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Beyond Good and Evil: Prelude to a Philosophy of the Future
(excerpts)

by Friedrich Nietzsche’
(1930)

PREFACE

Supposing truth is a woman—what then? Are there not ground for the suspicion that all philosophers,
insofar as they were dogmatists, have been very inexpert about women? That the gruesome
seriousness, the clumsy obstrusiveness with which they have usually approached truth so far
[Nietzsche is here referencing the modern philosophers who preceded him, such as Descartes and
Kant] have been awkward and very improper methods for winning a woman’s heart? What is certain
is that she has not allowed herself to be won—and today every kind of dogmatism is left standing
dispirited and discouraged. If it is left standing at all! For there are scoffers who claim that it has fallen,
that all dogmatism lies on the ground—even more, that all dogmatism is dying...

THE PREJUDICES OF PHILOSOPHERS

1. The Will to Truth, which is to tempt us to many a hazardous enterprise, the famous Truthfulness of
which all philosophers have hitherto spoken with respect, what questions has this Will to Truth not
laid before us! What strange, perplexing, questionable questions! It is already a long story; yet it seems
as if it were hardly commenced. Is it any wonder if we at last grow distrustful, lose patience, and turn
impatiently away? That this Sphinx teaches us at last to ask questions ourselves? WHO is it really that
puts questions to us here? WHAT really is this “Will to Truth” in us? In fact we made a long halt at the
question as to the origin of this Will—until at last we came to an absolute standstill before a yet more
fundamental question. We inquired about the VALUE of this Will. Granted that we want the truth:
WHY NOT RATHER untruth? And uncertainty? Even ignorance? The problem of the value of truth
presented itself before us—or was it we who presented ourselves before the problem? Which of us is
the Oedipus here? Which the Sphinx? It would seem to be a rendezvous of questions and notes of
interrogation. And could it be believed that it at last seems to us as if the problem had never been
propounded before, as if we were the first to discern it, get a sight of it, and RISK RAISING it? For there
is risk in raising it, perhaps there is no greater risk.

2. “"HOW COULD anything originate out of its opposite? For example, truth out of error? or the Will to
Truth out of the will to deception? or the generous deed out of selfishness? or the pure sun-bright
vision of the wise man out of covetousness? Such genesis is impossible; whoever dreams of it is a fool,
nay, worse than a fool; things of the highest value must have a different origin, an origin of THEIR
own—in this transitory, seductive, illusory, paltry world, in this turmoil of delusion and cupidity, they
cannot have their source. But rather in the lap of Being, in the intransitory, in the concealed God, in
the “Thing-in-itself—THERE must be their source, and nowhere else!”—This mode of reasoning

*
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discloses the typical prejudice by which metaphysicians of all times can be recognized, this mode of
valuation is at the back of all their logical procedure; through this “belief” of theirs, they exert
themselves for their “knowledge,” for something that is in the end solemnly christened “the Truth.”
The fundamental belief of metaphysicians is THE BELIEF IN ANTITHESES OF VALUES. It never
occurred even to the wariest of them to doubt here on the very threshold (where doubt, however, was
most necessary); though they had made a solemn vow, “DE OMNIBUS DUBITANDUM.” For it may
be doubted, firstly, whether antitheses exist at all; and secondly, whether the popular valuations and
antitheses of value upon which metaphysicians have set their seal, are not perhaps merely superficial
estimates, merely provisional perspectives, besides being probably made from some corner, perhaps
from below—"frog perspectives,” as it were, to borrow an expression current among painters. In spite
of all the value which may belong to the true, the positive, and the unselfish, it might be possible that
a higher and more fundamental value for life generally should be assigned to pretense, to the will to
delusion, to selfishness, and cupidity. It might even be possible that WHAT constitutes the value of
those good and respected things, consists precisely in their being insidiously related, knotted, and
crocheted to these evil and apparently opposed things—perhaps even in being essentially identical
with them. Perhaps! But who wishes to concern himself with such dangerous “Perhapses”! For that
investigation one must await the advent of a new order of philosophers, such as will have other tastes
and inclinations, the reverse of those hitherto prevalent—philosophers of the dangerous “Perhaps” in
every sense of the term. And to speak in all seriousness, | see such new philosophers beginning to
appear.

4. The falseness of an opinion is not for us any objection to it: it is here, perhaps, that our new
language sounds most strangely. The question is, how far an opinion is life- furthering, , species-
preserving, perhaps species-rearing, and we are fundamentally inclined to maintain that the falsest
opinions (to which the synthetic judgments a priori belong), are the most indispensable to us, that
without a recognition of logical fictions, without a comparison of reality with the purely IMAGINED
world of the absolute and immutable, without a constant counterfeiting of the world by means of
numbers, man could not live—that the renunciation of false opinions would be a renunciation of life,
a negation of life. TO RECOGNISE UNTRUTH AS A CONDITION OF LIFE; that is certainly to impugn
the traditional ideas of value in a dangerous manner, and a philosophy which ventures to do so, has
thereby alone placed itself beyond good and evil.

6. It has gradually become clear to me what every great philosophy up till now has consisted of—
namely, the confession of its originator, and a species of involuntary and unconscious auto-biography;
and moreover that the moral (or immoral) purpose in every philosophy has constituted the true vital
germ out of which the entire plant has always grown. Indeed, to understand how the abstrusest
metaphysical assertions of a philosopher have been arrived at, it is always well (and wise) to first ask
oneself: “What morality do they (or does he) aim at?” Accordingly, | do not believe that an “impulse to
knowledge” is the father of philosophy; but that another impulse, here as elsewhere, has only made
use of knowledge (and mistaken knowledge!) as an instrument. But whoever considers the
fundamental impulses of man with a view to determining how far they may have here acted as
INSPIRING GENII (or as demons and cobolds), will find that they have all practiced philosophy at one
time or another, and that each one of them would have been only too glad to look upon itself as the
ultimate end of existence and the legitimate LORD over all the other impulses. For every impulse is
imperious, and as SUCH, attempts to philosophize. To be sure, in the case of scholars, in the case of
really scientific men, it may be otherwise—"better,” if you will; there may really be such a thing as an
“impulse to knowledge,” some kind of small, independent clock-work, which, when well wound up,
works away industriously to that end, WITHOUT the rest of the scholarly impulses taking any material
part therein. The actual “interests” of the scholar, therefore, are generally in quite another direction—
in the family, perhaps, or in money- making, or in politics; it is, in fact, almost indifferent at what
point of research his little machine is placed, and whether the hopeful young worker becomes a good
philologist, a mushroom specialist, or a chemist; he is not CHARACTERIZED by becoming this or that.
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In the philosopher, on the contrary, there is absolutely nothing impersonal; and above all, his morality
furnishes a decided and decisive testimony as to WHO HE IS,— that is to say, in what order the
deepest impulses of his nature stand to each other.

8. There is a point in every philosophy at which the “conviction” of the philosopher appears on the
scene; or, to put it in the words of an ancient mystery:

Adventavit asinus, Pulcher et fortissimus.
[The “ass” (donkey, simpleton or fool) comes this way, beautiful and most bold.]

9. You desire to LIVE “according to Nature”? Oh, you noble Stoics, what fraud of words! Imagine to
yourselves a being like Nature, boundlessly extravagant, boundlessly indifferent, without purpose or
consideration, without pity or justice, at once fruitful and barren and uncertain: imagine to yourselves
INDIFFERENCE as a power—how COULD you live in accordance with such indifference? To live—is
not that just endeavoring to be otherwise than this Nature? Is not living valuing, preferring, being
unjust, being limited, endeavoring to be different? And granted that your imperative, “living according
to Nature,” means actually the same as “living according to life”—how could you do DIFFERENTLY?
Why should you make a principle out of what you yourselves are, and must be? In reality, however, it
is quite otherwise with you: while you pretend to read with rapture the canon of your law in Nature,
you want something quite the contrary, you extraordinary stage-players and self-deluders! In your
pride you wish to dictate your morals and ideals to Nature, to Nature herself, and to incorporate them
therein; you insist that it shall be Nature “according to the Stoa,” and would like everything to be
made after your own image, as a vast, eternal glorification and generalism of Stoicism! With all your
love for truth, you have forced yourselves so long, so persistently, and with such hypnotic rigidity to
see Nature FALSELY, that is to say, Stoically, that you are no longer able to see it otherwise—and to
crown all, some unfathomable superciliousness gives you the Bedlamite hope that BECAUSE you are
able to tyrannize over yourselves—Stoicism is self-tyranny—Nature will also allow herself to be
tyrannized over: is not the Stoic a PART of Nature? . . . But this is an old and everlasting story: what
happened in old times with the Stoics still happens today, as soon as ever a philosophy begins to
believe in itself. It always creates the world in its own image; it cannot do otherwise; philosophy is
this tyrannical impulse itself, the most spiritual Will to Power, the will to “creation of the world,” the
will to the causa prima.

ON WHAT IS RELIGIOUS

46. Faith, such as early Christianity desired, and not infrequently achieved in the midst of a skeptical
and southernly free-spirited world, which had centuries of struggle between philosophical schools
behind it and in it, counting besides the education in tolerance which the Imperium Romanum gave—
this faith is NOT that sincere, austere slave-faith by which perhaps a Luther or a Cromwell, or some
other northern barbarian of the spirit remained attached to his God and Christianity, it is much rather
the faith of Pascal, which resembles in a terrible manner a continuous suicide of reason—a tough,
long-lived, worm-like reason, which is not to be slain at once and with a single blow. The Christian
faith from the beginning, is sacrifice the sacrifice of all freedom, all pride, all self- confidence of spirit,
it is at the same time subjection, self-derision, and self-mutilation. There is cruelty and religious
Phoenicianism in this faith, which is adapted to a tender, many-sided, and very fastidious conscience,
it takes for granted that the subjection of the spirit is indescribably PAINFUL, that all the past and all
the habits of such a spirit resist the absurdissimum, in the form of which “faith” comes to it. Modern
men, with their obtuseness as regards all Christian nomenclature, have no longer the sense for the
terribly superlative conception which was implied to an antique taste by the paradox of the formula,
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“God on the Cross”. Hitherto there had never and nowhere been such boldness in inversion, nor
anything at once so dreadful, questioning, and questionable as this formula: it promised a
transvaluation of all ancient values—It was the Orient, the PROFOUND Orient, it was the Oriental
slave who thus took revenge on Rome and its noble, light-minded toleration, on the Roman
“Catholicism” of non-faith, and it was always not the faith, but the freedom from the faith, the half-
stoical and smiling indifference to the seriousness of the faith, which made the slaves indignant at
their masters and revolt against them. “Enlightenment” causes revolt, for the slave desires the
unconditioned, he understands nothing but the tyrannous, even in morals, he loves as he hates,
without NUANCE, to the very depths, to the point of pain, to the point of sickness—his many
HIDDEN sufferings make him revolt against the noble taste which seems to DENY suffering. The
skepticism with regard to suffering, fundamentally only an attitude of aristocratic morality, was not the
least of the causes, also, of the last great slave-insurrection which began with the French Revolution.

51. The mightiest men have hitherto always bowed reverently before the saint, as the enigma of self-
subjugation and utter voluntary privation—why did they thus bow? They divined in him—and as it
were behind the questionableness of his frail and wretched appearance—the superior force which
wished to test itself by such a subjugation; the strength of will, in which they recognized their own
strength and love of power, and knew how to honor it: they honored something in themselves when
they honored the saint. In addition to this, the contemplation of the saint suggested to them a
suspicion: such an enormity of and anti-naturalness will not have been coveted for nothing—they
have said, inquiringly. There is perhaps a reason for it, some very great danger, about which the
ascetic might wish to be more accurately informed through his secret interlocutors and visitors? In a
word, the mighty ones of the world learned to have a new fear before him, they divined a new power,
a strange, still unconquered enemy:—it was the “Will to Power” which obliged them to halt before the
saint. They had to question him.

53. Why Atheism nowadays? “The father” in God is thoroughly refuted; equally so “the judge,” “the
rewarder.” Also his “free will”: he does not hear—and even if he did, he would not know how to help.
The worst is that he seems incapable of communicating himself clearly; is he uncertain?—This is what
| have made out (by questioning and listening at a variety of conversations) to be the cause of the
decline of European theism; it appears to me that though the religious instinct is in vigorous growth,—
it rejects the theistic satisfaction with profound distrust.

54. What does all modern philosophy mainly do? Since Descartes—and indeed more in defiance of
him than on the basis of his procedure—an ATTENTAT has been made on the part of all philosophers
on the old conception of the soul, under the guise of a criticism of the subject and predicate
conception—that is to say, an ATTENTAT on the fundamental presupposition of Christian doctrine.
Modern philosophy, as epistemological skepticism, is secretly or openly ANTI-CHRISTIAN, although
(for keener ears, be it said) by no means anti-religious. Formerly, in effect, one believed in “the soul”
as one believed in grammar and the grammatical subject: one said, “I” is the condition, “think” is the
predicate and is conditioned—to think is an activity for which one MUST suppose a subject as cause.
The attempt was then made, with marvelous tenacity and subtlety, to see if one could not get out of
this net,—to see if the opposite was not perhaps true: “think” the condition, and “I” the conditioned;
“1,” therefore, only a synthesis which has been MADE by thinking itself. KANT really wished to prove
that, starting from the subject, the subject could not be proved—nor the object either: the possibility of
an APPARENT EXISTENCE of the subject, and therefore of “the soul,” may not always have been
strange to him,—the thought which once had an immense power on earth as the Vedanta philosophy.

55. There is a great ladder of religious cruelty, with many rounds; but three of these are the most
important. Once on a time men sacrificed human beings to their God, and perhaps just those they
loved the best—to this category belong the firstling sacrifices of all primitive religions, and also the
sacrifice of the Emperor Tiberius in the Mithra-Grotto on the Island of Capri, that most terrible of all
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Roman anachronisms. Then, during the moral epoch of mankind, they sacrificed to their God the
strongest instincts they possessed, their “nature”; THIS festal joy shines in the cruel glances of ascetics
and “anti-natural” fanatics. Finally, what still remained to be sacrificed? Was it not necessary in the
end for men to sacrifice everything comforting, holy, healing, all hope, all faith in hidden harmonies,
in future blessedness and justice? Was it not necessary to sacrifice God himself, and out of cruelty to
themselves to worship stone, stupidity, gravity, fate, nothingness? To sacrifice God for nothingness—
this paradoxical mystery of the ultimate cruelty has been reserved for the rising generation; we all
know something thereof already.

WHAT IS NOBLE

257. Every elevation of the type “man” has hitherto been the work of an aristocratic society—and so
will it always be—a society believing in a long scale of gradations of rank and differences of worth
among human beings, and requiring slavery in some form or other. Without the pathos of distance,
such as grows out of the incarnated difference of classes, out of the constant out-looking and down-
looking of the ruling caste on subordinates and instruments, and out of their equally constant practice
of obeying and commanding, of keeping down and keeping at a distance—that other more mysterious
pathos could never have arisen, the longing for an ever new widening of distance within the soul
itself, the formation of ever higher, rarer, further, more extended, more comprehensive states—in
short, just the elevation of the type “man,” the continued “self-surmounting of man,” to use a moral
formula in a super-moral sense. To be sure, one must not resign oneself to any humanitarian illusions
about the history of the origin of an aristocratic society (that is to say, of the preliminary condition for
the elevation of the type “man”): the truth is hard. Let us acknowledge without prejudice how every
higher civilization hitherto has originated! Men with a still natural nature—barbarians in every terrible
sense of the word, men of prey, still in possession of unbroken strength of will and desire for power—
threw themselves upon weaker, more moral, more peaceful races (perhaps trading or cattle-rearing
communities), or upon old mellow civilizations in which the final vital force was flickering out in
brilliant fireworks of wit and depravity. At the commencement, the noble caste was always the
barbarian caste. Their superiority did not consist first of all in their physical, but in their psychical
power—they were more complete men (which at every point also implies the same as “more
complete beasts”).

258. Corruption—as the indication that anarchy threatens to break out among the instincts, and that
the foundation of the emotions, called “life,” is convulsed—is something radically different according
to the organization in which it manifests itself. When, for instance, an aristocracy like that of France at
the beginning of the Revolution flung away its privileges with sublime disgust and sacrificed itself to
an excess of its moral sentiments, it was corruption—it was really only the closing act of the
corruption which had existed for centuries, by virtue of which that aristocracy had abdicated step by
step its lordly prerogatives and lowered itself to a function of royalty (in the end even to its decoration
and parade-dress). The essential thing, however, in a good and healthy aristocracy is that it should not
regard itself as a function either of the kingship or the commonwealth, but as the significance and
highest justification [of it|—that it should therefore accept with a good conscience the sacrifice of a
legion of individuals who, for its sake, must be suppressed and reduced to imperfect men, to slaves
and instruments. Its fundamental belief must be precisely that society is not allowed to exist for its
own sake, but only as a foundation and scaffolding by means of which a select class of beings may be
able to elevate themselves to their higher duties, and in general to a higher existence— like those sun-
seeking climbing plants in Java (they are called Sipo matador), which encircle an oak so long and so
often with their arms, until at last, high above it, but supported by it, they can unfold their tops in the
open light and exhibit their happiness.
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259. To refrain mutually from injury, from violence, from exploitation, and to put one’s will on a par
with that of others—this may result in a certain rough sense in good conduct among individuals when
the necessary conditions are given (namely, the actual similarity of the individuals in amount of force
and degree of worth, and their co-relation within one organization). As soon, however, as one wished
to take this principle more generally, and if possible even as the fundamental principle of society, it
would immediately disclose what it really is—namely, a will to the denial of life, a principle of
dissolution and decay. Here one must think profoundly to the very basis and resist all sentimental
weakness: life itself is essentially appropriation, injury, conquest of the strange and weak, suppression,
severity, obtrusion of peculiar forms, incorporation, and at the least (putting it most mildly),
exploitation. ... because life is precisely will to power. On no point, however, is the ordinary
consciousness of Europeans more unwilling to be corrected than on this matter; people now rave
everywhere, even under the guise of science, about coming conditions of society in which “the
exploiting character” is to be absent. That sounds to my ears as if they promised to invent a mode of
life which should refrain from all organic functions. “Exploitation” does not belong to a depraved, or
imperfect and primitive society: it belongs to the nature of the living being as a primary organic
function; it is a consequence of the intrinsic will to power, which is precisely the will to life. Granting
that as a theory this is a novelty—as a reality it is the fundamental fact of all history: let us be so far
honest towards ourselves!

260. In a tour through the many finer and coarser moralities which have hitherto prevailed or still
prevail on the earth, | found certain traits recurring regularly together and connected with one
another, until finally two primary types revealed themselves to me, and a radical distinction was
brought to light. There is master morality and slave morality—I would at once add, however, that in
all higher and mixed civilizations, there are also attempts at the reconciliation of the two moralities;
but one finds still oftener the confusion and mutual misunderstanding of them, indeed, sometimes
their close juxtaposition—even in the same man, within one soul. The distinctions of moral values
have either originated in a ruling caste, pleasantly conscious of being different from the ruled—"What
is injurious to me is injurious in itself”; he knows that it is he himself only who confers honor on
things; he is a creator of values. He honors whatever he recognizes in himself: such morality is self-
glorification. In the foreground there is the feeling of plenitude, of power, which seeks to over-flow,
the happiness of high tension, the consciousness of a wealth which would give and bestow. The noble
man also helps the unfortunate, but not—or scarcely—out of pity, but rather from an impulse
generated by the superabundance of power. The noble man honors in himself the powerful one, him
also who has power over himself, who knows how to speak and how to keep silence, who takes
pleasure in subjecting himself to severity and hardness, and has reverence for all that is severe and
hard. “Wotan placed a hard heart in my breast,” says an old Scandinavian saga: it is thus rightly
expressed from the soul of a proud Viking. Such a type of man is even proud of not being made for
sympathy; the hero of the saga therefore adds warningly: “He who has not a hard heart when young,
will never have one.” The noble and brave who think thus are the furthest removed from the morality
which sees precisely in sympathy, or in acting for the good of others, or in désintéressement
[unselfishness] the characteristic of the moral; faith in oneself, pride in oneself, a radical enmity and
irony towards “selflessness,” belong as definitely to noble morality as do a careless scorn and
precaution in presence of sympathy and the “warm heart.” It is the powerful who know-how to honor;
it is their art, their domain for invention. The profound reverence for age and for tradition (all law rests
on this double reverence), the belief and prejudice in favor of ancestors and unfavorable to
newcomers, is typical in the morality of the powerful. ...It is otherwise with the second type of
morality, slave morality. Supposing that the abused, the oppressed, the suffering, the unemancipated,
the weary, and those uncertain of themselves, should moralize; what will be the common element in
their moral estimates? Probably a pessimistic suspicion with regard to the entire situation of man will
find expression, perhaps a condemnation of man, together with his situation. The slave has an
unfavorable eye for the virtues of the powerful; he has a skepticism and distrust, a refinement of
distrust of everything “good” that is there honored—he would persuade himself that the very
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happiness there is not genuine. On the other hand, those qualities which serve to alleviate the
existence of sufferers are brought into prominence and flooded with light; it is here that sympathy, the
kind, helping hand, the warm heart, patience, diligence, humility, and friendliness attain to honor; for
here these are the most useful qualities and almost the only means of supporting the burden of
existence. Slave morality is essentially the morality of utility. Here is the seat of the origin of the
famous antithesis “good” and “evil”—power and dangerousness are assumed to reside in the evil, a
certain dreadfulness, subtlety, and strength, which do not admit of being despised. According to slave
morality, therefore, the “evil” man arouses fear; according to master morality, it is precisely the
“good” man who arouses fear and seeks to arouse it, while the bad man is regarded as the despicable
being. The contrast attains its maximum when, in accordance with the logical consequences of slave
morality, a shade of depreciation—it may be slight and well intentioned—at last attaches itself even to
the “good” man of this morality; because, according to the servile mode of thought, the good man
must in any case be the safe man: he is good-natured, easily deceived, perhaps a little stupid, un bon
homme [a simple-minded person, literally “a good man.”]. Everywhere that slave morality gains the
ascendancy, language shows a tendency to approximate the significations of the words “good” and
“stupid.” A last fundamental difference: the desire for freedom, the instinct for happiness and the
refinements of the feeling of liberty belong as necessarily to slave morals and morality, as artifice and
enthusiasm in reverence and devotion are the regular symptoms of an aristocratic mode of thinking
and estimating. Hence we can understand without further detail why love as a passion—it is our
European specialty—must absolutely be of noble origin. As is well known, its invention is due to the
Provencal poet-cavaliers, those brilliant ingenious men of the “gai saber” [“the art of the troubadours”
(a fourteenth century French term which means, literally, “the merry science”] to whom Europe owes
so much, and almost owes itself. ...

265. At the risk of displeasing innocent ears, | submit that egoism belongs to the essence of a noble
soul—I mean the unalterable belief that to a being such as “we,” other beings must naturally be in
subjection, and have to sacrifice themselves. The noble soul accepts the fact of his egoism without
question, and also without consciousness of harshness, constraint, or arbitrariness therein, but rather
as something that may have its basis in the primary law of things. If he sought a designation for it, he
would say: “It is justice itself.” He acknowledges under certain circumstances, which made him
hesitate at first, that there are other equally privileged ones; as soon as he has settled this question of
rank, he moves among those equals and equally privileged ones with the same assurance, as regards
modesty and delicate respect, which he enjoys in intercourse with himself—in accordance with an
innate heavenly mechanism which all the stars understand. It is an additional instance of his egoism,
this artfulness and self-limitation in intercourse with his equals (every star is a similar egoist). He
honors himself in them; and in the rights which he concedes to them, he has no doubt that the
exchange of honors and rights, as the essence of all intercourse, belongs also to the natural condition
of things. The noble soul gives as he takes, prompted by the passionate and sensitive instinct of
requital, which is at the root of his nature. The notion of “favor” has, inter pares [“among equals”]
neither significance nor good repute; there may be a sublime way of letting gifts, as it were, light upon
one from above, and of drinking them thirstily like dewdrops; but for those arts and displays the noble
soul has no aptitude. His egoism hinders him here: in general, he looks “aloft” unwillingly—he looks
either forward, horizontally and deliberately, or downwards; he knows that he is on a height. ...

272. Signs of nobility: never to think of lowering our duties to the rank of duties for everybody; to be
unwilling to renounce or to share our responsibilities; to count our prerogatives, and the exercise of
them, among our duties. ...

287 What is noble? What does the word “noble” still mean for us nowadays? How does the noble
man betray himself, how is he recognized under this heavy overcast sky of the commencing
plebeianism, by which everything is rendered opaque and leaden? It is not his actions which establish
his claim (actions are always ambiguous, always inscrutable); neither is it his “works.” One finds
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nowadays among artists and scholars plenty of those who betray by their works that a profound
longing for nobleness impels them; but this very need of nobleness is radically different from the
needs of the noble soul itself, and is in fact the eloquent and dangerous sign of the lack thereof. It is
not the works, but the belief which is here decisive and determines the order of rank—to employ once
more an old religious formula with a new and deeper meaning. It is some fundamental certainty
which a noble soul has about itself, something which is not to be sought, is not to be found, and

330 perhaps, also, is not to be lost. The noble soul has reverence for itself.
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