LANGUAGE
Heidegger
Man speaks. We speak when we are awake and we speak in our dreams. We are
always speaking, even when we do not utter a single word aloud, but merely listen
or read, and even when we are not particularly listening or speaking but are
attending to some work or taking a rest. We are continually speaking in one way or
another. We speak because speaking is natural to us. It does not first arise out of
some special volition. Man is said to have language by nature. It is held that man, in
distinction from plant and animal, is the living being capable of speech. This
statement does not mean only that, along with other faculties, man also possesses
the faculty of speech. It means to say that only speech enables man to be the living
being he is as man. It is as one who speaks that man is-man. These are Wilhelm von
Humboldt's words. Yet it remains to consider what it is to be called-man.
In any case, language belongs to the closest neighborhood of man's being. We
encounter language everywhere. Hence it cannot surprise us that as soon as man
looks thoughtfully about himself at what is, he quickly hits upon language too, so as
to define it by a standard reference to its overt aspects. Reflection tries to obtain an
idea of what language is universally. The universal that holds for each thing is called
its essence or nature. To represent universally what holds universally is, according to
prevalent views, the basic feature of thought. To deal with language thoughtfully
would thus mean to give an idea of the nature of language and to distinguish this idea
properly from other ideas. This lecture, too, seems to attempt something of that
kind. However, the title of the lecture is not "On the Nature of Language." It is only
"Language." "Only," we say, and yet we are clearly placing a far more
presumptuous title at the head of our project than if we were to rest content with just
making a few remarks about language. Still, to talk about language is presumably
even worse than to write about silence. We do not wish to assault language in order
to force it into the grip of ideas already fixed beforehand. We do not wish to reduce
the nature of language to a concept, so that this concept may provide a generally
useful view of language that will lay to rest all further notions about it.
To discuss language, to place it, means to bring to its place of being not so much
language as ourselves: our own gathering into the appropriation.
We would reflect on language itself, and on language only. Language itself
is-language and nothing else besides. Language itself is language. The understanding
that is schooled in logic, thinking of everything in terms of calculation and hence
usually overbearing, calls this proposition an empty tautology. Merely to say the
identical thing twice-language is language-how is that supposed to get us anywhere?
But we do not want to get anywhere. We would like only, for once, to get to just
where we are already.
This is why we ponder the question, "What about language itself?" This is why we
ask, "In what way does language occur as language?" We answer: Language

speaks. Is this, seriously, an answer? Presumably-that is, when it becomes clear
what speaking is.
To reflect on language thus demands that we enter into the speaking of language in
order to take up our stay with language, i.e., within its speaking, not within our own.
Only in that way do we arrive at the region within which it may happen-or also fail to
happen-that language will call to us from there and grant us its nature. We leave the
speaking to language. We do not wish to ground language in something else that is
not language itself, nor do we wish to explain other things by means of language.
On the tenth of August, 1784 Hamann wrote to Herder (Hamanns Schriften, ed.
Roth, VII, pp. 151 f.) *:
If I were as eloquent as Demosthenes I would yet have to do nothing more than repeat a
single word three times: reason is language, logos. 1 gnaw at this marrow-bone and will gnaw
myself to death over it. There still remains a darkness, always, over this depth for me; 1 am still
waiting for an apocalyptic angel with a key to this abyss.

For Hamann, this abyss consists in the fact that reason is language. Hamann
returns to language in his attempt to say what reason is. His glance, aimed at reason,
falls into the depths of an abyss. Does this abyss consist only in the fact that reason
resides in language, or is language itself the abyss? We speak of an abyss where the
ground falls away and a ground is lacking to us, where we seek the ground and set
out to arrive at a ground, to get to the bottom of something. But we do not ask now
what reason may be; here we reflect immediately on language and take as our main
clue the curious statement, "Language is language." This statement does not lead us
to something else in which language is grounded. Nor does it say anything about
whether language itself may be a ground for something else. The sentence,
"Language is language," leaves us to hover over an abyss as long as we endure what
it says.
Language is-language, speech. Language speaks. If we let ourselves fall into the
abyss denoted by this sentence, we do not go tumbling into emptiness. We fall
upward, to a height. Its loftiness opens up a depth. The two span a realm in which
we would like to become at home, so as to find a residence, a dwelling place for the
life of man.
To reflect on language means-to reach the speaking of language in such a way
that this speaking takes place as that which grants an abode for the being of mortals.
What does it mean to speak? The current view declares that speech is the
activation of the organs for sounding and hearing. Speech is the audible expression
and communication of human feelings. These feelings are accompanied by thoughts.
In such a characterization of language three points are taken for granted:
First and foremost, speaking is expression. The idea of speech as an utterance is
the most common. It already presupposes the idea of something internal that utters
or externalizes itself. If we take language to be utterance, we give an external,

surface notion of it at the very moment when we explain it by recourse to something
internal.
Secondly, speech is regarded as an activity of man. Accordingly we have to say
that man speaks, and that he always speaks some language. Hence we cannot say,
"Language speaks." For this would be to say: "It is language that first brings man
about, brings him into existence. Understood in this way, man would be bespoken
by language.
Finally, human expression is always a presentation and representation of the real
and the unreal.
It has long been known that the characteristics we have advanced do not suffice
to circumscribe the nature of language. But when we understand the nature of
language in terms of expression, we give it a more comprehensive definition by
incorporating expression, as one among many activities, into the total economy of
those achievements by which man makes himself.
As against the identification of speech as a merely human performance, others
stress that the word of language is of divine origin. According to the opening of the
Prologue of the Gospel of St. John, in the beginning the Word was with God. The
attempt is made not only to free the question of origin from the fetters of a
rational-logical explanation, but also to set aside the limits of a merely logical
description of language. In opposition to the exclusive characterization of
word-meanings as concepts, the figurative and symbolical character of language is
pushed into the foreground. Biology and philosophical anthropology, sociology and
psychopathology, theology and poetics are all then called upon to describe and
explain linguistic phenomena more comprehensively.
In the meantime, all statements are referred in advance to the traditionally
standard way in which language appears. The already fixed view of the whole nature
of language is thus consolidated. This is how the idea of language in grammar and
logic, philosophy of language and linguistics, has remained the same for two and a
half millennia, although knowledge about language has progressively increased and
changed. This fact could even be adduced as evidence for the unshakable
correctness of the leading ideas about language. No one would dare to declare
incorrect, let alone reject as useless, the identification of language as audible
utterance of inner emotions, as human activity, as a representation by image and by
concept. The view of language thus put forth is correct, for it conforms to what an
investigation of linguistic phenomena can make out in them at any time. And all
questions associated with the description and explanation of linguistic phenomena
also move within the precincts of this correctness.
We still give too little consideration, however, to the singular role of these correct
ideas about language. They hold sway, as if unshakable, over the whole field of the
varied scientific perspectives on language. They have their roots in an ancient
tradition. Yet they ignore completely the oldest natural cast of language. Thus,

despite their antiquity and despite their comprehensibility, they never bring us to
language as language.
Language speaks. What about its speaking? Where do we encounter such
speaking? Most likely, to be sure, in what is spoken. For here speech has come to
completion in what is spoken. The speaking does not cease in what is spoken.
Speaking is kept safe in what is spoken. In what is spoken, speaking gathers the
ways in which it persists as well as that which persists by it-its persistence, its
presencing. But most often, and too often, we encounter what is spoken only as the
residue of a speaking long past.
If we must, therefore, seek the speaking of language in what is spoken, we shall
do well to find something that is spoken purely rather than to pick just any spoken
material at random. What is spoken purely is that in which the completion of the
speaking that is proper, to what is spoken is, in its turn, an original. What is spoken
purely is the poem. For the moment, we must let this statement stand as a bare
assertion. We may do so, if we succeed in hearing in a poem something that is
spoken purely. But what poem shall speak to us? Here we have only one choice,
but one that is secured against mere caprice. By what? By what is already told us as
the presencing element in language, if we follow in thought the speaking of
language. Because of this bond between what we think and what we are told by
language we choose, as something spoken purely, a poem which more readily than
others can help us in our first steps to discover what is binding in that bond. We
listen to what is spoken. The poem bears the title:
A Winter Evening
Window with failing snow is arrayed,
Long tolls the vesper bell,
The house is provided well,
The table is for many laid.
Wandering ones, more than a few,
Come to the door on darksome courses.
Golden blooms the tree of graces
Drawing up the earth's cool dew.
Wanderer quietly steps within;
Pain has turned the threshold to stone.
There lie, in limpid brightness shown,
Upon the table bread and wine.
The two last verses of the second stanza and the third stanza read in the first
version (Letter to Karl Kraus, December 13, 1913):
Love's tender power, full of graces,

Binds up his wounds anew.
O! man's naked hurt condign.
Wrestler with angels mutely held,
Craves, by holy pain compelled,
Silently God's bread and wine.
(Cf. the new Swiss edition of the poems of G. Trakl edited by Kurt Horwitz, 1946.)
*
The poem was written by Georg Trakl. Who the author is remains unimportant
here, as with every other masterful poem. The mastery consists precisely in this, that
the poem can deny the poet's person and name.
The poem is made up of three stanzas. Their meter and rhyme pattern can be
defined accurately according to the schemes of metrics and poetics. The poem's
content is comprehensible. There is not a single word which, taken by itself, would
be unfamiliar or unclear. To be sure, a few of the verses sound strange, like the third
and fourth in the second stanza:
Golden blooms the tree of graces
Drawing up the earth's cool dew.
Similarly, the second verse of the third stanza is startling:
Pain has turned the threshold to stone.
But the verses here singled out also manifest a particular beauty of imagery. This
beauty heightens the charm of the poem and strengthens its aesthetic perfection as
an artistic structure.
The poem describes a winter evening. The first stanza describes what is
happening outside: snowfall, and the ringing of the vesper bell. The things outside
touch the things inside the human homestead. The snow falls on the window. The
ringing of the bell enters into every house. Within, everything is well provided and
the table set.
The second stanza raises a contrast. While many are at home within the house and
at the table, not a few wander homeless on darksome paths. And yet such-possibly
evil-roads sometimes lead to the door of the sheltering house. To be sure, this fact is
not presented expressly. Instead, the poem names the tree of graces.
The third stanza bids the wanderer enter from the dark outdoors into the
brightness within. The houses of the many and the tables of their daily meals have
become house of God and altar.

The content of the poem might be dissected even more distinctly, its form outlined
even more precisely, but in such operations we would still remain confined by the
notion of language that has prevailed for thousands of years. According to this idea
language is the expression, produced by men, of their feelings and the world view
that guides them. Can the spell this idea has cast over language be broken? Why
should it be broken? In its essence, language is neither expression nor an activity of
man. Language speaks. We are now seeking the speaking of language in the poem.
Accordingly, what we seek lies in the poetry of the spoken word.
The poem's title is "A Winter Evening." We expect from it the description of a
winter evening as it actually is. But the poem does not picture a winter evening
occurring somewhere, sometime. It neither merely describes a winter evening that is
already there, nor does it attempt to produce the semblance, leave the impression,
of a winter evening's presence where there is no such winter evening. Naturally not,
it will be replied. Everyone knows that a poem is an invention. It is imaginative even
where it seems to be descriptive. In his fictive act the poet pictures to himself
something that could be present in its presence. The poem, as composed, images
what is thus fashioned for our own act of imaging. In the poem's speaking the poetic
imagination gives itself utterance. What is spoken in the poem is what the poet
enunciates out of himself. What is thus spoken out, speaks by enunciating its
content. The language of the poem is a manifold enunciating. Language proves
incontestably to be expression. But this conclusion is in conflict with the proposition
"Language speaks," assuming that speaking, in its essential nature, is not an
expressing.
Even when we understand what is spoken in the poem in terms of poetic
composition, it seems to us, as if under some compulsion, always and only to be an
expressed utterance. Language is expression. Why do we not reconcile ourselves to
this fact? Because the correctness and currency of this view of language are
insufficient to serve as a basis for an account of the nature of language. How shall
we gauge this inadequacy? Must we not be bound by a different standard before we
can gauge anything in that manner? Of course. That standard reveals itself in the
proposition, "Language speaks." Up to this point this guiding proposition. has had
merely the function of warding off the ingrained habit of disposing of speech by
throwing it at once among the phenomena of expression instead of thinking it in its
own terms. The poem cited has been chosen because, in a way not further
explicable, it demonstrates a peculiar fitness to provide some fruitful hints for our
attempt to discuss language.
Language speaks. This means at the same time and before all else: language
speaks. Language? And not man? What our guiding proposition demands of us
now-is it not even worse than before? Are we, in addition to everything else, also
going to deny now that man is the being who speaks? Not at all. We deny this no
more than we deny the possibility of classifying linguistic phenomena under the
heading of "expression" But we ask, "How does man speak?" We ask, "What is it to
speak?"

Window with falling snow is arrayed
Long tolls the vesper bell.
This speaking names the snow that soundlessly strikes the window late in the waning
day, while the vesper bell rings. In such a snowfall, everything lasting lasts longer.
Therefore the vesper bell, which daily rings for a strictly fixed time, tolls long. The
speaking names the winter evening time. What is this naming? Does it merely deck
out the imaginable familiar objects and events-snow, bell, window, falling,
ringing-with words of a language? No. This naming does not hand out titles, it does
not apply terms, but it calls into the word. The naming calls. Calling brings closer
what it calls. However this bringing closer does not fetch what is called only in order
to set it down in closest proximity to what is present, to find a place for it there. The
call does indeed call. Thus it brings the presence of what was previously uncalled
into a nearness. But the call, in calling it here, has already called out to what it calls.
Where to? Into the distance in which what is called remains, still absent.
The calling here calls into a nearness. But even so the call does not wrest what it
calls away from the remoteness, in which it is kept by the calling there. The calling
calls into itself and therefore always here and there-here into presence, there into
absence. Snowfall and tolling of vesper bell are spoken to us here and now in the
poem. They are present in the call. Yet they in no way fall among the things present
here and now in this lecture hall. Which presence is higher, that of these present
things or the presence of what is called?
The house is provided well,
The table is for many laid.
The two verses speak like plain statements, as though they were noting something
present. The emphatic "is" sounds that way. Nevertheless it speaks in the mode of
calling. The verses bring the well-provided house and the ready table into that
presence that is turned toward something absent.
What does the first stanza call? It calls things, bids them come. Where? Not to be
present among things present; it does not bid the table named in the poem to be
present here among the rows of seats where you are sitting. The place of arrival
which is also called in the calling is a presence sheltered in absence. The naming call
bids things to come into such an arrival. Bidding is inviting. It invites things in, so that
they may bear upon men as things. The snowfall brings men under the sky that is
darkening into night. The tolling of the evening bell brings them, as mortals, before
the divine. House and table join mortals to the earth. The things that were named,
thus called, gather to themselves sky and earth, mortals and divinities. The four are
united primally in being toward one another, a fourfold. The things let the fourfold of
the four stay with them. This gathering, assembling, letting-stay is the thinging of
things. The unitary fourfold of sky and earth, mortals and divinities, which is stayed
in the thinging of things, we call the world. In the naming, the things named are called
into their thinging. Thinging, they unfold world, in which things abide and so are the
abiding ones. By thinging, things carry out world. Our old language calls such

carrying bern, baren-Old High German beran-to bear; hence the words gebaren,
to carry, gestate, give birth, and Gebarde, bearing, gesture. Thinging, things are
things. Thinging, they gesture-gestate-world.
The first stanza calls things into their thinging, bids them come. The bidding that
calls things calls them here, invites them, and at the same time calls out to the things,
commending them to the world out of which they appear. Hence the first stanza
names not only things. It simultaneously names world. It calls the "many" who belong
as mortals to the world's fourfold. Things be-thing-i.e., condition-mortals. This now
means: things, each in its time, literally visit mortals with a world. The first stanza
speaks by bidding the things to come.
The second stanza speaks in a different way. To be sure, it too bids to come. But
its calling begins as it calls and names mortals:
Wandering ones, more than a few . . .
Not all mortals are called, not the many of the first stanza, but only "more than a
few"-those who wander on dark courses. These mortals are capable of dying as the
wandering toward death. In death the supreme concealedness of Being crystallizes.
Death has already overtaken every dying. Those "wayfarers" must first wander their
way to house and table through the darkness of their courses; they must do so not
only and not even primarily for themselves, but for the many, because the many think
that if they only install themselves in houses and sit at tables, they are already
bethinged, conditioned, by things and have arrived at dwelling.
The second stanza begins by calling more than a few of the mortals. Although
mortals belong to the world's fourfold along with the divinities, with earth and sky,
the first two verses of the second stanza do not expressly call the world, Rather,
very much like the first stanza but in a different sequence, they at the same time
name things-the door, the dark paths. It is the two remaining verses that expressly
name the world. Suddenly they name something wholly different:
Golden blooms the tree of graces
Drawing up the earth's cool dew.
The tree roots soundly in the earth. Thus it is sound and flourishes into a blooming
that opens itself to heaven's blessing. The tree's towering has been called. It spans
both the ecstasy of flowering and the soberness of the nourishing sap. The earth's
abated growth and the sky's open bounty belong together. The poem names the tree
of graces. Its sound blossoming harbors the fruit that falls to us unearned-holy,
saving, loving toward mortals. In the golden-blossoming tree there prevail earth and
sky, divinities and mortals. Their unitary fourfold is the world. The word "world" is
now no longer used in the metaphysical sense. It designates neither the universe of
nature and history in its secular representation nor the theologically conceived
creation (mundus), nor does it mean simply the whole of entities present (kosmos).

The third and fourth lines of the second stanza call the tree of graces. They
expressly bid the world to come. They call the world-fourfold here, and thus call
world to the things.
The two lines start with the word "golden." So that we may hear more clearly this
word and what it calls, let us recollect a poem of Pindar's: Isthmians V. At the
beginning of this ode the poet calls gold periosion panton, that which above all
shines through everything, panta, shines through each thing present all around. The
splendor of gold keeps and holds everything present in the unconcealedness of its
appearing.
As the calling that names things calls here and there, so the saying that names the
world calls into itself, calling here and there. It entrusts world to the things and
simultaneously keeps the things in the splendor of world. The world grants to things
their presence. Things bear world. World grants things.
The speaking of the first two stanzas speaks by bidding things to come to world,
and world to things. The two modes of bidding are different but not separated. But
neither are they merely coupled together. For world and things do not subsist
alongside one another. They penetrate each other. Thus the two traverse a middle.
In it, they are at one. Thus at one they are intimate. The middle of the two is
intimacy-in Latin, inter. The corresponding German word is unter, the English
inter-. The intimacy of world and thing is not a fusion. Intimacy obtains only where
the intimate-world and thing-divides itself cleanly and remains separated. In the
midst of the two, in the between of world and thing, in their inter, division prevails: a
dif-ference.
The intimacy of world and thing is present in the separation of the between; it is
present in the dif-ference. The word difference is now removed from its usual and
customary usage. What it now names is not a generic concept for various kinds of
differences. It exists only as this single difference. It is unique. Of itself, it holds apart
the middle in and through which world and things are at one with each other. The
intimacy of the difference is the unifying element of the diaphora, the carrying out
that carries through. The dif-ference carries out world in its worlding, carries out
things in their thinging. Thus carrying them out, it carries them toward one another.
The dif-ference does not mediate after the fact by connecting world and things
through a middle added on to them. Being the middle, it first determines world and
things in their presence, i.e., in their being toward one another, whose unity it carries
out.
The word consequently no longer means a distinction established between
objects only by our representations. Nor is it merely a relation obtaining between
world and thing, so that a representation coming upon it can establish it. The difference is not abstracted from world and thing as their relationship after the fact.
The dif-ference for world and thing disclosingly appropriates things into bearing a
world; it disclosingly appropriates world into the granting of things.

The dif-ference is neither distinction nor relation. The difference is, at most,
dimension for world and thing. But in this case "dimension" also no longer means a
precinct already present independently in which this or that comes to settle. The difference is the dimension, insofar as it measures out, apportions, world and thing,
each to its own. Its allotment of them first opens up the separateness and
towardness of world and thing. Such an opening up is the way in which the
dif-ference here spans the two. The dif-ference, as the middle for world and things,
metes- out the measure of their presence. In the bidding that calls thing and world,
what is really called is: the dif-ference.
The first stanza of the poem bids the things to come which, thinging, bear world.
The second stanza bids that world to come which, worlding, grants things. The third
stanza bids the middle for world and things to come: the carrying out of the intimacy.
On this account the third stanza begins with an emphatic calling:
Wanderer quietly steps within.
Where to? The verse does not say. Instead, it calls the entering wanderer into the
stillness. This stillness ministers over the doorway. Suddenly and strangely the call
sounds:
Pain has turned the threshold to stone.
This verse speaks all by itself in what is spoken in the whole poem. It names pain.
What pain? The verse says merely "pain." Whence and in what way is pain called?
Pain has turned the threshold to stone.
"Turned . . . to stone"-these are the only words in the poem that speak in the past
tense. Even so, they do not name something gone by, something no longer present.
They name something that persists and that has already persisted. It is only in turning
to stone that the threshold presences at all.
The threshold is the ground-beam that bears the doorway as a whole. It sustains
the middle in which the two, the outside and the inside, penetrate each other. The
threshold bears the between. What goes out and goes in, in the between, is joined in
the between's dependability. The dependability of the middle must never yield either
way. The settling of the between needs something that can endure, and is in this
sense hard. The threshold, as the settlement of the between, is hard because pain
has petrified it. But the pain that became appropriated to stone did not harden into
the threshold in order to congeal there. The pain presences unflagging in the
threshold, as pain.
But what is pain? Pain rends. It is the rift. But it does not tear apart into dispersive
fragments. Pain indeed tears asunder, it separates, yet so that at the same time it
draws everything to itself, gathers it to itself. Its rending, as a separating that gathers,
is at the same time that drawing which, like the pendrawing of a plan or sketch,

draws and joins together what is held apart in separation. Pain is the joining agent in
the rending that divides and gathers. Pain is the joining of the rift. The joining is the
threshold. It settles the between, the middle of the two that are separated in it. Pain
joins the rift of the difference. Pain is the dif-ference itself.
Pain has turned the threshold to stone.
The verse calls the dif-ference, but it neither thinks it specifically nor does it call its
nature by this name. The verse calls the separation of the between, the gathering
middle, in whose intimacy the bearing of things and the granting of world pervade
one another.
Then would the intimacy of the dif-ference for world and thing be pain? Certainly.
But we should not imagine pain anthropologically as a sensation that makes us feel
afflicted. We should not think of the intimacy psychologically as the sort in which
sentimentality makes a nest for itself.
Pain has turned the threshold to stone.
Pain has already fitted the threshold into its bearing. The difference presences
already as the collected presence, from which the carrying out of world and thing
appropriatingly takes place, How so?
There lie, in limpid brightness shown,
Upon the table bread and wine.
Where does the pure brightness shine? On the threshold, in the settling of the pain.
The rift of the dif-ference makes the limpid brightness shine. Its luminous joining
decides the brightening of the world into its own. The rift of the difference
expropriates the world into its worlding, which grants things. By the brightening of
the world in their golden gleam, bread and wine at the same time attain to their own
gleaming. The nobly named things are lustrous in the simplicity of their thinging.
Bread and wine are the fruits of heaven and earth, gifts from the divinities to mortals.
Bread and wine gather these four to themselves from the simple unity of their
fourfoldness. The things that are called bread and wine are simple things because
their bearing of world is fulfilled, without intermediary, by the favor of the world.
Such things have their sufficiency in letting the world's fourfold stay with them. The
pure limpid brightness of world and the simple gleaming of things go through their
between, the dif-ference.
The third stanza calls world and things into the middle of their intimacy. The seam
that binds their being toward one another is pain.
Only the third stanza gathers the bidding of things and the bidding of world. For
the third stanza calls primally out of the simplicity of the intimate bidding which calls
the dif-ference by leaving it unspoken. The primal calling, which bids the intimacy of
world and thing to come, is the authentic bidding. This bidding is the nature of

speaking. Speaking occurs in what is spoken in the poem. It is the speaking of
language. Language speaks. It speaks by bidding the bidden, thing-world and
worldthing, to come to the between of the dif-ference. What is so bidden is
commanded to arrive from out of the dif-ference into the dif-ference. Here we are
thinking of the old sense of command, which we recognize still in the phrase,
"Commit thy way unto the Lord." The bidding of language commits the bidden thus
to the bidding of the dif-ference. The dif-ference lets the thinging of the thing-rest in
the worlding of the world. The dif-ference expropriates the thing into the repose of
the fourfold. Such expropriation does not diminish the thing. Only so is the thing
exalted into its own, so that it stays world. To keep in repose is to still. The
dif-ference stills the thing, as thing, into the world.
Such stilling, however, takes place only in such a way that at the same time the
world's fourfold fulfills the bearing of the thing, in that the stilling grants to the thing
the sufficiency of staying world. The dif-ference stills in a twofold manner. It stills by
letting things rest in the world's favor. It stills by letting the world suffice itself in the
thing. In the double stilling of the dif-ference there takes place: stillness.
What is stillness? It is in no way merely the soundless. In soundlessness there
persists merely a lack of the motion of entoning, sounding. But the motionless is
neither limited to sounding by being its suspension, nor is it itself already something
genuinely tranquil. The motionless always remains, as it were, merely the other side
of that which rests. The motionless itself still rests on rest. But rest has its being in the
fact that it stills. As the stilling of stillness, rest, conceived strictly, is always more in
motion than all motion and always more restlessly active than any agitation.
The dif-ference stills particularly in two ways: it stills the things in thinging and the
world in worlding. Thus stilled, thing and world never escape from the dif-ference.
Rather, they rescue it in the stilling, where the dif-ference is itself the stillness.
In stilling things and world into their own, the dif-ference calls world and thing into
the middle of their intimacy. The dif-ference is the bidder. The dif-ference gathers
the two out of itself as it calls them into the rift that is the dif-ference itself. This
gathering calling is the pealing. In it there occurs something different from a mere
excitation and spreading of sound.
When the dif-ference gathers world and things into the simple onefold of the pain
of intimacy, it bids the two to come into their very nature. The dif-ference is the
command out of which every bidding itself is first called, so that each may follow the
command. The command of the dif-ference has ever already gathered all bidding
within itself. The calling, gathered together with itself, which gathers to itself in the
calling, is the pealing as the peal.
The calling of the dif-ference is the double stilling. The gathered bidding, the
command, in the form of which the difference calls world and things, is the peal of
stillness. Language speaks in that the command of the dif-ference calls world and
things into the simple onefold of their intimacy.

Language speaks as the peal of stillness. Stillness stills by the carrying out, the
bearing and enduring, of world and things in their presence. The carrying out of
world and thing in the manner of stilling is the appropriative taking place of the
difference. Language, the peal of stillness, is, inasmuch as the dif-ference takes
place. Language goes on as the taking place or occurring of the dif-ference for
world and things.
The peal of stillness is not anything human. But on the contrary, the human is
indeed in its nature given to speech - it is linguistic. The word -linguistic- as it is here
used means: having taken place out of the speaking of language. What has thus
taken place, human being, has been brought into its own by language, so that it
remains given over or appropriated to the nature of language, the peal of stillness.
Such an appropriating takes place in that the very nature, the presencing, of
language needs and uses the speaking of mortals in order to sound as the peal of
stillness for the hearing of mortals. Only as men belong within the peal of stillness are
mortals able to speak in their own way in sounds.
Mortal speech is a calling that names, a bidding which, out of the simple onefold
of the difference, bids thing and world to come. What is purely bidden in mortal
speech is what is spoken in the poem. Poetry proper is never merely a higher mode
(melos) of everyday language. It is rather the reverse: everyday language is a
forgotten and therefore used-up poem, from which there hardly resounds a call any
longer.
The opposite of what is purely spoken, the opposite of the poem, is not prose.
Pure prose is never "prosaic." It is as poetic and hence as rare as poetry.
If attention is fastened exclusively on human speech, if human speech is taken
simply to be the voicing of the inner man, if speech so conceived is regarded as
language itself, then the nature of language can never appear as anything but an
expression and an activity of man. But human speech, as the speech of mortals, is
not self-subsistent. The speech of mortals rests in its relation to the speaking of
language.
At the proper time it becomes unavoidable to think of how mortal speech and its
utterance take place in the speaking of language as the peal of the stillness of the
dif-ference. Any uttering, whether in speech or writing, breaks the stillness. On what
does the peal of stillness break? How does the broken stillness come to sound in
words? How does the broken stillness shape the mortal speech that sounds in
verses and sentences?
Assuming that thinking will succeed one day in answering these questions, it must
be careful not to regard utterance, let alone expression, as the decisive element of
human speech.

The structure of human speech can only be the manner (melos) in which the
speaking of language, the peal of the stillness of the dif-ference, appropriates mortals
by the command of the dif-ference.
The way in which mortals, called out of the dif-ference into the dif-ference, speak
on their own part, is: by responding. Mortal speech must first of all have listened to
the command, in the form of which the stillness of the dif-ference calls world and
things into the rift of its onefold simplicity. Every word of mortal speech speaks out
of such a listening, and as such a listening.
Mortals speak insofar as they listen. They heed the bidding call of the stillness of
the dif-ference even when they do not know that call. Their listening draws from the
command of the dif-ference what it brings out as sounding word. This speaking that
listens and accepts is responding.
Nevertheless by receiving what it says from the command of the dif-ference,
mortal speech has already, in its own way, followed the call. Response, as receptive
listening, is at the same time a recognition that makes due acknowledgment. Mortals
speak by responding to language in a twofold way, receiving and replying. The
mortal word speaks by cor-responding in a multiple sense.
Every authentic hearing holds back with its own saying. For hearing keeps to itself
in the listening by which it remains appropriated to the peal of stillness. All
responding is attuned to this restraint that reserves itself. For this reason such
reserve must be concerned to be ready, in the mode of listening, for the command of
the dif-ference. But the reserve must take care not just to hear the peal of stillness
afterward, but to hear it even beforehand, and thus as it were to anticipate its
command.
This anticipating while holding back determines the manner in which mortals
respond to the dif-ference. In this way mortals live in the speaking of language.
Language speaks. Its speaking bids the dif-ference to come which expropriates
world and things into the simple onefold of their intimacy.
Language speaks.
Man speaks in that he responds to language. This responding is a hearing. It hears
because it listens to the command of stillness.
It is not a matter here of stating a new view of language. What is important is
learning to live in the speaking of language. To do so, we need to examine constantly
whether and to what extent we are capable of what genuinely belongs to responding:
anticipation in reserve. For:
Man speaks only as he responds to language. Language speaks. Its speaking
speaks for us in what has been spoken:

A Winter Evening
Window with falling snow is arrayed,
Long tolls the vesper bell,
The house is provided well,
The table is for many laid.
Wandering ones, more than a few,
Come to the door on darksome courses.
Golden blooms the tree of graces
Drawing up the earth's cool dew.
Wanderer quietly steps within;
Pain has turned the threshold to stone.
There lie, in limpid brightness shown,
Upon the table bread and wine.

