EXORDIUM!

Once upon a time there was a man who as a child had heard
that beautiful story of how God tempted [fristede]2 Abraham
and of how Abraham withstood the temptation [Fristelsen],
kept the faith, and, contrary to expectation, got a son a sec-
ond time.3 When he grew older, he read the same story with
even greater admiration, for life had fractured what had been
united in the pious simplicity of the child. The older he be-
came, the more often his thoughts turned to that story; his
enthusiasm for it became greater and greater, and yet he could
understand the story less and less. Finally, he forgot every-
thing clse because of it; his soul had but one wish, to see
Abraham, but one longing, to have witnessed that event. His
craving was not to see the beautiful regions of the East, not
the earthly glory of the promised land, not that God-fearing
couple whose old age God had blessed, not the venerable
figure of the aged patriarch, not the vigorous adolescence
‘God bestowed upon Isaac—the same thing could just as well
have occurred on a barren heath. *His craving was to go
along on the three-day journey when Abraham rode with
sorrow before him and Isaac beside him. His wish was to be
present in that hour when Abraham raised his eyes and saw
Mount Moriah in the distance, the hour when he left the
asses behind and went up the mountain alone with Isaac—
for what occupied him was not the beautiful tapestry of
imagination but the shudder of the idea.

That man was not a thinker.5 He did not feel any need to
go beyond faith; he thought that it must be supremely glo-
rious to be remembered as its father, an enviable destiny to
possess it, even if no one knew it.

That man was not an exegetical scholar. He did not know
Hebrew; if he had known Hebrew, he perhaps would easily
have understood the story and Abraham.
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“And God tempted [fristede]” Abraham and said to him, take Isaac,
your only son, whom you love, and go to the land of Moriah and
offer him there as a burnt offering on a mountain that I shall show
you.”8

It was early in the morning when Abraham arose, had the
asses saddled, and left his tent, taking Isaac with him, but
Sarah watched them from the window as they went down
the valley—until she could see them no longer.® They rode
in silence for three days. On the morning of the fourth day,
Abraham said not a word but raised his eyes and saw Mount
Moriah in the distance. He left the young servants behind
and, taking Isaac’s hand, went up the mountain alone. But
Abraham said to himself, *“I will not hide from Isaac where
this walk is taking him.” He stood still, he laid his hand on
Isaac’s head in blessing, and Isaac kneeled to receive it. And
Abraham's face epitomized fatherliness;! his gaze was gentle,
his words admonishing. But Isaac could not understand him,
his soul could not be uplifted; he clasped Abraham’s knees,
he pleaded at his feet, he begged for his young life, for his
beautiful hopes; he called to mind the joy in Abraham’s house,
he called to mind the sorrow and the solitude. Then Abra-
ham lifted the boy up and walked on, holding his hand, and
his words were full of comfort and admonition. But Isaac
could not understand him. Abraham climbed Mount Mo-
riah, but Isaac did not understand him. Then Abraham turned
away from him for a moment, but: when Isaac saw Abra-
ham’s face again, it had changed: his gaze was wild, his whole
being was sheer terror. He seized Isaac by-the chest, threw
him to the ground, and said, “Stupid boy, do you think I
am your father?!! [ am an idolater, Do you think it is God'’s
command? No, it is my desire.”” Then Isaac trembled and
cried out in his anguish: “God in heaven, have mercy on me,
God of Abraham, have mercy on me; if I have no father on
earth, then you be my father!” But Abraham said softly to
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himsclf, “Lord God in heaven, I thank you; it is better that
he believes me a monster than that he should lose faith in

you.

When the child is to be weaned, the mother blackens her’
breast. It would be hard to have the breast look inviting when
the child must not have it. So the child believes that the
breast has changed, but the mother—she is still the same, her

gaze is.. tender and loving as ever. How fortunate the one
who did not need more terrible means to wean the child!
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It was early in the morning when Abraham arose: he em-
braced Sarah, the bride of his old age, and Sarah kissed Isaac,
who took away her disgrace, Isaac her pride, her hope for
all the generations to come.'? They rode along the road in
silence, and Abraham stared continuously and fixedly at the
ground until the fourth day, when he looked up and saw
Mount Moriah far away, but once again he turned his eyes
toward the ground. Silently he arranged the firewood and
bound Isaac; silently he drew the knife—then he saw the ram
that God had selected. This he sacrificed and went home, —
— —From that day henceforth, Abraham was old; he could
not forget that God had ordered him to do this. Isaac flour-
ished as before, but Abraham’s eyes were darkened, and he
saw joy no more.

B3When the child has grown big and is to be weaned, the
mother virginally conceals her breast, and then the child no
longer has a mother. How fortunate the child who has not
lost his mother in some other way!

Exordium 13
1I1.

It was early in the morning when Abraham arose: he kissed
Sarah, the young mother, and Sarah kissed Isaac, her delight,
her joy forever. And Abraham rode thoughtfully down the
road; he thought of Hagar and the son, whom he drove out
into the desert.!* He climbed Mount Moriah, he drew the
knife,

It was a quiet evening when Abraham rode out alone, and
he rode to Mount Moriah; he threw himself down on his
face, he prayed God to forgive him his sin, that he had been
willing to sacrifice Isaac, that the father had forgotten his
duty to his son. He often rode his lonesome road, but he
found no peace. He could not comprehend that it was a sin
that he had been willing to sacrifice to God the best that he
had, the possession for which he himself would have gladly
died many times; and if it was a sin, if he had not loved Isaac
in this manner, he could not understand that it could be for-
given, for what more terrible sin was there?

5When the child is to be weaned, the mother, too, is not
without sorrow, because she and the child are more and more
to be separated, because the child who first lay under her
heart and later rested upon her breast will never again be so
close. So they grieve together the brief sorrow. How fortu-
nate the one who kept the child so close and did not need to
grieve any more!
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It was early in the morning, and everything in Abraham's
house was ready for the journey. He took leave of Sarah,
and Eliezer,'¢ the faithful servant, accompanied him along
the road until he turned back again. They rode along in har-
mony, Abraham and Isaac, until they came to Mount Mo-
riah. Abraham made everything ready for the sacrifice, calmly
and gently, but when he turned away and drew the knife,
Isadc saw that Abraham’s left hand was clenched in despair,
that a shudder went through his whole body—but Abraham
drew the knife.

Then they returned home again, and Sarah hurried to meet
them, but Isaac had lost the faith. Not 2 word is ever said of
this in the world, and Isaac never talked to anyone¢ about
what he had seen, and Abraham did not suspect that anyone
had seen it.

"When the child is to be weaned, the mother has stronger
sustenance at hand so that the child does not perish. How
fortunate the one who has this stronger sustenance at hand.

¥Thus and in many similar ways did the man of whom
we speak ponder this event. Every time he returned from a
pilgrimage to Mount Moriah, he sank down wearily, folded
his hands, and said, “No one was as great as Abraham. Who
is able to understand him?"""?

EULOGY ON ABRAHAM!

If 2 human being did not have an eternal consciousness,? if
underlying everything there were only a wild, fermenting
power that writhing in dark passions produced everything,
be it significant or insignificant, if a vast, never appeased
emptiness hid beneath everything, what would life be then
but despair? If such were the situation, if there were no sa-
cred bond that knit humankind together, if one generation
emerged after another like forest foliage,? if one generation
succeeded another like the singing of birds in the forest, if a
generation passed through the world as a ship through the
sea, as wind through the desert, an unthinking and unpro-
ductive performance, if an eternal oblivion, perpetually hun-
gry. lurked for its prey and there were no power strong
enough to wrench that away from it—how empty and de-
void of consolation life would be! But precisely for that rea-
son it is not so, and just as God created man and woman, so
he created the hero and the poet or orator. The poct or orator
can do nothing that the hero does; he can only admire, love,
and delight in him. Yet he, too, is happy—no less than that
one is, for the hero is, so to speak, his better nature, with
which he is enamored—yet happy that the other is not him-
self, that his love can be admiration. He is recollection’s ge-
nius. He can do nothing but bring to mind what has been
done, can do nothing but admire what has been done; he
takes nothing of his own but is zealous for what has been
entrusted. He follows his heart’s desire, but when he has
found the object of his search, he roams about to every man’s
door with his song and speech so that all may admire the
hero as he does, may be proud of the hero as he is. This is
his occupation, his humble task; this is his faithful service in
the house of the hero. If he remains true to his love in this
way, if he contends night and day against the craftiness of
oblivion, which wants to trick him out of his hero, then he
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has fulfilled his task, then he is gathered together with the
hero, who has loved him just as faithfully, for the poet is, so
to speak, the hero’s better nature, powerless, to be sure, just
as a memory is, but also transfigured just as a memory is.
Therefore, no one who was great will be forgotten, and even
though it takes time, even though a cloud* of misunderstand-
ing takes away the hero, his lover will nevertheless come,
and the longer the passage of time, the more faithfully he
adheres to him.

No! No one who was great in the world will be forgotten,
but everyone was great in his own way, and everyone in
proportion to the greatness of that which he loved. He who
loved himself became great by virtue of himself, and he who
loved other men became great by his devotedness, but he
who loved God became the greatest of all. Everyone shall be
remembered, but everyone became great in proportion to his
expectancy. One became great by expecting the possible, an-
other by expecting the eternal; but he who expected the im-
possible became the greatest of all. Everyone shall be re-
membered, but everyone was great wholly in proportion to
the magnitude of that with which he struggled. For he who
struggled with the world became great by conquering the
world, and he who struggled with himself became great by
conquering himself, but he who struggled with God became
the greatest of all. Thus did they struggle in the world, man
against man, one against thousands, but he who struggled
with God was the greatest of all. Thus did they struggle on
earth: there was one who conquered everything by his power,
and there was one who conquered God by his powerlessness.
There was one who relied upon himself and gained every-
thing; there was one who in the security of his own strength
sacrificed everything; but the one who believed God was the
greatest of all. There was one who was great by virtue of his
power, and one who was great by virtue of his wisdom, and
one who was great by virtue of his hope, and one who was
great by virtue of his love, but Abraham was the greatest of
all, great by that power whose strength is powerlessness,
great by that wisdom whose secret is foolishness, great by

Eulogy on Abraham

that hope whose form is madness, great by the love that is
hatred to oneself.

By faith Abraham emigrated from the land of his fathers
and became an alien in the promised land.* He left one thing
behind, took one thing along: he left behind his worldly un-
derstanding, and he took along his faith, Otherwise he cer-
tainly would not have emigrated but surely would have con-
sidered it unreasonable [urimeligf]. By faith he was an alien
in the promised land, and there was nothing that reminded
him of what he cherished, but everything by its newness
tempted his soul to sorrowful longing. And yet he was God's
chosen one in whom the Lord was well pleased! As a matter
of fact, if he had been an exile, banished from God’s grace,
he could have better understood it—but now it was as if he
and his faith were being mocked. There was also in the world
one who lived in exile from the native land he loved.® He is
not forgotten, nor are his dirges of lamentation when he sor-
rowfully sought and found what was lost. There is no dirge
by Abraham. It is human to lament, human to weep with
one who weeps, but it is greater to have faith, more blessed
to contemplate the man of faith.

By faith Abraham received the promise that in his seed all
the generations of the earth would be blessed.” Time passed,
the possibility was there, Abraham had faith; time passed, it
became unreasonable, Abraham had faith. There was one in
the world who also had an expectancy.® Time passed, eve-
ning drew near; he was not so contemptible as to forget his
expectancy, and therefore he will not be forgotten, either.
Then he sorrowed, and his sorrow did not disappoint him
as life had done, it did everything it could for him; in the
sweetness of his sorrow he possessed his disappointed ex-
pectancy. It is human to sorrow, human to sorrow with the
sorrowing, but it is greater to have faith, more blessed to
contemplate the man of faith. We have no dirge of sorrow
by Abraham. As time passed, he did not gloomily count the
days; he did not look suspiciously at Sarah, wondering if she
was not getting old; he did not stop the course of the sun so
she would not become old and along with her his expect-
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18 Fear and Trembling

ancy; he did not soothingly sing his mournful lay for Sarah.
Abraham became old, Sarah the object of mockery in the
land, and yet he was God’s chosen one and heir to the prom-
ise that in his seed all the generations of the earth would be
blessed. Would it not have been better, after all, if he were
not God’s chosen? What does it mean to be God’s chosen? Is
it to be denied in youth one’s youthful desire in order to have
it fulfilled with great difficulty in one’s old age? But Abra-
ham believed and held to the promise. If Abraham had wa-
vered, he would have given it up. He would have said to
God, “So maybe it is not your will that this should be; then
I will give up my wish. It was my one and only wish, it was
my blessedness. My soul is open and sincere; I am hiding no
secret resentment because you denied me this.” He would
not have been forgotten, he would have saved many by his
example, but he still would not have become the father of
faith, for it is great to give up one’s desire, but it is greater
to hold fast to it after having given it up; it is great to lay
hold of the eternal, but it is greater to hold fast to the tem-
poral after having given it up.

Then came the fullness of time. If Abraham had not had
faith, then Sarah would surely have died of sorrow, and
Abraham, dulled by grief, would not have understood the
fulfillment but would have smiled at it as at a youthful dream.
But Abraham had faith, and therefore he was young, for he
who always hopes for the best grows old and is deceived by
life, and he who is always prepared for the worst grows old
prematurely, but he who has faith—he preserves an eternal
youth. So let us praise and honor that story! For Sarah, al-
though well advanced in years, was young enough to desire
the pleasure of motherhood, and Abraham with his gray hairs
was young enough to wish to be a father...Outwardly, the
wonder of it is that it happened according to their expect-
ancy; in the more profound sense, the wonder of faith is that
Abraham and Sarah were young enough to desire and that
faith had preserved their desire and thereby their youth. He
accepted the fulfillment of the promise, he accepted it in faith,
and it happened according to the promise and according to
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his faith. Moses struck the rock with his staff, but he did not
have faith.?

So there was joy in Abraham’s house when Sarah stood as
bride on their golden wedding day.

But it was not to remain that way; once again Abraham
was to be tried [forsages].!"® He had fought with that crafty
power that devises all things, with that vigilant enemy who
never dozes, with that old man who outlives everything—he
had fought with time and kept his faith. Now all the fright-
fulness of the struggle was concentrated in one moment. “And
God tempted [fristede]'! Abraham and said to him, take Isaac,
your only son, whom you love, and go to the land of Mo-
riah and offer him as a burnt offering on a mountain that I
shall show you.”

So everything was lost, even more appallingly than if it
had never happened! So the Lord was only mocking Abra-
ham! He wondrously made the preposterous come true; now
he wanted to see it annihilated. This was indeed a piece of
folly, but Abraham did not laugh at it as Sarah did when the
promise was announced.!? All was lost! Seventy years!> of
trusting expectancy, the brief joy over the fulfilment of faith.
Who is this who seizes the staff from the old man, who is
this who demands that he himself shall break it! Who is this
who makes a man’s gray hairs disconsolate, who is this who
demands that he himself shall do it! Is there no sympathy for
this venerable old man, none for the innocent child? And yet
Abraham was God’s chosen one, and it was the Lord who
imposed the ordeal [Pravelse].’* Now everything would be
lost! All the glorious remembrance of his posterity, the promise
in Abraham’s seed—it was nothing but a whim, a fleeting
thought that the Lord had had and that Abraham was now
supposed to obliterate. That glorious treasure,?® which was
just as old as the faith in Abraham’s heart and many, many
years older than Isaac, the fruit of Abraham’s life, sanctified
by prayer, matured in battle, the blessing on Abraham’s lips—
this fruit was now to be torn off prematurely and rendered
meaningless, for what meaning would it have if [saac should
be sacrificed! That sad but nevertheless blessed hour when

m
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20 Fear and Trembling

Abraham was to take leave of everything he held dear, when
he once more would raise his venerable head, when his face
would shine as the Lord’s, when he would concentrate all his
soul upon a blessing that would be so powerful it would
bless Isaac all his days—this hour was not to come! For
Abraham would indeed take leave of Isaac, but in such a way
that he himself would remain behind; death would separate
them, but in such a way that Isaac would become its booty.
The old man would not, rejoicing in death, lay his hand in
blessing on Isaac, but, weary of life, he would lay a violent
hand upon Isaac. And it was God who tested him! Woe to
the messenger who brought such news to Abraham! Who
would have dared to be the emissary of this sorrow? But it
was God who tested [prevede]'¢ Abraham.

Yet Abraham had faith, and had faith for this life. In fact,
if his faith had been only for a life to come, he certainly
would have more readily discarded everything in order to
rush out of a2 world to which he did not belong. But Abra-
ham's faith was not of this sort, if there is such a faith at all,
for actually it is not faith but the most remote possibility of
faith that faintly sees its object on the most distant horizon
but is separated from it by a chasmal abyss in which doubt
plays its tricks. But Abraham had faith specifically for this
life—faith that he would grow old in this country, be hon-
ored among the people, blessed by posterity, and unforget-
table in Isaac, the most precious thing in his life, whom he
embraced with a love that is inadequately described by say-
ing he faithfully fulfilled the father’s duty to love the son,
which is indeed stated in the command:!? the son, whom you
love. Jacob had twelve sons, one of whom he loved;'® Abra-
ham had but one, whom he loved. ]

But Abraham had faith and did not doqbﬁ; he believed the
preposterous. If Abraham had doubted, then he would have
done something else, something great and glorious, for how
could Abraham do anything else but what is great and glo-
rious! He would have gone to Mount Moriah, he would have
split the firewood, lit the fire, drawn the knife. He would
have cried out to God, *“Reject not this sacrifice; it is not the
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best that 1 have, that [ know very well, for what is an old
man compared with the child of promise, but it is the best I
can give you. Let Isaac never find this out so that he may
take comfort in his youth.” He would have thrust the knife
into his own breast.”” He would have been admired in the
world, and his name would never be forgotten; but it is one
thing to be admired and another to become a guiding star
that saves the anguished.

But Abraham had faith. He did not pray for himself, trying
to influence the Lord; it was only when righteous punish-
ment fell upon Sodom and Gomorrah that Abraham came
forward with his prayers.® ‘

We read in sacred scripture:! “And God tempted [fristede]
Abraham and said: Abraham, Abraham, where are you? But
Abraham answered: Here am 1.’ You to whom these words
are addressed, was this the case with you? When in the far
distance you saw overwhelming vicissitudes approaching, did
you not say to the mountains, “Hide me,” and to the hills,
“Fall on me”?2 Or, if you were stronger, did your feet
nevertheless not drag along the way, did they not long, so
to speak, for the old trails? And when your name was called,
did you answer, perhaps answer softly, in a whisper? Not so
with Abraham. Cheerfully, freely, confidently, loudly he an-
swered: Here am 1. We read on: “And Abraham arose early
in the morning.” He hurried as if to a celebration, and early
in the morning he was at the appointed place on Mount
Morah, He said nothing to Sarah, nothing to Eliezer®—who,
after all, could understand him, for did not the nature of the
temptation [Fristelsen] extract from him the pledge of silence?
“He split the firewood, he bound Isaac, he lit the fire, he
drew the knife.”’?* My listener! Many a father has thought
himself deprived of every hope for the future when he lost
his child, the dearest thing in the world to him; nevertheless,
no one was the child of promise in the sense in which Isaac
was that to Abraham. Many a father has lost his child, but
then it was God, the unchangeable, inscrutable will of the
Almighty, it was his hand that took it. Not so with Abra-
ham! A harder test [Prove] was reserved for him, and Isaac’s
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fate was placed, along with the knife, in Abraham's hand.
And there he stood, the old man with his solitary hope. But
he did not doubt, he did not look in anguish to the left and
to the right, he did not challenge heaven with his prayers.
He knew it was God the Almighty who was testing [provede]
him; he knew it was the hardest sacrifice that could be de-
manded of him; but he knew also that no sacrifice is too
severe when God demands it—and he drew the knife.

Who strengthened Abraham’s arm, who braced up his right
arm so that it did not sink down powerless! Anyone who
looks upon this scene is paralyzed. Who strengthened Abra-
ham’s soul lest everything go black for him and he see nei-
ther Isaac nor the ram! Anyone who looks upon this scene is
blinded. And yet it perhaps rarely happens that anyone is
paralyzed or blinded, and still more rarely does anyone tell
what happened as it deserves to be told. We know it all—it
was only an ordeal [Provelse].

If Abraham had doubted as he stood there on Mount Mo-
riah, if irresolute he had looked around, if he had happened
to spot the ram before drawing the knife, if God had allowed
him to sacrifice it instead of Isaac—then he would have gone
home, everything would have been the same, he would have
had Sarah, he would have kept Isaac, and yet how changed!
For his return would have been a flight, his deliverance an
accident, his reward disgrace, his future perhaps perdition.
Then he would have witnessed neither to his faith nor to
God’s grace but would have witnessed to how appalling it is
to go to Mount Moriah. Then Abraham would not be for-
gotten, nor would Mount Moriah. Then it would not be
mentioned in the way Ararat,® where the ark landed, is
mentioned, but it would be called a place of terror, for it was
here that Abraham doubted. S

Venerable Father Abraham! When you went home from
Mount Moriah, you did not need a eulogy to comfort you
for what was lost, for you gained everything and kept Isaac—
was it not so? The Lord did not take him away from you
again, but you sat happily together at the dinner table in
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your tent, as you do in the next world for all eternity. Ven-
erable Father Abraham! Centuries have passed since those
days, but you have no need of a late lover to snatch your
memory from the power of oblivion, for every language calls
you to mind—and yet you reward your lover more glo-
riously than anyone else. In the life to come you make him
eternally happy in your bosom; here in this life you captivate
his eyes and his heart with the wonder of your act. Vencrable
Father Abraham! Second Father of the race! You who were
the first to feel and to bear witness to that prodigious passion
that disdains the terrifying battle with the raging elements
and the forces of creation in order to contend with God, you
who were the first to know that supreme passion, the holy,
pure, and humble expression for the divine madness? that
was admired by the pagans—forgive the onc who aspired to
speak your praise if he has not done it properly. He spoke
humbly, as his heart demanded; he spoke briefly, as is seemly.
But he will never forget that you needed 100 years to get the
son of your old age against all expectancy, that you had to
draw the knife before you kept Isaac; he will never forget
that in 130 years?” you got no further than faith,?
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PRELIMINARY EXPECTORATION?

From the external and visible world there comes an old ad-
age: *“Only one who works gets bread.’”*> Oddly enough, the

adage does not fit the world in which it is most at home, for .

imperfection is the fundamental law of the external world,
and here it happens again and again that he who does not
work does get bread, and he who sleeps gets it even more
abundantly than he who works. In the external world,
everything belongs to the possessor. It is subject to the law
of indifference, and the spirit of the ring* obeys the one who
has the ring, whether he is an Aladdin or a Noureddin,3 and
he who has the weaith of the world has it regardless of how
he got it.

It is different in the world of the spirit. Here an eternal
divine order prevails. Here it does not rain on both the just
and the unjust; here the sun does not shine on both good and
evil.® Here it holds true that only the one who works gets
bread, that only the one who was in anxiety finds rest, that
only the one who descends into the lower world rescues the
beloved, that only the one who draws the knife gets Isaac.
He who will not work does not get bread but is deceived
just as the gods deceived Orpheus’ with an ethereal phantom
instead of the beloved, deceived him because he was soft,
not boldly brave, deccived him because he was a zither player
and not a man. Here it does not help to have Abraham as
father® or to have seventeen ancestors. The one who will not
work fits what is written about the virgins of Israel:? he gives
birth to wind—but the one who will work gives birth to his
own father.

There is a knowledge that presumptuously wants to intro-
duce into the world of spirit the same law of indifference
under which the external world sighs. It believes that it is
enough to know what is great—no other work is needed.
But for this reason it does not get bread; it perishes of hunger
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28 Fear and Trembling

while everything changes to gold. And what in fact does it
know? There were many thousands of Greek contempo-
raries, countless numbers in later generations, who knew all
the triumphs of Miltiades, but there was only one who be-
came sleepless over them.!® There were countless generations
who knew the story of Abraham by heart, word for word,
but how many did it render sleepless?

The story about Abraham is remarkable in that it is always
glorious no matter how poorly it is understood, but here
again it is a matter of whether or not we are willing to work
and be burdened. But we are unwilling to work, and yet we
want to understand the story. We glorify Abraham, but how?
We recite the whole story in clichés: “The great thing was
that he loved God in such a way that he was willing to offer
him the best.” This is very true, but ‘“‘the best” is a vague
term. Mentally and orally we homologize Isaac and the best,
and the contemplator can very well smoke his pipe while
cogitating, and the listener may very well stretch out his legs
comfortably. If that rich young man whom Jesus met along
the way'! had sold all his possessions and given the money
to the poor, we would praise him as we praise every great
deed, even if we could not understand him without working,
but he still would not become an Abraham, even though he
sacrificed the best. What is omitted from Abraham’s story is
the anxiety,!2 because to money I have no ethical obligation,
but to the son the father has the highest and holiest. We
forget it and yet want to talk about Abraham. So we talk
and in the process of talking interchange the two terms, Isaac
and the best, and everything goes fine. But just suppose that
someone listening is a man who suffers from sleeplessness—
then the most terrifying, the most profound, tragic, and comic
misunderstanding is very close at hand.. He goes home, he
wants to do just as Abraham did, for the'son, after all, is the
best. If the preacher found out about it, he perhaps would
go to the man, he would muster all his ecclesiastical dignity
and shout, ““You despicable man, you scum of society, what
devil has so possessed you that you want to murder your
son.”” And the pastor, who had not noticed any heat or per-
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spiration when preaching about Abraham, would be sur-
prised at himself, at the wrathful earnestness with which he
thunders at the poor man. He would be pleased with him-
self, for he had never spoken with such emphasis and emo-
tion. He would say to himself and his wife, “I am an ora-
tor—what was lacking was the occasion. When I spoke about
Abraham on Sunday, I did not feel gripped at all.” If the
same speaker had a little superfluity of understanding to spare,
I am sure he would have lost it if the sinner had calmly and
with dignity answered: But, after all, that was what you
yourself preached about on Sunday. How could the preacher
ever get such a thing in his head, and yet it was so, and his
only mistake was that he did not know what he was saying.
And to think that there is no poet who could bring himseclf
to prefer situations such as this to the nonsense and trumpery
with which comedies and novels are stuffed! The comic and
the tragic make contact here in absolute infinitude. By itself,
the preacher’s discourse was perhaps ludicrous enough, but
it became infinitely ludicrous through its effect, and yet this
was quite natural. *Or supposc that the unprotesting sinner
is convinced by the pastor’s severe lecture, suppose that the
zealous pastor goes home happy—happy in the conscious-
ness that he not only was effective in the pulpit but above all
had irresistible power as a spiritual counselor, inasmuch as
on Sunday he inspired the congregation, while on Monday,
like a cherub with a flaming sword, he placed himself in
front of the person whose actions would give the lie to the
old saying that things do not go in the world as the preacher
preaches.*

But if the sinner remains unconvinced, his situation is really
tragic. Then he probably will be executed or sent to the
madhouse. In short, in relation to so-called rcality, he be-

* In the old days, people said: It is too bad that things do not go in the
world as the preacher preaches. Maybe the time will come, especially with
the aid of philosophy, when they can say: Fortunatcly things do not go as
the preacher preaches, for there is still some meaning in life, but there is
none in his sermons,
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came unhappy; in another sense, I am sure, Abraham made
him happy, for he who works does not perish.

How is a contradiction such as that of the speaker to be
explained? Is it because Abraham has gained a prescriptive
right to be a great man, so that what he does is great and
when another man does the same thing it is a sin, an atro-
cious sin? In that case, I do not wish to participate in such
empty praise. If faith cannot make it a holy act to be willing
to murder his son, then let the same judgment be passed on
Abraham as on everyone else. If a person lacks the courage
to think his thought all the way through and say that Abra-
ham was a murderer, then it is certainly better to attain this
courage than to waste time on unmerited eulogies. The eth-
ical expression for what Abraham did is that he meant to
murder Isaac; the religious expression is that he meant to
sacrifice Isaac—but precisely in this contradiction is the anx-
iety that can make a person sleepless, and yet without this
anxiety Abraham is not who he is. Or if Abraham perhaps
did not do at all what the story tells, if perhaps because of
the local conditions of that day it was something entirely
different, then let us forget him, for what is the value of
going to the trouble of remembering that past which cannot
become a present. Or perhaps the speaker forgot something
equivalent to the ethical oversight that Isaac was the son. In
other words, if faith is taken away by becoming Nul and
Nichts, all that remains is the brutal fact that Abraham meant
to murder Isaac, which is easy enough for anyone to imitate
if he does not have faith—that is, the faith that makes it dif-
ficult for him. .

As for me, I do not lack the courage to think a complete
thought. Up to now I have feared none, and if I should en-
counter such a one, [ hope that I at least will have the hon-
esty to say: This thought makes me afraid, it shocks me, and
therefore I will not think it. If [ am wrong in so doing, my
punishment will not fail to come. If I had acknowledged as
true the judgment that Abraham was a murderer, I am not
sure that I would have been able to silence my reverence for
him. But if I did think that, I probably would have said
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nothing, for one should not initiate others into such thoughts.
But Abraham is no illusion, he did not sleep his way to fame,
he does not owe it to a whim of fate.

Is it possible to speak unreservedly about Abraham with-
out running the risk that some individual will become un-
balanced and do the same thing? If I dare not, 1 will say
nothing at all about Abraham, and the last thing I will do is
to scale him down in such a way that he thereby becomes a
snare for the weak. As a matter of fact, if one makes faith
everything—that is, makes it what it is—then I certainly be-
lieve that I dare to speak of it without danger in our day,
which is scarcely prodigal in faith. It is only by faith that one
achieves any resemblance to Abraham, not by murder. If one
makes love into a fleeting mood, a sensual feeling in a per-
son, then one only lays snares for the weak by talking about
the achievements of love. Everyone, to be sure, has momen-
tary feelings, but if everyone therefore would do the dreadful
thing that love has sanctified as an immortal achievement,
then everything is lost, both the achievement and the one led
astray.

It is permissible, then, to speak about Abraham, for what-
ever is great can never do damage when it is understood in
its greatness; it is like a two-edged sword that kills and saves.
If it fell to my lot to speak about him, I would begin by
showing what a devout and God-fearing man Abraham was,
worthy of being called God’s chosen one. Only a person of
that kind is put to such a test [Preve], but who is such a
person? Next I would describe how Abraham loved Isaac.
For that purpose 1 would call upon all the good spirits to
stand by me so that what I said would have the glow of
fatherly love. I hope to describe it in such a way that there
would not be many a father in the realms and lands of the
king who would dare to maintain that he loved in this way.
But if he did not love as Abraham loved, then any thought
of sacrificing Isaac would ‘surely be a spiritual trial
[Anfegtelse].'* On this point alone, one could talk for several
Sundays—after all, one does not need to be in a great hurry.
If it were done properly, the result would be that some of

It
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the fathers would by no means demand to hear morc but for
the tume bemg would be pleased if they actually succeeded
m Joving as Abraham Joved. But if there was one who, hav-
g heard the greatness as well as the dreadfulness in Abra-
ham's deed, vemtured to proceed along that path, | would
saddle my hotse and nide along with him. At every station
before coming to Mount Moriah, [ would explain to him
tm; ke mﬂ ¢oubd turn around, could repemt of the misun-
derstanding that he was called m be tried [forseges] in such a
mmﬁm.. could eonfess that he lacked the courage, 50 that
God himself would bave to take [saac if he wanted to have
him. It is my conviction that such a man is not repudiated,
that he can be blessed along with all the others, but not within
time. Even in the periods of the greatest faith, would not
such a judgment be passed on 2 man like that? [ knew a2 man
who once could have saved my life if he had been magnan-
imous. He spoke bluntly, “I see very well what 1 could do,
but 1 dare not; | fear that eventually | shall lack strength, that
I shall regret it.” He was not magnanimous, but who would
therefore not go on loving him?

Having spoken thus, having stirred the listeners to an
awareness of the dialectical struggles of faith and its gigantic
passion, then | would not become guilty of an error on the
part of the listeners, *'so they would think, “He has faith to
such a degree t!wt a].l we have to do is hang onto his coat-

tails.” [ would add, “By no means do [ have faith. By nature
I am a shrewd fellow, and shrewd people always have great
difficulty in making the movement of faith, but [ do not
attribute per se any worth to the difficulty that brought the shrewd
person further in the avercoming of it than (o the point at which the
simplest and most ungophisticated person arrives more easily."

Love mdeed has its priests in the poets, and occasionally
we hear a voice that knows how to honor it, but not a word
is heard about faith. Who speaks to the honor of this passion?
Philosophy goes further, Theology sits all rouged and pow-
dered in the window and courts its favor, offers its charms
to philosophy. It is supposed to be difficult to understand
Hegel, but to understand Abraham is a2 small matter, To go
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beyond Hegel'¢ is a miraculous achievement, but to go be-
yond Abraham is the easiest of all. I for my part have applied
considerable time to understanding Hegelian philosophy and
believe that [ have understood it fairly well; I am sufficiently
brash to think that when I cannot understand particular pas-
sages despite all my pains, he himself may not have been
entirely clear. All this [ do easily, naturally, without any mental
strain. Thinking about Abraham is another matter, however;
then I am shattered. I am constantly aware of the prodigious
paradox that is the content of Abraham’s life, I am constantly
repelled, and, despite all its passion, my thought cannot pen-
etrate it, cannot get ahead by a hairsbreadth. I stretch every
muscle to get a perspective, and at the very same instant I
become paralyzed.

[ am not unfamiliar with what the world has admired as
great and magnanimous. My soul feels its kinship with it and
in all humility is certain that the cause for which the hero
strives is also my cause, and when I consider it, I cry out to
myself: jam tua res agitur [now your cause is at stake].!? I think
myself into the hero; I cannot think myself into Abraham;
when I reach that eminence, I sink down, for what is offcred
me is a paradox. | by no means conclude that faith is some-
thing inferior but rather that it is the highest, also that it is
dishonest of philosophy to give something else in its place
and to disparage faith. Philosophy cannot and must not give
faith, but it must understand itself and know what it offers
and take nothing away, least of all trick men out of some-
thing by pretending that it is nothing. I am not unfamiliar
with the hardships and dangers of life. I fear them not and
approach them confidently. I am not unfamiliar with the ter-
rifying. My memory is a faithful spouse, and my imagina-
tion, unlike myself, is a busy little maid who sits all day at
her work and in the evening can coax me so charmingly that
I have to look at it, even though it is not always landscapes
or flowers or Schdfer-Historier [pastoral idylls] that she paints.
I have scen the terrifying face to face, and [ do not flee from
itin horror, but [ know very well that even though I advance
toward it courageously, my courage is still not the courage

m
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of faith and is not something to be compared with it. I can-
not make the movement of faith, I cannot shut my eyes and
plunge confidently into the absurd;'® it is for me an impos-
sibility, but I do not praise myself for that. I am convinced
that God is love; for me this thought has a primal lyrical
validity. When it is present to me, I am unspeakably happy;
when it is absent, I long for it more vehemently than the
lover for the object of his love. But I do not have faith; this
courage I lack. To me God’s love, in both the direct and the
converse sense, is incommensurable with the whole of ac-
tuality. Knowing that, I am not so cowardly that I whimper
and complain, but neither am I so perfidious as to deny that
faith is something far higher. I can bear to live in my own
fashion, I am happy and satisfied, but my joy is not the joy
of faith, and by comparison with that, it is unhappy. I do
not trouble God with my little troubles, details do not con-
cern me; I gaze only at my love and keep its virgin flame
pure and clear. Faith is convinced that God is concerned about
the smallest things. [ am satisfied with a left-handed marriage
in this life; faith is humble enough to insist on the right hand,
for I do not deny that this is humility and will never deny
1t.

I wonder if anyone in my generation is able to make the
movements of faith? If I am. not mistaken, my generation is
rather inclined to be proud of doing what it probably does
not even believe me capable of—that is, the imperfect. My
soul balks at doing what is so often done—talking inhumanly
about the great, as if a few centuries were an enormous dis-
tance. I prefer to speak humanly about it, as if it happened
yesterday, and only let the greatnessitself be the distance that
either elevates or judges. If I (in the capacity of tragic hero, for
higher I cannot come) had been ordered-to take such an ex-
traordinary royal journey as the one to Mount Moriah, I
know very well what I would have done. I would not have
been cowardly enough to stay at home, nor would I have
dragged and drifted along the road or forgotten the knife in
order to cause a delay. I am quite sure that I would have
been punctual and all prepared—more than likely, I would
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have arrived too early in order to get it over sooner. But I
also know what else T would have done. The moment I
mounted the horse, I would have said to myself: Now all is
lost, God demands Isaac, I sacrifice him and along with him
all my joy—yet God is love and continues to be that for me,
for in the world of time God and I cannot talk with each
other, we have no language in common. Perhaps someonc
in our time would be so foolish, so envious of the great, as
to want to delude himself and me into believing that if I had
actually done this I would have done something even greater
than what Abraham did, for my immense resignation [Res-
ignation]'® would be far more ideal and poetic than Abra-
ham's small-mindedness. But this is utterly false, for my im-
mense resignation would be a substitute for faith. I would
not be able to do more than make the infinite movement in
order to find myself and again rest in myself. Neither would
I have loved Isaac as Abraham loved him. That I was deter-
mined to make the movement could prove my courage, hu-
manly speaking—that I loved him with my whole soul is the
presupposition without which the whole thing becomes a
misdeed—nevertheless I would not love as Abraham loved,
for then I would have held back at the very last minute,
without, however, arriving too late at Mount Moriah. Fur-
thermore, by my behavior I would have spoiled the whole
story, for if I had gotten I[saac again, I would have been in
an awkward position. What was the easiest for Abraham
would have been difficult for me—once again to be happy in
Isaacl—for he who with all the infinity of his soul, proprio
motu et propriis auspiciis [of his own accord and on his own
responsibility], has made the infinite movement and cannot
do more, he keeps Isaac only with pain.

But what did Abraham do? He arrived neither too early
nor too late. He mounted the ass, he rode slowly down the
road. During all this time he had faith, he had faith that God
would not demand Isaac of him, and yet he was willing to
sacrifice him if it was demanded. He had faith by virtue of
the absurd, for human calculation was out of the question,
and it certainly was absurd that God, who required it of him,

1
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should in the next moment rescind the requirement. He
climbed the mountain, and even in the moment when the
knife gleamed he had faith—that God would not require Isaac.
No doubt he was surprised at the outcome, but through a
double-movement he had attained his first condition, and
therefore he received Isaac more joyfully than the first time.
Let us go further. We let Isaac actually be sacrificed. Abra-
ham had faith. He did not have faith that he would be blessed
in a future life but that he would be blessed here in the world.
God could give him a new Isaac, could restore to life the one
sacrificed. He had faith by virtue of the absurd, for all human
calculation ceased long ago. It is evident that sorrow can make
a man mentally ill, and that is hard enough; it is also evident
that there is a willpower that can haul to the wind so dras-
tically that it rescues the understanding, even though a per-
son becomes a little odd (and I do not intend to disparage
this). But to be able to lose one’s understanding and along
with it everything finite, for which it is the stockbroker, and
then to win the very same finitude again by virtue of the
absurd—this appalls me, but that does not make me say it is
something inferior, since, on the contrary, it is the one and
only marvel. It is commonly supposed that what faith pro-
duces is no work of art, that it is a coarse and boorish piece
of work, only for the more uncouth natures, but it is far
from being that. The dialectic of faith is the finest and the
most extraordinary of all; it’has an elevation of which I can
certainly form a conception, but no more than that. I can
make the mighty trampoline leap? whereby I cross over into
infinity; my back is like a tightrope dancer’s, twisted in my
childhood, and therefore it is easy forme. One, two, three—
I can walk upside down in existence, but I cannot make the
next movement, for the marvelous I cannot do—I can only
be amazed at it. Indeed, if Abraham, the moment he swung
his leg over the ass’s back, had said to himself: Now Isaac is
lost, I could just as well sacrifice him here at home as ride
the long way to Moriah—then I do not need Abraham,
whereas now I bow seven times to his name and seventy
times?! to his deed. This he did not do, as I can prove by his
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really fe.rvcnt Joy on receiving Isaac and by his needing no
preparation and no time to rally to finitude and jts joy. If it
had been otherwise with Abraham, he perhaps would.havc
loved God but would not have had faith, for he who loves
Qod without faith reflects upon himself, he who loves God
in faith reflects upon God.

This is the peak on which Abraham stands. The last stage
to pass from his view is the stage of infinite resignation. He
actu:.illy goes further and comes to faith. All those trave.stics
of faith—the wretched, lukewarm lethargy that thinks: There’s
no urgency, there’s no use in grieving beforchand; the des-
plcab!c hope that says: One Just can’t know what will hap-
tp};zen,p ;jtc?uld _]u;tl .?ossibly be—those travesties are native to

riness of life, and i i i i i
Fimitly i o i d infinite resignation has already in-

Al?raham I cannot understand; in a certain sense I can learn
n_othmg‘from him except to be amazed. If someone deludes
hln?sclf into thinking he may be moved to have fajth by pon-
dering the outcome of that story, he cheats himself and cheats
God out of the first movement of faith—he wants to suck
worldly wisdom out of the paradox. Someone might suc-
ceed, 591' our generation does not stop with faith, does not
stop with the miracle of faith, turning water into ,winczz-—it
goes further and turns wine into water,
~ Would it not be best to stop with faith, and is it not shock-
ing thflt cveryone wants to go further? Where will it all end
when in our age, as declared in so many ways, one does not
want to stop with love? In worldly shrewdness, in petty cal-
culation, in paltriness and meanness, in everything that can

makc_ man’s divine origin doubtful. Would it not be best to
remain standing at faith and for him who stands to see to it
t!mt he does not fall, 2 for the movement of faith must con-
tinually be made by virtue of the absurd, but yet in such a
way, please note, that one docs not lose the finite but gains
it whole and intact. For my part, I presumably can describe
the movements of faith, but I cannot make them. In learnin

to go through the motions of swimming, one can be sus%
pended from the ceiling in a harness and then presumably
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describe the movements, but one is not swimming. In the
same way I can describe the movements of faith. If I am
thrown out into the water, I presumably do swim (for I do
not belong to the waders), but [ make different movements,
the movements of infinity, whereas faith makes the opposite
movements: after having made the movements of infinity, it
makes the movements of finitude. Fortunate is the person
who can make these movements! He does the marvelous,
and [ shall never wecary of admiring him; it makes no differ-
ence to me whether it is Abraham or a slave in Abraham’s
house, whether it is a professor of philosophy or a poor ser-
vant girl—I pay attention only to the movements. But I do
pay attention to them, and I do not let myself be fooled,
either by myself or by anyone else. The knights of the infi-
nite resignation are easily recognizable—their walk is light
and bold. But they who carry the treasure of faith are likely
to disappoint, for externally they have a striking resemblance
to bourgeois philistinism, which infinite resignation, like faith,
deeply disdains.

I honestly confess that in my experience I have not found
a single authentic instance, although I do not therefore deny
that every second person may be such an instance. Mean-
while, I have been looking for it for many years, but in vain.
Generally, people travel around the world to see rivers and
mountains, new stars, colorful birds, freakish fish, prepos-
terous races of mankind; they indulge in the brutish stupor
that gawks at life and thinks it has seen something. That does

not occupy me. But if I knew where a knight of faith lived,

I would travel on foot to him, for this marvel occupies me
absolutely. I would not leave him for a second, I would watch
him every minute to see how he made, the movements; I
would consider myself taken care of for Jife and would di-
vide my time between watching him and practicing myself,
and thus spend all my time in admiring him. As [ said be-
fore, [ have not found anyone like that; meanwhile, I may
very well imagine him. Here he is. The acquaintance is made,
I am introduced to him. The instant I first lay eyes on him,
I set him apart at once; I jump back, clap my hands, and say
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half aloud, “Good Lord, is this the man, is this really the
one—he looks just like a tax collector!”” But this is indeed
the one. I move a little closer to him, watch his slightest
movement to see if it reveals a bit of heterogeneous optical
telegraphy? from the infinite, a glance, a facial expression, a
gesture, a sadness, a smile that would betray the infinite in
its heterogeneity with the finite. No! | examine his figure
from top to toe to see if there may not be a crack through
which the infinitc would peck. No! He is solid all the way
through. His stance? It is vigorous, belongs cntircly to fini-
tude; no spruced-up burgher walking out to Fresberg? on a
Sux?day afternoon treads the earth more solidly. He belongs
cnt_lrcly to the world; no bourgeois philistine could belong
to 1t more. Nothing is detectable of that distant and aristo-
cratic nature by which the knight of the infinite is recog-
mlzcd. He finds pleasure in everything, takes part in every-
thmg, and every time one sees him participating in something
particular, he does it with an assiduousness that marks the
vxfox:ldly man who is attached to such things. He attends to
his job. To see him makes one think of him as a pen-pusher
who has lost his soul to Italian bookkeeping, so punctilious
1s he. Sunday is for him a holiday. He goes to church. No
hf:avcply gaze or any sign of the incommensurable betrays
hfm-; if one did not know him, it would be impossible to
distinguish him from the rest of the crowd, for at most his
hearty and powerful singing of the hymns proves that he has
good !ungs. In the afternoon, he takes a walk to the woods.
He enjoys everything he sees, the swarms of people, the new
omnibuses,? the Sound.? Encountering him on Strand-
veien, one would take him for a mercantile sou] enjoying
himself. He finds pleasure in this way, for he is not a poet,
and I have tried in vain to lure the poetic incommensurability
out of him. Toward evening, he goes home, and his gait is
as steady as a postman’s. On the way, he thinks that his wife
surely will have a special hot meal for him when he comes
home—for example, roast lamb’s head with vegetables. If he
meets a kindred soul, he would go on talking all the way to
@sterport about this delicacy with a passion befitting a res-
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taurant operator. It so happens that he does not have four
shillings® to his name, and yet he firmly believes that his
wife has this delectable meal waiting for him. If she has, to
see him eat would be the envy of the elite and an inspiration
to the common man, for his appetite is keener than Esau’s.?
His wife does not have it—curiously enough, he is just the
same. On the way he passes a building site and meets an-
other man. They converse for a moment; in an instant he
erects a building, and he himself has at his disposition every-
thing required. The stranger leaves him thinking that he surely
is a capitalist, while my admired knight thinks: Well, if it
came right down to it, I could easily get it. He sits at an
open window and surveys the neighborhood where he lives:
everything that happens—a rat scurrying under a plank across
the gutter, children playing—engages him with an equa-
nimity akin to that of a sixteen-year-old girl. And yet he is
no genius, for [ have sought in vain to spy out the incom-
mensurability of genius in him. In the evening, he smokes
his pipe; seeing him, one would swear it was the butcher
across the way vegetating in the gloaming. With the freedom
from care of a reckless good-for-nothing, he lets things take
care of themselves, and yet every moment of his life he buys
the opportune time at the highest price, for he does not do
even the slightest thing except by virtue of the absurd. And
yet, yet—yes, [ could be infuriated over it if for no other
reason than envy—and yet this man has made and at every
moment is making the movement of infinity. He drains the
deep sadness of life in infinite resignaticn, he knows the
blessedness of infinity, he has felt the p.in of renouncing
everything, the most precious thing 'in the world, and yet
the finite tastes just as good to him as to one who never
knew anything higher, because his remainingin finitude would
have no trace of a timorous, anxious routine, and yet he has
this security that makes him delight in it as if finitude were
the surest thing of all. And yet, yet the whole earthly figure
he presents is a new creation by virtue of the absurd. He
resigned everything infinitely, and then he grasped every-
thing again by virtue of the absurd. He is continually making
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the movement of infinity, but he does it with such precision
and assurance that he continually gets finitude out of it, and
noO one ever suspects anything else. It is supposed to be the
most difficult feat for a ballet dancer to leap into a specific
posture in such a way that he never once strains for the pos-
ture but in the very leap assumes the posture. Perhaps there
is no ballet dancer who can do it—but this knight does it.
Most people live completely absorbed in worldly joys and
sorrows; they are benchwarmers who do not take part in the
dancc.. The knights of infinity are ballet dancers and have
clcv.auon. They make the upward movement and come down
again, and this, too, is not an unhappy diversion and is not
unlovely to see. But every time they come down, they are
unable to assume the posture immediately, they waver for a
moment, and this wavering shows that they are aliens in the
world. It is more or less conspicuous according to their skill,
but even the most skillful of these knights cannot hide this
wavering. One does not need to see them in the air; one
needs only to see them the instant they touch and have touched
the earth—and then one recognizes them. But to be able to
come down in such a way that instantaneously one seems to
stand and to walk, to change the leap into life into walking,
absolutely to express the sublime in the pedestrian—only that
knight can do it, and this is the one and only marvel.
Nevertheless, this marvel can so easily deceive that I shall
describe the movements in a specific case that can illuminate
their relation to actuality, for this is the central issue. A young
lad falls in love with a princess, and this love is the entire
substance of his life, and yet the relation is such that it cannot
pgssibly be realized, cannot possibly be translated from ide-
?.hty into reality.* Of course, the slaves of the finite, the frogs
in the swamp of life, scream: That kind of love is foolishness:

* It goes without saying that any other interest in which an individual has
f:onccmtatcd the whole reality [Realitet] of actuality [ Virkelighedens) can, if
1t proves to be unrealizable, prompt the movement of resignation. I have
chosen a love affair to show the movements, because this interest is far easier
to understand and thus frees me from all preliminary considerations that in
a deeper sense could be of concern only to very few individuals.

I



il
93

42 Fear and Trembling

the rich brewer’s widow is just as good and solid a match.
Let them go on croaking in the swamp. The knight of infi-
nite resignation does not do any such thing; he does not give
up the love, not for all the glories of the world. He is no
fool. First of all, he assures himself that it actually is the
substance of his life, and his soul is too healthy and too proud
to waste the least of it in an intoxication. He is not cowardly;
lre is not afraid to let it steal into his most secret, his most
remote thoughts, to let it twist and entwine itself intricately
around every ligament of his consciousness—if his love comes
to grief, he will never be able to wrench himself out of it.
He feels a blissful delight in letting love palpitate in every
nerve, and yet his soul is as solemn as the soul of one who
has drunk the poisoned cup* and feels the juice penetrate
every drop of blood—for this is the moment of crisis. Hav-~
ing totally absorbed this love and immersed himself in it, he
does not lack the courage to attempt and to risk everything.
He examines the conditions of his life, he convenes the swift
thoughts that obey his every hint, like well-trained doves,
he flourishes his staff, and they scatter in all directions. But
now when they all come back, all of them like messengers
of grief, and explain that it is an impossibility, he becomes
very quiet, he dismisses them, he becomes solitary, and then
he undertakes the movement. If what [ say here is to have
any meaning, the point is that the movement is carried out
normatively.* In the first place, the knight will then have the

* This requires passion. Every movement of infinity is carried out through pas-
sion, and no reflection can produce a movement. This is the continual leap in exist-
ence that explains the movement, whereas mediation is a chimera, which in Hegel®!
is supposed to explain everything and which is also the only thing he never has tried
to explain. Just to make the celebrated Socratic distinction between what one
understands and what one does not understand™ requires passion; and even
more, of course, [passion is necessary in order] to make the authentic So-
cratic movement, the movement of ignorance. What our generation lacks is
not reflection but passion. In one sense, therefore, our age is actually too
tenacious of life to die, for dying is one of the most remarkable leaps, and
a litle poem has always appealed to me very much because the poet, after
beautifully and simply expressing his desire for the good things of life in
five or six lines, ends thus:

ein seliger Sprung in die Ewigkeit [a blessed leap into eternity].®
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power to concentrate the whole substance of his life and the
meaning of actuality into one single desire. If a person lacks
th}s.conccntration, this focus, his soul is dissipated in multi-
plicity from the beginning, and then he never manages to
mal.cc the- movement; he acts as shrewdly in life as the fin-
anciers who put their resources into widely diversified in-
vestments in order to gain on one if they lose on another—
in short, he is not a knight. In the next place, the knight will
_havg the power to concentrate the conclusion of all his think-
Ing 1nto onec act of consciousness. If he lacks this focus, his
so‘ul is dissipated in multiplicity from the beginning, and he
vyLll never find the time to make the movement: he will con-
tinually be running crrands in life and will never enter into
eternity, for in the very moment he approaches it, he will
suddenly discover that he has forgotten something and there-
fore must go back. In the next moment, he thinks, it will be
possible, and this is quite true, but with such observations
one will never come to make the movement but with their
help will sink deeper and deeper into the mire.

The knight, then, makes the movement, but which one?
Will he forget it all, for this, too, constitutes a kind of con-
centration? No, for the knight does not contradict himself,
a’nd it is a contradiction to forget the whole substance of his
life and yet remain the samec. He feels no inclination to be-
come another person, by no means regards that as something
great. Only the lower natures forget themselves and become
something new. The butterfly, for example, completely for-
gets that it was a caterpillar, and may in turn so completely
forget that it was a butterfly that it may become a fish. The
deeper natures never forget themselves and never become
anything other than what they were. The knight, then, will
recollect everything, but this recollection is precisely the pain,
and yet in infinite resignation he is reconciled with existence.
His love for that princess would become for him the expres-
sion of an eternal love, would assume a religious character,
would be transfigured into a love of the eternal being, which
true enough denied the fulfillment but nevertheless did rec-
oncile him once more in the eternal consciousness of its va-
lidity in an eternal form that no actuality can take away from
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him. Fools and young people say that everything is possible
for a human being. But that is a gross error. Spiritually
speaking, everything is possible, but in the finite world there
is much that is not possible. The knight, however, makes
this impossibility possible by expressing it spiritually, but he
expresses it spiritually by renouncing it. The desire that would
lead him out into actuality but has been stranded on impos-
sibility is now turned inward, but it is not therefore lost, nor
is it forgotten. Sometimes it is the vague emotions of desire
in him that awaken recollection; sometimes he awakens it
himself, for he is too proud to be willing to let the whole
substance of his life turn out to have been an affair of the
fleeting moment, He keeps this love young, and it grows
along with him in years and in beauty. But he needs no finite
occasion for its growth. From the moment he has made the
movement, the princess is lost. He does not need the erotic
titillation of secing the beloved etc., nor does he in the finite
sense continually need to be bidding her farewell, because in
the eternal sense he recollects her,3 and he knows very well
that the lovers who are so bent on seeing each other for the
last time in order to-say farewell once again are justified in
their eagerness, justified in thinking it to be the last time, for
they forget each other very quickly. He has grasped the deep
secret that even in loving another person one ought to be
sufficient to oneself. He is no longer finitely concerned about
what the princess does, and precisely this proves that he has
made the movement infinitely. Here one has occasion to see
whether the movement in an individual is authentic or feigned.
There was one who also believed that he had made the
movement; but look, time passed, ‘the princess did some-
thing else—she married, for example, a prince—and his soul
lost the resilience of resignation. He thereby demonstrated
that he had not made the movement properly, for one who
has resigned infinitely is sufficient to oneself. The knight does
not cancel his resignation, he keeps his love just as young as
it was in the first moment; he never loses it simply because
he has made the movement infinitely. What the princess does
cannot disturb him; it is only the lower natures who have
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thc' law tfor their actions in someone else, the premises for
t}_1e1}' actions outside themselves. If, however, the princess is
sxmﬂ?rly disposed, something beautiful will emerge, She will
thcn-mtroducc herself into the order of knighthood into which
one i1s not taken by election but of which everyone is a mem-
bCl.' who has the courage to enroll oneself, the order of
k_mg!uhood that proves its immortality by making no dis-
tinction between male and female. She, too, will keep her
love young and sound; she, too, will have overcome her ag-
ony, even though she does not, as the ballad? says, lic by
her lortri's side cvery night. These two will in all ctcr'nity be
compatible, with such a rhythmical harmonia preestabilita® that
if the moment ever came—z moment, however, that does
not concern them finitely, for then they would grow old—
if the moment cver came that allowed them o give love its
expression in time, they would be capable of beginning right
wh«?rc icy would have begun if they had been united in the
beginning. The person who understands this, whether man
Or woman, can never be deceived, for it is only the baser
natures that fancy that they are deceived. No girl who docs
not have this pride actually understands what it means to
lqvc, but if she does have this pride, the craftiness and cun-
ning f’f the whole world cannot deceive her.

In mfinitc resignation there is peace and rest; every person
whp W}HS it, who has not debased himself by self~disdain—
VYhJ.Ch is still more dreadful than being too proud-—can dis-
ctphnc. himself to make this movement, which in its pain
rccon.cﬂcs one to existence. Infinite resignation is that shirt
mentioned in an old legend.?” The thread s spun with tears
blcach.cd with tears; the shirt is sewn in tears—but then ii
also gives protection better than iron or steel, The defect in
the legend is that a third person can work up this linen. The
secret in life is that each person must sew it himself, and the
remarkable thing is that a man can sew it fully as well as a
woman, ‘In infinite resignation there is peace and rest and
comforf in the pain, that is, when the movement is made
normatively. I could easily write a whole book if I were to
expound the various misunderstandings, the awkward posi-
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tions, the botched up movements I have encountered in just
my own little experience. There is little belief in spirit, and
yet the essential thing in making this movement is spirit. It
is essential that it not be a unilateral result of a dira necessitas
[cruel constraint of necessity],” and the more this is present,
the more doubtful it always is that the movement is normal.
Thus, if one believes that cold, barren necessity must neces-
sarily be present, then one is declaring thereby that no one
can experience death before one actually dies, which to me
seems to be crass materialism. But in our age people are less
concerned about making pure movements. If someone who
wanted to learn to dance were to say: For centuries, one gen-
eration after the other has learned the positions, and it is high
time that I take advantage of this and promptly begin with
the quadrille—people would presumably laugh a little at him,
but in the world of spirit this is very plausible. What, then,
is education? I believed it is the course the individual goes
through in order to catch up with himself, and the person
who will not go through this course is not much helped by
being born in the most enlightened age.

Infinite resignation is the last stage before -faith, so that
anyone who has not made this movement does not have faith,
for only in infinite resignation do I become conscious of my
cternal validity,®® and only then can one speak of grasping
existence by virtue of faith.

Now let us meet the knight of faith on the occasion pre-
viously mentioned. He does exactly the same as the other
knight did: he infinitely renounces the love that is the sub-
stance of his life, he is reconciled in pain. But then the marvel
happens; he makes one more movement even more wonder-
ful than all the others, for he says: Nevertheless I have faith
that I will get her—that is, by virtue of the absurd, by virtue
of the fact that for God all things are possible.® The absurd
does not belong to the differences that lie within the proper
domain of the understanding. It is not identical with the im-
probable, the unexpected, the unforeseen. The moment the
knight executed the act of résignation, he was convinced of
the impossibility, humanly speaking; that was the conclusion
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9f the understanding, and he had sufficient energy to think
it. ‘Bu_t in the infinite sense it was possible, that is, by relin-
qu1§h‘mg it [resignere derpaa), but this having, after all, is also
a giving up. Nevertheless, to the understanding this having
is no a;lbsurdity, for the understanding continues to be right
In maintaining that in the finite world where it dominates
this having was and continues to be an impossibility. The
knight of faith realizes this just as clearly; consequently, he
can be saved only by the absurd, and this he grasps by faith,
Consequently, he acknowledges the impossibility, and in the
very same moment he believes the absurd, for if he wants to
fmaginc that he has faith without passionately acknowledg-
ing ic impossibility with his whole heart and soul, he is
d'ecelving himself and his testimony is neither here nor there
since he has not even attained infinite resignation, ’
P¥cciscly because resignation is antecedent, faith is no es-
thetic emotion but something far higher; it is not the spon-
taneous inclination of the heart but the paradox of existence.
Ift for example, in the face of every difficulty, a young girl
still remains convinced that her desire will be fulfilled, this
assurance is by no means the assurance of faith, even though
she has been brought up by Christian parents and perhaps
has had confirmation instruction from the pastor for a whole
year. She is convinced in all her childlike naiveté and inno-
cence, and this assurance ennobles her nature and gives her a
supranatural magnitude so that like a thaumaturge she can
invoke the finite powers of existence and bring the very stones
to tears, while on the other hand in her perplexity she can
Just as well run to Herod as to Pilate and move the whole
world with her pleas. Her assurance is most captivating, and
one can learn much from her, but there is one thing that
cannot be learned from her—how to make movements—for
her assurance does not dare, in the pain of resignation, to
look the impossibility in the eye. ,
so I can perceive that it takes strength and energy and
splritual freedom to make the infinite movement of resigna-
tion; I can also perceive that it can be done. The next [move-
ment] amazes me, my brain recls, for, after having made the
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movement of resignation, then by virtue of the absurd to get
cverything, to get one’s desire totally and completely—that
is over and beyond human powers, that is 2 marvel. But this
I can perceive: that the young girl's assurance is nothing but
rashness compared with the unshakability of faith in the full
recognition of the impossibility. Every time I want to make
this movement, I almost faint; the very same moment [ ad-
mire absolutely, I am scized with great anxiety. For what is
it to tempt [friste] God? And yet this is the movement of faith
and continues to be that, even though philosophy, so as to
confuse the concepts, wants to delude us into thinking it has
faith, even though theology is willing to sell it off at a low
price.

The act of resignation does not require faith, for what I
gain in resignation is my eternal consciousness. This is a purely
philosophical movement that I venture to make when it is
demanded and can discipline myself to make, because every
time some finitude will take power over me, I starve myself
into submission until I make the movement, for my eternal
consciousness is my love for God, and for me that is the
highest of all. The act of resignation does not require faith,
but to get the least little bit more than my eternal conscious-
ness requires faith, for this is the paradox. The movements
are often confused. It is said that faith is needed in order to
renounce everything. Indeed, one hears what is even more
curious: a person laments that he has lost his faith, and when
a check is made to see where he is on the scale, curiously
enough, he has only reached the point where he is to make
the infinite movement of resignation. Through resignation I
renounce everything. I make this movement all by myself,
and if I do not make it, it is because | am too cowardly and
soft and devoid of enthusiasm and do not feel the significance
of the high dignity assigned to every human being, to be his
own censor, which is far more exalted than to be the censor
general of the whole Roman republic. This movement [ make
all by myself, and what I gain thereby is my eternal con-
sciousness in blessed harmony with my love for the eternal
being. By faith I do not renounce anything; on the contrary,

Preliminary Expectoration 49

by faith I reccive everything exactly in the sense in which it
1s said t_hat one who has faith like a mustard seed can move
mountains.*! It takes a purely human courage to renounce
the whf)lc tcm_poral realm in order to gain eternity, but this
I'do 8ain and in all eternity can never renounco—it s a self-
contradiction. But it takes a Paradoxical and humble courage
to grasp the whole temporal realm now by virtue of the ab-
surd, and this is the courage of faith, By faith Abraham did
not renounce Isaac, but by faith Abraham received Isaac, By
virtue of resignation, that rich young man® should have given
away everything, but if he had done so, then the knight of
fa{th would have said to him: By virtue of the absurd, you
will Bet cvery penny back again—believe it! And the for-
merly rich young man should by no means treat these words
}l:g}.xtly, for 1f. he were to give away his possessions because
t : :1 :Z}:,Cd with them, then his resignation would not 2mount
Tcmporah’ty‘. finitude—that is what it is all about. I can
resign cvcrytl'ung by my own strength and find peace and
rest in the pain; I can put up with everything—cven if that
drc;fdful demon, more horrifying than the skeletal one who
terrifies men, even if madness held its fool's costume before
my eyes and | understood from its face that it was I who
should put it on—1I can still save my soul as long as my
concern that my love of God conquer within me is greater
than my concern that I achicve carthly happiness. In his very
lase moment, a person can still concentrate his whole soul in
one su_l.gle look to heaven, from whence come all good gifts
and this look will be understood by himself and by him whom,
it secks to mean that he has been true to his love, Then he
will ca]_u'lly put on the costume. He whose soul lacks this
romanticism has sold his soul, whether he gets a kingdom
or a wretched picce of silver for it. By my own strength |
cannot get the least little thing that belongs to finitude, for I
continually use my strength in resigning everything, B'y my
own strength I can give up the princess, and T will not sulk
about it but find joy and peace and rest in my pain, but by
my own strength | cannot get her back again, for I use all
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my strength in resigning. On the other hand, by faith, says
that marvelous knight, by faith you will get her by virtue of
the absurd.

But this movement I cannot make. As soon as I want to
begin, everything reverses itself, and I take refuge in the pain
of resignation. I am able to swim in life, but I am too heavy
for this mystical hovering. To exist [existere] in such a way
that my contrast to existence constantly expresses itself as
the most beautiful and secure harmony with it—this I cannot
do. And yet, I repeatedly say, it must be wonderful to get
the princess. The knight of resignation who does not say this
is a deceiver; he has not had one single desire, and he has not
kept his desire young in his pain, There may be someone
who found it quite convenient that the desire was no longer
alive and that the arrow of his pain had grown dull, but such
a person is no knight. A free-born soul who caught himself
doing this would despise himself and begin all over again,
and above all would not allow his soul to be self-deceived.
And yet it must be wonderful to get the princess, and the
knight of faith is the only happy man, the heir to the finite,
while the knight of resignation is a stranger and an alien. To
get the princess this way, to live happily with her day after
day (for it is also conceivable that the knight of resignation
could get the princess, but his soul had full insight into the
impossibility of their future happiness), to live happily every
moment this way by virtue of the absurd, every moment to
see the sword hanging over the beloved’s head, and yet not
to find rest in the pain of resignation but to find joy by virtue
of the absurd—this is wonderful. The person who does this
is great, the only great one; the thought of it stirs my soul,
which never was stingy in admiring the great.

If everyone in my generation who does not wish to stop
with faith is actually a person who has grasped the horror of
life, has grasped the meaning of Daub’s statement that a sol-
dier standing alone with a loaded rifle at his post near a pow-
der magazine on a stormy night thinks strange thoughts;*? if
everyone who does not wish to stop with faith is actually a
person who has the spiritual power to comprehend that the
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wish was an impossibility and then to take time to be alone
with the thought; if everyone who does not wish to stop
with faith is a person who in pain is reconciled and is rec-
onciled through pain; if everyone who does not wish to stop
with faith is a person who subsequently (and if he has not
done all the foregoing, then he should not trouble himself
when the issue is that of faith) performed the marvel and
grasped existence in its totality by virtue of the absurd—then
what I am writing is the loftiest eulogy upon the generation
by its most inferior member, who could make only the
movement of resignation. But why are they not willing to
stop with faith? Why do we sometimes hear that people are
ashamed to acknowledge that they have faith? I cannot com-
prehend it. If [ ever manage to be able to make this move-
ment, | will in the future drive with four horses.

Is it actually the case that all the bourgeois philistinism I
sec in life—which I do not permit myself to condemn with
my words but with my deeds—is actually not what it seems,
is the marvel? It is indeed conceivable, for that hero of faith
did, after all, have a striking resemblance to it, for that hero
of faith was not even an ironist and humorist but something
much higher. There is a lot of talk these days about irony
and humor, especially by people who have never been able
to practice them but nevertheless know how to explain
everything. I am not completely unfamiliar with these two
passions;* | know a little more about them than is found in
German and German-Danish compendiums. Therefore I know
that these two passions are essentially different from the pas-
sion of faith. Irony and humor are also self-reflective and
thus belong to the sphere of infinite resignation; their elastic-
ity is owing to the individual's incommensurability with ac-
tuality. -

Be it a duty or whatever, I cannot make the final move-
ment, the paradoxical movement of faith, although there is
nothing I wish more. Whether a person has the right to say
this must be his own decision; whether he can come to an
amicable agreement in this respect is a matter between him-
self and the eternal being, who is the object of faith. Every
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person can make the movement of infinite resignation, and
for my part I would not hesitate to call a coward anyone
who imagines that he cannot do it. Faith is another matter,
but no one has the right to lead others to believe that faith is
something inferior or that it is an casy matter, since on the
contrary it is the greatest and most difficult of all.

The story of Abraham is understood in another way. We
praise God’s mercy, that he gave him Isaac again and that
the whole thing was only an ordeal [Pravelse], An ordeal, this
word can say much and little, and yet the whole thing is
over as soon as it is spoken. We mount a winged horse, and
in the same instant we are on Mount Moriah, in the same
instant we sec the ram. We forget that Abraham only rode
an ass, which trudges along the road, that he had a journey
of three days, that he needed some time to chop the fire-
wood, to bind Isaac, and to sharpen the knife.

And yet we pay tribute to Abraham. The speaker can just
as well sleep undl the last quarter hour before he has to speak;
the listener can just as well go to sleep during the speech, for
everything goes along splendidly without any trouble on either
side. If someone were present who suffered from sleepless-
ness, he would perhaps go home, sit down in a corner, and
think: The whole thing is over in a moment; all you have to
do is wait for a minute and you will see the ram, and the
ordeal will be over. If the speaker were to meet him in this
situation, I think he would step up to him in all his dignity
and say, “What a wretched man, to let your soul sink into
such foolishness; no miracle takes place, and all life is an
ordeal.” As the speaker grew more effusive, he would be-
come more and more emotional, more and more pleased with
himself, and although he noticed no gorged blood vessels
when he was talking about Abraham, he now would feel the
veins on his forchead swell. Perhaps he would be
dumbfounded if the sinner quietly and with dignity an-
swered: After all, that was what you preached about last
Sunday.

Let us then either cancel out Abraham or learn to be hor-
rified by the prodigious paradox that is the meaning of his
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life, so that we may understand that our age, like every other
age, can rejoice if it has faith. If Abraham is not a nobody
a phantom, a showpiece used for diversion, then the sinncx,'
can never err in wanting to do likewise, but the point is to
perceive .thc greatness of what Abraham did so that the per-
son can judge for himself whether he has the vocation and
the courage to be tried [forseges] in something like this. The
comic contradiction in the speaker’s behavior was that he
made a nonentity of Abraham and yet wanted to forbid the
other to conduct himself in the same way.

'Should we, then, not darc to spcak about Abraham? | surely
think we can. If [ were to speak about him, I would first of
all describe the pain of the ordeal, To that end, I would, like
a leech, suck all the anxiety and distress and torment o'ut of
a father's suffering in order to describe what Abraham suf-
fered, alt!]ough under it all he had faith. I would point out
that thc. Journey lasted three days and a good part of the
fourth; indeed, these three and a half days could be infinitely
longer than the few thousand years that separate me from
Abraham, I would point out—and this is my view—that every
person may sull turn back before he begins such a thing and
at any time may repentantly turn back. If one does this, I am
not a_pprehcnsivc; I do not fear arousing a desire in people to
be tried as Abraham was. But to scll a cheap edition of Abra-
hflm and yet forbid everyone to do likewise is ludicrous.

In order to perceive the prodigious paradox of faith, a par-
adox that makes a murder into a holy and God-pleasing act
a paradox that gives Isaac back to Abraham again, which nf.;
thought can grasp, because faith begins precisely where
t!lought stops—in order to perceive this, it is now my inten-
tion to 'draw out in the form of problemata the dialectical
aspects implicit in the story of Abraham.*



Notes to Pages 9-14 341
EXORDIUM

1. Sece Supplement, p. 245 (Pap. [V B 81); JP V 5651 (Pap. IV A 93),

2. Throughout the work, four related basic terms are used: “to tempt,”
“temnptation’ (friste, Fristelse); "‘to test,” ‘'test,” (prove, Prove); “to try” (for-
sege); “‘ordeal” (Pravelse). All have essentially the same meaning: to try by
way of a test or an ordeal. *“To tempt,” however, is used in two senses in
the work, (1) Whenever a version of the Biblical report is given, as on pp.
9, 63, the term means "“to test” (as in the Revised Standard Version) and is
used because it is the terminology of the Danish Bible of that time. Some-
times “test” and ‘temptation” are used together as synonyms, as on pp. 60,
71, 123, (2) Later, however, as on pp. 60, 115, Johannes de Silentio uses
“temptation’ in the ordinary sense of the attraction of the lower in relation
to the higher. Therefore, the ethical as the universal in relation to an abso-
lute duty toward God may be a temptation. The meaning of the three other
terms—""to test,”’ ‘'to try,” and "ordeal”—is synonymous with the first
meaning of “to tempt’” (“to test,” 'test’’). For a discussion of “spiritual
trial” (Anfegtelse), see p. 31 and note 14, See Repetition, p. 209, KW VL (SV
111 243); Postscript, KW XI11 (SV VII 226, 399); JP 11 2222 (Pap. X* A 572).

3. See Genesis 22.

4, With reference to the following sentence, sec Supplement, p. 245 (Pap.
IV B 81).

5. See p. 90 and note 21.

6. See Supplement, p. 249 (Pap. IV B 73),

7. See p. 9 and note 2.

8. A free, but essentially accurate, rendition of Genesis 22:1-2 in the con-
temporary Danish translation of the Bible. See p. 9 and note 2.

9. See Judith 10:11: “and the men of the city watched her unti! she had
gone down the mountain and passed through the valley and they could no

. longer sec her.” See also Postseript, KW XII (SV VII 291); JP III 3822 (Pap.
%A 197).
10. See Supplement, pp. 24142 (Pap. IV A 76).
- 11. See Supplement, pp. 255-56 (Pap. IV B 69-71).
. 12, For the promise to Abraham and Sarah, see Genesis 12:1-3, 17:2-21.

13. With reference to the following paragraph, see Supplement, p. 246

K (Pap. IV B 83).

1~ 14, See Genesis 16, 21:9-21, for the story of Hagar, Sarah’s Egyptian
imaid, and Ishmacl, Hagar's son by Abraham. See p. 77.
1 15. With reference to the following paragraph, see Supplement, p. 246
\ (Pap. 1V B 84).
1 16. The childless Abraham regarded Eliezer of Damascus as his heir. See
. Genesis 15:2. .
* 17. With reference to the following paragraph, see Supplement, p. 246
{(Pap. IV B 85).




342 Notes to Pages 14-22

18. With reference to the following paragraph, sce Supplement, pp. 245-
48 (Pap. IV B 66-68).
19. Sce Supplement, p. 248 (Pap. IV B 86),

EULOGY ON ABRAHAM

1. Sce Supplement, pp. 248-49 (Pap, IV B 72),

2. Here for the first time in the pseudonymous writings the expression
“eternal consciousness” and variants are used. See, for example, Philosaphical
Fragments, KW VII (SV IV 173, 224, 271); The Concept of Anxiety, p. 153,
KW VI (SV IV 418); Stages on Life’s Way, KW X1 (SV VI 91); Postseript,
KW X1l (SV VI 6, 122, 483, 500); Upbuilding Discourses in Various Spirits,
KW XV (SV VIl 226); The Sickness unto Death, pp. 70-71, 79, 113, KW
XIX (SV XI 182, 191, 223). In brief, it signifies consciousness of selfhood,
particularly in the context of recollection (as in Plato) and ultimately before
God.

3. See Homer, lliad, VI, 146-48.

4. See ibid., III, 381, where Paris is carricd away in a cloud.

5. See Hebrews 11:8-19.

6. Presumably the Roman poet Ovid (43 B.c.~A.D. 177), who in A.D. 8
was banished by Caesar Augustus to Tomi on the Black Sea. See his Tristia
and Ex Ponto, P. Ovidii Nasonis opera quae extant, ed. A. Richter {Leipzig:
1828, ASKB 1265); Tristia [and] Ex Ponto, tr. A. L. Wheeler (Loeb Classics,
New York: Putnam, 1924).

7. Sce p. 12 and note 12,

8. See note 6.

9. See Numbers 20:11.

10. See p. 9 and note 2.

11. Sec p. 9 and note 2.

12. See Genesis 18:12. See also Genesis 17:17; Supplement, p. 255 (Pap.;

IV B 69).
13. Se¢ note 27.
14, See p. 9 and note 2.
15, See Genesis 12:2,
16. See p. 9 and note 2,
17. See Genesis 22:2. :
18. Joseph, See Genesis 35:22-23, 37:3. 3
19. See Supplement, pp. 248-49 (Pap. IV B 72): :-
20. See Genesis 18:23.

21. Genesis 22:1-3. See Supplement, pp. 239-40 (Pap. Il C 4). Sec p. 9

and note 2.
22. See Luke 23:30; Supplement, pp, 248-49 (Pap. IV B 72).
23. See p. 14, note 16.
24. A frec rendition of Genesis 22:3, 9-10.
25. See Genesis 8:4. Ararat: a high or holy place.

Notes 1o Pages 23.31 343
26. Plato, Phaedrys 2
. . ! r 44—45 [ 265 b: -
Fridericus Astius (Leipgio: 1810 + Platonis quae ¢xstany
Tht Collected Dial( g 819-32 A',SKB H44-54), 1, pp. Tt F?(I, o

Trembling was Written,

28, Sce Supplemen, P. 249 (Pap, IV B 87:2

FROBLEMATA
! See Sumn Preliminary Expectoration
. UPplement, p. 243 (Pap, IV
plement, PP- 249-50 (Pap. v B ‘1;6:4) 760 Fordeeed “PEPh, e b

2. From the Latin ,
- ' ex + pectus (from +
e e L bt b s g o
!roduCu'on "-SPo 250; F.,ap. v B 88:1). thc hczdh.l );v \' N thc ﬁm.l draf(
PR +_ec Repetition, p, 157, KW VI (s 8 was changed from “[p;-
{ 4. Sec Il Thessalonians 3:10. HI 196),
Foe _T_T;cu:rcdmb had control of both , ring and 2 Jarg
schliger's A);r:d?hc figure of darkness i contrast ch’ 'Aladd” ‘
1805, 4 addin, Adam Ochlenschligers Poptisg ¢ Sk m in Ochlen-
; ASKB 1597-98), 11 Pp. 7561 krifier, 1-1] (Copenhagen;
g~ See Matthew 545, )
. Sec Plato, § .
1 » Symposium, 179 d: Platoni ‘
: loger af Platon, 11 atonis opera, I, p. 447. ,
' st C. ], Hei » U P M7 Uﬂ'm(gte Dia.
LI p. 1% Collected Digfogra, > (Copenbagen: 183

ialogues, 38; ASKB 1164-66),
8. See Matthew 3.9, §HE5 PP 53334, )

9. Isaiah 26:18,

10. Themistoces See
‘ : . Plutarch, Lipe ¢ i "
: f.;vnelsbaknvthrr, IV, tr, Stephan Tcténs.’l(-gcmpmhzuwdcs.
11197-2000), 1, p. 7; Pl . e be

ie f'th'.f Lii [ :
' 8163, New York: Macmillap, 19'1:‘)’.' lll );(;' ; Bemadotie P

b :; See Matthew 19:16-22 "
. 1. OnJune 17 ine
ing. T » 1845, nine
Y13, Thy

I, 3; Plutarchy
1800-11; ASKkB
errin (Loeb Clas-

months after the publicatio
hs 2 ‘ on of Fear and Trery.
by Vllgx'hus Haufniensis, was published, -

dpp!cm"er‘n. P- 250 (Pap, 1V B 88:2).
trial,” in contrast to “temptation” ang
involved in ventur]

14, See p. 9and g :
. ? . ote 2- MS -
.m rdanon to “ICS[," . pintu

n this importa 364-84
P Portant category, see Jp IV 4
Eu, o 236 p29980) icc :f]so, for examp)e, Eilhcr/Or.JlI, KWiv (s Vu;ldl .
4 \ » Anxiety, pp. 117, 120, 143, KW VIl (SV IV 385 3;?



44 Notes to Pages 32-39

408-09); Postseript, KW XII (SV VII 12, 15, 18, 32-33, 109-10, 112, 226,
399-400).

15. With reference to the remainder of the paragraph, see Supplement, p.
251 (Pap. IV B 88:4),

16, See p. 5 and note 1.

17. Nam tua res agitur, paries cum proximus ardet. Horace, Epistles, 1, 18, 84;
Q. Horatii Flacci opera (Leipzig: 1828; ASKB 1248), p. 606; Satires, Epistles
and Ars Poelica, tr. H. Rushton Fairclough (Locb Classics, New York: Put-
nam, 1929), p. 375; ""Tis your own safety that's at stake when your neigh-
bor's wall is in lames . . .."

18. As a special expression, the phrase “the absurd™ appears in the works
for the first time in Fear and Trembling and, like its correlative, “the para-
dox,” recurs only in the pseudonymous writings (almost exclusively in
Fragmenis, Postseript, and Practice in Christianity) and the journals and papers. -
See Fragments, KW VII (SV IV 218, 227, 266, 291); Stages, KW XI (SV VI
156); Postscript, KW X1 (SV V11 20, 80, 156, 171-72, 176-84, 222, 250, 327,
333, 347, 372, 375, 464, 470, 486-87, 490, 495-96, 504-05, 532); Sickness unto
Death, pp. 71, 83, 87, KW XIX (SV XI 182, 195, 198). On this theme in
the journals and papers, see JP [ 5-12 and pp. 497-98; VII, p. 3.

19. “Resignation’ [Resignation] and “resign” [resignere] here and later in
this section denote an act, a movement {not apathetic acquiescence), presup-
posing a concentration of the person in an integrating choice of an encom-
passing goal or purpose. See, for example, pp. 42-43; Supplement, p. 254
(Pap. IV B 93:4),

20. See pp. 36, 41, 42, 170; JP 111 2343 (Pap. V B 49:14). For other journal
entries on this important category, see JP 11l 2338-59 and p. 794; VII, p. 56.
See also, for example, The Concept of Irony, KW 11 (SV XIII 124); Either/Or,
II, KW IV (SV II 20); Fragments, KW VII (SV IV 210-11); Anxiety, index,

KW VII[ (SV IV 289, 303-05, 309-12, 314, 318-19, 320, 323, 325, 331-33,
345-46, 348, 354, 361-63, 379-81, 390, 398-99); Postscript, KW XII (SV VII
3, 27, 78-85, 94, 102, 123, 218, 222, 253, 293, 296-97, 330, 333). The con-
cept of the leap pertains to qualitative transitions, which cannot be ac-
counted for by quantitative changes or by the continuity of mediation (see
p. 42 fn.).

21. See Matthew 18:21-22,

22, See John 2:1-10.

23. See I Corinthians 10:12,

24, Before the development of electrical tdcgrab}lﬂiy. a system of mirrors *

(optical or fractional telegraphy) was used. -

25. lLe., Frederiksberg, a castle and surrounding wooded park west of
Copenhagen, a favorite outing place for Copenhageners, including Johannes
Climacus and Kierkegaard, who also mentions Josty's café in the park. See
Postseript, KW XII (SV VII 154-56); JP 1 419; V 5756 (Pap. 1 A 172; V A
111).

26. See p. 8 and note 13.

¢ und Erzdhlungen, 1-II (Stut
% JP1870 (Pap. Il A 449),

Notes to Pages 39.40 345

27. The Oresund, between the Danish
of Sweden, Strandveien is the @resund r
hagen,

28. A_ rix-dollar (worth about $5.00 in 1973 mone
or 96 shillings, each worth about a nicke]

29. See Genesis 25:29-34, .

Phi?:ia,An allusion to the death of Socrates, described by Plato at the end of
gé 2:: ﬁepe{tiﬂ'an, p. 148, KP}’ VI (SV 111 189), and note 30.

N Fo..- e };o :”}; 2} d; P{alonu opera, VL, p. 108; Collected Dialogues, p.
Hawpine pigrap o An{cmy (1844)-. P- 3. KWV (sK1v 276}, Vigili
P T;sns uses this ldc‘a In a quotation from Hamann, :
ﬁ-om._];coeb ss;;c:] of t:]us ‘linc has n‘ot‘bccn located. It may, however, be
A 105 T Wch,c.\;vdo ;qu.oted 1n journal entry JP IV 5010 (Pap. VI1II!
der Roform ook :Sc » Moriz C_ar_ncrc. Die philosophische Weltanschauung
Bohme™ ruzex:k( tuttgart, T'ubmgcn: 1847; ASKB 458), also quotes
T d :;qwo; h. »\:'hxc%l are in 'the same vein as the line in Fear and
— bﬁ.Bahun ' :;3 re xcl? ins Paradies” (p. 620), Kierkegaard owned four
oo by | Asn;(cig 4;.vlch-rerbung der dfey Principien Géttliches Wesens (Amster-
Mo A8 (:\mstc y .), Hohe und tiefe Griinde von dem dreyfachen Leben des
1682, A4S 139 r c;::i;’:zﬁ(})’;.aAle:V 452); My{terium Magnum (Amsterdam:
54) Searp un 6'332 (p,p.p x[n ; zzrﬂ)fg zu Christo (Amsterdam: 1731; ASKB

g;. gz: ﬁg}e;r‘u‘on. PP- 135.-36. KW VI (SV 1l 177.78).
cvcr).’ e bn de}rl S!r.;:l og Fmdnfl eller .Runemc: Magt,” V, 62: “She sleeps
Midaviatin }-'- Itv e :,:{ cw ofl_;(r:gbhthSug Hvide.” Udvalgte danske Viser fra
(C;6pcnhagen; 1812'-14; AéKB. 147?-811;:51(?";;.%?();sz; ):“-ld K - Rahbek
ramony cxh ubsree Ao i PP of prestbsed
rdi is i

111'::;:::::)' with ot.hcr su_bstanccs. See Mona;)%o;;, 1;5":“” ;S-Z?Jt,u;cﬁ—g;d (l.;u:;:
Py 6206oera Philosophica _ | - l—-.ll, ed. J. E. Erdmann (Berlin: ]8.39-40'

b 1L pp. 711, 712; Leibniz: The Monadology and Other Phl'lo:ophica;

Writings, tr. Robert L . Lol
26264 26768, rt Latta (London: Oxford Umversuy Press, 1965), pp.

37. See]. N. Mailith

island Sjzlland and the mainland
oad running north from Copen-~

y) contained 16 marks

us

v “Erzi die Spinnerin,** Magyari d)
> ) \ \gyarische Sagen, Méihrchen
tgart, Thbingen: 1837; ASKB 1411), II, p. 18, See

38. Horace, Odes, IIl, 24, 6; Capninum, Opera, p. 218
39. Sce, for example, Either/Or, II, KW IV SVl 185;-93)
40. See Matthew 19:26; Mark 10:27, 14:36: Luke 8:27 '
41. See Matthew 17:20. ' o
42. See Luke 18:18-23,
43. 'So als Schildwacht, zur

Nachtzeit auf ¢j
: nsame i
nem Pulvermagazin, hat man G Pividbirheston

edanken die auszerdem ganz unmaglich sind



