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Even before Nietzsche’s death in 1900, the ““Nietzsche House,” Villa Silberblick, had
become a major tourist attraction in Weimar. After his death it became the center of
the “Nietzsche cult.” Postcards, printed by Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche’s Nietzsche
Archive, were only one sign of the Nietzsche industry which grew up about the dead
philosopher’s name. (Source: Private Collection, Gilman)
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INTRODUCTION
TALKING WITH NIETZSCHE

Nietzsche’s friend the philosopher Paul Rée once said to the soci-
ologist Ferdinand Tonnies that Nietzsche was more important
because of his letters than his books and yet more important in his
conversations than in his letters.' This statement, a report of a con-
versation, can provide the text for our considerations of the impor-
tance, meaning, and function of conversations in general and the
conversations with Friedrich Nietzsche in particular. The tradition
of collecting the spoken discourse of important thinkers is one
which reaches back to classical antiquity. What indeed are the Socra-
tic dialogues but Plato’s reports of Socrates’ conversations? In the
nineteenth century this tradition reaches some type of height in
Germany with the publication of J. P. Eckermann’s conversations
with Goethe.? Eckermann’s conversations with Goethe share one
feature with Plato’s reports of Socrates’ dialogues—they were per-
ceived as reliable reports of actual conversations, at least until the
underlying structures of the texts as texts were examined. Once this
was done, it became evident that such ‘“conversations’ were elabo-
rate fictions which used the deyice of the report to create the aura
of reality. The report, with its basic structure of the “talking head,”
the recreation of a first-person representation speaking direct dis-
course (or reported indirect discourse), mimics our daily experi-
ences of conversing. In this mimetic structure is embedded the pos-
sibility of a range of ideological messages, all of which acquire some
believability as they are literally ““put into the mouth” of a *‘real”
individual. What makes this figure real to us, however, is not merely
that the recreation meets our idealized expectations of the nature
of discourse (for who ever spoke like Plato’s Socrates or Ecker-
mann’s Goethe?) but that it confirms an image of a figure who has
acquired some more general or mythic quality. Thus we expect Eck-

1. Ferdinand Ténnies, ‘‘Paul Rée,” Das freie Wort 4 (1904), 670.
2. See Sander L. Gilman, introduction to johann Peter Eckermann: Aphorismen (Berlin: Erich
Schmidt, 1984).
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ermann’s Goethe to speak in quotable bons mots because the arche-
typal image which Eckermann employs is that of the wise old man,
Odin-like, who speaks in gnomic utterances. This is not to deny that
the content of the conversation may have stemmed, at perhaps some
remove, from the historical figure to whom it is attributed. There
is, however, little doubt that the structuring of the literary conver-
sation provides the form and the context even for material which
could be successfully attributed to the actual speaker. Until the
introduction of acoustic recordings of speech in the late nineteenth
century, however, no literary conversation was set down which is not
suspect. In all cases we must consider the author of the conversation
as a more or less creative artist who is shaping (if not inventing) the
conversation.

Does this fact, however, vitiate our use of this material? If we
wish to use the Platonic dialogues, Boswell’s conversations with
Johnson, or Eckermann’s reports of Goethe’s views as the unme-
diated report of the views and opinions of Socrates, Johnson, or
Goethe, then we are stymied. This material is not original in the
same way as a text ascribed to an author, a letter written or dictated
by him, or even the copy or printing of such material. If we wish to
place this material in the complex reception of the writer, as part of
the mythbuilding which occurs in the creation of a writer’s reputa-
tion, then we have an extraordinarily rich and complex source. Not
only can we examine the literal recreation of the fictionalized per-
sona of an historical figure, but we can examine it within the bounds
of an identifiable tradition, that of the conversation. The parallel
existence of a genre of clearly fictionalized “conversations,” such as
the “imaginary conversations” of Walter Savage Landor, provide
the matrix for the examination of this tradition. Thus we can exam-
ine ‘“‘texts,” that is, written documents, to recreate the broader
“text,”” the reputation of the writer, which is undergoing transmu-
tation and expansion through the generation of texts in which he is
allowed to speak. For the joy of the “imaginary conversation” is that
the mute are given tongue, that the dead are given immortality in
their discourse. In literary conversations much the same illusion is
employed. The mute author, whose presence we sense but cannot
ever truly see behind the work of art, the printed page, the actors
on the stage, suddenly sheds his or her disguise and steps forth and
addresses us directly, without the mediation of the work of art. This
illusion permits us an intimacy with the historical figure impossible
for those of us who know him or her only through the work of art.
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We are permitted into the presence of the ‘‘great one” and share
the sort of intimacy that we desire, but usually cannot hope to have.
We see the private life of the creative artist and it reifies our view
of his or her greatness. Or, conversely, it reveals the hidden flaws,
the feet of clay or goat’s feet, enabling us to dismiss the hidden fig-
ure behind the book as merely mortal like ourselves.

Having this caveat means that we can begin to seek patterns in
the reporting of conversations and the structures which are used by
the reporter. We can also call on these accounts in documenting the
growth and shaping of a reputation, of our understanding of
the dynamic interactions which resulted in our present image of the
writer, and in Nietzsche’s case, his oeuvre. For Nietzsche is a case
study in the power which reports of conversation have to subtly
shape our understanding of the man and his work, both altering his
image and reflecting the mythbuilding which surrounded the
growth of his reputation. This mythbuilding and the resulting
attempt to undo it was a conscious and planned act, a rarity in the
history of a writer’s reception, initially orchestrated by Nietzsche’s
sister, Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche, within a specific historical and
ideological context, and then expanded by her allies and opposed
by her enemies. All of the conversations with Nietzsche reflect this
conflicted ideological embeddedness, as indeed they must, but they
also reflect an ongoing debate about the use to which Nietzsche and
his works were to be put with the rise of the philosopher’s reputa-
tion and its manipulation during the closing decade of the nine-
teenth century and the opening third of the twentieth century.

The conversations with Nietzsche reflect a wide range of report-
ers. Their reflections begin to be recorded only at the point, in the
1890’s, when Nietzsche’s name literally had become a household
word, similar to Freud’s or Einstein’s in the later twentieth century.’
They are, by definition, retrospective (except for the accounts of the
decade of his illness), unlike Eckermann’s daily recording of his con-
versations with Goethe; and, as such, are both less reliable and more
interestingly creative. Some of the reporters knew Nietzsche inti-
mately (such as his sister), while others merely visited the ill philos-
opher in his home in Weimar, a home which his sister selected so
that her brother would, in death, share the glory of the reputation

3. On the power of Nietzsche’s reputation at the turn of the century, see Sander L. Gilman,
“The Nietzsche Murder Case; or, What Makes Dangerous Philosophics Dangerous,” in
Sander L. Gilman, Difference and Pathology: Stereotypes of Sexuality, Race, and Madness (Ith-
aca, New York: Cornell University Press, 1985), pp. 39-58.
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of that seat of the muses, the home of Goethe. Taken all together
they give us a sense of the power which the reputation of the phi-
losopher had, and, perhaps, some sense of the residual power which
the man himself must have had on those about him.

Some of these reports are ‘‘true,” i.e., they describe actual
events; some are ‘‘false,” i.e., the events most probably never hap-
pened. But most of these reports, the stuff out of which contem-
porary biographies of Nietzsche have to a great degree been
crafted, are neither true or false.” They give a single perspective on
an event, they report a half-remembered conversation filtered
through the growing international reputation of the philosopher/
writer. They all, however, capture the image of Nietzsche which
speaks to the ideological presuppositions of the author of the mem-
ories. They are the realities of mythmaking and must be understood
as such. The image they give us of the philosopher is complex. Some
of the complexity stems from the author of the memoir, some of it
from Nietzsche’s own protean self. The ideological bias can be
judged from some of the radical positions taken as the writer’s rep-
utation was beginning to grow at the turn of the twentieth century.

Friedrich Nietzsche was one of the masters of modern autobio-
graphical self-analysis.” Strongly conscious of his own strengths and
weaknesses, he submitted the course of his life to constant scrutiny.
After his collapse in 1889 this critical distance was surrendered and
his life quickly became the object of hagiography. Responsible for
this radical change in Nietzsche’s image and in public opinion was
his sister, Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche, who soon after her return
from Paraguay in 1893 began to establish the legend of Nietzsche
as the noble prophet of his time. She worked at this image all her
life and defended it stubbornly. The main document of this myth-
building was her three-volume biography of her brother. Published
in 1895, 1897, and 1904, of all of the memoirs about Nietzsche it
contains the greatest number of memories of him.

4. Especially the biographies of Curt Paul Janz, Friedrich Nietzsche, 3 vols. (Munich: Carl Han-
ser, 1978-1979), and Ronald Hayman, Nietzsche: A Critical Life (Oxford: Oxford University
Press, 1980).

5. See the extraordinary reading of Nietzsche’s autobiographical fictions in Alexander Neha-
mas, Nietzsche: Life as Literature (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1985). An ear-
lier study of this problem, which reflects on the question of Nietzsche’s response to the
world of words in which he lived, is Sander L. Gilman, Nietzschean Parody: An Introduction
to Reading Nietzsche (Bonn: Bouvier, 1976).
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The biography was revised in 1913, and the correspondence and
extensive quotations from Nietzsche’s Ecce homo (meanwhile pub-
lished) removed. The biography was only the peak of a lifelong
series of publications devoted to her brother. But this material,
whether it be her own memories or her sketches of conversations
with people who knew her brother, must be considered suspect.
Like all other memories of Nietzsche, his sister’s biographical writ-
ings represent a specific underlying image, which was created and
supported by these very reminiscences. Those among Nietzsche’s
friends and acquaintances who shared her image of her brother
tended to support her work.

The following unpublished letters from acquaintances of
Nietzsche to Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche are a direct echo of the
volumes of the biography. Max Heinze, one of Nietzsche’s teachers
in Schulpforta and Rudolf Eucken’s successor as the chair of the
philosophy department at the University of Basel, wrote to her in
August 1895 after the publication of the first volume:

“Ungrateful” is probably the word that often came to your
mind about me recently in your private thoughts or even in con-
versations with others, and I cannot deny that you have every right
to label me so. But I do not wish to be slow to apologize, since I
know-—or at least I hope very much—that you will forgive me in
the end. From Pentecost until just a week ago I was loaded down
with work, and more recently I had hoped to come to Naumburg
to express my thanks to you personally. But no opportunity arose,
nor probably will any prior to my departure for the South, so I
must thank you merely in writing for Volume 1 of The Life of Fried-
rich Nietzsche. 1 have read most of the book, and though formerly
I was of the opinion that some time should have been allowed to
elapse before publication of a biography, I have now changed my
mind, since this biography has contributed essentially to knowl-
edge of your brother’s early development and hence to an under-
standing of his later life and achievements. You have earned the
thanks of all who honor Friedrich Nietzsche and at the same time
you have erected a splendid memorial to yourself as his sister.
Writing this book gave you a good deal of joy, though mixed with
sadness, may it continue to provide you satisfaction now that it has
been published.’

6. All unpublished material was found in the former Nietzsche Archive in Weimar, GDR, now
located in the Goethe-Schiller Archive, NFG, Weimar.
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Nine years later, after the publication of the last volume, he
wrote to her:

After a two-week stay in the green woods, which we enjoyed
very much, we are about to return to Leipzig today—until yester-
day we had still hoped you might delight us with a visit. Now we
can give up the idea completely. Nor had you held out much hope
of it in Weimar, and after reading the galley-proofs of your book
I can see why you have almost no other thought on your mind than
to finish the book. Soon it will have reached that point, and with
all my heart I wish you success in finishing this tremendous work.
As far as I can judge, the work will bring you many deep-felt
thanks. You cast an excellent and bright light on your brother’s
later development with your mastery of the vast and scattered
materials and I appreciate especially Chapter 24, in which you give
us a complete explanation of your brother’s fundamental ideas
and his eventual reconciliation. The intentions he had in writing
his great works are now much better understood and evaluated.
And what a great deal of new material has come to light! I always
said, my dearest friend, that you understood your brother best,
and so were most suited to enable others to understand him too,
and I understand only too well that one section can still use a few
more revisions—as it stands now, some questions remain unan-
swered. I would have liked to discuss some points with you in per-
son, now perhaps later! I will take note of my concerns! Many
thanks for letting me have the galley-proofs, I am sending them
back by special delivery.

Wilhelm Pinder, Nietzsche’s childhood friend, wrote a long let-
ter to Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche in July 1895, praising Volume I
of her biography:

Do not be angry with me for sending you my reactions to The
Life of Friedrich Nietzsche only now. Just as on page 141 of the biog-
raphy ‘“our friend P.”” is mentioned as having “trumped up school
duties” as an excuse for his apathy as a member of the Germania
fraternity, so the aforementioned P. now must bring up business
duties as an excuse to obtain your forgiveness for his procrastin-
ation in responding to the biography. I have truly been under con-
siderable business pressure until just yesterday evening, when my
four-week vacation began. Under such circumstances I must ask
you to allow me to express only now my deepest and most heart-
felt thanks for the precious gift of the biography which you sent.
I have already read about a half of it and can assure you that its
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content moves me most deeply and gives me a great deal of joy
and happiness. The richest and most moving memories of my
youth are linked with the person of my friend Fritz, whom I
admired, honored and loved. And you have drawn the image of
this friend of my youth, your beloved brother, down to the finest
detail with incomparable loyalty, reverence and tenderness! An
aura of poetry clings to this image. The portrayal of the youthful
years of this great and mighty thinker, who later produced such
profound movements through his creations, has an idyllic effect
on the reader. But that does not mark the full parameters of the
effect produced by the portrayal. For you wrote what you have
written with your life’s blood, and so the effect of the biography
extends far beyond the confines of an idyll.

I will use the leisure of my vacation to finish reading the book
and I hope that when I come and visit you briefly in Naumburg in
a few weeks, as I intend to do, that I will be able to express my
gratitude in person.

XixX

Reinhardt von Seydlitz, art critic and author, who had met

Nietzsche in 1876, first wrote in 1895:

Once again it is my liveliest desire not to know at all what you
must think of me. For after you had heaped us with precious gifts,
my silence must have seemed rather shabby, and your judgment
of this silence must be no different than Isolde’s: “Can I ‘grasp’
what you keep silent?”

My laziness is incomprehensible, and only my own indolence
can grasp it.

I am very glad to hear that some of the letters from your dear
and unique brother will be useful for the second volume of the
biography. With the first volume you have erected a heroic mon-
ument to himself and yourself (excuse me for naming the great
man before the great lady). Everything about this book is delight-
ful, and it should delight everybody. As its creation surely must
have had a liberating effect on you, so for the reader it is a copious
source of pleasure. You succeeded completely—insofar as that is
at all possible—in showing him to us in his developing years. You
let him grow up, mature and blossom before our eyes, and the
ability to do this is a divine talent. It is an admirable work, which
suffers no loss from being written out of genuine most beautiful
and purest love. The “reader’” as such can thank you only by read-
ing it. But how differently various people read. I can only assure
you—1I have read it! So, a thousand thanks!
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Two years later, after Volume II appeared, he wrote to her:

“Of course! When you send people something, then they
finally write, otherwise not at alll”” That is what you are thinking,
isn’t it? But you are mistaken. One can send people even the nicest
things (especially books!) and they still fail to write. And yet . ..
but no, excuse my boorishness (for excusing myself is my peculiar
type of boorishness), and accept right away my huge sack of grat-
itude which I've been filling and stuffing ever since the arrival of
the second volume.

Of course I was particularly moved in this volume by learning
how the time when I first met him really was (as seen by him, your
brother). For I met him in the eerie torch-smoke of the Bayreuth
Corybant festival, and under that illumination he seemed to
belong there, “‘“howling with the wolves.” Only for that reason, and
of course because the gigantic strides from summit to summit are
so much more difficult for us lesser persons, did our friendship
undergo a brief interruption, which he then ended so beautifully
with his royal initiative of 1885. He was always a king among us,
or rather above us. How he understood the royal art of affability
(to mention just one!).

Now I am thinking primarily of my offenses against him. I have
not yet written my ‘‘Nietzsche article.” (Incidentally, how he
would laugh at this journalistic expression!) And this sin of omis-
sion seems to turn out to my benefit—everything good is promptly
punished here below, so why should sin not be rightfully
rewarded? For now I will wait until your second half-volume goes
to press, in order not to quote passages from his letters which you
already present; I think it would be better so.

Otherwise, if you wish me to begin soon, I need only strike the
rock and a rich stream will pour forth freely. “I sparkle like a
dragon with wit and malice,”” he once wrote to me from Turin, and
I believe that 1 too would in turn sparkle right away—not with
malice, for that is the right of kings—as soon as I set pen to paper
in writing this “‘article,” though the sparks might be merely small,
and I feel like Wolf Goethe (the great man’s grandson), who once
said: “Yes, my grandfather was indeed a Hun [an imposing figure],
but I am just a hen.”

It has been a very long time since your last letter, i.e. since I
failed to answer it. Nothing has changed here since then, except
that I could perhaps mention that Maximilian Street, where you
scraped your knee so painfully then, has now been paved over with
asphalt, so that in the future you will be spared such a fall. But
much has changed with you, as we notice. You are in Weimar! And
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where do you have the Archive? And how is your dear mother? I
will not ask how he is, and will silently wait for you to have some
news for us.

xx1

(Seydlitz’s memories, including those that introduce his corre-

spondence with Nietzsche, are included in the present book.)

Andreas Heusler, Nietzsche’s colleague in Basel, wrote

Nietzsche’s sister in December, 1896:

In sending me the first half-volume of Volume II of the life of
your dear brother, you have given me a great though melancholy
pleasure, and I thank you sincerely with all my heart for it. I was
immediately fascinated by the book and I read it from cover to
cover in flying haste yesterday and today, only to begin it again
from the beginning and reread more carefully at least the main
parts, as my free time permits. What interested me most during
this rapid reading was more detailed information about his rift
with Wagner; for the ideas presented on pages 262—-264 from the
year 1876 agree astonishingly with objections which your brother
himself used to raise even during the time of his greatest enthu-
siasm for W[agner] (the time of the idyllic days in Tribschen), of
course not in as sublime and convincing a manner as they appear
in these pronouncements, otherwise he would perhaps have
agreed more with me at the time.

Incidentally, I admire your mastery in describing your dear
brother’s development. You have thereby given him a beautiful
and worthy monument.

to

The last of these letters, dated February 11, 1897, comes from

When I thanked you several weeks ago for your friendly parcel,
dear and respected lady, the book had just arrived and I had read
only the preface. Now that I have read the book itself, I feel an
urge to thank you again and to express the deep sympathy, the
intellectual interest and stirring emotion with which I followed this
highly tragic course of life. What a hero full of spiritual power,
what a child full of love and imagination your genial brother was!
How he struggled with unbroken energy against his cruel disease,
always driven restlessly by the feeling of a sublime mission in life!
I do not know what false descriptions of his character have been
made—but if they resemble Schure’s, then your loving, detailed
book will dispel this fog for every unprejudiced reader and bring
to view his character in its full greatness, boldness, and truthful-

the widow of Nietzsche’s teacher F. W. Ritschl, who had known
Nietzsche since December 4, 1865:
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ness. He shines like polished steel. Dear lady, I simply had to write
these few words to let you know that you sent your valuable gift
to a woman who understands it, who has thought of your brother
and “his beloved sister” with unchanging, warm affection, even
when he broke with us.

This entire correspondence reflects a general agreement with
the heroic image of Nietzsche, as it was later presented in the
Nietzsche literature known as the “Weimar school,” those unques-
tioningly positive writings produced by the Nietzsche Archive under
the leadership of Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche.

How cautious one must be with the works of this group is doc-
umented in Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche’s two attacks on other
authors of accounts of Nietzsche. Both in her “Nietzsche Legends”
and in her “Memories,”” she attacks reminiscences of her brother
which run counter to her own.” Her own memory is, however, often
tendentious, for in fact memories are easier to forge than letters.
But even her scholarly accuracy is highly questionable. One example
should suffice. In her last book on her brother, Friedrich Nietzsche
and the Women of his Time, a work intended as an answer to those
who wanted to brand Nietzsche as the arch-misogynist, she quotes
from an interview with Helen Zimmern, the translator of Schopen-
hauer into English, whom Nietzsche had met in Sils-Maria, as if she
had read this interview personally in the London Observer.® No such
interview was ever published in the Observer. What she actually read
was a newspaper article in the Frankfurier Generalanzeiger, dated
November 16, 1926, which claimed to be reporting about an inter-
view published in the Observer. Similar inaccuracies are found
throughout her works. Her unreliableness as a biographical source
is evident. This unscientific tendency, however, fits well with her
successful attempt to manipulate the Nietzsche legend during her
lifetime (and even afterwards).

The hagiographers of the “Weimar” group found their coun-
terpart in Basel, where a group under the leadership of Carl
Albrecht Bernoulli presented a very critical version of Nietzsche’s

7. Both in Zukunft, January 28, 1905 and October 12, 1907. Passages about Salomé in the
biography ought of course to be read also in the light of Lou Andreas-Salomé’s monograph
on Friedrich Nietzsche.

8. (Munich: C. H. Beck, 1935), p. 142. On the question of Nietzsche’s image of women, see
R. Hinton Thomas, “Nietzsche, Women and the Whip,” German Life and Letters: Special
Number for L. W. Forester 34 (1980), 117-25. On Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche and her fal-
sifications see H. F. Peters, Zarathustra’s Sister: The Case of Elisabeth and Friedrich Nietzsche
(New York: Crown, 1977).
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life. Central figures of this group were Nietzsche’s Basel colleague,
the theology professor Franz Overbeck, and his wife Ida. Overbeck
had been depicted as a “‘villain’’ by Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche. She
accused him of having failed to recognize her brother’s greatness
since he had recommended that some of Nietzsche’s papers be
destroyed. He was also accused of having ignored the medicine bot-
tles on Nietzsche’s night table in Turin. Nietzsche’s sister regarded
these self-prescribed medicaments as the cause of her brother’s col-
lapse. She wanted to use this myth to counter the accusation that
Nietzsche’s mental illness was either hereditary or of syphilitic ori-
gin. Overbeck became fully aware of the Weimar camp’s enmity
against him when Elisabeth finally published an extract from the
third volume of her biography under the title “Friedrich Nietzsche
and his Acquaintances’ in Zeitgeist, an insert in the Berliner Tageblatt
(October 3, 1904), in which numerous critical remarks against
Overbeck could be found. In January 1905, Overbeck wrote to
Bernoulli:

What I believe is that I cannot and do not want to ignore the
fact that I no longer have the choice to limit the consequences of
this action to the Forster woman’s explanations. Even Nietzsche
will not remain untouched by the effects of my former indiscre-
tion. For anyone who compares the biography and his letters to
me conscientiously and with sharp eyes, a dubious light will inev-
itably fall also on the unreliability and ambiguity, indeed almost
the “lack of will-power” in his behavior toward his sister, and the
damage, especially of the position which he occupied between his
sister and me (and secondarily also my wife). This will result espe-
cially from what my letters will reveal about the ““Lou affair,” but
also from other things. I know this, and by admitting this knowl-
edge, I do not mean to say that I feel sure of my statement in view
of the coercion placed on me for my actions by the existence and
character of the Forster woman. Unless I meet alone with this
hateful person, who moreover is not solely responsible in my eyes,
I must resign myself to this totally unintended consequence of my
actions; but I still find her obnoxious. And that you had so little
understanding for this feeling from the first is what I have to com-
plain about today.’

9. Published unabridged in Zusammenstellung der kligerischen Schrifistiicke erster Instanz des
grundlegenden Overbeckbriefes vom 3.4. Januar 1905 und der beiden Urteile erster und zweiter
Instanz in Klagsachen des Herrn Peter Gast (Heinrich Kdselitz) in Weimar gegen Herrn Schrift-
steller Albrecht Bernoulli in Arlesheim bei Basel und Herrn Verlagsbuchhindler Eugen Diederichs
in_Jena wegen Untersagung von Veriffentlichungen. Gedruckt zur Erleichterung der Stoffiibersicht
Jiir den Privatgebrauch. (Weimar: R. Wagner, 1908), pp. 67-68.
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Overbeck’s defensiveness is revealed here. His memories of
Nietzsche were published in this defensive, critical mood. After
Overbeck’s death, Bernoulli published these memories as part of a
comprehensive two-volume study on the relations between Over-
beck and Nietzsche. After the appearance of the first volume, Peter
Gast, Nietzsche’s amanuensis who after the turn of the century had
again allied himself with the Weimar camp, sought a court injunc-
tion against publication of the entire book or the removal of at least
the passages which dealt with his correspondence with Overbeck."
The court’s decision was reached in favor of Peter Gast in the spring
of 1908, and long passages of Volume II of Bernoulli’s study fell
victim to censorship. These passages cast a bad light both on Gast
and on Nietzsche’s family, while Overbeck was presented extremely
favorably. The “Basel group’ simply had other prejudices than the
“Weimar school”; it too aimed to present a specific image of
Nietzsche, one that was far less positive than the one in his sister’s
hagiographical works, and which implied that Nietzsche’s final
insanity permeated his entire philosophy.

Other memories of Nietzsche, though not officially of either
school, also reflected some type of personal bias. Lou Andreas-Salo-
mé’s posthumously published memoirs, Resa von Schirnhofer’s
sketches, the reports on Wagner’s and Burckhardt’s criticisms of
Nietzsche, all were written down long after the events they describe.
The time interval between the events and their written record is in
many cases more than fifty years. They were written under the
impact of the growing reception of Nietzsche in Europe and must
be read in terms of their position in the creation of the various
“Nietzsche legends.”

Accounts of Nietzsche begin with contemporary depictions of
visits with the mentally ill philosopher in the 1890’s, when his rep-
utation had begun to spread throughout Europe. Gabriele Reuter’s
report on her visit with the sick philosopher is perhaps the best
known one because of the use Thomas Mann made of it in his novel
Dr. Faustus (1947), a work redolent with references to Nietzsche’s
life; but there are many other reports about such visits in the last
decade of Nietzsche’s life."' In addition to his sister’s biographical

10. A detailed biographical study of *‘Peter Gast™ is available in Frederick R. Love, Nietzsche’s
Saint Peter, Monographicn und Texte zur Nietzsche-Forschungen, 5 (Berlin: De Gruyter,
1981).

11. Helmut Kreuzer, “Thomas Mann und Gabriele Reuter: Zu einer Entlehnung fiir den Dok-
tor Faustus,” in Neue Deutsche Hefte 10 (1963), 103-119.
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works, the total number of reminiscences of Nietzsche grew contin-
ually until the 1930’s, especially in the popular press.

While gathering materials for her biography, Elisabeth Forster-
Nietzsche, and later also other collaborators at the Nietzsche
Archive (for example, Richard and Max Oechler, Karl Schlechta),
began to interview or to correspond with many people who knew
Nietzsche. Some of this original material is not accessible (or never
existed in written form) and is therefore taken from the printed
sources. In one case (that of Jakob Wackernagel) two unpublished
memoirs were written down with a thirty-year interval between the
two versions. Other accounts existed apparently until 1945 in writ-
ten form, but have since been lost. Others were published only in
part until now. This and other unpublished material is presented
here in unrevised form for the first time.

Of some interest, besides, are numerous sources which might
include accounts of meetings with Nietzsche, but fail to do so. Thus,
among others, autobiographical writings of Rudolf Eucken, Gabriel
Monod, Carl Spitteler, Richard Voss, and Ulrich Wilamowitz-Moel-
lendorf do not describe actual meetings with Nietzsche."” Eucken,
who wrote an essay about his memories of Nietzsche, mentions him
only fleetingly in his autobiography. Monod’s main interest is to
explain Nietzsche’s conflict with Wagner. Voss’s only remark is that
he avoided visiting the sick Nietzsche.

Many essays with promising titles fall far short of the expecta-
tions they raise. S. Zuckermann’s article entitled “A Visit to the
Home of Friedrich Nietzsche,” in the Berliner Herold of December
8, 1897, closes with the paragraph:

It would of course be of great interest to see the genial man
even in his helpless state, but such a wish was granted to no one,
not even to Nietzsche’s friends. And if nonetheless such articles
about personal visits with Nietzsche appear in the newspapers,
these communications are based, as Frau Forster-Nietzsche
expressly states, on untruth and stem merely from the fantasies of
some newsreporter or other. It has been a rule for a long time that
besides his sister, the nurse Alwine, and at times a servant, no one
has access to Fr. Nietzsche, since he is able to recognize only his
sister and the nurse.

12. Rudolf Eucken, Lebenserinnerungen: Ein Stick deutschen Lebens (Leipzig: K. F. Koehler,
1921); Gabriel Monod, Portraits et souvenirs (Paris: C. Lévy, 1897); Carl Spitteler, *“Meine
Beziehungen zu Nietzsche” (1908) in his Gesammelten Werke 6 (Zurich: Artemis, 1947);
Richard Voss, Aus einem phantastischen Leben. Erinnerungen (Stuttgart: J. Engelhorn,
1920); Ulrich von Wilamowitz-Moellendorf, Erinnerungen (1848-1914) (Leipzig: K. F.
Koehler, {1929]).
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This statement is an effort to stem the rumors of Elisabeth Fors-
ter-Nietzsche’s exploitation of her sick brother."” Yet such visits con-
tinued to take place, as the compendious memoir-literature of that
time shows.

The selection of material is taken from the much more extensive
Begegnungen mit Nietzsche (Bonn: Bouvier, 1981; 2d, rev. edition,
1985), edited by Sander L. Gilman. For the present volume a rep-
resentative sample of the material has been selected for the English
reader. This material supplements (or served as the “source” of)
much of what is known about Nietzsche’s life. Thus the footnotes
to the selections reflect the observations of the original authors of
the accounts.

No attempt has been made to clarify contradictions between the
various views of specific incidents, as no single view is most probably
“correct.” Conversations with Nietzsche presents (as did its German
source) a ‘“‘new”” Nietzsche in that the contradictions in the percep-
tions of those who knew him are made manifest. Thus the volume
can serve as a biography in contradictions of this most contradictory
of thinkers.

The material for the original volume was only marginally acces-
sible through existing bibliographies.'* Much effort and many hours
were spent reading Furopean newspapers and journals dating from
1880 to 1980 for any firsthand account of a conversation with
Nietzsche. Our thanks for assistance in this go to Ingeborg Rei-
chenbach. The English manuscript was sensitively edited by Susan
Meigs, who also has our thanks.

13. Similar to Zuckermann’s is an essay by Robert de Montesquieu, ‘‘Pélerinage passionné,”
Le Gaulois, October 15-16, 1904.

14. Helpful in locating about one-fifth of the accounts contained in Begegnungen mit Nietzsche
were the following bibliographies: International Nietzsche Bibliography, Herbert W. Reich-
ert and Karl Schlechta, eds., University of North Carolina Studies in Comparative Liter-
ature, 45 (Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 1968), and Richard Frank
Krummel, Nietzsche und der deutsche Geist, Monographien und Texte zur Nietzsche-For-
schung, 3 (Berlin: De Gruyter, 1974). Following the publication of the first edition of the
Begegnungen mit Nietzsche, Krummel published a second volume of his excellent source
study, Nietzsche und der deutsche Geist, Band II, Monographien und Texte zur Nietzsche-
Forschungen, 9 (Berlin: De Gruyter, 1983), which covers the period from 1901 to 1918.
This volume drew heavily on the sources in the first edition of the Begegnungen. The Ger-
man editions of the conversations with Nietzsche (and, therefore, this present selection)
contained only memoirs which gave accounts of conversations with Nietzsche. Letters and
diary extracts werc not included since they will appear in the new critical edition of
Nictzsche’s work begun by the late Giorgio Colli and the late Mazzino Montinari.
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CHILDHOOD
AND SCHOOL DAYS
(1844—1858)

1 Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche 1847

My brother reportedly learned to speak only late, at the age of two
and a half, so that our parents were beginning to worry and con-
sulted a physician. This man, a jovial type, gave the following diag-
nosis: “‘Little Fritz is being served too solicitously and attentively; all
his wishes are being fulfilled without delay, so why should he bother
to speak!” Thereafter serious efforts were made, and since little
Fritz had always looked at a pastel portrait of Grandma Nietzsche
with special delight, he was insistently asked who that was.
“Granma,” he shouted happily, and that was his first word. In a
short time then he was speaking very fluently and clearly. By the age
of four he began to read and write. (13, 27)

2 Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche 1850

So (after father’s death) at daybreak we tearfully left our birthplace,
Rocken, which remained all our life the “dear homeland of our
loved ones.” For us the quiet cemetery with the graves of our father
and our little brother was the *““quiet isle of graves’ to which we bore
the evergreen wreath of happy and painful memories. Our family

3
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plot in Récken’s cemetery is directly adjacent to the ancient church,
one of the oldest in the province of Saxony. The church wall, cov-
ered with roses and wild grapevines, forms the back wall of the cem-
etery. A few paces away is the old schoolhouse where five-year-old
Fritz went to school after father’s death. Once when my brother and
I visited Rocken as adults, the little village children, clattering along
in their wooden shoes, happened to be going to afternoon classes.
My brother watched all the little blond heads with deep emotion,
for he had once sat among them. Of course, now it was children of
another generation who were running so eagerly to school, but they
still sat on the same uncomfortable old schoolbenches which had
already been there in my brother’s earliest childhood days.

My brother once stated heart-movingly what he later felt on
recurrent visits to our old home: ‘“The sight of our childhood sur-
roundings touches us: the summer house, the church with its graves,
the pond and the woods-—we always see these again with a painful
feeling. Self-pity takes hold of us, for what a great many things we
have suffered since then! And here everything still stands, so silent,
so eternal.” (17, 22-23)

3 Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche 1854

Here the oldest of these youthful friends, Wilhelm P[inder]}, who
like my brother wrote a biography in his fourteenth year, will now
take up the pen to describe in childlike detail their first meeting and
our Fritz himself as he then seemed to his friends:

I must first mention one of the most important events in my life.
For by chance I had met in my grandmother’s garden a boy who
has been my dearest and truest friend ever since and will certainly
continue to be so. This boy, Friedrich Nietzsche by name, has
since then had a very important and very good influence on my
whole life, on all my occupations and my opinions. I want to add
here a brief description of his life, since he will be mentioned very
often in the course of my sketch and will occupy a very prominent
place from now on.

He then recounts the main events in our life, which we have
already mentioned, and later returns once again to give a detailed
description of my brother:

He had, as I have already said, had many sad experiences in his
life, having at an early age lost his father, whom he loved very
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much and of whom he always spoke with great reverence, as well
as his little brother Joseph, who had died as a little child shortly
after his father’s death; and so his basic trait of character was a
certain melancholy, which expressed itself in his whole being.
From earliest childhood he loved solitude, in which he gave free
play to his thoughts, to some extent avoiding human company and
seeking out regions endowed by nature with sublime beauty. He
had a very pious, tender temperament and even as a child reflected
upon matters with which other boys his age do not concern them-
selves. So his mind developed very early. As a little boy he played
various games of his own invention, and this showed that he had
a very lively, inventive and independent mind. So he also was the
leader in all our games, introducing new methods and making the
games more fun and more varied; he was in absolutely every
respect a highly talented lad. Moreover he had a very praiseworthy
and steady industriousness and served as a model for me in this as
in all other things. Very many inclinations were aroused and fos-
tered by him alone; this was especially the case in music and lit-
erature. I will have to come back to these two things later.

As already mentioned, he always had a great influence on me
and became absolutely indispensable to me. From earliest youth
he prepared for the profession he wanted to practice later, namely
the office of preacher. He always had a very serious, and yet
friendly and gentle nature, and has to this day been a very faithful
and loving friend, which I will never forget and which cannot be
valued highly enough. He never acted without reflection, and
when he did something, he always had a particular, well-grounded
reason. This was manifested especially in the works which we wrote
together, and when he wrote something down and I could not
immediately agree with him, he always managed to explain it to
me clearly and intelligibly. Besides this, some of his main virtues
were humility and gratitude, which were revealed most markedly
on every occasion. This humility often resulted in a certain shy-
ness, and he did not feel comfortable at all, especially among
strangers, a characteristic which I fully share with him.

From earliest childhood Fritz had an extraordinary interest in
music and literature. How he first was moved by music is told by his
friend Wilhelm in his biography of his youth:

This was the time (Spring 1854) when my friends and I began
to turn to more serious occupations. It was especially my friend F.
Nietzsche who first prompted this. For he had heard a musical
presentation in church and this had so moved him that he decided
to take up music and to practice it ardently. Through industrious-
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ness and great talent he, indeed, soon became very proficient at
playing the piano.

My brother himself tells in even more detail of this experience
which moved him so deeply:

On Ascension Day I had gone to the city church and was hear-
ing the sublime Hallelujah from the Messiah. 1 felt like I had to
chime in, it seemed to me like the jubilant song of the angels amid
whose loud chorus Jesus Christ ascends toward heaven. I imme-
diately resolved to compose something similar. Right after church
I set to work and felt childish joy at each new chord I struck. I
gained a great deal by persisting at this over the years, for I
learned to read music better by mastering the tone-structure.

At any rate his friend Gustav’s father, the privy councillor K.[A.
Krug], unwittingly had a significant influence on my brother’s musi-
cal development. (13, 31-33, 71)

4 Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche 1857~-1858

As that story was being told, a little childhood experience from
the winter of 1857-58 came to my mind. My brother loved to ice-
skate . . .

Of course, his enthusiasm spread to me, and I wanted nothing
more ardently than to learn this beautiful art, which at last I was
allowed to do. A few fifth- and sixth-year students were always pres-
ent at these attempts, and with fatherly condescension they offered
to teach me this skill. Once, in the aforementioned winter, we had
been skating very energetically, all of us, Fritz and I and a few
upperclass students, and were catching our breath a little at one end
of the skating rink, when we saw a few younger students teasing a
little misshapen, ugly boy. He defended himself with sharp words
and blows; but finally their attacks became too rough as they tried
to pile a huge heap of snow on the little hunchback, so that he fell
over helplessly, whereupon most of the boys burst out in loud laugh-
ter, since it must have seemed very comical. I was a passionate child,
I stamped my foot and called, *“That is too mean!”” and broke out in
tears. “What’s wrong with your sister?” one of the fifth-year stu-
dents somewhat dejectedly asked my brother, who had hurried to
help the little deformed boy. Fritz blushed at this question and then
began in his soft voice to explain to the bigger students how wrong
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it is to make fun of a poor misshapen, helpless boy so modestly and
respectfully that they all lowered their eyes in shame. For a moment
there was total silence, then the oldest and most sensible fifth-year
student cried, “Little Nietzsche is right! Shame on you, you little
rascals,” he said to the younger schoolboys, “I tell you that whoever
lays a hand on the hunchback from now on will get a beating!”” After
these strong words, the little mistreated boy went home proudly.
Then the fifth-year student took Fritz and me by the hand,
skated away with us, and said, ““You are good children!”” He became
so attached to us that every day while ice-skating he brought us some
candies, which unfortunately he proffered in a sack of dubious
cleanliness, pulled out of a pants pocket where it had been in close
proximity to a much-used varicolored handkerchief, so that it cost
us two meticulously clean children the greatest self-mastery to
accept these favors with the gratitude they deserved. (13, 79-80)



SCHULPFORTA
(1858—1864)

5 Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche 1858-1864

I believe my brother was often judged falsely by teachers, although
they acted very friendly toward him. I was once told that they had
suspected him of having a mocking opinion of them—but nothing
was further from his mind. He had the liveliest admiration for their
scientific research, he esteemed the stringent truthfulness of their
method most highly, and he spoke only with the greatest respect of
them, especially of Corssen, Steinhardt, Keil, Koberstein, and Peter.
He never made disparaging remarks even about their weaknesses,
great or small, but disregarded them; he evidently found it unpleas-
ant to speak about that subject. His respectful heart was practically
revulsed by crude jokes to that effect.

In general, my brother was inclined to overestimate rather than
to underestimate other people; this trait was shown especially in
relation to his fellow students. When I think of the admiration with
which he spoke of the talent of a great number of them, I even today
ask myself with astonishment: What may well have become of these
outstanding young people? I know that at that time I felt that a new
world-order would have to begin with them. I recall very clearly an
often recurring remark of my brother’s: “‘If I had as much talent as
this or that person, what I wouldn’t do with it!”” (13, 171)

8
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6 Raimund Granier 1858-1864

Nietzsche and I were friends as pupils in Schulpforta in our youth
so long ago. In the scantily allotted free periods when we could
stroll around outdoors within the former monastery walls, we dis-
cussed many topics, and I believe I recognized some of them again
later in his writings. Our relationship lasted until we both graduated
in the fall of 1864. In 1865 we still exchanged letters, which unfor-
tunately I have lost. Then we lost sight of each other, as so often
happens. Only when the sun of his fame rose, did he reenter my
field of view in unsuspected splendor, while I never showed up again
for him.

In Schulpforta, Nietzsche was an excellent student, as is well
known; but if I remember rightly mathematics was not his strong
point. He did not stand out especially among his fellow students,
but he immersed himself in his school assignments, especially
ancient languages, and in his own particular studies. He did not play
a leading role among those who showed intellectual agility; two oth-
ers, who died long before Nietzsche, played this role. He did not
join in the noisy games in the schoolyard, but as a fifth-year student,
like we others, he liked to go to the nearby village Altenburg (called
Almerich), where he drank not beer but, with great enjoyment, hot
chocolate. Already at school he was extremely myopic, and his deep-
set eyes had a peculiar gleam. His voice could be very deep; gener-
ally it was as soft as his whole being. No one would then have sus-
pected that someday he would attempt the revaluation of all values.
His mustache, which later became so extraordinarily prominent,
already began to appear in school. But there is still no sign of it in
the portrait I am showing you. He was eighteen years old when this
photograph was made and we were in the upper fifth term.
Nietzsche practiced music zealously already in Pforta and, since I
can’t play any instrument, he played for me, many a time—a lot of
Chopin, if I remember rightly.

I spoke above of a needed apology: I mean by this that I hope
not to appear irreverent in permitting publication [of his letters]. I
am doing so only because it may perhaps contribute to an under-
standing of Nietzsche’s nature; for one sees from the letters how
early he rejected all authority, particularly in giving up the Christian
religion, and one sees that even at that time he was filled with a deep
pessimism which led him to self-irony.
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Not to give the impression of trying to boast of my acquaint-
anceship with Nietzsche, I ask expressly that my name not be men-
tioned. I remark only that the salutation in the letter contains a jok-
ing translation of my name which was occasionally used by my fellow
students. Nietzsche, as is well known, believed he belonged to old
Polish nobility. Thus he signed the letter, as can be seen, half jok-
ingly, half seriously: “Frd. v. Nietzky.” (24)

7  Paul Deussen 1859-1864

Nietzsche had entered Schulpforta as a boarder in 1858, and here
I met him in the same class and section in our sophomore year in
the fall of 1859. During an intermission, Nietzsche as class-leader at
the time was assigned to walk back and forth and prevent us others
from getting up from our seats and making too much noise or talk-
ing too much. I was sitting quietly in my place, peacefully chewing
at my breakfast, a delicious roll. I can still see Nietzsche roaming
through the aisles with the uncertain look of a very myopic person,
trying in vain to find some occasion to take action. Just then he
passed where I was sitting, bent down to me, and said, “Don’t talk
so loud to your roll!” Those were the first words he ever spoke to
me. I no longer know what first brought us closer together. I believe
it was our common love for Anacreon, whose poems we both were
all the more enthusiastic about as third-year students, since their
easy Greek put less difficulties in- the way of understanding them.
We recited his verses on walks together; we made a friendship pact
by coming together in a solemn hour—it was in the dormitory
where in my trunk under the bed I kept, among other secret belong-
ings, a packet of snuff—and replacing the polite “Sie,”” which was
customary in Pforta even between the students, by the familiar
“du,” which was reserved only for closer friends, so that instead of
drinking ‘“brotherhood” we ‘“snuffed” it. Our confirmation
together on Laetare Sunday of the year 1861 set a new bond
between us. As the confirmants walked to the altar in pairs to
receive the consecration on their knees, Nietzsche and I, as closest
friends, knelt side by side. I still remember very well the holy,
ecstatic mood that filled us during the week before and after con-
firmation. We would have been quite ready to die immediately to be
with Christ, and all our thoughts, feelings and actions were irradi-
ated with a superterrestrial joy, which however as an artificially
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grown little plant could not last and, under the pressure of studying
and living, very soon vanished just as quickly as it had come. But a
certain devoutness still survived beyond the school-leaving exami-
nation. It was undermined unnoticeably by the excellent historico-
critical method in which the older students were trained in Pforta,
and which quite spontaneously was applied to the biblical field, for
example when Steinhart in the Hebrew class at sixth-year level
explained the Forty-fifth Psalm completely as a secular wedding
song.

My closer friendship with Nietzsche lasted throughout the whole
time in Schulpforta, though not without some temporary distur-
bances. As early as the fifth year a so-called “wild” clique was
formed, in which there was smoking and drinking, and studiousness
was frowned upon as dishonorable pushiness. We too were drawn
into its net, and thereby closer to the others and further from one
another. One example may show the strength of these prejudices.
On Sunday afternoons we had a study period from two to three
o’clock for those who did not want to attend the afternoon religious
service. I happened to be reading in Livy about Hannibal crossing
the Alps and was so fascinated by it that when the hour struck for
recess and the others hurried outdoors, I continued reading for a
while. Then Nietzsche came in to get me, caught me reading Livy
and gave me a stern rebuke: “So that is what you are doing and
those are the ways and means you use to outdo your comrades and
put yourself in the teachers’ good graces! Well, the others will prob-
ably tell it to you even more clearly!” Shamefacedly I admitted my
wrongdoing and was weak enough to beg Nietzsche not to tell the
others about the event, which he promised; and he kept his word.
After that clique broke up, a sort of triumvirate emerged between
Nietzsche, me, and a certain Meyer, who was handsome, likeable
and witty, also an excellent cartoonist, but forever at odds with
teachers and the school system. He had to leave school a year before
graduation; Nietzsche and I accompanied him as far as the gate and
returned sadly after he had vanished from sight on the country road
to Kosen. I saw Meyer once more, some five years later, when he
visited me from Neuwied, at my parents’ house in Oberdreis,
together with Hempel, who later died as a victim of the war. Rarely
have I seen such a shattered human heart. He seemed to be broken
by all sorts of adverse circumstances, physically and morally ill, at
odds with God, the world, and himself. He had worked his way up
to the post of a tax supernumerary and later disappeared com-
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pletely from sight, and he probably is no longer alive. This Meyer
was the third man in our alliance until his departure in 1862. Of
course, 1 had to note with pain that what I sought and valued in
Nietzsche was quite incompatible with what Meyer was trying to
attract him to. This went so far that the two for a time tired of me
and broke off with me for no particular cause. The social instrument
for this in Pforta, where no one can avoid the other, is the practice
of being ‘“mad,” a valuable and purposeful means, in its way. One
states that one is ““mad’ at someone, i.e., one considers it a point of
honor never and nowhere and under no conditions to speak a word
with him. I called this practice valuable because it prevents worse
things, e.g. fistfights and the like. So Nietzsche and Meyer were mad
at me. This hard time lasted for six weeks, and I joyfully welcomed
the first symptoms of a rapprochement from the other side. I was
studying Italian at the time with Melzer, who has long since passed
away, which study was possible only because we got up an hour ear-
lier than the others, i.e., at five o’clock instead of six. This was, of
course, often condemned and mocked as “‘pushiness.” Meyer, if I
am not mistaken, at that time wrote a satirical poem against me:

In early morning at the first dawning,
When everyone else soundly sleeps,
Already the philistine is yawning

As down from the dorm he creeps.

In Pforta ‘“‘philistine” (*‘Spiesser,” perhaps related to “‘Spiessbur-
ger”’) is an invective for those who culpably overstudy. At that time
one evening shortly before eight o’clock I was sitting in the corridor
near the schoolbell, watching the clock. Among the groups walking
back and forth were Nietzsche and Meyer. Suddenly they stopped
in front of me and asked: “Che ora é?” Surprised, I answered,
“Otto ore, in tre minuti,”” and laughing the two walked on, mocking
me for having said “minuti”’ although ‘“minute” was of feminine
gender. Naturally I sought revenge. On one of the following days
Virgil was being explained in Steinhart’s class. Nietzsche stood up
and gave one of those bold conjectures which try to improve not
only on tradition but on the author himself. Steinhart refuted
Nietzsche’s idea in a long Latin speech and finally asked whether
anyone had anything to say on the subject, whereupon I got up and
said:

Nietzschius erravit, neque coniectura probanda est.

(Nietzsche was wrong, and his conjecture is undemonstrable.)
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Steinhart chuckled, and the class laughed at this improvised hex-
ameter. After this preliminary skirmish, the main battle was fought
out later one evening. The two parties met by chance with a few
neutral onlookers in one room. Offensive remarks were launched
by both sides, without being aimed directly at the opponent. Rather
one of the observers sitting quietly there became more and more
the middleman to whom both parties directed their complaints, as
if he were supposed to convey them to the opponent though the
latter heard them directly and replied immediately. ‘““Tell
Nietzsche,” etc.; “Tell Deussen,” etc; “Tell Meyer,” etc.—these
words introduced reproaches which each had to make against the
other. This dialogue became livelier and livelier until finally the fic-
tion that one was speaking through a middleman was dropped and
words were addressed directly to one’s opponent, which broke the
spell of being “mad’ at one another. There now followed a thor-
oughgoing discussion of grievances by both sides and the outcome
of this was a definitive reconciliation.

Nietzsche was drawn away from me only once more, after Mey-
er’s departure, by an aesthetic coterie, but its inner hollowness
could not alienate him from me permanently. He came back to me
all the more since he then still had a reserved, somewhat shy tem-
perament and found little satisfaction in the activities of the crowd,
and therefore also was not well known to most of them. All they
knew about him was that he wrote excellent German essays and
beautiful poems, was extremely weak in mathematics, and could
improvise fantastically on the piano.

The two of us often withdrew to an empty auditorium, where I
read a poem aloud with pathos and Nietzsche accompanied the
reading, e.g. of Schiller’s “The Bell,” with the tones of the piano,
while he criticized me repeatedly for reading too loud. By such quiet
entertainments and daily walks alone together, we isolated ourselves
from our companions who, as I mentioned, did not know the quiet,
introverted lad very well and so all the more often misjudged him.
His indifference to the comrades’ petty interests, his lack of esprit
de corps, were interpreted as a lack of character and I remember
how one day a certain M., on the “muse’s walk” in the school gar-
den, to the delight of the bystanders, indiscreetly made a scarecrow
which he cut out and produced from a photograph of Nietzsche.
Fortunately my friend never learned of it.

When 1 now contemplate the venerable pastors, teachers, doc-
tors, officers, architects, etc., into which our comrades of that time
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developed, and who find the real earnestness of life in caring for
their profession and their family, I can understand that most of
them even then lacked the sensitivity to understand a Nietzsche. But
I find it hard to imagine what would have become of me without
him. Esteem for, indeed perhaps overestimation of, everything
great and beautiful and a corresponding contempt for everything
that served just material interests were probably in my nature; but
this glimmering spark was kindled by daily contact with Nietzsche
into a flame of one-sided enthusiasm for everything ideal, which was
never extinguished even after my ways parted from my friend’s. At
that time in Pforta, we understood one another perfectly. On our
solitary walks all possible subjects of religion, philosophy, literature,
the fine arts, and music were discussed; often our thoughts trailed
off into obscurity, and when words then failed, we looked each other
in the eye, and one said to the other, “‘I know what you mean.”” This
expression became a familiar saying between us; we resolved to
avoid it as trivial and had to laugh when occasionally it nonetheless
slipped out. All great names of history, literature and music enliv-
ened our conversation, and while I was more familiar with the
ancients, Nietzsche had greater knowledge of German literature
and history. As a rule some subject or other stood in the center of
his interest and stimulated him to productive treatment, as for a
time he toyed with the plan for a heroic poem about Hermanrich.
It is remarkable that Nietzsche, who had such a fine and deep
understanding of all literature, never was a good reciter. Therefore,
as far as I can at all remember he was rarely or never asked to take
part in our carnival plays. Our class played Kérner’s Night Watchmen
at the 1862 carnival, Wallenstein’s Camp in 1863, the craftsmen’s
scenes from Midsummer Night’s Dream in 1864, but I cannot remem-
ber what role Nietzsche played. I do, however, remember that on
the tricentennial anniversary of Shakespeare’s birth .on April 23,
1864, we gave a public reading of Henry IV with assigned roles
under Koberstein’s direction; Nietzsche had to read the role of the
firebrand Percy, which he performed in a mellifluous and pleasant
voice, but not without false pathos. No matter how often we prac-
ticed them together, Nietzsche was never able to read to my liking,
especially the words *“I'll keep all these,”” which Percy exclaims when
suspected of handing over the prisoners. For Nietzsche’s was essen-
tially a deeply serious nature, and all playacting, whether in a blam-
able or a praiseworthy sense, was completely alien to him; I heard
many clever remarks from him, but seldom a good joke. He also
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cared little for sports and knightly arts; he could not stand acrobat-
ics, since from an early age he was inclined to corpulence and head
congestions. If I modeled some acrobatic feat for him, then he too
regularly did his only acrobatic trick, to which he jokingly attributed
great importance. It consisted in pushing his body through legs-first
between the two poles from one side of the bar and coming down
on the other side. This simple trick, which a trained acrobat does in
a moment, perhaps even without touching the poles, was hard work
for Nietzsche, turning his face dark red, making him breathless and
sweaty. His achievements were better in swimming. His extreme
myopia stood in his way in all sports. He usually wore glasses even
then, and once had his eyes examined while in Pforta. The doctor
did not find their state to be critical, but called attention to the pos-
sibility that he might with advanced age become totally blind.
Nietzsche had always disliked smoking, and did it only occasionally
out of peevishness. He was also very moderate in drink, but for that
very reason one isolated excess was all the more noticeable in its
effects; Nietzsche had to pay for it with a temporary loss of his
supervisory position and, if I remember right, through this event he
lost forever his post as head of our class, which he had held for many
years.

Meanwhile the date of our abitur-examination, St. Michael’s Day
1864, had been approaching, and the common work and worry
about passing it brought the two friends even closer together. For
the last semester in the summer of 1864 we had the choice of either
doing all the assignments of the fifth-year students or being
exempted from them and instead writing a long, scholarly Latin
essay on any subject. Naturally, we chose the latter. I investigated
Herodotus’ religious views and his influence on historiography;
Nietzsche treated the literary composition of Theognis’ poems, in
which the words “good’” and ‘“‘bad” are synonymous with “aristo-
cratic” and “plebeian,” respectively. Everyone knows how much
these impressions, which were the topic of our daily conversations,
influenced Nietzsche’s later moral views. (10, 3—-11)

8  Otto Benndorf 1862-1864

Nietzsche received his early education in the age-old princely school
in Pforta near Naumburg, called Schulpforta for short, the famous
educational and instructional institution which produced Klopstock,
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Fichte, Leopold von Ranke; indeed he began his first poetic and
philosophical endeavors there. Without a doubt his stay in this “‘self-
contained school-state, which absorbed the individual’s life in every
relation,” had a decisive influence on the philosopher’s whole fur-
ther development. Nietzsche studied from 1858 to 1864 at the
princely school, which always had a great number of famous and
important teachers. Among the array of famous scholars whom
young Nietzsche had as educators in Pforta was also Otto Benndorf,
the present director of the Vienna Archeological Institute. On
Nietzsche’s diploma his name is signed simply “O. Benndorf.” To
our collaborator’s question whether the identification of this sig-
nature with his name was correct, Privy Councillor Benndorf
answered:

Yes, I was in Pforta and also Nietzsche’s teacher. I was employed
as a teacher at the princely school from Easter 1862 to 1864, and
despite the many long years that have gone by since then, just about
everything from that time is still engraved in my memory, and I
remember Nietzsche very well, who was then an upperclassman. I
came in contact with Nietzsche because I had set up a plaster
museum of reproductions of ancient statues in Schulpforta and
every Sunday after church I gave explanatory lectures on the repro-
duced artifacts, such as the statues of Dionysus and Apollo, the Lao-
codn group, etc., for the most talented students, who attended vol-
untarily. Even then I noticed Nietzsche because of his geniality—
and in Pforta that means a lot. As I said, only the most talented
students attended, and the occasion often arose, through questions
of individual listeners, to develop discussions of an aesthetic and
philosophical nature, in which Nietzsche often engaged. His wide
reading was astonishing even then, no less than the deep under-
standing with which he approached all things. He would therefore
have remained in my memory even if his name had not later
achieved publicity. I also remember very well his external appear-
ance at that time. He was a quiet, reflective, introverted young man
of not too strong a constitution, whose long hairdo, among other
things, was noticeable. In Pforta, Germany’s best and model insti-
tution, there were personal relationships between teachers and stu-
dents, and even outside school I had the opportunity to become
acquainted with young Nietzsche’s geniality. Naturally I cannot
judge to what extent my lectures themselves influenced him in his
further intellectual development. The fact is that he had great inter-
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est in the topic of my lectures. Nietzsche had the good fortune to
have as teacher in Pforta the famous Plato translator Steinhart, who,
in my opinion, must have influenced him deeply. Even the whole
arrangement of the princely school itself, which to the outside per-
haps gave the impression of a military academy, surely played a deci-
sive and favorable role in Nietzsche’s further course in life.

Did I follow him in his further intellectual development? Origi-
nally I read nothing of his other than The Birth of Tragedy from the
Spirit of Music and his Untimely Meditations. Only much later did I
enjoy the magnificent language of Zarathustra. 1 don’t know
Nietzsche’s other works. However much I learned to admire him
right at the beginning of his literary activity, I often could not accept
his lines of thought, especially in their philological and philosophical
basis. Incidentally, I believe that despite all objections he stood close
to Goethe’s trend of thought. And what we need today is mainly:
“More Goethe.” (7)

9 A Fritsch 1863-1864

In the years 1863-64 I was a freshman in Schulpforta. Friedrich
Nietzsche also studied there at the same time, but he was already a
few years older and in the senior class. I came to know Nietzsche
through music. In the central building of the institution was a room
which contained the best piano. Only a few students selected by the
music professor were allowed to play this piano. It was mostly after-
noons from four to five. I first came in personal contact with
Nietzsche on these practice afternoons, to which I was also admitted
despite my great youth. He often played for us; he also liked to
improvise on the piano, which made a great impression on all of us.
We all idolized him somewhat in those days, for he wrote poetry
and, what especially impressed me, he also composed wonderful
pieces of music. I remained in Schulpforta for a few years after he
graduated and did not see Nietzsche until I met him again in Leip-
zig—shortly before the war broke out, during my first semester—
in the house of the Rector of the University at the time, Volkmann
or Versmann (the name escapes me). Nietzsche was very friendly to
me then and offered me his recommendation to smooth the way for
me at the beginning of my studies. That was just before Nietzsche
received his position in Basel. (19)
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10 Paul Deussen 1864-1865

The first weeks after the abitur-exam we spent in Nietzsche’s house
in Naumburg in the company of his lively, always cheerful and amus-
ing mother, who reminded one of Frau Aja [Goethe’s mother], and
his seventeen-year-old sister, in prettiest girlish bloom, around
whom I was like a butterfly fluttering past pretty flowers. She made
a charming impression, but I would not have believed there was so
much seriousness in her as she later developed to face great tasks in
life. Frau Pastor Nietzsche did not neglect to introduce us to the
circle of her friends, the wives of privy councillors, who were
delighted with my candor, naturalness and naiveté, while I gladly
believed my friend’s assurances that this was what elegant tone and
elegant society were like. There were also friendly, though brief,
contacts with Nietzsche’s childhood friends from Naumburg, as well
as with Erwin Rohde.

After Nietzsche’s outfitting for the university was completed
down to the smallest details by his mother and sister, we both set
out on foot on our westward journey. Our first stop was Elberfeld,
where we were given a friendly reception by my relatives who lived
there and belonged to the better merchant circles. My childhood
friend and distant cousin Ernst Schnabel joined the two of us. He

18
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had been my closest friend every since our school comradeship as
freshmen in Elberfeld (1857-59), and the person closest to me in
my whole life except for Nietzsche. As early as 1857 we both loved
the same girl, a remote cousin called Maria Stiirmer, who lived in
Elberfeld with an old bigoted aunt of ours. This rivalry only inten-
sified our romantic friendship. One day we tore her picture from
the wall and secretly and hastily had two copies made, which turned
out very pale. In 1859 I took one with me to Pforta, where I hung
it in a conspicuous place in my locker and worshiped it ardently as
a saint. Among my comrades it was known as the “fog picture.”
Meanwhile Ernst Schnabel, who had alwa}//s remained near her, had
succeeded in winning the kindly girl’s heart, and it was perhaps on
or about October 17, 1863, that a long letter from him arrived in
Pforta containing, among the fieriest avowals of friendship, the bit-
ter information that dear Maria Stiirmer had stated her mind,
namely that I had her greatest esteem and warmest friendship but
Ernst Schnabel her love. In deepest dejection I walked the corridor
that day with Nietzsche. He read my letter and tried to cheer me up
with reasons from philosophy and religion, with examples from his-
tory and literature. But true solace remained hidden from me and
was to do so for a long time. It consisted in this: that on the very
same day, if the above calculation is right, and at the same hour as
Nietzsche was trying so lovingly to console me, in faraway Berlin a
girl was born who has now been sharing the joy and sorrow of life
with me for fourteen years as my faithful wife. Ernst Schnabel was
not as fortunate. Reckless as he was, he established a business in
Barmen with a partner, married his and my little Maria and lived
splendidly and joyously for a few years. The business declined and
had to be abolished; worry gnawed at Maria, she bore a son to her
husband and died. Ernst found no rest in the homeland; he left the
child with its grandparents and moved to Havana as a merchant. His
letters described how yellow fever was raging there, how fires were
burning in the streets to purify the air, until a letter in a different
hand announced that Ernst Schnabel too had succumbed to the rag-
ing fever and was buried in faraway Havana. Soon afterwards the
child too died. So the grave was closed over this entire tragedy of
love.

It was ten years before this sad end that Ernst Schnabel joined
Nietzsche and me in Elberfeld in 1864. Witty, intelligent, lively to
excess, but also reckless down to his fingertips, Ernst Schnabel
joined our little travel group and got us involved in quite a few mad
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escapades. We three traveled to Konigswinter and, intoxicated with
wine and friendship, let ourselves, despite our limited means, be
persuaded to hire horses and ride up the Drachentfels. That is the
only time I ever saw Nietzsche on horseback. He was in a mood in
which he was interested not so much in the beautiful scenery as in
his horse’s ears. He measured them again and again and claimed he
could not decide whether he was riding a horse or a donkey. We
had an even wilder time the next evening. We three strolled through
the streets of the town to pay our ovations to the girls whom we
suspected of being behind the windows. Nietzsche whistled and
crooned: “Fein’s Liebchen, fein’s Liebchen’’; Schnabel recited all
kinds of nonsense about a poor Rhine boy begging for shelter for
the night; and I myself was standing around, not knowing how to
adjust to this new situation, when a man ran out the door and
chased us away with invectives and threats. As if to atone for this
escapade, which incidentally was an isolated one, the next day in the
piano room of the Berliner Hof we ordered a bottle of wine and
purified our souls through Nietzsche’s wonderful improvisations.
Finally we all three reached my parents’ house in Oberdreis and
here for weeks we enjoyed a quiet existence in the pure mountain
air of the Westerwald in the company of my parents, my brothers
and sisters, and male and female friends who enlivened the hospit-
able country rectory with their coming and going.

On October 15, we celebrated my mother’s birthday and
Nietzsche’s at the same time, and then we descended from the Wes-
terwald Mountains into the Rhine Valley to Neuwied, where in a few
hours a steamship took us to Bonn.

Our first concern was for an apartment. Originally we had
intended to share a larger room, but we changed our mind when it
turned out that such a suite would be more expensive than two sin-
gle rooms. And we both had reason to watch our money. My parents
could send me only twenty talers per month, while Nietzsche, who
was using his inheritance from his father for his studies, was sup-
posed to get by on twenty-five talers per month. As a rule that was
probably not possible, and then he complained to his mother in let-
ters that the money always ran out so fast, probably because it was
so round.

So we rented two single rooms, ““dens,” as the student expres-
sion goes. Mine was located on Hospitalgasse, while Nietzsche’s was
at its juncture on Bonngasse. A church tower rose on the other side,
and Nietzsche often discussed with me his plan to rent a room high
up in the tower in order to be further from the noise of street life.

>
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We also ate our noon meal at the turner Oldag’s house, where
Nietzsche lived. A pretty relative of the house, Friulein Mary,
served us and often joined us at meals. She had an open Rhineland
temperament, but a no less moral one, and neither of us had a more
intimate relationship with her. We matriculated in the next days,
both in the Theological Faculty at first. Nietzsche transferred to the
Philosophical Faculty after only one semester, and I after only four
semesters, to my parents’ disappointment. But this depended on
external circumstances. Our real study from the first was classical
philology; Ritschl and Jahn were the celebrities who had attracted
us to Bonn. We had joint recommendations from Pforta to both
professors, as well as to Schaarschmidt. We went to see Jahn. He
read the letter and said, good-heartedly but tersely, *“Just contact
me, if I can help you in any way.”” We went to see Ritschl, in whose
house there was a constant coming and going as he rapidly pro-
cessed students. He tore the letter open hastily: *“‘Ah, my old friend
Niese! What’s he doing these days? Is he all right? So Deussen is
your name. Well, visit me again very soon.” Nietzsche stood non-
plussed and could not refrain from remarking that the letter spoke
of him too. “Ah yes, that’s true,” cried Ritschl, “there are two
names, Deussen and Nietzsche. Good, good. Well, gentlemen, visit
me again very soon.” This reception of our letters of recommen-
dation was not very encouraging, and since Schaarschmidt was not
at home we left our letter of recommendation at his house and for-
got the whole matter. But Schaarschmidt invited us to his house. We
found him to be a man lively and mercurial almost to the point of
restlessness, and as we left him we looked at each other in astonish-
ment. So that’s a philosopher!? We had pictured them quite differ-
ently. Incidently, Schaarschmidt was the only one who really did
anything for us. He drew us into his family, arranged a tutorial on
Plato for us, and always had a willing ear for all our concerns. We
attended his classes on the history of philosophy and the Platonic
question; also Ritschl’s on the miles gloriosus and Jahn’s on Plato’s
Symposium, plus a few theology courses, which however we soon
neglected as too boring. [David Friedrich] Strauss’s Life of Jesus
appeared at around this time. Nietzsche got a copy, and I followed
his example. In our conversations I could not help expressing my
agreement. Nietzsche answered: “The matter has a serious conse-
quence: if you give up Christ, you’ll also have to give up God.”
Nietzsche felt attracted in this first year of university study
mainly to the Greek lyricists. While I spent a great deal of time on
Sanskrit, he always chose small subjects but was immediately pro-
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ductive in them. A favorite theme was Simonides’ Danaé song, the
critical treatment of which occupied him for a long time. In addition
he revised his Theognis for a seminar paper, and was already inter-
ested in Homer, Socrates, Diogenes Laertius, and whereas I sought
to enjoy the poets and thinkers and to rest in their enjoyment, he
found no pleasure where he could not be productive. Meanwhile
new circumstances had come about for both of us which were to
limit scientific work very much for the time being. We had both had
no particular inclination to join any fraternity but we wanted to take
a look at the matter, and so we had no objection when Stéckert, a
former Pforta student and presently a Franconian, invited us to
accompany him to that fraternity’s tavern. Besides us two, they had
invited five other Pforta alumni; the atmosphere was very lively, and
I believe it was Haushalter, who now works in Rudolstadt, who amid
the frenetic jubilation of the approximately thirty Franconians,
declared that he was joining up, and soon the second and third, and
finally all seven, including me and Nietzsche, followed. We went
home dimly aware that we had let ourselves be drawn away from our
resolutions and had taken a step with unforeseeable effects. The
Franconia, which had acquired so many valuable members in one
evening, was characterized at that time by a wild, free and easy life,
which degenerated into eccentricities on every occasion. Neither
Nietzsche nor I could take much pleasure in it. The ridiculous
patriotic rituals had little attraction for us cosmopolitans; we found
the mandatory drinking bouts on the tavern evenings disgusting.
The pedantic instructions which the pledge master gave us in chap-
ter and verse on the most trivial things seemed ridiculous to us, and
when on almost all Sunday evenings we had to skip lectures, no mat-
ter how interesting they might be, in order to watch the Franconians
and Alemanians slashing their faces in a faraway barn outside the
city, we could not really enjoy that either. Of course the dueling
floor was visited zealously; even Nietzsche practiced as well as he
could, and he also managed to get a challenge to a duel. The way
he behaved in that affair was amusing enough. The following day he
told me, “Yesterday, after the tavern evening, I went to the market
for a walk. An Alemanian joined me; we had a very lively discussion
on all kinds of topics in art and literature, and upon parting I asked
him most politely to ‘hang one’ on me. He agreed, and as soon as
possible we’ll have a go at each other.” With some foreboding I saw
the day approaching when our friend, who was somewhat corpu-
lent, not like Hamlet through a printer’s error (“fat” for “hot”) but
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in reality, and moreover very myopic, would have to undergo an
adventure for which his qualifications were so ill-suited. The blades
were tied and the sharp rapiers flashed around their bare heads.
After barely three minutes the opponent applied a cut diagonally
across the bridge of Nietzsche’s nose right where too hard a pinch
leaves a red mark. The blood was dripping to the ground, and the
experts determined it to be sufficient atonement for all past injury.
I loaded my well-bandaged friend into a carriage and took him
home to bed, cooled the wound diligently, denied him visitors and
alcohol, and in two or three days our hero had recuperated except
for a tiny diagonal scar across the bridge of his nose, which he kept
all his life and which did not look bad on him. So for a time we put
up with the more eccentric than imaginative activities of our frater-
nity brothers. The verses of the Franconian national anthem written
in our honor and chanted on every occasion typify more what they
thought of us than what we really were. Nietzsche’s tavern-name was
“Gluck,” and they called me “Master.”” Our verses ran:

Gluck has composed and set to music
The tragedies and romances he delights in;
When he comes home evenings, a red mouth kisses him;
From sheer tea and pastry he’ll go to the dogs;
And with a hurrah-sassah the Franconians are there!
The Franconians are jolly, they shout hurrah!

Rubbing his nose Master sits at home.
Studying seventy-seven langauges, puffing seventeen pipes;
Whenever he has been drinking and someone addresses him,
He answers in Greek, the very learned man.

And with a hurrah-sassah the Franconians are there!

The Franconians are jolly, they shout hurrah!

The remark about tea and pastry was quite accurate. Nietzsche
had a great liking for sweets and often ordered them while I smoked
my cigar. Jokingly, we often quarreled over which of us got off
cheaper in his way. But as for the aforementioned kissing of the red
mouth, I never noticed Nietzsche to be inclined in that direction. I
will now tell, not altogether gladly, a story which deserves to be torn
from oblivion as a contribution to Nietzsche’s way of thinking. One
day in February 1865, Nietzsche had traveled to Cologne by him-
self, and there had hired a guide to show him the sights of the city;
he finally asked to be taken to a restaurant. The guide took him to
a house of ill repute. “Suddenly,” Nietzsche told me the next day,
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“I found myself surrounded by a half-dozen creatures in tinsel and
gauze, looking at me expectantly. I stood speechless for a while.
Then I instinctively went to a piano as if to the only soul-endowed
being in the place and struck a few chords. That dispersed my shock
and I escaped to the street.”” According to this story and everything
else I know about Nietzsche I am inclined to believe that the words
which Steinhart dictated to us in a Latin biography of Plato apply
to him: mulierem nunquam attingit. Such a fact, if determined, would
have to not be overlooked in judging what Nietzsche says about
women. Incidentally, it was never his intention to remain unmar-
ried; in his view, it seems, a woman was supposed to be utterly
absorbed in the service and care of her husband, and already in
Pforta he used to say half in jest: “I would probably wear out three
wives just for myself.”

Our association with Franconia was not permanent. I myself left
it at my parents’ urgent wish, and as a well-liked partygoer I was
nominated an associate drinking partner, a privilege I made very
little use of. Nietzsche left Bonn in August 1865, without even
informing the fraternity or sending back the insignias. He was there-
fore dismissed and bore this fate with the greatest indifference.

As far as was possible, given the disturbances that fraternity life
entailed, we attended classes regularly, especially those of Ritschl
and Jahn, besides which Nietzsche attended Springer’s class on
medieval history. We then still had no idea of establishing a closer
relationship with Ritschl. We sat credulously at the celebrated mas-
ter’s feet, hoping that some of his arcane, much praised method
would rub off on us. But I must admit that, although my soul was
filled with the magnificence of classical antiquity, precisely Ritschl’s
way of reveling in variants, corrupt passages and conjectures and
the entire hours Jahn spent enumerating book titles alienated me
more and more from classical philology, however much Nietzsche
tried to keep me attached to it and noted with concern my still
unmastered inclinations for theology. In our love for art we saw per-
fectly eye to eye. We visited the Bonn and Cologne theatres regu-
larly, and were never missing from the meetings of the Beethoven
Association, and on Pentecost in 1865 we enjoyed the offerings of
the Lower Rhein Music Festival in Girzenich near Cologne, espe-
cially Schumann’s composition for the ending of Goethe’s Faust.
Nietzsche himself set some poems of Petofi and others to music and,
for example, dedicated a written notebook with his own composi-
tions to my sister.
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Much is still vivid in my mind of the common experiences of the
year in Bonn, the last in which I enjoyed daily association with
Nietzsche, but I seek in vain in these memories for traces of the
surprising turns which Nietzsche’s development later underwent.
We two had still not discovered Schopenhauer, or rather he was
concealed by the behavior of those who would have been called to
lead us to him. His name was hardly ever mentioned between us.
Richard Wagner was discussed frequently and heatedly but seemed
to be of very problematic significance. Of course, we were freethink-
ers as regards positive religion, but there was still no trace of an
enmity toward Christianity and Christian morality such as Nietzsche
later developed. On the contrary, one day when I wanted to char-
acterize prayer as just a subjective means of stimulating religious
convictions, he explained this to be a shallow Feuerbachian view, as
if I had borrowed the idea from this thinker, with whom 1 still was
totally unfamiliar.

In 1865 the old rivalry between Ritschl and Jahn had become
aggravated into a dispute which made it impossible for the two men
to continue working together. Ritschl went to Leipzig and many stu-
dents followed him there, among them Nietzsche, while I vaguely
intended to follow later. As I was accompanying Nietzsche to the
night steamship one evening in August 1865 for his departure, a
painful feeling of loneliness came over me. But I also breathed a
sigh of relief like one from whom a heavy pressure is removed.
Nietzsche’s personality had exerted a strong influence during the
six years of our life together. He had always shown a sincere interest
in my situation, but also a tendency to correct, criticize, and occa-
sionally torment me, as was shown perhaps even more clearly in our
continued correspondence. Since he feared that I might revert to
theology, he constantly urged me in the first letters to come to Leip-
zig, to strip off the theological bearskin, as he later once expressed
it, and to act like a young philological lion. I finally made up my
mind, and on Easter in 1866 my books were all packed and waiting
for the order to be shipped to Leipzig. Among them were a few
volumes of Ersch and Gruber’s encyclopedia, which Ritschl had by
mistake auctioned off together with many other books and which I
had bought. Ritschl had then searched for them and I was happy to
give him the message through Nietzsche that I would arrive in Leip-
zig for the summer semester and bring the books along. Meanwhile
I went home for the Easter vacation, met my brother Johannes, who
was studying theology in Tiibingen, and he did everything he could
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to win me for Tiubingen and theology. In a sleepless night 1 pon-
dered the two possibilities: Leipzig or Tiibingen; Nietzsche or my
brother, plus my future father-in-law; the fertile plain of Saxony or
Swabia’s vineyard-covered slopes; grammar, manuscript compari-
son, micrology, or the Orient and Bible study with its religious and
ethical problems. I made a quick decision and went along to Tii-
bingen. The semester I spent there studying under Beck and asso-
ciating with Northern German theology students completely took
away my joy in theology. With a heavy heart 1 wrote to Nietzsche
after only a few weeks and sent the books for Ritschl. All I received
for this were reproaches for unreliableness, indecision, lack of
punctuality, etc. In a well-meaning but harsh manner, Nietzsche had
insisted that my real vocation was philology and that my recent turn-
ing to theology was a mistake I would have to pay for dearly. The
events had already proven him right; nowhere did I find in Tiibing-
en an open-minded discussion of my thoughts, as I was accustomed
to with Nietzsche; everywhere I ran into narrow-mindedness, prej-
udice, and quarrelsomeness. (10, 15-28)

11 Heinrich Wilhelm Wisser December 1865

To the person who knows my name, I am the compiler of East Hol-
stein folk traditions and editor of Low German fairy-tales. But 1
entered this field only at the age of fifty. What I studied was classical
philology and on the side I did a little German studies.

The first three years, I studied in Kiel under Professor Ribbeck,
a pupil of Ritschl’s, then, starting on St. Michael’s Day, I did three
semesters in Leipzig.

In these three semesters I belonged to the Ritschl Society and
the Philology Club together with Nietzsche and Rohde, and so I fre-
quented the same circles as they did. These circles were made up
mostly of especially talented young people, without exception ambi-
tious, who, far from student externalities but also free of philistine
pedantry, lived just for their science and were incipient scholars
rather than ordinary, lecture-note-taking students.

The Philology Club, which still exists today, was established by
us at that time, by Nietzsche, Wilhelm Roscher, later principal of a
high school in Saxony, a son of the Leipzig economist, Arnold, from
Konigsberg, and myself.

Ritschl gave the suggestion for this (according to my diary on
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December 4, 1865) one evening at a party, to which we also were
invited. Toward the end of the semester, the number of members
came to ten.

The Ritschl Society numbered about as many members. They
were almost exclusively non-Saxons who had come to Leipzig
because of Ritschl, and probably had for the most part been rec-
ommended to Ritschl by their former professors. For Ritschl, who
had had to leave Bonn shortly before because of his dispute with
Otto Jahn but had immediately been given a university position by
the Saxon government, had exercised such attraction on young aca-
demicians that the number of philologists in Leipzig suddenly
soared from forty to one hundred and forty.

The Society met once a week in Ritschl’s study, namely in the
first semester on Sunday afternoons, to discuss, under Ritschl’s
direction, a paper written in Latin by one of the members. So it was
not at all different from a philological seminar, such as exists at
every university and also existed then in Leipzig, except that the
members were personally closer to the old master.

Members of the Society I can name were: Kohl, later professor
at Kreuznach, Wegehaupt, later director of the Hamburg Johan-
neum, and Clemm, later university professor in Giessen.

Rohde, the son of a Hamburg physician, joined only a few weeks
later. I noticed him because at one of the very first meetings during
a difference of opinion he contradicted the venerable old gentleman
very brashly, I felt.

Nietzsche joined only at the beginning of the next semester (in
the summer of 1866)—not, as he himself erroneously assumes, just
in the following winter semester (1866-67). This is striking. For,
since Ritschl had, by repeated proofs of his special favor, made it
clear to him that he was very welcome, all it would have taken was a
word from Nietzsche for him to be accepted into the Society. The
contradiction is explained by the fact that Ritschl had practically
asked him to join, but Nietzsche had rejected the invitation. For
what reason? In his pride he refused to be called a Ritschlian, i.e.,
to be considered another man’s disciple. My feeling is that he once
told me this himself. If my memory is deceiving me, though I believe
it is not, then we others discussed this as a suspicion and accepted
it as an explanation. Certainly, the matter was discussed in this sense
at that time.

If Nietzsche later did join after all, that was probably the result
of Ritschl’s praising his essay on Theognis during a visit about which
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Nietzsche reported enthusiastically to us in Gohlis on February 24,
1866. After this open recognition of his extraordinary significance,
his coyness would no longer have made any sense. Perhaps worry
that Ritschl would have held a further refusal against him played a
role.

Among those who joined the Philology Club and were all
attracted by Roscher—for we three friends had no acquaintances
among the students—there were four Saxons, including Anger-
mann, later rector of a Saxon high school, and Windisch, later pro-
fessor of Sanskrit in Leipzig, and a foreigner, Dr. Kinkel, son of
Gottfried Kinkel, a German-educated, musical Englishman, inter-
ested especially in archeology. Later Romundt also joined.

Nietzsche stood in closer contact with Romundt and—as I now
first see from Nietzsche’s biography—to my surprise also with Kin-
kel. Romundt, with whom he used to discuss Schopenhauer very
often, later followed him to Basel, where he was a privatdozent for
a time.

Like Nietzsche, Roscher and Romundt too were later at the
same time members of the Society, just as several Society members
such as, for example, Kohl and Rohde, in time also joined the Phil-
ology Club. So the two associations overlapped.

In this circle I associated most often and most closely with
Roscher and Romundt, in the third semester also with Kohl and
Rohde. I also met Nietzsche just about every day. But the difference
of our natures, inclinations, and talents was too great for a more
intimate association between us to have developed.

Whereas I left Leipzig after only three semesters (Easter 1867),
Nietzsche and Rohde stayed there for yet a fourth semester (sum-
mer 1867). This is the semester Rohde’s letter speaks of.

At the end of this semester they too left Leipzig. Nietzsche, to
serve his year in the army in his hometown, Naumburg; Rohde, to
continue his studies in Kiel. . . .

All those with whom I was together in Leipzig at that time have
probably passed away by now. And I, now eighty-two years of age,
am probably the only one still alive from that circle. (67)

12 Heinrich Stlirenberg 1866

When I introduced myself to him [F. W. Ritschl], he received me
with friendliness in memory of an already deceased older brother of
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mine who had been his pupil in Bonn. And he told me that if I
wanted to become known in his circle of pupils I should visit the by
far most talented person in this circle, Friedrich Nietzsche.

His name had already been mentioned to me with admiration by
my first philological acquaintances in Leipzig. Especially by Emil
Jungmann, later for many years a highly respected teacher and prin-
cipal of the Thomas School. He had, as a high school student in
Schulpforta, already been with Nietzsche for four years and,
although two years below him in age and class, he had in the close
living conditions of the princely school gotten the impression of an
extraordinarily talented person and then confirmed this while study-
ing together in Leipzig, where Nietzsche had followed Ritschl from
Bonn. So I went somewhat hesitantly to the young man, who was
already admired at so young an age and who lived in the house of
the famous historian and political scientist, university professor Karl
Biedermann, and although just three years younger 1 immediately
felt like a greenhorn in relation to a mature and superior man. Our
conversation touched on Bonn, from where he had expected no fur-
ther philological transfers after Ritschl’s departure, on the profes-
sors Bernays and Usener, who had been appointed there to replace
Ritschl, on Lucretius, for whom I had been particularly won by Ber-
nays. On every subject he tried to elevate the conversation from the
personal to the universal. His appearance even then was already
dominated by a stern expression and a large mustache. In the Phil-
ology Club, in which we students gave lectures and discussed them
without the presence of any professors, I then heard Nietzsche
speak twice in the next semesters—as already an ‘“‘old timer”’ he no
longer came to other students’ lectures—and both times, like every-
one else in the audience, I came away with the impression of an
almost astounding precocity and confident self-assurance of his lec-
ture. The first dealt with Menippus the Cynic, and sought master-
fully to draw a picture of the man based on the scanty information
about his life and works and on the still scantier relics of his writings,
a picture that made his imitation by a Roman under the term Men-
ippean satire explainable. The second lecture was about the ques-
tion of Homer; and, in contrast to the tendency prevailing at that
time to substitute for the idea that one or several poets wrote the
Homeric poems the so-called folk-poetry theory, he stressed most
strongly that outstandingly creative individuals always must be
behind such a Volksdichtung anyway; that it is inconceivable that lit-
erary works as magnificent as Homer’s could stem from momentary
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inspiration. This was essentially the same train of thought on which
his inaugural lecture at Basel the next year was based. (60)

13  Elisabeth Forster-Nietzsche February 2, 1869

That February 2 always remained a very delightful memory to the
three of us. Our good mother had no idea what to make of us. As a
nursery rhyme says: “We ate not, we drank not” and we gave con-
fused and mysterious answers. Fortunately the answer to the riddle
arrived after two days: Fritz sent his calling card:

Friedrich Nietzsche
Professor of Classical Philology at the University of Basel
(Salary: 3000 francs)

Our dear mother’s happiness and boundless surprise were
beyond description. Then the marvellous news spread further and
further. Everyone, even the newspapers, were astonished at this
twenty-four-old professor. Praise, honor, and adulation resounded
on all sides about our Fritz, so that it finally became too much for
him and he once wrote with considerable annoyance: ‘“What’s so
great about it? There’s just one more professor on earth, that’s all.”
From the very beginning, ever since he first got the appointment,
my brother was not sheer delight and joy. (13, 296)

14 Paul Deussen 1869

In the spring of 1869 I almost lost my friend forever. I had been
living for a whole year in my parents’ house in the country, cut off
from urban comfort and from association with young people my
own age, finishing my doctoral dissertation after long tedious work
and preparing for the oral examination. I was nervous, overworked,
and in a dismal mood. Then I was surprised by a letter from
Nietzsche in which he told me that, without first having taken his
doctoral examination, he had been appointed a professor at the
University of Basel. I sent him my most heartfelt congratulations,
but honest as I always was, I could not omit also reporting about
myself and drawing a parallel between his brilliant success and my
depressing situation, and a little envy may have shone through
between the lines. But who can describe my astonishment, indeed
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horror, when by return mail I received Nietzsche’s answer in the
form of a calling card containing approximately the following
words: “Dear Friend, unless perhaps accidental mental disturbance
was to blame for your last letter, then please consider our relations
to be over. F. N.”—These words burned into my soul like hellfire.
I was at that time, when Schopenhauer had not yet made me free,
still too caught up in the usual concepts of honor and the like, not
to immediately tell myself that such a clear rejection necessarily had
to result in a renunciation of any further association on my part.
But my mind could not accept the thought of losing such a friend.
I felt the urge to write to Nietzsche and ask him how he could have
so misunderstood my letter. Nietzsche answered by sending me
three written items: (1) My inculpated letter; (2) a commentary on
it explaining it as a mixture of envy, crassness, and peasant pride;
and finally, as an example of how the thing should be done, (3) a
letter from Erwin Rohde, who knew no limits of rapture at being
able to call a real professor, moreover one so young and popular,
his friend. I cannot say that I was particularly ashamed of my letter,
which at least sincerely expressed my attitude. In my answer, I
thanked him for his conciliatory stance, without raising the issue
again, and drew from it a lesson for the future. I now understood
the words Nietzsche had once written to me: “‘Seriously, my friend,
I must ask that when you speak of me, you speak with somewhat
more respect.”’ (10, 60-62)



PROFESSOR AT
THE UNIVERSITY OF BASEL
(1870-1878)

15 Ida Overbeck 1870

I met Nietzsche in Maderanertal in 1870, quite by chance and fleet-
ingly. He gave the impression of a very introverted, somewhat ailing
man. He tended to avoid encounters and conversations; but if they
took place, then he was striking for the cordiality and earnestness
he developed and seemed to direct to his counterpart. One imme-
diately felt challenged to tell him something that one felt to be
important. During a music session we played him Brahms’ four-
handed love-waltz and Beethoven’s Opus 26. He listened atten-
tively, then replied with Wagner’s “Eulogy’’ from Die Meistersinger.
He played it freely and seemed to reproduce it according to a per-
formance he had heard rather than a studied extract of sheet music.
In later years I heard it played again by him in exactly the same
manner. He had no virtuosity, played almost hard and squarely,
seeking the tones in memory, then on the keyboard. Near Nietzsche
I had the feeling of a riddle, a mystery. He responded to something
like a girlish naturalness with a certain solemnity against a back-
ground of modest humor and high spirits. I can still see him walking
on the woodland paths, robustly but still seeking the path, which
gave his stride a trace of awkwardness and unfreedom. Yes, he was
certainly a schoolmaster, and one would have liked to learn more

32
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about him. Already then, but much more later, I noticed Nietzsche’s
hands. They had artistic form, expressing a play and energy of the
nerves, and he often held them in a lightly suggested round curva-
ture without any particular intent. Nietzsche’s demeanor was amia-
ble, and could even have a trace of femininity. An accidental look
at his hands revealed a new trait: Nietzsche’s fingernails had a pecu-
liar form: they were arched and sank at the points, one thought of
a high-flying bird up in the blue sky. After a few days of avoiding
one another, of conversations and observations, news arrived of the
victory near Worth. Then a new patriotic tone arose, and Nietzsche
vanished to put himself at the fatherland’s disposal. I could not for-
get Nietzsche; I had the feeling that with him something significant
had passed by me. Later I obtained a copy of The Birth of Tragedy,
and little by little the Untimely Meditations. How extraordinarily the
impression I had gotten was deepened! At that time I knew very
little of Wagnerian art and the analogy he made between Greek
tragedy and the Master’s works was completely incomprehensible to
me. But his deep comprehension and delineation of the elements of
Greek art and his introduction to Greek tragedy literally exhilarated
me. So the schoolmaster in Maderanertal was really capable of this!
I saw in two persons how deeply Nietzsche’s influence affected
them. First, in Theodor Kirchner, who as a self-creative artist spoke
somewhat superiorly but compellingly of this young scholar who
wanted to point the way for art. Later in Frau Henriette Feuerbach,
who had been introduced to Nietzsche during a stay in Basel and
who had immediately seen him as an important personality.

A few years later I met my husband and we were married in the
summer of 1876 and moved to Basel. Little by little Nietzsche fre-
quented our house, all the more often since he had had to give up
all his other former associations. He told of an essay by Renan on
medieval art which he had read and he practiced his talent as an
instructor on me. He interpreted and argued so skillfully that he
actually put the phrase ‘“the baroque of Christendom” into my
mouth and then broke out in exuberant, loud laughter and assured
me that such a thing was actually in him: a hyperintense, self-
destructive religious need. I was enormously bewildered and disap-
pointed and did not want to accept that Nietzsche could be anything
else but a Greek and a completely natural, free person. At that time
Nietzsche could develop some of the mobility whose absence had
struck me in Maderanertal. He had poor eyesight and could hardly
recognize a person on the street. Thus I once or twice saw him strid-
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ing really boldly, and certainly filled with no petty thoughts. This
constant association lasted through the years 1876 to 1879. (43,
234-235)

16 Julius Piccard ca. 1870

I first received my appointment to Basel in 1869 and moved there
at the end of the same year; so I am one of the few surviving first
colleagues of Nietzsche and Overbeck; moreover, in the first years
I lived in three different apartments in the Schiitzengrabe, in the
immediate vicinity of both. As a chemist I pursued other goals than
the philologist and the theologian; but on at least one point
Nietzsche and I felt mutual sympathy, in the real sense of the word;
we both had ailments. Therefore he was less reserved with me on
questions of health than with healthy friends, who were less able to
understand him in this regard. Under the dateline March 25, 1871,
he wrote to me from Lugano: ‘“Dear and valued colleague, you truly
surprised me with your letter: how rarely have I received such a
pure sign of sympathy. The whole day put on a friendly face since
it had begun by my receiving your letter. I assure you that I can
never forget a trait such as this. It also happened to be the first day
I spent together with the excellent Heusler in Lugano. Through him
I am again informed about conditions in Basel; indeed we have the
Baseler Zeitung sent here daily. I hope to arrive there again in the
middle of next month and to recommence with the old professional
activity by the beginning of May. I was very glad to hear that you
yourself endured this whole long winter semester without longer
disruptions, moreover in a climate that, it seems to me, is not alto-
gether safe—and it gives me the best hopes for the complete res-
toration of your health. Summer in Basel is very bearable and warm,;
I cannot write the word ‘warmth’ today without longing. For the
beautiful lake is completely overcast with cold, dense fog, and gray
displeasure spreads over the hotel and its inhabitants, who are very
dependent on the weather . . .”

The most relentless of all philosophers was, as a person, most
touchingly kindhearted and sensitive. One would, however, have to
be blind not to see that even then this sensitivity tended somewhat
toward the morbid. At about this same time we two—the only
strangers—were invited to a family evening at Privy Councillor
Vischer-Bilfinger’s house. Nietzsche played on the piano one of his
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own compositions, which turned out to be quite bewildering. On
the way home he asked me what people had thought of it. 1
answered politely but asked about the meaning of a repeated stac-
cato that had seemed somewhat peculiar to me and probably to oth-
ers. “But Piccard! You didn’t understand that this was the stars in
the sky during a walk in the night?”” And the poor man became so
sad that I felt very sorry for him. One will recall a similar event for
Wagner in Klein-Tribschen.

Another time, at the rector’s annual banquet, someone pro-
posed a toast to the Academic Society and remarked incidentally
that since not everyone could be a specialized scholar there neces-
sarily had to also be some ‘“‘educated philistines.” This catchword,
which Nietzsche had coined shortly before, was completely suitable
in this sense. He got up and left. When I soon followed him home,
he lay completely perplexed on his sofa; in the dark room his eyes
had an eerie gleam. When I tried to calm him, he stared at me: “But
Piccard, didn’t you hear how they were all making fun of me?” It
sounded like a touch of persecution complex.

Somewhat later, when he traveled to Montreux for a visit, I rec-
ommended very strongly to him to take a little side tour to Lau-
sanne, especially to see the cathedral. He promised, and kept his
promise, but how? From his description I reconstructed the route
he followed in about two hours: from the railroad station he walked
eastward around the city, past the prison to the village of Chailly,
and roaming around finally returned via the Vuachére to the rail-
road station, barely in time to catch his train, without having seen a
trace of the real city, not to mention the cathedral. “But why didn’t
you ask someone the way?”’ With childlike shame he answered: “You
know, Piccard, they would have laughed at me!”” This hypersensitiv-
ity only increased with time! (44, 168-171)

17  Jakob Wackernagel 1870f.

I had Nietzsche as a teacher first in the upper high school class
1870-71, then in 1871-72 as a beginning student of philology, and
finally in 1875 just before my examination. He made by far the
strongest impression on me in high school. I do not know whether
we acquired much positive knowledge. But any students who were
at all receptive were strongly impressed. The entire instruction was
on a high level and went beyond technicalities. He began one period



36 Conversations with Nietzsche Aectat. 26

with a question addressed to the class: ‘““What is a philosopher?”” and
was very troubled to receive no answer that was at all satisfactory.
He was not interested in a rote type of instruction. He assigned
themes to us and encouraged us to write treatises, for example, on
Euripides’ Bacchae, or on the justification for humanistic education;
he also had us do metrical translations of Aeschylus. Most impres-
sive, however, was the man himself, the freedom and dignity of his
whole behavior. Anything trivial was out of the question for him;
everyone could feel this.

In my opinion, his philological teaching was not on a par with
his teaching at the high school. In contrast with his high school
classes, at the university the distance between him and Jakob Burck-
hardt, whose instruction I enjoyed at both levels along with his, was
tremendous. As a first-year student I attended a class of his on Plato.
A few bold statements, especially from the introductory hour, have
stayed with me. But on the whole we were bored. There was a very
thorough enumeration and reproduction of theories on the Pla-
tonic question, followed by a synopsis of the individual dialogues.
Perhaps had 1 been more mature I would have seen the usefulness
of such a depiction and now I respect the conscientious work
Nietzsche spent on this task, but he did not thrill us. Nor was his
lecture suited to do that; it was based completely on written notes.

The seminar began well. Not sufficiently aware of our total
immaturity, we enjoyed dealing with broad literary-historical ques-
tions based on Nietzsche’s own treatises. But I cannot at all remem-
ber the further course of the seminar exercises; I believe I obtained
a concept of exegesis from other philology teachers.

In 1875 I attended Nietzsche’s classes on the history of Greek
literature, if I remember correctly. I was left with a few brilliant
remarks, but no more than that.

As university students we were also enthusiastic about Nietzsche
and proud to have him as teacher. But this applied not so much to
his philological instruction as to what we otherwise got from him or
knew about him. He was very accessible for visits and could then be
brilliant. Of course we were all enthused about his Birth of Tragedy
and felt deeply moved by the public lectures on education which he
gave in those years.

Even today I still esteem it highly to have had Nietzsche as a
teacher. Without that my life would have been a bit poorer and
more trivial. I am also grateful to him for the friendly attitude he
had toward me till the end, although I in part could not and in part
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would not follow his bold flights. But I can hardly say that I owe him
anything for my technical philological training.

Perhaps my judgment is wrong. I once expressed myself simi-
larly to Prof. Thureysen in Freiburg, who was Nietzsche’s student in
later years. He seemed to be of a different opinion and to value even
Nietzsche’s philological instruction more highly. Again I must point
out that I attended Nietzsche’s classes only in immature and then
again in overly advanced semesters. (64)

18 Dr. Promitz

In Basel it was and still is the custom for humanists at the university
to give instruction for their colleagues in the higher classes of high
school. Like Jakob Burckhardt, Nietzsche was not a dry professional
pedagogue in this secondary office, but an excellent teacher, who
like an Ephorus from ancient Greece stepped with a leap across time
and mores into the midst of his pupils, as if he were reporting of
self-evident things he had seen with his own eyes.

Since his eyes needed protection at an early age, even with mod-
erate sunlight the window blinds had to be kept half-shut. The ben-
eficial twilight heightened even further the magic effect of his
method of instruction, which was completely ruled by the spirit of
aesthetic freedom. He was far from any rigid pedantry and unhesi-
tatingly allowed the reasonable use of German translations, pro-
vided we read as many Greek authors as possible with pleasure. Now
it happened quite often that he randomly asked: ““Now tell me, what
is a philosopher?”’ And after the astounded student’s not very
exhaustive reply he finished the class period with a captivating
extemporization.

Once he asked the class to read the description of Achilles’
shield during the summer vacation and to voluntarily report on it.
When classes began again he asked at random: “Did you read the
passage?”’ The perplexed student answered falsely in the affirmative.

“Good, then describe the shield.”

An embarrassing silence followed, as the pupil’s excitement
increased. For ten minutes Nietzsche, apparently listening, strode
through the room with pensive steps, pretending to be listening to
the fictive description. Finally he said without any sharp emphasis:
“Now that N. N. has explained Achilles’ shield to us, let us con-
tinue.” During a public examination he came upon a particularly
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difficult Thucydides passage. “Have you already read this?”’ he
picked out a pupil. ““No.” ““You find difficulties in it?”’ ““Yes.” “Oth-
ers too have already found difficulties there.”

From his pedagogical experiences, Nietzsche coined the moral
maxim: ‘“Whoever is a teacher at heart takes all things seriously only
in relation to his pupils, even himself.”” (46)

19  Leonhard Adelt 1870ff.

A half century and more has gone by since then, but I still see him
as if it were today. I still feel the jerk with which I spontaneously sat
up straight when he looked at me sharply and piercingly through his
eyeglasses. Barely twenty-five, he had become Professor of Classical
Philology at the University of Basel and was teaching Greek on the
side at our high school. He read the lyrical anthology and the phi-
losophers with us freshmen. The inner freedom and superiority of
his nature, his dealings with the more mature university students,
and probably also his own education in Schulpforta resulted in the
young professor’s setting the boundaries of his school program
unusually wide and expecting from us an independent treatment
and mastery of the assigned work. Sometimes our juvenile, philo-
sophically unschooled minds were no longer capable of following
the train of thought of the laboriously translated text and its con-
genial interpreter, especially since our class had through a prior
temporary arrangement remained behind in Greek instruction any-
way. But the strong and pure personality of our teacher, whose out-
standing intellectual significance we sensed, never let us lose cour-
age. His strict sense of justice distinguished precisely between the
limits of good will and of indolent negligence, and none of the
favorite school tricks worked with him. I recall how one of us (today
he holds high office as a tenured seminar director), badly prepared
and called upon shortly before the end of the period, with pre-
tended zeal prolonged the reading of the Greek text to be trans-
lated, until the bell rang. To be cautious he read one more sentence
and then broke off confidently. Nietzsche did not move. Our fresh-
man’s brow sweated with fear. Stuttering, he managed to say, “Pro-
fessor, perhaps you overlooked the bell?”

Nietzsche stared at him for a moment, then—without changing
expression—he corrected him: ““You mean overheard,” and left the
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classroom. The next day he began the instruction by calling on the
same pupil, “‘So, translate.”

When Nietzsche was teaching, an exemplary discipline always
prevailed in our class and it even carried over to the preceding and
following intermission. Although we never heard a word of blame
or ill-temper from our teacher, we had boundless respect for him.
He had a way, in stony silence, of leaving the badly prepared pupil
to his disgraceful stuttering and stammering, which was incredibly
embarrassing and shameful for the person in question, and after a
brief breathtaking pause, putting an ironic end to the spectacle with
a curt “So,” or “So much.” That was the sharpest expression of his
blame—;just as his praise never went beyond a brief “Good.” But
what wouldn’t many a one of us, who otherwise was not numbered
among the strivers, have given for this brief praise! Difficult hours
as Nietzsche prepared for us, on the other hand we felt it to be a
distinction that he gave so much credit to our intelligence, and we
had youth’s fine sense for the violence which his high-flying spirit
did itself for our sake. We shared the university students’ enthusias-
tic respect for their professor, who was only a little older than they
themselves were; we read everything of his that was published, and
were caught up in the exhilaration of his enthusiasm for Wagner, as
he was just then writing his Birth of Tragedy. With a striking nobility
of appearance, a captivating amiability of conduct, and also geo-
graphic proximity to the best of men, such as Jakob Burckhardt and
Richard Wagner, who lived in Tribschen, the young firebrand at this
early age stood at a height of life whose full happiness would later
no longer be his. (1)

20 Rudolf Eucken Spring 1871

It was the spring of 1871 when I first heard more about Nietzsche
and soon came into personal acquaintanceship with him. At that
time Councillor and Professor Vischer, the famous archeologist,
came, as director of the university’s board of trustees, to see me in
Frankfurt am Main to negotiate with me about my proposed
appointment to Basel. These negotiations did not run into the
slightest difficulty, and so a lively conversation developed between
us two; this led also to Nietzsche and to his appointment, which had
aroused no little attention in academic circles. Nietzsche was not
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even a Ph.D. when the important professorship was conferred upon
him. Vischer told me the details of a conversation he had had with
the prominent philologist Ritschl in Leipzig. Vischer came to him
to get a philological faculty member for Basel. Ritschl named var-
ious names, but then he interrupted himself and said: “We have a
young scholar who is far more important than all the others, but he
is still very young, and does not even have his doctorate!” Vischer
said that was not bad if the man really was as outstanding as Ritschl
described, but Ritschl with great confidence answered this question
affirmatively. So Nietzsche came to the University of Basel. The uni-
versity was then externally small, it had only 156 students, but it had
excellent scholars among its teachers; I will mention only Hagen-
bach, Heusler, Vischer himself, Steffensen, Jakob Burckhardt, and
others; the university had a lively and fresh vitality, and relations
between the native Swiss and professors appointed from Germany
were most cordial. Thus Nietzsche entered a significant circle, in
which he immediately enjoyed a high reputation. In the winter of
1871-72 he gave his lectures on the reform of education, which
attracted a great deal of attention and enthusiastic support. I myself
first met Nietzsche in the meetings of the senate and faculty, and we
often had to hold common doctoral examinations; I still remember
vividly how amiable Nietzsche was toward the doctoral candidates,
how he was never unfriendly or excited, but discussed in a kind but
superior manner; one got a most favorable impression. Then we
often met at small parties, where. he proved to be a pleasant con-
versationalist, without any trace of pettiness or malice; he was more
reserved than obtrusive, but he could tell charming little stories and
he was not without humor. We rarely discussed questions of prin-
ciple, since in scholarly circles each has his own world of ideas which
he does not easily relinquish. But I remember, for example, one
long conversation we had on the Germans’ mania for measuring all
achievement by fixed stereotypes and their lack of esteem for crea-
tive individuality.

Until then Nietzsche was considered primarily a philologist; now
came the Untimely Meditations and put the matter in a new light.
That book may have made the predominantly conservative citizens
of Basel uncomfortable on this or that point, but the high esteem
of the man did not suffer in the least under it; everybody realized
all the more that he was an outstanding faculty member. Meanwhile
new writings were being published, but though they were received
with enthusiasm by closer friends, they did not reach broader cir-
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cles; Nietzsche was considered very talented but a strange eccentric.
He could not treat this disrespect for his noble and ardent striving
with indifference, he had too much concern for people and too
much love of mankind for that; an unemotional mode of thought
was far from his nature. I will never forget a conversation I had with
him in the Basel Readers’ Society. Numerous periodicals were avail-
able there, and Nietzsche showed me an article in a Berlin newspa-
per that mocked his striving in an unworthy fashion and tried to
brand it as ridiculous—for that is a favorite weapon of little souls.
I said he ought not to take such a thing too seriously, he stood too
high to be affected by such attacks. He said: “Yes, logically you are
right, but it does hurt to be treated this way.” This little conversa-
tion enabled me to feel clearly the tragedy in his life: a fine noble
nature, called to the highest goals, colliding with an alien, dull
world; there can today be no doubt about the intellectual insensitiv-
ity of those times, the age disregarded the treasures that were being
offered; Nietzsche, in his healthy days, never experienced a second
edition of any of his books—except The Birth of Tragedy. Finally
signs of an inner turn in art and literature came, but for Nietzsche
himself it was too late, a hard fate had torn from his hands the pen
that promised a rich future creativity, and he never experienced his
full success with a clear consciousness.

Such a fate must move every sympathetic person painfully, but
the faithful and self-sacrificing love which his family, and most espe-
cially his sister, showed him offers some consolation. Such a loving
mentality is the highest thing one person can offer another, but
besides the purely human aspect there is here additionally the untir-
ing care for the great intellectual treasures, whose complete pres-
ervation and effect we owe to Frau Forster-Nietzsche; not only Ger-
man literature, but all intellectual life is indebted to her; so on her
anniversary we want to give her our sincere and heartfelt thanks.
(12, 53-55)

21 Emanuel Probst Fall 1871

I came with my class list to register for Professor Nietzsche’s semi-
nar and lectures. The following dialogue took place during this
registration:

Professor: So you are a philologist.

Student: Yes, professor.
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Professor: Do you know what that means, to be a philologist?

Student: 1 should hope so, professor; I have five semesters
behind me.

Professor: No! I will tell you. Just think, a man has a beauti-
ful painting, a real work of art. But the picture has a spot or is
torn, and whenever he looks at the painting to enjoy the master’s
art, his look falls on the repulsive flaw and he cannot enjoy the
picture.

Now the friend of art, who is not lacking in energy, tells himself:
“With conscientious work and sufficient expenditure of time I have
already achieved some things that at first seemed impossible to
attain.” So he sets right to work. He goes to school under artists like
a young painting student, takes instruction in paint-mixing and
brushstrokes, puts countless attempts on canvas and through his
innate sense for art he is his own severest critic of his work, which
he continues for years and enriches with studies. Finally he has
reached the point where he believes he can start work on the paint-
ing itself. And the man’s conscientiousness and his reverence for
art, which he wants to make enjoyable again, are rewarded. The res-
toration of the work of art is marvellously successful, so that he feels
the urge to invite his friends to come and share his joy with him.
What complimentary and enthusiastic judgments were expressed
can be imagined; the invited guests stood for a long time viewing
the picture attentively, and everyone was full of praise. The quin-
tessence of all judgments was: ““No one who has not seen the picture
earlier will be able to believe that it was ever disfigured by an ugly
spot.”

The next day his dearest friend came to the happy restorer of
the picture. “‘Listen,” he said, “‘I too have such a picture, a valuable
one, but it has a spot; couldn’t you lend me a hand and make the
spot vanish?”’

“Yes, of course! I’'m interested,” was the answer, and the cor-
rection was begun right away, with the same good success as with
the first picture and again to the great joy of a circle of art-loving
friends. But before the next day, another dear friend appeared with
a defective painting, and soon another, and another; and because
our man was financially independent, and liked to immerse himself
in the particular nature of ancient art, he was always occupied with
such restoration of paintings, which he performed with great
dexterity.
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Do you believe that such a man, when he goes to a gallery of
paintings, can look for anything else but spots and torn places?
That is a philologist! (45)

22  Karl Heckel December 187 1ff.

My personal contact with Nietzsche took place in young years in
December 1871. At that time Richard Wagner was in my native city
of Mannheim directing a concert that was being performed as the
first concert for the Bayreuth Theatre Festival by the Wagner Soci-
ety established shortly before by my father. A few days before the
concert, Nietzsche arrived in Mannheim from Basel together with
Frau Cosima Wagner to attend not only the concert but also the
rehearsals, as well as the premiere of the Siegfried Idyll, which took
place before a circle of invited guests. He often accompanied Wag-
ner on his visits to my father, Emil Heckel, and I heard of profound
conversations between Wagner, Frau Cosima, and Nietzsche in
those days, dealing mainly with the Greeks and Schopenhauer, and
with cultural conditions in Germany, and this stirred my interest in
the Basel professor who was such a loyal devotee of Wagner and
took such a warm interest in the endeavors of the Wagner Society.

When the news spread after Wagner’s departure that he had
fallen critically ill with typhus in Tribschen near Lucerne, Nietzsche
telegraphed to my father: “Rumor completely unfounded; best
news from Tribschen. Cordial New Year’s wishes to the Wagner
Society. Professor Nietzsche.”

And I heard of Nietzsche again when he met my father the fol-
lowing May at the laying of the cornerstone for the Bayreuth Fes-
tival House. After the ceremony, Nietzsche, his friend von Gers-
dorff, and my father drove back to the city together with Wagner.
Wagner sat seriously and silently, “gazing long into himself,” as
Nietzsche so aptly expressed it. In his Untimely Meditation ‘‘Richard
Wagner in Bayreuth,” the first work I read of Nietzsche’s, he asso-
ciates with this return journey from the Festival Hill deep medita-
tions which he closes with the words: “But we, those closest to him,
can follow up to a point what Wagner saw internally in those days—
how he became what he is and will be—and only from the vantage
point of this Wagnerian gaze will we ourselves be able to understand
his great deed, guaranteeing its fertility by this understanding.”
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Even in later years Nietzsche still remembered warmly the days of
the laying of the cornerstone and ‘‘the small entourage that cele-
brated it and had sensitive fingers for tender things.” (26, 4-5)

23  Heinrich Gelzer-Thurneysen ca. 1872

So J. Burckhardt stands in a very peculiar relationship to the two
great heroes of the nineteenth century and to its dying culture. He
never completely understood Bismarck, that genius of statesman-
ship, or judged him congenially. And despite all his high recognition
and loving attention to Nietzsche’s lonely trains of thought, he
always remained primarily somewhat skeptical toward him too, inso-
far as this was allowed by a genuinely French courtesy toward a
younger colleague who admired him boundlessly. Upon the appear-
ance of The Birth of Tragedy, he spoke about it to me full of admi-
ration, but with that rather unpleasant kind of admiration about
which one immediately notices that it is really full of badly con-
cealed, acrid irony. Thus it is indeed striking that Burckhardt, a gen-
uine son of the nineteenth century as few men were, did not show
the understanding one might well desire toward these two genial
representatives and last defenders of his culture. (22, 38-39)

24  Jacob Mihly 1872

A great deal is being said about a closer association of Nietzsche
with the important cultural historian Jakob Burckhardt, but I have
no knowledge of it and will not believe it until documentation from
their correspondence teaches me otherwise. Their two natures were
altogether too different for a more than external relationship, a real
intimacy and regular contact to have arisen; Nietzsche, an open and
candid, affectionate and uncalculating character, relatively uncon-
cerned with the judgment of the masses and not timidly weighing
every word in order to avoid any misinterpretation at all costs—
Burckhardt, an extremely reserved, tight-lipped nature, who never
or rarely fully revealed his innermost thoughts, not even in hours
when relaxed conviviality opened the hearts and loosened the
tongues of others, and peered timidly, almost suspiciously, to see
whether some allusion to his person were not hidden behind this or
that word or some other hostile demon on the prowl.
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But there was another factor: Burckhardt was an official teacher
of history; he lived in and worked for this discipline, his strength
and his fame lay in it. And Nietzsche? In one of his works Nietzsche
declared war on history—though with youthfully exuberant rash-
ness—but Burckhardt was not accustomed to forgetting that kind
of thing and he surely would have held it against him. In student
circles the legend circulated that once when Nietzsche sat in on one
of Burckhardt’s classes without first asking, Burckhardt took offense
at it and later reprimanded him. Is this really just a legend? I am
tempted to doubt it, because the facts, assuming they were true,
would fit perfectly with Burckhardt’s character; he could have an
incredibly tender skin for certain contacts. But all this is not meant
to deny that the two men had a high opinion of one another and
judged one another according to their merits, as was right and
proper. Both men have in common one great quality which cannot
always be found even in great scholars: a masterful style. Both men
use language with astonishing skill and accuracy, but Nietzsche
allows more room for beauty and brilliance than does his older col-
league. (34, 249)

25  Franz Overbeck [1889]

The relationship between Jakob Burckhardt and Nietzsche was,
even as portrayed by their extant correspondence, a one-sided one.
Nietzsche made wrong assumptions about the feelings expressed
toward him by his correspondent. In truth, Burckhardt had been
following Nietzsche’s writing for years with feelings that were little
short of horror, and he suffered greatly from the copies of
Nietzsche’s writings from the time of the aforementioned corre-
spondence, which used to reach him with infallible regularity, invit-
ing him to share his joy. What I say here of Burckhardt I got sub-
stantially from his own mouth in statements that came not from any
confidence with which he would have honored me more than oth-
ers, but which I heard in the course of a longer association with
Burckhardt that lasted until his death. A letter of Nietzsche’s to
Jakob Burckhardt made him the first witness of the outbreak of
madness among the people who then stood in real contact with
Nietzsche.

On the afternoon of January 6, 1889, a Sunday, my wife and I
were sitting together in my study, whose windows faced the street
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and the adjoining front garden, when I saw Jakob Burckhardt enter
the gate and walk toward our front door. Under our existing cir-
cumstances, the idea that Nietzsche was involved had to strike us like
a flash. Burckhardt’s appearance was, as such, puzzling to me, since
there was absolutely no closer contact between Burckhardt and me
at that time, although we were both silently aware of the relation-
ship we shared with Nietzsche—Nietzsche, on the other hand, was
ever present in our thoughts. For the last three months the gravest
worries about him had filled my mind, superseding almost all other
cares. Since the mailman had brought me the second Turin group
of Nietzsche’s letters, i.e., since circa mid-October, the entire nature
of the letters increasingly suggested the likelihood that their writer
was insane. The purpose of Burckhardt’s visit was to tell me of the
horrible letter he had received that very day. As soon as we had read
it together and exchanged the more lively counterparts which I
already had in my desk, it became perfectly clear what a state
Nietzsche was in. What I had been afraid to suspect for some time
was now clear as day.

I responded to Burckhardt’s information by reporting without
delay on the journey I had immediately undertaken to fetch my
friend and accompany him here from Turin! Probably on the very
first day of our association which began thus, Burckhardt made
statements from which the testimony I am about to give is taken.
The remarks were urgent and unmistakable, as Burckhardt spoke
when he wanted to, and they were stamped indelibly in my mind,
unveiling a state of affairs that confirmed my own vague suspicions
till then.

On the extensive journey seeking information with which
Nietzsche’s sister prepared her biography in the summer of 1895,
she also visited Basel in late summer and asked Jakob Burckhardt to
do his part in describing her brother’s Basel period. The reception
she got cannot, as I know from Burckhardt’s own description of this
strange interview, have been much else than a polite escorting out
of the room, which is self-explanatory if one reflects that the partic-
ipants were a lady and Jakob Burckhardt. The version of Burck-
hardt’s behavior on this occasion that is circulating around town
seems to be that “Kobi” pretended to be a senile “moribund.”—
Jakob Burckhardt was a Port Royal type of person, quite inclined to
a certain pusillanimity and therefore severely vulnerable to situa-
tions he had to withdraw from at all costs, even at the cost of assum-
ing the appearance of a mentally deficient fool.
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Nietzsche and Burckhardt can be said to have agreed only in
their unconstrained stance toward Christianity. As disciples of Scho-
penhauer, they both attributed the greatest achievements of the
Greeks to Greek pessimism (from an excess of suffering), but Burck-
hardt only “empathetically,”” while Nietzsche’s understanding of the
Greeks is based on a primordial relationship of his individual tem-
perament. For if, as Burckhardt believes, Greek sentiments created
a distinctive greatness from the fact that they grew on the soil of an
egoism unrestricted by any religiously legitimated morality, then the
burning ambition that animated Nietzsche was, as far as I could see,
the core of his being. His pity for them was precisely not a ‘“Chris-
tian” one.—Of the qualities of classical letters, Nietzsche’s letters
have at least one to a very outstanding degree: they are written “‘ad
hominem.” That is why I was so startled when I saw his letter
addressed to Jakob Burckhardt in his madness. It was almost indif-
ferent to the addressee; and to me this was almost a more cogent
indication than its crazy content that Nietzsche was insane when he
wrote it. How could he so lose all self-control, precisely toward this
man!

Whoever is familiar with Nietzsche will not be hard-pressed to
find documentation of his high views on friendship; his writings
abound with them. In the “friendship temple” erected to her
brother by his sister, the correspondence with Jakob Burckhardt,
Gottfried Keller, and H. von Stein is of particular interest, since it
relates to friendships in which Nietzsche’s contribution to the lyric
quality of the whole relationship, to the emotional expenditure
required for its realization, is incomparably the greater, so much so
that Nietzsche almost seems to be a victim of the relationship. In
each case Nietzsche attaches to the friendship hopes and aspirations
which the other party is hardly aware of. This is true even of his
friendship with Heinrich von Stein, not to mention that with two
others in whom friendship was almost only like lux beim lucus—a non
lucendo, at least on one side. Since Nietzsche himself, even before
his definitive departure from Basel (in the spring of 1879), had pre-
sented me the youthful work of his later young friend Freiherr von
Stein, The Ideals of Materialism (I still have the little book in my
library), whereas Nietzsche’s personal association with Stein first
began in the fall of 1882, I was in a position to follow the relations
between these two men from the beginning. Nonetheless they
remained, on the whole, very long concealed from me and are very
seldom and incompletely mentioned even in my correspondence
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with Nietzsche. These relations became really transparent only
through the double treatment they received for the public through
Frau Dr. E. Forster in 1904, in Friedrich Nietzsche’s Collected Letters
and The Life of Friedrich Nietzsche. In both works, this so-called
friendship with Stein seemed to me, as a friend of Nietzsche’s, a
depressing and most saddening memory—as grateful as I am, and
as everyone who wants to learn something on the subject is, for
those publications of Frau Dr. Forster’s. Even this encounter, which
at first seemed so extraordinarily promising, was to lead to nothing
for Nietzsche, whether through the mercilessness of the sickle of
death and its encroachment upon Nietzsche’s life, or through the
natural incompatibility of Nietzsche’s temperament with that of
everyone else he met.

Poor Nietzsche always felt deep affection; others liked him much
less or not at all. And yet I, who stood so far below him, do not in
the least intend to deny that he was, like very few other men, made
for the feeling of friendship. But precisely in this sensitivity, as in
others, he had a copious source of the unhappiness which was
poured out over his whole life and which I had in mind in my shy
attempt at a very brief but not completely accurate characterization
in my Christianity of Our Contemporary Theology. Nietzsche’s real
friends (not his true ones, which don’t exist at all, just as there is,
according to Nietzsche, no true world other than the real one) had
in him the same ‘‘hard nut to crack”; they all shared this problem
and can judge and evaluate only one another, even in regard to their
success in this. (42, 228—-231)

26  Malwida von Meysenbug June 1872

The numerous and really elite society that had gathered for this
artistic votive festival dispersed again after a few days, and Nietzsche
also left, returning to his work in Basel. I stayed with Olga for six
more weeks near my dear friends in the pretty surroundings of Bay-
reuth, then left to attend the performances of Tristan und Isolde in
Munich under the direction of Hans von Biilow. To my great and,
I believe, mutual joy I met Nietzsche again, who together with his
friend von G . . . had also come for the performances. During the
intermissions the two gentlemen came up from their box seats and
we walked around in the aisles of the first row in a joyful and excited
mood, praising the high work of art we had seen. ““I feel so happy,”
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said Nietzsche, “not at all stormily excited, as was prophesied of this
work, but internally happy and delighted that such a thing could
have been created and performed so magnificently.” And it was
indeed a magnificent performance. We parted in cordial friendship,
and there now began between us a correspondence which was for
many years among the dearest of my manifold associations.

[I] immediately told him that on my return journey to Italy with
Olga I would pass via Basel and there await Gabriel Monod, to
whom Olga meanwhile had gotten engaged after several years of
acquaintanceship in Florence, where Monod also spent a long
period of time. We even wished to spend some time in Switzerland
in the country as a sequel to the cure taken in Kreuznach, and I also
told this to Nietzsche.

We did come to Basel, Olga and I, and there we met Gabriel
Monod, who then drove with Olga to Miihlhausen in Elsass to intro-
duce his fiancée to his numerous relatives who lived there, while I
stayed with Nietzsche and his sister, whom I now met. Here I first
got to know Nietzsche’s amiable, friendly, kindly nature, of which
the present letter gives eloquent evidence. He always wanted to
help, to be useful, to do something kind and friendly for his friends,
and even the sharpest excesses of his critically negative reason had
a touch of mitigating humor that often led us from the deepest seri-
ousness to merriment and laughter. With Monod he enjoyed a
mutually respectful friendship, and so we spent a few perfectly
beautiful days together, which unfortunately were not followed by
any stay in the country, since compelling circumstances called us
elsewhere. Afterwards I heard nothing from him for some time.
Olga and I continued traveling for a longer time and returned to
Florence only in late fall. (36)

27  Luise Elisabeth Bachofen ca. 1872

My relations to Nietzsche are limited to only the first few years he
was here; he was one year older than I, we were both very young at
the time and, as you can imagine, in my eyes he was not the great
professor and philosopher, but our relationship was friendly, inno-
cent and cheerful. My first husband also liked him and I know that
Nietzsche respected him very much; he had often told me so. The
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Birth of Tragedy was published then, and my husband was delighted
with it and had high expectations of Nietzsche—but then came his
further works, which my husband totally rejected and according to
his views had to condemn, and little by little the beautiful friendship
was tarnished and broken off. But I am always glad that I knew
Nietzsche in this early period when he was still enthused with Wag-
ner—and how enthusiastic he was! Every Sunday he traveled to
Lucerne and returned from there each time filled with his God and
told me of all the splendors he had seen and heard; I believe most
firmly that the break with Wagner was a deathblow for Nietzsche, at
any rate he was afterwards a completely changed man. (5, 17-18)

28 Ida von Miaskowski Summer 1874

Leopold von Scheftler’s interesting article on his personal acquain-
tanceship with Friedrich Nietzsche, which was published recently in
the Neue Freie Presse, aroused in me memories of the relations my
husband and I had with Nietzsche in the years 1874 and 1875. He
was still a healthy man then, whereas by 1877 the incipient sickness
had alienated the formerly so amiable and sociable man from his
former circle of acquaintances.

So my memories ought to form a not uninteresting counterpiece
to L. von Schefiler’s portrayal. My husband had been called to Basel
as a professor of economics in the spring of 1874. One Sunday in
June we went on an outing to Frohburg, a beautiful spot in the Jura,
together with various acquaintances. There I saw the high range of
the Alps for the first time.

I had been enriched by a new delightful experience, which
served as a dividing line in my life. Whoever sees the Alps for the
first time at a very young age can never experience such a deep
impression as they made on me that sunny Sunday morning.

And that day brought me an additional gain: I met Friedrich
Nietzsche, who had been working as a professor of philology in
Basel for a few years. He and his two friends, the theology professor
Franz Overbeck and the philologist Dr. Romundt, belonged to our
party.

Nietzsche, who at first had hiked alongside my husband, later
also walked for a long time chatting at my side. He had won our
hearts most warmly. That Sunday laid the foundation for our later
friendship. I will never forget a remark Nietzsche made to me even



Professor at the University of Basel 51

then. He had been listening to me telling about how well things had
been for us in Jena, where my husband had finished his studies
shortly before, and how easily we had become acclimated to aca-
demic circles. He interrupted my description with the question:
“Yes, does your husband possibly not feel repulsed by the narrow-
minded arrogance of the German professors? They allow no differ-
ence of opinion. But if one has such, then they try to silence him by
saying that he is sick!”

The next winter, together with two other young professorial
couples from Germany and the three gentlemen, Nietzsche, Over-
beck, and Romundt, we established a little social club that met every
other week on Tuesday evenings, alternately at one of the three fam-
ilies’. The respective hosts were always supposed to provide some
special entertainment, and the unmarried men were supposed to
help. I find, in a still extant letter to my mother, an extensive
description of a little performance we once arranged at our house.
We had set up a carefully prepared tableau vivant from Richard
Wagner’s Die Meistersinger with our five- and three-year-old sons
and a little girl of the same age, especially to delight Professor
Nietzsche, whose friendship with Wagner was then at its peak.

When our guests had gathered, I asked Nietzsche to play Wal-
ter’s ‘““Meisterlied.” Then I opened the door to the adjacent room,
in which stood the tableau vivant set up by my husband. Each of the
children was quite characteristic, and doubly charming because of
his youth. Little Eva, in a light-blue Gretchen costume, was having
her shoe measured by three-year-old Master Hans Sachs in a leather
apron and cap, and from an improvised step the little knight von
Stolzing, in a splendid red jacket with white cuffs and lace and a
heavy gold chain, looked down at the pretty picture. “All were
delighted,” I reported, “and Nietzsche was even quite moved. He
took my two hands and pressed them again and again, thanking me
for the delightful surprise . . . The evening ended with more music,
Nietzsche improvising again very beautifully on the piano . ..”

On one of these club evenings at one of the other members’
homes we had also taken along a young girlfriend, who was a guest
at our house. When we returned home she said, as I in turn wrote
to my mother, that ‘‘she had never before been in such an innocent
and pleasant circle. The funny thing about it was that the two main
jokesters among us, Overbeck and Nietzsche, are known in all Ger-
many as horrid pessimists and Schopenhauerians.”” And another
time I wrote: “Last Tuesday we again had a very merry time. We
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read, played and leaped again until 1 o’clock at night. We Baselers
must unfortunately do completely without the pleasure of dancing,
since there is almost never any dancing in private houses here. We
lively Tuesday-clubbers all regret that very much!” Another letter
says: ‘“For this evening Professor Nietzsche is said to have once
again obtained a simply magnificent book to read aloud from.” It
was Mark Twain’s humorous short stories, which had just been
published.

Another time I wrote: ““This morning Professor Nietzsche vis-
ited us for a while. He brought me a book I very much wanted to
read. He also lent me the text to Wagner’s Nibelungen. . . . On Sun-
day the three gentlemen, Overbeck, Nietzsche, and Romundt, and
J. S. were at our house. After the simple noon meal, which went very
cheerily, we had coffee in the garden in the most beautiful weather.
Later we played ‘Room for Rent’ most enjoyably for about an hour.
When we had run ourselves quite tired, we went in. Later I sang a
few songs to Professor Nietzsche’s accompaniment, then he impro-
vised again very beautifully.”

In the winter of 1874-75 Nietzsche also came every Friday
afternoon to accompany my singing. He always brought many new
scores, which we studied and practiced together. At the end my hus-
band used to join us, while Nietzsche improvised or played extracts
from Wagner’s operas, which he always did from memory and very
masterfully. Those were pleasant hours, which we often recalled
wistfully later on, after the poor philosopher was just as famous as
he was sick.

In the eighties, when Nietzsche’s later writings containing some
of the oft-quoted sharp words against women appeared, my hus-
band sometimes told me jokingly not to tell people of my friendly
relations with Nietzsche, since this was not very flattering for me. It
was just a joke. My husband, like myself, always kept friendly mem-
ories of Nietzsche, whose intellectually lofty, yet humanly gracious
and cheerful demeanor always remained unforgettable to everyone
who knew him. And his behavior precisely toward women was so
sensitive, so natural and comradely, that even today in old age I can-
not regard Nietzsche as a despiser of women. The few hostile words
he wrote about women—tfor I do not call a just castigation of cer-
tain weaknesses of the sex hostile—can, it seems to me, be attrib-
uted to his illness which sporadically showed its traces in his works
quite early. And on the other hand there are so many beautiful,
indecd sublime words about woman and marriage in his works, with
which the philosopher, as it were, refutes himself,
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Nietzsche’s external appearance at the beginning of the seven-
ties of the past century still stands vividly in my memory. He was
only of medium height, but of slender build, brisk and lively. His
features seemed ordinary to me, but the wonderful eyes and impres-
sive forehead made one forget this, and on the whole one had the
impression of a personality that towered above the average, even
externally.

In the year 1876 we left Basel for a year. When we returned in
1877, we found Professor Nietzsche a sick man, living in complete
seclusion. The cheerful friendly home on Spalenthor Way, Nr. 48,
had been dissolved. Professor Overbeck was married, Dr. Romundt
had returned to Germany.

At first Nietzsche’s faithful, caring sister, later Frau Forster-
Nietzsche, lived with her brother, and we still associated with her.
We saw Nietzsche himself only here and there on the street. Because
of his eye ailment he sometimes wore a green eyeshade and greeted
us from below this and a wide-brimmed felt hat in so shy, hasty a
way that it was hard to recognize this as the cheerful, amiable person
with whom we had associated so frequently hardly two years before.
G7)

29 Kurt von Miaskowski ca. 1874

Our high school was, as became clear to me later by comparison, a
really outstanding humanistic educational institution of the good
old style. The rector was, at that time, a member of an old Basel
family, and among the teachers were two scholars of world quality.
One was Friedrich Nietzsche, who was then still a young professor
of ancient philology, still unrecognized by anyone in his future phil-
osophical character and greatness, and as an artist in word and tone
perhaps by just a small select circle of friends, among whom were
also my parents. I must, however, say that I have no firsthand knowl-
edge of the fact that Nietzsche also taught at the high school. 1
believe I read in some Nietzsche letters or memoirs that he attached
very little importance to this teaching. But I do remember seeing
the elegant and distinguished looking man with the large mustache
and deep-seated, pensive eyes rather often at our house. He
belonged to a musical and literary circle of younger university pro-
fessors, mostly from Germany, that rotated among the participating
families. Nietzsche played the piano very beautifully and often
accompanied my mother, who often sang in the glee club, in society,
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or at home. In the seventies this Basel literary and musical circle
ranked among the innovators—at least in Switzerland—reading
and appreciating Gottfried Keller, who was then by no means uni-
versally recognized, and studying and singing Brahms’ incompara-
ble songs, which then still seemed novel and hard to understand,
though today they are at the core of every concert program. As for
Gottfried Keller, apart from certain Zurich circles, which however
included a great number of German and Austrian scholars, oddly
enough his fame was made first by the German literary world, and
even more oddly not or scarcely by Jews; his great public and glo-
rious name in broader Swiss circles are of later date. Then, of
course, he became the poet of the Swiss national anthem and expo-
nent of Swiss literature, on which more or less consciously all sub-
sequent German-Swiss writers are based. (38, 86-87)

30  Peter Gast October 18751

While T was studying counterpoint and composition in 1872-74
under the chorus director of the famed St. Thomas Church in Leip-
zig, Professor E. F. Richter, one day my friend Widemann recom-
mended to me a book that had moved him to the highest ecstasy. It
was Nietzsche’s The Birth of Tragedy from the Spirit of Music. The book
also impressed me incomparably. No one, we felt, had ever peered
into the depths of the Greek character with such perceptiveness;
and since we were still filled with the study of Schopenhauer’s and
Wagner’s writings (which latter had just appeared in a complete edi-
tion), we now believed that we had in ourselves many of the modern
preconditions needed to understand the book. Leaving aside the
question of how far our understanding went, at any rate we felt that
here was a mind speaking with interpretative force the like of which
we had never seen before. The most secret impulses of culture
seemed to unveil themselves before us. When Nietzsche had the
Apollonian and Dionysian forces finally destroyed by utilitarian
rationalism (as expressed by Socrates), we suspected why a sprout-
ing and blossoming of great art is almost impossible under the dom-
ination of our culture of knowledge and reason. Joyously we saw,
therefore, how Nietzsche turns against this culture:—The Birth of
Tragedy is a mighty protest of artistic and heroic man against the
will-weakening, instinct-destroying consequences of our Alexan-
drian culture. As onc sees, already in this book Nietzsche was the
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great revaluator. From the very first he saw types of human vital
energy, measured by which modern mankind seems very philistine.
Our culture destroys nature in man; but culture should intensify
human nature by discipline. Only the most highly potentialized man
can give highest value to the world, as Goethe and Nietzsche wish
it; the debilitated person devalues it.

When Nietzsche cited David Strauss as a corresponding exam-
ple, and then in Untimely [Meditations] II contrasted his ideal of a
great historical conception with the desiccating type of historical
activity, our admiration of his mind increased along with our under-
standing and was transmitted to others. Among these was Wide-
mann’s friend Ernst Schmeitzner. He had taken up the profession
of book-dealer, intending to become a publisher. When in 1874
family circumstances put him in a position to do so, he consulted
with Widemann about authors to be recruited. Widemann advised
him to approach this magnificent Nietzsche immediately, as well as
Franz Overbeck, whose Christianity of Our Contemporary Theology had
likewise aroused great interest. It happened that Schmeitzner’s
inquiry arrived in Basel precisely when Nietzsche’s publisher E. W.
Fritzsch had stated that he would probably be unable to publish
additional Untimely [Meditations] (mid-July 1874). Since Nietzsche in
those weeks was expecting to complete his “Schopenhauer as Edu-
cator’’ and wished to send the book to press soon, Fritzsch’s rejec-
tion must have disappointed him as much as Schmeitzner’s offer
gladdened him. Therefore he did not leave our friend without hope
of becoming his publisher. Likewise, Overbeck, who was just then
finishing volume I of his Studies on the History of the Ancient Church.
Schmeitzner was, however, known to the two Baselers only by cor-
respondence, and so more certainty about him was desirable. Over-
beck, who spent the summer holidays in Dresden, therefore used
his return journey for a meeting with Schmeitzner in his native city,
Chemnitz. It took place on August 14, and Widemann was present
during the second part of it. Overbeck and Schmeitzner soon came
to terms on the publishing matter: Overbeck even gave the young
publisher a long manuscript of his above-mentioned Studies. From
Chemnitz, Overbeck went via Bayreuth to get Nietzsche and to
travel to Basel with him. Soon afterwards a manuscript from
Nietzsche too arrived in Chemnitz by mail, “Schopenhauer as Edu-
cator,” for the time being just the first four sections (the book was
actually finished; but Nietzsche, since he could never be satisfied,
subjected the entire fifth section to a thorough revision). When the
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two books appeared toward the end of October, Schmeitzner also
purchased from E. W. Fritzsch Nietzsche’s three earlier books and
Overbeck’s Christianity. To take care of this matter, Overbeck then
returned to Chemnitz on December 23, 1874, on his way to Dres-
den; by chance I too was passing through Chemnitz on that same
day and was happy also to be introduced to Overbeck by my friends.
His impression corresponded to the enthusiasm in which we young
artists were then living, enthusiasm at the prospect of Bayreuth and
the hopes which Wagner and, much more deeply, Nietzsche
attached to it. We believed Overbeck to be in much closer contact
with these things than he was, and saw him, the cheerful, scholarly
historian, probably even as an emissary from the luminous land of
such cultural hopes. Enough, through him we learned at least a few
facts about Nietzsche, of which precisely the relations to Wagner
interested us most (which the foreword to The Birth of Tragedy had
led us to deduce); but so that our joy was not without a counterbal-
ance we unfortunately also had to hear that Nietzsche’s health had
recently often left something to be desired.

What we heard refined our interest mightily and led us to a new
insight and penetration into Nietzsche’s problems. ‘“Schopenhauer
as Educator’” had won us over completely and became our standard
in the highest questions of culture. For while our contemporaries
understood “‘culture” to mean approximately Bentham’s ideal of a
maximization of general comfort (the ideal of Strauss and all social-
ists since More), Nietzsche suddenly appeared among them like a
lawgiver out of thunderclouds teaching that the goal and summit of
culture was to produce genius. This was the explicit statement of
something that important predecessors surely had suspected but
never stated. The entire play of forces of culture would be changed
if many people really accepted this doctrine. But, as quiet readers
of Nietzsche, we felt especially that an extraordinary personality, a
high model, must be behind these words. And so, while we were
living in rapture over the verba docent, we were already seized by
longing for the exempla trahunt, I mean the longing to have the man
act directly upon us, to hear his voice, read his features, if possible
win his confidence.

In the summer of 1875, my friend Widemann came back to
Leipzig to continue his university studies; there the decision
matured in us to go to Basel because of Nietzsche. Equipped with
Schmeitzner’s recommendations, we arrived in Basel in mid-Octo-
ber 1875 by way of Bayreuth. The first days, we tried to orient our-
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selves about the city and its spirit. Once in a bookstore we asked the
salesclerk for a photograph of Nietzsche, since such pictures of
Basel professors could be seen in the showcases, and we eagerly
wanted one since we were still without any idea of Nietzsche’s exter-
nal appearance. We were astonished, however, to be asked, “Pro-
fessor Nietzsche? Is there anyone here by that name?” Nor could
Nietzsche’s picture be purchased in other shops. From this we con-
cluded that he must have an excellent mastery of the Epicurean
“quiet life.”” Soon afterwards when we called on him, we were struck
by his appearance. A military type! not a “‘scholar’’! Now all the
world knows his picture, though only the person who has had the
pleasure of his presence will be able to picture him vividly and accu-
rately. We had pictured the author of Anti-Strauss as having some
degree of harshness, but were surprised precisely by his kindliness,
his inner seriousness, the absence of any sarcasm. He seemed inten-
tionally to want to soften by his words the energy that his face
expressed, the fire that flamed in his eyes. He gave an impression of
eminent self-mastery. Strict toward himself, strict in matters of prin-
ciple, he was, however, extremely benevolent in his judgment of
other people. This was to come to our advantage in a singular way.
The way he received us already showed this. “Oh, I know you gen-
tlemen already,”” he said with cheerful dignity. Puzzled as to when
he could have met us, we learned that he had been in that bookshop
at the same time as we and had immediately taken us for the friends
recommended to him by Overbeck. This turn of events put an end
to all bashfulness; the remainder of the conversation dealt with our
study plans, our past, and the like. Since we were afraid of wasting
his valuable time, we left soon although he assured us that he liked
to be interrupted in his work now and then. He also met with us for
walks, the first of which remains vividly in my memory; Overbeck
also went. In my opinion, my friend Widemann had greater affinity
with Nietzsche than I, and yet as we were walking along, the discus-
sion between four people broke up into two separate dialogues:
Overbeck had joined Widemann, and Nietzsche, me, and the two
pairs were engaged in separate conversations. We walked to the new
cemetery, which still had just a few graves and resembled a large
garden with beautiful long paths. The first thing I, as a musician,
discussed with Nietzsche was the Gluck-Puccini dispute, about
which I had just read Desnoiresterres’ study. Nietzsche considered
a dispute between two so decisive tastes as practically unresolvable:
the cuckoo, he said mischievously, will hardly admit that “hee-haw”
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is also an appropriate expression of soul. Then I told of my long
hikes as a boy, to which I had been inspired by the good Seume; to
my delight, Nietzsche professed to be a very close countryman of
Seume’s: their respective hometowns, Rocken and Poserna, are
located close together. On the way home Nietzsche finally began to
speak about Switzerland, and here for the first time he got into full
swing, with that cool eloquence peculiar only to him, and from innu-
merable detailed observations he soared to the highest perspectives.
He obviously set store on picturing before me everything valuable
about Switzerland so that I might benefit from it to the full. He
started with a paralle]l between Paul Heyse and Gottfried Keller and
with the deep difference between being a Berlin child or an heir of
the old Zurich urban culture. He touched upon the literary and
educational innovations made by Swiss writers of the eighteenth
century, the country’s position as an asylum in Europe’s political
turmoils, the unselfishness of the larger communities, the whole-
some absence of the courtly system of decorations for scholars and
officials; and finally he said that it would perhaps turn out that all
the valuable qualities we tended to call “German” now could per-
haps be found more often and in purer form in Switzerland than in
the “Reich”’-—a most magnificent example of which was Jakob
Burckhardt.

For our main courses we registered for Nietzsche’s *“Antiquities
of the Religious Cult of the Greeks” and “History of Greek Liter-
ature”’; Overbeck’s “History of Christian Literature until Euse-
bius”’; Burckhardt’s “Greek Cultural History” and ‘“The Art of
Antiquity.” It was a supreme pleasure to absorb so much knowl-
edge, judgment, insight, and general perspective, and with the help
of such mature minds to advance once and for all beyond some
youthfully hypothetical standpoints.

Each semester we received several invitations to Nietzsche’s
home, generally evenings. What a festival those were for us!
Nietzsche lived very cozily in a quiet neighborhood on Spalenthor
Way 48, together with his sister; his study faced toward a garden,
the parlor and living room toward the street. I will never forget the
impression this brother-and-sister pair made on us; my letters to
friends and relatives at the time revel in delight about it: T had never
before experienced such charming cordiality mixed with delightful
humor. Frdulein Nietzsche’s presence and care was a deep refresh-
ment for Nietzsche after the last six years of solitude. He himself
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describes this in a letter of September 26, 1875, to Frei-
herr von Gersdorff. On such evenings we also had the good fortune
to hear Nietzsche play the piano: I can still remember especially his
“Hymn to Solitude,”” a piece full of austere unrelenting grandeur,
intermingled with sirenlike, captivating dolce passages that were
soon rejected again with spite. Nietzsche’s touch was of great inten-
sity, without being hard, his playing eloquent, polyphonic, with most
manifold gradations, so that here the horn, flutes, or violins, there
trumpets could be heard clearly out of its orchestral sound. —The
heart-moving kindness of the Nietzsches was also shown when they
invited us at Christmas and even surprised us with presents: for at
no time of the year do bachelors feel their isolation so much as on
this holiday: so how effusive our gratitude was for this honor and
joy.

Closer relations with Nietzsche began for me, however, really
only from the moment he told me that he had begun but left incom-
plete an Untimely Meditation on Richard Wagner. This was at about
the end of April 1876, when my friend Widemann had left me to
carry out his military obligations. Since Nietzsche saw my great
eagerness to read the Wagner fragment, he lent it to me. At home
I read and read it with growing enthusiasm and when I returned it
I could not refrain from saying that it would be eternally regrettable
if this meditation were to remain a torso. But he considered the
work too personal for publication. A few days later he said to me,
“Looking into the notebook, the idea came to me whether I
couldn’t at least present it to Wagner for his enjoyment, namely on
the next May 22nd. I am going to have a copy made of it.”’ I vol-
unteered to do the work, and I brought him the copy. He seemed
to like it, in fact it so stirred his interest in his own work that, instead
of sending the copy to Bayreuth, he mailed it as a manuscript for
publication to Schmeitzner, wrote the three missing final chapters
in June, and had the book published as a commemorative volume
for the first Bayreuth performances. —From this time on I helped
Nietzsche by taking dictation (and at times also by reading aloud),
at first still very rarely, but almost daily from September 1876 until
he went to Sorrento, then again in the winter semester 1877-78
until my departure for Venice (April 1878). From Untimely
[Meditations] IV until the end of 1888 I also read without exception
every proof of his successive works for publication. Therefore, this
volume of letters is one of the most reliable sources on the genesis
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and publication history of Nietzsche’s works, while on the other
hand it can be considered a chronological biography of the most
important decade in Nietzsche’s life. (21, xv—xxiv)

31 Paul Heinrich Widemann November 1875

The lecture “From My Memories of Friedrich Nietzsche,” given by
Paul Widemann at the last Miscellaneous Evening of the Society for
Literature and Art, aroused unusual interest among those present
and also deserves to be known in wider circles. Mr. Widemann was
one of the most intimate friends and enthusiastic followers of the
much opposed and much celebrated great philosopher. The nature
of the relations between the two men is shown by the following ded-
ication which decorates the dedication page of a score of Die Meis-
tersinger presented to Widemann by Nietzsche on New Year’s Day
1878:

This work, originally a present from Richard Wagner, which 1
received in Tribschen in 1869 the first time I celebrated Christmas
with him there, I now present to Mr. Paul Widemann, both to give
him a sign of my warm and deep esteem and to know that he will
have it in his possession as a pledge to remember me by. May this
excellent friend always be aware that I will remain faithful in hope
of his artistic ability, faithful in belief in his great strength, inven-
tiveness and endurance. Indeed, the day will come when all belief
and hope are fulfilled. FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE

In the year 1874 the young book-dealer Ernst Schmeitzner
wrote to Mr. Widemann asking for advice on how he could assure
himself of a significant future as a publisher. Widemann, whom
Nietzsche’s till then published works, The Birth of Tragedy and the
Untimely Meditations, had sent reeling with delight, could give him
no better advice than to try to become Nietzsche’s publisher. At the
same time he also recommended to him Overbeck, whose book on
The Christianity of Our Contemporary Theology had aroused a lot of
attention at the time. Schmeitzner followed these suggestions, and
the steps he then took actually led to success both with Nietzsche
and with Overbeck. Overbeck himself came to Chemnitz to have a
somewhat closer look at the young publisher. Widemann was pres-
ent at this meeting and learned from Overbeck some general facts
about Nietzsche: that he was a pastor’s son from Naumburg, was
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closely associated with Wagner, taught classical philology at the uni-
versity, and that his health was unfortunately not the best. This eve-
ning remained vividly in Widemann’s memory. The peculiar charm
of Overbeck’s personality was felt for a long time afterwards in his
sensitive soul. His imagination interwove Overbeck’s person with
that of Nietzsche, whom he had not yet seen, but who in his view
outshone all else.

Nine months later Widemann went to continue his studies to
Leipzig, where he had already spent three and a half years and
where his friend of former years, Peter Gast, was staying. He drew
Gast into the Nietzschean circle of thought and found him to be an
equally enthusiastic colleague. They decided to go together on a pil-
grimage to Basel to see Nietzsche and to continue their studies
under him.

And so it happened. The first thing they did in Basel was to
inquire about Nietzsche’s reputation among the local populace. On
this score, however, they experienced a bad disappointment: no one
knew anything of Nietzsche’s existence, not to mention his impor-
tance, and when they asked for a portrait of Nietzsche in a book-
store, they got the puzzled answer: ‘“Nietzsche? Who's that?”

Several days later Widemann and Peter Gast made their first visit
to Nietzsche and were received very kindly. Widemann describes
Nietzsche’s external appearance as follows: He was a strong, slender
man, thirty-one years of age, but looked a few years older, had a
thoroughly military appearance and could have been taken for an
officer in civilian clothes. His features were almost hard, although
not thin, and extraordinarily energetic; his hair blond and somewhat
unruly, his mouth shaded by a huge blond mustache, his ears
remarkably small, and his forehead remarkably beautiful and finely
vaulted. Under this forehead sparkled two large, deep, gray-blue
eyes, whose strange expression is hard to describe. His speech was
not at all fluent; he seemed to ponder every sentence twice before
speaking. His stride too was peculiar and made him recognizable
from far away. He “tapped along” as is said in Saxony, i.e., he took
small but very fast steps. Perhaps this resulted from his extraordi-
nary shortsightedness.

Right after this reception, Widemann and Gast were invited to
lunch by Nietzsche and this first invitation was followed by many,
many others in the course of the three and a half years Widemann
spent in Basel. In this lively association, Widemann got to know the
man Nietzsche and to revere him as he had previously revered the
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famous philosopher. Nietzsche felt out of place as a professor.
Widemann attended his classes on the history of Greek literature
and the antiquities of the religious cult of the Greeks; these classes
not only showed an astonishing mastery of the subject, but they also
contained an abundance of deep insights into the Greek mind,
Greek life, and its motive forces, and they tended to highlight the
sad, tragic background of the sunny Greek cheerfulness. But it was
almost painful to watch him lecture. Equipped with the strongest
eyeglasses, he sat with his face almost touching his notebook on the
lectern. Slowly and laboriously, the words struggled through his lips
and often his speech was interrupted by pauses which caused one
to worry that he might be unable to continue reading. In fact, some-
times he had to stop the class because the excruciating headaches
that plagued him almost daily and deprived him of sleep at night
became unbearable.

Nietzsche enjoyed the greatest respect from his colleagues, but
whether they understood him completely remains doubtful, in
Widemann’s opinion. He had no following, only individual friends,
among them Franz Overbeck, Peter Gast, Widemann, and Jakob
Burckhardt, the scholarly, profound and brilliant describer of the
two decisive spiritual transition periods of the post-Christian era,
namely the time of Constantine the Great, when Christianity
replaced the moribund classical paganism, and the culture of the
Renaissance. Burckhardt—himself a monumental man—was the
representative of a heroic worldview and this especially endeared
him to Nietzsche. What Burckhardt thought of Nietzsche can be
seen from the following: Once at the end of class Burckhardt walked
up to Widemann to ask about Nietzsche’s health which just then was
very bad. Widemann told him what he knew, and Burckhardt
replied: “That is the fate of child prodigies. Because he was so pre-
cocious at Schulpforta, marvels were always expected of him; this
strained him beyond measure and undermined his health.”

The lecturer then gave a great number of details from his per-
sonal association with Nietzsche. Nietzsche often visited Widemann
in his humble study and had him play something that he was just
then composing. Nietzsche had a good knowledge of music; he
missed no nuance, no pulse-beat, no gesture and no feature of the
music. He had also tried his hand as a composer and once played
for Widemann and Gast his meditation on Byron’s Manfred, a harsh,
bleak composition, with great passionate passages, and most
peculiar.
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In March 1879, Widemann returned to Basel after a stay in
Graubiinden and here learned to his satisfaction that Nietzsche had
arrived for an unlimited leave to restore his health. Widemann
advised him to go to Italy, and Nietzsche followed this advice. In
Venice Nietzsche met Peter Gast, who remained his devoted friend
and helper until the end of his life. Widemann returned to Chem-
nitz and from then on maintained only a written correspondence
with this man, whom he revered ardently. He saw Nietzsche again
only when the latter already lay on his deathbed. (66)

32  Ludwig von Scheffler Summer 1876

What I present here is a simple memory. I am not afraid to be com-
mitting an indiscretion thereby. In an important man’s life, even the
appearance of his real personality is of interest. In Nietzsche’s case,
I think, very bad images have been preserved. They are not just
ordinary; they distort his features and give a false idea of him.

I want to report about Nietzsche the real man, not the genial
thinker living disembodied in the realm of spirits.

I first set eyes on Nietzsche exactly thirty years ago. In Basel, in
his course into which I strayed as if by accident. For how could I
have sought him out on my own initiative? Not that I was till then
unacquainted with his name as an author. I had heard of The Rebirth
[siclof Tragedy. 1 had also paged through the Untimely Meditations,
the first of which had already appeared. But the widespread rejec-
tion of Nietzsche’s writings also determined my judgment. Youth,
as Aristotle said, tends toward the affirmative. The negative will
always receive only its conditional approval. I was therefore
repulsed by this author, who seemed to be speaking to me from an
alien world.

But even if folly and prejudice had blinded me less at that time,
one man blocked my way to Nietzsche:—Jakob Burckhardt! I had
come to this Swiss university, far away from my home, just to hear
him. And I found my expectations fulfilled beyond all measure—
something which happened to me rarely in nature and never again
in men. I was too full of this magnificent man for any other person-
ality of the Basel circle of scholars except him to have been able to
fascinate me at that time.

And yet one day I found myself standing in front of the little
auditorium, which, when I asked, a few students standing nearby
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identified as Nietzsche’s. There was a strange tone in their pro-
nunciation of the name, so full of “‘s”” sounds. Something like bewil-
derment at my question, like mockery, or a slight trace of mockery.

This aroused my curiosity.

Meanwhile it was time for the course to begin.

I entered.

It was a small room rather than a lecture hall, and instead of a
classroom full of students I saw a young man leaning on the window
sill, not dressed like a regular student but rather in the dark garment
of the Leipzig conservatorist! The black robe with the long, long
lapels! . .. I was eager to see the face that went with this strange
figure, but the youth, still engrossed in the spectacle before him,
had his back turned to me.

That spring, I must add, the Rhine was raging with one of its
most terrible floods. Its waters whirled into the adjacent streets,
rolling countless pieces of debris along in the powerful current. Not
only the old picturesque bridge, then still the only one, began to
sway from the constant assault, but even the university building, ris-
ing so directly out of the river, stood in danger of collapsing.

So the young man stood completely fascinated by the exciting
spectacle from the window when I cleared my throat loudly to
awaken him out of his reverie.

“Philosophy of the future too?!”” I said to him, for some reason
sensing him to be of a similar mind.

I am still ashamed to this day of that rude word, which I had not
even invented but gleaned from a journal article that parodied
Nietzsche’s teaching with the label of “Zukunfismusik’ [music of the
future, harebrained idealism]—a music which had not yet been
accepted by the public. But greater than my astonishment at the
young man’s angry expression was my surprise at his features them-
selves. Another Richard Wagner! But a younger, ‘“‘more handsome
version,” as is said. Not just the cut of his sideburns correctly imi-
tated the “master,” but nose, forehead, chin were modeled after the
great musician’s bust.

Young people, if they otherwise have good manners, easily find
a way to get along. I excused myself with sincere words and soon
learned that I had a very close countryman before me. A young
musician from the Erz Mountains, whom the overpowering impact
of Nietzsche’s “Schopenhauer as Educator’ had led to the author
himself as an enthusiastic disciple.

“How unusual!”” I felt at this explanation, ‘“‘and yet how mov-
ing!”” And as I looked “‘Peter Gast” (so Nietzsche had rebaptized his
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disciple Heinrich Késelitz) in the eye in a warmer mood, the door
opened. A strange phenomenon was standing on the threshold:
Nietzsche!!

I had not expected the professor to come into the room in the
fire of thought, like Burckhardt. And I probably was already learn-
ing that a provocative tone in a writer does not always match his
behavior as a private person. But such modesty, indeed humility, of
deportment was surprising to me in Nietzsche.

Moreover he was of short rather than medium height. His head
deep in the shoulders of his stocky yet delicate body. And the gleam-
ing horn-rimmed glasses and the long hanging mustache deprived
the face of that intellectual expression which often gives even short
men an impressive air.

And yet this whole personality showed anything but indifference
to personal appearance. Here one saw not Jakob Burckhardt’s short
haircut, not the crude linens, nor the threadbare, almost shabby
suit, hanging loosely on the laughing stoic’s powerful frame. No,
Nietzsche had adjusted to the fashion of the day. He was wearing
light-colored pants, a short jacket, and around his collar fluttered a
delicately knotted necktie, also of a lighter color. Not as if there
were anything particularly striking about his wardrobe. Nietzsche
was probably trying less to play the dandy-—when has a German
professor ever succeeded at that?!—than to suggest something artis-
tic in his appearance. The long hair framing the face not with curls
but only with strands of hair also suggested this.

But how far removed from artistic casualness everything else was
that characterized this man! With a heavy, almost weary stride, his
little finely shod feet carried him up to the rostrum. Then, as he sat
down, his form disappeared up to his head behind the balustrade.
The Professor took off his glasses and I saw his eyes for the first
time. Extremely myopic, dull eyes that made a strange effect only
through one peculiarity. For while the overflowing dark pupil
seemed extremely large, it was nonetheless exceeded by the white
of the eyeball toward the eyelids. This gave his look, when seen in
profile, a touch of excitement and grimness. The false expression
which photos of Nietzsche show! Actually the eye of the mild, kindly
man never had this trait.

The Rhine roared with the fortissimo of an organ tone, and I
feared it could drown out the teacher’s voice despite the closed win-
dow. But a new experience now captivated and confused me:
Nietzsche had a voice! Not the rounded tone of an orator, nor the
sharply articulated but really ineffective modulation typical of the
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pathos of many a university professor. Nietzsche’s speech, soft and
natural as it struggled through his lips, had only one thing in its
favor: it came from the soul! Hence the strongly agreeable trait that
was immediately communicated to the hearer, the irresistible power
which led me toward ideas which, merély read, would have aroused
me to the most vehement contradiction. And even today the
enchantment of this voice continues to affect me! It lays a mitigat-
ing, transfiguring veil over the most heterogeneous of his pro-
nouncements. Whoever has not experienced the interpretive mel-
ody of his spoken word only half knows Nietzsche.

Nietzsche was teaching a course on Plato! When I entered his
class he had reached the discussion of the great philosopher’s view
of life. It was a pleasant surprise to find him discussing a favorite
subject of mine. But what was I to hear about my beloved Plato!

I had for some time been busy reading Plato sufficiently not only
to follow and understand the lecture but also to compare it with the
sources on various points. And thanks to the skepticism of my for-
mer teacher, Karl Prantl, I had already discarded many a prejudice
in this field. I had been moved on reading in Gorgias of the *“‘tragedy
and comedy of life.”” I no longer believed in the fable of the “sunny
cheerful Greece.” Such a reinterpretation of the Platonic doctrine,
however, into the purely pessimistic, as Nietzsche now undertook,
had a bewildering effect on me. It did occur to me that Koselitz had
just called Nietzsche an admirer of Schopenhauer. But never, I con-
cluded to myself, would the latter have gone so far in arbitrary treat-
ment of another’s views. Nietzsche’s depiction of Plato often turned
things upside down. One example has remained especially vivid in
my memory. The image of the man in the cave and the philosopher.

Who can forget the marvellous simile in Plato’s Republic of the
underground dwelling of the many (Nietzsche later changes this .
into *‘far too many”’!) who all their lives see all things only in shadow
images which the true events cast on their cave wall high above and
behind them. Only the philosopher soars out of this prison and
upward. He penetrates to the region of knowledge, the light of the
sun!. . . Nietzsche, quite contrary to Plato’s spirit, forces the thinker
back into a dungeon! I can still hear his bewildering words: “The
philosopher lives as in a cave. He sees nothing and hears nothing.
He sees only flight from the world as the salvation of being . . .”

“But, Professor!”” an objection hovered on my lips on hearing
this and similar statements. But my resistance subsided as soon as I
grasped the situation rightly. No, “Plato” was certainly not being
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taught here. Therefore the emptiness of the classroom was only too
understandable. But something unusual and fascinating was none-
theless being offered. However, the man alone and his word had to
affect us.

This insight led me back to purely human interest in the speaker.

Who was the man delivering his monologues there in solitude,
so completely to himself?

Yes, Nietzsche’s lecture could really be called a monologue.
Even Burckhardt in his portrayals did not address the hearers
directly. He was carried away by his material. He literally plunged
into it. Not just historical figures, the artist and his works—every-
thing found in him speech, movement, a dialogual life. This was just
one of the most artful means of shaping the ideas all the more
intensely for us! Nietzsche, however, seemed to know of absolutely
no relation to another being. He spoke slowly, often halting, not so
much seeking an expression as checking the impression of his dicta
to himself. If the thread of thought led him to something particu-
larly extreme, then his voice also sank, as if hesitatingly, down to the
softest pianissimo. No, this was no Storm and Stresser. A patient suf-
ferer, rather, was calling upon philosophy to console him in the
struggle against a crushing fate. Upon a philosophy that was still not
his own, but was adjusted to his feeling. The warmth of his presen-
tation, the manner in which this worldview took shape before us in
his words, nonetheless gave the impression of something new and
completely individual. It lay like a cloud on this man’s entire being.
And over and over the question came to me as I listened: “Who is
he? Where is he heading for, this thinker?” Then suddenly the
speaker gave his sentences a sharp epigrammatic twist. An aphorism
instead of a conclusion. Was it calculation that the Rhine instead of
his words brought a roaring finale? Nietzsche sank back into his
chair as if listening. Then he got up slowly. And gently and silently
as he had come, he walked back out the door. As if benumbed by
the whole scene, with mixed feelings of interest and contradiction I
sought for an explanation of the impression I had experienced. But
one thing was certain to me: I would hear out this Nietzsche-Plato!
I was able to give this as a kind of answer to the friendly questioning
expression of my fellow listener. And really on the next day I saw
Nietzsche’s characteristic signature scrawled on my registration
form, although due to the professor’s shy, reserved attitude,
my being his student did not lead immediately to a closer
relationship.
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Heinrich Koselitz, however, immediately took me into his full
confidence. On our walks he told me that Nietzsche, although aca-
demic youth had turned away from him, was not completely alone
in Basel. Jakob Burckhardt, especially, was closely associated with
him. Not only Schopenhauerian philosophy had brought these two
men together; Nietzsche had formerly even attended Burckhardt’s
lectures (a fact which, however, puzzled many), and the latter had
responded with warm sympathy when his young friend sent him his
first writings. Koselitz informed me in an incidental remark that
both men were amateur musicians. I hoped that Nietzsche’s “com-
positions” delighted him more than Burckhardt’s “‘improvisations”
could do for me.

Of course, this information could only increase my interest in
Nietzsche. Naturally, in my conversations with Koselitz some con-
flicts were bound to arise. And since the amiable fellow, so benev-
olent by nature, could not possibly, as it seemed to me, have gotten
such baroque ideas on his own, I naturally held Nietzsche respon-
sible for them too.

What I especially disliked about Koselitz was his lack of national
pride (my father had returned from the great war as a commanding
officer!) and his often almost petulant hatred of everything ecclesi-
astical. I was young and I still had in my soul that lyrical mood which
warmed at the history, at the beautiful antique buildings of ““golden
Basel.”” It felt good to let my eye glide up and down the splendid
vaults, and I enjoyed the magic of the hour when in the evening in
the adjacent cloisters I could gaze at the glimmering Rhine and the
dark Black Forest beyond. If Késelitz ever surprised me at such day-
dreaming, I was sure to hear nothing but outraged scolding at this
“priest-ridden art.” Even the “red inquisition-color’” of the cathe-
dral (its splendid sandstone blocks often glowing in purple!)
offended my companion’s eye. He found the ““modest’ hall struc-
ture inside to be suitable for a temple for the “‘poor in spirit.”” He
saw nothing at all in the Gothic character except abstraction and
philistinism. )

Such attacks simply amazed me. Had the slogan “Ecrasez 'in-
fame!”” or “Down with the Church” really produced such fruits
under Nietzsche’s influence? Soon, on a joyous occasion, I was to
learn that this was not so, that Nietzsche, at least in his personal
relations, never used such agitation. For the professor invited me to
his home. Yes, I was once at Nietzsche’s home for afternoon tea!
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After one of his gloomiest lectures, not without solemnity and
embarrassment he invited me to come to his house the next day.
However, I had a prior invitation to a garden party at Colonel P.’s
and his beautiful daughters were certainly reason enough to decline
an invitation from a professor. Yet I immediately accepted
Nietzsche’s invitation, convinced that it would be a thrilling expe-
rience. I was not disappointed. At least the domestic milieu in which
he moved was a striking one, such as I had not expected.

Nietzsche’s apartment at the time was on Spahlentor Way, a neat
row of houses extending outside the towering, picturesque gate
structure, along a boulevardlike street. One of the most attractive
of these two-story buildings was identified to me as the professor’s
home. Inside a gate, a young lady opened the door for me. A pretty
and fascinating figure! But I was to see “Nietzsche’s sister” in Basel
only during this fleeting encounter. To my regret she did not appear
again. Only the professor, with “Peter Gast” at his side, could be
seen in the parlor. I say “parlor” because I can find no better term
for this room which was marvellously divided between the coolness
of a reception-room and the warm intimacy of a boudoir. Above all,
it was not the customary study! Nor did one first have to have seen
Burckhardt’s “‘studio” for comparison: a dilapidated old sofa as the
only seating arrangement, on which the host alone sat during his
“receptions” (*‘Burckhardt did not like formalities!”’). For in Burck-
hardt’s home books were stacked high on every side, stacked all over
the floor, and unless I wanted to stand throughout my visit with that
revered man I had no choice but to sit on a tottering pile of books.
But in Nietzsche’s apartment, soft large armchairs invited one to sit
down. They had white lace coverlets with delightful flower patterns
such as the famous Miilhausen lace factories have been producing
since French times! Bouquets of violets and young roses! And when
one was half sunk into such a gallant armchair, one’s gaze fell again
on fresh flowers! In glasses, in bowls, on tables, in corners, compet-
ing in their discrete mixture of colors with the watercolors on the
walls! Everything airy, aromatic and delicate! Lightly curtained win-
dows, filtering the glare of daylight, made one feel like a guest
invited not to a professor’s house but to a beloved girlfriend’s. Nor
was this impression dispersed when the harmonious tones of
Nietzsche’s pleasant voice broke the silence of the room.

The Professor, as I said, did the honors himself, serving the tea
with a smile that glided across his blank face like a ray of sunshine.
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Yet there was something constrained about his social demeanor,
and the conversation would soon have lapsed, had not Késelitz
taken it over with his pleasant loquacity. So Nietzsche was able to
lean back in his easy chair with the tiredness I was accustomed to
observe in him, and he played the role of a listener making occa-
sional brief remarks.

And Késelitz, like all young people, spoke of the things that pri-
marily interested him. Of music and how it was performed in Basel!
Incidentally, an especially insidious theme for him! For I had
already heard that “Peter Gast” had as a matriculated student
received an official reprimand from the rector of the university for
a newspaper music review violently criticizing Selmar Bagge, con-
ductor of the Basel symphony concerts, for his “backward’ taste!
And now, as he spoke, the young Wagnerian’s rage at the reprimand
he had received rumbled past us again like a storm cloud. Of course,
Koselitz felt confident of Nietzsche’s approval. But precisely
Nietzsche’s attitude on this matter surprised me. A shake of the
head or a soothing movement of the hand was all he used to try to
calm his follower’s loquacious zeal. Only when Koselitz became too
personal and blamed an influential patrician for the “low level” of
musical understanding in Basel, together with the hated “Bache”
(that is how he consistently pronounced the name of the good man
from Gotha in our dialect!), did Nietzsche interfere with longer sen-
tences, addressing me and presenting the whole thing as a friendly
explanation. The pietism of Basel society (thirty years ago!) was, he
said, indeed to blame if concerts here still had a strictly conservative
character. Of course, music was, on the other hand, the only artistic
interest which this conventional orthodoxy had left. To allow one’s
daughters to go to the theater was forbidden. But just recently a
concert hall had been built, more functional and magnificent than
any that could be found in Germany. However, only “classical
music” could be performed there. In his understanding of music,
Basel’s reputable new concert director had perhaps gotten as far as
Mendelssohn, but certainly not as far as Robert Schumann or any
even newer CoOmposers . . .

“But why are we speaking of something we cannot change?”’ he
smiled to Koselitz. “Tell us about the fine arts ... What is your
impression of Burckhardt?”’

The Professor could have struck no theme more suitable to draw
me into the conversation. For this was a topic I was overflowing
with! Zealously, passionately, I spoke of Burckhardt’s relationship
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with his students, with the same enthusiastic partiality I still feel and
which leads me to look back on my semesters in Basel as the happiest
time of my student years.

Nietzsche had taken off his glasses while I was speaking. I felt
his large lustreless eyes focused on me. A challenge for me to
describe my impressions all the more graphically! But suddenly I was
unable to continue, especially since a deep sigh of the Professor’s
had already confused me.

I had begun speaking about ourselves, about Jakob Burckhardt’s
youthful audience! 1 stressed that just as the master rejected all
pedantry almost passionately and sought to stimulate only our indi-
vidual interest in the subject, so we his followers tried to clarify our
taste for art completely personally. And yet we, of course only the
more inspired among us, saw only through his eyes. And what cir-
cuitous paths brought us together on Sunday mornings in the
museum’s art galleries! From Holbein to antiquity, and from the
Master’s ““Passion” again and again back to his “Biirgermeister
Meier” and to the ““Lais Corinthiaca”! We knew all the smug judg-
ments “from the outside” which tried to spoil our enjoyment of
Steinhausser’s ““Apollo”” and ‘““Herakles.”” We considered the antig-
uities to be genuine, because we felt them to be so. No need for
authentication restrained us in our free, joyous judgments. Only
one impression left us completely speechless. Even the boldest
remained still before Holbein’s self-portrait in the hall of drawings!
And I now struggled futilely in Nietzsche’s presence to define the
magical attraction of that wonderful portrait. It did not help that I
so-to-speak traced line after line of that face. This approach was
powerless to describe the expression of fully developed manhood
combined with the charm of fresh youth (Holbein’s self-portrait, as
is known, presents him without a beard). And I failed to capture
even the individual traits in their full value. I faltered when I came
to the mouth. I could see the lips before me. So fully rounded yet
so energetically closed! Not avid, yet as if created for pleasure!

“A mouth . ..,” I stammered bewilderedly.

“A mouth to kiss!”

Disconcertedly I looked aside. Truly, it was Nietzsche who had
spoken, in an attitude and a tone which seemed to contrast most
strangely with the mildly sensual coloration of his words. For lean-
ing far back in his armchair, his head bowed onto his chest and his
arms hanging limply on the armrests, he seemed to have spoken out
of a dream rather than as a comment on my report.
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I looked inquiringly over to Koselitz. But here too my smile met
his uncomprehending, unchanged face. Nor did I think much of the
event at the time. Only later, much later, did the fineness of his artis-
tic judgment dawn on me.

For such it was indeed. Not just a reminiscence of the Latin “os
ad oscula paratum’ (a mouth ready for kisses), but a deepest grasp
of what is most characteristic of Holbein’s painted features. His
mouth contains a joyous sensual sense of power! Loved by the beau-
tiful “girl from Offenburg,” a feast for London’s lice, yet sought in
vain by his “wife’s” dull jealousy (how terrible the truth is in her
Basel portrait!).

Yet not just this exclamation from amid violet bouquets and
young roses, a much more intimate meeting was to prove further to
me what a tender sensitivity was behind the man Nietzsche’s appar-
ent inaccessibility.

Even to this day I cannot speak of it without shyness. Least of
all, however, because I fear an uncomprehending reader. Whoever
has looked so deeply into Michelangelo’s heart and drawn the veil
from Platen’s confessions will also not stand in timid silence before
Nietzsche’s mysterious psyche. But what I myself then learned and
suffered, weighs on my soul like a painful memory. I was to find
Nietzsche only to lose him forever! And I alone was to blame for it!

It was natural that after that visit a more friendly association
developed between the professor and me. We conversed not only
after class, but occasionally I accompanied him part of the way
home with or without “Peter Gast.”” We then spoke not of Plato,
but of travel destinations, of a hike in autumn, and his whole being
became visibly animated each time. But once I was to find myself in
a most special situation with him. Alone in class with him! Yes, once
he gave his lecture to me alonel!!

For some reason or other Koselitz had not come to the univer-
sity. And I myself had arrived late for class. The Professor was
already waiting in the classroom! I was deeply moved to see him so,
and expected an offended remark. Instead he received me with the
greatest friendliness, indeed with a new cheerfulness I had never
seen in him. He shook my hand with a smile and then swung up to
the rostrum more elastically than ever.

He had suspected that today we would not be our usual trio. So
he did not want to continue with his regular lecture, but wanted to
offer me a philosophical intermezzo. ““Something”’—he drew a
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manuscript out of his breast-pocket and his voice hesitated some-
what—*‘something I once read to Frau Wagner!”

Despite the free atmosphere of Basel, 1 was still too full of aca-
demic arrogance not to be puzzled by this explanation. A lecture
that had once been read—to a lady!? And even if she had been a
diva, Frau Cosima!? I took some offense and felt cast back into that
refractory mood which had prevented me from enjoying Nietzsche’s
first lectures. But how soon the material itself would capture my
interest!

Nietzsche was giving a sort of introduction to Platonic philoso-
phy. He let the so-called pre-Platonic philosphers pass before my
inner eye in a series of fascinating personalities. Since he also
quoted them directly, he read slowly and let the deep thoughts in
their statements penetrate all the more into my spirit. They moved
along grandly and majestically, like a shining cloud (Nietzsche him-
self liked so much to use the image of clouds!). But one of those
lofty forms detached itself with clearer profile from that dissolving
flow. Here the lecturer’s voice also was overcome by a gentle trem-
bling, expressing a most intimate interest in his subject-matter: Her-
aclitus!! I will never forget how Nietzsche characterized him. If not
that lecture, at least what he had to say about the sage of Ephesus
will be found among his posthumous papers. I always feel a shudder
of reverence when I think of the moving end of that lecture. Words
of Heraclitus! According to Nietzsche they summed up the inner-
most motive of the Ionian philosopher’s thought and intention (and
his own?). He drew a breath in order to pronounce the sentence. It
resounded then fully in the harmonious tones of the Greek original
text. More tonelessly yet understandably in German. Nietzsche
folded the pages of his manuscript together as he said: “I sought
myselfl!”’

The rushing of the Rhine was again the only audible sound as
we both remained in silent rapture for a few moments. Then some-
thing strange happened. Nietzsche did not, as usual, sustain his
mood by continued silence, but he said to me in a cheerful tone that
he would accompany me to my apartment. He had some business
with my landlord, who was his insurance agent, and he also wanted
to see how life was on the Blumenrain (The Flowery Bank). For that
was the name of a stretch of the Rhine bank on the left side of the
bridge, where 1 lived. I was embarrassed by my companion’s
increased affability, but soon joked at that street’s poetic name and
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even offered Nietzsche my arm when we had left the university. For
his tragicomic lamenting over the bad pavement leading to the
Rhine Bridge was really quite justified. I then sought to distract his
attention from his sore feet to the sky. Thick round white summer
clouds moved slowly along the blue background.

‘“As Paolo Veronese paints them!” I said, half to myself, half to
him. Nietzsche looked up, stopped pensively: “and they wander!,”
he added also as if in a monologue. But then he suddenly dropped
my arm, only to seize it then violently with both hands:

“I’'m leaving soon . . . The vacation is about to begin . . . Come
with me?! Do we want to go watch the clouds pass in Veronese’s
homeland?!”

I was so moved by this so unexpected, urgent invitation that at
first I could not say a word. Then the idea flashed through my mind
that I really had no right to such a distinction. ‘“Peter Gast”” would
have been the most likely prospect, and I myself did not feel so
closely attached to the otherwise revered man (fullest congeniality
is necessary for travelling together!). 1 looked down dejectedly and
gave a negative excuse which must have sounded cold enough.
Nietzsche’s hands immediately slid from my arm. I looked at him in
confusion and recoiled at the change that had come over his fea-
tures. This was no longer the Professor I knew, no, the man’s dis-
torted face stared at me like a lifeless mask! But understand me
rightly: not the grimace as such frightened me—on the contrary.
Nietzsche’s features had never seemed to me so great, so attractive
in their way!—the impression of tragedy before me had a shattering
effect on me! And so I forgot both him and me. I was no longer
standing on the bumpy ground of Basel, I saw myself transported
to Rome, to the Vatican museum the ‘“Galleria delle maschero.”
There they stood in a row, the antique “‘tragic masks”! With the hol-
low eye-caverns, the open mouths, with all the rigid pain in their
expression, penetrating even the bristling hairs of the forehead, the
tangled curls around lips and chin! Precisely so Nietzsche’s wide-
opened, unseeing eyes darkened, precisely so his lips, still opened
to speak, froze, precisely so even the beard fit into the tragic lines
of this entire impression! And I also saw Aeschylus’ verses, Sopho-
cles’ choruses, flying through the hollows of this living mask as in
those marble ones! . . . For moments only! For the Professor turned
away from me. He quickly resumed his accustomed demeanor, and
we continued the walk to my house with an indifferent but all the
more awkward conversation.
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What else can I report, what further happened? Nietzsche
accompanied me to the door of my room, as he had promised. But
he did not enter, instead saying good-bye quickly and leaving me
alone with my thoughts about what had happened. I felt that I had
unintentionally offended the noble man and committed a great
folly. For I now began to realize, to my shame, how much I would
have benefited from a journey with Nietzsche, such an interesting
and, as I had now learned, such a warmly sensitive personality. But
scruples were not my thing at that time. I was young and “dumb.”
“Dumb”’ like Parsifal, who failed to ask the question on which all
depended, just as I had now not given the right answer. But did this
experience therefore remain completely without significance for
me?

I would hardly have spoken of it—especially with my own per-
son in the foreground—if I were really of this opinion. Later on,
however, that insight into Nietzsche’s soul not only explained many
of his apparent eccentricities, but my acquaintance with him was of
great advantage to me in understanding similar psychic problems. I
have already mentioned Platen! How great the similarity of the two
men’s temperaments was, I had been convinced of long ago. In Plat-
en’s case the evidence is in his memoirs, which say everything. In
Nietzsche’s case, I learned it from life, from direct experience. And
as at one time I had persisted in hearing Nietzsche’s lectures when
everyone else passed them by with indignation at these “contradic-
tions, these blasphemies, this self-arrogance, which found no limits
in his high-sounding speech!”’—his great warm heart remained for
me the only explanation for these supposed incongruities, which I
probably also sensed. I felt that whoever sees himself rejected from
the first in his best feelings by his fellows, stands innately “‘beyond
good and evil,” as it were. He recognizes no *“divine or human order
of things,” which has no place for him. He feels only his fate, against
whose hardness even his bitterest scorn seems like an innocent
child’s word. For he is alonel! . . .

In this sense Platen and Nietzsche were great sufferers.

Like the poet, Nietzsche too was a hero, a great fighter! And his
personal charisma was probably due less to his intellectual brilliance
than to his deeply ethical nature! But his purity, indeed this “‘excess
of purity,” as Platen rightly names his own related mood of soul,
was simply—a hard-won trait. In Nietzsche’s presence one felt
something like an invigorating aroma that warded off everything
alien. I have known men who certainly were more fascinatingly lov-
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able and intellectual. But I never saw a calmer person and yet one
who moves us to the depths of our soul!

These results of my reflection on Nietzsche, of course, did not
then exist as a finished product in my soul. They were dormant
there as an intimation and they also helped me soon to regain my
naturalness in contact with the professor. But a more intimate asso-
ciation with Nietzsche never again resulted. Koselitz did try several
times to get me to visit him again. He apparently had no idea of the
scene that had occurred—a beautiful sign of Nietzsche’s delicate
discretion! The vacation, moreover, brought a natural pause in our
contacts. And that this pause would, unexpectedly, be a very long
one, was due to my suddenly falling ill and my father’s transfer to
Freiburg. Like a bolt out of the blue I was struck by a long-lasting
eye ailment. I came back to Basel only to see a famous ophthalmol-
ogist there. For years I had to forgo Burckhardt’s and also
Nietzsche’s lectures. Then I regained my health only to use my eyes
all the more exclusively to prepare for my doctoral examination. I
moved back to Basel, but hardly left the house, and even had to
make the sacrifice of speaking with or hearing Burckhardt only scan-
tily at home or in class. (51)

33 Richard Reuter Summer 1876

In the summer of 1876 I was in Strassburg and Miihlhausen on busi-
ness, and after taking care of it I found that I had a day left over. I
used it to travel to Basel with the intention of taking a tour around
the city, especially the older parts of it, and of course visiting the
Dance of Death and leaving the rest to chance and to the inspiration
and mood of the moment. My walk led me from the station first to
a high location directly overlooking the Rhine and the covered
bridge that crossed it. The river, very shrunken by the long heat and
drought, flowed along shallowly in its stony, half-dried bed, more
like an Alpine brook than like the magnificent river on which the
stately steamship had just carried me from Cologne to Mainz. The
covered bridge, such as can be found only here and there in a little
remote village, or in old pictures of cities, and the ancient part of
the city on the opposite bank made a very romantic impression
under the late afternoon twilight and involuntarily raised images of
a far distant past. I also caught sight of the cathedral which contains
the Dance of Death in the middle of that part of the city and I noted
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the direction in order later to find my way there through the maze
of streets, as I am inclined to do, without inquiring, though by a few
wrong ways and detours. And I did reach my destination without
mishap and soon was standing in the cloisters, which are decorated
with Holbein’s frescoes, unfortunately so faded and damaged that
for the layman their charm consists only in the satisfaction of having
seen the relics of these original pictures, which can be recognized
much better from a reproduction. Then the question came to me
whether I should catch an evening train a few stations’ distance into
the mountains or continue wandering haphazardly through the city,
very likely at the risk of being forced to eat at just any café or out-
door restaurant at nightfall.

Basel did, as I knew, have one further attraction, but only for a
closed little circle, to which I did not belong. Friedrich Nietzsche
was at that time a professor at the university, still unknown to the
great world, but regarded by a group of mostly youthful comrades
as their head, their great light of the future, a pioneering genius and
vanguard of a new philosophy destined to render all prior views,
methods, and systems obsolete. Even the most intimate circles
around Richard Wagner received him as a person called to coop-
erate in realizing the high-flying ideas of the creator of Tannhduser
and Lohengrin, Die Meistersinger, and Tristan, ideas that went far
beyond the area of music. I, however, had neither personal nor
other relations with him. I had been at school together with him for
a year, but although our mothers were friends he had as a venerable
sixth-year man of course taken no notice of the “lower classmen,”
who were four or five years younger. Later I had met him once or
twice in society without drawing closer to him. I never had much of
a mind for speculative philosophy; it did not arouse my interest even
in Heinrich Heine’s playful, effervescent presentation. I was, rather,
always inclined to join in the unflattering judgment which the great
English historian makes of it in an essay on Lord Bacon of Erulam.
Still, because of these points of contact, I had taken interest in
Nietzsche’s appointment to a university professorship at so young
an age and also at the great sensation his first book, The Birth of
Tragedy from the Spirit of Music, had made in learned circles; I had
even placed it on my list of books to be read, though it still had not
gotten beyond that point. Under these circumstances, I had thought
of visiting him, but now it occurred to me that according to a letter
recently received from home his sister was probably staying with
him, and since I had had the pleasure, the real pleasure, of associ-
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ating with her from earliest childhood, the idea seemed very pleas-
ant to pay her a surprise visit far from home. So I headed for
Nietzsche’s apartment. He was out, but I got the invitation to spend
the evening there and to await his return, which soon took place.
Since I was as unfamiliar with his thinking as anyone could be and
he was far from pushing his ideas on anyone, the conversation nat-
urally at first consisted of cheerful conversation about the immedi-
ate topics of the day, events back home, common acquaintances,
advice on how I could best employ the next day, and the like. The
conversation took a higher turn only when Nietzsche mentioned a
pamphlet published shortly before, National Liberal Party, National
Liberal Press and Higher Gentlemanliness, as it were, the first shriek
and angry outburst of public opinion against that Party’s increas-
ingly mindless and characterless servility toward Prince Bismarck,
which pamphlet ran through five editions in rapid succession and
was for a time an outstanding topic of public discussion and heated
debate in the press of all parties.

Nietzsche was not at all a politician in the usual sense of the
word, and still less did he belong to and obey any party. The political
questions of the day and individual struggles left him indifferent,
and even major events and developments interested him only inso-
far as they touched upon and affected the circle of his ideals of the
future. The establishment of a new German empire and the last
struggle for it had moved him in his deepest soul; he had seen it as
the opening of a new chapter in the history of nations; greeted it as
the beginning of a new, brilliantly glorious cultural period, like so
many others but with far higher expectations and a far deeper con-
ception than probably any other. What his ardent imagination had
conjured up before his ecstatic eyes had been nothing less than that
German genius, in the conscious delight of its freedom and in the
pride and exuberant actions of its new youthful energy, would
achieve out of itself the rebirth of ancient Greece in a transfigured
form and heightened potency, and would realize an ideal such as
the world had not yet seen, pouring out over the world an inex-
haustible stream of beauty and Olympian joy. Nietzsche, who as an
eleven-year-old boy during the Crimean war had played soldier with
the characteristic zeal he displayed in everything he undertook and
with almost unyouthful earnestness, who had written a booklet
about sieges and military stratagems, and who later did his year of
military service not only with the greatest dutifulness, but with a real
devotion to the cause, a devotion which no one would have sus-
pected of this quiet, introverted scholar, always dwelling in the high-
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est regions with his thoughts—in the year 1870 Nietzsche felt the
wildest desire to reach for the sword and fight in person for this
rebirth and new creation of the German-Hellenic spirit. Only the
incompatibility of his position as professor at the university of a neu-
tral country—a position which he had gotten to like—with entrance
into the ranks of the fighting men, kept him from doing so, and he
had to settle for leading a medical convoy before the walls of Metz
and enthusiastically portraying the high flight of his hopes at the
end of The Birth of Tragedy, the first draft of which was written
under the thundering cannons of Worth and Weissenburg. But the
actual course of German affairs, which had so snidely disappointed
many far more modest and ordinary hopes even then, only five years
after the armistice, had plunged him down from all his heavens; and
the higher his expectations and claims had been, the more
depressed was his mood. That pamphlet’s sharp polemical tone, its
relentless and provocative rebellion against that misguided and sad
public opinion which had been propagated most importunately and
tastelessly as the only permissible and justifiable one in the German
empire, was to Nietzsche’s liking, though he could hardly sympa-
thize with its specific political principles; and since the pamphlet was
written only with the soul, we soon were embroiled in a heated dis-
cussion of it and the circumstances that had evoked it.

Nietzsche stood at a turning point in his writing and thinking,
though of course I did not and could not suspect this. He had just
recently finished his “Richard Wagner in Bayreuth,” the fourth and
last of his Untimely Meditations. His next book, Human, All Too
Human, already begun or at least in preparation, was the first in the
new direction of denying and opposing every metaphysical principle
and element in the intellectual and psychic life and activity of man-
kind, a thesis expressed more and more stridently and drastically, so
that it gradually led to a break with all his former friends and admir-
ers—a break described so movingly in his poem *‘From High Moun-
tains,” the “After-Song” to Beyond Good and Evil—as well as to a
violent and angry rejection of Richard Wagner whom he had for-
merly almost, or rather actually, idolized, and to Nietzsche’s own
complete isolation, even driving him to renounce himself, especially
his first creation, The Birth of Tragedy, in my opinion by far his most
brilliant work, though it bears strong traces of youthfulness and is,
especially in parts, dominated by a boundless fantasy.

The ultimate causes of this strange, abnormal turn are surely
extraordinarily numerous and complex. A variety of factors, inter-
nal and external, innate and acquired, stemming from intellectual
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activity and rooted in temperament and character, converged, and
even the most thorough research will be unable to give an exact
picture of them. But in memory I have once again become con-
vinced that Nietzsche’s disappointment concerning the climactic
point, the culmination of all his striving and hope, contributed very
strongly and was indeed perhaps the primary cause. When the key-
stone to the temple he had built with the entire enthusiasm of his
youth and of a great age dawning in his heart and thoughts, to
whose realization he had wanted to dedicate his life, and at the end
of his first book urged all who felt the same to sacrifice to this cause,
when the keystone toppled to the ground, the pillars and buttresses
and the whole wall also began to totter, indeed even the foundation
was dislocated and smashed amid the general crashing of rubble.
Then he lost all belief in the supernatural, perceiving only an ele-
ment hostile to life and its values, glorifying the vital force and joy
of life as the only justified motive and element in human existence,
and acclaiming the “Dionysian principle,” which if he did not dis-
cover it, he first delineated precisely, in its most extreme and one-
sided form, as the new, solely true, solely real joyous gospel.

As I was leaving at a very late hour, Nietzsche lent me an essay
of the Gottingen theologian Paul de Lagarde, which would interest
me because on more than one point it was surprisingly and strangely
similar to the pamphlet we had been discussing, although it started
from different points of view and foundations, and, following a dif-
ferent line of thought, aimed at different, indeed opposite goals.

Early the next morning while driving to the promontory that had
been recommended to me for a splendid view of the Alps, I took
out Lagarde’s essay, but soon noticed that it was not travel-reading
in the narrow sense of the word. When I laid it down, a Catholic
clergyman sitting next to me picked it up, shrugged his shoulders,
and said in a somewhat disparaging tone, “‘Ah, Lagarde”’—a cir-
cumstance which by no means made me disinclined to have a closer
look at the little book. Later, as I read it through, or more accu-
rately, plowed through it, I was greatly fascinated by its content and
style. Its content was often baroque, full of intricate ideas and
impractical, unpurposeful proposals, strange digressions, dwelling
with solemn earnestness upon completely insignificant things, but
then again hitting the nail right on the head, stating with absolute
candor truths which deserve very much to be said and which no one
else considers it necessary to say; its style was almost entirely
affected and mannered, but always pithy and often brilliantly to the
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point, revealing, to a most marked degree, both independent, orig-
inal thinking and feeling—the complete, refreshing opposite of the
“herd-man.”” On rereading this and a few other essays by Paul de
Lagarde not long ago, when I already knew Nietzsche’s later writ-
ings, at least in part, it became clear to me that in the summer of
1876 Nietzsche had seen more in Lagarde than merely a brilliant
and stimulating writer. The drastic change in Nietzsche’s thinking
that took place in the summer of 1876 was most obviously influ-
enced by Lagarde. As for the new style in which the works of the
second period are written, Nietzsche is practically a disciple of La-
garde, though one who has risen so far above his teacher that the
latter seems more like a precursor than a master. Yet Lagarde
indubitably served Nietzsche as model, once he realized that the lan-
guage of Kant and Schopenhauer, in which he had first formulated
his ideas, was incapable of helping them to full expression, and so
he now created his own particular, brilliant language, to which his
later writings essentially owe such a great readership and impact;
perhaps Nietzsche first got the idea of using this language in the
future and developing it further for his purpose when he read
Lagarde’s works. Lagarde’s influence on Nietzsche’s later develop-
ment is unmistakable not only in form and style but also in subject-
matter and content, although there is a deeper chasm between what
they preach to their listeners than between heaven and earth.
Lagarde’s sharp critique of conditions in the German empire and
the direction of its domestic policy inevitably intensified Nietzsche’s
deep sense of disillusionment, indeed he perhaps became clearly
aware of it only then. Lagarde’s devastating judgment on contem-
porary Christianity, on the entire ecclesiastical system and religious
activity of all denominations, especially the Protestant church,
apparently had a strong impact on Nietzsche’s soul and brought
about or at least accelerated and completed his break with the tra-
ditions of his childhood and early youth, which he had till then by
no means abandoned. But while Lagarde flung his angry thunder-
bolt of condemnation specifically only at contemporary Christianity,
at the current concept of church and religion, and, as a deeply reli-
gious or—to avoid applying this hated word to him—pious nature,
held up in its stead a lofty ideal of genuine Christianity and true
piety, Nietzsche moves on to attack unconditionally and irreconcil-
ably not only the concept of the church as such, but with mounting
passion the innermost nature and principle of Christianity, until at
the end of his last work which we have in finished form, the Anti-
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christ, he concentrates all his stylistic force on pronouncing a formal
and solemn curse upon it.

The relation between Lagarde and Nietzsche offers us one of the
most striking examples of how a person inspired by another’s train
of thought can come to a diametrically opposite conclusion than the
one who inspired him, without either of the two falling into self-
contradiction.

Whoever wants to become more closely acquainted with the
course of Nietzsche’s development, especially the transition to his
second creative period, which seems externally so unmediated, must
read, or rather study, Lagarde’s German Writings, one of which is a
treatise. Even the paternity of individual thoughts can be clearly rec-
ognized in it. Thus the passionate, indeed wild hatred of the Apostle
Paul, against whom in the Antichrist he finally levels the probably not
quite tenable reproach of having undermined, corrupted, and
destroyed the most noble product of the human mind, the Roman
Empire, which represented the epitome of nobility, by appealing to
the basest, meanest instincts, is found in Lagarde too, though in a
milder form of contemptuous displeasure.

Nietzsche can hardly have foreseen clearly where his new direc-
tion would lead him. But the decision to go there was made in those
days. I, however, had no other impression than that of having chat-
ted pleasantly for a few evening hours.

Thirteen years later, Nietzsche departed not from earthly exis-
tence but from mental, conscious life; although his works found a
growing circle of readers and some people carried on practically a
cult with him, to the broad public, including scholars, he was still
unknown, a lonely man, seeking and loving loneliness, yet suffering
deeply and painfully from it, lonelier of soul than any hermit ever
was. During this time he advanced on his course to his most extreme
conclusions. He was no longer able to elaborate his last sketches,
but what exists of preliminary sketches and completed works suffices
to cast clear light on the final results of his thinking.

It was his destiny, too, to find recognition only when he could
no longer enjoy it. He now has followers and admirers, passionate,
indeed fanatical, admirers, in numbers which he could not have
dreamed of when he was still working and writing.

The Nietzsche Archive was established in his hometown by his
sister, for the purpose of storing, besides manuscripts, everything
that has anything to do with him, essays and articles written about
him, letters to and from him, originals and copies, as completely as
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possible. An edition of his work that meets the strictest demands of
criticism is being organized, and its first part, containing the fin-
ished works, has already appeared. The first part of a biography
written by his sister has also been published. His name and some of
his slogans are on many people’s lips.

Whether that would make up for the loss of the friends of his
childhood and youth and the dispersion of the dreams of the future
which he used to have, who knows? But from an incredibly young
age he sought his goal and happiness in the unrelenting quest for
truth, in the complete certainty that its fruits could be very bitter.
And he did search for truth according to his best knowledge, sin-
cerely, with iron resolve, unselfishly. (48, 1275-1281)

34  Malwida von Meysenbug January 1, 1877

On the morning of January 1, 1877, I took a beautiful walk along
the seashore alone with Nietzsche, and we sat down on an outcrop-
ping of rock that jutted far out into the deep blue sea. The weather
was beautiful as a spring morning; a warm breeze was blowing and
on the shores gleamed the golden fruits of the green orange-trees.
We were both in a peaceful, harmonious mood; our pleasant, mean-
ingful conversations stood in harmony with the auspicious begin-
ning of the year, and we finally agreed that the real goal of life had
to be to strive for truth. Nietzsche said that for the real human being
everything had to serve that purpose, including suffering, and that
to this extent he also blessed the past year of his life, in which he
had suffered so much. Yes, I said, for all these truths, the Bible has
always had a beautiful saying that means basically the same thing:
To those who love God all things work out for the best.

How mild, how conciliatory Nietzsche still was then, how much
his kind, amiable nature still held the balance with his analytical
intellect. How cheerful he still could be, how heartily he could
laugh, for despite all seriousness, our little circle was not lacking in
humor and joy. When we sat together in the evening, Nietzsche
comfortably seated in his armchair behind his eye-screen, Dr. Rée,
our kindly reader, at the table where the lamp was, young Brenner
by the fireplace opposite me helping me peel oranges for supper, I
often said jokingly: “We do really represent an ideal family; four
people who once hardly knew one another, having no blood ties, no
common memories, and now living an intellectually and tempera-
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mentally satisfying life together in perfect harmony and undisturbed
personal freedom.” Soon there was no lack of plans for expanding
this so successful experiment. I had just received a great many let-
ters from women and girls among the unknown multitude who
expressed their sympathy in the aftermath of my Memoirs of an ldeal-
istic Woman, which incidentally was constantly the case in the long
series of subsequent years, to my innermost joy and satisfaction.
This fact encouraged an idea which originated with me and which 1
told my companions, namely of establishing a kind of mission-house
to lead young adults of both sexes to a free development of the
noblest intellectual life, so that they could then go out into the
world to scatter the seeds of a new, intellectualized culture. The idea
found the most ardent resonance among the men: Nietzsche and
Rée were immediately ready to participate as teachers. I was con-
vinced I could attract many girl students to whom I wanted to
devote my special care so that they could help preserve this so
important and meaningful cultural work from misunderstanding
and distortion and by a pure and noble education lead to a benefi-
cial development. We were already looking for a suitable location in
magnificent Sorrento, amid blissful nature, far from narrow urban
confines. We had found several spacious grottoes, down below by
the beach, like halls within the cliffs, apparently expanded by human
labor, and even containing a kind of rostrum that seemed intended
expressly for a lecturer. We thought them to be very suitable for us
to hold our classes there on hot summer days, since in general all
this studying was supposed to be more a mutual learning in the man-
ner of the Peripatetics and generally more on a Greek model rather
than on a modern one. We often discussed this plan and we consid-
ered its realization not to be impossible since I had had the finest
success with something similar at the university in Hamburg. And
yet this too failed, like so many other ideals, due to circumstances
which intervened disruptively, especially on the part of the men.
Our common readings now assumed a different character. We
left beautiful Greek antiquity, and the subject changed to a mixture
of more recent but always significant matters. Rée preferred the
French moralists and communicated this to Nietzsche too, who had
perhaps already read them earlier but whose closer acquaintance-
ship with them certainly did not remain without influence on his
later development and led him to express his thoughts in aphorisms,
as I later had the opportunity to notice. He was apparently also
influenced by Dr. Rée’s strictly scientific, realistic way of seeing
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things which was almost something new to his previous work, which
was permeated with his innately poetic and musical element and
gave him an almost childishly astonished pleasure. I often noticed
this and jokingly warned him of it, since I did not share Rée’s views,
despite my respect for his personality and my recognition of his
kindly nature, which was revealed especially in his self-sacrificing
friendship for Nietzsche. His book On the Origin of Moral Feelings
aroused in me the most decisive contradiction, and I jokingly called
him a *‘chemical combination of atoms,” which he endured in a very
friendly way, while we were otherwise associated in a hearty
friendship.

How much his way of explaining philosophical problems
impressed Nietzsche was shown to me in various conversations.
Once during a stroll a philosophical quarrel arose between
Nietzsche and me, in which he denied the law of causality and said
that there was just a coexistence of things and conditions, but not
as an action of one on the other; what we felt to be cause and effect
were unexplained facts. The Greek philosophers, the Eleatics, had
indeed declared being, the unchangeable, to be the only cause and
the true reality, but this was contradicted at every moment by the
world as an eternal becoming and change. I answered that surely
unchangeable being was the true reality, the thing as such, the so-
called metaphysical. We simply had not to fear to recognize this.
The world, with its apparent eternal becoming, was just the appear-
ance of being; only to us, to our limited senses, was it change. But
in all change, in life and death, in becoming and perishing—being,
the all-one, was revealed. The people of ancient India already knew
this: tat wam asi, ‘“That is you.”’—Another time in a conversation on
Schopenhauer he stated that the error of all religions was to seek a
transcendental unity behind the phenomena and that this was also
the error of philosophy and of Schopenhauerian thinking on the
unity of the will to life. Philosophy was as monstrous an error as was
religion. The only valuable and valid discipline was science, which
was gradually fitting stone to stone to construct a solid building. The
first two disciplines held men back on their way to truth, merely
expressing our mind’s tendency to want to find the solution to the
riddle of life once and for all.

I objected to him that the error seemed to me to be precisely to
regard this unity as something transcendental, whereas it was really
precisely what fills everything, what manifests itself in the phenom-
enon. Because the limitation of our capacity for knowledge needs
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the instruments of space and time, we do not have the right to call
what lies beyond “‘transcendental,” merely because our perception
capacity does not reach it. Still it is a logical, reasonable conclusion
that what lies beyond our perception contains the same intrinsic
conditions and moves according to the same laws as what is within
range of our knowledge, and so we cannot call it transcendental.
Therefore, we have all the less basis for delegating to an untenable
transcendental area the magnificent power of thought, which, cast-
ing off one narrow form after the other, progresses victoriously
through the night of the ages to ever greater clarity. And this
seemed to me to be only the old pride of men who, after the theory
of man’s descent from the apes had destroyed the theory of the
blowing-in of divine breath, were now fleeing to the elegant rejec-
tion of the metaphysical or transcendental and accepting only the
experimental—the often so pitiful fact!

Indeed, what had given such high rank to Nietzsche’s earlier
work “Schopenhauer as Educator” was precisely his statement in it
that culture has a metaphysical purpose!

In early spring Rée and Brenner left, each one returning to his
hometown. Nietzsche and I stayed on alone, somewhat distressed
because of our evenings, since we both, with our eye ailments, were
now deprived of our excellent readers. But Nietzsche said cheer-
fully: “Well then, let’s just converse all the more.” And so it hap-
pened, for there never was a lack of rich material for conversations.
Thus we discussed, among other things, ‘“The Bride of Corinth,”
and Nietzsche remarked that Goethe had had the old vampire leg-
end in mind, which the Greeks had already known in antiquity, and
he had wanted to use it to show graphically how the mores and
myths of antiquity were darkened into spectrelike things in the
Christian world and how the dark turn which Christianity took very
soon distorted the beautiful free sensory world of the Greeks and
changed a flourishing natural life into a moldy smell and cult of the
dead. “Yes,” I said, “one must always remember that historical
Christianity was born in the catacombs.”

On another occasion we were talking about Goethe’s The Natu-
ral Daughter and I said that I found it so delightful that in the dia-
logues each character always grasps and defends the highest content
from his own standpoint, so that each one actually is right, as for
example in the conversation between the duke and the secular
priest, between Kugenia and the monk, etc. Nietzsche said that
Goethe had discovered this in Sophocles, whose thirty-five charac-
ters all speak with such beauty and dignity that they all convince us.
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During a conversation on Goethe and Schiller, Nietzsche said
that Goethe had admired in Schiller the mighty nature, higher than
himself, while Schiller had admired in Goethe the mighty artist,
higher than himself. I did not admit that Goethe had been less high
a nature, but saw him as the more fortunate personality who had
attained harmony, while we honor in Schiller the high moral power
that struggles with suffering and rises victoriously out of it.

On yet another evening the conversation turned to Don Quix-
ote. Nietzsche criticized Cervantes for having the really ideal figure,
the man with ideal striving, become the mockery of the everyday
world, instead of the opposite, and he said that the book probably
had had just a literary purpose: to put a stop to the reading of bad
novels. I, however, understood the book as meaning that man with
his ideal strivings, when he presents them in an anachronistic form,
quite naturally becomes a fool and a caricature in the everyday
world, which does not understand ideal intentions at all. I agreed
that the book stemmed from the most monstrous misanthropy, from
the cynical irony with which a man who understands the world looks
down upon the poor idealist who believes he can realize ideals in
such a world.

At times we also managed to read together a little, for example,
one day the Sakuntald, which Nietzsche did not yet know. He had
many criticisms of the first four acts, first of all, finding the tragic
motivation too easy and the author’s merits too slight, since the
whole background of flowers, animal life, and penitents’ groves,
etc., belong to India and not to him. But would it not rather be an
error for a dramatic work to lack the local background, to have no
local color? Is it better for the poet to have to create out of his
fantasy all that Kélidasa knew from his own observation and por-
trayed quite naturally, as airy, delicate, and colorful as India itself?
Secondly, Nietzsche found the guilt motif too easy. But does it not
express precisely the deep, delicate soulful feeling of the Indians?
Sakuntala loves too strongly, forgetting in her ecstasy of love the
most sacred of duties, that of hospitality, and so she falls under the
curse of those she offends; the king’s mind is struck with blindness,
so that he no longer knows her and she must now in suffering purify
her love from all self-seeking and perfect her sanctification. Then
the curse is broken and she can enjoy the happiness of perfected
souls. Did Greek tragedy grasp the guilt motif more deeply? Anti-
gone, like Sakuntala, also violates the law of love and must die for
it. Ethically the Indian view is perhaps here the higher one, for it
grants perfection through atonement.
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We spoke of Schiller’s saying: ‘““Base natures pay with what they
do, noble ones with what they are,” and we discussed poets in gen-
eral and Mazzini. Mazzini paid with what he did, as poets do, but
with the difference that the poet transfers his activity to his tragic
characters, feeling, acting, suffering in them, while Mazzini was him-
self the tragic personality who had taken upon himself the most bit-
ter suffering just for the sake of the ideal act. Nietzsche said that of
all lives he most envied Mazzini’s, this complete concentration on a
single idea which became, as it were, a mighty flame consuming
every individual trait. The poet frees himself from the violence of
deeds which is in him, by incarnating it in forms and extrapolating
deeds and suffering outside himself. He is like the will itself, he must
objectify himself, streaming out his urge for action into phenomena;
every feeling, every passion exists in him as a capacity, thus he can
depict all the variety of beings, after he too has experienced their
distress, their guilt, their pain. He redeems himself like the will by
objectifying himself. Mazzini objectifies himself through his life,
which was an incessant act of the noblest individuality.

One day Nietzsche arrived carrying a large bundle of written
pages and told me to read them sometime, they were thoughts which
had occurred to him during his solitary walks; in particular he iden-
tified to me a tree under which, whenever he stood there, an idea
always fell down to him. I read the pages with great interest; there
were splendid thoughts among them, particularly such as related to
his Greek studies; but there were also others that puzzled me, that
did not at all fit Nietzsche as he had been till now and proved to me
that the positivist tendency whose slight beginnings I had already
observed during the past winter was starting to take root and to give
his views a new form. I could not avoid telling him about it and
urging him to leave these writings aside and to re-examine them
after a longer passage of time before releasing them for publication.
I told him that, especially in regard to women, he ought to make no
final pronouncements yet, since he still really knew far too few
women. The French moralists had the right to make positive, per-
fectly valid judgments because they knew the society in which they
lived from top to bottom, and probably applied their remarks only
to it; but without such long years of precise and varied observation
it is not advisable for higher intelligences to make such definitive
pronouncements about psychological processes. I quoted to him a
saying of Rée’s, from his earlier mentioned book, which I found to
be very repugnant and false, that women always prefer men who



Professor at the University of Basel 89

have already enjoyed their life diversely. Nietzsche smiled at my
indignation and said: *“‘But do you, then, believe that there is a single
young man who thinks otherwise?’”” T was very angry and saddened
to hear this from him and also told him that, in my mind, this was a
new proof that he knew women only superficially and still had no
right to make a general judgment. Later we returned to our usual
subject of Greece and were good friends as before. Unfortunately I
found those sentences all too soon in print, in a book titled Human,
All Too Human; but my faith in Nietzsche’s high talent was too solid
to regard all this as more than a passing phase in his development,
from which his ideality would emerge victorious.

It was infinitely sad that his health had not improved at all,
indeed the attacks of his ailment, the horrible head- and eye-aches,
became even more frequent as the weather got warmer and often
forced him to lie in bed day and night in endless torment. His con-
fidence in the South was extinguished, and with the same fervent
confidence with which he had looked forward to this journey, he
now looked forward to his return to the icy regions of the Alpine
world, and moved his departure date ahead. I was painfully moved
by this failed hope, but could not hold him back, since even the most
loving care had proved powerless against this mighty disease and so
one had to share his hope that the change might perhaps bring some
improvement. (35, 56—68)

35 Reinhardt von Seydlitz 18771

It is hard; for where shall I begin? I too would perhaps not have
broken silence, or at least not till today, if Frau Dr. Elisabeth Fors-
ter-Nietzsche, his revered and loyal sister, worthy of her great
brother, had not for years been asking me orally and in writing,
indeed literally entreating me to do so, so that at last I took up the
pen for my kind friend’s sake.

Whoever speaks, however, wants to be heard, to be understood.
Two kinds of people are therefore excused from reading any fur-
ther; for they can and should never claim Nietzsche for themselves:
these are, first, the levelers, the raucous-voiced revolutionaries; and
secondly, the poor types who are so fascinated by the modern era
that they have forgotten antiquity in themselves—probably consid-
ering it superfluous to assimilate the past. Whoever speaks of
Nietzsche, speaks to them in vain; not a word, not a fiber of his spirit
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belongs to them. For his innermost being’s crystal-clear core was the
highest nobility the spirit can achieve: true urbaneness—an almost
forgotten word, a term that has become unfamiliar. Everything
crude or obtrusive disgusted him almost to excess.

The way to Basel was easy to find; and, most heartily greeted by
my kind friend, I was allowed to spend a few delightful hours with
him. Morning turned into afternoon, and afternoon into evening,
before the beautiful conversation, which, gliding lightly over the
most serious problems, had to be broken off. Oh, this precious, irre-
trievable happiness!

With his truly unique sensitivity, which turned him, the philos-
opher, into a poet, just as it had made a musician of him, he had
always loved everything quiet, elegant, calm, well-measured, even in
external surroundings.

I remember clearly the many afternoons in Sorrento at the end
of March 1877, when he came to see me in my room, because that
was where the only available piano stood. What rich music filled
one’s ears in that room!—And once, in Rosenlaui, he waited for the
salon of the hotel to be empty and sat down at the piano. Outside
in front of the slightly opened glass door we listened to the great,
serious polyphonic revelations which now resounded. Soon all sorts
of guests arrived, and listened, involuntarily fascinated down to the
last note; no one dared to open the door lest he might stop. But one
man asked me in a whisper: “Who is that, playing so wonder-
fully?!”—From those times I find in my diary the words: *“He plays
with the most extreme expressiveness and a deep conviction which
irresistibly penetrates the listener. He exerts himself so much that
one hour of playing causes more exhaustion than refreshment.”

Musically he then (1877) probably still stood completely under
the spell of Richard Wagner, though he had already outgrown him
in all other respects. Even this once so magnificent and harmonious
friendship was nothing but a “star-friendship” for him—though the
most important one, whose end may have caused him his most dif-
ficult hours. “‘I am very pleased,” he said on June 17, 1878, when I
told him of a visit to Wahnfried, I am very pleased and glad that
one of my friends is doing something good and friendly for Wagner:
for I am less and less able to cause him joy (since he happens to
be—an inflexible old man). This hurts me enough . . . If he knew,
moreover, all that I have in my heart against his art and his goals,
he would consider me one of his worst enemies—which of course 1
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am not. I refer to my views on morality and art, which are the hard-
est thing my sense of truth has ever wrung out of me.”

In Sorrento we read to each other aphorisms which we wrote
competitively: some of his are in Human, All Too Human.—‘One
should be able to have five thoughts per day,” he once said; in this
context he used to count the nights as part of the “days”; and he
kept next to his bed a slate tablet on which, in the dark, he jotted
down the thoughts that came to him on sleepless nights. His head-
aches, which tormented him ceaselessly, disrupted both his work
and his social life. As soon as the tormenting spirit relented, how-
ever, he was active again; preferably musically: in Massa (near Sor-
rento) he sneaked into the church and played the organ, so that the
pastor shuddered,—for the good man had never heard so violent a
style of music nor ever considered it possible. At that time he was
having a little, teasing liaison with the Church; in a conversation
about this he suddenly became very serious: “The crazy, insipid lies
circulating in Protestant countries about the Catholic Church are
not only absurd but very harmful to us.”

From these dismal days my memory always likes to roam back to
those times of Sorrento in the year 1877;—*“Those were delightful
days for me.”

There were precisely thirty-five days in alll For seventeen of
them, however, our friend was sick; only on eighteen days did we
enjoy his company, and he ours and the magic world of Sorrento.
“We’ means, in this case, the little Sorrento community at the time,
Friulein [Malwida] von Meysenbug, Dr. [Paul] Rée, Mr. [Albert]
Brenner, and my wife and I. Young Brenner, Nietzsche’s pupil,
author of a delightful novella, “The Flaming Heart,” which
appeared in the Deutsche Rundschau in 1877, has been lying under
the cool earth for many years now; the memory of him, the quiet,
serious and modest young man remains dear and precious to us all;
if I am winding wreaths in memory of Sorrento, then one of the
most beautiful ones is for him; may he rest in peace! Among all per-
sons of that thirty-five-day spectacle, however, the one who stands
out most predominantly is Nietzsche’s—and our—dear, revered,
motherly friend, Friulein von Meysenbug. She ruled like a venera-
ble abbess in the “‘monastery of free spirits,”” which at that time, for
lack of a better place, had its domicile in the Villa Rubinacci, a
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boardinghouse in the town. What plans were forged under the mild
sun, amid the gentle roar of the purple-blue sea, beneath the sway-
ing tops of the pines, and on quiet, hidden, twilight walks between
walls overarched by orange trees! We had already eyed the local,
disestablished, and abandoned Capuchin monastery to transform it
into a “school for educators” where ‘“‘they educate themselves,”
and—that’s how practical we werel—to furnish one half of it as a
hotel for strangers with all the paraphernalia, so that th:s half could
provide the necessary financial basis for the other, idealistic one.

But Nietzsche’s young friends soon departed, and later he left
too. In Naples we “loaded’” him onto a steamship that was to take
him to Genoa and he felt, as he wrote soon afterwards, like an ‘““‘ideal
piece of luggage.” He was always grateful, so touchingly grateful,
for every little, practical help; he also wrote later, reporting on his
departure from Munich, “how beautifully cared for, Anglo-Ameri-
can style, as they would say here in Nice, I departed from your
Munich! And it was truly with the fondest reminiscences that I drank
every swallow and chewed every bite (incidentally to chew right, one
chews each morsel thirty to seventy times, that’s what I learned from
the philistine Gladstone, who orders his children to count at table).”
And whenever he entered our room in Sorrento, my wife hurried
to prepare the Turkish coffee which he liked and which so agreed
with him. Then he sat in the garden on the terrace or at the piano,
and thanked us in his way, giving his best in words or tones. If no
outings to Termini, Camaldoli, or Deserto were planned, then a fes-
tive ““German afternoon” was spent in the orange grove by the ra-
vine, with coffee and pastry, and cheerful chatter. On these after-
noons, in a good mood, he used to wear a bright-colored pointed
silk Sorrentino cap, remarking that this was the best headgear and
most suited to the place.

Then he walked with his head leaned back, like a Sorrento
prophet, with half-closed eyes, through the avenues of blossoming
orange trees. His pace was broad, long, but soft. And his deep,
sonorous, wonderfully melodious voice never uttered an insignifi-
cant word. His manner of speaking was undramatic and matter of
fact; in the simplest tone of voice he could pronounce sentences
which were so seminal and significant that they seemed spoken sub
specie aeterni. For he was immeasurably rich!

But the whole world knows this! It is nothing new. Everyone still
bows where he walked and scrambles for the coins he scattered. And
since he has become ‘“‘fashionable’ (a consolation that he does not
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know it!), those to whom he should remain an eternal miracle also
bow: they have to follow the fashion. For to swear by Nietzsche is
still something ““new’’; one swears by him with the same fingers used
to swear by Wagner, Schopenhauer, Brahms, or Mascagni—but the
empty skull remains unaffected by the oath.

For he lacked one thing which will always accompany the great
man in the customary sense: he had no dark, ignoble sides to his
nature; not even sensory crudity. For great men are seldom, in the
noblest sense, decent men. A part of ‘‘being great”’—of becoming
and staying great—is a stupid belief in oneself. That is also why
great men in their ‘““decent” moments often seem so small.

Our Nietzsche was far from all this. I have never known a more
genteel person than he—not one! He could be inconsiderate only
toward ideas; not toward the persons who had the ideas. And these
bearers of ideas—some with crude mentalities—soon discovered
this: they knew there was nothing to fear from him. They were silent
about him, for he was silent about them even from an innate inner
purity.

Where is there a person living who could accuse him of a fault?
He was as crystalline and radiant as the water of a mountain brook;
what am I saying? Mountain brooks could be grateful, were they so

pure. Clarity and chastity received a new, higher valency through
him. (54, 617-628)

36  Reinhardt von Seydlitz Summer 1877

In the summer of 1873 I was having a dull time in Norderney and
writing ‘““Norderney”’ pieces which were not so bad: a Viking song,
to which was added in 1877 a companion piece, “The Vikings’
Return Home,” which later delighted my considerate friend,
Nietzsche.

More than theories, however, my association with Nietzsche had
brought about a marvellous fructification. He was, whether inten-
tionally or not, at every moment the genuine Maieutic; like sunshine
and spring rain he awakened the slumbering seeds. And truly,
whoever has seen how of a thousand seceds barely a one in the intel-
lectual world germinates and bears fruit, must bless such a phenom-
enon. [ owe him not only inspiration, but especially critique. For he
did not consider it beneath him to go through a novella I wrote in
Sorrento two or three times, giving me his kind, considerate judg-
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ment about every detail, writing a long and ample commentary, and
always maintaining his benevolence toward me, although in a few
parts that novella is still so childish that even now I have to smile
now and then on reading it. It is titled “Im toten Punkt” (Dead-
locked) and was published in the Schweitzerische Internationale Mon-
atsschrift, 1882, Nr. 6-12.

The manuscript now travelled in my suitcase to Switzerland,
where I gave it to Nietzsche, who lived in Rosenlaui.

Nietzsche had, as mentioned, had the great kindness to go
through the manuscript thoroughly. In Rosenlaui he then took me
and the pages in hand and I regret only that I could not take down
in shorthand what he said; how many a person could learn from
it!—if learning is at all possible for a “novelist,” since a novel is
really ““just a fabrication of the fantasy.”” On the contrary, just listen
to Nietzsche’s words insofar as I still have them in my mind: “There
is supposed to be style, isn’t there? It must be kept consistent
throughout. For example the hero curses: ‘Himmelstausenddonner-
wetter!” [Heaven’s thousand thunderations!] That won’t do: such a
person curses altogether differently than that.” (I have since cor-
rected it to read: ‘“‘all accursed devils,” but do not know whether
that sounds more heroic.) “I would also red-pencil the many boor-
ish incidents, great and small, which occur especially in connection
with Speerfeld, but I see that they serve a systematic purpose, so
that is alright the way it is,” the friendly, deep-sighted critic contin-
ued; “‘but one thing must be changed: the description of the mirac-
ulous hall. For a narrative is not a museum guide; it is all more fore-
shortened looked at diagonally, you see?”’ I understood, I corrected,
but it still is a chapter for readers with a lot of time on their hands.
“And put a gag on the American Jester, even if he has to choke on
it.” I immediately gagged him mentally, but the fellow stayed alive.
“You especially seem to have a phenomenal talent for constructing
transitions; that is very good, keep that.” I must admit, it has always
been my special pleasure to introduce the reader to a new scene
easily, softly, and cleverly; also, if possible, to set little time-pauses
between the scenes.—He did not want the ending to be tragic; I
believe he soon convinced me that no blood needed to flow, no
grave to be dug.—To my question whether the whole thing did not
show improbable preconditions, he said laughing: *I believe not;
nowhere do crazier things happen than in the world.” When he gave
me back the manuscript he made a genuine Nietzschean joke; he
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felt the bundle of pages between his thumb and index-finger and
said: ““Hm, nice and thick.” One probably has to have known him
to know how much value he set on the large or small size of a
book—and to judge how much humor there was in the seriously
spoken words. (55, 19, 21-22, 26, 33-35)

37  Edgar Steiger October 1877

It was the end of October 1877, when I saw him for the first time.
We were both sitting on a bench listening to the enthusiastic speech
of a philosopher who kept flinging about the words “God,” “soul,”
and “‘immortality,” as he shook his white prophet’s mane. Karl Stef-
fensen was the prophet’s name, and pious Basel was the city where
he was preaching. I was delighted. No wonder. How could a theol-
ogy student, moreover in his first semester, not be delighted if he
heard a ‘“‘secular scholar” confirm the entire teaching of faith,
though with different words than he was accustomed to in his home
parish? But se who was sitting only three or four seats away from
me, at the outermost end of the bench—what was he doing at this
lecture? Why had the professor become a student?

I looked over at him out of the corner of my eye, while the other
man at the rostrum celebrated the Christian rebirth of Plato in Ori-
gen and revelled in the pochaastasix, the eternal bringing back of all
things, that boldest thought of the Greek church father. It was more
than mere curiosity, it was something like fear that caused me to
observe the wolf among the herd of theologians. For my neighbor
on the left had whispered to me that this professor of philology, who
was attending class here with Jakob Burckhardt, was a philosopher
on the side, but a completely different one than this Steffensen
there; he himself had heard him lecture one and a half years ago on
the pre-Socratic philosophers, but how! I don’t know why, but I did
not like the tone in which that was whispered to me. It sounded half
like admiration, half like a stealthy warning against a great danger.
So involuntarily I had to keep looking over to the object of my
secret fear. But not an eyelash quivered in that wax-pale face, whose
half-closed eyes were hidden under the bushy eyebrows. Only a pale
thin hand—it could have been taken for a woman’s hand—passed
over the mighty forehead from time to time as if wanting to calm
something that raged behind it. There was something infinitely
weary about this movement. Today, with Nietzsche’s biography lying
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open before me, I know the source of this weariness. The disap-
pointment which the eternally changing one had had with Richard
Wagner was not yet overcome. And, moreover, for the second time
in a year, he was afflicted with that malignant headache which was
to put a sudden end to his academic career a year later—fortunately
for the philosopher and for us. Nevertheless, twice a week the untir-
ing thinker, then working on his provocative book Human, All Too
Human, persisted in attending his philosophical Antipodes’ class.

Why? Was he perhaps already making studies for his Antichrist?
Quite possibly. Just imagine the striking scene: at the rostrum the
magnificent patriarch’s head of a Karl Steffensen, glorifying with
mighty pathos the fusion of Christianity and Greek antiquity in Ori-
gen, and below on the students’ bench the pale face of the skeptic
who always found loud words and grandiose gestures to be in bad
taste—what fine irony and at the same time what magnificent sym-
bolism! ‘I wage war on this theologians’ instinct; I find its traces
everywhere . .. one need merely say the words ‘Tiibingen Monas-
tery’ to understand what German philosophy really is—a disguised
theology.” T can’t help it but this and similar words always pass
through my mind when I recall those days in Basel. At any rate they
prove that the psychologist Nietzsche took home rich gains from
that course.

Only the psychologist? The first time I read the words ‘‘eternal
return’’ in Nietzsche, I immediately had to recall Origen’s pochaas-
tasix, mentioned above. For the Greek church father smuggled the
genuinely Hellenistic idea of the eternal recurrence of things and
the eternal repetition of the origin and end of the world without
further ado into Christian theology and then built on it the magnif-
icent doctrine of the bringing of men back to God—a doctrine
which denied the eternity of the punishment of hell and therefore
brought the enthusiastic disciple of Plato under suspicion of heresy
even during his lifetime. But this divinization of the world was, for
Origen, not just an end, but also a beginning. When the cycle of
things had reached its beginning again, it began all over. The terri-
ble spectacle of the fall, sin, punishment, redemption, and return to
God is repeated over and over again—from eternity to eternity or,
as one could better translate the word aion from one world-cycle to
the next.

This adoration of iron necessity from the rostrum sounded like
a Greek hymn. The old man up there had completely forgotten
where he was and to whom he was speaking. And at his feet sat, in
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total rapture, the pale man whose book The Birth of Tragedy from the
Spirit of Music was a single eulogy to the world-redeeming Dionysus,
listening in amazement to Greek mystery-wisdom from the mouth
of a church father. Despite myself I cannot escape the grotesque
idea that ‘‘the seminal idea of the eternal recurrence, the idea in
which every other way of thinking now perishes,” first flashed
through the Dionysus-disciple’s brain like a sudden illumination at
this moment, on this school bench, in old Steffensen’s philosophy
class.

A vyear later I was standing face to face before him. I had
changed majors because my faith had begun to waver. I wanted to
become a philologist in order to escape theology’s uncomfortable
questions of conscience. I did not yet have the courage to think
them through to their logical consequences, not to mention cri-
tiquing them. I still had not read anything of Nietzsche’s. I simply
came to the philology professor to ask him the important question:
which Greek dictionary should I buy. I must have played quite a
pitiful role in this. For that very reason I remember the short visit
most precisely and every word that was spoken and not spoken. I
can still see his big dark eyes, as they looked out with such humane
warmth from under the bushy brows and looked at me coldly like
those of a god. I can still hear his soft gentle voice asking me various
questions. And I can still see the awkward Zarathustra smile that
played around his fine mouth when I admitted stutteringly that I
had studied two semesters of theology but was now weary of the
gods and their scholarship. He did not say a word, not even when
he heard that I was a pastor’s son. He only looked at me half curi-
ously, half mockingly, half pityingly—today, after thirty years, I can
easily guess his thoughts, which he well-advisedly did not tell me
then—and he recommended to me the dictionary by Suhle and
Schneiderin, which had just been published and, based on the com-
parative linguistic studies of Georg Curtius, tried to present at least
the rudiments of a scientific etymology. I am still grateful to this day
to the philologist Nietzsche for this advice.

From then on I never again spoke to him in private; only in the
course did I hear him present his theory of the Apollonian and
Dionysian elements in Greek art—he was lecturing at the time, in
the winter semester of 1878-79, on the fragments of the Greek lyr-
icists. It was the last course he taught. It remained just a fragment,
but the memory of it accompanied me throughout my life. In his
book on the birth of tragedy he had first brought to light the two
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roots of Greek poetry; here he traced them down in the rubble-heap
of the elegiasts, lyricists and dithyrambists. And once again it had to
be music and the musical instrument that unveiled the double life
of the Greek soul. Here the kith ipa and Apollo, there the flute and
Dionysus. It was a revelation which spread light everywhere and let
a whole poem arise from two or three pitifully detruncated verses.
What had Tyrtaeus, Alkman, Theognis, and Pindar been to me
before? Just names to which the Alexandrian grammarians had
stuck some label or other. And now all at once they became solidly
defined personalities through whom the various ages of Greek cul-
ture spoke to us. Even today, for example, when I hear the name
Archilochus, a kind of jubilation runs through my soul as if after the
centuries-long bondage of the epic era I were personally witnessing
the greatest discovery the human mind has ever made—the discov-
ery of the self, which suddenly begins to play with things that had
previously kept it subjugated. Homer and Archilochus represented
two ages, like the Middle Ages and the Renaissance—those are
fruits of knowledge such as only a Nietzsche could harvest.

But how this knowledge was communicated to us! He spoke
softly, very softly, as if he feared to trample the delicate thoughts by
too loud a voice. And from time to time, as he spoke, his slender
hand stroked his mighty forehead as if it wanted to chase away a
stinging pain. Whoever saw him sitting pale and tired at the rostrum
had the feeling of seeing an eternally sleepless man whose brain
mercilessly rolled up one bodily fiber after another. The lectures
then became rarer and rarer. Whenever one came to the university
the little white note was stuck to the door of the classroom with the
short remark that the professor would not be reading today. And
finally it was all over. Friedrich Nietzsche was pensioned off because
of his eye ailment and he moved to the Engadine to shake off the
school dust forever there in Sils-Maria. For us it was a hard blow,
for him a relief. He had better things to do in the world than to
interpret Euripides’ multiply mutilated choral songs for eager
future high-school teachers. He, who later so ironically blessed the
scholars” hunchback, how he must have laughed diabolically-divinely
when he thought back to the time when for a whole semester he
exercised his philological tightrope-walker’s talents on sixty verses
of the Greek poet. Ten years earlier the Leipzig student whom the
University of Basel wanted as professor had written to Erwin Rohde:
“Just last week I wanted to write to you and suggest that we study
chemistry together and throw philology where it deserves, with
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antique furniture. Now the devil ‘fate’ is tempting me with a Ger-
man professorship.” And now he had reached the end: *“Zarathus-
tra went back into the mountains and to the solitude of his cave and
withdrew from men: waiting like a planter who had thrown out his
seed.” (58, 1349-1353)

38 H. Goring Summer 1878

In the summer of 1878 I saw Nietzsche in Basel one evening walking
into his apartment. He gave the impression of a lonely man, suffer-
ing severely. I observed him with compassion. He moved me deeply
as he strode slowly along, bent, perhaps oppressed by physical pain.
But it moved me even more deeply that a psychological suffering
was weighing on him: the loneliness of the thinker already misunderstood
in his young years. I had here and there heard about him disparaging
judgments which stemmed from an ecclesiastically orthodox parti-
sanship and offended me as an unjust condemnation. Four years
before, on reading the Untimely Meditations ‘“‘David Friedrich
Strauss as a Confessor”” and *‘Schopenhauer as Educator” in Dres-
den with the ingenious Frau Mathilde Wesendonck, who was not yet
esteemed as an author, I had experienced an impression and influ-
ence that drastically changed my interior life. Strauss, whom I, as a
young theologian, educator and doctor, had believed uncritically,
was internally torn away from me by Nietzsche’s powerful work of
thought. And Richard Wagner’s poetic woman-friend had described
David Friedrich Strauss’ noble artistic nature to me so convincingly
that I too had to grasp him with the spirit. That beautiful image was
destroyed by Nietzsche’s uncommonly mature early work.

This bold warrior, whom one faction in Basel revered highly, of
whom my school colleagues, especially my judicious, intelligent
landlord, the mathematician Schmiedbiser, spoke with respect,
while the opposite faction rejected him sharply—I simply had to ask
him what he thought of Diihring. I clung with unshakable piety to
Eugen Diihring, and not even the sharp critique of the universally
versatile, genuinely German thinker, Eduard von Hartmann, who in
April 1876 had granted me a few hours of discussion of Diihring’s
“philosophy of reality,” had been able to cause me to break with
him. Still less did Friedrich von Kirchmann’s doubts concerning the
rightness of the epistemological foundation of Diihring’s system
lead me to abandon my adherence to that author.



100 Conversations with Nietzsche Aectat. 33

At the age of twenty-seven I was still completely immature com-
pared with Nietzsche, who was only five years older but a complete
master in his first profoundly insightful books, and I simply had to
hear this man, who was charging ahead intellectually at such a young
age, and to hear his judgment of Diihring.

My bashful reserve intensified when I saw the young professor
associating closely with Jakob Burckhardt, all of whose university
classes Nietzsche moreover attended. My teaching schedule in the
three upper classes of the high school allowed me to attend
Nietzsche’s class from seven to eight a.m.

For a long time no opportunity arose to approach Nietzsche. His
university class and teaching at the high school, his well-known con-
scientious preparation for every official activity, as well as his writing
activity so dominated his time that one felt it to be tactlessly obtru-
sive to visit him.

Since Nietzsche meanwhile often drank a cup of coffee in the
Three Kings Hotel, one day I let myself be introduced by the math-
ematics professor Kinkelin, the genteel, intellectual principal of the
high school and great artist of the academic lecture. Nietzsche had
the noble manners of an aristocrat, listened to everything politely
and amiably, was glad that we fellow Thuringians met in Basel. I told
him that I was completely devoted to Diihring’s view of life. We
agreed in our estimates of The Course of Philosophy and the supple-
mentary work, The Value of Life.

Nietzsche spoke wearily, and seemed exhausted. His soft speech
was almost a whisper. I was grateful to him that he wanted to speak
to me in detail about Diihring in his apartment.

Unfortunately this never happened. He was already too ill to be
able to risk postponing his health-journey to Italy any longer. The
horrible experiences in the battlefields of the Franco-Prussian War
had shaken him so much psychologically that his delicate nervous
system was permanently damaged. Insomnia, which was not
improved by repeated overwork, by chloral and potassium bromide,
but made worse, excruciating headaches, and other neuralgic ail-
ments tormented his life.

Once more, again in the evening, I saw the heart-moving image
of the lonely genius, bent and walking slowly to his apartment. I was
standing on a nearby street, sadly watching the noble man who
would arouse such a mighty movement of minds.

I never saw him again after that.
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Soon his book Human, All Too Human was published. A storm
broke out in Basel. Nietzsche never learned of it.

Shortly before his death, one week to be exact, I wanted to see
him once again. But it was too late . . . (23)

39 Ludwig von Scheffler 1878

Then one day I met Koselitz again on the street. He was as friendly
as ever, in fact it seemed as if an even more cordial tone had come
into his words. But he seemed depressed and worried. I asked about
Nietzsche. Then I learned something that saddened me too.
Recently things had been going downhill with the honored man. His
nerves were so irritable that even his sister had been forced to leave
him. Now it was also his, Késelitz’s turn. Nietzsche absolutely
wanted to be alone, indeed to leave Basel.

“And his lectures?”’

“He is still giving them. But how?!”

“Let’s go hear him! I now have no other opportunity to see him,
or perhaps to speak to him . ..” Koselitz followed my suggestion
only reluctantly. Since it was about the hour when Nietzsche held
his class, he accompanied me. Lectures on Greek lyrics! Four or five
little freshman were sitting on benches in front of Nietzsche. So for
once he had students! Koselitz explained to me that these young
theologians believed they needed the course for their examinations.
They were always shaking their heads back and forth. They found it
hard to understand the speaker. And Nietzsche himself? He had
become an ordinary schoolmaster for these young boys! Not a trace
of the prophetic sublimity and calm with which he had once
addressed us on Hellenic pessimism. Restless he too just hunted for
his documentary passages. The lecture was constantly interrupted,
tortured, in sum, bad. Only once did his eye meet ours with a freer
expression: he scolded (like Burckhardt!) at the pedantic appropri-
ation and treatment of the poetic as a hereditary evil of our
education!

The little hypocrites’ heads wobbled even more dubiously on
their narrow shoulders. Should they note that down too?!. . . But it
cut me to the heart to see Nietzsche in such a role. Moreover, dur-
ing the lectures his accustomed weariness had increased to utter
exhaustion. Afterwards he greeted me absentmindedly and curtly.
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“That was perhaps his last one!”” Koselitz remarked after Nietzsche
had left the classroom. At least it was the last lecture I ever heard
from Professor Nietzsche!

For my approaching graduation took me back to Freiburg. Then
I handed in my dissertation, passed my examination soon after-
wards, and was now supposed to be inaugurated as a humanist in
the great hall of the university amid Basel’s very impressive Renais-
sance aura. When I held my doctoral lecture, the picture of Aeneas
Sylvius Piccolomini was on the wall behind my head! And in the
‘“corona” before me sat Jakob Burckhardt, the greatest and most
genuine humanist the modern age has ever known! When with deep
emotion I felt his handshake and his embrace after the ceremony,
nothing more seemed to be lacking in the happiness of the hour. Or
was there something else? Had I really, on this solemn occasion, not
missed him, Nietzsche?

The idea of seeking him out, since he had not come, became a
sudden, firm decision for me, so that I only half understood the
answers to my inquiries about him, which sounded like dissuasions.
He was, so they said, now living as a complete hermit far outside the
city gate. He had nothing more to do with the university. Nor any
other connection with the world. Even the last of his loyal followers
had meanwhile left him . . .

“Peter Gast?”’ I asked anxiously.

A nod of the head confirmed this to me and I measured the
depth of Nietzsche’s unhappiness, if he dismissed even this noble
friendly soul! Will it go any better with me? Nonetheless I steered
my steps to him.

“Bachletten Street!” When I hear this name today, a shudder
still runs through my limbs. Yes, that was where he lived, the
unhappy man! As if he had sought it out—and he had perhaps done
so! The ugliest, most desolate region in the vicinity of the otherwise
so picturesque Basel! A lonely country road toward Arlesheim! Poor
houses scattered at long intervals, overgrown ancient poplars, such
as one finds in their melancholy only along the avenues of Northern
Germany. Really if I had not had the Jura Mountains before my
eyes, I would have felt as if transported to Fast Prussia or to the
province of Posen. Even the sight of the mountains did not make a
more cheerful impression. Their long, coffinlike profiles merely
completed the very dismal impression of the landscape.

I enter the houses to inquire and only after a long search find
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the building where the Professor lives. Probably once a roadside tax-
collector’s house. Old and dilapidated, and only the lower rooms
still inhabited. I pull the doorbell draw-cord outside the door. But
no matter how shrilly it rings in the house, no one comes to open
the door. I muster up my patience: I ring for the second time, and
after a longer pause, for the third. No answer! The house is appar-
ently empty. I turn in resignation to leave . . . Then instinctively 1
look inside through one of the ground-floor windows. As at an indis-
cretion committed I jump back in alarm! Right, he was actually sit-
ting there!! At a kind of improvised desk! Tea cups, cooking utensils
cluttered around the scanty place that was left for him to work on.
And he himself with an eyeshade on his forehead, hiding half his
face, while his figure which had become even more emaciated was
half bent over the table. Like someone listening fearfully and trying
only to hide!

I stood aghast at the sight. Was this still the same man who had
once sat before me on the delicate lace furniture, whose femininely
delicate sense tolerated only beauty around him, and who now had
hidden himself in the brutal misery of a poorhouse? I felt I had to
get through to him—even if it was through the window—to shake
him out of his painful seclusion and lead him out into the sunny
world, to enjoy which I now felt the wanderer’s staff in my hand.
Then I saw a tremor run through the unhappy man’s body as he was
still waiting to hear footsteps going away. No, I said to myself, you
have no right to countermand this other person’s will. I felt some-
thing like the nearness of destiny. Either the lonely man dies here
of his self-created ailment or after an inner victory he finds new
strength, a new existence. Per aspera ad astra! The world knows that
it took him ““to the stars”!

Then I turned away from there and today I still feel the sadness
that filled me on my way back to Basel. The first wilted poplar leaves
whirled and danced before me. They continued their play till I
reached the city gate. Then I pulled myself together and belonged
to life again. I never again met Nietzsche in this life.

But I was to hear of him again and in a strange way that
reminded me of his Plato lectures. That was more than ten years
later. In Florence! I was then writing my Michelangelo. 1t was mid-
summer and during the day to gather my thoughts in a cool place I
often sought out the Sagrestia nuova, the newer mausoleum of the
Medici in San Lorenzo. Then I often stood for a long time in front
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of Giuliano’s gravestone and saw at his feet the allegorical figure of
“night,” with its dismal, death-weary face bowed over the hollow
mask of death. Yes, a “mask’ no longer struck me as a chance sym-
bol of the serious impression! Not the rigid grandeur, as ancient
fantasy formed the allegory of the “‘illusory dream,” no, still full of
painful life, full of reality, like everything that stems from Michel-
angelo’s very personal conception! ... No wonder that I too was
seized by the living, painful memory of Basel!

... Then, to cast out the depressing idea, I reached into my
pocket and pulled out a newspaper. Literary news from Germany!
And the first name that my eyes fell on was . .. Nietzsche. As one
greets a dear relative again after a long separation, I rejoiced at this
discovery. Then I devoured what the article said about Nietzsche. A
new turn in his philosophy! The doctrine of the “superman,” of the
happiness of the supra-morality which feels itself to be *“beyond
good and evil’”’ and recognizes the value of existence only in its own
freedom and strength! . . . I had to smile to myself. So that was how
the ““wise man in the cave” had worked his way up to the light of
day, abandoning the “‘pessimist” Plato and going over to the camp
of those who joyously affirm, the “many’” whom just this Plato had
attacked so bitterly. Of course, all said in Nietzschean terms and
transfigured to a high, indeed the highest, ethical level. Yet I had
read the basic idea of this in Gorgias and in the Republic. The mag-
nificent apostrophes of Casticles, of Thrasymachus! That “justice
[is] merely what the strong man finds advantageous!”” That “‘those
who pass laws and recognize them are the great herd and the weak”’!
That the “freedom and right of the more noble” begin only
“beyond them”’!! And as the Greek *‘superman’ necessarily seemed
to be merely the prototype of the Nietzschean one, a different image
arose before my soul: the memory of how Burckhardt had once spo-
ken to us (presumably also to Nietzsche) of the deigos, the Hellen-
istic *“‘all-man”’! This most resplendent characterization which found
its counterpart only in the description of the “demonic man,” the
“terrible one,” of the Renaissance! Was Nietzsche too thinking of
this when, guided by Plato the writer, not Plato the philosopher, he
found his way to a new worldview? For though he later despised
Plato, he always remained a Hellene in his whole formation and
temperament. Even his Zarathustra cloak, strange as it fits in places,
falls in Greek folds. I at least have felt that what is most delightful
in Nietzsche’s wealth of imagery and in his language is always the
reflection of great Hellenistic impressions. (51)
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40 Ida Overbeck 1878-1879

In the year 1878-79 Nietzsche had stated that he had no real phil-
osophical thought on his own, but that reflecting on the events of
the intellectual revolution he had come to the conclusion that with
firm will and stubborn industriousness one could—and it was
actually always being done—achieve what one undertook as long as
a contrast to what was currently valid was maintained. All new teach-
ings contained a reversal of one or more old ones. I remember this
conversation very precisely; it was neither a joke nor some kind of
provocation. This was his own idea of method. He wanted to know
what I pictured as the basis for my attitude toward others. I said:
“Benevolence!” I felt pity to be too arrogant a feeling, which no one
was glad to receive, and it seemed ridiculous to me for one person
to look down on another with a feeling of pity. He sighed and
seemed satisfied. Actually he had already construed pity (co-suffer-
ing) as his method, even with the addition of pride which I found to
be so absolutely necessary an ingredient. Nietzsche had been mull-
ing this over for years until he screamed out: “Only no pity, I know
that. That is decadence.”

Nietzsche’s introduction to morality contains personal thoughts
that give occasion to call him inconsistent and arbitrary, unless we
remain at every moment aware of his foundation of morality. The
morality of benevolence, for which Nietzsche decided, and the
morality of pity do not diverge in their result, but the feeling, the
attitude of the one who practices or receives them is different. The
individual as such remains more secure, even when he surrenders
himself materially. We find it hard to see altruistic morality some-
how branded with the word ‘“‘slave morality,”” all the more so since
Nietzsche’s way of expressing himself bears the stamp of kinship
with a long altruistic past. Nor can, in Nietzsche’s freest view, moral-
ity be any different, whether it stems from God or is purely human.
So we must not forget that Nietzsche’s nature led him to base and
develop genuine humaneness by way of the struggle against the con-
ceptual formation of what he calls world-historical prejudices.
Altruistic morality then finds its opposite in the third book of Zar-
athustra, where the supreme self insists jealously on its rights. With
this very serious view of morality he combined, according to his own
statement, the concept of ordinary virtue and hypocrisy which he
had seen at very close hand from impressions of his youth. He once
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said that he really had it in for morality but had to force himself to
always turn back to its underlying relations until he could no longer
stand it and made the leap to the aesthetic. This leap gave him great
relief, the feeling of having finished with morality, of having re-val-
ued it. He then felt all forces and expressions of the human will to
be of equal value in the great economy of nature as phenomena that
generated life and reality and thus confirmed for him his basic phil-
osophical concept of power, the thought toward which everything
in Nietzsche strives. He felt this very intensely, exuberantly, and
then always became an artist; as such and as the founder of his view
and goals, he, the moralist, called himself the immoralist. There are
passages in Zarathustra that seem to me to have such high artistic
value that I feel as if they stood at the summit of all literature. These
are, however, ironic passages.

Two years later Nietzsche said he was tired of psychology. Ear-
lier already he had always sought an interaction between his way of
thinking and his physical health. The problem between body and
thought occupied him so much in regard to Pascal. As early as
1878-79 he spoke of the fact that Pascal’s dependence on Chris-
tianity could well have destroyed him. This view of his found its
highest expression in the fifth aphorism of the Antichrist and it no
longer has any trace of its former stamp. Nietzsche’s thought started
with the question whether Pascal’s return to Christianity after hav-
ing for a time been thinking only scientifically had been the cause
or the effect of his undermined health. He saw a parallel with him-
self and he hoped to regain his health by his way of thinking. This
opinion, that he had helped himself through his philosophy which
represented nature making a breakthrough within him, underlies
many of his statements. Nietzsche feels dominated by his body: great
and small reason, self and ego, body and spirit. He was thinking of
the psychological scientificness so variously sought and striven for
by doctors, for which indeed Rée had studied medicine, and
Nietzsche wanted to go with him to a major university. He used to
complain then that he was so ignorant of science and had wasted his
time with the futile business of philology. Nietzsche often fell into
anxiety and one-sided thinking; he often could not rejoice in an
acquired treasure although he made use of it. He then always
believed that truth and the goal to be sought lay in another, partic-
ular direction, toward which he felt stimulated anew. But the phan-
tasmagoria of the new perspective vanished just as quickly as the old
one; he was really not made for calm meditation and objective
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results. It is absolutely certain that a subjective, physical and spiri-
tual feeling of life gave form to the content of what is called his art
of moralizing. There was nothing comfortable in Nietzsche; there
were unbearable tensions, which he felt a longing to express and for
which he sought analogies in the Greek and Christian worlds. No
wonder he found them much more in the Christian world. But he
had studied the Greek world and lived in it. Yet he could not bear
this world, though he had recognized its greatness and preferred its
unconditional certainty to Christian haltheartedness and dullness.
He often stated how very much the Christian way of thinking and
feeling had really suited him, so much so that on hearing Parsifal he
could believe he had made this kind of music in his youth. Nietzsche
was later much more at home in the Old and New Testaments than
with the Greeks, whom in the end he no longer understood at all,
but always only in their relation to Christianity and their effect on
his psychosomatic being—a very derivative approach which spoils
the taste for what is genuinely Greek.

Nietzsche’s love for Greece met its nemesis in its philosophers.
He remained faithful to the mystical, artistically creative principle
he discovered in them; and for its sake he annihilated the entire
later world, to which he stood close. The struggle between aesthetic-
artistic contemplation and moral consciousness had flared up in
him, and this struggle, which for Nietzsche’s way of thinking and his
way of life meant defeats and happiest victories, is the key to under-
standing him. Nietzsche was a poet, a musician, a philosopher, an
educator, a philanthropist, though by no means a socialist. Just
think of the multiple claims of one’s own nature on oneself. As an
educator and philanthropist he was once delighted to find me read-
ing Pestalozzi; and as a philosopher, since I told him that this entire
human striving now simply had to be based on other intellectual
achievements. Nietzsche was predominantly an intellectual eclectic
with artistic creativity and linguistic talent.

I always believed that Nietzsche, despite all opposition to Chris-
tianity, was not an enemy of religion, however aloof from it he
stood, and that he was himself even capable of producing religious
effects. The superman as a substitute for God and the doctrine of
return as substitute for immortality, however, seemed not to be very
tenable idealistic fantasies. Self-elevation and the recurrence of the
same seemed to run counter to the laws of cause and effect. Nor
does Nietzsche ever demand belief; but he has such an ardent striv-
ing for a worldview. One would really like to relive his dear life, in
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order to be able to live it differently and to combine a higher con-
sciousness with it. And the two ideas simply fit together so badly;
there are not two complementary lines of thinking in Nietzsche but
two alternative ones. As my husband says, Nietzsche never ceased
reflecting on the meaning and purpose of life; thanks to his artistic
talent, which by its splendor and color makes a deep impression on
the senses, he may very well have replaced the sensory side of reli-
gion for some and communicated to them a very variegated and
shifting storehouse of ideas of the world. Attractive as his person-
ality was and is, I was often depressed by the thought that his knowl-
edge was not certain and that it was therefore not advisable to want
to study Nietzsche for long.

Nietzsche’s need for sentimentality is certain. Unfortunately it
stood in his way only too often and forced him to endure painful
semi-fulfillments. It had been heightened and strengthened by
antiquity’s view of friendship. But friendship could not become
really significant for him as a Lebenskiinstler. The desire for friend-
ship was not strong enough in him; he set greater store in the emo-
tional state. He reproached Rohde for not going along with him at
least personally; and later he reproached Overbeck for not going
along objectively. Was there, in the latter case at least, an obligation
to do so, or even just hope of an agreeable outcome among men
with free intellects? Nietzsche did not see at all how he hurt others
who did not have the traditional prejudices, or at least he rarely saw
it. Prejudices were so important to him that he even respected and
valued them in order to find a significant strategy against them.
Some of his most magnificent passages arose in this way. A free per-
son asks himself: is it worth the trouble? Nietzsche felt a wonderful
power of satire in himself. But on the other hand he had an unusual
need for kindness and forbearance toward others. When he was vis-
iting us one summer in the early eighties, he told us, deeply per-
turbed, that he would yet end up in prison, to which I answered very
cheerfully: “Ah, Professor, then we will most certainly visit you.”” He
immediately became calm and cheerful. Nietzsche always lacked
self-certainty; such was the honesty of his character and intellect. In
his kindness and consideration, which practically overwhelmed him,
he often became confused and cast into internal dependence rather
than freedom, into despair and indignation that his noble striving—
of course its weakness—was frustrated and exploited. And when
this struggle had raged its course, he was ready to start all over again
in the same way. Nietzsche, the condemner of pity, was continually
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experimenting with it. He bred it even more into himself, in order
to vivisect it, to discover it like Christianity, and then to disrecom-
mend it to mankind. Yet exemplariness was lost in the process.
Nietzsche then all too often knows only how it should not be done;
he is *““full of his own falsehood and that of others.” “My goals, my
goals,” he could then exclaim in despair. The result was disgust.
Nietzsche had not overcome objective disgust for the world. “The
world, as it is, in great and small aspects,”” he exclaims in the chapter
“The Recuperating Patient” of Zarathustra, Book 111, “‘is disgust-
ing.” And to anesthetize this disgust, he resorts, as he always did
when something plagued him, to mystical artistic ecstasy, and his
liberation is only apparent, just as the worlds of good and evil were
for him only apparent.

Nietzsche was a severely sick man who constantly deluded him-
self about his dangerous condition in order to endure it. He could
not easily harmonize himself; for all his work suffered the most
abrupt interruptions. Any educational activity, for which he some-
times felt great longing, was therefore out of the question. He really
suffered in the head. Sick or ailing persons whose head is free can
still trust their own strength. But every few weeks Nietzsche’s
exhaustion was so complete that all activity was impossible. This suf-
fering must be taken into account. It imposed the shortest leash on
him, whereas he desired the longest. How often be believed he had
to relearn, since he knew nothing, and to cleanse himself after hav-
ing wriggled free of unclean hands. Finally, he lived in fantasy only
with greatness. His works and letters are fascinating for the strong
personal element more than for the actual elaboration of his
thoughts, as many thoughts as Nietzsche did have. Among his great
uncertainties was the one that he always wanted to hear his echo but
at the same time was horrified of it.

What, then, was really Nietzsche’s cause? He wanted to compre-
hend morality historically and to reshape the conscience philosoph-
ically based on the free individual who delivers his abilities and his
passions to the strength of his will. He countered the triple series of
concepts, history, theology, Christianity, with a trio of his own: life,
philosophy, free individuality. Just think of the abundant perspec-
tives which result and which we all owe to Nietzsche. Nietzsche
hated all conceptual systematization; he wanted to eavesdrop on
life’s own secrets and outshine everything that such a rich past had
inflicted on man of joy and pain. A gigantic plan was, indeed, pres-
ent. Nietzsche’s soul was a broadly expanding wishful soul which
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sought to embrace everything with the ardor of love and contempt
and to release it transformed. Not by external contemplation and
critique, but shaping it from the core of life! His struggle against
Christianity, prior philosophy, and morality has a world-historical
character, and this character turns against sin, original sin, the per-
dition of the human guts; against reason, which wants to master and
restrict life; against displeasure, suffering, boredom, hardship as the
condition underlying genuine morality—all these things being
forms of the denial of life. A bad chapter of Schopenhauer affected
Nietzsche especially strongly, the idea that man is not constituted to
share joy, and can be interested in another person’s misfortune or
well-being only temporarily by the detour of former participation in
misfortune; that well-being, on the contrary, is suited to arouse
envy; wherefore he concluded also from other premises, that hard-
ship is the positive condition of the human race, and that only pity
can be the real wellspring of morality. Nietzsche’s disgust rebelled
against this; he was indignant. He banned from morality happiness
as the result of narrow-minded virtue and praised a proud hardness
in this area; he opposed reason, though there is conclusive evidence
of its presence and consultation in his own life; but in him it was
attacked by the sharpest, most fanatical and truly demonic under-
standing, which forced itself and reason into self-laceration. In the
dialectics of the emotions what he ranked as the highest and ulti-
mate basic creative drive was pleasure, the foundress of well-being
and shared joy, the Dionysian drive, which is at the same time the
bearer of pain and suffering. As the opponent of metaphysics he
gained perspectives over the whole world. Twilight of the Idols and
Antichrist, these two existing transvaluations, rise to a true hymn of
cutting satire on all denial of life, based on the Dionysian life-feel-
ing, the acceptance and approval of life and reality. We must expect
the Dionysian dithyramb to resound once again fully and finally in
Ecce Homo. (43, 241-247)




MIGRANT YEARS
(1879-1889)

41 Ida Overbeck 18801883

Later (in 1880-83) Nietzsche lived with us several more times.
Unfortunately I was seldom able to display my talents as a housewife
to him. He preferred to eat by himself, though he visited us for
hours; the only thing he accepted was a lightly brewed tea and a few
English cakes. He then sat on the sofa in my husband’s study or on
a certain armchair in the living room, with his back to the white
stove, looking at my husband, who sat opposite him, or at the dark
curtain. He spoke softly, with few gestures; and so did we, avoiding
all noise inside or outside the doors. Later, when he lived with us,
he often was sick. Strong broths had to be prepared, and he had to
stay in bed. But when he was well, we sat cheerfully together at table,
and a good meal could be served. I also took part in short hikes, out
to the Neubad or to Heinrich’s garden on Binninger Street, where
Nietzsche was housed most modestly and was a good neighbor to
the simple people of the house. But he suffered so much in the two
little rooms that we feared greatly for him. As trusting as Nietzsche
was, he always locked his little preserve cupboard; he hated the
thought that children’s dirty hands, which were occasionally pres-
ent, or those of adults, might touch these things. When he praised
and drank our tea, he often mentioned the beautiful fresh eggs he
got from Heinrich’s garden. Nietzsche could praise something with
heartwarming gratitude. A few years ago when the railway spur was
moved from St. Ludwig to Basel, this house was demolished and the
two mighty poplars in front of it were chopped down. Before its
demolition, my husband and I walked past it one more time with sad
memories.

In his letters to my husband Nietzsche said little about his world
of thought; that had been done orally. They had had many conver-
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sations; all his moralizing was voiced on Euler Street, where we
lived; his desire to reshape good and evil, based on a new evaluation
of life, judgments on Christianity and on various authors—though
my part in those conversations was very modest, I know a great deal
of what was said. No sooner had Nietzsche entered the room than
he launched off and reflected pleasurably on statement and coun-
terstatement. He practically never spoke of the fine arts in the nar-
rower sense—architecture, painting, sculpture—they hardly
existed for him: music and language were his world; not languages,
but his language, which he did not even always wish to be German.
I can say that Nietzsche, in oral communication, gave more allusions
than detailed elaborations of his thoughts, that he listened atten-
tively and absorbed what he heard. He knew how to listen recep-
tively, but he never revealed his own mind completely or clearly. He
felt a need to remain amid the unknown; it was no real distrust of
other persons, but rather distrust of himself and the reception he
would find. He was very sensitive in this; afterwards something
could irritate him to the point of anger. The passage in Zarathustra
is so true: “If you have offended the hermit, then kill him!”
Nietzsche was so easy to crush. He was preoccupied at the time with
the problem of a new morality. My husband read essays of Sainte-
Beuve aloud, translating extemporaneously; then Nietzsche started
speaking of his French authors. La Bruyére, whom he did not like
because he was a man of subordinate social position and consequent
dejection. La Rochefoucauld, whom he loved for his strict princi-
ples and as a man of passion and elegance who lived a full and rich
life. He disliked Vauvenargues. What he heard about his early sick-
ness and death moved him, but his good-natured stoicism was
repugnant to him. In Fontenelle he felt the charm of pure, cool
intellect, at home in every latitude and at every elevation, combined
with the man-of-the-world’s security in social relations. He loved the
Age of Louis XIV, and hated the Revolution. He resented the fact
that Chamfort had associated with the men of the Revolution, and
did not want his own name to be mentioned together with Cham-
fort’s. Nietzsche at the time counted himself among those aristo-
cratic moralists, and suffered very much, already in those years
when he was visiting us, because he was so little known and read.
After every publication he hoped to receive enthusiastic approba-
tion, to be greeted by the public as a new star in the heavens, and
to find followers and disciples.



Migrant Years 113

He really was not lacking in enthusiastic recognition but his
ambition aimed for a much more general and greater influence. The
nature of his ambition could become quite clear only after his own
goals had been clarified in his own mind. He was often very tor-
mented, and I was a witness to these torments of his, about which
he complained to us. We tried to console him in every way, pointing
to the future, and it did him at least some good to see that we sym-
pathized in his sufferings. Once I succeeded especially well at this,
and I will never forget the grateful emotion which therefore came
over him. I read aloud, as applying to him, a passage from Truth and
Poetry, in which Goethe, on the subject of Werther, speaks of author
and public as follows: “Thus oppressed, he became all too conscious
that authors and public are separated by a tremendous gap, of
which happily neither has any idea. So he had realized long ago how
futile all prefaces are: for the more one tries to make one’s intention
clear, the more confusion one causes. Furthermore, an author may
write whatever preface he will, the public will always continue to
make on him demands which he has already tried to reject. I likewise
at an early age got to know a related trait of readers, which strikes
me as very strange, especially in those who publish their judgment.
For they live under the illusion that when one achieves something
one becomes their creditor and always falls short of what they
actually wanted and wished, although shortly before seeing our
work they had absolutely no idea that such a thing existed or could
even be possible.”

He never once came without telling us what he was then doing—
and he came several times a week. I remember especially Byron’s
diaries, which he brought to us; he told of Shelley, his poetic nature,
the freethinking of these poets and the pious hypocrisy that perse-
cuted them. He told of the English philosophers, Hobbes, Berkeley,
Hume. Once when my husband was out he conversed with me for a
while and named especially two odd fellows he was then studying
and in whose works he detected a relationship with himself. He was
very elated and happy as always whenever he became conscious of
inner relations. Some time afterwards he saw a volume of Klinger
in our apartment. My husband had not found Stirner in the library.
“Ach,” he said, ‘I was very disappointed in Klinger. He was a phi-
listine, I feel no affinity with him; but Stirner, yes, with him!”” And
a solemn expression passed over his face. While I was watching his
features intently, his expression changed again, and he made some-
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thing like a gesture of dismissal or defense: “Now I've told you, and
I did not want to mention it at all. Forget it. They will be talking
about plagiarism, but you will not do that, I know.”” Nietzsche had
before the fall of 1874 characterized Stirner’s work to his student
Baumgartner as the boldest and most consistent since Hobbes. It
thoroughly accords with Nietzsche’s nature that he could have stud-
ied Stirner sympathetically at so early a time. His nature may have
rebelled against Schopenhauer already while he was writing the
Untimely Meditations, just as he had already rejected Wagner when
he published “Richard Wagner in Bayreuth.” Nietzsche never sub-
scribed to the content of Schopenhauer’s teaching, although he was
very involved with a few of his theses. What impressed him about
the men he revered was always their strong personality, which he
hoped to counterbalance with something similar from his innermost
being. But this inner core was leading him on quite other paths.
That Nietzsche and Stirner seem to us so diametrically different,
and actually are, is obvious! But we are not thereby doing justice to
Nietzsche and are not giving him the attention and respect he wishes
and may demand. Nietzsche paid innermost attention to Stirner. He
neither proceeded from him nor stayed with him; yet he did not
underestimate him, but considered him an unprejudiced thinker,
which he could so very well be, and felt affinity with him. It was the
simplest sense of reality that moved my husband to note that
Nietzsche had known Stirner. Stirner represents a very specific ele-
ment in Nietzsche, though a small one if you wish, but for Nietzsche
great and significant because of the scantiness of this element which
he happened to be pursuing.

Nietzsche at that time also quoted ideas of Ludwig Feuerbach’s.
He criticized Wagner for having turned from Feuerbach to Scho-
penhauer. Not as if he himself had undergone the opposite process;
for Feuerbach had influenced him long ago, perhaps even before
Schopenhauer. If “The Concept of God as Man’s Generic Nature”
and other essays written by Feuerbach are read in Nietzsche’s spirit,
one will understand what their way of thinking contributed to his
superman. This Nietzschean central idea drew its nourishment here,
more than from all natural-scientific argumentation; returning the
superhuman out of the concept of God back to man, to the generic
concept, the individual, and hence achieving the simple positing of
the superman, attaching his own thoughts to him, free of any merely
receptive borrowing. He told me that on reading an author he was
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always struck only by short se