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PREFACE.
Table of Contents

The clamour excited by the present work has not surprised
me, and hence it has not in the least moved me from my
position. On the contrary, I have once more, in all calmness,
subjected my work to the severest scrutiny, both historical
and philosophical; I have, as far as possible, freed it from its
defects of form, and enriched it with new developments,
illustrations, and historical testimonies,—testimonies in the
highest degree striking and irrefragable. Now that I have
thus verified my analysis by historical proofs, it is to be
hoped that readers whose eyes are not sealed will be
convinced and will admit, even though reluctantly, that my
work contains a faithful, correct translation of the Christian
religion out of the Oriental language of imagery into plain
speech. And it has no pretension to be anything more than a
close translation, or, to speak literally, an empirical or
historico-philosophical analysis, a solution of the enigma of
the Christian religion. The general propositions which I
premise in the Introduction are no à priori, excogitated
propositions, no products of speculation; they have arisen
out of the analysis of religion; they are only, as indeed are
all the fundamental ideas of the work, generalisations from
the known manifestations of human nature, and in
particular of the religious consciousness,—facts converted
into thoughts, i.e., expressed in general terms, and thus
made the property of the understanding. The ideas of my
work are only conclusions, consequences, drawn from
premisses which are not themselves mere ideas, but
objective facts either actual or historical—facts which had
not their place in my head simply in virtue of their
ponderous existence in folio. I unconditionally repudiate
absolute, immaterial, self-sufficing speculation—that



speculation which draws its material from within. I differ toto
cœlo from those philosophers who pluck out their eyes that
they may see better; for my thought I require the senses,
especially sight; I found my ideas on materials which can be
appropriated only through the activity of the senses. I do
not generate the object from the thought, but the thought
from the object; and I hold that alone to be an object which
has an existence beyond one’s own brain. I am an idealist
only in the region of practical philosophy, that is, I do not
regard the limits of the past and present as the limits of
humanity, of the future; on the contrary, I firmly believe that
many things—yes, many things—which with the short-
sighted, pusillanimous practical men of to-day, pass for
flights of imagination, for ideas never to be realised, for
mere chimeras, will to-morrow, i.e., in the next century,—
centuries in individual life are days in the life of humanity,—
exist in full reality. Briefly, the “Idea” is to me only faith in
the historical future, in the triumph of truth and virtue; it
has for me only a political and moral significance; for in the
sphere of strictly theoretical philosophy, I attach myself, in
direct opposition to the Hegelian philosophy, only to realism,
to materialism in the sense above indicated. The maxim
hitherto adopted by speculative philosophy: All that is mine I
carry with me, the old omnia mea mecum porto, I cannot,
alas! appropriate. I have many things outside myself, which
I cannot convey either in my pocket or my head, but which
nevertheless I look upon as belonging to me, not indeed as
a mere man—a view not now in question—but as a
philosopher. I am nothing but a natural philosopher in the
domain of mind; and the natural philosopher can do nothing
without instruments, without material means. In this
character I have written the present work, which
consequently contains nothing else than the principle of a
new philosophy verified practically, i.e., in concreto, in
application to a special object, but an object which has a
universal significance: namely, to religion, in which this



principle is exhibited, developed, and thoroughly carried
out. This philosophy is essentially distinguished from the
systems hitherto prevalent, in that it corresponds to the
real, complete nature of man; but for that very reason it is
antagonistic to minds perverted and crippled by a
superhuman, i.e., anti-human, anti-natural religion and
speculation. It does not, as I have already said elsewhere,
regard the pen as the only fit organ for the revelation of
truth, but the eye and ear, the hand and foot; it does not
identify the idea of the fact with the fact itself, so as to
reduce real existence to an existence on paper, but it
separates the two, and precisely by this separation attains
to the fact itself; it recognises as the true thing, not the
thing as it is an object of the abstract reason, but as it is an
object of the real, complete man, and hence as it is itself a
real, complete thing. This philosophy does not rest on an
Understanding per se, on an absolute, nameless
understanding, belonging one knows not to whom, but on
the understanding of man;—though not, I grant, on that of
man enervated by speculation and dogma;—and it speaks
the language of men, not an empty, unknown tongue. Yes,
both in substance and in speech, it places philosophy in the
negation of philosophy, i.e., it declares that alone to be the
true philosophy which is converted in succum et sanguinem,
which is incarnate in Man; and hence it finds its highest
triumph in the fact that to all dull and pedantic minds, which
place the essence of philosophy in the show of philosophy, it
appears to be no philosophy at all.

This philosophy has for its principle, not the Substance of
Spinoza, not the ego of Kant and Fichte, not the Absolute
Identity of Schelling, not the Absolute Mind of Hegel, in
short, no abstract, merely conceptional being, but a real
being, the true Ens realissimum—man; its principle,
therefore, is in the highest degree positive and real. It
generates thought from the opposite of thought, from
Matter, from existence, from the senses; it has relation to its



object first through the senses, i.e., passively, before
defining it in thought. Hence my work, as a specimen of this
philosophy, so far from being a production to be placed in
the category of Speculation,—although in another point of
view it is the true, the incarnate result of prior philosophical
systems,—is the direct opposite of speculation, nay, puts an
end to it by explaining it. Speculation makes religion say
only what it has itself thought, and expressed far better
than religion; it assigns a meaning to religion without any
reference to the actual meaning of religion; it does not look
beyond itself. I, on the contrary, let religion itself speak; I
constitute myself only its listener and interpreter, not its
prompter. Not to invent, but to discover, “to unveil
existence,” has been my sole object; to see correctly, my
sole endeavour. It is not I, but religion that worships man,
although religion, or rather theology, denies this; it is not I,
an insignificant individual, but religion itself that says: God
is man, man is God; it is not I, but religion that denies the
God who is not man, but only an ens rationis,—since it
makes God become man, and then constitutes this God, not
distinguished from man, having a human form, human
feelings, and human thoughts, the object of its worship and
veneration. I have only found the key to the cipher of the
Christian religion, only extricated its true meaning from the
web of contradictions and delusions called theology;—but in
doing so I have certainly committed a sacrilege. If therefore
my work is negative, irreligious, atheistic, let it be
remembered that atheism—at least in the sense of this work
—is the secret of religion itself; that religion itself, not
indeed on the surface, but fundamentally, not in intention or
according to its own supposition, but in its heart, in its
essence, believes in nothing else than the truth and divinity
of human nature. Or let it be proved that the historical as
well as the rational arguments of my work are false; let
them be refuted—not, however, I entreat, by judicial
denunciations, or theological jeremiads, by the trite phrases



of speculation, or other pitiful expedients for which I have
no name, but by reasons, and such reasons as I have not
already thoroughly answered.

Certainly, my work is negative, destructive; but, be it
observed, only in relation to the unhuman, not to the human
elements of religion. It is therefore divided into two parts, of
which the first is, as to its main idea, positive, the second,
including the Appendix, not wholly, but in the main,
negative; in both, however, the same positions are proved,
only in a different or rather opposite manner. The first
exhibits religion in its essence, its truth, the second exhibits
it in its contradictions; the first is development, the second
polemic; thus the one is, according to the nature of the
case, calmer, the other more vehement. Development
advances gently, contest impetuously; for development is
self-contented at every stage, contest only at the last blow.
Development is deliberate, but contest resolute.
Development is light, contest fire. Hence results a difference
between the two parts even as to their form. Thus in the
first part I show that the true sense of Theology is
Anthropology, that there is no distinction between the
predicates of the divine and human nature, and,
consequently, no distinction between the divine and human
subject: I say consequently, for wherever, as is especially
the case in theology, the predicates are not accidents, but
express the essence of the subject, there is no distinction
between subject and predicate, the one can be put in the
place of the other; on which point I refer the reader to the
Analytics of Aristotle, or even merely to the Introduction of
Porphyry. In the second part, on the other hand, I show that
the distinction which is made, or rather supposed to be
made, between the theological and anthropological
predicates resolves itself into an absurdity. Here is a striking
example. In the first part I prove that the Son of God is in
religion a real son, the son of God in the same sense in
which man is the son of man, and I find therein the truth,



the essence of religion, that it conceives and affirms a
profoundly human relation as a divine relation; on the other
hand, in the second part I show that the Son of God—not
indeed in religion, but in theology, which is the reflection of
religion upon itself,—is not a son in the natural, human
sense, but in an entirely different manner, contradictory to
Nature and reason, and therefore absurd, and I find in this
negation of human sense and the human understanding,
the negation of religion. Accordingly the first part is the
direct, the second the indirect proof, that theology is
anthropology: hence the second part necessarily has
reference to the first; it has no independent significance; its
only aim is to show that the sense in which religion is
interpreted in the previous part of the work must be the true
one, because the contrary is absurd. In brief, in the first part
I am chiefly concerned with religion, in the second with
theology: I say chiefly, for it was impossible to exclude
theology from the first part, or religion from the second. A
mere glance will show that my investigation includes
speculative theology or philosophy, and not, as has been
here and there erroneously supposed, common theology
only, a kind of trash from which I rather keep as clear as
possible, (though, for the rest, I am sufficiently well
acquainted with it), confining myself always to the most
essential, strict and necessary definition of the object, and
hence to that definition which gives to an object the most
general interest, and raises it above the sphere of theology.
But it is with theology that I have to do, not with
theologians; for I can only undertake to characterise what is
primary,—the original, not the copy, principles, not persons,
species, not individuals, objects of history, not objects of the
chronique scandaleuse.

If my work contained only the second part, it would be
perfectly just to accuse it of a negative tendency, to
represent the proposition: Religion is nothing, is an
absurdity, as its essential purport. But I by no means say



(that were an easy task!): God is nothing, the Trinity is
nothing, the Word of God is nothing, &c. I only show that
they are not that which the illusions of theology make them,
—not foreign, but native mysteries, the mysteries of human
nature; I show that religion takes the apparent, the
superficial in Nature and humanity for the essential, and
hence conceives their true essence as a separate, special
existence: that consequently, religion, in the definitions
which it gives of God, e.g., of the Word of God,—at least in
those definitions which are not negative in the sense above
alluded to,—only defines or makes objective the true nature
of the human word. The reproach that according to my book
religion is an absurdity, a nullity, a pure illusion, would be
well founded only if, according to it, that into which I resolve
religion, which I prove to be its true object and substance,
namely, man,—anthropology, were an absurdity, a nullity, a
pure illusion. But so far from giving a trivial or even a
subordinate significance to anthropology,—a significance
which is assigned to it only just so long as a theology stands
above it and in opposition to it,—I, on the contrary, while
reducing theology to anthropology, exalt anthropology into
theology, very much as Christianity, while lowering God into
man, made man into God; though, it is true, this human God
was by a further process made a transcendental, imaginary
God, remote from man. Hence it is obvious that I do not take
the word anthropology in the sense of the Hegelian or of
any other philosophy, but in an infinitely higher and more
general sense.

Religion is the dream of the human mind. But even in
dreams we do not find ourselves in emptiness or in heaven,
but on earth, in the realm of reality; we only see real things
in the entrancing splendour of imagination and caprice,
instead of in the simple daylight of reality and necessity.
Hence I do nothing more to religion—and to speculative
philosophy and theology also—than to open its eyes, or
rather to turn its gaze from the internal towards the



external, i.e., I change the object as it is in the imagination
into the object as it is in reality.

But certainly for the present age, which prefers the sign
to the thing signified, the copy to the original, fancy to
reality, the appearance to the essence, this change,
inasmuch as it does away with illusion, is an absolute
annihilation, or at least a reckless profanation; for in these
days illusion only is sacred, truth profane. Nay, sacredness
is held to be enhanced in proportion as truth decreases and
illusion increases, so that the highest degree of illusion
comes to be the highest degree of sacredness. Religion has
disappeared, and for it has been substituted, even among
Protestants, the appearance of religion—the Church—in
order at least that “the faith” may be imparted to the
ignorant and indiscriminating multitude; that faith being still
the Christian, because the Christian churches stand now as
they did a thousand years ago, and now, as formerly, the
external signs of the faith are in vogue. That which has no
longer any existence in faith (the faith of the modern world
is only an ostensible faith, a faith which does not believe
what it fancies that it believes, and is only an undecided,
pusillanimous unbelief) is still to pass current as opinion:
that which is no longer sacred in itself and in truth is still at
least to seem sacred. Hence the simulated religious
indignation of the present age, the age of shows and
illusion, concerning my analysis, especially of the
Sacraments. But let it not be demanded of an author who
proposes to himself as his goal not the favour of his
contemporaries, but only the truth, the unveiled, naked
truth, that he should have or feign respect towards an
empty appearance, especially as the object which underlies
this appearance is in itself the culminating point of religion,
i.e., the point at which the religious slides into the
irreligious. Thus much in justification, not in excuse, of my
analysis of the Sacraments.



With regard to the true bearing of my analysis of the
Sacraments, especially as presented in the concluding
chapter, I only remark, that I therein illustrate by a palpable
and visible example the essential purport, the peculiar
theme of my work; that I therein call upon the senses
themselves to witness to the truth of my analysis and my
ideas, and demonstrate ad oculos, ad tactum, ad gustum,
what I have taught ad captum throughout the previous
pages. As, namely, the water of Baptism, the wine and
bread of the Lord’s Supper, taken in their natural power and
significance, are and effect infinitely more than in a
supernaturalistic, illusory significance; so the object of
religion in general, conceived in the sense of this work, i.e.,
the anthropological sense, is infinitely more productive and
real, both in theory and practice, than when accepted in the
sense of theology. For as that which is or is supposed to be
imparted in the water, bread, and wine, over and above
these natural substances themselves, is something in the
imagination only, but in truth, in reality, nothing; so also the
object of religion in general, the Divine essence, in
distinction from the essence of Nature and Humanity,—that
is to say, if its attributes, as understanding, love, &c., are
and signify something else than these attributes as they
belong to man and Nature,—is only something in the
imagination, but in truth and reality nothing. Therefore—this
is the moral of the fable—we should not, as is the case in
theology and speculative philosophy, make real beings and
things into arbitrary signs, vehicles, symbols, or predicates
of a distinct, transcendent, absolute, i.e., abstract being; but
we should accept and understand them in the significance
which they have in themselves, which is identical with their
qualities, with those conditions which make them what they
are:—thus only do we obtain the key to a real theory and
practice. I, in fact, put in the place of the barren baptismal
water, the beneficent effect of real water. How “watery,”
how trivial! Yes, indeed, very trivial. But so Marriage, in its



time, was a very trivial truth, which Luther, on the ground of
his natural good sense, maintained in opposition to the
seemingly holy illusion of celibacy. But while I thus view
water as a real thing, I at the same time intend it as a
vehicle, an image, an example, a symbol, of the “unholy”
spirit of my work, just as the water of Baptism—the object of
my analysis—is at once literal and symbolical water. It is the
same with bread and wine. Malignity has hence drawn the
conclusion that bathing, eating, and drinking are the summa
summarum, the positive result of my work. I make no other
reply than this: If the whole of religion is contained in the
Sacraments, and there are consequently no other religious
acts than those which are performed in Baptism and the
Lord’s Supper; then I grant that the entire purport and
positive result of my work are bathing, eating, and drinking,
since this work is nothing but a faithful, rigid, historico-
philosophical analysis of religion—the revelation of religion
to itself, the awakening of religion to self-consciousness.

I say an historico-philosophical analysis, in distinction
from a merely historical analysis of Christianity. The
historical critic—such a one, for example, as Daumer or
Ghillany—shows that the Lord’s Supper is a rite lineally
descended from the ancient cultus of human sacrifice; that
once, instead of bread and wine, real human flesh and blood
were partaken. I, on the contrary, take as the object of my
analysis and reduction only the Christian significance of the
rite, that view of it which is sanctioned Christianity, and I
proceed on the supposition that only that significance which
a dogma or institution has in Christianity (of course in
ancient Christianity, not in modern), whether it may present
itself in other religions or not, is also the true origin of that
dogma or institution in so far as it is Christian. Again, the
historical critic, as, for example, Lützelberger, shows that
the narratives of the miracles of Christ resolve themselves
into contradictions and absurdities, that they are later
fabrications, and that consequently Christ was no miracle-



worker, nor, in general, that which he is represented to be in
the Bible. I, on the other hand, do not inquire what the real,
natural Christ was or may have been in distinction from
what he has been made or has become in Supernaturalism;
on the contrary, I accept the Christ of religion, but I show
that this superhuman being is nothing else than a product
and reflex of the supernatural human mind. I do not ask
whether this or that, or any miracle can happen or not; I
only show what miracle is, and I show it not à priori, but by
examples of miracles narrated in the Bible as real events; in
doing so, however, I answer or rather preclude the question
as to the possibility or reality of necessity of miracle. Thus
much concerning the distinction between me and the
historical critics who have attacked Christianity. As regards
my relation to Strauss and Bruno Bauer, in company with
whom I am constantly named, I merely point out here that
the distinction between our works is sufficiently indicated by
the distinction between their objects, which is implied even
in the title-page. Bauer takes for the object of his criticism
the evangelical history, i.e., biblical Christianity, or rather
biblical theology; Strauss, the System of Christian Doctrine
and the Life of Jesus (which may also be included under the
title of Christian Doctrine), i.e., dogmatic Christianity, or
rather dogmatic theology; I, Christianity in general, i.e., the
Christian religion, and consequently only Christian
philosophy or theology. Hence I take my citations chiefly
from men in whom Christianity was not merely a theory or a
dogma, not merely theology, but religion. My principal
theme is Christianity, is Religion, as it is the immediate
object, the immediate nature, of man. Erudition and
philosophy are to me only the means by which I bring to
light the treasure hid in man.

I must further mention that the circulation which my
work has had amongst the public at large was neither
desired nor expected by me. It is true that I have always
taken as the standard of the mode of teaching and writing,



not the abstract, particular, professional philosopher, but
universal man, that I have regarded man as the criterion of
truth, and not this or that founder of a system, and have
from the first placed the highest excellence of the
philosopher in this, that he abstains, both as a man and as
an author, from the ostentation of philosophy, i.e., that he is
a philosopher only in reality, not formally, that he is a quiet
philosopher, not a loud and still less a brawling one. Hence,
in all my works, as well as in the present one, I have made
the utmost clearness, simplicity, and definiteness a law to
myself, so that they may be understood, at least in the
main, by every cultivated and thinking man. But
notwithstanding this, my work can be appreciated and fully
understood only by the scholar, that is to say, by the scholar
who loves truth, who is capable of forming a judgment, who
is above the notions and prejudices of the learned and
unlearned vulgar; for although a thoroughly independent
production, it has yet its necessary logical basis in history. I
very frequently refer to this or that historical phenomenon
without expressly designating it, thinking this superfluous;
and such references can be understood by the scholar
alone. Thus, for example, in the very first chapter, where I
develop the necessary consequences of the standpoint of
Feeling, I allude to Jacobi and Schleiermacher; in the second
chapter I allude chiefly to Kantism, Scepticism, Theism,
Materialism and Pantheism; in the chapter on the
“Standpoint of Religion,” where I discuss the contradictions
between the religious or theological and the physical or
natural-philosophical view of Nature, I refer to philosophy in
the age of orthodoxy, and especially to the philosophy of
Descartes and Leibnitz, in which this contradiction presents
itself in a peculiarly characteristic manner. The reader,
therefore, who is unacquainted with the historical facts and
ideas presupposed in my work, will fail to perceive on what
my arguments and ideas hinge; no wonder if my positions
often appear to him baseless, however firm the footing on



which they stand. It is true that the subject of my work is of
universal human interest; moreover, its fundamental ideas,
though not in the form in which they are here expressed, or
in which they could be expressed under existing
circumstances, will one day become the common property
of mankind: for nothing is opposed to them in the present
day but empty, powerless illusions and prejudices in
contradiction with the true nature of man. But in considering
this subject in the first instance, I was under the necessity of
treating it as a matter of science, of philosophy; and in
rectifying the aberrations of Religion, Theology, and
Speculation, I was naturally obliged to use their expressions,
and even to appear to speculate, or—which is the same
thing—to turn theologian myself, while I nevertheless only
analyse speculation, i.e., reduce theology to anthropology.
My work, as I said before, contains, and applies in the
concrete, the principle of a new philosophy suited—not to
the schools, but—to man. Yes, it contains that principle, but
only by evolving it out of the very core of religion; hence, be
it said in passing, the new philosophy can no longer, like the
old Catholic and modern Protestant scholasticism, fall into
the temptation to prove its agreement with religion by its
agreement with Christian dogmas; on the contrary, being
evolved from the nature of religion, it has in itself the true
essence of religion,—is, in its very quality as a philosophy, a
religion also. But a work which considers ideas in their
genesis and explains and demonstrates them in strict
sequence, is, by the very form which this purpose imposes
upon it, unsuited to popular reading.

Lastly, as a supplement to this work with regard to many
apparently unvindicated positions, I refer to my articles in
the Deutsches Jahrbuch, January and February 1842, to my
critiques and Charakteristiken des modernen After-
christenthums, in previous numbers of the same periodical,
and to my earlier works, especially the following:—P. Bayle.
Ein Beitrag zur Geschichte der Philosophie und Menschheit,



Ausbach, 1838, and Philosophie und Christenthum,
Mannheim, 1839. In these works I have sketched, with a few
sharp touches, the historical solution of Christianity, and
have shown that Christianity has in fact long vanished, not
only from the reason but from the life of mankind, that it is
nothing more than a fixed idea, in flagrant contradiction
with our fire and life assurance companies, our railroads and
steam-carriages, our picture and sculpture galleries, our
military and industrial schools, our theatres and scientific
museums.

LUDWIG FEUERBACH.

Bruckberg, Feb. 14, 1843.



CHAPTER I.
INTRODUCTION.

Table of Contents

§ 1. The Essential Nature of Man.

Religion has its basis in the essential difference between
man and the brute—the brutes have no religion. It is true
that the old uncritical writers on natural history attributed to
the elephant, among other laudable qualities, the virtue of
religiousness; but the religion of elephants belongs to the
realm of fable. Cuvier, one of the greatest authorities on the
animal kingdom, assigns, on the strength of his personal
observations, no higher grade of intelligence to the elephant
than to the dog.

But what is this essential difference between man and
the brute? The most simple, general, and also the most
popular answer to this question is—consciousness:—but
consciousness in the strict sense; for the consciousness
implied in the feeling of self as an individual, in
discrimination by the senses, in the perception and even
judgment of outward things according to definite sensible
signs, cannot be denied to the brutes. Consciousness in the
strictest sense is present only in a being to whom his
species, his essential nature, is an object of thought. The
brute is indeed conscious of himself as an individual—and
he has accordingly the feeling of self as the common centre
of successive sensations—but not as a species: hence, he is
without that consciousness which in its nature, as in its
name, is akin to science. Where there is this higher
consciousness there is a capability of science. Science is the
cognisance of species. In practical life we have to do with
individuals; in science, with species. But only a being to



whom his own species, his own nature, is an object of
thought, can make the essential nature of other things or
beings an object of thought.

Hence the brute has only a simple, man a twofold life: in
the brute, the inner life is one with the outer; man has both
an inner and an outer life. The inner life of man is the life
which has relation to his species, to his general, as
distinguished from his individual, nature. Man thinks—that
is, he converses with himself. The brute can exercise no
function which has relation to its species without another
individual external to itself; but man can perform the
functions of thought and speech, which strictly imply such a
relation, apart from another individual. Man is himself at
once I and thou; he can put himself in the place of another,
for this reason, that to him his species, his essential nature,
and not merely his individuality, is an object of thought.

Religion being identical with the distinctive characteristic
of man, is then identical with self-consciousness—with the
consciousness which man has of his nature. But religion,
expressed generally, is consciousness of the infinite; thus it
is and can be nothing else than the consciousness which
man has of his own—not finite and limited, but infinite
nature. A really finite being has not even the faintest
adumbration, still less consciousness, of an infinite being,
for the limit of the nature is also the limit of the
consciousness. The consciousness of the caterpillar, whose
life is confined to a particular species of plant, does not
extend itself beyond this narrow domain. It does, indeed,
discriminate between this plant and other plants, but more
it knows not. A consciousness so limited, but on account of
that very limitation so infallible, we do not call
consciousness, but instinct. Consciousness, in the strict or
proper sense, is identical with consciousness of the infinite;
a limited consciousness is no consciousness; consciousness
is essentially infinite in its nature.1 The consciousness of the



infinite is nothing else than the consciousness of the infinity
of the consciousness; or, in the consciousness of the infinite,
the conscious subject has for his object the infinity of his
own nature.

What, then, is the nature of man, of which he is
conscious, or what constitutes the specific distinction, the
proper humanity of man?2 Reason, Will, Affection. To a
complete man belong the power of thought, the power of
will, the power of affection. The power of thought is the light
of the intellect, the power of will is energy of character, the
power of affection is love. Reason, love, force of will, are
perfections—the perfections of the human being—nay,
more, they are absolute perfections of being. To will, to love,
to think, are the highest powers, are the absolute nature of
man as man, and the basis of his existence. Man exists to
think, to love, to will. Now that which is the end, the
ultimate aim, is also the true basis and principle of a being.
But what is the end of reason? Reason. Of love? Love. Of
will? Freedom of the will. We think for the sake of thinking;
love for the sake of loving; will for the sake of willing—i.e.,
that we may be free. True existence is thinking, loving,
willing existence. That alone is true, perfect, divine, which
exists for its own sake. But such is love, such is reason, such
is will. The divine trinity in man, above the individual man, is
the unity of reason, love, will. Reason, Will, Love, are not
powers which man possesses, for he is nothing without
them, he is what he is only by them; they are the
constituent elements of his nature, which he neither has nor
makes, the animating, determining, governing powers—
divine, absolute powers—to which he can oppose no
resistance.3

How can the feeling man resist feeling, the loving one
love, the rational one reason? Who has not experienced the
overwhelming power of melody? And what else is the power
of melody but the power of feeling? Music is the language of



feeling; melody is audible feeling—feeling communicating
itself. Who has not experienced the power of love, or at
least heard of it? Which is the stronger—love or the
individual man? Is it man that possesses love, or is it not
much rather love that possesses man? When love impels a
man to suffer death even joyfully for the beloved one, is this
death-conquering power his own individual power, or is it
not rather the power of love? And who that ever truly
thought has not experienced that quiet, subtle power—the
power of thought? When thou sinkest into deep reflection,
forgetting thyself and what is around thee, dost thou govern
reason, or is it not reason which governs and absorbs thee?
Scientific enthusiasm—is it not the most glorious triumph of
intellect over thee? The desire of knowledge—is it not a
simply irresistible, and all-conquering power? And when
thou suppressest a passion, renouncest a habit, in short,
achievest a victory over thyself, is this victorious power thy
own personal power, or is it not rather the energy of will, the
force of morality, which seizes the mastery of thee, and fills
thee with indignation against thyself and thy individual
weaknesses?

Man is nothing without an object. The great models of
humanity, such men as reveal to us what man is capable of,
have attested the truth of this proposition by their lives.
They had only one dominant passion—the realisation of the
aim which was the essential object of their activity. But the
object to which a subject essentially, necessarily relates, is
nothing else than this subject’s own, but objective, nature. If
it be an object common to several individuals of the same
species, but under various conditions, it is still, at least as to
the form under which it presents itself to each of them
according to their respective modifications, their own, but
objective, nature.

Thus the Sun is the common object of the planets, but it
is an object to Mercury, to Venus, to Saturn, to Uranus,
under other conditions than to the Earth. Each planet has its



own sun. The Sun which lights and warms Uranus has no
physical (only an astronomical, scientific) existence for the
Earth; and not only does the Sun appear different, but it
really is another sun on Uranus than on the Earth. The
relation of the Sun to the Earth is therefore at the same time
a relation of the Earth to itself, or to its own nature, for the
measure of the size and of the intensity of light which the
Sun possesses as the object of the Earth is the measure of
the distance which determines the peculiar nature of the
Earth. Hence each planet has in its sun the mirror of its own
nature.

In the object which he contemplates, therefore, man
becomes acquainted with himself; consciousness of the
objective is the self-consciousness of man. We know the
man by the object, by his conception of what is external to
himself; in it his nature becomes evident; this object is his
manifested nature, his true objective ego. And this is true
not merely of spiritual, but also of sensuous objects. Even
the objects which are the most remote from man, because
they are objects to him, and to the extent to which they are
so, are revelations of human nature. Even the moon, the
sun, the stars, call to man Γνῶθι σεαυτόν. That he sees
them, and so sees them, is an evidence of his own nature.
The animal is sensible only of the beam which immediately
affects life; while man perceives the ray, to him physically
indifferent, of the remotest star. Man alone has purely
intellectual, disinterested joys and passions; the eye of man
alone keeps theoretic festivals. The eye which looks into the
starry heavens, which gazes at that light, alike useless and
harmless, having nothing in common with the earth and its
necessities—this eye sees in that light its own nature, its
own origin. The eye is heavenly in its nature. Hence man
elevates himself above the earth only with the eye; hence
theory begins with the contemplation of the heavens. The
first philosophers were astronomers. It is the heavens that



admonish man of his destination, and remind him that he is
destined not merely to action, but also to contemplation.

The absolute to man is his own nature. The power of the
object over him is therefore the power of his own nature.
Thus the power of the object of feeling is the power of
feeling itself; the power of the object of the intellect is the
power of the intellect itself; the power of the object of the
will is the power of the will itself. The man who is affected by
musical sounds is governed by feeling; by the feeling, that
is, which finds its corresponding element in musical sounds.
But it is not melody as such, it is only melody pregnant with
meaning and emotion, which has power over feeling.
Feeling is only acted on by that which conveys feeling, i.e.,
by itself, its own nature. Thus also the will; thus, and
infinitely more, the intellect. Whatever kind of object,
therefore, we are at any time conscious of, we are always at
the same time conscious of our own nature; we can affirm
nothing without affirming ourselves. And since to will, to
feel, to think, are perfections, essences, realities, it is
impossible that intellect, feeling, and will should feel or
perceive themselves as limited, finite powers, i.e., as
worthless, as nothing. For finiteness and nothingness are
identical; finiteness is only a euphemism for nothingness.
Finiteness is the metaphysical, the theoretical—nothingness
the pathological, practical expression. What is finite to the
understanding is nothing to the heart. But it is impossible
that we should be conscious of will, feeling, and intellect, as
finite powers, because every perfect existence, every
original power and essence, is the immediate verification
and affirmation of itself. It is impossible to love, will, or
think, without perceiving these activities to be perfections—
impossible to feel that one is a loving, willing, thinking
being, without experiencing an infinite joy therein.
Consciousness consists in a being becoming objective to
itself; hence it is nothing apart, nothing distinct from the
being which is conscious of itself. How could it otherwise



become conscious of itself? It is therefore impossible to be
conscious of a perfection as an imperfection, impossible to
feel feeling limited, to think thought limited.

Consciousness is self-verification, self-affirmation, self-
love, joy in one’s own perfection. Consciousness is the
characteristic mark of a perfect nature; it exists only in a
self-sufficing, complete being. Even human vanity attests
this truth. A man looks in the glass; he has complacency in
his appearance. This complacency is a necessary,
involuntary consequence of the completeness, the beauty of
his form. A beautiful form is satisfied in itself; it has
necessarily joy in itself—in self-contemplation. This
complacency becomes vanity only when a man piques
himself on his form as being his individual form, not when
he admires it as a specimen of human beauty in general. It
is fitting that he should admire it thus: he can conceive no
form more beautiful, more sublime than the human.4
Assuredly every being loves itself, its existence—and fitly
so. To exist is a good. Quidquid essentia dignum est, scientia
dignum est. Everything that exists has value, is a being of
distinction—at least this is true of the species: hence it
asserts, maintains itself. But the highest form of self-
assertion, the form which is itself a superiority, a perfection,
a bliss, a good, is consciousness.

Every limitation of the reason, or in general of the nature
of man, rests on a delusion, an error. It is true that the
human being, as an individual, can and must—herein
consists his distinction from the brute—feel and recognise
himself to be limited; but he can become conscious of his
limits, his finiteness, only because the perfection, the
infinitude of his species, is perceived by him, whether as an
object of feeling, of conscience, or of the thinking
consciousness. If he makes his own limitations the
limitations of the species, this arises from the mistake that
he identifies himself immediately with the species—a



mistake which is intimately connected with the individual’s
love of ease, sloth, vanity, and egoism. For a limitation
which I know to be merely mine humiliates, shames, and
perturbs me. Hence to free myself from this feeling of
shame, from this state of dissatisfaction, I convert the limits
of my individuality into the limits of human nature in
general. What is incomprehensible to me is
incomprehensible to others; why should I trouble myself
further? It is no fault of mine; my understanding is not to
blame, but the understanding of the race. But it is a
ludicrous and even culpable error to define as finite and
limited what constitutes the essence of man, the nature of
the species, which is the absolute nature of the individual.
Every being is sufficient to itself. No being can deny itself,
i.e., its own nature; no being is a limited one to itself.
Rather, every being is in and by itself infinite—has its God,
its highest conceivable being, in itself. Every limit of a being
is cognisable only by another being out of and above him.
The life of the ephemera is extraordinarily short in
comparison with that of longer-lived creatures; but
nevertheless, for the ephemera this short life is as long as a
life of years to others. The leaf on which the caterpillar lives
is for it a world, an infinite space.

That which makes a being what it is, is its talent, its
power, its wealth, its adornment. How can it possibly hold its
existence non-existence, its wealth poverty, its talent
incapacity? If the plants had eyes, taste, and judgment,
each plant would declare its own flower the most beautiful;
for its comprehension, its taste, would reach no farther than
its natural power of production. What the productive power
of its nature has brought forth as the highest, that must also
its taste, its judgment, recognise and affirm as the highest.
What the nature affirms, the understanding, the taste, the
judgment, cannot deny; otherwise the understanding, the
judgment, would no longer be the understanding and
judgment of this particular being, but of some other. The



measure of the nature is also the measure of the
understanding. If the nature is limited, so also is the feeling,
so also is the understanding. But to a limited being its
limited understanding is not felt to be a limitation; on the
contrary, it is perfectly happy and contented with this
understanding; it regards it, praises and values it, as a
glorious, divine power; and the limited understanding, on its
part, values the limited nature whose understanding it is.
Each is exactly adapted to the other; how should they be at
issue with each other? A being’s understanding is its sphere
of vision. As far as thou seest, so far extends thy nature;
and conversely. The eye of the brute reaches no farther than
its needs, and its nature no farther than its needs. And so
far as thy nature reaches, so far reaches thy unlimited self-
consciousness, so far art thou God. The discrepancy
between the understanding and the nature, between the
power of conception and the power of production in the
human consciousness, on the one hand, is merely of
individual significance and has not a universal application;
and, on the other hand, it is only apparent. He who, having
written a bad poem, knows it to be bad, is in his
intelligence, and therefore in his nature, not so limited as he
who, having written a bad poem, admires it and thinks it
good.

It follows that if thou thinkest the infinite, thou perceivest
and affirmest the infinitude of the power of thought; if thou
feelest the infinite, thou feelest and affirmest the infinitude
of the power of feeling. The object of the intellect is intellect
objective to itself; the object of feeling is feeling objective to
itself. If thou hast no sensibility, no feeling for music, thou
perceivest in the finest music nothing more than in the wind
that whistles by thy ear, or than in the brook which rushes
past thy feet. What, then, is it which acts on thee when thou
art affected by melody? What dost thou perceive in it? What
else than the voice of thy own heart? Feeling speaks only to
feeling; feeling is comprehensible only by feeling, that is, by


