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¿ä™L± ÛõÑ Õ±ÎõÎáõþ Îû Õ±¿ð÷ îÏõèî± õîÇ÷±ò, Îüý× îÏõè ö±õ±òÅöÅ¿îý× Îî± üßù ß±ÎõÉõþ ë×Èü¼ ÛßéÅ îÎMWõþ ÎåÒ±ûþ±
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-óÅÎSõþ ü¥óßÇ¿éÝ ¿åù ÕîÉ™L â¿ò‡ ¼ ÛõÑ ¿óî±õþ ÷Îî±ý×, ¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ðÇÝ, Ûß¿é ¿õÎúø ¿õÎ^±Îýõþ õÎù, ðúÇÎòõþ
æáÎî Ûß ÷ý±ß±ÎõÉõþ üÓäò± ßõþÎùò¼ Îüý× ÷ý±ß±ÎõÉõþ ò±÷ Õ¿™¦Qõ±ð¼ îÒ±õþ ¿óî± Îû÷ò ÕõÅç÷Îò ¿õÎ^±ý
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ÎýÎáù îàò Ûß Ö​«õþ›¶¿î÷ õÉ¿M​Q¼ ÛõÑ ¿óî±õþ ÷Îî±, óÅÎSõþ Ûý× ¿õÎ^±ý¿é ÷Óùî ÆðõÏ- úÔºù± Îß¿fß ›¶±¿î¿¦¤ß
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Ž÷î±Îßý× õÎù ß¿õQ, õÎù¿åÎùò õþõÏfò±ï¼ Ûý× üÑ:±¿éý× ¿ß ü±õÎæß¿éö ¿ïÑß±õþ -Ûõþ üõÎäÎûþ ¿òàÒÅî üÑ:±
òûþ· ¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ÎðÇõþ æ±òÇ±ù ûÒ±õþ±ý× óÎhÎåò, îÒ±õþ± üßÎùý× Õ±ú± ß¿õþ Ûß÷î ýÎõò Õ±÷±õþ üÎ/ Îû, æ±òÇ±ù¿é
æÅÎh ¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ÎðÇõþ üõÇõdÎî ÷÷ÇÎöðÏ Õ™LðÔ¿©† õþõÏfò±Îïõþ üÑ:±¿éõþ Ûß óõþ÷ ðÔ©†±™L¼ öÅõò ¿õàÉ±î Ûý× æ±òÇ±ù¿é
Õ±÷±õþ óh± Ûß¿é ÷ýM÷ áèLš¼ ÎûÎýîÅ Ûý× áèLš¿é Ûîð=Îù ý×ð±òÏÑ ðÅ©x±óÉ, Îüý× ÎýîÅ ó±êßÎðõþ æòÉ Ûý× æ±òÇ
±ù¿é ÎïÎß ¿ßåÅ ¿ßåÅ ÕÑÎúõþ ë×XÔ¿îý× Ûý× õþäò±¿éõþ ÷Óù ›¶ßŠ¼ Îü¿ðß ÎïÎß Ûý× õþäò±¿éÎß qñÅ÷±S Ûß¿é áèLšò±Ý
õù± ÎûÎî ó±Îõþ¼ Ûà±Îò ë×XÔ¿î&¿ù ó¿õþÎõ¿úî ýÎõ ý×ÑÎõþ¿æ ö±ø±ûþ ÛõÑ ýõþÎô ¼ áèÎLšõþ ò±÷ Ð ðÉ æ±òÇ±ùü Õõ
¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ðÇ¼ ÕòÅõ±ðß Ð Õ±Îùßæ±`±õþ E³¼
 
1........as I stood there alone and forsaken, and the power of the sea and the battle of the

elements reminded me of my own nothingness, and on the other hand the sure flight of the birds
recalled the words spoken by Christ: Not a sparrow shall to the ground without your father: then
all at once I felt how great and how small I was; then did those two mighty forces, pride and
humility, happily unite in friendship.
(July 29, 1835)
ü÷Å^îÏÎõþ Ûß± ðÒ±¿hÎûþ 24 õåÎõþõþ ûÅõß ¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ÎðÇõþ Ûý× ¦¤áÎî±¿M​ ¿ß õþõÏfò±Îïõþ ÷ÅÎàÝ Ûßý× õþß÷ ÷±ò±Îî± ò
±· õdî ¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ÎðÇõþ üÎ/ õþõÏfò±Îïõþ ¿÷ù ÕÎòß, û±õþ Õ±õþÝ ›¶÷±í õýò ßõþÎõ óõþõîÏÇ ë×XÔ¿î&¿ù¼ Ûý× ¿÷ù
ðÅæÎòõþ ß±õÉðÔ¿©†õþ ¿÷ù, ß±õþí üßù ¿ä™L±Îß Õ¿îS​÷ ßÎõþ ðÅæÎòý× ¿åÎùò Õ±ñÉ±¿Rß üÎîÉõþ ÕÎ¥¤ûÏ¼ 
2. The real beauty of Lemming’s playing…was that he stroked the guitar. The vibrations became

almost visible, just as when the moon shines on the sea the waves become almost audible.
(October 13, 1835)

‘|±õÉ Îìë×’ --Ûõþ Ûý× ÕóÅõÇ ë×ó÷±¿é Õ±÷±Îß ¿õþùÎßõþ ß¿õî±õþ ßï± ÷Îò ßõþ±ûþ¼
3. I stand like a lonely pine tree egoistically shut off, pointing to the skies and casting no shadow,

and only the turtle – dove builds its nest in my branches.
(July 9, 1837)
¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±Îðõþ Ûý× ë×¿M​¿é îÒ±õþ ÷ò™¦ÎMWõþ Õ±Îù±äò±ûþ õU ë×XÔî € Õ±÷±õþ ö±Îù± ù±Îá ’egoistically shut off’-Ûý×
õ±ßÉÑú¿é¼
4. Father in Heaven! When the Thought of thee wakes in our hearts let it not awaken like a

frightened bird that flies about in dismay, but like a child waking from its sleep with a heavenly
smile. (January. 6, 1839) 
 
Õ¿õ¦œõþíÏûþ Ûý× ß±ÎõÉ±¿M​̄ õdî, Û¿éõþ ¿ò¿õh ó±Îê Õ±÷±õþ ÷Îò ýûþ Îû, ë±ò±-ç±óé±Îò± öÏî ó±¿à ÛõÑ üÅÎl±¿Oî
¿úqõþ ÷ÅÎàõþ ¦¤áÇÏûþ ý±¿üõþ ûÅáù ¿äSßÎŠ ÛõÑ ¿äSßŠZÎûþõþ ›¶¿îîÅùò±ûþ ÕõÉïÇ ß±õÉ ›¶ßõþÎíõþ ›¶Îûþ±Îáõþ Z±õþ± Ûý× ß
±ÎõÉ±¿M​ qX Õ±ÎõÎáõþ ¿äSö±ø±õþ ÷±ñÉÎ÷ Îû qX ÷òòüîÉÎß üÑ:±¿ûþî ßÎõþ, Îüý× üÑ:±ûþò----- ÷±òõ÷Îò Ö​«õþÎõ
±Îñõþ ë×¾±Îüõþ Õ±òj, ë×øžî± ÛõÑ Îü±ò±ùÏ Õ±Îù±ûþ ü¿êß ¦¤õþ+ó õíÇò± --- ÕòÉ Îß±Îò±õþ+ó ö±ø± ›¶Îûþ±Îá üyõ
ýÎî± ò±¼ á¿íÎîõþ ö±ø±ûþ ÷Îî± ß±ÎõÉõþ ö±û±Ý Õ¿õßŠ € Ûý× ë×¿M​¿é î±Ý Ûß¿é Î|‡ ë×ð±ýõþò¼
5. Oh, can I really believe the poet’s tales, that when one first sees the object of one’s love, one

imagines one has seen her long ago, that all love like all knowledge in remembrance, that love
too has its prophecies in the individual, its types, its myths, its old testament. (Feb. 2. 1839)
Õ±¿÷ Ûßæò ÷±òÅø¼ Õ±÷±õþ ¿öîÎõþ Î›¶Î÷õþ üßù ö¿õøÉZ±òÏ ÷Å¿^î € Õ±¿÷ Î›¶Î÷õþ ë×óßï±, Õ±¿ðóÅ™¦ß¯ Ûý× ßÏ ÷
±òÅÎøõþ ›¶ßÔî æiœ ¿äý​ ·
6. It is positive starting point for philosophy when Aristotle Says that philosophy begins with

wonder, not as in our day with doubt. Moreover the world will learn that the thing is not to begin

    



with the negative, and the reason why it has succeeded up to the present is that it has never
really given itself over to the negative, and so has never seriously done what it said. Its doubt is
more child’s play. (1841) 

üÑúûþ òûþ, ¿õ¦œûþ ¼ ðúÇÎòõþ ÛõÑ ß±ÎõÉõþ Ûßý× æiœõÏæ¼ Ûà±Îò ÕîÉ™L î±ÈóûÇóÓíÇ ÷™LõÉ ýÎBå : Its doubt is mere

child’s play.

7. It requires moral courage to grieve; it requires religious courage to rejoice. (1840)

Û÷ò Ûß¿é ë×¿M​, û±õþ ÕïÇ ÕòÅñ±õò ßõþ±õþ Îä©†± ßõþÎù ÷ÅÎàõþ ý±¿ü q¿ßÎûþ û±ûþ ¯ 
8. Passion is the real Thing, the real measure of man’s power. And the age in which we live is

wretched, because it is without passion. (October 25., 1841)
ðÅõþðúÏÇ ¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ðÇ ë×ò¿õÑú úîÎßõþ ÷ñÉö±Îá Õ±ñÅ¿òß ûÅÎáõþ Ûý× Îõþ±á¿éÎß ¿òíÇûþ ßÎõþ¿åÎùò ¼ Õ±æÎßõþ ü÷Îûþ
îÒ±õþ Ûý× ë×¿M​ Õ±õþÝ ßî Îæ±õþ±Îù± ö±Îõ üîÉ¯ 
9.…a hope has awakened in my soul that God may desire to resolve the fundamental misery of

being…. As a poet and thinker I have represented all things in the medium of the imagination,
myself living in resignation. (1848)
10. I was unhappy in my love; but I simply cannot imagine myself happy unless I were to become

a different person altogether. But in my unhappiness I was happy. (1948)
11. …The whole concept of objectivity, which has been made into our salvation, is merely the

food of sickness, and the fact that it is admired as the cure simply proves how fundamentally
irreligious our age is, for that saving factor is really a return to paganism….
It is perfectly true, isolated subjectivity is, in the opinion of the age, evil; but “objectivity’ as a cure
is not one whit better.
The only salvation is subjectivity, is, God as infinite compelling subjectivity. (1850)
12. The most tremendous thing that has been granted to man is the choice, freedom. And if you

desire to preserve it and preserve it there is only one-way: in the very same second
unconditionally and in complete resignation to give it back to God, and yourself with it. (1850)
13. Perfect love means to love the one through whom one becomes unhappy. (1850)

‘Õ±÷±õþ óõþ±í Îû÷¿î ß¿õþÎå Îî÷¿î ýë×ß Îü¯ ----äGÏð±Îüõþ õþ±ñ± û¿ð ßÔÎøžõþ ›¶¿î î±õþ Ûý× Õ¿öú±ó¿éÎßÝ,
ßÔÎøžõþ ›¶¿î Õó¿õþüÏ÷ Î›¶÷õúî, ¿òÎæõþ ¿ðÎß ¿ô¿õþÎûþ Îòûþ, î±ýÎù õþ±ñ±õþ ÷ò Îû ¿Z&í ðÅÐüý Îõðò±Îß ñ±õþí
ßõþÎõ, Ûý× ë×¿M​¿é Îûò Îüý× Îõðò±õþý× ›¶¿îõþ+ó¼
14. There is no doubt that nowadays we are a lot of old women compares with antiquity, and the

misfortune no doubt lies, to a great extent, in our not being effectually unhappy –the pressure
from outside is so gentle and we have not got character enough to make ourselves unhappy.
(1850)

Õ±æÎßõþ Ûý× ¿õóÅù ¿õÎò±ðÎòõþ ûÅÎá Ûý× ÷ý±âÇ ë×¿M​¿é ¿ß îÅ÷Åù ¿õ Ó̂Îóõþ ¿úß±õþ ýÎõ, î± ßŠò± ßõþ±Ý úM​̄
15. I have looked in vain for an anchorage in the boundless sea of pleasure and in the depth of

understanding; I have felt the almost irresistible power with which one pleasure reaches out its
hand to the next; I have felt the sort of meretricious ecstasy that it is capable of producing, but
also the ennui and the distracted state of mind that succeeds it. I have tasted the fruit of the tree
of know ledge, and often delighted in its taste. But the pleasure did not outlast the moment of
understanding and left no profound mark upon me. It seems as though I had not drunk from the
cup of wisdom, but had fallen into it. (August 1. 1835)

ý×ÎBå ßÎõþý× Õ±¿÷ Ûý× ë×¿M​¿é üõÎúÎø õþ±àù±÷, ß±õþí Û¿éý× ¿ßÎûþÎßÇá±ÎðÇõþ æ±òÇ±ù -Ûõþ üõÇ±¿ñß ¿õàÉ±î ÛõÑ üõÇ±
¿ñß ë×XÔî ë×¿M​¼ üÎ™L±Îáõþ ¿öîõþ ¿ðÎûþ üîÉÎß æ±ò±õþ ›¶ûþ±ü ¿êß Îß÷ò ýûþ ÛõÑ ßÏ ß​í ó¿õþí¿î î±õþ Ûý×
Õ¿õ¦œõþíÏûþ õòÇò±¿é ¿õ​«ß±ÎõÉõþ ÛõÑ ¿õ​«:±Îòõþ Ûß Õ÷ÓùÉ ü¥óð¯
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