedy and sublime folly too, are among
the means and necessities of preserving the spedies. "—This és consistent'—it
Jallows!

—Gay Science

Moral ambriguitics constitute a fairly stable system of equilibrium regarded
from the stardpoint of existence gencrally. But we can never completcly
po back to them. Whe would deny that seli-sacrifice has a place in the
scheme of things? Should we be surprised if that involves compromise
with well-understood common interests? Still, the existence of morality
and the confusion generated by it extend my investigation far beyond
such an immediate outlook. In the lengthy and preceding considerations,
1 don't know if I've made ut sufficiently clear how lacerating this last
investigation has been. I'll now develop a viewpoint that, though external
oy the simple questions I wanted 1o mtroduce, nonetheless brings oot
their implicatinns.

As long as the oxcessive impulses o which desire leads can be Jinked o
useful actions or considered 1o be such (uselul, that is, for individuals in
dedine, whao are reduced to the necessity of accumuolating strength), there
was a way o fulfill the desire for a summit. Thus people of other times
made sacrifices, even indulged in orgies while attributing to sacrifice and
orgy an cificacy of action that would act to benelit the dan or the state.
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Any violation of others, like war, possesses a beneficial value so long as
it finds success—and rightly s¢. Beyond narrow, visibly heavy-handed,
epotistical political benefits, and despite the possibilities of individual
self-sacrifice, the inequities in the division of state wealth (ansing from
disorder) made people seek some good that would accord with the fecling
for justice. Beyond the egotistical state good, salvation {or the concern for
personal salvation after death) became the motivation for action and, as
wll, the means to link action 1o an ascent to the summit and 10 a surpass-
ing of self. In a general way, persenal salvation allowed escape from the
lacerations breaking dowwn sociery, Injustice became tolerable. It allowed
the possibility of appeal, and people even began joining together in their
etfort to tight the results of injustice. Beyond the speabic goods considered
10 be so many motives for action by the state and then the Church (the
Church in tum becoming the analog for the state, so that during the
Crusades people will die for it), the possibility of radically abolishing
the obstacde creared by unequal conditions deflined a son of beneficial
action and motivated the sacrifice of lives. So throughout history—and in
the process of making history—there developed reasons 1o proceed to the
surmmit and risk eurselves. The difficulty beyond this is (o proceed o the
summit without motivation and without pretext. As [ said, o speak of
the summit is to put ourselves in a position of mstability. We ondy discover it
by speaking of sormetiing else.

To prt it another way. Becavse all risk, ascent, and sacrifice, like sensual excess,
is foss af strevgth or expenditiore, we hawve to motivate expenditures each Itse with
promises of advantage, whether illusory or vot.

Envisaged in a general econmomy, this situation seems sirange

T can imagine sorme kind of historical situation in which all possibilities
of action are put on hold, kept in reserve, like the ageéd when they live
beyond life’s imits, abrogating all their further bopes and plans beyond
limifs already attained. Revolutionary action would found classless
secicty, beyond which further historical action wouldn™t arise. Or so 1
assuwime in any event. 5ill, 1 have o make an observation. In a general
way, apparently, humanly speaking, the sum ol energy produoced is
always greater than the sum necessary for its production. Hence the
comtinuous and overly full churning out of encrgy, leading us endlessly o
sOUTIE surmmit, constituting a balefud element that {largely pointlessly) we
atterngt e expend for a common geed. Governed by concerns with the
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good and the primacy of the tuture, the mind considers it repugnant to
contemplate squanderings that might be defined as guilty, or useless, or
even harmiful. Now, since the motivations for acnon are miassing which il
now have been pretexis tor infinite squandernng. it seems humanity is
discovering possibilities for rest and for recovery - But what then will
we do with the excess energies that fall 1o our lor?

I've tried insidiously to sogpest the external ramifications that my
guestion might have, In all honesty, T have to admit that. as it stands---on
the level of cconomic calculation- ~the guestion loses in sharpness what it
has gained in amplitude. The reality is, the question has changed. The
more interest came to be factored in, the more expenditure had to depend
on it, That is an obvious dead-end, since in the long run we can’t continue
spending to gain—and as I've said, the sum of energy produced s alwan.
greater . .
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Now Fll articulate some of the guestions implicit in the account |
HAVE.
Is there a moral goal that 1 can reach beyend being?

To which [ have already answered, in any event, that I wouldn't be able
to go searching for i—or talking about L

[ive, and in me s life {language). Now, the language that is in me can't
give up having a moral goal . . All it can do is suggest that i 1 follow the
slopes of decline, I'll never arrive at that goal

And this said, T continue o live,

Il add (speaking tn my name}, I can't find a good 10 substitute for the
poal eluding me

I no longer know of any reason—outside me—to sacrifice either myseli
or the small quantity of strength 1 have.

I live, vulnerable to laughter on one hand (leaving me cheerful), and
sexual siimulation on the other (leaving me anxious).

Mystical states are available to me, if that s what T want

Maintaining my distance from beliefs, depnved ol hopes. nothing
cormpels me to enter these states,

I feel removed from the notion of making efforts o atain them.

Making my inner experience a project: doesn't that resuli in a remaote-
ness, on my part, frem the swimmit that might have been?

With those who have motives and reasons, 1 don’t feel as if I'm missing
anything, s I'm not envious. Just the oppaosite. Since 1 encourage them
to share my fare, My mistrust of motivations and Iragility. are, 1 think.




propitious. The greatest difficulty in my situation is my Juck. I'm
intoxicated by it

EBut exploding inside me, despite everything, is a question: wiar can a
CLEAR SIGHTED PERSON U0 I THIS WORI D HAVING INUON | ROVERTILLE DEMANDS WITHIN?
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Vou are not eagles. Which is why you haven 't comprehended the blissfidness of
terror in your minds. Not bemg birds. how do you propese to west on an abyss?
—Zarathnsstra, *On Mustrious Sages”

Raising the question like this, Tsaid what 1 had to say—I have no answers,
In working this out. T pur aside desires for antorony and longings for free-
demi—though these longings seem a human passion and certainly are
mine. I'm thinking less of the freedom wrested by individuals from public
powers and more ol the human auwonomy at the heart of 2 hostile, silent
nature. Triee, the bias that depends on given tacts as litde as possible
implics indilference to the time to come. But it also opposes the satistying
of desire. Still, [ regard the summit about which Fve spoken as freedom.

In an cffort 1o darify this connection, let me take a detour.

Mo matter how much care we exercise, our thinking is exhausted with-
cut ever embracng the possibilities of totality. At each moment we feel an
cnigmatic night, in its infinitely great depths, stealing away with the very
object ¢l our reflections. The smallest thought should be worked out infin-
itely. When the desire to grasp the truth takes hold of me—and here 1
mean the desire to know and 10 reach out 10 the light—TI am gripped by
teelings of desperation. And immediately, [ am (lorever) lost in 2 world in
which I have no more power than a small child (except there arent any
adults helping me). In all ruthfulness. the more T amempt o refled on
this, the more the outcome I anbiapare tails to tum out to be a situation
where light is produced, and becomes one where it is extinguished. And
omee again I am in the night like a sick child. like someone dving,
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If you sincerely longed for the mruth, you wouldn®t share this indiffer-
ence of mine. Your job each time would be to exhaust the inhnte working
out of possibilities. I'm not against attempts Jike these which demand
youthful boldness. Still, if, when I have 1o act it's not required of me that 1
consider objects in the infinite working out ol their aspects (1 manipulate
them—the efficaciousness of my movements corresponding to the value
of my ideas), theo similaily when 1 have to quesnon. nDaturally [ have to
go the Tlimit, though “geing the limit” means “doing my best™—while if ]
desired Truth, I'd be called upon to sansfy absolute demands. The reason
for this is thar while | can't get along without acting or questioning. o
the other band 1 am able to (v —to act or question—without knowing
Ferhaps the desire 10 know has just one meamng—as a motivation for the
desire to guestion, Natorallv. knowing 1s necessary for human autoncomy
procured through action by which the world is transformed. But beyona
any conditions for aomg o makmg, knowledge finally appears as a
deception in relation 1o the questioning that impels it. When questioning
fails. we laugh. Ecstatic raptures and the ardors of love aie so many ques
fions—without answers—io which nature and our nature arc subjected, If
I had the ability wo respond to moral questions like the ones F've indicared
to be honest. I'd be puthng the summit at a distance from myself. By
leaving open such questions in me like a wound, Theep my chance, [ kecp
luck. and [ maintain a posible access to these quesiions.

It 1 speak as 1 do now, i1 s baswally to recline ke a sick man or, w be
precise. to rechine and die. But this deesn't mean thar I'm nor calling for
the doctor 1 have 10 apologize for excess irony. The wuth is. 1 never
wanted to make lun of anyone. 1 only wanted to make fun of the worli=-
meaning the incomprehensible nature lrom which I arose. We'te not used
to taking this into account if we reflect and speak—bur death will inte:-
rupt us. [ won't always be required 1o continue the servile search for the
rue. Every question will remain finally umanswereid. And Il ship off
such a way so as 1o impose silence. If others begin the job anew, thes
won t get any furiher—and death will cut off their words just as it does
mine. Will human existene ever have a more authentic autonomy™
speaking like this, it seems to me thar existence breathes the free air of the
sumimil.

Existence can’t, at one and the same time be both autonomous and
vialle.

ar
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The new feeling of power- the mystical state. And the dearest and most darivg
rationalisin acls as a parh o it,

—1884



... He marter how it happened, each time “the hero” strode across the stage.
something new was aftained, a tervible reverse of layghter; a profound emotion for
piany i their thovght: “Yes, fife i worth living! Yes, I'm worthy of Ife! ™—Life,
you and me, all of 15 just as we are, we beaame intoresting o ourselves. We
cannot deny that in the fong run favighter; veason, and natvre ended wp beooniing
riasters of each of the great masters of teleology- Brief-tentired tragedy finally has
always returned to the cternal comedy of existerce. And the sea “with 1is countiess
setles "—to speak with Aeschylis—uith its waves, will finally cover the greatest of
our tragedics

—Gty Science

If you neglect to note a casual arritude that dismisses the most deeply-
rovited problems, making a game of everything {espeaally misfortune
and suffering), cloaking success under the mantle of depression, 1 am,
il you insist, a sorry person .. What 1've done, however, is simply
to associate lovemaking and its ouiragenus pleasures with integral
disrespect, with the radical rejection ol whatever constrains  inner
freedom.

My desire woday 18 loecused on a point. This object withoul objective
truth is the most awesome I can imagine—and [ compare it to a smile or to
the transparcncy ol the beloved. No embrace can attain this transparency
{it's specitically whatever tlees al the instant of possession). It's lacerated
by a desire that I've scen beyond any desirable presence. and 1t's a point
whose sweetness and pentleness s given in despanm
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This is the object 1 recngnized, that I awaited so long! 1t's out of feelings
of response that we recognize the beloved: the beloved is someome
expected, semeone flling some emptiness {(without him or her a universe
turns incomprehensible). Still, the woman 1 hold in my arms eludes me,
and vainly with this embrace do T attempt to recover feclings that, in reply
te expectation, had wirned o certainties. Only abscnce, thrangh feelings of
lack, continues to artain this beloved.

Whatever | may have said before {I'm undear on this as 1 writel: it now
seems 1o me that Proust, speaking of remembering, pave an accurate
descripiion of this objea.

Now 1this object. perceived in ecstasy, though in calm dariry, in a way
difters from the beloved. This object is what, in the beloved, leaves an
intimate, incomprehensible. lacerating impression of déja vu.

As to the odd tale known as Remembrance of Things Past—in which life is
slowly collapsed and dissolved i manity {inability to grasp), though
grasping the ocellar points wherem it is resolved—ir seems to me thai this
story has the inner truth of a sob.

Sobbing signifies a break-down in communication. When commun-
icanon—ihe sweetness of intimare commumecation—is cut oft by death,
separaiion, or misundersianding, 1 feel a less familiar sweetness, a sweet-
ness thar’s a sobbing within me—and thes is laceration. Stll. the swectness
of sobbing is significantly difierent from the previous sort ol sweetness. In
any established communication. habit suppresses attraction, In sohbing,
the arrraction is similar to the spark caused by a plug being pulled out from
2 wall socker. Because the communication has broken oft (and preciscly
because of thisy we possess it in a wragic mode when we weep.,

Froust believed his memory retained that which just the same escaped.
Memory completely reveals what presence made off with, though
prrhaps only for a time, In a sense iUs true to say human sobbing gives a
faint loretaste of crernity,

How much T admire the undoubtedly conscious cunning with which
the final book The Past Reaaprured reneges on what others located in the
infinite limits of a weacup. i with André Breton you speak of ~a dazeling,




sightless interior lite . _ . whose soul is as much ice as fire,” there remains
in the flash thereby elicited a great and transcendent “something” that, in
the depths of our human souls. maintains a relavonship of superionty.
guing from men w God. The uneasiness thus produced is probably
inevitable. We only let go of oursclves when experiencing laceravion. |
dont want wr flee transcendent moments {moments that The Pao
Recapmred disguises). It seems 1o me, however, that human ira nscendence
is by nature negative. 1 lack the power of putting any object abew me,
whether to apprehend it or let it lacerate me, except tor nothingness,
which doesn’ exist. And as regards a particular portion of being—what
confers on it the impression of ranseendence i@ our percegtion of o
as mediated by nothingness. Only through laceranng nothingness do
we armive at the beyond ol the specific existence that we arc. We re
overwhelmed and crushed by nothingness—rempred to atiribute powers
of domination to whatever we intuit as being in the shadows. As a result.
and in one of our most human moments, we transfer to the human scale
objects we consider resistant to collapse, These objects aren't deflated. b
a development of sovereign ssmplicity reveals their inner nature

To destroy transcendence there has to be laughter, Just as children leh
alone with the frightening beyond that 1s in themscelves are suddenly
aware of their mother's playtul gentleness and answer her with laughrer
in much the same way, as mv relaxed innocence percerves trembling as
play, 1 break out laughing illuminated. laughing 21l the more from having
wrembled

I's hard to speak of 1this strange and parncularly felicitous laughter. It
supports the nothingness that once was used as the miinite pedestal tor
the tiny figure of God ithe image of humanness| At cach moment my fear
snatches me out of myselt and out of my minor worries—and leaves me 1o
nothingness.

In this nothingness i which I exist iquestioning 1o the point of nausea,
o that cvery answen T get seems 1o push the vond thar much further out,
doubling the queshoning) T can make out nothing—and God as an answer
is as cmpty as the “nature” lound in crude matenalism. Nonetheless
I can't disavow the possibilities given to those who shape God into
an image. Because humanly, the experience of him exists, and we are
familiar with his stosics
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The time came when the audacity (or if you will, indiflerence) thar
represented me asked, *Couldn’t you too have a demenrted experience
like that and then laugh at it?" And 1 answered, “That can’t be: T don't
have fairh!™ In the silence in which T found myself crazily open to every
possibility, T remained perched on the void—and everything seemed
equally ridiculous, hideous, and pessible to me . . . At that instant T passed
beyond. Then and there 1 recognized God.

Being provoked by infinite laughter didn't make this any more
comiorable,

I ihrew myself at the feet ol that old ghost.

Ordinarily we have hur a paltry notion of such majesty: a disclosure of it
was made o me in full measure.

The shadows became an infinite black beard issuing frorm carth’s depths
and gory biood.

T laughed.

It was infimiely more ponderous

But my hghess procecded 1o deal with it effortlessly—giving back 1o
nothingness what is simply nothingness.

Outsice Ireedom. outside laughter itsell, there's nothing I laugh at more
divinely than God.




W want fo inherit all ancient morality, rot star! again, AN of etr activity o
only morality turning against the older forms.
— 188054

[ thought friends of mine had conlused their concern lor a desirable value
with contempt for the low. Value (or the object of moral longing) 1sn’t
something that can be anained. No one is 1o be seen as unworthy of love.
speaking as a malcontent, 1'm instinctively sympathetic. I no longer see
an ideal when confronted with decline. It is a sad thing and a sorry sight 1o
ser the collapse of most people, their heroic ardors and moral determin-
ation trning inte stifling narrowness. Often their stubborm inflexibility
indicates the fact of wavering (simpering Christians, bombastic activists)
what I like is only love-making, desire

In categorical condemnanons, when we call someone a “slime” while
overlooking the “sliminess” we don’t want to see in ourselves, the very
harshness of insensitivity for which we censured him s intensified by our
own meanness. It's the same with the police—socety approximates
procedures similar 1o those it condemns.

Complicity, first in the crirne itsell and then mognoring it, unites
humanity in the most infimate way possible

Union with another tuels unending hostlity. In the excesses of love-
making, I'tn driven not only 1o kill but to keep from fainting and falling
dewn at the prospect, If 1 could, 1'd tall shneking in despair. But rejecting
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despair. and continuing to live happily and playfully (withou a
motivation for this), T kwve in a tougher, truer way, to the extent thart life
is worth loving.

The chance belonging to lovers is lovers” luck: the evil {disequilibrium}
o which they're driven in kwvemaking compels them. They're endlessly
sentenced o destory the harmony between themselves and at night ro
begin combal. These maneuvers and wounds are the cost of their uniting,

Moral value 15 the object of our desire and what we die for. Tt's not
always an “object” (with a definite existence). Desire often is assodated
with an indefinite presence. God and a woman who is loved are parallel,
Contrasted to them would be nothingness and woman's nakedness
{irrespecnve of any particular womanj.

Logically. indctiniteness has a negative sign

I really hate complacent laughter, the diguish humer of the so-called
witty.

Nothing is less characteristic of me than bitter laughter,

Flaugh innocently and divinely, Idon‘t laugh when I'm depressed—and
when 1 do laugh, I'm having fun.

Embarrassed ar having laughed (with triends) at the orfimes of Dr,
Petion.* The laughter that in all likelihood has the summit as its object
arises from our not being conscious of i, Like the friends F mentioned, I'm
moved trom nameless horror to mindless laughter. Beyond laughter there
is death, desire {love), fainting, and the ecstasy associated with horror, a
horror wansfigured. In this beyond, lavghter stops. though 1 retain my
awarcness of it Atempts to continue with this and pry open the beyonid
would make laughter something “intended” and so ring false from lack of
simplicity. Spontaneous and unrestrained laughter opens on the worst,
preserving in the worst {death) a weightless fecling of wonder (at the
devil God, at blasphernies, or transcendence! The universe is humble, my
laughter is its innocencey.

Laughter blesses where God curses, Unlike God, humanity isn‘t
condemned w condemn. Laughter can be filled with wonder of that is

= A serial I'I'llll'Tll':'lﬂ' famous in Batailles day. Akin 1o Sweeney Todd, he'd use a
“periscope” frm the adfoining room o watch patients die horrible deaths, then
meh them down=—TRANS.




whart humanity wants it to be—it can be light and it wself can bless. Whar il
[ laugh at myself?

Petiot used 1o say to his patients jaccording to Q)
"I think you're anemic. You need calcium.”
He'd make them appointments for calcium treatments on rue Lesueur.
And what if [ said that the periscope used on rue Lesueur is the st ?
Horror and disgust would make me teel ke throwing up.
Can nearness 10 the summit be discomed in wrenching horror and
disgust?

Do only coarse and primitive types give in fo their compulsions to use
the periscope?

From the theological viewpoint the analogue of the periscope is
Calvary. With both, sivmers ger off on the resulis of crimes that they com
mitted. For believers, just the imagery is enough. However, this crime of
the crucifixion is their crime, and they assodate repentance with action
For them perversion ought to be equated with shifting consciousness
involuntary dissimulation of action, lack of manliness. flight.

Mot long before the war, 1 dreamed of being struck by lightning. Inside
me I felr a wrenching and 2 great terror. At the same time there was a
sense of something wonderful and transfiguring: [ was dying,

Today [ feel the same surge within me. If I wanted things to go my way
or needed moral assurances, [ would feel this joy was wrong-headed. But
the opposite is irue. And my intoxication comes from a not willing, from
not having any assurances. There is the feeling of freedom within me, And
if this surge s unto death. the pleasure doesn’t come from being [reed
from life. but contrarwise from being relieved of the worries that erode
lite fworries that link it with definite conceprions). Practically nothing—
only nothmgness—intoxicales me This intoxication bas as its condition
that I laugh, prmapallv. ar myseil,
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The greatest, most certain love doesn’t prevent you from being the butt
of infinite laughter. Such love can be likened w an utterly demented
music, o ecstatic lucidity.

My obsessive need to make love opens on death like a window on a
courtyard.

To the extent that lovernaking calls up death (like the comical ripping
apart of a painted stage set), it has the power o pull the clouds from the
sky. It's utterly easy! With the douds pulled away, [ sec: as il the workd's
nonmeaning were in complicity with me. its foundation appears free and
TPy,

In what way would the beloved differ from this empty freedom—or
from the infinite rransparency of something freed at last from a burden of
meaning?

Iry this annihilating freedom, giddiness is transformed into mprorous
calm,

The sirength that lovers have {or their movement toward freedom),
their viclence, their fears, their ever-present expedanen of making love,
their skittish intolerance, these all contribute (o dissolving them ine a
vizid.

The void frees me from what attaches me. In the void there 15 nowhere




1o stop, Creating the void ahead of me, 1 immediatcly sense the beloved
there—where there is nothing. Whar was 1 desperatcly in love with? A
glimpse, an open door.

A sudden impulse and an irrepressible need—these annihilare the
heaviness of the world.
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And how many new ideals are stll possible when you think abouy it! Here's one
¢ RROr ONE, oCaurTing to ame every five weeks or so i the course of wild, selitary
walks, during serene morments of alrost crivminal happiness. Te live life among
fragile and absurd things; to be unfamiliar with the real! Half artist, half bivd or
metaphysican. Not o say yes or ne 1o reality except maybe occasionally, testing it
with a foot, like a good darcer; o abways feel kissed with a ray of simlight and
happiness; to be fifled with joy and always feel stimulated, even by affliction,
sinee affliction upholds the happy man, and 1o see ever i the most sacred things
something comical. Such of course is the ideal of weighty monds, heavy with the
weight of tons on them—aguintessenitial sonds of heaviness.,

—March—tuly 1888

Woke up this merning in 2 good mood,
1I'm as blasphemous and cheerful as possible.

I don’t want 1o continue speaking of immer (or mysticaly experience
right now but impalerent. You might also say Zen, There's a kind of
lightheartedness in giving names to specific sors of experience, as if o
fleswwers,

Impalement differs from Zen. Somewhat. It's a ridiculous way of
behaving. In addition, it is difficult to define, Like Zen.

I was showing off—while on this subject—when [ said “torment.” |1
must have said it with enough weightiness, truthfulness, and passion w
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cause some misundersianding: bur the misunderstanding was necessary.,
just as the joke had 1o varn out 1o be true.)
Today I'm insisting by saying “impalerment.”

From the owser, waching impalement as a practice is ludicrous. It
implies the conviction that *1 am now going to teach impalement.”

However [ teach .

for a victim, impalement is the inaccessible summit. And isn’t that the
fundarnental truth?

A possibility of anemic jokes turns my stomach—and they won't be
lacking on the subject of impalement and Froust.

As soon as Proust’s teacup is taken for what it is—God's fall {rhe fall ot
iranscendence) into the ridicolous {into immediacy and immanence)—
rthait teacup becomes impalermeni.

The summit's double nature {horror and delight, anguish and costasy) is
depicted and brought out in stark contrasis in the two volumces of Time
Recaptured. On one hand are the hotrors of a squalid hotel. On the other.
muments of bliss.

The differing moments of bliss:

— the diffuse impersonal and objectless joy of yoga:

— lacerating raptures, irances that inhibit breath,

— and again, maore of the emptiness of night; which corvespond 1o the
untreibled mransparence of theepatine states,

In these incomprehensibly transparent states, the mind remains inert
and intensely lucid, free, The universe easily passes through the mind.
The objoct is imposed on it in a “psychologically incomprehensible fecling
of sumething that was here before, déja vu.”

As far as I'm concerned, “déja vu” (a leeling of being penetrable from
every direction, but also incomprehensibility) defines the theopathic stare.

The traces of divine obtrusiveness now vanish. How could it be
otherwise?

For the mystic (the believer), clearly, God evaporates, the mystic now
being God,
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AL HImes it was entertaining to think [ was God.

with theopathy it is different, Only this swate akes comedy to an
extrerne himit, since it is infinile evaporation, effortless freedom., the
reduction of everything to a moverment of collapse,

To give expression to my feelings regarding the state indicated by the
weord | ooined (“impalement”), 1 am writing the tollowing few lines that
ought to be regarded as the subject of meditation:

I call forth
an ohwed of allurerenr,

sparkiing, weightless
fiaime,

COMMNIF NG,

armithilating itself

ard so revealing the void,
the identity of allurement
rloxicalion

ared void,

I eall forth

the void

wdentical with flame.

the cancellation of the object
disclosing

inteaicating

iffuminating

[flame.

No practice can take you 1o the goal | . .
In every instance, [ think, only suttering (devastating, exhausting your
existence) opens such deep-seated wounds.

Such a condition of immanence delines blasphemy.

Ferfeat blasphemy negates nothingness (negates the power in nothing-
ness). Nothing retains any hold on me, neither transcendence nor 1ime o
come (waiting no longer exists),

Mot to speakl about God is to be afraid of him, is to still feel uncomfor-
able abour him {about his image or place in the interconnections of reality
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and language . . .). is 10 put off till later the examination of the empriness
he represents, put off shatwering it with laughter.

To laugh at God, before whom nultitudes trembled, requires simplicity,
it needs the guileless rancor of children. Awkwardness and sickness are
ruled our.

Impalement is laughter, but laughter so sharp it vanishes into thin air.
Once you bere through immensity 1o the other side, the tiniest musce’s
twitching, far from taking transparence to infinity, instead shatters it . ...
Fven the barely discernible smile on a Buddha would turn out awkwanrd
and heavy (a boring insistence on what's persenal). Only an insistence on
the leap, and a nimble lightness {the essence of autonomy and freedom),
give laughter s limitless dominion.

Likewise the transparence of two individuals is disturbed by their carnal
commingling.

I speak, obvicusly, of acute staies.

The ordinary state of atfairs is that I burst into laughter and 1. .

Ive been called “God's widower™ and “the grieving widower” . . .

This makes me laugh, The word flows and flows lrem my pen so that
there is an indination to think of this laughter as forced.

At one and the same time 'm entertained and depressed by that
misunderstanding.

My laughter is lighthearted.

I've said that at the age of twenty a tide of lavghter swept me away . . . 1
felt I was dancing in light. At the same time I surrendered to the joys of
free sensualily.

Seldom does the world so satistyingly laugh at someone who returns
the laughter.

I remember conliding then (as we got 1o the marketplace) thai the
siena cathedral made me laugh.

“You're crazy,” they exdaimed. “How could a persen laugh at
beaurny?l”

Nothing convinced them,

Bui 1 had laughed—boyishly happy on the square purside, looking up at
the cathedral that under the July sky darzled me
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I laughed ar my pleasure in living and my [talianate scnsuality—the
softest, most graceful I know of. And [ laughed to discover how much fun
life had with Christianity 1 this sun-blessed spot, changing the anemic
momnk to the princess of A Thousand and One Nights,

Surrounded by pink and black-and-white palaces, Siena cathedral is an
immernse, multicolored golden cake in dubious raste.




When all is said and done, T have more than one face, T don’t know which
is laughing ai which.

Lowve s so excessive a focling thar [ prop my head up in my hands,
Arising from the passions, this realm of dreams isnt fundamentally a
domain of lies. In the end the face is dispersed. In the place where the
fabric of things rips open—in the lacerating rip—nothing remains but a
person introduced into the fabric's texture.

Layers of dead leaves aren't steps ascending to a throne, and mughoar
hoots dispersc illusions of endhantment.,

Though still, what would correspond to the magnificence of the world
il ne one spoke to us and communicated a (ne doubt indecipherabke)
miessage: “As to this fate that befalls you, this fate you consider yours (the
fate of the human being you are) or that you consider the destiny of
existence generally (of the immensity you form part of), nothing allows
you to reduee it 1o the poverty of things that remain enly what they are
On the contrary, whenever a casual lie happens, or whenever something
is transtigured, don‘t you hear an appeal which must be answered? You
can't claim you wished for the jourmey, only thar you are it. And who
would challenge the utier distance, the extremity, the desirability of the
way? Desirability?! Am [ the measure of mysteries? . perceiving me, you
hadn’t chosen an unreachable goal, you wouldn't even have approached
the mystery!”

Of course night falls, but only 1o cxasperare this desire

or
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I hate lies {poctic nonsense). But the desire within us has never lied,
There's sickness in desire thar often makes us perceive some gap between
the ohject imagined and the real object. It's true, the beloved individual
difters from the conception I have of that individual. What's worse: to
identify the real with the object of desire, it seems, presupposes extra-
ordinary luck,

Contrary to which is the obvious splendor of a universe that reverses
the idea we have of this chance. If mothirg fr ws veils the celestial glovies, we
are worthy of infinite love. The beloved doesn't emerge from prosaic reality
like a miracle from a series of defined facts. The chance ransfiguring this
beloved is enly the absence of unhappiness. The universe acting within us
denies itself in commonly occurring unhappiness (a dreary existence), but
alfirmos itself with the chosen few.

Compared 1o the person I love, the universe scems poor and empty.
This universe isn't "risked” since it's not “perishable.”

But the beloved is the “beloved” for only a single person.

Carnal love, because not “sheltered from thieves™ or vicissitudes. is
greater than divine love,

It “risks™ me and the gne T love,

God by definition isn™t risked.

However far the lovers of God go with their passion, they conceive of it
as outside the play of rigk, as beyond grace (in the happiness of the elect).

And it's true of course that a woman's lover can't give up (he's com-
pelled o abolish tormenting absence) till at last be has her beneath his
roof in his possession. The truth is that, for the most part, love is extin-
guished in atternpis to elude its nature: which has 1o risk love again and

again. ..

Is there anyone who can't comprehend the fact that happiness is the
most demanding test of all for lovers? All the same, voluntarily
rencundng it would be an artifice, would make love overly sophisticated,
something intended, cunning. contrived (I think of lovers as willfully
maintaining their difficult conditions). There remains, however small it
be, a chance of going beyond, of exhausting happiness.

Chance, in French, has the same origin (cadentia in Lating as échéonce
(“deadline”). Chance &chedl, that is, it turps oul to be the case. Or ir just
talls, tombe {like good luck or bad, originally). It is the randomness of dice
as they fall.

Hence the whimsical idea that 1 am suggesting Hyperchristianicy!




B ——

In that popular netion, it isnt humanity that falls and becomes
separated from God—though God himself does (or w put it differently,
the totality).

God here does not involve “less than his idea implies * In fact the
opposite, mare, Bul the “more” is cancelled out insofar as it is God—
because God's essence is o be continuously “risked,” or be “put into risk
situations.” In the end humankind remains alone.

To put this in a joking way—humankind s geweralized iearnanon!

SUll, in the tall of universality inte humankimd, certain obnoxious
pretenses at risk taking, such as with Jesus. no lomger apply. (God only
scerns to refinguish Jesus). The surrender involved in risk taking i
roal.

What I love in the person [ love—io the peint of wanting 1o die from
this love—isn’T some individuated existence but the universal aspect of
that person. Although this aspect i« what risks itself, risks me

At the popular level of these ideas, God hirnself is an individual and not
a totality {Geond isn’t me), although risk taking isnt applicable 1o the
ammals {they are by ithemselves).

How ponderous and grandilogquent that being is- compared to beings
thet fall tinte the “teacup™) of a human being.

Ponderousness is the price paid by impatence, by o search [op
securily.

T speak about the absohue: an dgnoble phrase, ap inhuman
rertm!
sumething you would imagine ghosis longing for,

I don’t intend o make a deity out of anyone, And [ lavgh when God
[alls from banality inte the precariousness of incomprehensibiliny,

A woman has her handkerdhiefs. ber bed, her stockings. She thinks of
guing back to the house or 1o the woods lor a moment. Nothing changes if
[ perceive her existence as transparency. as a gamble, or in fact as chance,
Her truth isn’t above her. But like the "teacup,” 1 reach her only in the
few moments of chance. She iy a voice 1in which the world answers
me. Although—unless I'm infiniely atentive, and unless there's a
ransparence associated with the excesses that drain off sulfering—T
wouldn't understand a thing.
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In carnal love we ought to love excesses ol suffering. Without them no
risk would exist. In divine love the limitation of suffering is given in divine

perfection.

I love irreligiousness, the disrespect involved in sk taking and
gambling.

In risk taking, 1 sometimes push my luck so far that I lose even anguish
as a possibility. Anguish in this case would be withdrawal from risk, Love
is my necessity. I'm impelled to drift into happiness, sensing chance there.
First rapturously 1o win—then laceratingly to let go of the winnings—in a
game that exhausis me.

To encourage bitterness in those last words—words of rencwed
anguish—would be 1o avoid taking nsks.

I can’t take risks without this anguish of feeling suspended, Bui 1o take
risks means to overcome anguish,

I'm afraid this apology will only encourage loolishness and banal
rhetoric. Love is simple, uncomplicated.

My wish is that in any love of the unknown (and ne matter what its
personal sources in me may be, it arises from mystical traditions) we can,
by ousting transcendence, attain such great simplicity as o relate that love
to an earthly love, echoing it to infinity.
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What finaily remains unknown is at one and the same time what 1 recog-
nize: mysell, suspended at the momem of certitude. Mysell, in the
appearance of a person I am in love with, the sound of a spoon siriking a
bowl, of the void,

Right away, the beloved gets sirangely confused with me. Moreover—
once seen this beloved becomes incomprehensible. All the pursuing, find-
ing. and embracding of the person with whom I'm in love, what good does
any of it do? 1 suspected it all along . . . But without first drowning my
anguish in sensuality, how could 1 have endurcd these torments of desire™

Pain Hows from the beloved s obstructions of that love. The beloved
turns aside-—is different [room me.

But without this difference, this abyss sy recogrution of this beloved
woridd have beew i vaip. Jdentity still remains in effect. Only when our
responsc o desire remains incomprehensible is that response true, A
response that is understood destroys desire. These limits define desire
{define us). We are to the degree that we risk ourselves. If the risk ceases
if 1 withdraw some aspect 1o keep it from changing, the resulting regular-
ity will be misleading: 'll pass from 1he tragic 1o the ddiculous

Essentially all beings are only one.
They repel each other at 1he same time that they are one. And in this
movement (their essence), fundamental identity is annulied.
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An awarencss of déja wvu signifies the sudden and short-lived
suspension of a basic movement of repulsion.

Repulsion in us, onee a thing comes 1o be, is the stable aspect.

The stable aspect of isnlation is disequilibrium and is thus like every
cther stare,

Our desire defines our luck: it is transparency or the place where
opacity is resolved. (Physical beauty is wransparen if passive, while an
achive ugliness in males creates transparency by reversing it.)

Transparency isn’t the abolition of individual isolation but transcends i
It 15 not a stare of theoretical or fundamental unity, but a chance that
ooours in risk.

Chance commingles with a teeling of déja vu.

Not pure wafied berg but one that is separared is its object. a separaied
being that owes to chance alone {to itself occurring as a separate being)
the power it has o deny separation. But this negation assumes the
encounter with a beloved. 1Ir's effectjive only when one person is in the
presence of another, supposing in that other the same chance—and in a
sense heightening the separanon. suspending it solely for the person you
choose.

The individual chosen in that elecuon surpasses the imiverse—the glory
of which would be only the splendor of unified being and would be
without randomness, But chance belonging to the beloved (what it is)
assurnes love. To sav of the person I fail in love with that this individual
actually differs trom whatever is given o her or him by love wonld reveal
a common defect in judgments made abour people. The beloved person
exists i this love. To exist for a single person, for a crowd, tor so many
“boyiriends” or “girlfriends”: each of these existences s a dillerent reality,
though each is equally real, Love, crowds, soaal relanons, these are ail
differing realitics upon which our existence depends.

In love, chance is first sought out by the lover in the beloved. Though
chance is also given as the two meet, [n a sense the love uniting them
celebrates a return 1o being. It posscsses at the same time, though 1o a
supreme degree, the opposite characteristic of being suspended. in auton-
ormy, in the surpassing of risk.
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1 lnathe monks.

For me, turning away from the world, from chance, from the truth of
bodies is shametul.

N greater sin exists.

Happiness, remembering the night of drinking and dancing. danding by
myself like a peasant, a taun, with couples all around me.

Alone? Actually: There we were dancing face to face in a potlaich of
absurdity, the philosopher—Sarntre—and me.

1 remember whirling about, dancing.

Jumping, stomping down the woonden floor,

Acting rebellious and crazy—Ilike a fool.

For me, there's a connection between this dance, with Sartre opposite
me. and a painting 1 recall (Picasso’s Demorselles d° Avigion). The third
character was a store-window dummy made oul of a horses skull and a
flowing, striped yellow and mauve dressing gown. A grimly medieval
canopicd bed presiding over the fun

Five months ot pightmare ended in a carnival,

What a surpnsc—raternizing like that with Sartre and Camus (T'm
talking like a schoolboy)

On the other hand the relationship 1 see with Zen monks doesn’t really
encourage me cither (they do not dance. drink. or. . vou know what),

I a sodely ol lighthearted free thinking, trusting Zen might be
premature, The most altractive Zen monks were chaste.
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To what extent i morality ‘s self-destruiction itself a sign of ongoing strength? We
Eurcpeans have within us the bood of those whe died for their faith; we've taken
morality terribly seriously: there is nothing we haven 't sqerificed for is. On the
other hand, our intellectual refinement is die princapally to e vivisedion of our
conscierce. We still don 't know where we'll have to go leaving this ancient
terrifory. But this soil, having communicated a strength to us, now aimlessly
prshes ws toweard shoveless dimes that remain as yet unexploited and
undiseovered; we have no dioice, and we ve forced to be conguerors becawse we pio
longer have a cowmtry we warl 1o remain in. A secrel confidence impels us,
confidence stronger thaw our negations. Our very strength deesn't allow us o stay
on this ancient soil: we"ll take a charce, start risking ourselves, the world s still full
of treastires, and 1t's better to perish than becarme weak and vidous. Chir very vigor
drives ws to Figh seat where all siom gntil now have sef; we know that there's a
new world

— | AR 556




I am acting 0 such a way that the moment 1 yearn for. the one [ await in
tears—so to speak—escapes me now. For this reason [ go beyond my
means. No traces remain in my memory—or few enocugh. T do not write
this in disappointment or anger, but like a drawn arrow, sure of reaching
the target.

Whar 1 am saying here can be undersioed—provided that you are
possessed of purity so true it can't be lived.

Infinite misunderstanding. Whan 1 love—what makes me ory out like a
lark with joy to the sun—this forces me to speak it out in melancholy
wiords.

)



Going back—1 copy out clder sections of this dary dating from ever a year ago.
In Janwary 1943 {arriving af Vézelay) for the first time I described the chance |
speak of—

What bothers me 15 thinking and thinking—without letup—abour all
possibility. The Tuture considered weighty and ponderous, But:

Writhing in anguish. however clever I am at bringing up doubts, doubis
on anything that would apply {especially the necessity for having
rescurces, this being connected to the pathos of the Phenomenclogy of
Mmmad—ol the class struggle: T would eat if .. at the stact of 1943, the
pathos of events comes to my aid—espeaally events still to corme),
nothing would allow me o be untrue to my heart deep in this heart of
mine, a lightness, surge)

No one's more lacerated than 1 am. seeing. understanding. Sensing
infiruty as I do. making no exceptions, relating this anguish of mine to the
rights of the poor, to their anger, 1o their rage. How could T not ascribe all
powers 1o poverty ? Even though poverty could not arush the danang in
my hear, the laughter nsing frotn the depths of despair

Hegelian Diglectic. Today. Derween two points, it is impossible for me not
1o be a hyphen, a leap, lor an instant resting on nothing,

The leap won out on all counis, Siendhal gaily subverted his resources
ithe society that was the basis of these resources). Then comes a tme o
settle the soore.

In the process the human figures you see in the air between the two
poinits are crossed oul—they aren’t there now.



Two  descriptions  confradict each other. 1| desaribed  mysell in
the first paragraph as free trom the anguish of having 1w setile the
SCOTE.

T spell this out lunher—

Leaping is life, Settling the score js death.

And if lnstory stops, T dic.

Or,

Beyond scttling the score, is there some new kind of leap? I history is
over, is there a leap outside of time as T keep on shouting “Time 15 out of
joant”

hir a state of extreme anguish—and then deasively—I wrote the follovang
POERE:

Owt of vy rerinsed
showting what is
this hopelessress

m my heart
the dead mowse
hadden

the miotise dead
Hirted dovwn

and in my hand the werld is dead
the old candle blown out
as [ go upstarrs v bed

the illness the deatl of this world
1w this illness
{ am the deatlr of this workd.

The stlence in piy heart

with winds blowing vielenitly

my fread throbbing with deaih

and a star a Mlack grave

wmisiae wy not-yel-toppled-over skeletox
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Black

quitet 1 imvade the sky

nry black mouth

is am arm

the Blackness of

writisig ot q wall

i black flanes

erpny winds from a grave
whistling alwwr my head.

Dewmnented silevioe as 1

it one foot afier the other
the silerce of @ guip

taking in heavery and carth

defirtous heaven
F'mt gotng crazy

1 puash the world

off covrse

arred 1 clie

I forget abowt it I bury it
w1 the grave of my bowes.,

nofwody i howe
in these Jolly Roger eves
of mine.

Hope

o ey Focking horse
int the dark a giane
that’s wne the giant
on a recking horse,

Starry sky

wy sister

aocwrsed species husmankind
star you're death

oh cold cold light




loveliness like lightiing

the htiman species gone af last
I drain off their memories

a forsaken sumn

MAPES Ol BT HERIE

I car see this star

its freezing silence

Frowds wolfishly

o iy back [ falling dowwn
ontte the carth

killing me

F know you, oh earth.

2 the dice throws
frows the betiom of the grave
by the fingers of the cunrtng gt

dice fike birds of the sun
feaps of drunken larks
I go forth an arrow
shooting out

aof the wight

oft transparency of bones
my heart driind with sunbight
is the shaft of night

g1




I'm ashamed of myself. There’s something soft about me, easily swayed
- .. I'm not young any more.

A few years agn 1 was tough, filled with bravado, with a take-charge
attinde. It seems that’s nver with and was shallow, perhaps, Back then
there wasn't that much risk in action and affirmation!

My abiliry to bounce back seems gone for pood:

war crushes my hopes (nothing functions outside the political systems);
illmess is wasting me away;

unrelenting anguish ends up playing havoce with my nerves (1 can’t
regard this development as a weakness);

at a moral level 1 teel reduced wo silence {the summit can’t be asserted—
no one can speak in jis name).

What counters this 15 a consdousness that's sure of itselt. It any chance
ol acion exasts, I'll nsk i—mnot as an andillary risk. bur as a risk of my life
Even if I'm older, sick, and [evenish, it's not in my nature to simply sit by
and do nothing. 1 can’t keep endlessly accepting this infinitely monstrous
sterility which fatigue bnngs to my life.

{Under my present living conditions, the shghtest lapse of awareness
brings on giddiness. A1 5 am I'm cold. my heart sinks. what is there 1o do
but sleep?)

As tor the subject of life and death: somctimes I bitterly eye the worst, 1




stake my bet, helplessty slip into horror. 1 know all is lost. And 1kpow that
dawn, a potential illuminator. will cast iis lighr on a dead man.

Inside me everything laughs blindly at life. Bunyant like a child: walk-
ing through life, carrying it

I hear the rain [alling.

My depressed state, the threars of death, some kind of destructive fear
that also shows the way o the surnmit—all these whirl in me, baunting
and choking me . . . But [ am—we arc—going i g0 o
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I'surprise myselt by talling mto anguish . . . But stillt

[ never stap taking risks—this is the condition for the intoxication of
heart.

Which indeed is a confrontauon with the sickening depths in things. To
risk is 1o touch lite's limit. go as far as you can. live on the edge of gaping
nothingness!

Free and choosing freedom, the tree spint chooses between asceticisim
and risk. Asceticism is the risk wnplied in adverse chance—it's the
negation of that risk. it's the risk reversed. To be sure, asceticism is
renunciation and withdrawal from risk. Although withdrawal is itsclf risk

In the same way, risk is kind of a remundation. The sum risked by real
gamblers is lost as a type of “resource,” not 1o be gambled again. It you lose
this sum, there’s nothing more to say, But in winning, if gain is added,
further stakes 1o be gambled are created, and that remains the sole possi-
biliry. “Money burns a hole in my pocket” when 1 gamble. Exoted by the
betting, 1 dedicate myself 1o gambling. (To play from formula or math-
ematical speculations is the opposite of gambling as a calculus of chance
probabilities. )

In the same way——as desire se1s me on fire, lnloxicating me. as my
pursuit of the object of my desire becomes a risk—deep inside me 1 utterly
lose hope. Like the winnings of a gambler, sexual possession prolongs
desire—or extinguishes it “From now on FI get no rest!”

The holiness of the romanticism of gambling, unlike that of asceticism,
makes monks and abstainers tepid,
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*Failure should be honored becawse it is failure. .. " Thus does Nicrrsche
speak on the subjeci of remorse in Ecoe Howmio

what s odd in Nicrzsche's doctrines is thar thev can not be followed
Ahead of you are unfocused, ar rimes dazzling radiances, Though the way
to them remains uniraceable.

Nietzsche the propher of new paths? But superman and etersal retirn are
empty as morives of exciternent or action. are inadequate compared 1o
Christian and Buddhist motives. The will to power 1510 fact a palory subject
for consideration. Having it is one thing—but this doesn’t mean vou
should give it your attention

What Mietzsche perceived was the falseness of preachers telling us 1o do
this or that, using language o depct evil, exhoring us to struggle. "My
expericnce,” he says | Eare Homel. “knows nothing about "willing,” “workeng
ambitiously,” keeping in nund some "goal” or reahizing some desire.” What
could be more contrary 1o the propaganda ot Christians and Buddhsts?

Comparcd to Zarathustra, Jesus and Buddha lock slavish. They had
“samething they bad to do” in the world, and their tasks might even be
called overpowering. They were only "wise, “knowing,” or "Saviore
Zarathustra {Nietzsche) is more: he is a seducer, laughing at the tasks he
underntook.

Imagine a friend of Zarathustra’s showing up 21 the monastery and
being refused, sitting at the entry gate, awaiting acceptance (all in gooo
time) from authoritics. Now, the issoe is not just one of being hurmble
lowermg one’s head, not laughing. Buddhists and Christians are united in
taking with great seriousness whatever they commence—and no matrel
how strong their desires they vow o stop knowing women! fesus and
Buddha had *something they had 1o do” in e world: they assigned then
disciples an arid and chhgatory task.

In the end. the only knowledge Zarathustra s studentss gain 15 1o
repudiate their master. For it s said 10 them they should hate him and
*raise their hand against his crown.” For the follower, the danger isn't the
prophet’s admonition 1o “live dangerously” bur not having “something o
do” in this world.

You have o decide. Either you do not believe in what you can do
{what you acrually can do. but without faith). Or you are not the student
of Zarathustra—whao allots no tasks

In a cafc where 1 go to have dinner—overheanng the [ollowing
domestic squabble. Outside, the boas, a silly young husband, complaining
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abour his wife: “Why does she have o pout like that?” Inside, the wife,
serving customers, her face knit in a tense smile,

Everywhere the confiict of things explodes. But isn't this somcthing we
desire? Even the conflict between K and me: opening inside me like a
wound, it's a never-ending flight robbing me of life, leavang me like
someone falling on some unseen step. And despite my lears, this s what 1
want. When K suddenly sweeps in, staring with nonchalant stares—at
times I'm aware of burning complicity within me. Likewise today. Though
perhaps on the verge of nervous breakdown, 1 still can’t deny a subdued
desire for, and expecaon of, 1the ordeals that (irrespective of their
resulis) I know arc coming.

I pussessed within me musical resources o communicate my feelings,
what would eventuate would be a (quite probably fecbley explosion—an
explosion that, at one and the same time, would be both a languorous
demented wave of sound and the expression of wild joy—a joy so
untamed, however, thar listening to it there would be no way of knowing
it it came from my laughing or dying.




Suddenly the time has come. Difficulties, bad luck, greart if disappoinnng
enthusiasms—to which should be added threatening trials. 1 vaallate
And if it develops that 1 will have 1o remain alone—how, in than case, 1o
go on with my lfc . . . Edon’t know,

Or rather [ do know [ will stick it out 1 will not 1ake my failings that
serioushy. 1 will go on as before. Though ar present I'm a bundle of nerves.
In a bad way from drinking. Unhappy at being alone and waiting. Trials
becoming unbearable, not because they ave the elfect of some misforiune
but because they stem only from disappearing chance.

(Chance—so Iragile and always posing risks—fascinates, exhausts
e, b

'l get a grip on it, I'll go on with my lite {1 have alrcady begun)—and
the condition required for this is acion! I'm being very carcltul about my
waords now—as if the etfont mvolved might be worrth ir.

Provided thai [am able 1o act’

As well as have “something o do™

How else 10 ger a grip on and endure the empriness. the feelings of
pointlessness, the unappeasable desires? And what exactly would there be
to dio, if nor write this write this book? Wheren Uve mold of deap-
pointment (despain arising rom no having “something o do™ in this
waorld.

But at the very bottom of failure ja buoyam failure, 's true), there s
something ! vaguely discern.

[ have a goal in this world that impels me o act

It can't be defined.
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I imagine an ardeous path marked by twribulation. and on it gleaming
chance never forsakes me. 1 picture the inevitable, all the evenes sl 1o
cOme,

From laccrabon or nausea, my knees weak even at the last moment,
'l take a chance on .

The chance that's my lot, that tirelessly renews stselt. the chance that
day by day went on before me

like o Werald before a knight
The chance that nothing can limit, that 1 evoke when 1 write of

nuself like an arrow
shooting out in the night

the chance connecting me to someone [ love, for betrer or for worse
This chance needs o be gambled away, risked in its entirety.

And it by chance you se¢ a chance beside me, take it
It's your chance. not mine.

No more than L can you grasp this chance.

You "Il know nothung about it, theugh you take a chanee on it,
In fact who sees it without gambling?

You, whoever you are. reading me—take your own chance.

As 1do. with all deliberation. Just as. ar the moment of writing, I gamble
with vou.

This chance isn't vours or mipe. It belongs to all humanity, 0 human
hght.

And has it cver belore possessed such brilliance as the night now
confers on it?

No one except K and M (if even K and M, for that matter) can know the
significance of these verses (or the previous lines);

the dice of sun-birds

{On another level they're also empty of meaning. )

= el TE



I gamble at the edge of a pit so great only depths of dreams, only
wightmares of dying, can define i
In faci risk is first of all a refusal 10 1ake anything seriously. And

dying . .

Individual assertion, compared to risk or chance, seems emply and

INopporiine.
Ir's a shame o limit something essentially uvnlimited—chance and

[t's possible for me o think that K or X can’t gamble without me (the
converse 15 true, 1 could not gaeble without K or X). That docsn’t mean
anything definite {unless “taking your chances”™ s "discovering who you
are”; “discovering the person that you are” is “finding the chances that
you were”; “lthe chances that you were” is reached only “in gambling”).

So that now .. .7

If I define the type of person who is worthy of love, 1 only halfheartedly
desire 1o be understood.

Definition betrays desire. Iis aim is the maccessible summit. Bur the
summit eludes any attempl o think about it I0s wihar 5, Never whal
should be.

Once assigned o a particular place, the sumumil is reduced 1o individual
convenience. It bears on the person’s interest. Which, in religion, is
salvation. OF mysclf or others.

Twerr of Nietzsche's definitions:

1) “an ELEwaTED STATE 0F soui—It Seems t0 me that people generally do

not believe in elevated states of soul, unless momentarily or al bes
over short periods of tdme—making exception for those few
individuals who from experience know these elevated feelings in
duration, Bur w be a person with a single elevated feeling, the
incarnation of some unique, greart state of soul--that, till now, has
been just a dream and delightful possibility, because history still
hasn't given us clear cxamples of this. Nonetheless, the possibility
exists that history still will bring such beings into existence. Who will
occur as the favorable series of conditions is created and derermined,
a stries which at present even the most favorable luck can't bring
about. And with such future souls, as it may be, the exceptional
state, that from time to time takes hold of us as we tremble, will be
precisely the normal condition; a continual shunting back and forth

B9
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between high and low. a feeling of heights and depths, of ceaselessly
mounting steps and soaring above douds.” {Gay Scierce)

2) "Souls with the greatest range, that po deepest,
the largest souls, those that can run, amble, wander inte the furthest
reaches of themselves,
the most necessary souls, as they are hurled pleasureably 1oward
chance,
souls that are and want to enter becoming, souls having will and
desire, and wanting to hurtle into those states,
souls cscaping themselves and making their way back to themselves
around the greatest circuits,
the wisest souls, to whose hearts derangement speaks with utmost
gentleness,
souls which are the most in love with themselves and within
which all things have their rise and fall, their flux and reflux.”
(Zarathustra)

The tactual existence of these souls can’t be denied withou sufficient
reason

They are different from  mystics because of their risking and
gambling, because they are not the resull of calculation that plots
CULCHTTES,

What docs it mean that earlier 1 provoked K like thar?

Bur it’s not something 1 can help!

For met's actual truth.

“You're like a part of me, a piece of living flesh. If you fail your own
exaltedness, | get uncasy, In another sense it's a relicf. But i we fail each
other, this has to take place along a spectrum (we can, we must diverge
from each other, although only if—going the limit without any
calculation—we risk and gamble ourscives). I know there’s no such thing
as ebligation n this world, yet inside me, T cannoet repress the awarcness of
my uncasiness, derived from tear of risk. of gambling ., ©

The bottom line is: Anyone and everyone is part of me.

Fortunatcly, we vsually don't nonce this

Eut lovemaking brings out this rruth.

Within me, only a faltering 1s lefr. only a burning ardor, only living and
dying—becavse of my hope.




For those I'm attached to, I'm a provocation. 1 can't stand secing 1hem
forget the chance they would be if they ook risks.

Senseless hopes excite me.
Belore me I see a swort of flame, a flame that is me. that kindles me

“I'd like to bring harm on those T illuminate

Incapable of doing anything—1 survive—in laceration. aAnd with my
eyes, | follow a shimmering light that turns me ito its plaything.

“If we're at all superstitious, it’s hard not v have the teeling of being
only an incamation, a megaphone or medivm, for higher powers The
idea of revelation—il by that you understand a sudden apprarance of
sormething making you see and hear it with sharpness and inexpressible
precision. overwhelming everything within you, overcoming you in your
inherrnost being—this idea of revelation corresponds 1o a specific facr,
There is such a thing as hearing without searching: as taking without
inquiring as 10 who might be giving: and thought {lashes forth like
lightming. impoesed as a necessitv under a defimtive form: [ have never
had 1o choose. With such rapiures. our oo weary souls ease themselves
sometimes in a torrent of tears: mechanically we begin, and we speed up
or slow down without realizing itz in such eostasies we're ravished from
ourselves. and hundreds of deboate teelings crisscross. penetrating us
dowvn o our Loes; in this abyss of feliaty, horror and extrerpe suffering
never appear as contraries of. but as results of. the ghmmerings of such
happiness, and as a hue that would necessarily suftuse the bottom of this
ocean of light . . .7 (Foe Homo)

I can't imagme a “higher power.” In s simplicity 1 see chance as
unendurable, benevolent, and ardent . ..

And without it, a person would be what he or she s,

What must be intuited in shadows belore us—the enchanting appeal of
sorme milky beyornd, the certainty of a lake ot delighis.
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CQuestioning that takes place in tailure requires an immediate response. 1
have to live rather than continue to know, Questioning that desires
knowledge (detined as torment) supposes putting aside real concerns: it
accurs as life is suspended.

I can now easily see what (more or less) turns each ol us away from
possibibity. Or. if you will. what turns us from ourselves.

Possibility m fact 1s simply chance—chance that can't be grasped with-
out danger, since that would be the equivalent of acoepting lite as life-
lessness and taking as something dangerous the truth of life that 1s chance.
Chance invaelves rivalry and brazenness, Hence, our hatred of sublimity,
our decp-rooted assertion of the guondian, our lears of the ridiculous
{iransitory feelings, stymieing us, that we are afraid 1o let ourselves havel,
A false, vague, devious attitude, balking at mmpropricty, even shunning
the signs of life that generally charactenze manliness (maturity and
particularly conversationst, can be regarded as the panicked fear of charnee
and nsk, the tear of hurnan possibility—aof all we dairm te love in human-
my and understand as the occorrence of chamee amd reject when
we assummie false, impervious attitudes—all thar we understand as chance
risking itself. disequilibrium, intoxication, dementia,

That"s the sitvation. Each of us involved in killing the humanness inside
us, Tadive life and demand it, and to make hife echo resoundingly, thwarts
our own interests. To say to those around you, *Take a good look at
yourselves—bleary-eyed, bent over. ever holding back, lackluster,
accepting infinities of boredom, lacking pride—that is what you do with
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ility; as you read you express admiration, but within and arournd
you kill whatever you claim you like {what you like only when it is
and gone and not actively a temptation Lo you), you love possibility
in books but I read in your eyes a hatred for chance .. ."—o speak that
way would be ridiculous and would go against the current for no purposc.
ranting and raving. Love that asks tor chance—thar desires to be loved—
also asks us o0 love the inability to love chance, which is in what chance

rejects.

I don't in the least hate God—1 know nothing at all abow him., T God
was whalt they say, he would be charcre. To me, it's as much of a cheap trick
1o transform chance into God as the opposite would be for a churchgoer.
God can't be chance—since he’s everything, But chance, as it comes o be is
endlessly risk, has no knowledge of itsclf insofar as it comes 1o be, and so
rejects itself in this coming to be (irs warfare itsell), wants as much to love
and be lowed as churchgoers believe is the casc with God. Or betrer:
compared o the urgencles ol chance, God's necessities are child’s play!
For chance raises us up o heights only to hurl us down; finally, we can
hope for enly one grace—that chance will ragically destroy us and noy ler
us die in our lethargy.

wWhen pious falsifiers set up divine love against creature love, they pit
chance apainst God and oppose what occurs {what is being risked) 1o the
crushing totality of a world that already has oocurred.

CREATURE LOWE 1% AWAYS THE SIGN OF AND PATH TOWARD AN INFAMNITELY TRUTH
MNFINITELY MORE LACFRATING INFIMITELY PURER LOVE THAN THE povine tove, (To the
extent of being a developed figure, Godd is envisaged as simply the
feundation of mert, 1the substitution of guarantees for chance.)

For those whao grasp what chance is, the idea of God seerms insipid and
suspicious, like being crippled.

To endow God, whao is everything, with the attributes of chance(!): this
slippery aberration intellectually and psvehologically supposes a crushing
of cur creaturehood (a creature is hurnan chance).
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I write sitting on a wharl. legs propped up on ship's hallast. I'm waiting. I
hate waiting. Not much hope of getting there on time. This tension . ., so
ridiculously . . . in conflict with desires o live! I'm saying that about these
downeast thoughts of happiness in the middle of a despondent crowd thar
15 waiting—in the shadowy half-light—for day's end.

Got there on tme. After three miles through the forest ar night, Woke
up K. chucking fistfuls of little pebbles against her window. Exhausted.

Paris dull and sluggish atter the bombings. Occasional relief, though.
Turning to go, S repeated something funny that the building manager told
him, “It’s a sotry sight, you know. secing still-living corpses pulled ourt
atter the air raids—a capital delense?™

Fromm an account of torture in the newspaper (Petit Paresicn, 41275 =,
eyes pouged out, ears, fingernails cpped oft, head bashed in from numer-
ots blows with a log, tongue sliced in two with tongs . .* As a child, the
notion of torture made Tite miserable for me. Even now [ can’t say how 1]l
be able o stand it . .. The earth revolving in its skies . . . Today, every-
where, the earth a carpet of flowers—lilacs, wisteria, iris. But the war
drones on: hundreds of planes filling the night, sounding like Hies .

sensuality is nothing without an equivocal shifti—in which suddenly
there is this glimpse of a demented “goo” that. alihough normally escap-
ing us, suddenly seems anainable. The “goo” still gets away. But in the
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brief glirnpse our hearts beat with deranged hopes. IU's such hopes as these
that, jurnbled all wgether and pushing furward, finally allow the surging
ferth of . .. Often, a deranged beyond lacerates us while we're apparently
bent on lasciviousncss

This 1s because a “beyond” begins with a feeling of nakedness, Asexual
nakedness 1s simply stupor 1aken e the limit. Bur as it awakens us e
an awareness of physical touch ouch of bodies, hands, maoist lips}. it'e
gentle, animal, and sacred .

since. once naked. we each open to more than what we are, and for the
first time we obliterate ourselves in the absence of animal Iimits. We
obliterate ourselves, spreading vur legs, our legs opening as widely as
possible, 10 what no longer is us but is something impersonal—a swampy
exastence of the flesh.

The communication of wo individuals vecurs when they lose them-
selves in sweet, shared slime

Irmmense stretches of turest, wild-looking heights.

I lack imagination. Carnage conilagration, horror, that's what's ln
store, apparently, in the weeks 1o come. When I'm walking through
woods, over the hills, [ can't imagine it all going up in llames. Although
it'd carch like straw.

Yesterday from quite far off—the smoke from some sort of fire—in the
direction of A.

Meanwhile I'm numbering these most recent days as among the best in
my life, So many flowers everywhere. The light unbelievably lovely. And
far up in the sunlight—a profusion of oak leaves!

The idea of the sovereignty of desire and anguish {or fear) isn't s0 casy
for us to understand. In fact desire lies hidden, And naturally, anguish is
silent it affirms nothing). If a person thinks of ondinary sovereignty
anguish and desire seem dangerous. If a person thinks of anguish and
desire, what connection would there be to sovereignty?

Can sovereignty mean something else? Over and above that? 1 mean—
given the fact that it exerdises no dormninion over anything, is misunder
stoud in our confronting of existence, and is even concealed. having only
sornething comical and shameful 1o it?

Bur still, Il describe this kind of autenomy—the auvionomy of
moments of distress or delight (ecstasy or physical pleasurel—as the type

o5
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of avtonomy least open o doubi. Sexual pleasure {concealing itsell and
provoking laughier) comes cosest 1o the essence of majesty  Likewise
chespair.

Bul neither the desperado nor the sensualist can know whal majesty
they have, Once known, it's losi. Human autonomy necessarily escapes
oar being able to perceive it (it would be servile if it openly declared irseif).
True sovereignty so conscientiously effects a mortal destruction of itself
that it can’t, even for a moment, pose this mortal self-destruction as a real
Question.

"No men around bere. T'm gonna go and hnd one” {an Amencan
woman). Saying that requires more virtue than retusing temptation.

When drinking, i's natural o flow into the nexl person. Stngimness
becomes a vice, the demonstration of poverly {dossicationd. If 1t weren't
for the power that men have, their power to cast a cloud on things, poisen
things, go bitter, term rancorous, boring, and small-mmded, what excuse
would there be tor femnale caution? Work. anxieties, and immense love

the best and worst.

Beautitul su nny day-—the summer almost here. Enough sun, heat, and
flowers, bodies open up . . .

Mietzsche's weakness, He cniiczes from the standpoint of a moving
valuc. whose origin and end he—obviously—doesn’t grasp.

To grasp an isolated possibility that has a private end, one that’s an end
to tself. iwnct this essentially to risk, or to gamble?

So maybe the interesting aspect of this has to do with the aspeot of nisk
rather than the end chosern.

what if. strictly speaking, this procedure lacked an end? Risk would
rnark our values just the same

The supermtan or Borgia side of things is limied and vainly defined in
relation to possibilities whose essence is a going beyond self.

{This is no way detraces anything tromm the pell-mell rush, the roaring
wind that upscts all old certainties. )

Tonight—physically played out, feeling srange and upser. Always
waiting . . Certainly this isn’t the nght time for any self-exammnation.
But why fight this? Against all inclination and out of fatigue, from
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55, questioming mysell, in my presemt state of suspension where
and everything is posed as a question-—under such condimons,

only fear concerning thar distant possibility is whether I'm capable of
ing the limit. What does failure mean if, nonetheless, it is so casily
? In every way I'll be a failure—attributing to my weakness the
results.

Lkeep at it. The calm returns ai last, and [ ger back a sense of conrrol, a
ing that the only way to be fate’s toy is 1o be in alignment with risk.
Go the limit? Right now, ' only randomly making progress. A little
ile agn, out walking along rhe lanc, a country road lined with chestinur
trees, flames of nonmeaning opened up the limits of the sky . . . Butit s to
the immediate questions, all the same, that 1 have tw respond. Whar to do?
How 1o relate my ends to some sort of activity that never wavers? How o
lead full being inte emptiness?

After a pure exhilaration the other day comes this immediate anxiery.,
It's not unexpected. Again—ihe waiting crushes me.

Just now with K assessing the situation | For a mmoment (all too
fleeting) we were happy. The possibility of sume infinite void haunts me.
I'm aware of an implacable situation, the furure with no outcome (This
time, [ dom’t mean the events near at hand),

Will there be ancther, more ponderous situation ? At another time?

It's not dear.

Today everylhing is naked.

What rested on artifice is destroyed,

The night we're entering isn’t simply the dark night of John of the
Cross, isn't just the empty universe bereft of a helpful God—it's the night
of real hunger. of the cold we feel in our rooms, ol something thar seems
glaringly obvicus in police stations.

This overlap of three dilferem desperations is worth contemplating. To
be concerned about the beyond of chance seems 1o me to lack any rights.
compared 0 the needs of the many. And T know there isnt any
recourse—and that ghosts of desive only increase the suffering.

How under these conditions to justify the world? Or better—how o
jJustify me? How can there be a desire o exist?

Uncommon sirength is necessary. But if T didn't already have strength
at my disposal, T wouldn 't have grasped this situation in its nakedness
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Whan takes me way dovwn. My daily anguish.

Sweemoss. Or rather my delight in life.

Constant, inevitable alarms in dealing with my personal life—and as my
delight increases, so do the alarms.

The value assumed by delight when, from ow of everywhere, some
impossibility is looeming.

The fact that, given the slightest weakness, cverything talls through—at
the same time.

The enthusiasim that impels this writing of mine brings up Goya's Ef Dos
de Maye. That's not a joke, Very little in the painting reters 10 night—and
it's flashingly bright. My present happiness s solid. I feel strength as the
worst tries rne. Laughing at anything and everything.

Otherwise I'd fall. with nothing to catch me, into delinitive void.

The veid is tompting 1o me, But what do 1 de in the void?

Becoming  something thats put w0 one side, an  outmoded
firearm, something superseded by a newer model. Giving in to the
self-disgusi.

Withau my happiness—without Hashing brighiness—1 fall. I'm chance
and light, gently staving off inevitability.

And otherwise?

Subject 1o infinite sufferings without meaning.

For that reason I'd suffer doubly it Tlost - $he reaches not simply my
passion but my nature (essence),

I awake anguished over yesterday's bewilderment. Forgettulness is
always depressing—mine significs fatigue. Is ot from abnormal living
conditions? Is the fatigue related 1o despair? Even enthusiasm comoes dose
I despair.

The shallowness of my anguish: perseverance is stronger. The fact of
having resolutely put it into words makes my perseverance tangible,
something that doesn't change from yesterday to this morning. Passion
in a sense remains secondary. Or rather, it tums into a decisiveness.
Passion degrades life when absorbing it. It bets everptling, all life, on
partial stakes. Pure passion being a little ke a female orchestra—
something is missing, the void enters. The risk [ imagine, on the contrary,
is total, it brings everything into guestion, the lite of every individual,
the future of ithe knowable world. Even the void seen in loss in this




v

case would be the response that could be expected 1o infinite desire, 1o an
occurrence of mhnite death: a void so large it discourages you to the point
of despair.

Today. the ssue conlranting us isn i the disappearance of lucid and
cynical—or strong—natures. It's simply the uniting of these natres with
the totality of bemng, at the limits of undersianding and experiencing
possibelity.

In each area, consideration must be given (0

1} the average gencrally available or available for the specific group—
thus the average standard of living or the average output;
2} the extrernily. the maximum. or the summit.

Humanly speaking. neither ot these opposing consideranons «an be
eliminated. The group viewpaint has 1o be facored in by the individual—
and so does the individual viewpoint by the group.

If one of these viewpoinis 15 rejected, this is done tentatively—under
certain conditions,

These considerations are dear in what relares to particular areas
iphysical excrcise, intelligence, culure, technical abilities . They
aren’l as clear when the facwor involved is life generally. Or what can be
expecied from life. O, if you will, a way of living that is worth vur liking it
fworth our seeking it out and worth our vaunting it). Without speaking
of diverging opinions, a final ditliculty emerges from the fact thar the
daily life that i» being considered differs gualitatively—and nol Just
guantitatively—dependimg on whether we are looking at an average or an
extreme. There exist w fact two kinds of extreme: one that from the
ouiside seems extreine to the average, and another that seems extreme 1o
those who themselves have soane experience with extremity.

Here again, humanly, there’s no doing away with cither viewpoint,

But if the average has no right 1o eliminate the viewpoint of pure
extremity, it's no less acceptable for extremity to reject the existence and
rights of average viewpaoints

I'll go further.

Fxiremity can’t be attained if you imagine a group regrired to recognize
exiremity as such {Rimbaud thinking of the moh as diminished by the fact
of its being unaware of and misconstruing Fimbaud!).
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still:

By the same token there's no extremity that lacks recognition on the
part of others {although this isn’t the extremity of the others: I'm reterring
to the Hegelian prindple of Amerkenren). The possibility of being recog-
nized by a significant minority (Nietzsche) is already within the night. to
which finally. all extremity must move.

In the end only chance has the possibility of openness.




Vil

From the multitude of lite's difficulties flows infinite possibility. And
when difficulties bring us up short, we attribute this o the feeling of
impossibility controlling us!

If we think of existence as unbearable, it's on account of some specific
mishap leading us astray.

And we struggle against this mishap.,

The impossible gets dismissed when struggle is possible.

Lt I claim the summit, | can't regard it as attained,
Just the opposite—since {tragically?} 1 feel | have to say.
Mictzsche's powerlessness can't be appealed.

If possibility is given us in chance {and isn’t received from outside but is
the possibility that we are, the possibility that forces us 1o take risks by
forcing us to the very end) there dearly isn‘t anything of which it could be
said, “It will be possible like this.” It won't be possible b risked. And
chance or risk essentially assumes what is impossible.

The tragedy of Nietzsche is the tragedy of night emenging from excesses
of light

His eyes emboldened and wide open, like an cagle in flight: the sun of
immorality and dazzling malice left him blinded.

A dazzled man speaks to you.

The most difficudn thing.
Getting as tar down as possible,
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Down to where everything thrown to the ground is shatered. Your
nose in a puddle of vomir.
Rising again—without shame—to heights of friendship.

Whercver the strength and tension of willpower are useless, there
chance laughs (The precise awareness of possibility, the harmony
ordained by hazard—or 7). Chance laughs, raising its innocent
finger. . .

It actually seems sirange 1o me.

Perscmally I'm coming 1o the point of the greatest darkness.

Where everything appears destroyed.

Against all eventuality: raised by a feeling of chance!

That would be impotent bypocrisy if anguish hadn’t worn me down.

The most ponderous aspect of it

Admitting Nietzsche's deleat and blind error, his impotence.

A bird burned up in the light. The stench of scorched teathers.

Human intelligence is weak, it sallies forth in battle.

which isn’t a situation we can avoid.

So. We expect love to be a solution—lor infinite suffering. And what
choice do we have? Within us the anguish is infinite, and we fall in kwe. 1s
there some other alternative—other than comically making love on 2
Frocrustean bed? Infinite anguish!

The only strict and honest path.

Making no finite demands. Conceding no limitation—regardless of the
way chosen. Not even when striking out toward infinity. Demanding ol
an individual that this person be whatever he or she is, or will be.
Knuwing nothing except fascination. Never stopping at the apparent
limit.
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IX

Yesterday evening drank two bottles of wine opether with K, The night a
wonderland in moonlight and storm. Foresi—night—pools ol muoon|ight
along a road through the trees—on the embankment livtle phosphor-
escent paitches. Sirking a match—portions of worm-caren branches
inhabited by glowworms. Never knew a happiness so pure so wild
and dark. Awareness of going guite far—and coming 1o impossibility. The
fascinating impossible. As if in the night we'd gotten lost,

Coming back alone, cimbing on the rocks.

The idea that there's no necessity in the world ol objects, that ecstasy
might he adequate to the world (and not God or objects to a mathematical
necessity) appeared to me for the first time. Lifling me off the ground,

Atop the rocks in fierce wind, taking off the clothes 1 had on {because of
the heat—just a shirt and panis). The wind tearing at the douds and by
moonlight pushing and pulling them into first one shape, then another
The immensc torest under moonlight. Tarning, looking out to - in hopes
of .. {lost interest in being naked, put on my cothes once more), Exist-
ences (a lover or myself) slowly losing themselves int death like clouds
unraveling in the wind-—never again ... [ loved K face. Like clouds
unraveling in the wind: spundlessly 1 entered ecstasy, reduced to a dead
proint, resulting in ail the more clarity

A night of fascination (not many others like it).

The horrible pight at Trente (the old men, handsome, dancing like
gods—the storm letting loose, while I watched, from a room in which hell
- - - the window opened on the Duomo and the palaces along the square).
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At night a littde public square at V. atop the hill, to me not unlike the
square at Trento.

Mights in Vézeley as entrancing as that other night—and one of them
was [lilled wath agony.

A certain dedsion, which was confirmed by a poem about the dice
{written at Vézeley), connects with Trento.

The particular night in the torest was equally declsive.

Chance—an incredible series of chances—has been my companion for
ten years now. Lacerating and wrecking my life, and leading in to the edge
of the abyss, Certain types of chance force you to live at the edpe: with a
little more anguish, chance would become mischance




Learned about the landing. The news didn't penetrate—it slowly sank in.
Went back to my room.
A hymn to life.

would T have telt like laughing yesterday?

A toothache {over with now, it secins)

This morning. Still some fatipue. My mind a blank, The last of
the fever. Feelings of impotence, Afraid of the possibility of no more
TEwWs.

I'm calm, emptied. Hope in imporiant events keeps me even-keeled and
steady.

All the same, taken aback in this solitude. Resigned. Relative
indiflerence to my personal life.

Ten days ago, on the contrary, retuming from Paris, 1 was surprised . . .
I've got to the egotistic stage of wanting stability rAght now! No. just the
opposite. I'm ruling out even the thought of rest today—though, even so,
that's what's probable.

Sounds from distant bombs (tThese becoming commonplace). No option
for me but to spend twelve uninterrupted days, alone and without friends,
staying in my room, depressed and vulnerable to gnawing anguish,

What about connecting with someone? Finding my life again? My
shame aboutl anguish related to the idea of chance. To be honest: under
present conditions connecting up would be the only authentic chance, the
fmll “state of grace” thar is chance.
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For a man, loving a woman (or some other kind of passion) is the sole
means of not being Gud, The priest adorned in arbitrary ornamentation
isn‘t God either—something in him pukes out logic, vomits ot God’s
neecssity, An officer, a bellboy, ete., subimits to the arbitrary.

1 sufter—because happiness might be taken away tomorrow, Whatever
lfe remained in me would then seem empty (emply. ruly empiy).
Should [ attempr o fill this void? with another woman? A sickening
thought. With a human task? 1 would be God! Or . .. I'd attempt to be
himi. As soon as you lose what you love, you're told—work! Submit to this
or that reality, live for it {or live for the interest you have in such reality)!
But if reality seems empty—what then?

Never before (I'm really reaching the limit of the possible, alter so many
exvesses), have I ever felt myself so intensely under a necessity that
compels me 1o love the essentially perishable and 10 live under the
possibility of losing ir.

[ am aware of deep moral urgencies.

Today 1 suffer acutely—knowing that the only way 1o be God is to be
uniruc to mysell

Eleven more days of solitude ... (given that nothing untoward
develops). Yesterday afternoon, started on an article [ am taking a break
from—to emphasize its intent. The light of my life is missing, and I'm
desperatcly working, 'm studying the unity of humanness and the world,
I'm making interconnected outhines of knowledge, political action, and
unlimited contemplation.

Impossible not 1o yield to this pruth, that my life implies 8 beyond of
light, @ beyond of the chance 1love.

Stilk—insanity or utter wisdom demonstrates that the beyond of
chance, a beyond that supports me if some immediate chance (someonc T
love) fails, itself has characteristics of chance.

Normally we deny those characteristics. We can only deny them if we
seek some ground or stable foundation so as to endure contingency—a
contingency that then becomes reduced 1o the subordinate role, We track
down this “beyond” principally when we suffer. Hence Christianity’s
superliciality (with attitudes of piety built in from the outset). Hence the
necessity of a reduction 10 reason, of an infinite confidence in systems that
eliminate chance (probability theonies succeed in doing this apparently).

Utter fatigue.

My life no longer a welling up—without which nonmeaning is present.




A basic difficulty: if welling up is necessary for chance, the ligh
{or chance) fails on that which the welling up depended . .

The irreducible feature is found in this welling up., which didn’t wan for
light to occur but stimulated it Random welling up defines the cssence of
and beginning of chance. Chance is defined in relation 1o desire, which
itself cither gives up in desperation, or “wells up -

Deciding to make use of fictions, 1 dramatize being, 1 lacerate jis
solitude, and in this laceration T communicaie.

Or onmce again: mischance is only humanly viable when dramanzed.
Drama accentuates a mischance factor in chance. which persisis in
chance, or proceeds [rom it. The essence of the dramatic hero is a welling
up, a rising to chance (dramatic situations require an elevation, from
which 1o fally . . .

Unce again I'm breaking off the article 1 began. Confusion as a methed
In Café du Taureau T'm drinking 100 many apennfs My neighbor, an old
man, wheezing softly like a fly, A family drinks beer around a gird dressed
for her first communion. German soldiers in the stroct pass by quickly, A
hooker sits between two workers. {“You both could fool around with me
.. . 1 The {inconspicuous) old man goes on wheezing. Sun, douds. Women
all dressed up, looking like a gray day. The sun naked under the douds.

Exasperation. Depressed and then excited.

Regaining calm. A little firmmness is all it takes.

My life (or rather my lack of one) is my method.

Less and less do 1 question 1o know. That's something that pretty much
leaves me inditferent. And 1 live, And [ question in order to live. 1 live out
my quest, enduring relatively harsh ordeals (harsh because of the jangled
state of my nerves). 1 see no cscape at this point I'm alone with myself,
lacking the previous means of escape {pleasure. exciternent). [ have to get
a grip. If L don't, is there any aliernative?

Genting a grip? Easy!

Though . . . 1 myself in control of myself could scare me.

Shifung 1o decisiveness. 1 quickly retumn to a friendship with myself,
gentleness. Henoe, the necessity for endless chance.

A1 this point 1 can only look for chance and attempt to catch it as 1
laugh.
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Taking nisks, going louking for ¢chance—this requires patience, love, and
total letting go.

A ruly isclated period jten days left, U'm shut up in my room) starts out
this morning for me. {I went out yesterday, the day before.)

Yesterday. Kids following behind, running. One behind a streetcar, the
other trailing a bus. What's in their small heads? The same thing as is in
my own. A basic difference—a decisiveness on my part (I can’t depend on
others). Here 1 am, a self awakening, emerging, from a long period of
human infancy, in which people relied on each other for everything. But
essentially, this dawn ol knowledge and this full possession of self is only
night, only powerlessness {impotence).

A short phrase will excessively suggest chance—"Could freedom
somehow not be powerless?®

Any activity whose object is simply what can be wholly measured is
powerful but slavish. Freedom derives from hazard. I we adapt the sum of
energy produced ww the amount necessary 0 be produced, human
potency leaves nothing o desire, in that it suffices and represents
the satisfaction ot needs. However, that sort of adaptation wounld be
characierized by constraints, since the disiribution of energy 1o different
sectors of production would be stabilized once and for all. Bur if the
amount produced exceeds the necessary, the object of impotent activity is
a produection that can’t be measured.

This moming resigned myself 10 waiting.

Without fussing, and gently. | came 10 a decision . ..

Obviously this wasn't reasonable, Still, Tlef, buoyed up by feelings of
chance.

After being encouraged, chance responded to me, Much beyond my

hopes.

The horizon dears up {a portion dark).
The wait reduced—from ten to six days.
The game changes. Possibly . . . I knew how to play it today

Anguish and anxiery precccupy me and gnaw at me.

Anguish is present and hovering over possible depths . . T hoist myself
up to my summit and see the grounding of things opening up.

Like an vnwelcome knock at the door, anguish is present.




Which is the sign of risk and chance.
In its demented voice—chance urging me.
I “well up”™ ont of mysclf, flames “welling up.” right in from of me!

There's no gerting around it My life junder current conditions?),
a nightmare. a moral agony.

Which isn’t of any account, ohviously!

Endlessly, we “annihilate” ounsclves—thought and lite falling into the
void where they dissipate.

To call this void God—this void at which | have aimed, at which my
thought aims!

In the prisenhouse of the body what can we do, other than provoke
glimpses of something beginning beyond the walls?

My life, strange and exhausting. tonight weighed down wath grief.
Spent an hour waiting, suspedting the worst,
Then Anally—chance. Though my situation remains implacable.

AL midnight opening my window onto the black street, black sky:
street, sky, and shadows are crystal clear.
Beyond darkness T easily attain purity, lavghter, freedom.

My life recommences,

The lighthearted, Familiar shock of it as i hits me.

Dazed, drilting downstiream

K tells me that on the thind, alter drinking, she went looking for the key
o the reservoir, without luck: discowered herself ar about four in the
morning slecping in the woods, damp

Unpleasant effects trom drinking today,

1I"d like {and cverything urges me toward this) the course of my lite 1o be
defimnvely playful, vivacious, Demanding of it a miraculous gentleness,
an atmospheric darity such as the summit would have, Transtiguring
things around me. In the spart ot play, I imagine to myself makimg a pact
with K: the bghtheartedness of it the void itscll. transparent (because
aimless) empriness, at some impossible altitude.

Again to make demands, to act. to realize chance in some specific way:
ths corresponds 10 the “welling up® of desire.

109




0N NIETZSCHE

Acting, nom with narrow ends but withh unlimited ones, glimpsing
chance beyond all my ends as a surpassing of willpower: the practice of
Iree activity.

Going back over the course of my lifc.

I see myself slowly reaching a lmit.

With anguish wailing lor me on all sides, walking a narrow tighirope,
raising my cyes heavenward, 1 perceive a tiny and dazzling bright light—
a star—consuming this anguish of mine. My anguish waits for me, no
maflter where [ Tum,

I possess a power Lo attract, an infinite power.

This morning [ doubted my chance.

As the moment went on and on, in interminable waiting, there came
the dawn of a thought, “Alls lost.” At the time, it was logical,

1 rcasoncd like this, “My life is a leap, an impulse, whose strength s
chance. At this stage—at the level at which 1 presently gamble my life—if [
lack chance, [ collapse. What am 1 but a man setting chance possibilities
tor himself? Didn't 1 give myself that power—myself” But if misforiune,
or mischance, begins for me, the chance giving me thal impetus tomms ot
te be mercly illusion! T lived believing T had the capacity to fascinate
chance, bul that wasn't the case.” (I had no finished my complainis). *My
hghtness and distracied victory over anguish were wrongly conceived. 1
gambled avway desire and the will to ac {I didn't chose this game} on my
chance. Today mischance answers me. [ despise ideas dismissed by lite
itselt when these ideas sugpest chance as a prominent value .

At the time, [ was in a bad way. And a special kind of despair only added
{oomic) bitterness to my despondency. Is there anything more depressing
than waiting? It's an empliness opening up belore you along a path.

As K walked along and spoke with me, my awarencss of my mistortung
persisted. K owas present—I behaved awkwardly. T could hardly believe
she was there. And it was hard to 1lunk that “my chance lives . ."

Within me, anguish contests possibility

My anguish considers vague impossibility to be at odds with my vague
desive.

Wiihie e, now, chance and a possibiliny ol chance conrest anguish,

Anguish says “impossible,” and impossibility depends on whims of
chanoe
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Chance is defined by desire. though nol necessarily every response to
desire is a chanoe

Anguish alome completely detines chance, and chance is whar anguish
in me regands as impossible.

Anguish can be defined as contesung chance

sill, I grasp anguish as dependent on whims of chance, which conrests,
and alone contests. the right of anguish to deline us

Alter this mormng’s laceration, my nerves were shanicred agan (yer
againy}.

Interminable waiting. lighthearted gambling, suspended above the
worst eyventualites, wracking my nerves, until an interruption makes it
even worse .. There is no helping it. 1 am compelled 1o moan in one long
groan, “This ode 1o litc and to its glassy ransparency!”

whether despite herself K isn’t perhaps manipulating this insiabilivy,
I can't tell. The conlusion she keeps me in scems o stem from her
nature.

It's saidd, "Instead of God there is the mpossible—not God.” It should be
added, “The impossible, which depends on the whims of chance.”

Why complain about K?

Chance is endlessly contested, endlessly gambled.

If K had decided 10 embody dhance right down 1o the last molecule
in her, she couldnt have dope better. Appearing—although when
anguish ... Then disappearing so suddenly that anguish ... As if night
alome could precede her, as if only night would lollow her. But vach time
without intending it. Appropriately {if she is chance}

“Instead of Godd, chance.” This means pature msofar as it vecurs,
though not as cccwrring once and tor all bur as surpassing itsell in
infinite occurrences, excluding any possibie Fmits. In this infinite
representation (a representation that guite likely is the boldest and most
deranged ever wried out by humankind) the idea of God explodes like a
bombshell—divine impoverishment and impotence clashing with human
change!

God, a cure applied 10 anguish {though the anguish can’t be healed).
Beyond anguish, dependent on it defined by it, is chance.,
withour anguish—utter anguish—chance wouldn't even be perceived.
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“Sumply out of appropriatencss. it God in fact did exist. he wonld only
be revealed o the workd i a human form.” {The Will 1o Power)

Being human/human bemg: to have impossibility opposite you like a
wall . . awall that chance and only chance could .

This morning. Depressed following a mght of ungrounded lears,
inspmnia—sounds of massed planes filling her with dread—K started
softly shaking. Frail, despite her appearance of being spinted, playful, and
full of 7ip. Generally, anxiety prevents me brom noticing an untounded
distress like this. Empathizing with my woes and hardships—ruts that
turn inte 2 way torward for me—she laughed with me good-naturedly.
Surprised suddenly to think of her—against the odds—as friend. sister
even . .. But had things been otherwise, we would be strangeors.
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The wave comes wp greedily as if the point wiere to atiain something! Witk
[righuening haste creeping far in among the nooks and crannies of a chiff!
Soretfing about it seems to desive to raise an alert; apparently something is
hidden inside—something valuable, very valued. And new it retuirns, a it more
slowly, still all white with emonon. Is it disappointed? Did it find whar it was
looking for? Is if pretending discppommment? Buit already another wawe
approaches, more eager, wilder thon the first; its soul toe seems full of miysteries
full of longing to go seeking treasyre. This waves live their lives and thus do
we—we whe possess a will! I wor 't say a word mope

“Whar? You misirust me? You “re upset with we, prerry wonsters? Afraid thar i°l]
entirely beiray your secrer? All right then—be annoyed! Eaise your greenish,
dangerows bodies as high as possible. Build a wall bevween me and the sun like the
one that exists mow! Truly, whai's left on earth s only green dusk with flaskes of
green lightuing. De what you want with your impulses, roar with pleasure or
spate, vou hotheads, or dive and strew emeralds through the depths of the alyss
and om thew throw infinite white lace of foam and spune T approve everyiliing
hecause everythivg becomes you, and 1'mr infinitely pleased with vou. How cordd
I betray you? For—listen carefully—TI know you and [ know your secret, 1 know
wiial king of thing yow arc® Yo and I we're the same species! You and 1
we Fave the sarne secret!

—(ral Saenoe




Yesterday in the cate after eating dinner, young people dancing o
accordion music,

An accordiomist. his attractive, diminunve head reminding me of that of
a mallard, belimg our the wne lustily—tull of ammal vigor, awkward.

1 liked him. And I thought this is what T wani for mysclf, o be a
preposterous person and have a bird's eye. A dream—relieving my head
as 1 wrote, like someone reheving hus bowels . . becoming empiy like that
musician. But that's not the end ol the story, since it continues
surrounded by vivacious, preity voung girls, my weightiness (my heart)
getting hghter than that isfirsre musician’s, L order wine for them. The bar
girl announong, “From an admirer!”

A friend of mme (his soft naure, much 1o my liking, protecting him
from any severity that would exdude a sense of humor) was at Dunkirk in
May of 1940. The job assigned to him there for a few days was cmptying
out the pockets of dead prople—to fadlitare ransierring the contenis 1w
the higher-ups. The time came for going on board. The boat finally
departed, and my friend scraped alongside the English coast: not tar from
Dunkirk at Folkstone, the tennis courts alive with athletes in their whites.

And apain June ¢, departure day, in the center of the 1own, watching
roustabouts put up a merry-go-round.

A little later, in the same place, a convoy of small American planes
filled a clear sky Siriped black and white, they whooshed rooftops.
machine-gunned roads and a railrcad. Thrilled—and carching my
breath.
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In a rather random way {written as chance and risk diciate) o say this:

That time is the same as being—and being is the same as chance . . and
Time.

This significs thar:

If there is time-being, fime endoses being in the occurrence of chance
individually. The possibilities are appontioned our and oppose each
other.

Without individuals, that is to say, without apportioning the possibles,
time wouldn 't exist.

Tirme is the same as desire.

The object of desire is for time not 1o exist.

Tirme is the desive for ime not 1o exist.

The object of desire is 1o cancel individuals {(others): for each individual
and each subject of desire this means reduction of the athers to oneself {to
be everything).

Towant 1o be everything—or God—is to want to cancel time, is to want
te cancel chance (randomness).

Not to want this is to want time and chance

To want chance is aror fati {love of fate).

Amor fanr signifies wanting chance, signifies differing from what
WS,

To attain the unknown and risk it o gamble it

For a single enmty. o nsk stakes is o risk losing or winning, For a
totality, it means exceeding the given or going beyond.

In a definitive way. to risk 15 to bring what didnt exist inw being {which
is why time is hustory}

In the vnion of bodics—in the case of exceeding pleasure—there is a
holding ento the suspended moment ot eostatic excitement, of inner sur-
prise, of excess purity. At this moment, existence arises like a bird pursued
in the hunt, all in a rush, surging to the heights of the sky. At the same
tirmme, though, it's annihilated, taking pleasure in this annihilanon from
high up, looking out on things with a feeling of sirangeness. Exceeding
pleasure is canceled, makes way lor an annihilating elevaton in the
bosorm of kull light. Or rather, as pleasure ceases to be the response to the
individual's desire and excessively exceeds this desire, it simulaneously
cxceeds mdividual being and replaces it with a shifting—a kind of radiant.
excossive suspense connected with a leeling of nakedness and emenng
into the open nakedness of the other person. Such a state assumes naked-




pess as being present, as being absoluiely there, and it does this by way oof
an innocent if skilltul contact—although the skill T reder to doesn’t belong
to hands or bodies. It secks intimare knowledge of nakedness—
knowledge of the wound of physical being—whose opening deepens with
each contact.

An nage of K, Irom out of nowhere: K as trapeze artist in some music
hall. This sort of image pleases her with iy logical equilibrium, and
tegether we laugh. Tsee her suspended under the bright lights, wearing
golden spangles.

A young cyclist in the forest wearing his houvded sweatshirt—he’s
several yards ahead, singing. His voice solemn In his exuberance his
round curly head sways and I notice his full lips as he goes past. The sky’s
gray, the forest scems bleak—it's wold out. The young man's song pets
replaced by continuous foreboding bomber nuises—though 2 little further
on, sunlight crosses the road (I'm writing on the hillside, standing up).
The muffled sounds gradually get stronger—then a noise of exploding
bormbs or anti-aircraft fire. Not that many miles from here, so it seems.
Twe minules at maost, and then silepce again, Oowe more, cmpiiness.
Grayer—more ominous—ihan befure.

My weakness worries e,

Anguish enters and there’s pu letup, it's choking me in its viselike grip,
and I'm breathless Trying to escape. Blocked. There is no way 1o admit
what is, o admit what requires giving in, in spite of me, to admit what
blocks any way oul.

My anguish is replicated by another anguish. and there are two of us
now, being pursued by a nonexistent hunter, gun in hand,

Nonexistent?

Fondercus neurotic figures afflict us.

Supgesting other figures—cqually ponderous, but true.

Reading @ work on Descartes, 1 have to go back over the same
paragraph three, four times. [ @nnot seem to concentrate—my heart
beating, termples of my head throbbing, Presently Fm stretching out as if
wounded, felled by a terrible if provisional fate. My gentleness with regard
to mysclf calms me: deep inside the anguish that I am is spitefulness, are
private hatreds.
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Still alone-—the idea T might be loving K out of sell-hatred scares e,
Buming passions prying apart lips, leaving my mouth dry, enflaming my
checks: these emniions probably relate 1w some kind o self-revulsion,
I don’t like myself, don't like K. This evening. kindled by inhuman
difticulties, our shared passion reached fover pitch. No matter whar the
cosl, [ must escape mysell, 1 must identfy with whai for me would be
an unfimied image. Though an anguish related o feelings of ambiguity
paralyzes K.

struggling against anguish, against neuresis! (Just now, an earsplitting
siren. For me, this listening wo a distant rumble of planes becomes the
sign of a morbid, unhealthy bear). Nothing depresses me any more: six
years ago, the neurcsis dogging me wok my life. In desperation 1
struggled and telt no anguish, and 1 thought lite was stronger. At first life
prevailed. Though neurpsis staged a comeback. And death came to my
existence.

[ have a loathing lor oppression and constraints, When, as is the case
today, comstraint reaches those whose only meaning is to be free—for me,
being alongside that kind of constramnt 15 breathing the air of summits—
and the loathing I experience is inconcewvably great .

Constraint 15 the edge of the past conflicring wath whan sall lives.

Newrosis is the past hating the present—ir's relegating the sounds of the
hurnan vonce 1o dead people

From hidden recesses ol disaster inside us comes easy laughter,
requiring angelic courage

"The greatness of humankind lies in being a bridge, not a goal—
humanness loved for its nature as transition, as decline.”

“I love those who lead lite in order 1o founder, 10 go down—for they
will go beyond.”

“I love the giear ridiculers because they are the great adorers, the
arrows ol desire ready o fly 1o the other shore "

If you rcad them, these sayings of Zarathustra {prologue to the frst
part) mean little. They suggest possibilities, want to be lived uncom-
promusingly, unstintingly, by risk 1akers, by those who regard themsclves
only as leaps, in which they pass beyond the limiis.




Neurosis brings me to & hall—as it does it forces me beyond mvself
under a threat of going under. Hence the humanness in neurosis, as
ransfigured in myth, poetry, and drama. Newrosis makes us heroes and
saints when not making us invalids. In heroism or holiness, the element of
nelrosis represents the past, intervening like a limit fconsiiaint) withm
which life becomes “irmmpossible.” Having been weighed down by the pasi.
morbid anachment to which prevents casy access to the present. you can
no longer reach the present follonwing familiar paths. This is how the past
escapes—while those who are less driven will allow a past wo gunde or liromn
them. The neurotic has only a single way out and must risk himself. Lile
within comes e a halt. Such lile can no longer go on aloog lamiliar ways
has 1o open up a new path, create a new world for mself and others.

Childbirth doesn’ 1ake place in a day. And many a path 15 a shimng
dead-end though it looks hke chance. Paths like these escape the past
insofar as they evoke some beyond—though the bevond that is evoked
rernains inaccessible.

The rule in this area is indetinireness. There s no knowing if we'll exer
get there ("humankind is a bnidge, nota goal™ Yoy be the superman s the
goal. But only as evocation, since the superman. 1l real, would have 1o risk
himselt and desire 1the bevond of himsell.

Can’t [ provide apguish a solutnon o bseli by my taking nsks. by
becoming a hero of chance? Ur rather—ireedom 2 Chance in us takes tonm
as time iloathing the past. Time is reedom. Despite the constraints that
fear erccts against it. To be a bridge bul never a2 goal—this requires 1caring
vour lite away from the norms with an unbending, tghtly gripped
willpower—a wall that will finally refuse to tum away rom aoy dreams.

Time is chance insotar as requiring the individual, the separate being

1ts for and in this indvidual that a form is new

Time without risk would be more or less nonexistent. Tiune wanis
uniformity dissolved. Without which it woupld be asaf time didn 't exist

MNecessarily, for the individual vanability is either auspicious or inaspi-
cious, indifferently. The indifference is like not existing. Mischance and
chance are arranged in endless permutanons as the variability of chance
or mischance, with variability being essentially chance (even as it kegp:
an eye on mischance) and mischance being a wiumph of vniformicy
{including  chance’s  uniformity).  Uniform  chances and - varying
mischances indicate  possibilines of a wblcau m which vanaton:
mischance takes on a ragic artraction {atraction or Chance—providing
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that there’s a distance between spectator and spectacle, the spectator
taking pleasure in witnessing the collapse, since what sense would there
be in the bero dymg unobserved?).

(1 write on rhe counter of a bac. During the air raid, drinking—five
liqueurs. Tiny, numerous swarms ot airplanes sweeping the sky—ficrce
anti-aircralt fre breaking out. A pood-looking girl and her handsome
boyfriend dancing—she. hall-naked under her beach robe. )




Following yesterday’s bombardments, communications with Paris are
cut off. so it seems. Is this some sudden mischance (from the facr of
unfavorable coincidences) following on extreme chance?

For the time being, simply a threat.

At present bad luck reaches me from all directions

I have no recourse. The possibilities that generally people cling o
these, slowly, et go of.

If ihere siill was time—but instead . . .

such depression as we walked along the road at afternoon’s end! Rain
coming down in buckets. For a while finding shelter under a beechtree
sitting on a hill, fect propped on the log. Under lowering skies—the
thunder rolling on—as if there d never be a letup

In each thing, and in each thing after the next, I'm up against the void
Clen my willpower strained, until Tallowed it o take over from me—like
opening the windows of a house, letting in ruin, wind, and rain. Anguish
picked through my obstinacy. and the life that was still in me and sorred
them out. The void and nonsense in things—npossibilities of suttering.
laughter. infinite ecstasy things as they are as they relate o us, food,
drink, the flesh, and beyond the void, nonsense. Despite what 1 do jor
make others do) or speak. Except lor babbling on. except for simply
asserting that this is how things are.

This vulnerable state of laughter, to which | was reduced by siruggle,
was open to still more struggle.
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Fatigue withdraws us from risk 1aking but struggle docsn't, since in
the end struggle contests the value of the stare Lo which we are reduced.,
This last movement may finally he a wasted cruelty. Though possibly
it proceeds from chance. Chance, when ocourring, struggles with
coniestation, contests siruggle

Contesting, questionivg, and risking value seern the same, Doubt succes-
sively destroys any value whose essence is unchangeable (God or
pondness). Risking, however, takes risking for granted as a value. In the
process of risking, value is simply displaced from the object to the risking
and to the contesiation itself.

Questioning replaces unchanging values with a changing value—
risking. Nothing in risk taking opposes chance. And were wontestation
to say., “Whatever is simply chance can’t be value, because it isn't
unchangeable.” it would illegitimately make use of the principle related 1o
what it contests. What's called chance is the value of a given situation,
variable initself. A particular chance is a response 1o desire. Desire is given
in advance, at least as possible desire, even if it isn’t evidenr to begin with.

bMoreover I'm unreasonable . . .

cocand from time 1o time rdiculously nervous  (my  endlessly
challenged nerves sometimes give way—and do not do a half-bad job of it
whien they dob.

My misfortunc is to be—or more exactly 10 have been—ihe possessor of
siich a perfect chance 1 couldn’t have been blessed with a better one, and
this chance is yet truer tor being fragile and for being gambled at each
moment. An utterly overwhelming chance: a chance that lacerates,
finally torments me in excesses of joy, Tully effecting a happiness whose
essence lies in not being comprehbended.

Though desire is also present—as is anguish that wanits to understand.

The day is coming, with mischance as my guide, when Il let go of
myselt tor a briet moment—wwhen Il surrender.

It all seems to be working out. Sometimes tired of waiting, 1 desire
death, and death seems betier 1o me than the state of suspense, I've Jost
any courage 1o live, and in my desire for rest, I'm not disturbed by my
inuiton that the price I would pay would be death.

The happmess T am expecting. as [ well know, isnt one thar's
guaranieed chance, but naked chance—a chance that persists in being




free, proudly confined to infinite randomness. How not 1o gnash our tecth
at the idea that horror (perhaps) will turn inte unspeakable joy—though
death is its only outcome?

What keeps me anguished, I suspect, is a disaster that, in any case. soon
will reach me. T see myself slowly but surely arriving at the sumomnt of
laceration.

What [ can't deny: on my own, ['ve gone out to greet this impossibility
{often we're guided by obscure atractionsy. What was beneath contempt
for me wasn’t the fact of being lacerated. but of relinguishing my love
failing to want more risk. Sometimes I'm tempted to hasten the moment
of supreme mistortune It may be T stop dealing with my life—bu |
won't regret having lived it this way.

There is great appeal for me in these words carved i ice by a dving
explorer, "No regrets that [ came.”

For me, once chance 1s wasted, the idea of reclaiming it (through skill or
patience) is a fauli—is sinming against chance. Better to die

The return of chance can’t come trom elfort. much less ment. At most
occurting when taking a ditterent viewpoint on anxiety, from favorably
noncommittal artitudes, fike those of gamblers whom nothing tazes
{alongside a suicide’s body. 1 picture a cool, calm. collecied gambler
recklessly pouring out his substance)

Ii chance retums. 1t's often while I'm laughing at it. Chance is the god
whaorm we blaspheme when something prevents us from laughing at him.,

It seermed everything was decided.

Then the wave of planes, the siren . ..

Not worth paying atiention to, obviously. But once again—all bets are
off.

sitting down to write, I heard the sound of the all-clear .
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A certatn emperor wotild think constartly of the instability of all things, not to
attach too mich impertance, and to stay calm. Instability has @ very different
effect o me. and things seem infimitely more valuable t me ot accont of
impermarence. It seems to me the most valuable vices, most exguisite balms,
have alwavs beert fossed info the seq.

—I&81-82

Suddenly, clear sky . . .
soon covered with black clowds.,

Few books have given me as much pleasure as The Swun Also Rises.

A sort of resemblance between K and Brett worries me at the same time
that it pleases me.

Rereading the fiesta section, my tears overcame me,

Still, there’s something missing in the book's abhorrence of intellectuai
torms. I'd rather throw up. since dictary abstinence doesn’t much appeal
L0 e

This morming, a harsh sky.

My eyes see—or rather, lacerate—ir,

Than ancient doud-being and [ know each other—we gauge each other,
wr even enter each other's botes.,

As a result, interpenewrating cach other—going deeply, much o
deeply into the oiber—we turn into thin air, annihilating each other, Only
ernptiness is left, nothingness that resembles the whites of the eyes.




Now as | write a girl comes along, preity. destiture, healihy, frail. 1
imagine her naked, 1 think of going inte her—turther than herself.

The pleasure T imagine—without desiring it in any way—is Iaughn with
a truth that empties out all possibility, spills over the limits of lovermaking
so that only a full and complete semsuality—a full nakedness desinng to
be what it is—can slip beyond any possible space.

The necessity for mental strength that lightheartedly goes bevond
{erotic) pleasure. Without needing to linger there

The furthest possibilitics in no way cancel the nearest. It's important no
1o comfuse the former with the later.

In the play of bodies, cscaping beyond existence demands that as
existences, we slowly sink 1w desiruction, grapple wirh cach other. and
lose ourselves in mutual excesses as we continue onward, slowly artaim-
ing the final step beyond possibility. This requires that exisience be
utterly exhausted—and that rules out anguish (haste). It demands taut
power and continuing self-restraint exercised ar the exaq moment of
pititess descent inte destruction and emptiness. whose limits retreat
forever. It asks of us a judicdous and impassive will power. a rock-hard
resolve that slowly rebufts and defears ditficulties and  resistances
experienced in laying bare not just others. bui ourselves. It dernands
specific knowledge of the mode wherein the gods desire us o love
thern: knife of horror in hand. In that senseless direction how difficult
10 take but a step! At each moment the necessary ecstasies and cruelties
exceed the poal. Everv stage of the lengthy journey appears imier
changeable with every other. continuously—and. il the procedure seems
tragic, then saon the feeling of larce inakes nself fel. a reeling thar has
specifically 1o do with the limits of existence. If it seems comic, the
rragic essence oscapes and the individual becornes foreign o the
pleasure he or she leels (m a sense, the pleasure is ouside—we re
robbed, and the pleasure slips through our fingers). The combination o
exceeding love and the desire 1o lose (actually the continuous state of this
lossy 15 1w ann s crance—though this obviously represents a rather rare
situation. The individual 15 the mode m which time occurs. But it the
individual has no luck (f chance occurs in the wrong way}, that person
becomes simply @ barmier  that obstructs tme—becomes  simply
anguish—or an annulling in which anguish is voided. If anguish i
annulled, the individual is finished., having escaped from every
accurrence. confined now 1o extratermnporal perspectives. If on the other
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hand the anguish continues, like Proust in the last volurme, the individual
has o rediscover time, Time—or agreement with time, For cach given
persen, chanee is “communication” and loss into another person. " Com-
munication” is the “contimuity of that loss.” Will I imnanage to discover the
lightheaned, somewhat deranged (subtly analytical) tone of voice that
lets me tell the story of the dance around time (This Spake Zarathustra
and Remembrance of Things Pasi)?

Mean-spirited, persistent as a fly, 1 persistently note, “There is no wall
between eroticism and mysticism!”

I's really quite funny—since they use the same words, deal in idenrical
images, and they rejuse to recognize it!

Abhorring bodily pollutions, face distoried with hatred, mysticism
hypastatizes the fear that contonts it. This fear is the positive object
engendered by and perceived in the movement it calls God. Appropri-
ately. the weight of this operation rests on disgust. Located at a juncrure
podnt, he's the abyss, on the one hand (uncleanness, a horrible glimpse
inor the secthing powers of the abyss—time . ..) and, on the other, a
massive negation sealed off trom the abyss {sealed off like pavernent—
ragically. embarrassedly, sealed off). God! we are still compelled to force
human thought into that yawping, needy appeai . . .

“If only you were a mystical monk
Yous waneld gee Godt™

An unchangeable being—which the movemem | am refering to
represents as definitive—a being never risked, never to be risked in any
gambling, in any risking.

FPathetic creatures on their knees

Tirelessly, naively repearing,

"Don’t take owr word for ! Alas. we're not all thar logical. we
say God—though in reality God is a person, a panicular individual.
We speak to him. We address him by name—he is the God of
Abraham and Jacob. We trear him just like anybody else. like a personal
being . . "

*50 he's a whore?”

wd "

Human naiveté—and the obtuse depths of human intellipence—allow
every Kind of tragic mistake and glaring tockery. Just like sewing a bull




pizzle on a bloodless saint, you wouldnt bave any hesitanon abou
questioning . . . the immutable absolute! God nipping apan the night of
the universe with his screams (Jesus’s Flpr Eloi lamme sabachiani?)—
isnt that the summit of spitefulness? God himsell crying out o God
with the words, “Whi have you torsaken me?” Which is to say, "Why
have T forsaken myscli?” Or more speafically. “Ts this really happen-
ing?” And. “Could 1 have torgotten myself . . to the point of risking
mryself?

On the might ol his crucfixion, God. bloody meat, like the nasty secrel
place in a woman. is the abvss whose pegation he is.

I'm not blaspheming. Just the opposite. Tve brought mysell 1o the
verge of tears—and ['m laughing . even as | mix with the crowd
laughing a1t my evocanon of times laceration in the depths o
immutability! For the necessity moumbern upen immutability 1
to change!

Strange that in the muind of the populace  God is so quick o umangle
hirnself fream the absolute and immutable

what could be lunnier 1o the point of being crazily profound?

Jehovah unmangling limself, nailing himsell 1 a cross’

Allah untangling himself in a game of bloody conquests

Of such divine ways to risk the sell, the first gives an idca of comical
infiriry

Proust responded—unwitnngly, 1 believe—io the notion of uniting
Dionysus and Apollo. The bacchie element is all the more divinely—and
cynically—laid bare in the writing, because the work partakes of an
Apollonian gentleness

And isn 't the minor modality—as far as it is expressty mtended—a mark
of divine discrenon?

Somewhere between sublime Christian comedy and our joyous dram.
Blake has Jeh some chance lines

‘Omn the other hand we wani o be the benefidaries of comemplation
and Christian insight . " (The Will io Power}

1o po beyond all of Christianity through Hyperchristianity and not
remain satisfied with merely throwing it out . " (The Wil to Pewer)
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“We are no longer Christians and we bave gone beyond Christianity,
not because we live too far from it but because we are oo dose, and more
particularly because it was our starting point; our simultancously more
demanding and more sensitive devotion bars us from still being Christians
today.” {The Will to Power)




v

Whern we wse the word “happiness * as defied by our philosopdyg, we "re wor in b
M JTY,
first place like fired, ansious, worldweary philosophers, thinking of inver and

outer peace th the abserce of pam or the ingpossibility of travguility or the “holies:

of holy days ™ or a stage of equilibritarm or something more or less having the valie
af decp and dreamless sleep. Our world rather is an wnceriain thing, changing
variable, equivoeal, a dengerous world perhaps, certainly mere dangerons than
simplicity, immaaability, predicability, or fiatv—everpthing that the earlier
philesephers, heirs of the veeds and the fears of the herd, especially honored
—IBE5 8¢

The world gives birth and, like 2 woman, it isn't a preity sight.

Each roll of the dwe is isclated from every other one. Nuthing brings
themn together as a whaole. The whole is necessity. The dice are [ree.

Tirme makes “what is” ocour in individuals.

The individual—in time—is lost, falls into a movernent in which he or
she is dissolved, is “communication,” though not necessarily each with
the other.

with this exception: that chance is the individual™s duration in his or
her ruin. And time, by willing this individual, is essentially the death of

that individual {chance v an interference, or senes of Interferences,
between death and existence)

However I might approach the subject. the feeling 1 have iz an
awareness of dispersion, of humiliating confusion. T write 2 book—and
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the supposition is, I'll put down ideas in order. To me, delving inio
particulars while working on a project lessens me. Discursive thoughi
always implics that atiention is paid to some single point at the expense of
others, pulling us up out of ourselves, reducing us w a link in the chain
that we are.

For the "individual as entirety”™ or the individual who has experienced
mpaleweni: the fawality of pot being fully possessed of his or her
intellectual resources. The fawality of work done in a slipshod or messy
way,

We live under a threat. since the function we employ 1ends 1w supplant
us! This funcuon can't be employed in excess. We escape the danger only
by vverlooking it. Work done in a slipshod or messy way—otien—s the
sole means of not becoming a flunction.

The opposite danger is as great, though (vagueness, imprecision,
mysticism).

The notion of ebb and flow,

There's a deficiency we have to admit here,

“We do not have the right to wish for a single state. We have to desire 1o
heoore periodic beings: like existence.” {The Will te Power)

In1 the sunlight this morming, @ magical feeling of happiness. The thick-
1ess i ome now gone—even jubilation ne longer an issue for me. An
infinitely simple life, blending with the stones, the moss. the sun-filled
air.

What I used to think was that the times of anguish (of mishap) prepared
the way for the opposite moments—the end of anguish, luminous relieft
That's true. Though in the teelings I have this morning—knewing and
lowing whatever's alive, on the streets, men, children, women—chance
and happiness are shuated much closer than the most recent leap

Fegarding chance and happiness {coming vnexpectedly and calmly,
they don't lift me into exaltaripn): 1 understood them as gently radiating
from simple abundance. There's something offensive in aying out from
pleasure. And regarding lavghter Fve said, 1 Iollow it right to the
explosion point. Such is laughter's superfluity, its unfoundedness.”

In the woods as the sun came up, [ was free, my life rising effortlessly
and like a bird in flight, moving through the aic—althbough infinitely free,
dissolved and free




(1Y

There's so much pleasure in pierang through thickness, seeing into the
essence of things. the immense and infinite comedy caused by endless
chance, such that it . . {this 15 the lacerating, the heart-breaking aspect).
Essence? For me. And which figure would be the calm one? It could only
be reassuring on condinon that Fm uneasiness isell. death iwself:
an anguish so pure 1hat anguish disappears and a death so perfect thar
compared to i, death is just child’s play? Would it be me, this figure?

Erugmanc  forcing impossibility to flash outward  like soundless
lightning, demanding splendid explosions of self, this sense of majesty.
more and mote shaken with demented laughter .. “othat I'm dying of it.

Awd 1his death is not just mine. We are all always dying. The briet
movernent of time that keeps us from the void is dreamy incoherence.
As we Icap, it's not so much perhaps that we're flung our ameng the
dead—whom we imagine as being far from us—as that we're hurled
beyond. The wornan | embrace is dying, and this infinire destruction of
individual existences, incessantly flowing, incessantly escaping beyond
them, is wr!
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For the time being, like a fish out of water. Feelings of stifling uneasiness.
The mechanism of things grinding 1o a halt, as ! look on. The only way
put: impossibility . . .

1"'m still awaiting a celebration. Which would be a solutlon.

Omly a moment ago these words Irom Gay Scenee lacerated me apart—
~_. . always ready for extrermity as 1 am for celebration . .. Exhausted, 1
read of cefebration in the past . .. (What can I say of the weaknesses and
wrong turns of the “morning after the night betore.” of the time following
celebration?)

vesterday, River Howing gray, under skies thick wath wind, dark clouds,
dense mists, magic of the whole world suspended i sull emerging
cvening conlness, at the ungraspable moment of mevitable heavy down-
pour, forests, grasslands trembling 1n anguish like women about 1o give in.
I'm coming dose to the laceration of reason—and within me happiness
grows, and with it a growth in my evident inability to possess it! We were
like a meadow about to be drenched by rain—vulnerable under wan
skivs. We had only one choice—to it our glasses 1o our lips, drink gently
of the immense gentleness of the turbulence of things.

Only a choice for celebration allows life o be lived in time. Can calm
happiness go on forever? Redemprive strength can be found only in
explosive (and etemal?) joyousness. Its only purpose is o spare us—and
the dust particles that we are—a time of dedine and anguish—as we
proceed inexerably from an explosion to death!

Everyone should understand rhis and share in the following disclosure:




Moralities, religions of compromise, hypertrophies of intelligence, all
arise from the sadness that follows the time of celebration. We had 1o Pt
aside exciternen, scttle down, and overcome anguish {feelings of sin and
bitterness, ashes left in the wake of celebration),

I'm describing “the morning after the night before .

A tinv succulent suddenly recalls the Catalonian farm—hidden away in
a distant valley—the one 1 reached after a long walk in the forest. In the
bright sunshine of a quier uneventful afternoon, the outsize entrance in a
state of disrepair—planters containing aloe stood atop the gateposts. The
magic mystery of life is suspended -remembering thesc buildings erected
in thatr remoteness. set up in solitude, for youth, lovemaking work,
celebration. old age, quarreling, death .

'm thinking of this (rruer) Hgure of myself: a man imposing peaceful
silence on others—through an excessively sovereign wemperament. Solid
as the ground, impermanent as douds. Ristng over his own anguish in
wetghtless and inhurman laughter,

The figure of humankind has increased through bold initiatives—and in
no way is it my doing that human pride across time is not reflecred in my
CONSCIOUSTICSS,

Like a storm over a holiow area, calm will arises above the void. will
assumes the giddying abyss of time—which opens infinitely on nothing-
ness. Will is clearly awarc ot the pit, in the same movement encom prassing
dimensions of horror and attraction {the one increasing with the other).
Will resists attraction, bars possibility, and in this regard, can even be
described as the sign of prohibiton, But from its depths, an the same time
it draws forth tragic serenuty. Acnon that arises from will caneels time's
nothingness and no longer grasps things in their unchanging positions,
but in a movement that changes them. in and through time, Action
cancels, neutralizes life—bur the great moment that says “1 will” and
commands action is situated on a summit on which can be discermed ruins
jor the resulting nothingness) as clearly as the goal ithe object changed by
action). As will decides 10 1ake action. it considers two aspects—the first a
destructive nothingness, the second a creation.

As the will views what lies before it (as it elevates the individual who
wills and so establishes that person as a splendid. serious. even stormy and
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rather beetle-browed figure), in relation w the action that it commands, it
is transcendent. And the converse, since God's transcendence participates
in the movement of will. Gencrally speaking. whether placing hnnman-
kind opposite action {opposite the agent as its object) or God opposite
humankind, transcendence is imperative by choice.

Strange as it might scem. pain is so ypconmmen we have o ook 1o an
sovas mof fe lack it We wouldn't put up with it as it ocourmed, unless it
took us utterly by surprise, as something unfamiliar. But especially, an
awareness of nothingness is required—and this is disclosed only by
coming to terms with it. The most ordinary events of life suspend us over
the abyss. And if we don’t encounter the abyss in the unsolicited sufter-
ings coming to us, there are anificial ones, available through reading or
in plays—or il we're talented, when we create them. Nietasche. like
others, first and foremost was someone who evoked nothingness by
writing The Origin of Tragedy (and the nothingness of suffering came 1o
him so he no longer had to strive for it). This privileged stale—shared
by Proust a little later—is the only one thal, if accepted, allows us 1o
dispense with transcendence from the outside. True, it understaies
things to say, if we accept it. We have 1o go further: of we love o, if we
have the strength to love it. Nietzsche's matter-of-fact relationship
e the worst eventualities, his ease and playfulness, these came [rom
the passive presence of the abyss within him. Hence the absence of
heavy and constraining raptures that, in mystics, somenmes bring about
terrified {thus also terrifying) feelings,

At lcast the idea of erersal return is added . ..

In a spontaneous movement (so it secms).  adds the expansion of
cternal time to passive terrors.,

But isn't this odd idea simply the price of acceptance, of submission? Or
better—of lovemaking? A price. or proof, that has to be provided wathout
any holding back? Hence Nietzsche fell into a swoon as soon as the idea
came to him (he describes thes in hes letrers) . .

The idea of retum is not immediately cifcctive. By itself it doesn't pve a
sensation of horror. Tt mght amplify such a feeling it it alrcady existed, but
if that sensation doesn’t exist it won't arouse additional ecstasy. The
reason for this bemng that somehow or other belore entering mystical
states we have to be open 1o the abyss, to nothingness. In every faith the
masters of mental prayer urge us o come o this on our own, We our-
selves have to make an effort. While with Nictzsche, sickness and the way
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of life it entailed had already done their work, In him infinite echoes of
the remiry had a single meaning—infinite acceptance of the faa of
horror—and more than infinite acceptance, acceplance preceded by no
cffort.

The alsence of elior!

The rapturcs ol Nietzsche described ... lighthearted feclings of
alleviation, impulses of demented freedom, the pranksterish mood
inherent In "extremely elevared states™ ... Is such blasphemous
immanence a giflt given by suttering?

How lovely @ iy weightlessiess is the denial of transcendence and how
tovely the denial of its fearsome commandments!

This sarme absence ol effort preceded by the same pain (the same
undermining and isolating pain} is found in the life of Proust—cach
equally necessary to reach states that he reaches,

In Zen saiori is addressed only through comic subtleties, since it is the
pure immanence of the return to sell. In place of transcendence—and in
the utterly deranged and completely empty abyss—ecstasy discloses the
identity of reality and costasy, identitying the absurd object with the
abmurd subject and the time-object that destroys by being destroyed with
the subject that is desiroyed. Ina sense, the reality of this identity is
situated at a greater distance than any transcendent reality. It is, it appears
e e, the most distant possibility.

I don't imagine attaining satori without firdt being overwhelmed by
suftering.

Satort s attgined enly effortlessly: and the smallest thing provokes i
unexpectedly from the ouiside.,

The same passivity and absence of cffori—and an erosion that is
sultering—belong to the theopathuc state, in which divine ranscendence is
dissolved, In the theopathic state the worshipper is himseit/hersell God,
and the rapture in which this identification with God is experienced
is a simple and “uncomplicated” state. although, like satori, it is situated
beyond concevable rtapiure

1 onee described ifmmer Expervence) the costatic experience of the
meaning of nonmeaning again becoming the nonmeaning of meaning
and then again . - . wath no possible outlcome .

Taking a doser look at Zen methods, you will nd that they imply this
movement. Salori 5 sought via concrete nonmeaning substituted for the
sensed reality, as revelatory of deeper reality. This is the method of
laughter .
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The subtlety of movement of the “meaning of nonmeaning” is
comprehensible in the suspended state depicted by Proust.

A low intensity—and the absence of anything at all remarkable—rclate
to sivuplicity of the theopathic kind.

1 wasn't familiar with experiences related 1o the theopathic sort of
rystical states knewn o Froust, when (in 1942) T atempted to work out
their nature in Imrer Experience, At that time [ had mysclt only just come
o ceriain states of laceration. [t was only recently that I slipped inm
theopathy. Immediately 1 thought of the simplicity of the new siate
known to Zen, te Proust, and {in a final phase) to St. Teresa and 51 John
of the Cross.

In the state of immanence—or the theopathic state—falling into
nothingness isnt required. The mind isell is wholly steeped in
nothingness. it identifies with nothingness (meaning is identified with
nonmeaning). The object meanwhile is dissolved into dentification with
the mind, Time absorbs everything. Transcendence no longer grows at the
expense of, or above, nothingness while hating it

In the first part of this diary 1 tried to describe thar statc—a state that
eludes the slightest attempt, on the part of acsthetic description, 0 grasp
or comprehend it.

It seems o me that moments of simplicity connect Nietesche's “states”
with immanence. True, these states participate in excessiveness. However,
simple, playful times cannot be separated from them.*

*Sew appendix 2, "Micresche's Inner Experenoc.”
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It's now time 1o finish 1his book. In a sense, its an casy task! I'm aware
of escaping countless threats, of slowly getting around them. It wasn't
my idea to take up principles as weapons. Bul in resorting 1o ruse and
calculation . .. and beldly relying on the play of the dice . . every day
've gone [oward, every day managed withour difficulty to deal with
whatever obstacles presented themselves, The prindples of negation that
were st out at the beginning have an internal cohercnce ar most. They
depend on randomness, Far from acting as hinderances. they proved of
more help than their opposites, prindples 1 could deduce today. Using
the subtle resources coming from passion, life, and desire against them, |
have more dedidedly won out than by relying on the wisdom of making
ASSErTIonS.

The lacerating question of this book . . .

posed by a helplessly wounded man, slowly losing his strength .

gpoing the himit, though, silemtly and efforlessly scnsing some
possibility—despite accumulated obstacles—slipping through the crack in
the wall , ..

“il there is no general interrelation of things in the name of which
speaking is possible, bow can action be addressed. how can people be
made to act, do anything?”

Until our fime action depended on transcendence. When the talk
tumed 1o action, pifstage there would always be clunky chains, ratiled by
ghosts of nothingness
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I want only chance . . .

which is my goal, my only goal, and my sole means.

How painful it is at times to speak. 1 lme, and it's my torment hot Lo be
iniitively understood but o be impelled o fnd words, words still
dripping with lics, steeped in the biter residue of the times. It makes me
feel nauscous 1o add (fearing serious misunderstanding). °T take myself
lightly, not serivusly.”

I'm so lacking any indination to write for the unfriendly that, from the
rest, the vihers, T ask frmtuitne understanding. Only friendly eyes can see
far enough., Only friendship senses the uneasiness emerging from decisive
declarations of truth, firm goals. If 1 ask a man in the porter's tade to
carry my bags to the station, 1 don’t leel nneasy giving him whatever
information is needed. Tf T evoke the far off possible, as in a secret love
aflair, bringing to bear something fragile and personal, the words |
write sicken me and seermn empty to me. 'monot writing a book o
preach. To me it would seem appropriate to make deep friendship a condition for
HAeTstanding me.

“SmEcontkol-=Selt-appointed moralists who first and foremost advise
the necessity ol self-control thus gratify a strange malaise: 1 mean a con-
stant quandry when dealing with impulses and natural incdinations—
whatever could be called urges. Whether it is exterior or interior peril
we refer 1o, whether we're dealing with thoughts, attractions, or stimul-
atinns, such casily bothered souls always consider their self-control 1o be
imminently in danger. Unable 1o mrust instinct or spontancity, they're
always on the defensive—eyes screwed up, sour, opposing even them-
sches—self-appointed “protectors of the fortress™ even though all the
same, greatess isn't beyond them! But how ditficult it is for the others (o
put up with them! And how unbearable even to themselves they are—
how impoverished, how isolated from the soul’s utter and lovely random-
ness, from all future experiences! For indeed, we must lose purselves, for a
time, so as to leam about existences that we aren'r . " (Gay Science)

How can we avoid transcendence in the way we are broughi up?
Clearly. Ior millennia, humankind has grown up in transcendence
{taboos). Without transcendence would we have arrived at the stage
where we now are {where humanity now is)? To start with something
very ordinary-—calls of nature—we lead children to discover the nothing-
ness detiving from such sources; and we construct their life on a curse. 5o
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we define the power that arises as separate from excrement, coming to be
with no conceivable admixiure

Capitalism dies-—or will die, according to Marx-—{rom the consequences
of consolidation. Likewise transcendence has become mortal by con-
solidating the idea of God, From the death of God—who within himself
cartics the destiny of rranscendence—comes the pointlessness of big
words and every sort of solemn exhortation.

Without the development of transcendence—iranscendence  that
founds the imperative temper—human beings would have remained
animals.

Though the return 1o immanence takes place at the elevation at which
humamty exists.

It raises humanity o where God was, bringing back to a human level
the existence that seemed 10 overwhelm us.

The state of immanence signifies the negation of nothingness (and thus
the negation of wanscendence; if 1 simply deny God, 1 can’t draw the
ebject’s immanence from that negation). We come o the negation of
nothingness in two ways. The first is passive—suffering—shattering and
annihilating us until existence 1s dissolved. The second is active, the wayv
of conscicusness: having a particular interest in nothingness. an interest
that, though depraved, is already lucid (in depravity nsell and in crime
1 discern the surpassing of the limits of being), 1 can in this way come to
a clear awareness of transcendence and at the same time its naive
origins

By “negation of nothingness® [ have in mund some equivalent of the
Hegelian negation of the negation. T wani to speak of having “comimuni-
cation® without first having decadence or cnime, Immancnce signifies
“communication” at that stage, without going down or going up again;
and in that case nothingness no longer is the obyect of the attitude that scis
it up. If you prefer, profound suffering spares anv recourse to the realms ot
depravity or sacrilice,

The summit thar my passion desired 1o attain—burt that I've seen elude
my desirce—is a summit that in extreme situations chance reaches, 1o the
puise of nnhappiness

Is this chance—since it's mistoriune ?
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Here we have to proceed by switching back and forth and saying, “This
isn’t misforiune, since it's the summii (which desire defines). It a
misfortune is the summit, this misfortune fundamentally is chance.
Reciprocally if the summit—passively—is attained by misfortune, this
is because il s essentially a thing of chance, occurring outside will or
merit.”

In the summit, 1 was drawn—in response (o my desire—to surpass
the Limits of existence. And as my will grew rense, because of the faa
that falling (rmy own falling or the falling of desire’s object) is 2 sign of
surpassing, it was expressly intended by me. This was the grandeur of evil,
falling,. and nothingness—giving  positive  transcendence and  moral
commandments their value, Such risking became habitual for me _ .

This is the moment when the individual finds out that he or she has
become time {and, to that extent, has been eaten away inside), and when,
on account of repeated sufferings and desertions, the movement ot time
makes him or her a sicve tor its tlow—so that, opened to immanence,
nothing remains in that person o diflerentiate him or her from the
possible object.

suffering abandons the subject {the inside of the particular existence
that the person is) (o death.

Normally it's the opposite, and we seek out the consequences ol time
and time's expressions (which are nothingness) in the object. T find
nothingness in the object, though then a kind ol fear restrains me. Hence,
what develops is ranscendence like a high cliff from which T look down
om nothingness.
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If ever breath has come toward me the breath of creative brenthing and necssity
forcing even chawce te dance the dance of the stars,

if ever I loughed at the crearive ightring, follewed growling but obedient by
the lengthy thunder of achion

if ever I played dice with the gods wat the divine table of earth so the earth shook
and split throwing out rivers of flame-—for the earth is a dvine (able, trembling
with new words and the sound of the divine dice

—Zarartbugrg, “The Seven Seals

Andd when difference does 11 make 1o yor—you dice thrower<! You sill have not
Iearned to gamble and show defiance! Ave we not forever seated here at this table a
garkering of mockers and gamblers?

—Zarathwpstra, *On the Superman”

My physical—and nervous—Iatiguc is so great that had 1 not discovered
simplicity, 1 suppose, anxiety would have left me breathjess and lifcless.

Far from achieving immanence, life's unforiunates often dedicated
themselves to a God whose ranscendence came from an mfended
evocation of nothingness. My life on the other hand proceeds from
immanence and its impulses. Yet T advance toward proud sovereignty,
raising high my personal transcendence above the nothingness of possible
decline. Each life is composed of subtle equilibriums.

I used to feel the pull of the seamy side of things—the guillotine, the
gutter, prosiilules ... Evil and dedine kept me bright-cyed. There
emerged a weighty, dark, anguished feeling in me like a burden lyving
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heavy on the crowd, like something evoked in a guillotine song like “The
Widow." | was lacerated by this awareness of the dawn as essentally
dependent upon decline, as culminating in the hali-lights of religion,
linking pormography to orgasm.

Al the same time [ knew ©'had to get a grip, had to be tough and proud.
Occasionally struck by military glory, which o dull, uncomprehending
minds issues from a proud contemplation of nothingness—essentally
conniving with the evil whose wanscendent negatiom it is {drawing
strength sometimes from appearing to disapprove and sometimes from
COMPIONLISE).

I persisted for some time, tasting the bitter truth of those ill-fared
possibilities, T rejected arguments from reason, which is a weighing out of
pluses and minuses in us and a calculation of clear interests. Reason irself
rejects the desire 1o exceed limits—limits that don't stmply mark off the
individual's margins but those of reason itsell,

In the second part of this book* I attempt 1o shed light on that menial
state. Schematically, 1'm trying to suggest the devowr rerrer that I'm thrown
o by such a stale even now,

(1 this regard I think the basic aspect of the wall to power is overlooked if
it is not seen as the love of ewl: not as usefulness, but as a value signifying
the summit._}

As 10 the conclusion of the second part: [ aflecied a certain audacious
attitude and challenging tone—no doubi with the same feelings that are
N me now.

Even now [ can only risk and gamble, without knowing.

i'm not ameng those who say. Do such and thus, and nearly
invariably you'll have your resulis.”)

However, by advancing and risking mysell—shrewdly, 10 be sure, if
shrewdness was each time a “throw of the dice"™—I*ve changed the way in
which I sce the ditticulties I met with at the ouisel.

1t When considered in the context of immanence, the summit by
definition obviates the ditficulties rajsed regarding mystical s1ates
ior at least mystwcal states that retain, from transcendence, impulses
of fcar and trembling to which the criticism of “spiriiual surmmirs”
refersy:

*Beginning with part 2, above " Surnmit and Dechne”)
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— immanence is received and is not the result of searching for it i is
wholly and entircly governed by chance (so that in those areas
where intcllcctual methods are muliiplied, dear perspectives can’t
be given, and if there does exist a decisive momient, ' of secondary
importance);

— immanence exists simultanecusly and in an indissoluble movement
as both an immediate summit {which, from all standpeints, is the
same as the individual's destruction) and a spiritual summit,

2} In risk T now perceive a movement that. rather than relating the
individual's present to his or her future, connects it 1o a person who
doeser't yet exist. In this sense risk docsn't assign action 1o the serving
of an agent but serves a still inexistent person. And in this regard it
cxceeds "being's limits.”

In short, although the summit escapes e when 1 scarch for it (when @
aim at it, as a goal expressed discursively), [ can sce within me impulses
capable of carrying me toward it at any moment. It 1 cant make the
“supnmit” an object of proceedings or intentions, I can make my lile an
ongoing evocation of possibilities.

This is how [ see things at present:

Time enters me-—sometimes by togsaking mc to death, a desertwm
caused by pain acting inside me despite me—though if my lite fedlows lts
norinal course, this will ecour through the succession of retlections that
attach the smallest actions to iime,

Tor act is to speculate on subsequent results—io sow in hopes of future
harvesis. In this sense action is “risk.” and the “risk” is both the working
and the things worked on--such as plowing, a field, grain, or a single part
ol the possibilines ob some mdividual.

“Speculation,” though. differs trom “risk,” since it is done with a view
toward gam. If need be, ‘nsk” can be wild and Irantic, independent of
concerns for the [ulure,

The difterence between speculanon and nsk comes from different
human attiudes.

Somenmes speculation 1akes precedence over risk. Then the nsk is
reduced as much as possible, and 1the maximum possible 15 done Lo assure
gain—the nature if not quantity of which being limined.

Sometimes the love ol risk encouvrages the greatest nsk and results in
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a refusal to recognize the end being pursued. In this case the end can’t be
determuned: it is by nature an unlimited possibiliry.

In the frst case speculation on the future subordinates the
present to the past. 1 relate my activity o the being to come, but the
imit of this being is wholly determined in the past, The being I
am talking about is closed off. intends to be unchangeable—i limits
LIS interests,

In the second case the undebined goal is openness, the surpassing of
individual lmits: The goal of present activity is the unknown furure, The
dice are thrown with a view 1o the beyond of individual being—io what
doesn’t yet exist. This acuon exceeds the individual being’s limits.

Speaking of summut and dedine, | contrasted concern with the future
with a concemn for the summut. which is located in present time.

I presented the summit as upavailable, In fact strange as it may seem,
the present is always unavailable to thinking. Thought and language have
no mterest in the present—and al every moment substitute perspectives
omn a future.

whar [ said about sensuality and crime can’t be changed. It we surpass
what I said, it’s a prindple for vs. IU's the Dionysian heart of things—to
which, once ranscendence 15 dead, pain will ding ever more closely,
every day.

All the same I grasped the possibility of action and—in action—aof no
longer being dependent on the pognant desire for evil.

Strictly speaking, Nietzsche's doctrine remains an appeal with no
answer. Rather it's a sickness, since it encourages short-term misunder-
standings. The absence of any fundamenal goal in this doctrine and its
mherent aversion 10 any goals can’t be directly surpassed.

"we believe that humanity's growth has roubling aspects oo, and the
greatest hionanness that there can be, 1f this notion is viable, would be the one
that most vigorously represents in itsclf the contradictions of its existence,
glorying in this existence and remaining its sole justificauon . ..~ {The Wil
2 Power)

In the absence of goals, ambiguity won't put things right but will end up
ruining them. The will o power remains equivocal. In a sense, in it 1s the
will to evil, amuunting to the will 1o experdirire or risk (which Nietzsche
stressed). Anticipations of some human rype—related to eulogizi ng
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the Borgias—coniradict the nsk prinaple, which demands the free
occlirrence aof resuilts.

If I retuse to limit my ends. I act without relating my acts 1o the gopd—
and withoul preserving or enriching given beings. To aim at the beyond,
and not at a givenness of beings, signifies not dosing up but leaving vpen
all possibility

*Tt*s in our nature to create supcrmen, To create whar surpasses ws? This is
the reproductive instina, the instinet for action and work. Because a will
always supposes some end, humanity asseemes an exisience that is nol yet in
existence but one that's the end of our existence. That's the real meaning
of free willl In this end are summed up love, respect and glimpses of
perfection and ardent hopes.” (The Will fo Power).

In his ideas on children, Nicizsche expressed the principle of open-
ended play™ where ooourrence exceeds the given. “Why,” said Zarathusira
“should the lion become a child?” A child is innocence and forgetfulness,
a new beginning and game, a wheel wurning om itself, a first impulse, the
sacred "yes.”

The will fo power is the lion: bur isn't the child the will te chance?

When still young, Nietzsche noted: ™ ‘Play” or uselessness—the ideal of
exuberant sirength and childike qualities, This s God's “infantilism.” *
{The Will fo Fower)

Apparenily the Hindu Ramakrishna attained to the condition of
immanence. He said of God, “He’s my playmate.” And, "There’s no rhyme
or reason to the vniverse. 175 sheer playfulness—ears and smiles,
characters in a play. Oh! Such enterntainment of the world—groups of
children let loose—and who's to blame or praise? There’s ne such thing as
an explanation or brains—and we're deceived by the few explanations
thai exist. But this time I'm not taken in. My watdhword 15 play. Beyond
reasomn, knowledge, words of any kind, is love.”

I'm thinking—I'm not sure of what—maybe aboui a type of speaking so
successful that, in spite of itself, it deforms the reality it refers wo. In the
immanent state are united the sense of the tragic, feelings of demented

**Risk,” “gambling,” “game,” and “play” all wanslate Bataille s pea—Trar
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comedy, and the greatest simplicity. Simplidty s the decisive aspect
Immanence hardly ditters from any state at all, and specifically it consises
in this: that this hardly and this nexr te nothing matter more than anything
else you can imagine.

it may be that play as a watchwerd and fewe obscure the truth.

But it's no accilent, 1 imagine, it these few lines establish the equiva-
lence of the object grasped in immanence, in infinite vistas of play,

A state of irmmanence mmplics such a wholehearted “risk” ot selt that
only independently occurmng willpower can command the individual who
gets w such an extrermne distance.

Once the lie of transcendence 15 revealed, responsibility is borever
dissipated. In the absence of responsibility, however, the deep infinity
imherent in risk escapes as well. Risk 15 a quest, from occurrence to
pccurrence, in the infinity of possibles.

Lh any event.

The state of immanence significs beyond good and evil.

And is related Lo nonascesis and 1o the freedom of the senses.

This applies also to the innocence of nsk.

Upon reaching immanence, our life has finally lelt the stage of the
masters behind.
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If one day I broke apan, dividing if not my whaole lite from the masses, at
least the important part of it—if the masees are dissolved in endless
immanence—it would only happen at the cost of depleted sirength! In the
period in which [ write, transcending 1he masses is like spitting in the air:
what you spit out falls back on you ., Transcendence (noble existence,
moral disdain, an attitude ol sublimityt has dedined. becorming hypocnsy.
It's still possible to transcend states ot apathy, but only on condinen ol
losing ourselves in immanence—and given that we fight tor others 1o, 1
would feel averse to iranscendent impulses (categonc decsons) it 1didn
immediately grasp them as canceled m a kind of immanence. What is
basic for me is 1o exist on the Busian fevel and to transcend only the decline,
the plasier decorations of transcondence. It 1L werent myself on the level
ol workers, my transcendence above the workers would amount to a
sticky goh of something at the end of myv nose. That's how | feel at cales, in
public places - 1 physically judge the people 1 mix with, and they can’t
be below or above a certain level, I'm deeply different trom the workers.
Ent the feelings of immerence T have when talking to them, that is, when
we're together in our sympathies, are an indicator of my place in the
world—a sign of the wave in the mudst of ocean. The bourgeovisie, mean-
time, secrctly jockeyng with each other: apparently condemned o empry
EXLETIONLY.

On one hand, reduced o hypocrisy (the play-acting of pretending 1o be
masters—lords ol bygone days—connected with nisking dearh, sword in
handy. transcendence produces men whose vulgarity sheds light on deep
unmanence, Yet | picture the bourgeoisie as destroyed in a tew legitimare
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bloodlettings. Wouldn't the equality of those who were siill there then,
wouldn’t that infinitc immanence in iis tuwm make the monotonous
reproduction of the workers pointless, wouldn’t it render useless a
multitude withour history or difference?

But thai is only theory!

In any case. the sense of mmancnce within the masses (which
wouldn't be transcended from then on) relates 1o needs as necessary for
me as physical lovemaking. I, 1o respond to greater demands such
as a desire for gambling, 1 felt it pecessary 1o isclate mysell in a pew
transcendence, I'd be in the wretched condition of people dying.

This alternoon: Four American planes attacking a vrain loaded with oil
and gascline (the train in a station a mile or so from here), hirting it with
bombs, artillery, machine guns. The planes flew low, buzzed cools, darting
through back columns ol smeoke—like awkward scary insccts—dive-
bombing the train, then up again to the sky. Every few minutes there
would be another one up above ws, plunging through thundering
machine gun fre, the motors, the bombs, the rapid-action artillery guns.
For a quarter of an hour, and without any persenal risk, 1 warched this
pageant; it fascinated the viewers. We membled and marveled—and affer
the foct we thought of the victims. Some thirty train cars burned. And
billowing up tor hours, as if [rom a crater, huge smoke clouds darkened
parts of the sky. At an agquatic festival iwo hundred yards from the rain,
large numbers of children had gathered. Ne one dead, no one injured.

No turther radio reporis on the advances of the armored columns. In
any case. 'm assuming that thev're less than twenty miles from here. A
couple of pickup rrucks with German troups inside stopped in front of me.
Looking for a bridge over the Seine, irregularly fleeing east.

For the first tiime {regarded from a more or less dispassionate viewpaoint,
hewvever) 've grasped the meaming of the war, that it is a rranscendence
against rminanence, The deteal of Nanonal Scdalism connects with the
isolatton of transcendence and the Hitlente dlusion—as the latter, in a
movement of ranscendence, is unleashed i lorce. Slowly the force
mabilizes a greater toree against it—the result of reactions realized within
immanence. What alone is left s the limn of isolation.

In ciher words: if the essence of Fascrsim » nanonal transcendence, it
can’t becomme “universal.” It draws is particular lorce trom “particulariry.”
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Which is why it loses the causc it represented, though it had universal
aspects. In each country, a certain number wanted conteel over the
masses, taking personal transcendence as their goal. They were frosirated
seekiny it, on account of not being able 1o offer the masses the option of
following them in this movemen—and so thereby transcending the rest
of the world. That was possible only in a single country, i the tran-
scendence of its satellite {Ialy)}—which twmed oot to be comical by the
middle of the war {the war hasn't demonsirated that Ttalian Fascism iy
basically interior compared to the German type but that, united with and
subordinate 10 a greater movemeni, the German kind edlipses the
Ttalian).

It is also funny for me 1o be playing “owl of Mincrva,” speaking only
after the facr, greeting war viciims with bursis of laughter, s this
chear-headed or cruel laughter? Clear-headed, since immanence s
freedom and laughter. “Momentary tragedy.” Nictzsche said, “aids the
eternal comedy of existence, and the sea “with its countless smiles’-
o quote Acschylus-—will cover the greatest of ragedies with it waves ™
(Gay Sclerce)

I am imagining a split across immanence, cach party contesting the
other's authenticity and approaching any authenticity only from the tact
of comesting and being contested. The tension—il not the war pecessary
between the two—and the fact that neither is what it claims o be.

Flans b a coheremn philosophy—buot thats now over and done
with . ..

Endless waiting, numcrous cxplosions in the night. The pro-German
mayor yesterday announced that the Amernicans are entcring Paris. |
doubt it. Wiile T write, a fierce exphwion, a child howling. Everyone on
pins and ncedles from waiting. The day belore yesterday the Americans
came ta within a few miles, Discounting any erdinary interests, person-
ally, 1 have muorbid reasons tor awairing the developments, especally the
Americans reaching Parls. Only a <lim likelihood of the region being
wracked by major batiles. The Germans are leaving.

Only wranscendence {discontinuiry) is undersicod. Continuiry is not
undersiood except as related o the opposite. Pure immanence and the
nothingness of immanence equate and signily roring
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Not that a pure transcendence s intelligible eithcr, except when
repeated, and Lhis amounts 10 saying---cxcepl when represented
infinity in the homogeneous environment of immanence.

With communications cut, I'm thrown back on total solitude, with the
German departure 2 couple of days ago, a kind of ne man's land, as the
phrase goes, has been set up at the edge of the forest—a perimeter
the Americans won't cross. You wouldn’t have imagined emptiness along
the rvad, the nightly silence ... The planes few and far between, and
sounds of explosions abating. No more bombings—and no artillery fire
i be heard. Whatever is alive, the village populations, the armies, all
arc dissolved {exhausted) in expectation. Since there’s no trusting
the news, I've stopped making any inquiries. Any news [ need to know

ithe Americans reaching Paris or arriving here) will come o me on
1 omvn

Under these conditions, uncertainty on the subject of K remains sheer
agony: in this remote, sealed-olf area it undermines and destroys me,
The relatively slow military operations stivr up people’s legitimate fears,

The issue of the Bghting in Paris.

[ experience relief imagining unwold excesses of suffering instead of an
expectedly swilt liberation. Sometimes we prefer dealing with horror to
be being patient.

S0 Iam jumpy now—somenmes at least. 1 pull mysell together, and
self-contro] returns through writing. It's getting dark out, and there isn't
any clecincity, though I'm reluctant to burn candles. 1 want 1o write, not
give In to anxiety. For months now the scparation forced on me by the
approaching military operarions has been all ton obwious. And now 1 can
say of my loncliness that it’s oppressive beyond bearing. In this absence,
my obsession turns nothingness (which might be definitive) inro a pesi—
and it stifles me. I°s so utterly exhansting to live nut the projection
we make of such stiflimg nothingness, projecting it onto the lie of
transcendence! If the wommen was pure, if it was an authentic nothing-
ness, it would probably lie less heavily. If 1 have 1o die, that's a lie 1oo0—
though no doubt the lie of losing the beloved is more glaring, But the lie ol
hiving. once shown up tor what it is, decreases the sadness ol dying, whilc
the Lie of love increases the horror of losing the beloved. In both cases, the
evident character of the lie does awa y with only a part of the result—since
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lying has become our truth, What I call lying, what the lic essentially 1s, is
enly essentially a lic: it is the impotence of the truth, shall we say. i
Joss—and not latigue—presents us with the image of ourselves as working
purselves into a lather over nothing, the feeling of impotence that crushes
us becomes nerve-wracking. [t can’t suppress the attachment. The
separation isn‘t easier for that reason——and detachment deesn’t bring
about the lucidity we hoped [or, but the thought that net even return ¢an
satisly the yearning subsisting at the core of deception.

A feeling of being twenty years younger.
1 ipund a divinely hellish messerger, one right out of musical comedy.

Saw K. We heard the roar of the arillery and the sound of machine
guns!

This evening, up in the ower. The huge lorest under low rain douds.
The war coming to its limit, From the southwest to the east, dull rumbling.

The coming battle—sounds of which several of us go out 1w hear
standing on boulders—doesn't faze me. Like my peighbors, i the
distance 1 see the spot where the invisible and mysterious banle takes
place—though we hear contradicrory speculations, The no man’s land ne
Jonger in force. In front of us scattered Germans slow the American
advance, That's fi—that's all 1 know. The radio news is confusing, not
squaring with the Geriman resistance we can see opposite us, Knowing
little or nothing—artillery and machine-gun neise, smoke douds from
distant fires, all these don’t seem ar all problematic 1o us. AWesomeness,
whatever its explanation, derives from incomprehensibility. The scunds
suggest neither the lethal eftects of projectiles, nor the vast canvas of
history, nor even the approaching danger.

I fee] empty and tired. still cannot wrire—but not because of the siate ol
my nerves. T need rest and mindless relaxation. I'm reading novels by
Hervieu and Marcel Proust in magazines from the 18905,

Ir's most likely that the Germans are giving up. By night, artillery rattles
our doors. At the end of the day, there are some twenry incredibly violent
explosions (a major munitions depot blows up). I feel the shock waves
between my shoulders and legs. A few miles from here flames lick the
sky—I see an explosion from atop the boulders. At ihe skyline, immense
Hlindingly red flames leap through black smoke. The wouded skyline
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is the same I saw three months ago when | complained of lack of
imagimation. At the time 1 couldnt imagine battle lacerations, the
devastation of tovely vistas—like immense slow waves moving over
pceans of trees, Today 1 saw huge conflagranons. Five or six miles from
here, an artillery spits owt its rage, irs sounds eventually swallowed
by enormous explosions. But on 1op of the boulders the children are
laughing. The calmness of the workd remains integrai.

Finally the news is less confused. Two cydists arriving from Faris well me
what’s happencd—streel fighting, a French flag raised over city hall,
newsboys hawking "Humanité, According ro them, the fighting nears
Lieusaint and Melun. Meiun might fall this evening. That would decide
the fate ol the forest.

went to the boulders at nine this evening. Soong ardllery fire, which
then goes silent. Though sounds of motorzed columns can be heard in the
forest.

Got back, stretched cut on my bed. Awakened from my half sleep by
shouts, Went to the window, saw women and children running and
shouting. The Americans are here they say. Going outside, 1 findd tanks
surrounded by the crowd—in what might be called a holiday mood, bue
more excited. It isn't as if these emotions don’t wouch me as much as
anyone. [ talk to the scldiers. Joke and laugh a bit.

There s something pleasant about the look of these Americans—their
clothes and their gear. Compared to us, the overseas visitors seemn more
sell-contained, more integral.

The Gemmans in any case exude manscendent mediocrity. The
“immanence” of Americans is undeniable (their existence is in themselves
and not beyond).

The crowd brought with them Hags, flowers, champagne, pears,
tomatnes and lifked children onto the tanks not a gquarter of a mile from
the Germans,

Arriving at noon, the tanks are on their way again by two. Aherward,
pitched battle half a mile from the streets. Part of the alternoon spent
listening to machine gun onslaughes, the deatening bursts of anillery, the
rifle fire. From atop the boulders, 1 saw the smoke billowing from 2
bombed-om village, the German batery firing from it, Everywhere §
turned—{fire! Melun burned in the distance, 2 volcano belching smoke.
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Frovn atop the boulders you see the land strerching out, two thirds of it a
gently rolling old-growth forest, then a [lat part going on toward Melun.
Occasional planes at the horizon swooping on a German column, and as
they struck, 1 saw columns of smoke go up.

Nine #» Slow arrival of a pickop mmock, armed Resistance men
surrounding it. Flags deck our the town square where the crowd gathers.
The first 1o be put in the truck s @all and lean, an older man. He's exotic
and distinguished, like a bird, a general, Disgraced—his feet hanging our
over the edge—the picture of wariness, disillusion Surrounded by the
armed mob. He bossed lecal collaborationist forces. The scene seems
repulsive—a neighborhood “execution cart” repheating the Revolution.
victims withdrawn into a deathly solitude. The croved cheers the arrival of
a woman, they strike up “The Marseillaise.” A petite middle class woman
{is she forty years old?) starts in on “The Marsetllaise” again, and the rest
join in. By the Jooks of her she is mean spirited. narrow-minded. Hearing
her sing is disgusting and rudicutous, Acrival of nighilall: a low, black sky
indicates a storm. The townspeople bring in the mayor, then come the
rest. First there are disagreements regarding the mayor. then a shoving
match ensues. The pickup truck with its burden making its way through
at a snail’s pace. Bare-headed young men armed with rifles o
submachine guns climb among the prisoners. The discordant steains ot the
"Chamt du Départ” are heard. In the glare of the fires night takes on
a reddish hue At vmes lightning flashes acress the sky Mindingly-—
everything madly pulsating. Toward the end. the nearby artillery (iroop
lines a quarter of a mile away) spews out pitched violence. making this
wreiched situation that much worse.

I'm [rightened by those who find it easy 10 reduce polmical activity 1o
propaganda cliches. Personally. the ponen of the hatreds, hopes
hypocnsies, stupiditics (in short, leinis ot teiere ) accompanying the grea
movements of weaponn obliterates me. Conflagrations appearing and
disappearing on a battleficld, people charging helter-skelter through the
streets, bursts ot artillery . and a din of explosions—all seems fraught inno
ordinary way, with the burden associated with the destiny of our species
wWhat uniamiliar reality pursues s end (different from the goals we scel
or pursues no end at all through such noise?

Not much keeps us trom conduding that the immense convulsion now
going on relates necessarilv 1o the destruction ol the old order, with ns
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ligs, frantic shouts, sophistication, morbid sweetness. On the other hand
there s a world of real forces aborning, a world acting freely. The past
{the deceit required to maintain it in existence) is now dying: Hider's
cumbersome elfores draw on the lase of its resources.

In this regard, obviously—woe betide those who won't be here 1o see
the coming of the time for casting off old dothes and going naked in the
new world: a world where whar has rever been seen before remains the sole
comdition of possibiliny!

But what deoes this world being born want? What does it seek? and
what does it signily?

Lacerated this moming, my wound opening again with the slighrest
josiling. Once more, empty desire and inexhaustible suffering! A year
ago in the heat of my decisiveness I distanced myseli from the harest
possibility of rest. For a year 1've been thrashing about like a fish our of
water. I'm eager and laughing. becoming a fiery rush ... Suddenly:
emptiness and absence. And from now on U'm af the foundation of the world:
from thar foundation the fiery rush appears simply betrayal.

How can we help realizing—and then endlessly sensing over and over
again—ihe he of objects that excite our desire? Yet in this senscless dark-
ness, turther than nonsense and collapse, 1 am still lacerated by a passion
I “commmunicate” the news of a nightfall 1o my beloved, as if this *comn-
mumnication” alone and no other would sulfice as a measure of love's
greatness. Thus—endlessly here and there—the mad lightning stoke of
chance is reborm, demanding in us, as a prerequisite, the realization of 1he
lies and nonsensc thai i is.

Oh summit of all that is comic! Bound, as we are, 1o flee the emptiness
{insignificancey ot infinite immanence, insanely dedicating ourselves 1o
the lie of transcendence! But in its dementia this lic lights up immancm
immensity. An mmensity now no longer 2 pure NONsCNse or a pure
emptiness, # & the toundation of tell being, a rue foundanon before
which the vanity ol transcendence dissipates. We wouldn’t ever have
known transcendence (for us it could not have been—and this may be the
only way it can exst for isellh il we hadnt first constructed it and then
rejected i, tom it dowwn,

{Will you be abile to lollow me this tar?)

And truly, we're guided to that peint by a commonly nored light
praclaimed by the waord meenom,

To which T am deeply attached,
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I don't know it anxiety—and inner unrest—ever more cuclly laceraied
anyone. At present myv place isi’'t with those who teach. Whatever stae-
ment I make continues on in me as in a tewn hit by bombs, the bombing
reverberates in chaos, dust and moans.

But just as the event being past. the commumnity discovers itselfl beyond
the calamity fcauriously. as tears dry up. as closed faces regain their light
as laughter cavorts againi—in the samc way, the “tragedy of reason
changes o senscless vanaton
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APPENDIX |
Nietzsche and National Socialism

Nietzsche attacked idealist morality, He rdiculed kindness and pity,
revealed the prewense and unmanliness hidden in humanitarian
sentimentality. Like Proudhon and Marx he insisted on the benehicial side
of war. Quite distant Irom the political parties of his time, he happened o
set forth princples for an aristocracy of “masters of the world.” He praised
beauy and physical force, had a distina preference for life's risky,
wrbulent aspects. These straightforwand value judgmemnts, distinct trom
liberal idealism, made the Fascists claim him as vne of theirs, led cenain
anti-Fascists o see him as a Hitler predecessor

As Mictzsche realized, the near future would see the exceeding of
conventional limits opposed o viclence and the clashing of real forces
in wonflicts of eutsize proportions, clashes that would viclently and
miaterially bring all existing values intu question. He pictured the woes of
a warume period that would be of unprecedented harshness and he
didn't belicve we should avoid such miseries regardless of cost or that
thuse trials would surpass human sirength. To him even catastrophes like
this seemed preferable (o stagnation, to the lies of bourgeos life, 10 the
banal happiness preached by a herd of professors of morality. In principle,
he posed the question of whether authentic value exists for humankind,
whether prescriptions of conventional morality and traditional idealism
ohstruct the coming of that value, and whether lile will overturn con-
ventional morality. The Marxists similarly understand moral prejudices—
understanding them as opposed to revolutionary viclence and yiclding o
some sort of preeminent value (the emancipation of the proletariate).
Though different from Marxism's value, the value prodairmed by
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Nictzsche isn't less universal—since the emancipation be wanted wasn'y
that of a single dass relative to others but the treeing of human life under
the example of its best represemanves—coompared to the moral slavery of
the past. Nietzsche dreamed ol a humanness thar, lar trom flecing its
tragic fate, would love and embrace this tate to the hullest. a humanness
that would no longer lie to itsclt and would rasc itsell above the social
slavishness,

This sort of humankind differs from the present-day kind. which is
normally confused with a function that's only part of human possibility.
FPutting it succincly, this new humanness would be fitegrafly Frovan and
treed rom the slavery that mirs us. Nietzsche had no desire to defing
such a free and sovereign humankind, halfway between modern
humanity and a super-humanity, that 15, superman. Appropriately, he
thought when something is free, you can’t define it. Could anything be
more vain than designating or limiring a thing thar docsn't yet exist? It's
up to us 1o will it! To will the tuture 1s o recognize the known as o be
surpassed. With this principle—a primacy of the tuture over the past* o
which he remained loyal—Nictzsche becomes as disconnected as possible
trom what is despised by life under the name of death, or by dreams under
the name of reaction. Berween the ideas of Fascist rcactionaries and
Nivlzsche's notions there s more than simple difference—there’s radical
incompatibility. While dedlining 1o limit the fulure, which has all rights
according 1o bin, Nietzsche all the same sugpested it through vague and
contradictory suggestions. Which led 1o confusions and misunderstand-
ings. It's wrongheaded to auribuie definite intentions 1o him regarding
clecioral pulitics, arguing that he talked of “masters of the word.” What
he intended was a risked evocation of possibility. As for the sovercign
humanity whise brilliance he wanted 1o shine forth: in conuadiciory
ways he saw the new humankind sometimes as wealthy, sometimes as
poorer than the workers, sometimes as powerhul, sometimes as racked
down by encmies. He required of the new humankind thar it possess a
capacity 1o withstand adversity—while recognizing its right 1o rrample on
norms. Siill, he distinguished this humanity vn principle from men in
posscssion of power. He recognized no limits, and confined himself o
describing as freely as he could the field of a possible.

A primacy of the future over the past, which is essential to Nietzsche, has
nething to do with the primacy of the Tulure over the present ihat was mentioned
carher,
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This said, il “Nietzscheanism”™ has to be defined, there isn't much reascn
o dwell on the part of this doctirine that assigns all nights e life as opposed
o idealism. A rejection of dassical moraliny s common o Markisim, ™
Nietrscheanism, and Naticnal Socialism. The only esseniial is the value in
whose name lite asserts these higher rights. Once this principle of judg-
ment is established, Nietrschean values are seen as opposing racist valucs
within a context of the whale.

— Nierzsche's initial stance develops nut of admiration for the Greeks,
the most intellectually developed people of all time. In Nietzsche's
mind everything is subordinated to culture. While in the Third
Reich, a reduced culiure has only military might as its end.

—One of the most significant traits of Niezsche's work is s
glorification of Dionysian values, that is infinite imoxication and
enthusiasm. It's no comncdence that Rosenburg's Myth in the
Twentieth Centnry denounces the cult of Dionysus as non-Aryan! . ..
Despite hastily repressed indinations, racsm admits only military
values. “Youth needs stadiums, not sacred groves,” asserts Hitlor.

— 1T already talked ahowur the opposition of the past to the funre.
Strangely encugh, Nietzsche designates himsell as a child of the
future. He himsclf linked the phrase with the fact of his not having
a native land. And actually, eur native country is what belongs 1o the
past in us. It's on this and this alone that Hitlerisim erects its rigid
value system, adding no new value, Nothing could be more alien to
Wictrsche, who—against the world—asserts the total vulgarity of the
Germans

— Twor otficial precursors of National Socalisrm prior to Chamberlain
were Nierzsche's contemporaries, Wagner and Lagarde, Nietzsche is
apprecated and has been pushed 1o the foretrone in the propaganda
ellort. but the Third Reich doesn’t consider him one of its teachers in
the samg way il eveniually does the other two, Nictzsche was o
triend o Richard Wagner bur broke off, disgusied by his Francopho-
bic and anti-Seminc chauvinism. As tor the pan-Germanist Faul de

*Which m werms o morahty 15 located in the afiermath of Hepehanism. Hegci
had already distanoed bimsell from tradition. And quite legitmately. Henn
Lefebvie said Nietzsahe adopied as s vwn "unconsaously, the wask of a some
umies o gealous populanee of immorahsm mphcit in Hegel™s historical dialecnoe
{H. Lefebvre, Nietzsche), To use Lefebwvre's lermmoelogy. Nierzsche is tesoonsibie
for “puishitg thiecugh alvesdy opered gares -~
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Lagarde, a single text remowves any doubts on that score, “If you only
knew,” Nietzsche wrote Theodor Fritsch, “how 1 laughed last spring
reading works by a seli-important, stubbom sentimentalist by the
name of Paul de Lagarde . . "

— Today of course we'te aware how anti-Semitic stupidity functions in
Hitlerite racism. There's nothing more essenrtial o Hitlerism than
hating Jews, Opposing this 5 the lollowing rule of conduct of
Nietzsche's: “No friendship with anyone implicated in this barefaced
hoax ol races.” Nietrsche asserted nothing more wholeheartedly
than his loathing of anti-Semires,

I have o insist on this last point. Nietzsche's fate was to be tarred with
the Nazi brosh. Certain hypocricies have to be dealt wirh tor thar reason.
One was perpetrated by the philosopher’s own sister who survived him
and lived on till very recently {she died in 1935). When November 2,
1933, arrived, Mrs. Elizabeth Focrster, born Nietzsche, could still recall the
difficulties that arose between her and her brother—ditficulties stemming
from her 1885 marnage 1o the ann-Semite Bernard Foerster,

A letrer in which Nietzsche reminds her of his disgust (he refers 1o it as
bemg as promovrced as possible} tor the man whom she chose o be her
husband (he alls him by name) was published through her efloris.
November 2, 1933, in the house where Nietesche died, Mrs. Elizabeth
Judas-Foerster received adolf Hitler, Fuhrer of the Third Reich. On that
solemn occasion she attested o the family’s anti-Semitism by reading a
text by . . . Bernard Foersier!

"Belore leaving Wetmar 1o go to Essen,” reported the Thmes on Novem-
ber 4. 1933, “Chancellor Hitler paid a visit to Mrs. Elizabeth Foerster-
Nietzsche, the sister of the celebrated philosopher. The elderly lady made
him a gift of a walking stick once belonging 1o her browher. She invitcd
him to visit the Nietzsche Archives,

“mr. Hitler listened 1o her read from a memorandum addressed to
Bismarck in 1879 by Dr. Foerster. the anti-Semitic agitator who protested
against the incursions of 1he Jewish spirit in Germany. Taking Nietzsche's
walking stick in hand, Mr. Hitler strode through the oowd 1o great
hurzahs.”

In 1887, addressing a contermnptuous letier w0 anti-Semite Theodor
Fritsch, Nietrsche ended this way, “So then really, what do you think
1 feel when the name of Zarathusira issues forth from the mouths of
anti-Sernires?”
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Nietzsche’s Inner Experience

The "experiences” adduced here arc allotied less space than in the two
earlier books * In addition, they lack the clarity they had there, Nor is this
simply the way it appears Indeed, the cssential interest of this book
impinges on moral anxieties Bur “mystical state<” are no less important
than they were previoush . because the moral question is ralsed in thar
COntext,

It might appear a distortiwom 10 give such a roke 10 these states 1 a
book “on Nictzsche,” The work of Nietesche hasn't a lot wo do with
investigations inw mystici<n, But Nietrsche did experience some kind «f
eostasy and said as much  Fooe Homte—see above n 930

I wanted 1o arrive at an understanding of the “*wetrschean expencnee
I imagine Mietzsche as baving in mind these same “mystical stare<”™ 10
passages in which he speaks of a divine,

“And how many new gods arc still possible!” he writes in a note dating

from 1BER. ~“As for me, in whomn the religious instiner that is, the instinct
i create gods, is at times awkward and unttored, how various are the
mades in which 1 have had, rach nme, some revelation of the divine!
I have seen so many strange things ocourring during these times ourside
lime maorments that drop into our fap as if out of the skics, times when i
becomes less and less clear 1o what extent you are perhaps already old or
will becormne young again . % 1 Tle Will 1o Pewery

To this text add two mere;

"To see wagic natures founder and Be able ¢ o000 despite leelings of

= Eatailhe mcans meer P somie i Guili- -Taass
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profound understanding, emotion, and sympathy, which are also telr: this
is divine,” (The Will to Power)

“My earlier solution: take tragic pleasure in a vision of the highest and
best foundering (a pleasure issuing from an understanding that the
highest and best remain too limited with respect to the Whole); though
this is only a mystical way of intuiting some higher "good.”

“My most recent solution: supreme good and supreme evil are
identical .” (TTe Will to Power)

The abject of these “divine states” known to Nietzsche 1s a tragic content
{time}), while their dynamic is o reabsorb a transcendent tragic element
inte an immanence implicd by laughter. The “too limted with respect to
the Whaole® of the second quote refers (o this same mmpulse, A mystical
way of intuiting” mcans the mystical mode ot teeling in the sense ol
experience, not mystical philosephy. This bemg the case, the tension of
states of extremity is given as a scarch for a higher “gocd.”

The phrage "the supreme good and supreme cvil are identical” could
also be understood as a tact of expernence (the object of ecstasy).

The importance accorded by Nietzsche himself 1o these extreme states is
expressly brought out in this note: “"The new feeling of power is the siate
of mysticism; and the dearest. boldest rationalism is only a help and
means toward it.—FPhilosophy expresses extraordinarily elevated states of
soul.” {The Will to Fower), The phrase “elevated states” Lo designate mys-
tical states 15 already found in Gay Scenee (see above, po 91,

Amang other things this passape recalls an ambiguity brought home by
Nictzsche when he speaks tirelessly of power while having in mind the
capacity to give, In fact we can only understand ancther obscervarion
{from about the same time) in this same way: “The definition of a mystic
someone with encugh happmess of his own, maybe o much, secking a
language for his happiness because be wants o ghv augy that happiness”
{ The Will fo Power). In that sense Nictzsche defined an impulse from which
Zarathustra in part derives. The mystical stare, elsewhere identified with
power, is more properly seen as the desire 1o give.

his book has the following profound meaning: that extreme siates
escape the control of the will (because humanity is aciion, plans), and this
could be conveyed throogh speech only with an alweration of human
nature. The decisive value of thar prohibition can only lacerate us when
we will and when we speak—and if willing and speaking are what we
cannot do, they are preciscly whar we must do. And regarding me, 1 have
encrgh, I Raw oo much, of my own happiness.
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Inner Experience and Zen

The Zen Buddhist sect existed in China from the time of the sixth
century. Today it Hlourishes in Japan, The lapanese word Zen translates
the Sanskrit dhyana, designating Buddbist meditation. Like yoga,
dhyvana is a breathing exercise for ecstatic ends. Zen is distinguished
from ordinary paths by its evidemt contempt for gentle procedures.
Although the basis of Zen devotion s meditaton, i only end is
the illuminatory moment known as saforf. Access 1o satori doesn't
derive [rom any methods that can be comprebended. It's a sudden
dislocatirm, an abrupt opening unleashed by the untoreseen experience of
srangeness.

Sian Jen's master Wei Chan relused 1o teach him, and he was
desperate. “As be was weeding and sweeping the ground one day, a
pebble he just then tossed away struck a piece of bamboo; the sound
produced by this impact unexpectedly raised his mind o satori, The
question Wei Chan posed became luminous; his joy knew no bounds; it
was as if ke had fovnd a lost relaine. Tn addition, he understoond how kind
his older brother had been, whom he neglecod because the latter refused
10 instruct him. For be knew this would not have bappened if Wei Chan
had been so berelt of kindness as to profter explanations o him” {Suzuk;,
Essays on Zen Buddhism). Emphasis on the words *As if he had found . . 7
15 M1y CWWIL.

“When the release takes place. whatever is born in the mind explodes
like & volcanic cruption or spills out like hghining. Zen calls this ‘return o
self . . .7 (Suzuka),

1a7
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Salor can come about “from hearing an indistinguishable sound or
uminiclligible remark, from observing a flower open, from some sort ol
trivial everyday incident like falling over, rolling up a mat, using a fan,
etc.” (Suzuki).

A monk arrived at satori "while walking in the courlyard, the moment
he stumbled” (Suzruki).
“Ma Tsu twisted Pai Tohang's now” | . and opened his mind {Suzuki).

Zen expression often took a poctic form. Jang Tai Nien wrote:

Shovdd you wish to covceal yourself in the worth star,
Tursn arownd, cross your hands behind the south star
(Suruki)

SERMONs of Jum MEN, “One day . .. he said: The Bodhisattva Vasudeva
changes for no reason at all to a stick.” So saying, he traced a line on the
ground with his own stick and continued, *All Buddhas, as numerous as
the grains of sand, are present o speak all manner of nonsense.” Then he
left the room. Ancther time he said, "What then is the point of all the
waords [ have spoken till now? Again, being incapable of coming to my
own aid, I'm here to speak to you once more. [n this immense universe is
there anything that stands in your way and makes you a slave? If ever you
find the slightest thing on your path or obstructing your way, though it's
small as a pinpoint, please remove il ... I despite yourselves you let
yourselyes be taken in by an old man such as me, you've already lost your
way and you'll break your legs .. Another time, “Observe—there’s
no such thing as life that persists!” And so saying he made as il to fall
down. Then he asked, ‘Do you understand now? If not, ask this stick for
cxplanations!” ™ {Suzuki).




APPENDIX IV

Reply to Jean-Paul Sartre (Defense of
Inner Experience)*

The disconcerting element in my writing style lies in the fact that ns
serigusness is nol what it seems. The seriousness isn imentionaily
deceptive, but what could keep exreme seriousness from turning into
laughter? Unambigucusly expressed, excessive mobility of concept and
feeling {states of mind) obstructs the slower reader’s capacity for grasping
{getting a steady hold,.

Sartre said about me: © submerged in nenknowing he rejects every
concept that permits the designation and classification of what he then
reaches: “If 1 said decisively, “1 saw God,” what [ see would change. Instead
of the inconceivable unknown-—wildly free before me and leaving me
wild and free before it—there would be the dead ohjecat, the object of the
theclogian,” However, all is not so clear, and here is what be now writes:
"My experience of the divine is so demented “you'd laugh if Trold you.
and further on: “to me, a fool. God speaks mouth to mouth” . . Finally, as
be begins a curious chapter containing an entire theclogy, he again
explains his refusal o speak the name of God, though in a rather different
way: "What basically deprives humanivy of any possibility of speaking of
God is the fact that in buman thought God necessarily conforms 1o
humanity insofar as humanity is tired and yearning for sleep and peace
Here you will not find the scruples of the apnostic who, between atheism
and faith, understands how to stay in suspense. This is the truc Iy stic
speaking. the mystic who, having seen God, rejects the all-too-human

*Reply to a critique of [reer Exgersenve, whuch appeared in Caliersy dy Sid under
the title “A New Mystic
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language of those who have not seen him. In the gap separating these two
passages, you will find all of Mr. Bataille’s bad faith .~

sartre’s opposition here helps me emphasire the essentials. My idea is
that the particular human expertience called the God experience is altered
by narning it. In this respect, a simple representation of the object suffices,
since the need for precantions doesn’t change the situation, On the won-
trary. should the name be avoided, the theology dissolves and alter thatis
just a memory—oonsigning this experience to despair,

sartre, basing himsclf on my book. aptly desoribes the workings of my
mind. underscoring the foolishness of its workings betier from the outside
than I could from the inside (T was moved). He accurately analyres my
mental state and, as 1 should point out, objectively and clearly dissects this
state so as to bring out (appropriate) comic eftects:

*The torment he [the *he” being me] cannot escape,” says Sartre, “is the
same one he cannot bear. What if this torment is all that exists? If that is
the case, it w predsely this torment he will attempt 1o falsify. The author
hirmsell admits it: ‘T weach the art of turning anguish into delight.” And
here is the trick involved: ‘I know absolutely nothing.” Fine, This signifies
that my knowledge stops—it goes no further. Beyond this is nothing, since
nothing is the only thing 1 know. But what if I reify my ignorance? What if
I ransform it into the night of nonknowing? Suddenly it becomes posi-
tive: [ can wuch it T can melt into it. “When nooknowing is reached,
absolute knowing becomes only “one knowing among others.” Better: |
can feel very comfortable with it. There was light feebly illuminating this
night, bu for the present I have withdrawn into the night and it is from the
viewpotnr of night that 1 am considering the light. Nonknowing is a process
of siripping bare. That propositicn is a summit, but has ro be understood
in this way: stripped bare, therefore 1 see what knowing kept hidden rill
this peint. But if I sec. 1 knew. 1 know indeed, but what 1 have known is
again swipped bare by nonknowledge. # nonmeaning is meaning, the
recaning that is nonmeaning is lost and becomes nonmeaning again
{without any end to the process).” We won’t catch our author napping,. i
he reifies nonknowing, it is with a certain wariness: in the manner of a
movemnent, not a thing. And despite all, he pulls the rick off: the non-
knowing that previously had not been anything is always becoming the
beyond of knowing. Throwing himself forward, Mr. Bataille suddenly dis-
covers himsell on the path 1o transcendence. He has escaped. The disgust,
shame, and nausea have remained behind with the knowing. Aferward
there is little reason for his telling us, ‘Nothing is revealed either in the fall
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or in the abyss.” For the essential is revealed, which is that my abjection
is a nonmeaning and that there is a nonmeaning 1o this nonmeaning
(which does not in any way rever! (o the original meamng). One of
Mr. Blanchot's texts that Mr, Bataille quotes will reveal the deceit for us:
The night soon seemed darker to him and more terrible than any other
night, as il in fact it was coming from some wound, out of some thinking
that had stopped being thinking, cwr of thirkimg wnderstord ronvically as
something other than thinking.” Though, to be sure, Mr. Bataille refuses o
see that nonknowing remains immanently in thinking. Thinking that
thinks that it is not knewing remains thinking. It reveals the limitations of
inmerness but all the same docs not give a general view. The equivalent
would be to make nothing into something under the pretext of giving it a
name. However, our author goes on 1o do just that, Tt is hardly that dif-
ficudt for him. You and 1, we might write "I know nothing” quite sincerely
But let us assume that 1 enclose this potfing in quotation marks. Let us
assume, like Mr. Bataille, [ write: *And above all it is “nothing,” in is “noth-
ing” that 1 know.” Here is a nothing thai begins 10 look rather odd: it s
detached and isolared, not far from having an existence on its own. For
the present it will be enough to call it the wnknowns and the result will be
attained. Nothing is whar does not exist a1 all. and the unknown s what
does not oxist for me in any way. By namimg nothing as the unknown, 1
turn it into an existence whose essence is to escape my knowang: and if 1
add that 1 know nothing, that signifies that 1 communicate with this exist-
ence in some other way than by knowing. Here again Mr. Blanchot's text,
referred 1o by our author, can be seen o shed some light for vs: by means
of this emptiness therefore ‘the looking and the object of this looking
blended together. Mot only did the eye which saw nerhing grasp something,
but it grasped “the cause of its vision, ™ If saw as an object that which cavsed it
wot to see.”* This. then, 15 the wild and free unknown to which Mr. Bataille
sometimes gives and sometimes withholds the name of God. He has
hypostasized pure nothingness. With a last cffort of his, we will be
dissolved ourselves in this night that till now has only protected us.
Enowledge is what creates an objed as over against a subject, Nonknowl-
edge Is 'a cancellation of subject and objeat, the only means of not ending
up in a possession of an object by means of a subject.” There remains
communication,” Which 15 to say, night absorbs everything. Now,

* Sarirc’s cmphasis.
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Mr. Bataille forgers that with his own hands he has constroced a
umversal objec—Night. 5o that it is time to apply 1o our avthor what
Hegel said of Schelling™s absolute, that at night all cows are black. It
appears that to give onesell to the night is rapturous. Twouldn't doubt it It
is a certain way of dissolving onesell inlo nothang. But Mr. Bataille—as he
did just a moment ago—satisfies his wish “to be nothing” in a roundabout
way. With the phrases ‘nothing,” ‘mght,” and ‘a nooknowing that lays
bare” he bas simply presented us with a fine little pantheistic ecstasy. 1 call
1 mind what Poincare said of Kiemanian geometry: replace the definktion
of the Riemanian plane with that of the Euchidian sphere, and you have
Eudidian geometry. Indeed. And in similar fashion, Spinoza’s system
is pantheism of the right-handed type, while that of Mr. Bataille is the
left-handed variety.”

At this point. however, T am the one who should elucidate Sartre,
instead of the other way around. He should have me say that it “would be a
lefi-handed pantheism,” if this infinite turbulence of mine had already
ruled out even a possibility of stopping. Still, 1 can accept seeing mysell
from a standpoint that charges me with slowness of thought, Naturally in
one form or another, T've myself observed these mexiricable difficulties
tr which Sartre refers: my thinking and irs workings took these very
difficutties as their starting point, though this was like a landscape
glimpsed from a speeding train—what could be seen was always simply
their dissolution inte movermnent, 1°d see them reborn in other shapes,
accelerating at catastrophic speeds, So my principal impulse under these
conditions was a disturbing awareness of giddiness, Peering into the very
fimits of existence, my headlong path forward, as it formed and reformed
{opened and dosed), never excluded awareness of the emptiness and
foolishness of my thinking. But the pinnacle was the moment my
intoxicating emptiness gave thinking a full consistency, a time in which,
through the intoxication itself that it gave me, my nonmeaning took on
the rights of meaning. If it imoxicates me, nonmeaning indeed has this
meaning—it intexicates me, And in that rapture it's correct to have loss of
meaning, so it's the meaning of the fact of the loss of meaning. No sooner
did the new meaning appear than it appeared as inconsistency-—and
nonmeaning again empticd me. But the return of nonmeaning was the
departure of accumulated intoxication While Sartre, never fazed and
never intoxicated with any impulsiveness, judging my suffenng and
intoxication from the ouside, without experiencing them, concludes this
articke of his by stressing the emptiness; “If the joys o which Mr. Baiaille
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invites us,” he says, “refer to themselves alone and are not integrated inmo
a frmmework of new endeavors and don’t contribute 1o forming a new
humankind superseding itself toward new goals, they are equivalent 1o
the pleasure of drinking a glass of spirits or feeling the sun’s warmth ar the
beach.” Thar is troe, although T insist: specitically from the fact that that s
what they are, specifically because 1 am Ich empty. they continue ~n
within me as anguish. What I tricd to descaribe in Inner Experience s @
movernent that as it loses any possibality of coming to a hal, falls easily
under the attack of a emticism that thinks it can etfect a halt trom the
cutside, since this criticism wself isn't conght in that movement. My giddy
fall and 1the differemce it introduces into the mind can be grasped only by
those experiencing it for themselves, Hence the possibility of reproaching
me, as Sartre has done, first with leading readers to God and then with
leading them 1o the void! These contradictory reproaches support my own
assertion: [ don 't lead amywiiere.

This is why criticism of my thought is difficuly, Whatever might be said
my reply is given in advance. and for me significanr crivicism will enly be a
new means o anguish, with intoxication remaining the staning point. in
the press of that headlong rush forward, comic as it was in so many ways,
never drew back: And Sarire has allowed me to start in again . .. There'™
no end to it.

But the following obvious weakness comes from the ease of that
attituide:

~Lite,” I said. “is bound 1o be lost in death, as a river loscs itself in the
sea, the known in the unknown” {Inner Fxpertence). And death is the end
life easily reaches {as watcr does sea level). So why would T wish te turn
my desire to be persuasive into a worry? 1 dissolve into myself like the
sea—and 1 know the roaring waters of the torrent head straight at me!
Whatever a judicious understanding sometimes seems (o hide. an
immense folly connected with it (understanding is only an infinitesimai
part of that folly), doesnt hesitate to give back. The ceramty of incoher
ence in reading, the inevitable crumbling of the soundest constructions. 15
the deep iruth of books, Since appearance constitutes a limit. what truly
exists is a dissolution into commaen opacity rather than a development of
lucid thinking. The apparent unchangingness of books is deceptive: each
book is also the sum of the misundersiandings i occasiens.

S0 why exhaust myselt with efforts 1oward consciousness? T can only
make fun of myself as T write, {(Why write even a phrasc if laughter
divesn’t immediately join me?i Tt goes withoul saymg that, tor ihe task, 1
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bring to bear whatever rigor I have within me. But the crumbling naiure
of thinking’s awareness ol itselt and espedially the certainty of thinking
reaching its end only in failing, hinder any repose and prevent the relaxed
state that fadlitates a rigorous disposition of things, Commitied o the
casual stance—T think and express myself i the free play of hazard.

Obwiously, everyone in some way admits the importance of hazard, But
this recognition is as minimal and unconsdous as possible. Going my way
unconstrained, unhampered, T develop my thoughis, make choices with
regard to expression—>but 1 don’t have the control over myself that [ want.
And the acual dynamic of my intelligence is equally uncontrollable. So
that [ owe to other dynamics—te lucky chance and to fleeting moments of
relaxation—ithe minimal order and relative learning that 1 do have. Amd
the rest of the time . . . Thus, as T see it my thought proceeds io harmony
with its object, an object that it attains more and perfectly the greater the
state of its own Tuin. Though it isn't necessarily conscious of this. At onc
and the same time my thinking muost reach plenary illumination
and dissolution . In the same individual, thought must construct and
destroy itself,

And even that isn't quite right, Even the most rigorous thinkers yield
i chance. In addition, the demands inherent in the exercise of thought
aften take me lar from where T started. One of the great difficuities
encountered by understanding is to put order into thought's interrelations
in time. In a given moment, my thought reaches considerable ripor. But
how e link it with yoesterday’s thinking? Yesterday, in 2 sense, 1 was
another person, responding (o other worries. Adapting onc to the other
remains possible, bur ., .

This insufficiency bothers me no more than the insufficicncy relating o
the many woes of the human condition generally. Humanness is related
in us to nonsatislaction, a nonsatisfaction 10 which we yield without
accepting it. though; we distance vurselves from humanness when we
regand ourselves as satisfied or when we give up searching for satistaction,
sartre i< right in relation to me to recall the myth of Sisyphus, though “in
relation o me” here equates to "in relation 1o humanity, " T suppose. What
can be cxpecied of us is to go as far as possible and not to stop. what by
contrast, humanly speaking. can be criticized are endeavors whose only
meaning is some relation 1o moments of completion. Is it possible for me
10 go further? 1 won't wait 1o coordinate my cfforts in that case—1'Il go
lurther. I'll take the risk, And the reader, free not to venture alter me, will
often take advantage of that same freedom! The critics are right to scent
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danger herel But let me in turn point out a greater danger, one that comes
from methods that, adequate only o an oufrore of knowledge, confer on
individuals whom they limit a sheerly fragmientary exisienge—an exisience
that is mutilated with respect to the whaole that remains inaccessibde.

Having recognived this, I'll detend my position.

I've spoken of fmner experience: my intention was 10 make known an
object. But by proposing this vague title, 1 didn’t want w0 confine mysclf
sheerly to inner lacts of that expericnoe. It's an arbitrary procedure to
reduce knowledge 1o whar we get from our intuitions as subjects. This is
somncthing only a newborn can do. And we ourselves (who write) can
only know something about this newborm by obscrving it from outside
{the child is only our object). A separation experience. related 1o a vital
continuum  {our conception and our birth) and to a return to that
continuum {in our lirst sexual feelings and our first laughter), leaves us
without any clear recollections, and only in objecnive operanons do we
reach the core of the being we are. A pheremenclogy of the developed mind
assumes a coincidence of subjective and objedive aspects and at the same
time a fusion of subjec and object.* This means an solated operation 1
admissible only because of [atigne (so, the explananon | gave ol laughter,
because | was unable 1o develop a whole movement in tandem with a
conjugation of the modalities of laughter would be lelt suspended—since
every theory of laughter is integrally a philosephy and, simmlary, every
integral philosophy is 2 theory of laughter . ). But that is the point—
though 1 ser forth these principles. at the same time I must renounce
following them. Thought is produced 1in me as uncoordinated flashes,
withdrawing endlessly lrom a tenn to which its movement pushes it 1
can't tell if I'm expressing human helplessness this way, or my own ... |
dont knew, though 1"m not hopetul of cven some outwardly satislying
outcome. ki’ there an advantage in careating philosophy as Ldo? A Hlash
in the night—a language belonging 1o a briel moment . . . Perhaps in this
respect this latest moment contains a simple truth,

In order to will knowledge, by an indirect expedient 1 tend 1o become
the whole umverse. But in this movement [ can’t be a whole human
being, since Tsubrmit to a particular goal. becoming the whaole, Graned, if [
could become 1. 1 would thus be a whole human being. But in my effort,

*This is the fundamental requirement ol Hepels phenomenology  Clearly,
instead of responding to gt medern phenvmenclogy. while weplying 10 changing
human thought, Is only one moment among others: 2 sandoastle, a mirage of se2s
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don’t T distance myself from exactly that? And how can T become the
whoele withow becoming a whole human bemg? 1| can't be this whole
human being except when 1let go. I can’t be this through willpower: my
will necessarily has to will outcomes! But if misforiune {or chance) wills
me 1o let go, then | know Lam an integral, whole humanness, subordinate
to nothing.

In other words, the moment of revolt inherent in willing a knowledge
beyond practical ends can’t be indefinitely continued. And in order 1o be
thie whole universe, humankind has to let go and abandon its principle,
accepting as the sole criterion of what it is the tendency to go beyond what
it 15, This existence that 1 am is a revolt against existence and is indefinite
desire, For this existence God was simply a stage—and now here he is,
looming large, grown trom untathomable experience, comically perched
on the stake vsed for impalement




APPENDIX V
Nothingness, Transcendence, Immanence

My method has conlusion as a consequence—and in the long run this
confusion is unbearable (particularly for me!y. This is something to be
corrected if possible . . But for now, 1 want o elucidate the meaning ol
the above words.

For me nothingness s a limit of an individual existence. Beyond its
defiped Wimiti—in time and in space—this exisience or being no longer
exists. no longer is. For us, that nonbeing is filled with meaning: [ know
I can be reduced to nothing. Limited being is only a particular
being. Although, docs there exist such a thing as the woality of being
(understood as the sum of beings)?

The transcendence of being is fundamentally this nothingness. When
an object appears in the beyond of nothingness—in a vertain sense, as a
given fact of nothimgness—that objea rranscends us

Contrariwise, the more 1 grasp in some object the extension of an
existence first revealed within mysell, the more this object becomes
IMmanent o me.

On the other hand, an object can be active, A real or unreal existence (a
person, a god, or a state). by threatening others with death, heightens
within itself its transcendent nature. Its essence is given to me in the
nothingness that my limits define. Tts very activity defines its limits. Tt s
what is expressed in terms of nothingness; the figuration rendering it
perceptible is that of superiority. If 1 want to ridicule it. 1 have to ridicule
nothingness. Though, on the other hand, ¥ ridicule this threatening €xist
ence when I ridicule nothingness. Laughter moves toward immanence
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and in thar nothingness is the object of laughier—but it is thus an object of
a destruction.

Moraliry is transcendent insofar as it appeals o the good of a being
constructed on the nothingness of our mwn existence {humanity given as
sacred, the gods or God. the Statel.

If it turned out to be possible. a morality of the summit would demand
the opposite situation—that I laugh at nothingness. But without doing it
in the name of a2 supenority. 1 1 et myself be killed for my country, Tmove
toward the summit but don’t antain it: I serve the good of my country,
which is the beyond of my nothingness. T immanent morality were
possible, it would have me die for no reason. Bur in the name of this
nothing, it would demand my dying—in the name of the nothing that
I ridicule! 1laugh at i, and that demand disappears! Tt onr duty was to die
of laughter, the morality of this would be an impulse toward irrepressible
laughter.




APPENDIX VI
Surrealism and Transcendence

Having spuken on p. 341 of André Breton, T should immediately have
mentioned the debr | owe w Surrealism. If I've quoted anything o ill
effect. it’s against my own best interests.

The reader for whom “the letier” is less attractive than “the sparit™ will
notice in my questioning the continuation of a certain moral interrogation
that permeated Surrealism and, in the dimate presupposed by my hie, a
perhaps not unfamiliar prolongation of Surrealist intolerance, The passibil-
ity exists that in Breton's search for the object he goes astray. His concern
for exteriority brings hirm up short when he arrives at ranscendence. His
methuod ties him to a position focused on elfects, 10 which value belongs. He
is forced by his decency to annihilate himsell. 1o dedicate himself to the
nothingness of objects and words. Nothingness is thus bogus: it sets up a
play of competition, and nothingness subsisis in the ferm of superiority
The Surrealist object is to be tound essentially in aggression, its job being 1o
annihilate ur “reduce o nothingness.” But this doesn't of course make it
slavish, since its attacks have no reason or motive . [T sn't any less etfoctive,
however, in bringing its author—whose will 10 Immanence Temains
beyond question—into a play of transcendence.

Perhaps the movement expressed by Surrealism is now no longer
focused on the object. It is, if you like, within my books {if 1 must say so
myself, since who would sec it otherwise?). Coming from a position of
transcendent ebjects that confer an empty superiority on themselves in
order 10 destroy, there develops a shift w immnanence—and 1o all the
magic of meditations, This is a more personal 1ype of destrucion—r is
a stranger upheaval, a limitless questioning of sell. Of the self and
everything at the same nme.
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Eternal rerurn, 5, 134-135; as
Mietesches theme, ix—x S alie
Eeturn

Ethics, Baraille on, ix

Evil: and Christianity, 23 and
cormmuunication, L&, 23; as
cgorsm, 29 as frecdom, oo, v
oo and good, 15; as good of
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Moral concerns, Bataillc on, xee

Moral goal, search tor, 44

Maoral sumonit, and dechow, 17 See
afwe Decline: Sunmit

dMaoral valire, and desire, 58
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alse “Nouveau Mystique, Un™

Nictzsche, Friedrich: as apofmical, xx
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Bataitlets, xiif; moving value of.
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as a value, 122

Sacrfice: Batailbe on, xo and crime.
20; and victom, 21

Sacrifice {Hubert/Mauss), 20n
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Sensible achon, xovi-xoos

Sermualoy. 22-23, 94-9%: and crime
134

Separation experience, 175
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dissgpation of, 156 of existena
177 fall of, 63; and hypocrisy.
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‘Bataille broke with traditional narvative to tell us
what has never been tald before.’
Michel Foucault

o) (1897-1962) was an essayist,
poet, novelist and philosopher of excess. His
philosophy emerges from the aesthetic avant-
garde of the 19205 and 30s, when he was
associated with the surrealist movement, and
has since been explored by the major figures of
poststructuralism and postimodernism. His
classic works include The Story of the Eye and
The Accursed Share.

COOTTD takes up Nietzschean thought
where Nietzsche left off — with the ‘Death of
God’. Written against the backdrop of Germany
under the Third Reich, the book explores

the possibility of a spiritual life outside
religion. In so doing it weaves an astonishing
tapestry of confession, theology, philosophy,
myth and eroticism - all shot through with the
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