Nietzsche, The Birth of Tragedy
What is the principium individuationis (principle of individuation)? How do Apollo and
Dionysus differ in regard to this?

What is the distinction between the two art worlds of dreams and intoxication?

Which elements in 2001 seem to proceed from the Apollinian, which from the
Dionysian?

Nietzsche, Thus Spoke Zarathustra
How does Zarathustra describe the concept of the overman (Übermensch)? Are there
elements (narrative, visual, musical, etc.) in 2001 that seem sympathetic to these ideas?

2001: A Space Odyssey
Why do you think Kubrick chose pre-existing works for the soundtrack (Also Sprach
Zarathustra, Lux Aeterna, Blue Danube Waltz)? What effect does the use of this music
give to the film? What social and political statements might this make? Compare this to
the score originally written for the film.

As much as music and sound design, silence can act to create meaning and provide
“added value.” How does Kubrick use silence in this film? What effect does that create?

When discussing Montage technique, Eisenstein mentions the intent to create a sense of
defamiliarization in the viewer – that the “oddness” of technical manipulation should
shock the viewer into a position of critical awareness about what is being viewed. Do you
think Kubrick shares this intention? Why or why not? If so/not, how do his narrative,
visual and sound/music choices support your argument? What might this say about the
film’s attitude toward technological advancement and human/non-human intelligence?

FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE
excerpts from The Birth of Tragedy from the Spirit of Music
Preface to Richard Wagner (1871)
To keep at a distance all the possible scruples, excitements, and misunderstandings
that the thoughts united in this essay will occasion, in view of the peculiar character
of our aesthetic public, and to be able to write these introductory remarks, too, with
the same contemplative delight whose reflection--the distillation of good and
elevating hours--is evident on every page, I picture the moment when you, my
highly respected friend, will receive this essay. Perhaps after an evening walk in the
winter snow, you will behold Prometheus unbound on the title page, read my name,
and be convinced at once that, whatever this essay should contain, the author
certainly has something serious and urgent to say; also that, as he hatched these
ideas, he was communicating with you as if you were present, and hence could write
down only what was in keeping with that presence. You will recall that it was
during the same period when your splendid Festschrift on Beethoven came into
being, amid the terrors and sublimities of the war that had just broken out, that I
collected myself for these reflections. Yet anyone would be mistaken if he
associated my reflections with the contrast between patriotic excitement and
aesthetic enthusiasm, of courageous seriousness and a cheerful game: if he really
read this essay, it would dawn on him, to his surprise, what a seriously German
problem is faced here and placed right in the center of German hopes, as a vortex
and turning point. But perhaps such readers will find it offensive that an aesthetic
problem should be taken so seriously--assuming they are unable to consider art
more than a pleasant sideline, a readily dispensable tinkling of bells that
accompanies the "seriousness of life," just as if nobody knew what was involved in
such a contrast with the "seriousness of life." Let such "serious" readers learn
something from the fact that I am convinced that art represents the highest task and
the truly metaphysical activity of this life, in the sense of that man to whom, as my
sublime predecessor on this path, I wish to dedicate this essay.
Basel, end of the year 1871
THE BIRTH OF TRAGEDY FROM THE SPIRIT OF MUSIC
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Much will have been gained for aesthetics once we have succeeded in apprehending
directly--rather than merely ascertaining--that art owes its continuous evolution to
the Apollinian- Dionysian duality, even as the propagation of the species depends on
the duality of the sexes, their constant conflicts and periodic acts of reconciliation. I

have borrowed my adjectives from the Greeks, who developed their mystical
doctrines of art through plausible embodiments, not through purely conceptual
means. It is by those two art sponsoring deities, Apollo and Dionysus, that we are
made to recognize the tremendous split, as regards both origins and objectives,
between the plastic, Apollinian arts and the nonvisual art of music inspired by
Dionysus. The two creative tendencies developed alongside one another, usually in
fierce opposition, each by its taunts forcing the other to more energetic production,
both perpetuating in a discordant concord that agon which the term art but feebly
denominates: until at last, by the thaumaturgy of an Hellenic act of will, the pair
accepted the yoke of marriage and, in this condition, begot Attic tragedy, which
exhibits the salient features of both parents.
To reach a closer understanding of both these tendencies, let us begin by viewing
them as the separate art realms of dream andintoxication, two physiological
phenomena standing toward one another in much the same relationship as the
Apollinian and Dionysian. It was in a dream, according to Lucretius, that the
marvelous gods and goddesses first presented themselves to the minds of men. That
great sculptor, Phidias, beheld in a dream the entrancing bodies of more than human
beings, and likewise, if anyone had asked the Greek poets about the mystery of
poetic creation, they too would have referred him to dreams and instructed him
much as Hans Sachs instructs us in Die Meistersinger:
The poet's task is this, my friend,
to read his dreams and comprehend.
The truest human fancy seems
to be revealed to us in dreams:
all poems and versification
are but true dreams' interpretation.
The fair illusion of the dream sphere, in the production of which every man proves
himself an accomplished artist, is a precondition not only of all plastic art, but even,
as we shall see presently, of a wide range of poetry. Here we enjoy an immediate
apprehension of form, all shapes speak to us directly, nothing seems indifferent or
redundant. Despite the high intensity with which these dream realities exist for us,
we still have a residual sensation that they are illusions; at least such has been my
experience-- and the frequency, not to say normality, of the experience is borne out
in many passages of the poets. Men of philosophical disposition are known for their
constant premonition that our everyday reality, too, is an illusion, hiding another,
totally different kind of reality. It was Schopenhauer who considered the ability to
view at certain times all men and things as mere phantoms or dream images to be
the true mark of philosophic talent. The person who is responsive to the stimuli of
art behaves toward the reality of dream much the way the philosopher behaves
toward the reality of existence: he observes exactly and enjoys his observations, for

it is by these images that he interprets life, by these processes that he rehearses it.
Nor is it by pleasant images only that such plausible connections are made: the
whole divine comedy of life, including its somber aspects, its sudden balkings,
impish accidents, anxious expectations, moves past him, not quite like a shadow
play--for it is he himself, after all, who lives and suffers through these scenes--yet
never without giving a fleeting sense of illusion; and I imagine that many persons
have reassured themselves amidst the perils of dream by calling out, "It is a dream! I
want it to go on." I have even heard of people spinning out the causality of one and
the same dream over three or more successive nights. All these facts clearly bear
witness that our innermost being, the common substratum of humanity, experiences
dreams with deep delight and a sense of real necessity. This deep and happy sense
of the necessity of dream experiences was expressed by the Greeks in the image of
Apollo. Apollo is at once the god of all plastic powers and the soothsaying god. He
who is etymologically the "lucent" one, the god of light, reigns also over the fair
illusion of our inner world of fantasy. The perfection of these conditions in contrast
to our imperfectly understood waking reality, as well as our profound awareness of
nature's healing powers during the interval of sleep and dream, furnishes a symbolic
analogue to the soothsaying faculty and quite generally to the arts, which make life
possible and worth living. But the image of Apollo must incorporate that thin line
which the dream image may not cross, under penalty of becoming pathological, of
imposing itself on us as crass reality: a discreet limitation, a freedom from all
extravagant urges, the sapient tranquillity of the plastic god. His eye must be
sunlike, in keeping with his origin. Even at those moments when he is angry and illtempered there lies upon him the consecration of fair illusion. In an eccentric way
one might say of Apollo what Schopenhauer says, in the first part of The World as
Will and Idea, of man caught in the veil of Maya: "Even as on an immense, raging
sea, assailed by huge wave crests, a man sits in a little rowboat trusting his frail
craft, so, amidst the furious torments of this world, the individual sits tranquilly,
supported by the principium individuationis and relying on it." One might say that
the unshakable confidence in that principle has received its most magnificent
expression in Apollo, and that Apollo himself may be regarded as the marvelous
divine image of the principium individuationis, whose looks and gestures radiate the
full delight, wisdom, and beauty of "illusion."
In the same context Schopenhauer has described for us the tremendous awe which
seizes man when he suddenly begins to doubt the cognitive modes of experience, in
other words, when in a given instance the law of causation seems to suspend itself.
If we add to this awe the glorious transport which arises in man, even from the very
depths of nature, at the shattering of theprincipium individuationis, then we are in a
position to apprehend the essence of Dionysian rapture, whose closest analogy is
furnished by physical intoxication. Dionysian stirrings arise either through the
influence of those narcotic potions of which all primitive races speak in their hymns,
or through the powerful approach of spring, which penetrates with joy the whole

frame of nature. So stirred, the individual forgets himself completely. It is the same
Dionysian power which in medieval Germany drove ever increasing crowds of
people singing and dancing from place to place; we recognize in these St. John's and
St. Vitus' dancers the Bacchic choruses of the Greeks, who had their precursors in
Asia Minor and as far back as Babylon and the orgiastic Sacaea. There are people
who, either from lack of experience or out of sheer stupidity, turn away from such
phenomena, and, strong in the sense of their own sanity, label them either
mockingly or pityingly "endemic diseases." These benighted souls have no idea how
cadaverous and ghostly their "sanity" appears as the intense throng of Dionysian
revelers sweeps past them.
Not only does the bond between man and man come to be forged once more by the
magic of the Dionysian rite, but nature itself, long alienated or subjugated, rises
again to celebrate the reconciliation with her prodigal son, man. The earth offers its
gifts voluntarily, and the savage beasts of mountain and desert approach in peace.
The chariot of Dionysus is bedecked with flowers and garlands; panthers and tigers
stride beneath his yoke. If one were to convert Beethoven's "Paean to Joy" into a
painting, and refuse to curb the imagination when that multitude prostrates itself
reverently in the dust, one might form some apprehension of Dionysian ritual. Now
the slave emerges as a freeman; all the rigid, hostile walls which either necessity or
despotism has erected between men are shattered. Now that the gospel of universal
harmony is sounded, each individual becomes not only reconciled to his fellow but
actually at one with him--as though the veil of Maya had been torn apart and there
remained only shreds floating before the vision of mystical Oneness. Man now
expresses himself through song and dance as the member of a higher community; he
has forgotten how to walk, how to speak, and is on the brink of taking wing as he
dances. Each of his gestures betokens enchantment; through him sounds a
supernatural power, the same power which makes the animals speak and the earth
render up milk and honey.
He feels himself to be godlike and strides with the same elation and ecstasy as the
gods he has seen in his dreams. No longer the artist, he has himself become a work
of art: the productive power of the whole universe is now manifest in his transport,
to the glorious satisfaction of the primordial One. The finest clay, the most precious
marble--man--is here kneaded and hewn, and the chisel blows of the Dionysian
world artist are accompanied by the cry of the Eleusinian mystagogues: "Do you fall
on your knees, multitudes, do you divine your creator?"
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We can learn something about that naïve artist through the analogy of dream. We
can imagine the dreamer as he calls out to himself, still caught in the illusion of his
dream and without disturbing it, "This is a dream, and I want to go on dreaming,"

and we can infer, on the one hand, that he takes deep delight in the contemplation of
his dream, and, on the other, that he must have forgotten the day, with its horrible
importunity, so to enjoy his dream. Apollo, the interpreter of dreams, will furnish
the clue to what is happening here. Although of the two halves of life--the waking
and the dreaming--the former is generally considered not only the more important
but the only one which is truly lived, I would, at the risk of sounding paradoxical,
propose the opposite view. The more I have come to realize in nature those
omnipotent formative tendencies and, with them, an intense longing for illusion, the
more I feel inclined to the hypothesis that the original Oneness, the ground of Being,
ever suffering and contradictory, time and again has need of rapt vision and
delightful illusion to redeem itself. Since we ourselves are the very stuff of such
illusions, we must view ourselves as the truly non-existent, that is to say, as a
perpetual unfolding in time, space, and causality--what we label "empiric reality."
But if, for the moment, we abstract from our own reality, viewing our empiric
existence, as well as the existence of the world at large, as the idea of the original
Oneness, produced anew each instant, then our dreams will appear to us as illusions
of illusions, hence as a still higher form of satisfaction of the original desire for
illusion. It is for this reason that the very core of nature takes such a deep delight in
the naive artist and the naive work of art, which likewise is merely the illusion of an
illusion. Raphael, himself one of those immortal "naive" artists, in a symbolic
canvas has illustrated that reduction of illusion to further illusion which is the
original act of the naive artist and at the same time of all Apollinian culture. In the
lower half of his "Transfiguration," through the figures of the possessed boy, the
despairing bearers, the helpless, terrified disciples, we see a reflection of original
pain, the sole ground of being: "illusion" here is a reflection of eternal contradiction,
begetter of all things. From this illusion there rises, like the fragrance of ambrosia, a
new illusory world, invisible to those enmeshed in the first: a radiant vision of pure
delight, a rapt seeing through wide open eyes. Here we have, in a great symbol of
art, both the fair world of Apollo and its substratum, the terrible wisdom of Silenus,
and we can comprehend intuitively how they mutually require one another. But
Apollo appears to us once again as the apotheosis of the principium
individuationis, in whom the eternal goal of the original Oneness, namely its
redemption through illusion, accomplishes itself. With august gesture the god shows
us how there is need for a whole world of torment in order for the individual to
produce the redemptive vision and to sit quietly in his rocking rowboat in mid sea,
absorbed in contemplation.
If this apotheosis of individuation is to be read in normative terms, we may infer
that there is one norm only: the individual--or, more precisely, the observance of the
limits of the individual: sophrosune. As a moral deity Apollo demands self-control
from his people and, in order to observe such self-control, a knowledge of self. And
so we find that the aesthetic necessity of beauty is accompanied by the imperatives,
"Know thyself," and "Nothing too much." Conversely, excess and hubris come to be

regarded as the hostile spirits of the non-Apollinian sphere, hence as properties of
the pre-Apollinian era--the age of Titans --and the extra-Apollinian world, that is to
say the world of the barbarians. It was because of his Titanic love of man that
Prometheus had to be devoured by vultures; it was because of his extravagant
wisdom which succeeded in solving the riddle of the Sphinx that Oedipus had to be
cast into a whirlpool of crime: in this fashion does the Delphic god interpret the
Greek past.
The effects of the Dionysian spirit struck the Apollinian Greeks as titanic and
barbaric; yet they could not disguise from themselves the fact that they were
essentially akin to chose deposed Titans and heroes. They felt more than that: their
whole existence, with its temperate beauty, rested upon a base of suffering
and knowledge which had been hidden from them until the reinstatement of
Dionysus uncovered it once more. And lo and behold! Apollo found it impossible to
live without Dionysus. The elements of titanism and barbarism fumed out to be
quite as fundamental as the Apollinian element. And now let us imagine how the
ecstatic sounds of the Dionysian rites penetrated ever more enticingly into that
artificially restrained and discreet world of illusion, how this clamor expressed the
whole outrageous gamut of nature--delight, grief, knowledge--even to the most
piercing cry; and then let us imagine how the Apollinian artist with his thin,
monotonous harp music must have sounded beside the demoniac chant of the
multitude! The muses presiding over the illusory arts paled before an art which
enthusiastically told the truth, and the wisdom of Silenus cried "Woe!" against the
serene Olympians. The individual, with his limits and moderations, forgot himself in
the Dionysian vortex and became oblivious to the laws of Apollo. Indiscreet
extravagance revealed itself as truth, and contradiction, a delight born of pain, spoke
out of the bosom of nature. Wherever the Dionysian voice was heard, the Apollinian
norm seemed suspended or destroyed. Yet it is equally true that, in those places
where the first assault was withstood, the prestige and majesty of the Delphic god
appeared more rigid and threatening than before. The only way I am able to view
Doric art and the Doric state is as a perpetual military encampment of the Apollinian
forces. An art so defiantly austere, so ringed about with fortifications--an education
so military and exacting--a polity so ruthlessly cruel--could endure only in a
continual state of resistance against the titanic and barbaric menace of Dionysus.
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We are now approaching the central concern of our inquiry, which has as its aim an
understanding of the Dionysian-Apollinian spirit, or at least an intuitive
comprehension of the mystery which made this conjunction possible. Our first
question must be: where in the Greek world is the new seed first to be found which
was later to develop into tragedy and the dramatic dithyramb? Greek antiquity gives
us a pictorial clue when it represents in statues, on cameos, etc., Homer and

Archilochus side by side as ancestors and torchbearers of Greek poetry, in the
certainty that only these two are to be regarded as truly original minds, from whom
a stream of fire flowed onto the entire later Greek world. Homer, the hoary dreamer,
caught in utter abstraction, prototype of the Apollinian naive artist, stares in
amazement at the passionate head of Archilochus, soldierly servant of the Muses,
knocked about by fortune. All that more recent aesthetics has been able to add by
way of interpretation is that here the "objective" artist is confronted by the first
"subjective" artist. We find this interpretation of little use, since to us the subjective
artist is simply the bad artist, and since we demand above all, in every genre and
range of art, a triumph over subjectivity, deliverance from the self, the silencing of
every personal will and desire; since, in fact, we cannot imagine the smallest
genuine art work lacking objectivity and disinterested contemplation. For this reason
our aesthetic must first solve the following problem: how is the lyrical poet at all
possible as artist--he who, according to the experience of all times, always says "I"
and recites to us the entire chromatic scale of his passions and appetites? It is this
Archilochus who most disturbs us, placed there beside Homer, with the stridor of his
hate and mockery, the drunken outbursts of his desire. Isn't he--the first artist to be
called subjective--for that reason the veritable non-artist? How, then, are we to
explain the reverence in which he was held as a poet, the honor done him by the
Delphic oracle, that seat of "objective" art, in a number of very curious sayings?
Schiller has thrown some light on his own manner of composition by a
psychological observation which seems inexplicable to himself without, however,
giving him pause. Schiller confessed that, prior to composing, he experienced not a
logically connected series of images but rather a musical mood. "With me emotion
is at the beginning without dear and definite ideas; those ideas do not arise until later
on. A certain musical disposition of mind comes first, and after follows the poetical
idea." If we enlarge on this, taking into account the most important phenomenon of
ancient poetry, by which I mean that union-- nay identity--everywhere considered
natural, between musician and poet (alongside which our modern poetry appears as
the statue of a god without a head), then we may, on the basis of the aesthetics
adumbrated earlier, explain the lyrical poet in the following manner. He is, first and
foremost, a Dionysian artist, become wholly identified with the original Oneness, its
pain and contradiction, and producing a replica of that Oneness as music, if music
may legitimately be seen as a repetition of the world; however, this music becomes
visible to him again, as in a dream similitude, through the Apollinian dream
influence. That reflection, without image or idea, of original pain in music, with its
redemption through illusion, now produces a second reflection as a single simile or
example. The artist had abrogated his subjectivity earlier, during the Dionysian
phase: the image which now reveals to him his oneness with the heart of the world
is a dream scene showing forth vividly, together with original pain, the original
delight of illusion. The "I" thus sounds out of the depth of being; what recent writers
on aesthetics speak of as "subjectivity" is a mere figment.

FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE
excerpts from Thus Spake Zarathustra (1891)
Book 1, Zarathustra's Prologue, 3
When Zarathustra came into the next town, which lies on the edge of the forest, he found
many people gathered together in the market place; for it had been promised that there
would be a tightrope walker. And Zarathustra spoke thus to the people: "I teach you the
overman. Man is something that shall be overcome. What have you done to overcome
him? "All beings so far have created something beyond themselves; and do you want to
be the ebb of this great flood and even go back to the beasts rather than overcome man?
What is the ape to man? A laughing stock or a painful embarrassment. And man shal1 be
just that for the overman: a laughing stock or a painful embarrassment. You have made
your way from worm to man, and much in you is still worm. Once you were apes, and
even now, too, man is more ape than any ape. "Whoever is the wisest among you is also
a mere conflict and cross between plant and ghost But do I bid you become ghosts or
plants? "Behold, I teach you the overman. The overman is the meaning of the earth. Let
your will say: the overman shall be the meaning of the earth! I beseech you, my
brothers, remain faithful to the earth, and do not believe those who speak to you of
otherworldly hopes! Poison-mixers are they, whether they know it or not. Despisers of
life are they, decaying and poisoned themselves, of whom the earth is weary: so let them
go. "Once the sin against God was the greatest sin; but God died, and these sinners died
with him. To sin against the earth is now the most dreadful thing, and to esteem the
entrails of the unknowable higher than the meaning of the earth.”
Book 1, Zarathustra's Prologue, 4
"Zarathustra, however, beheld the people and was amazed. Then he spoke thus: "Man is
a rope, tied between beast and overman - a rope over an abyss. A dangerous across, a
dangerous on-the-way, a dangerous looking-back, a dangerous shuddering and
stopping. "What is great in man is that he is a bridge and not an end: what can be loved
in man is that he is an overture and a going under. "I love those who do not know how
to live, except by going under, for they are those who cross over. "I love the great
despisers because they are the great reverers and arrows of longing for the other
shore. "I love those who do not first seek behind the stars for a reason to go under and
be a sacrifice, but who sacrifice themselves for the earth, that the earth may some day
become the overman's. "I love him who lives to know, and who wants to know so that
the overman may live some day. And thus he wants to go under. "I love him who works
and invents to build a house for the overman and to prepare earth, animal, and plant for
him: for thus he wants to go under. "I love him who loves his virtue, for virtue is the
will to go under and an arrow of longing. "I love him who does not hold back one drop
of spirit for himself, but wants to be entirely the spirit of his virtue: thus he strides over
the bridge as spirit.”

