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Third Essay What Do Ascetic Ideals Mean? Carefree, mocking, violentâ€”that what Wisdom wants us to be. She is a
woman. She always loves a man of war.

For let's not underestimate the fact that Schopenhauer, who in fact treated sexuality as a personal enemy
including its instrument, woman, this "instrumentum diaboli" [tool of the devil] , needed enemies in order to
maintain his good spirits, that he loved grim, caustic, black-green words, that he got angry for the sake of
getting passionately angry, that he would have become ill, would have become a pessimist and he wasn't a
pessimist, no matter how much he wanted to be one without his enemies, without Hegel, women,
sensuousness, and the whole will for existence, for continued life. Once people paid a fine for being so
presumptuous as to arrogate a woman to themselves that involves, for instance, the jus primae noctis [the right
of the first night], even today in Cambodia the privilege of the priests, these guardians of "good ancient
customs". Oh, it's lonely enough, believe me! Why should such a brave and rich animal also not be the animal
in most danger, the one which, of all sick animals, suffers the most lengthy and intense illness? The ascetic
ideal is one such method. This is not the place to discuss whether this was not a complete mistake; all that I
wish to emphasise is that Kant, just like other philosophers, instead of envisaging the aesthetic problem from
the standpoint of the experiences of the artist the creator , has only considered art and beauty from the
standpoint of the spectator, and has thereby imperceptibly imported the spectator himself into the idea of the
"beautiful"! Kant thought he had honoured art when among the predicates of the Beautiful he gave priority to
and set in the foreground those which constitute the honour of knowledgeâ€”impersonality and universal
validity. I'm speaking, as usual, of people's cultural surroundings, of every kind of "Europe" there is right here
on this earth. There must be a high-order necessity which makes this species hostile to life always grow again
and flourish. Or would it perhaps be their assignment to attend on the sick or be their doctors? Away with this
disgraceful softening of feelings! Here teem the worms of revenge and vindictiveness; here the air reeks of
things secret and unmentionable; here is ever spun the net of the most malignant conspiracyâ€”the conspiracy
of the sufferers against the sound and the victorious; here is the sight of the victorious hated. How they thirst
to be hangmen! To renounce the belief in one's own ego, to deny to one's self one's own "reality"â€”what a
triumph! We can imagine itâ€”that embarrassing and unnecessary antithesis, which Richard Wagner at the end
of his life unquestioningly still wanted to set to music and produce on stage. That's the reason their
methodology belongs with the most universal ethnological facts. Clever, the Clever Whore and that if a
philosopher had come to an awareness of himself, he would have necessarily felt that he was the living
manifestation of "nitimur in vetitum" [we search for what's forbidden] and thus taken care not to "feel
himself," not to become conscious of himself? Has that flamboyant and dangerous winged creature, that
"spirit" which that caterpillar concealed within itself, has it, I say, thanks to a sunnier, warmer, lighter world,
really and finally flung off its hood and escaped into the light? Was this Parsifal really meant seriously? We
wish, therefore, to pay honour to the idea of "redemption" in the great religions, but it is somewhat hard to
remain serious in view of the appreciation meted out to the deep sleep by these exhausted pessimists who are
too tired even to dreamâ€”to the deep sleep considered, that is, as already a fusing into Brahman, as the
attainment of the unio mystica with God. Who's right, Kant or Stendhal? The priest is the first form of the
more refined animal which despises more easily than it hates. Compare this definition with this other one,
made by a real "spectator" and "artist"â€”by Stendhal , who once called the beautiful une promesse de
bonheur. Let me elaborate this hypothesis: I do not for a minute accept the very "pain in the soul" as a real
fact, but only as an explanation a casual explanation of facts that could not hitherto be precisely formulated; I
regard it therefore as something as yet absolutely in the air and devoid of scientific cogencyâ€”just a nice fat
word in the place of a lean note of interrogation. The most ancient philosophers knew how to earn meaning for
their existence and their appearance, some security and background, because of which people learned to fear
them. The right of the happy to existence, the right of bells with a full tone over the discordant cracked bells,
is verily a thousand times greater: they alone are the sureties of the future, they alone are bound to man's
future. The sound of his style tells us why we do thatâ€”that he has no time, that he has little faith in himself,
that he'll not be speaking any more today or ever. It can only be an apparent contradiction; it must be a kind of
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provisional expression, an explanation, a formula, an adjustment, a psychological misunderstanding of
something, whose real nature could not be understood for a long time, and whose real essence could not be
described; a mere word jammed into an old gap of human knowledge. We might call Christianity, in
particular, a huge treasure house of clever forms of consolationâ€”there are so many pleasant, soothing, and
narcotizing things piled up in it, and for this purpose it takes so many dangerous and audacious chances.
Broadly considered, it is not for a minute the fear of man, whose diminution should be wished for; for this fear
forces the strong to be strong, to be at times terribleâ€”it preserves in its integrity the sound type of man. Over
this bridge comes neither night nor day, nor old age, nor death, nor suffering, nor good works, nor evil works.
Up to the present what great philosophers have been married? The ascetic treats life as an incorrect road,
where we must finally go backwards, right to the place where it begins, or as a misconception which man
refutes by his actionsâ€”or should refute. Let's briefly go over its most important practices and forms. We
should be on our guard against that confusion which arises from psychological contiguity to use an English
word , a confusion in which even an artist can too easily get caught up, as if he himself were what he can
present, imagine, and express. In my view, only here can we find the true physiological cause of resentment,
revenge, and things related to them, in a longing for some anaesthetic against pain through one's emotions. All
good things were once bad things; from every original sin has grown an original virtue. For we must certainly
not underestimate the fact that Schopenhauer, who in practice treated sexuality as a personal enemy including
its tool, woman, that "instrumentum diaboli" , needed enemies to keep him in a good humour; that he loved
grim, bitter, blackish-green words; that he raged for the sake of raging, out of passion; that he would have
grown ill, would have become a pessimist for he was not a pessimist, however much he wished to be , without
his enemies, without Hegel , woman, sensuality, and the whole "will for existence" "keeping on. The idea
being contested at this point is the value of our lives in the eyes of ascetic priests: this same life together with
what belongs to it, "nature," "the world," the collective sphere of being and transience they set up in relation to
an existence of a totally different kind, a relationship characterized by opposition and mutual exclusion, except
where life somehow turns against itself, denies itself. If these both these were one day to mate, then something
most weird would at once appear in the world, the "ultimate will" of man, his will to nothingness, nihilism.


