




Note:  For Evola's self-analysis of his own work see "The Path of Cinnabar"







This essay, published in 1968 for J. Evola's seventieth birthday, was 
soon sold out - demonstrating the fact that Evola's name, ignored by 
"official culture", represents something for an ever-increasing number of 
readers.

This second edition was therefore necessary, improved in form and 
increased by about twenty pages. I hope that - like the first one - it 
fulfills its task of guiding J. Evola's difficult and often intentionally 
misrepresented books.

This is the first and so far only study of Evola's work, which, if on the 
one hand it may be a source of a certain satisfaction for the author, on 
the other leads him to melancholy reflections on the fate of a non-
conformist thinker in Italy.

This year Julius Evola will turn seventy. A date that no one will 
remember, which will go unnoticed, without toasts, without celebrations, 
without echoes in the press and the slightest resonance in the field of 
culture. Which might appear quite singular if one considers that Evola 
has twenty-five books to his credit, many of which have been reprinted 
and some translated into German, French and English, as well as 
numerous editions, translations, essays and scattered articles, all 
centered on the problems discussed in the main works.

But, in fact, who should remember an author who is so inconvenient and 
so isolated, so difficult to label and catalogue, extraneous to all the 
cliques, mafias and academies that in Italy, by ancient tradition, form 
"culture"? Not the "intellectuals", these incorrigible ignorant people 
who think in pigeonholes, and for whom Evola, who doesn't appear in 



any pigeonhole, doesn't exist. Not the academics, these technicians of an 
increasingly short-sighted specialism, a pompous caste jealous of their 
techniques - almost the caste of the mummy embalmers of ancient Egypt. 
Not the Right, this Right to which Evola has provided over the course of 
his entire life an incomparable array of ideas, ideas, suggestions, but 
which has learned nothing, which does not want to learn anything and 
which nihilism and indifference, he made his flag.

Since the tragedy of Evola's work - if we want to use this word "tragedy" 
which would certainly displease the finely detached nature of our author 
- is that it fell into a deaf human environment, insensitive to its highest 
tasks and its vital ambitions. This explains how Evola's books perhaps 
had greater resonance in Germany, where a true Right existed, with not 
only political but also cultural cornerstones, than in Italy, where under 
the façade of fascism it continued to exist establish a culture of a liberal-
democratic, if not even crypto-Marxist, brand. The "fascist culture", 
behind a façade of flattering homage to the Duce, to the Regime, to the 
Empire, remained a mixture of "patriotic" socialism, "national" 
liberalism and "Italian" Catholicism. With the fall of the Italy-Fascism 
identity, the traditional concept of homeland collapsed in 1943, the 
"patriotic" socialists became social-communists, the "national" liberals 
only liberals and the "Italian" Christian-democratic Catholics.

In reality, the notoriety of an author is linked to more or less favorable 
circumstances and cultural climates. This is how mediocre and very 
small artists become representatives of a certain era while important 
authors can be unknown for a long time. This is how Schopenhauer was 
ignored for more than forty years in the climate of Hegelian idealism, 
how Gobineau found his first readers in Germany after his death, how 
Nietzsche lived in complete obscurity in the leaden climate of positivism 
German.



In Italy, the lack of a true ideological conscience Right-wing logic has 
made Evola an isolated person, an author whose books circulate and 
sell, judging by the numerous reprints, but whose voice finds no 
resonance in any newspaper, in any academy, in any party.

Except in youth circles. Since this is the new fact, for many years now, 
while the older generations repeat more and more wearily the formulas 
of a patriotic, conformist, Catholic-like indifference, the national youth 
reads Evola. Through the Ghibelline myth it opened a path from the idea 
of nation to that of empire and Europe; beyond generic nationalism, 
Men and Ruins gave her a true conservative-revolutionary political 
conscience; beyond the twilight of Christianity, it projects its faith in that 
metaphysical realism whose cold splendor shines in the pages of books 
like Ride the Tiger.

In reality, every idea, every author, has its moment. The advanced 
minorities of the national forces have felt for years that the time has 
come for the Right to finally leave the sphere of indifferent 
sentimentalism to become a Weltanschauung, a vision of the world.

The time for absolute negations and absolute affirmations.

In short, Evola's time.



The youth phase: avant-garde art and poetry





The abstract consciousness, background of the ultimate aesthetics, is in 
fact linked to another level - almost to another dimension - of the spirit, 
which with that on which life takes place - from daily practical life and 
feelings ¬ such to the life that finds echo in the 'great cries of tragic 
humanity' - has nothing to do; and the road that leads to it is hard and 
painful because along it it is necessary to burn everything that is usually 
worth to men as the most intimate and true life. If therefore one were to 
ask for a term of comparison, one could perhaps indicate it only in some 
mystics, for example in the atone and coldly ardent interiority of a 
Ruysbroek and an Eckhart. In abstract art, however, this atmosphere is 
not, as in these two figures, that of a uniform and solitary light, but 



rather emanates solely from an incoherent set of dark, intimate, 
alarming vital states which, as if lost in a now diaphanous space, torrid 
hours, in which a sense of dream or delirium gradually transmutes and 
clarifies until a solar rarefaction, has sounds and motions that are 
inexplicable in themselves. A logic absolutely different from that of 
everyday life governs this sphere: in it all the most familiar or glorious 
lights become pale like the frail vegetation of the underground, the 
common will staggers there as if drunk, the words themselves give an 
incomprehensible meaning of a foreign language. It would seem that in 
it every reality disintegrates, pumped by extreme rarefaction, and 
returns to an elementary chaos 'dry and ardent, ardent and monotonous'. 
But to him who has fully penetrated nature of abstract art, it appears 
that this incoherence, this madness is nothing but an appearance, behind 
which lives in a metallic luminosity the sense of the absolute freedom of 
the Ego...









The philosophical period

I can only say I am absolutely certain of those things whose principle 
and causes I have within me, as unconditional freedom, according to the 
function of possession; in the others, only of what in them satisfies this 
condition. The process of knowing and that of absolute self-realization, 
of the elevation of the individual to universal lord, now fall into the same 
point, from which it also appears to be the principle of error and of 
darkness nothing more than that of impotence.





While the realist from not being caused by me as an absolute will infers 
that it is not caused by me in any way, but rather by another, not giving 
any thought whatsoever except between being caused according to my 
will and not to be completely caused by me there is a third possible term 
- being caused by me according to spontaneity; the absolute idealist uses 
the same paralogism, but to infer from being caused by me according to 
spontaneity to a being caused by me absolutely, according to free will, 
which is manifestly sophistical. - It is one thing to represent, another to 
want; it is one thing to say that the world is my representation, another 
that the world is my will. One is the negative limit, bound with respect to 
itself, the other the positive limit, free with respect to itself, of the genre 
of activity. Instead, the absolute idealist mutates these limits from one to 
the other, carelessly erasing with that 'differential of spontaneity' whose 
symbol is the brute necessity and resistance of natural things, the entire 
interval... How can we therefore not see at the heart of this doctrine the 
same reason that generated realism, that is: sloth, impotence and 



tiredness of the will? Like the realist, the absolute idealist escapes the 
act. The realist relieves himself of the task by inventing the other and 
presupposing there the being which he lacks, which is too strong for 
him; the idealist instead frees himself from it through rhetoric and lies, 
pretending in the discursive act the real or magical act, in the ego as 
knowledge the ego as sufficiency and power".



Mere representative activity is a necessary but not sufficient condition 
for the reality of things, given that these things are referred to an Ego. I 
can say that I have posed things, but insofar as they are spontaneity, not 
freedom. Now to say that I, as I and sufficient principle, autarches, 
cannot recognize myself as the unconditional cause of representations 
(see of nature), does not mean at all that these representations are 
caused by something else (by things real or existing in themselves ), but, 
simply, that I am insufficient for a part of my activity, which is still 
spontaneity - that such a part is not yet "moralized", that the Ego, as 
freedom, suffers in it a "privation ". Hence realism, as has been said, 
must be rejected pour une end de non recevoir. When then can the 
principle of idealism, that the Ego posits things, truly be affirmed? When 
the individual has transformed the dark passion of the world into a body 
of freedom, when he has made the form according to which he 
experiences representative activity pass from spontaneity, from a 



coincidence of reality and possibility, to unconditioned, arbitrary 
causality, to power.



His body would be penetrable to consciousness right down to the 
intimacy of its tissues and the vicissitudes of its becoming. At every 
instant the succession of events constituting the plot of his individual 
life, both here and there from the point present, would be representable 
in the ordinary way of memories. Birth and death, no more than the field 
of his direct or indirect sensorial perception, would not confine the 
horizon in space and time. He would know a part of the content of the 
ground on which he would walk: the human beings encountered with 
their mere presence would reveal to him their thoughts in the moment, 
the secret of their intellectual, mortal, organic personality, that of their 
life of relationships and the knowledge of their environment, beings and 
things. According to the circumstances and movements of his own 
thought and that of others, he would reconnect in space with people 
known and unknown to him and would gain, to a certain degree, 
knowledge of their personality and their life. He would be aware of the 
details of a scene taking place at a great distance. By applying his 
strange psychic power on what we call time, he would trace the course 
of human generations, approaching any era or scene of the past... He 
would know the virtuality that the future will realize.. Such a man is a 
logical possibility, since it would ultimately be nothing other than the 
multiform manifestation of the latent psychic potential, of which the 
different phenomenal forms have been found scattered.





The spirit is nothing other than the infinite energy that reaffirms itself on 
all those forms in which it coagulates and determines undermines its 
power, it is none other than the Heraclitan purity, the creative and 
dissolving blaze, which resolves every reality into the absolute, 
unnameable splendor of the center which entirely possesses itself, of the 
one who is an entity of power. And since it has been demonstrated that 
everything can be said to be known according to an absolute knowledge 
only to the extent that in it one can understand the expression of a 
gesture of power, the entire system of the world, in its splendors as well 
as in its series , in the infinity of its becoming vibrated in ever new 
forms, beyond all space and all time, represents nothing other than the 
phenomenon of the absolute point of freedom which has been desired in 
autarky. Such is the absolute Individual, the Persuaded: closed in his 
simple and immobile unity, he takes pleasure in it and rests there, loving 
himself alone and creating everything he creates for this solitary love...

Every phenomenon proceeds from him and is consumed in him, as in the 
transcendent power which, as unconditioned negativity, strikes in the 
eternal synthesis of absolute possession. This electrocution, is nothing 
other than this, the individual, from which man, who is insufficient for 
the terrible splendor of his own center, loves to escape as if from the 
point of absolute death.





Philosophy is the reflection resulting in recognizing one's own 
insufficiency and the need for an absolute action starting from within. It 
is to this "absolute action springing from within" that he will henceforth 
dedicate his efforts and meditation.



Man as power

Now the function of the mind, as the power of knowing, is a restoration 
of the original identity, it is a reduction to what appears other than itself, 
it is a resuscitation in things that are nothing more than degrees of 
consciousness made the light opaque to oneself of the conscience itself 
which is found in it as if buried or coagulated".





The world, metaphysically, is maya: but this does not mean that it is a 
pure non-being, but rather that it has the principle of its own existence 
not in itself, but in something else; it is therefore maya when considered 
separately as something that exists by its own virtue; assumed instead as 
a çakti, it is absolutely real, since it expresses that in which the same 
supreme power is affirmed and benefits. The Augustinian can be 
connected to this: 'He is in such a way that in relation to him things 
done are not; do not refer to him, I am; refer to him, they are not'; and, 



beyond this, the four dogmatic truths of the Mahayana: '', 'it is not', 
'appearance is true', 'emptiness is true', which precisely expresses the 
idea that, considered in itself itself, the world is not, considered instead 
in relation to that spiritual principle than in relation to the material 
plane and factious must be indicated as empty and therefore not 
considered in itself, but rather as a manifestation, there is a being and it 
is true.



It's just a way of saying that fire has the power to burn. In reality, fire 
exists as the power to burn and the power to burn is fire. Hence those 
profound words of Meister Eckart: "You will not say that it is the coal 
that burns you, when it burns you, but nothingness is the cause of this: 



since the coal only burns you as something that you you do not possess; 
if instead you possessed its nature, all the fire that has ever blazed could 
do nothing to you. This nothingness that is connected to you, this is your 
imperfection, this is what burns in hell. It is this nothingness that you 
must purify yourself of.

The Ego, having created itself on a higher and indifferent level with 
respect to that of becoming sensitive, remains conscious even where this 
perception fails, that is, in sleep. And this is the first magical realization. 
The epithet of "Awakened One" to the Buddha has not only a symbolic 
but a literal value. In sleep, reduced to pure, undifferentiated light of 
knowledge (anonta-jyotih), it later resurfaces, and the world takes shape 
as a result of samskara, in a new kind of dream, essentially and entirely 
active, purified and autonomous.





The possession that in the body of 'signs', of dizzying fixities, is 
relentlessly grasped by breaking at the root, shaping, liberating, 
exasperating itself at the pinnacle of itself up to a world in which 
everything that is motion is in the form of its transcendence, in an 
immobility saturated with frightening tension, in blazes of ice, in 
enchanted chasms, in magical spatiality’s; -such a pinnacle, in which all 
the power of the antecedent is burned, such a pinnacle feels its 
mediation dissolve, free itself, overturn, become an instrument no longer 
of possession but of appearing, of flashing all around of the kingdom of 
those who are universals correlative precisely to the new order, terrible 
powers that fix the individual, almost immense weights in the imminence 
of precipitation...

This life which is all an overflow, all an incessant coming out of itself in 
an inexhaustible richness of unexpected leaps, of leaps out of form and 
identity in the intoxication of ecstasy, of change, of ubiquity like flashes 
in which however naked and fixes an eternal intoxication; this life 
without weight, place, support, all new, made of simultaneous acts, 
immense current of spirit that captivates and transports beings almost in 
an exaltation that affirms and denies them, this life is the body of the 
Lord of formative fixities .

He draws himself from the moment of his highest vertigo, where the 
vortex becomes center, immobile, detached act, identical in extreme 
intensity, self-transcendence of its movement itself, of mutation itself.



The masters of ancient times were free and seers. In the vastness of the 
forces of their spirit the "I" was not yet; and this spontaneity of inner 
strength gave grandeur to their appearance. They were as cautious as 
one wading in a winter stream; alert like someone who knows the enemy 
is around them; elusive as melting ice; rough as unhewn wood; vast as 
the great valleys; impenetrable like murky water. Who, today, with the 
greatness of their light, could clear up the inner darkness? Who, today, 
with the greatness of their life, could reanimate internal death? In those 
was the Way. They were individuals, lords of the Self, and their absence 
was resolved in perfection.



The doctrine of awakening

And he reaches the wonderful path produced by the intensity, constancy 
and concentration of the will, the wonderful path produced by the 
intensity, constancy and concentration of the soul, the wonderful path 
produced by the intensity, constancy and the concentration of the exam 
and fifthly heroic soul... And this man, having thus become fifteen times 
heroic, is capable, oh disciples, of liberation, capable of awakening, 
capable of achieving incomparable security".

His heart suddenly felt pervaded by sacred enthusiasm and his whole 
mind opened up, pure, clear, shining like the luminous disk of the moon: 
and the entire truth appeared to him.





Man is something that can be overcome. The principle remains, but its 
meaning is hidden deep inside, and, as we have seen, the tragic fate of 
the Sils-Maria solitaire seals it with a silent warning for the few who can 
still understand it. As for the others...

Reading 'spiritualist' works, attending theosophy circles, meditating on 
Maeterlink's 'unknown guest', doing a good twenty minutes of daily 



contraction, full of the moving faith in reincarnation which will allow 
every soul to continue evolution in a new existence, where she will be 
entitled to the fruits of the accumulated good humanitarian karma - this 
is indeed a very convenient way of overcoming.



Strong strength, inflexible; knowledge present, unshakable; the body 
calmed down, impassive; collected the soul, unified...





We few or many who dare to live in a world now devoid of morality, we 
of pagan faith, are probably the first who understand what a pagan faith 
is to imagine beings superior to man, but beyond the good and from evil; 
consider everything above as immoral par excellence. We believe in 
Olympus, and not in the 'crucifix'. 



The West and the East are empty geological terms: what determines is 
the type of blood that flows from west to east or surrounds it as it 
sweeps. 

In the classical vision of life, demons and gods had their place, that is, 
the world was considered in its totality including both the subnatural 



and the supernatural. At the same time, as perhaps in no other 
civilization, the sense of personality as strength, form, principle, value, 
task was alive. It knew the invisible, but at its center it celebrated the 
ideal of 'culture', that is, of spiritual formation, of the almost enucleation 
of living and complete works of art. As is known, a concept had a 
prominent role in classical ethics, that of the limit, which refers precisely 
to the fundamental need to actively and consciously circumscribe the 
sphere in which one can truly be oneself and achieve balance and 
'partial perfection', pushing away the lure of mystical and romantic 
paths towards the formless and the unlimited. This is how even with 
respect to supreme things one could maintain an Apollonian tranquility 
of outlook. If classical man did not have 'spiritualistic' illusions, if he 
therefore knew the double destiny of the path to Hades and that of the 
'Island of Heroes'... yet at the same time he knew that serenity to which 
the afterlife created no vertigo and 'fate' no anguish; he knew that 
intimate state of the soul which cures the insatiable thirst for things that 
flee, and by virtue of which even those who, like Epicurus, affirmed: 'You 
are born only once and never return to exist again' and rejected the 'idea 
of gods caring for men, in leaving he could say that he 'regrets nothing 
that is missing from a perfect life'. In the essence, it is precisely this kind 
of clear and calm heroism combined with self-control... that today most 
people need in their lives to prevent new knowledge from acting in a 
negative way. It is knowing how to support oneself without any support, 
but with an open gaze and a soul free from the constraints of 
superhuman arrogance. It's knowing how to look at rooms, but without 
vertigo...

It is knowing how to love discipline and limits for themselves, never 
forgetting the dignity before which we are responsible until a superior, 
austere vocation in someone is able to gather every power, right down to 



the most intimate, most abysmal roots of life, for the impetus it can take 
beyond the human condition.



Revolt against the modern world

Traditional man did not have the same experience of time as modern 
man: he had a supra-temporal sensation of temporality and in this 
sensation he lived every form of his world.







Although it is difficult for moderns to conceive it, we must start from the 
idea that to traditional man the reality of an order of things much vaster 
than that to which the word "real" generally corresponds today. Today, 
as a reality, basically, nothing is known anymore that goes beyond the 
world of bodies in space and time. Of course, there are those who still 
admit something beyond the sensible: but since it is always by way of a 
hypothesis or scientific law, of a speculative idea or of a religious 
dogma... The true materialism to be accused in the moderns is this: 
other materialisms, in the sense of philosophical or scientific opinions, 
are secondary phenomena...

If traditionally what is called reality today was therefore only a species 
of a much broader genus, however the invisible was certainly not 
identified with the "supernatural". The notion of "nature traditionally 
did not simply correspond to the world of bodies and visible forms... 
There was a vivid sense of an "underworld" world, populated by dark 
and ambiguous forces of every kind, the demonic soul of nature, 
essential substratum of all the forms and energies of this one which was 
opposed by the superrational and sidereal clarity of a higher region.



To maintain, as one must traditionally maintain, that in the origins there 
existed not the animalistic man of the caves, but a "more than man", and 
that already the highest prehistory saw not only a "civilization", but 
rather an "age of the gods" - for many who in one way or another 
believe in the good news of Darwinism, it means making pure 
"mythology". However, since we are not the ones inventing this 
mythology now, the fact of its existence remains to be explained, that is, 
the fact that in the most remote testimonies of the myths and writings of 
antiquity there is absolutely no comforting memory to be found. 
'evolutionism' and one finds - instead and precisely the opposite, the 
constant idea of a better, brighter and super-human ("divine") past; that 
so little is therefore known about "animal origins", that indeed we 
uniformly speak of an original kinship between men and gods and that 
the memory of a primordial stage of immortality remains, together with 
the idea that law of death intervened at a specific moment.









When this destiny is fulfilled, this whole civilization of titans, of 
metropolises of steel and concrete, of polyarctic and tentacled masses, of 
algebras and machines chaining the forces of matter, of dominators of 
skies and oceans, will appear as a world that oscillates in its orbit and 
tends to dissolve from it to move away and get definitively lost in the 
spaces, where there is no longer anyone. light, outside the left one lit by 
the acceleration of his own fall.

The individual always has the freedom to act without getting involved, to 
do what must be done, in a sacrificial disposition of mind, stronger than 
any fatality, any destiny:

Here we can remember "What doesn't break us makes us stronger" given 
that we don't take it in the sense of a stubborn strengthening of the ego, 
but in reference to what truly becomes the strongest force by becoming a 
spirit. , by finding in the supra-human and the disindividual the true 
principle of the indomitable and indestructible... It is precisely a heroic 
vocation to face the most desirous wave with separate destinies and 
knowing that two destinies are at the same distance: that of those who 
will end with the dissolution of the modern world and that of those who 
will find themselves in the central and royal vein of the new current.





Revolt



Fascism and the Axis

Classicism of action and domination. Clear trust for every abandonment 
of the soul. Willingness for heroic catharsis. Affirmation of all the values 
of realism, discipline and pure strength, of the cosmos as opposed to 
chaos, of what is more than life in the face of simple life, of a clear and 
luminous vision as opposed to all that is soul darkening, instinctive and 
naturalistic, form, hierarchy, limit as a sign of an infinite that possesses 
itself, State, Empire, ideal of ascetic-warrior organization as new 
Orders, all this lies beyond the North and the South, all this it is 'Aryan' 
and 'Roman': they are the marks of every great constructive cycle, of all 
the great races marked in their period of high tension. In such a sign we 
can march united, we can, united, revive the common symbols of the 
origins in a new vision of the world, to justify our struggle today and to 
prepare the supreme consecration for our victory tomorrow.







We have posed a pure relationship of hypothetical conditionality: if 
certain premises are accepted, then certain consequences are also 
imposed. Our scandalous article on Critica Fascista began like this;

The assumption is that fascism, in its purest strength, identifies with the 
desire for empire; that his re-enactment of L'Aquila and the Fascio may 
not be merely rhetorical; that, in any case, this is the condition for it to 
represent something new, not a laughable revolution, but a heroic 
resurrection.

To those who, assuming these premises, do not wish to violate logic, we 
repeat, with absolute indifference to any other possible outcry from the 
Catholic-Christian side, the same conclusion of the said article:

If fascism is the desire for empire, it, returning to the pagan tradition, 
will truly be itself, it will be able to burn in that soul which it still lacks 
and which no Christian belief will ever be able to give it.



Konservative Revolution





In history, the North and the South have been the object of a dual 
nostalgia that has rarely reached a balance. In this regard, the nostalgia 
for the South has a predominantly 'physical' and sentimental character, 



that for the North has had a predominantly metaphysical and spiritual. 
Even today, the man of central and northern Europe is nostalgic for the 
South either as a humanist, or as someone who seeks sun and physical 
refreshment and a certain picturesque environment that is, for him, 
exotic. The nature of the nostalgia for the North that sometimes 
appeared among the ancient Mediterranean’s in the classical era was 
different... In the North, the midnight sun offered them the physical 
symbol of the highest mystery of Mediterranean antiquity, that of the 
inner light that it rises where the sensitive one sets. The North, with the 
phenomenon of a day almost without night, finally seemed to them to be 
the land closest to that of perennial light...

According to Voluspa and Gylfaginning after the ragnaröker a new sun 
and 'another race' arise; the 'divine heroes', or Asen, return to Iclafels 
and find gold which symbolizes the primordial tradition of bright Asgard 
and the original state. Beyond the mists of the 'Selva' therefore a higher 
light reigns. There is something stronger than becoming and perishing, 
than tragedy and fire, than frost and death. Remember the words of 
Nietzsche: 'Beyond the ice, from the north, from death - our life, our 
happiness'. This is truly the extreme profession of faith of the Nordic 
man, a profession of faith which, in the final analysis, can be said to be 
Olympic and classical... Even the nostalgia of the Nordic soul for 
Mediterranean clarity can then overcome the plane of aestheticism and 
naturalism and acquire the deepest sense of a spiritual impulse which in 
the domain of physical reality already seeks to grasp the premonition of 
a metaphysical reality.





The mountain is spirit for all that it implies such as discipline of the 
nerves and the body, lucid courage, contempt and at the same time exact 
measure of danger, spirit of conquest and, in short, impulse to pure 
action in an environment of pure strength.

The myth of race

Pure races in the absolute sense do not exist today, except in the form of 
a few scattered specimens. This does not prevent the concept of pure 
race from being taken as a point of reference, however, in terms of an 
ideal and a final purpose.





According to racist doctrine, humanity, the human race is an abstract 
fiction or the final phase, imaginable only as a limit, but never entirely 
realizable, of a process of involution, disintegration, collapse . 
Normally, human nature is instead differentiated, a differentiation which 
is reflected, among other things, precisely in the diversity of bloods and 
races... Racism, in this regard, presents itself as a will that could well be 
defined classical - of 'form', of 'limit', and of individuation. It urges us 
not to consider essential everything which, representing the generic, the 
shapeless, the not yet identified, actually counts as a 'less', as a residue 
of matter not yet formed... That racism, in this way , strengthens 
nationalism in its positive aspects, is very evident. Both represent a 
healthy reaction against both the democratic and collectivist myth, 
against the myth of the proletarian mass without a country and without a 
face; they have a meaning of affirmation of quality against quantity, of 



the 'cosmos' against chaos, and, as has been said, of form against the 
formless.



...race and inheritance are not to be conceived as naturalistic 
determinisms, but essentially as forces, as potentialities, as formative 
energies from within and, to a certain extent, even from above... It is the 
super-biological element of the race that awakens and acts here, which 
is not a pure polemical reason or a list of 'characteristics' from 
classificatory natural science or a hereditary mechanism, but the living 



race, the race that truly it carries in the blood, indeed much more than 
in the depths of the blood, since it communicates with those 'divine' 
metaphysical forces, already foreshadowed by the ancients in the 
various symbolic entities of the gentes and the lineages.



As for the particular conditions, they can be reduced to the following: 
first of all, a heroic climate is needed, that is, one of high spiritual 
tension; secondly, an idea-force is needed, which galvanizes and shapes 
the emotional forces of a given community in such a profound and 
organic way, like the suggestion or image of a mother which can imprint 
itself as a biological reality in the child; finally, an exemplary human 
type must be in the foreground, as an incarnated ideal, as a tangible 
expression of that idea, but, at the same time, also as an approximate 
recovery or return, of the superior primordial type of the pure race . And 
then a process of evocation, formation, awakening of profound powers 
begins. This process will end up involving the biological reality itself 
and will overwhelm foreign elements; with the continuation of the 
action, it will cause the compliant type to appear in subsequent 



generations in an increasingly distinct way. The 'pure race' will be 
resurrected.



Just as it is certain that in the Italian race there are important nuclei of 
the Nordic-Aryan race in the spirit, in the soul and in the same body, so 
it is equally certain that there exists, close to this, the Italy of small and 
black types, with features and feelings altered by centuries-old 
crossbreeding, of sentimental, gesticulating, impulsive types, profoundly 
and anarchically individualistic, an Italy of 'dolce far niente', with 
rhymes in 'heart and love', with jealous southern husbands, with 'ardent' 
women but barred by bourgeois prejudices, with puffins, macaroni and 
songs... Fascist Italy rather wants to be and have value as a new world 
of hard and tempered forces, as a heroic world permeated with ethical 
awareness and creative tension, opposed to any abandonment or 
disintegration of the soul, having as its symbol not the tarantellas and 
the moonlight on the gondolas, but the powerful iron squares of that 
Roman pass, which has its precise facsimile in the rhythm of the 
Prussian parades.





Men Among the ruins

The highest and most real legitimation of a true political order, and 
therefore of the State itself, lies in its anagogical function: in its arousing 
and nourishing the individual's disposition to act and think, to live, fight 
and possibly die in function of something that goes beyond its simple 
individuality. This provision is so real that not only its use, but also its 
abuse is possible…





The political sphere is defined with hierarchical, heroic, ideal, anti-
hedonistic and, to a certain extent, also anti-eudemonistic values which 
detach it from the order of naturalistic and vegetative existence; true 
political ends are largely autonomous (not derivative) ends, they are 
linked to ideals and interests other than those of peaceful existence, pure 
economy, physical well-being; they refer to a higher dimension of life, to 
a distinct order of dignity. This opposition between the political sphere 
and the social sphere is fundamental.





Nothing is more evident that modern capitalism is as subversive as 
Marxism. The materialistic vision of life that underlies both is identical; 
qualitatively identical are the ideals of both, identical, in both, are the 
premises linked to a world whose center is constituted by technology, 
science, production and 'performance'...

The starting point should instead be the clear denial of the principle, 
formulated by Marxism, which summarizes the whole of the subversion 
indicated above: 'The economy is our destiny'. It must be stated without 
half terms that everything that is economy and economic interest as the 
satisfaction of material goods and their more or less artificial 
appendages has had, has and will always have a subordinate function in 
a normal society, which must differentiate itself beyond this sphere an 
order of superior, political, spiritual, heroic values, an order that does 
not know or even admit merely economic classes, that knows neither of 
'proletarians' nor of 'capitalists', an order, only in function of which the 
things for which it is truly worth living and dying must be defined...

The true antithesis is therefore not that between capitalism and Marxism 
but is that which exists between a system in which the economy is 
sovereign, regardless of the form it takes, and a system in which it is 
subordinated to extra-economic factors within a much vaster and more 
complete order, such as to give human life a profound meaning and to 
allow the development of its highest possibilities.



One day the workers will live like the bourgeois, but 
above them, poorer and more simple, the upper caste. It will possess the 
power.



The worst evil in Italy is still the bourgeois: bourgeois-priest, bourgeois-
peasant, bourgeois-worker, bourgeois-'lord', bourgeois-intellectual: 
almost sawdust, a formless substance, in which there is no neither a 
'high' nor a 'low' anymore. Away with all that, should be the watchword. 
Only if it can be followed will the motion in the other direction not 
prevail....

The possibility of revolutionary-conservative action essentially depends 
on the extent to which... the opposite idea can act, that is, the traditional, 
aristocratic, anti-proletarian idea, enough to give rise to a new realism 



and to give shape, acting as a vision of life, to a specific type of anti-
bourgeois man, as the cellular substance of new elites, beyond the crisis 
of any individualistic and unrealistic value.

To move towards a One Europe, the first step should be the collective 
exit of all European nations from the UN, from this hybrid, bastard and 



hypocritical association. An equally obvious imperative would be the 
emancipation of Parsi in every respect and equally from America and 
the USSR. However, this would require a very subtle and prudent 
political art for which it is not at all certain that qualified European 
statesmen exist today. In fact, a notable interval between the rejection of 
American and 'Atlantic' protection and the actual establishment of 
Europe as a unitary bloc capable of defending itself (where this is 
possible) could be enough for a Europe that is still semi-defenseless 
materially and spiritually fell prey to communism and the USSR, 
following internal upheavals and external aggression. Thus an entire 
preparatory work should precede initiatives of this kind.





Ride the tiger

Whoever rides the tiger cannot get off.







...confident in having being as the essential center of the person, and not 
life, he can face everything, he can abandon himself to everything and 
open up to everything without losing himself: therefore accept every 
experience, now no longer to try and to know each other but to develop 
all one's possibilities, in view of the self-transformations that can occur, 
of the new contents that can thus offer themselves and reveal themselves.

...the ability to open up without losing oneself, especially in a period of 
dissolution, is of particular importance. It is the way to overcome any 
possible transformation, including the most dangerous ones: the 
ultimate limit can be indicated in that passage of the Upanishads which 
speaks of the one against whom death can do nothing, because it has 
become part of his being.



There is therefore the coexistence of a detachment with fully lived 
experience, the recurring union between calm being and the substance 
of life. The result of this union is, essentially, a very special, lucid, we 
could say almost intellectualized and magnetic of intoxication, 
completely opposite to that which derives from the ecstatic opening to 
the world of elementary forces, instinct and 'nature'. In this very special 
subtlety and confusion we must see the vital nourishment necessary for a 
free existence in a chaotic world abandoned to itself.

...a set of concepts that in the Christian West have been considered 
essential and indispensable for any 'true' religion: the personal god of 
theism, the moral law with the sanctions of heaven and hell, the 
restricted conception of a providential order and a moral and rational 
finalism of the world, the attitude of faith on a predominantly emotional, 
sentimental and sub-intellectual basis, all of this may instead go beyond 
a metaphysical vision of existence, a conception which is universally 
attested in the world of Tradition ... The moral skin of a God who had 
ended up acting as an opiate and as a counterpart to the small morality 
replaced by the bourgeois world for the great morality falls away. But 
the essential nucleus, given by metaphysical doctrines, surpasses any 
dissolution.





If for the bourgeois generation nature was a kind of idyllic Sunday 
interlude in city life, and if for the most recent generation it is the scene 
where its obtuse, invasive and contaminating bestiality erupts, for our 
differentiated man it is a school of the objective and the distant, it is 
something fundamental in the sense he has of existence and presents a 
total character. In this way, what was said above appears clear: we can 
speak of a nature which in its elementary nature is the great world where 
the stone and steel panoramas of the metropolis, the endless straight 
streets, the complexes functional industrial districts are on the same 
level, for example, as immense and solitary forests in the sign of a 
fundamental austerity, objectivity and non-personality... there will not be 
landscapes more beautiful than others, but landscapes that are more 
distant, more boundless, calmer, colder, harder, more primordial than 
others: the language of things, of the world, is not captured among trees, 
streams, beautiful gardens, in front of holographic sunsets and romantic 
moonlight, but rather in deserts, rocks, steppes, glaciers, black Nordic 
fjords, implacable suns of the tropics, great currents, in fact everything 
that is primordial and inaccessible.







In general, but especially in a chaotic and dissolving era like the current 
one, it can be difficult to grasp the meaning of the appearance of the 
being that one is, in the guise of a person so and so determined, who he 
lives in a given time and in a given place, going through these 
experiences of which this will be the end: it is like the sensation of 
confusion that one encounters during the night journey, where only 
occasionally brief scattered lights make some stretches of the landscape 
crossed visible. However, the feeling or premonition of someone who, 
having gotten on a train, knows that he will get off, and that when he 
gets off, he will also see the entire journey traveled must be maintained; 
and it will go further."

...feeling within oneself any impatience, any intolerance or even any 
tedium would perhaps not attest to the presence of a too human residue, 
of something not yet resolved in the sense of eternity or, at least less, of 



the great non-terrestrial and non-temporal distances? And if this were 
the case, wouldn't we be obliged, in front of ourselves, not to act?

...Rise beyond what can be comprehensible in the light of human reason 
alone and reach a high interior level and an invulnerability that would 
otherwise be difficult to achieve are perhaps possibilities which, through 
adequate reactions, are offered precisely in cases where traveling at 
night leaves almost nothing to be seen of the landscape you are crossing, 
where it would appear to be the theory of Geworfenheit is true, of an 
absurd 'being thrown' into the world and into time, as well as into a 
climate in which physical existence itself cannot fail to present a 
growing insecurity. If one wanted to allow the mind to dwell on a bold 
hypothesis which could also be a leap of faith in a superior sense once 
the idea of Geworfenheit has been rejected, once one has conceived that 
living here, now, in the world, has a meaning to always be the effect of a 
choice and a will, one could even believe that precisely the realization of 
the possibilities mentioned above that are more covered and less 
conceivable in different situations and more desirable from the purely 
human point of view, from the point of view of " person" is the ultimate 
reason and the meaning of that choice on the part of a being who in this 
way wanted to measure himself with a difficult measure: precisely in 
living in a world opposite to the one in conformity with his nature, that 
is, opposite to the world of Tradition.





Overall look at Evola's work

Greatness means giving a direction. 





... there is no doubt that the vast majority of facts interpreted as a 
prelude to a new spirituality simply have a 'second religiosity' character. 
They represent something promiscuous, fragmented, sub-intellectual. 
They are like the fluorescence that manifest themselves in cadaveric 
decomposition... we can well speak, again with Guénon, of 'cracks in the 
great wall', of dangerous failures of that protective belt which, despite 
everything, preserves in ordinary life every normal and clear-minded 



individual by the action of real dark forces hidden behind the facade of 
the world of the senses and below the threshold of formed and conscious 
human thoughts. From this point of view, neo-spiritualism therefore 
appears to be more dangerous than materialism or positivism itself, 
which, if nothing else, with its primitiveness and its intellectual myopia 
strengthened that belt, limiting yes, but also protective.

...generally, the misunderstanding must be blamed on the formula of a 
'return to the origins' confused with a return to 'Mother Earth' and, 
precisely, to 'Nature'. For the fact that it has often been misapplied, the 
teaching of that theology is no less correct, according to which a purely 
'natural' state has never existed for man; from the beginning he was 
placed in a 'supernatural' state from which he later decayed. In fact, for 
man in the proper, typical sense, it can never be a question of those 
'origins' and that 'Mother' as a function of which the single does not 
overcome promiscuity, not only with his peers, but also with animal 
species. Every return to nature (a formula which, generalizing, can also 
include every protest in the name of the rights of instinct, of the 
unconscious, of the flesh, of life inhibited by the 'intellect' and so on) is a 
reactionary phenomenon.





It is known that waking up a sleepwalker walking over abyss is the best 
way to make him fall. Ignorance, in some cases, is a force: once it has 
been removed to overcome some pathological form of the conflict 
between the ego and the subconscious, it is not possible to recall it in all 
other cases in which the personality is left with an illusion of self-
autonomy would be healthy, because this illusion can be pragmatically 
effective, and, given certain premises, can serve as the basis for higher 
development. Furthermore, the attention psychoanalytically called and 
concentrated on the roots of the will to pleasure together with all the 
suggestions of a demonic-sexual order produces a true fascination, 
which multiplies the ways of access to the already undermined recesses 
of the 'I welcome the emergence of the darkest and most contaminated 
influences lurking in the "subliminal". The strength of these statements 
increases when psychoanalysis becomes a state of mind which, as has 
happened in certain environments where it has become fashionable and 
has been taken up by certain extemporaneous literature, already has a 
collective feel. Apart from some very special cases of psychotherapy, 
psychoanalysis is a danger when it does not allow itself a discipline 
aimed at forming a spiritual unity, a true personality in place of the 
external and inconsistent one created by social conventions...





The other region, the world of the state of "being", of what is no longer 
physical but metaphysical "intellectual nature devoid of sleep" - and of 
which solar symbols, uranic regions, entities of light or of fire, islands 
and mountain heights were traditionally the figurations.



The vision of the world is not based on books, but on an internal form 
and on a sensitivity, having a character that is not acquired, but innate. 
It is essentially a question of a disposition and an attitude, not of theory 
or culture, dispositions that do not concern only the mental domain but 
also affect that of feeling and wanting, inform the character, manifest 
themselves in reactions having the same certainty as 'instinct, give 
evidence to a significant side of existence... 'culture' in the modern sense, 
it ceases to be a danger when those who use it already possess a vision 
of the world. Only then will we be active with respect to it: precisely 
because then we will already have an internal form as a sure guide as to 
what can be assimilated and what must be rejected - more or less as 
happens in all the differentiated processes of organic assimilation. All 
this is quite evident, but it has been systematically ignored by liberal and 
individualistic thought...

If the fog lifts, it will become clear that it is the vision of the world that, 
beyond any 'culture', must unite or divide by tracing insurmountable 
frontiers of the soul: that even in a political movement it constitutes the 
primary element, because only a vision of the world has the power to 
crystallize a given human type and therefore to give a specific tone to a 
given community.





Evola's leave



... measuring oneself in a special contemplation of death, living every 
day in a present, as if it were the last day, the direction to be given to 
one's being like a magnetic force that may not even manifest itself in this 
existence with the complete rupture of the ontological level typical of 
'initiation', but which will not fail to trigger at the right moment, to take 
us further.








