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 “On Truth and Lie in an Extra-Moral Sense”
[This essay is an early essay, written shortly after The Birth of Tragedy.  It remained obscure and hardly
known until recent times until Derrida drew attention to it in one of his early essays.]

As a means for the preserving of the individual, the intellect unfolds its principle powers in
dissimulation, which is the means by which weaker, less robust individuals preserve themselves—since
they have been denied the chance to wage the battle for existence with horns or with the sharp teeth of
beasts of prey. This art of dissimulation reaches its peak in man. Deception, flattering, lying, deluding,
talking behind the back, putting up a false front, living in borrowed splendor, wearing a mask . . . is so
much the rule and the law among men that there is almost nothing which is less comprehensible than how
an honest and pure drive for truth could have arisen among them. They are deeply immersed in illusions
and in dream images; their eyes merely glide over the surface of things and see "forms." Their senses
nowhere lead to truth; on the contrary, they are content to receive stimuli and, as it were, to engage in a
groping game on the backs of things. Moreover, man permits himself to be deceived in his dreams every
night of his life . . . . Does nature not conceal most things from him—even concerning his own body—in
order to confine and lock him within a proud, deceptive consciousness, aloof from the coils of the
bowels, the rapid flow of the blood stream, and the intricate quivering of the fibers! She threw away the
key. And woe to that fatal curiosity which might one day have the power to peer out and down through a
crack in the chamber of consciousness and then suspect that man is sustained in the indifference of his
ignorance by that which is pitiless, greedy, insatiable, and murderous—as if hanging in dreams on the
back of a tiger. Given this situation, where in the world could the drive for truth have come from? (TL,
p. 80) 

Insofar as the individual wants to maintain himself against other individuals, he will under natural
circumstances employ the intellect mainly for dissimulation. But at the same time, from boredom and
necessity, man wishes to exist socially and with the herd; therefore, he needs to make peace and strives
accordingly to banish from this world at least the most flagrant bellum omni contra omnes [“War of each
against all”]. This peace treaty brings in its wake something which appears to be the first step toward
acquiring that puzzling truth drive: to wit, that which shall count as “truth” from now on is established.
That is to say, a uniformly valid and binding designation is invented for things, and this legislation of
language likewise establishes the first laws of truth. . . . (TL, p. 81)  

It is this way with all of us concerning language: we believe that we know something about the things
themselves when we speak of trees, colors, snow, and flowers; and yet we possess nothing but metaphors
for things—metaphors which correspond in no way to the original entities (TL, p. 82-83)

What then is truth? A movable host of metaphors, metonymies, and anthropomorphisms: in short, a sum
of human relations which have been poetically and rhetorically enhanced, transferred, and embellished,
and which, after long usage, seem to a people to be fixed, canonical, and binding. Truths are illusions
which we have forgotten are illusions; metaphors that have become worn out and have been drained of
sensuous force, coins which have lost their embossing and are now considered as metal and no longer as
coins. (TL, p. 84)
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The Gay Science 
(selections not included in our reader)

We artists.—When we love a woman, we easily conceive a hatred for nature on account of all the
repulsive natural functions to which every woman is subject. We prefer not to think of all this; but when
our soul touches on these matters for once, it shrugs as it were and looks contemptuously at nature: we
feel insulted; nature seems to encroach on our possessions, and with the profanest hands at that. Then we
refuse to pay any heed to physiology and decree secretly: "I want to hear nothing about the fact that a
human being is something more than soul and form." "The human being under the skin" is for all lovers a
horror and unthinkable, a blasphemy against God and love.

Well, as lovers still feel about nature and natural functions, every worshiper of God and his "holy
omnipotence" formerly felt: everything said about nature by astronomers, geologists, physiologists, or
physicians, struck him as an encroachment into his precious possessions and hence as an attack—and a
shameless one at that. Even "natural law" sounded to him like a slander against God; really he would
have much preferred to see all of mechanics derived from acts of a moral will or an arbitrary will. But
since nobody was able to render him this service, he ignored nature and mechanics as best he could and
lived in a dream. Oh, these men of former times knew how to dream and did not find it necessary to go to
sleep first. And we men of today still master this art all too well, despite all of our good will toward the
day and staying awake. It is quite enough to love, to hate, to desire, simply to feel—and right away the
spirit and power of the dream overcome us, and with our eyes open, coldly contemptuous of all danger,
we climb up on the most hazardous paths to scale the roofs and spires of fantasy—without any sense of
dizziness, as if we had been born to climb, we somnabulists of the day! We artists! We veilers of what is
natural! We are moonstruck and God-struck. We wander, still as death, unwearied, on heights that we do
not see as heights but as plains, as our safety. (GS, 59)

Our ultimate gratitude to art.—If we had not welcomed the arts and invented this kind of cult of the
untrue, then the realization of general untruth and mendaciousness that now comes to us through
science—the realization that delusion and error are conditions of human knowledge and
sensation—would be utterly unbearable. Honesty would lead to nausea and suicide. But now there is a
counterforce against our honesty that helps us to avoid such consequences: art as the good will to
appearance (Schein). We do not always keep our eyes from rounding off something and, as it were,
finishing the poem; and then it is no longer eternal imperfection that we carry across the river of
becoming—then we have the sense of carrying a goddess, and feel proud and childlike as we perform this
service. As an aesthetic phenomenon existence is still bearable for us, and art furnishes us with eyes and
hands and above all the good conscience to be able to turn ourselves into such a phenomenon. At times
we need a rest from ourselves by looking upon, by looking down upon, ourselves and, from an artistic
distance, laughing over ourselves or weeping over ourselves. We must discover the hero no less than the
fool in our passion for knowledge; we must occasionally find pleasure in our folly, or we cannot continue
to find pleasure in our wisdom. Precisely because we are at bottom grave and serious human
beings—really, more weights than human beings—nothing does us as much good as a fool's cap: we need
it in relation to ourselves—we need all exuberant, floating, dancing, mocking, childish, and blissful art
lest we lose the freedom above things that our ideal demands of us. It would mean a relapse for us, with
our irritable honesty, to get involved entirely in morality and, for the sake of the over-severe demands
that we make on ourselves in these matters, to become virtuous monsters and scarecrows. We should be
able also to stand above morality—and not only to stand with the anxious stiffness of a man who is
afraid of slipping and falling any moment, but also to float above it and play. How then could we
possibly dispense with art—and with the fool? —And al long as you are in any way ashamed before
yourselves, you do not yet belong with us. (GS, 107)
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The dying Socrates.—I admire the courage and wisdom of Socrates in everything he did, said—and did
not say. This mocking and enamored monster and pied piper of Athens, who made the most overweening
youths tremble and sob, was not only the wisest chatterer of all time: he was equally great in silence. I
wish he had remained taciturn also at the last moment of his life; in that case he might belong to a still
higher order of spirits. Whether it was death or the poison or piety or malice—something loosened his
tongue at that moment and he said: "O Crito, I owe Asclepius a rooster." This ridiculous and terrible "last
word" means for those who have ears: "O Crito, life is a disease." Is it possible that a man like him, who
had lived cheerfully and like a soldier in the sight of everyone, should have been a pessimist? He had
merely kept a cheerful mien while concealing all his life long his ultimate judgment, his inmost feeling.
Socrates, Socrates suffered life! And then he still revenged himself—with this veiled, gruesome, pious,
and blasphemous saying. Did a Socrates need such revenge? Did his overrich virtue lack an ounce of
magnanimity?—Alas, my friends, we must overcome even the Greeks! (GS, 340)

Beyond Good and Evil

Supposing truth is a woman—what then? Are there not grounds for the suspicion that all
philosophers, insofar as they were dogmatists, have been very inexpert about women? That the gruesome
seriousness, the clumsy obtrusiveness with which they have usually approached truth so far have been
awkward and very improper methods for winning a woman's heart? What is certain is that she has not
allowed herself to be won—and today every kind of dogmatism is left standing dispirited and
discouraged. If it is left standing at all! For there are scoffers who claim that it has fallen, that all
dogmatism lies on the ground—even more, that all dogmatism is dying. . . . 

Let us not be ungrateful to it, although it must certainly be conceded that the worst, most durable,
and most dangerous of all errors so far was a dogmatist's error—namely, Plato's invention of the pure
spirit and the good as such. But now that it is overcome, now that Europe is breathing freely again after
this nightmare and at least can enjoy a healthier—sleep, we, whose task is wakefulness itself, are the heirs
of all that strength which has been fostered by the fight against this error. To be sure, it meant standing
truth on her head and denying perspective, the basic condition of all life, when one spoke of spirit and the
good as Plato did. Indeed, as a physician one might ask: "How could the most beautiful growth of
antiquity, Plato, contract such a disease? Did the wicked Socrates corrupt him after all? Could Socrates
have been the corrupter of youth after all? And did he deserve his hemlock?" . . . (BGE, Preface)

The will to truth which will still tempt us to many a venture, that famous truthfulness of which all
philosophers so far have spoken with respect—what questions has this will to truth not laid before us!
What strange, wicked, questionable questions! That is a long story even now—and yet it seems as if it
had scarcely begun. Is it any wonder that we should finally become suspicious, lose patience, and turn
away impatiently? that we should finally learn from this Sphinx to ask questions, too? Who is it really
that puts questions to us here? What in us really wants "truth"?

Indeed we came to a long halt at the question about the cause of this will—until we finally came to a
complete stop before a still more basic question. We asked about the value of this will. Suppose we want
truth: why not rather untruth? and uncertainty? even ignorance?

The problem of the value of truth came before us—or was it we who came before the problem? Who
of us is Oedipus here? Who the Sphinx? It is a rendezvous, it seems, of questions and question marks.

And though it scarcely seems credible, it finally almost seems to us as if the problem had never even
been put so far—as if we were the first to see it, fix it with our eyes, and risk it. For it does involve a risk,
and perhaps there is none that is greater. (BGE, 1)

The falseness of a judgment is for us not necessarily an objection to a judgment; in this respect our new
language may sound strangest. The question is to what extent it is life-promoting, life-preserving,
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species-preserving, perhaps even species-cultivating. And we are fundamentally inclined to claim that the
falsest judgments (which include the synthetic judgments a priori) are the most indispensable for us; that
without accepting the fictions of logic, without measuring reality against the purely invented world of the
unconditional and self-identical, without a constant falsification of the world by means of numbers, man
could not live—that renouncing false judgments would mean renouncing life and a denial of life. To
recognize untruth as a condition of life—that certainly means resisting accustomed value feelings in a
dangerous way; and a philosophy that risks this would by that token alone place itself beyond good and
evil. (BGE, 4)

Gradually it has become clear to me what every great philosophy so far has been: namely, the
personal confession of its author and a kind of involuntary and unconscious memoir; also that the moral
(or immoral) intentions in every philosophy constituted the real germ of life from which the whole plant
had grown.

Indeed, if one would explain how the abstrusest metaphysical claims of a philosopher really came
about, it is always well (and wise) to ask first: at what morality does all this (does he) aim? Accordingly,
I do not believe that a “drive to knowledge” is the father of philosophy; but rather that another drive had,
here as elsewhere, employed understanding (and misunderstanding) as a mere instrument.  But anyone
who considers the basic drives of man to see to what extent they may have been at play just here as
inspiring spirits (or demons and kobolds) will find that all of them have done philosophy at some
time—and that every single one of them would like only too well to represent just itself as the ultimate
purpose of existence and the legitimate master of all the other drives.  For every drive wants to be
master—and it attempts to philosophize in that spirit. . . . (BGE, 6) 

O sancta simplicitas!  In what strange simplification and falsification man lives!  One can never
cease wondering once one has acquired eyes for this marvel!  How we have made everything around us
clear and free and easy and simple!  How we have been able to give our senses a passport to everything
superficial, our thoughts a divine desire for wanton leaps and wrong inferences!  How from the beginning
we have contrived to retain our ignorance in order to enjoy an almost inconceivable freedom, lack of
scruple and caution, heartiness, and gaiety of life—in order to enjoy life!  And only on this now solid,
granite foundation of ignorance could knowledge rise so far—the will to knowledge on the foundation of
a far more powerful will: the will to ignorance, to the uncertain, to the untrue!  Not as it opposite,
but—as its refinement!

Even if language, here as elsewhere, will not get over its awkwardness, and will continue to talk of
opposites where there are only degrees and many subtleties of gradation; even if the inveterate Tartuffery
of morals, which now belongs to our unconquerable "flesh and blood," infects the words even of those of
us who know better—here and there we understand it and laugh at the way in which precisely science at
its best seeks most to keep us in this simplified, thoroughly artificial, suitably constructed and suitably
falsified world—at the way in which, willy-nilly, it loves error, because, being alive, it loves life (BGE
24)

Forgive me the joke of this gloomy grimace and trope; for I myself have learned long ago to think
differently, to estimate differently with regard to deceiving and being deceived, and I keep in reserve at
least a couple of jostles for the blind rage with which the philosophers resist being deceived. Why not? It
is no more than a moral prejudice that truth is worth more than mere appearance ; it is even the worst
proved assumption there is in the world. Let at least this much be admitted: there would be no life at all if
not on the basis of perspective estimates and appearances; and if, with the virtuous enthusiasm and
clumsiness of some philosophers, one wanted to abolish the "apparent  world" altogether well suppose
you could do that, at least nothing would be left of your "truth" either. Indeed, what forces us at all to
suppose that there is an essential opposition of "true" and "false"? Is it not sufficient to assume degrees of
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apparentness and, as it were, lighter and darker shadows and shades of appearance different "values," to
use the language of painters? Why couldn't the world that concerns us be a fiction? (BGE 34) 

Suppose nothing else were "given" as real except our world of desires and passions, and we could not
get down, or up, to any other "reality" besides the reality of our drives—for thinking is merely a relation
of these drives to each other: is it not permitted to make the experiment and to ask the question whether
this "given" would not be sufficient for also understanding on the basis of this kind of thing the so-called
mechanistic (or "material") world? I mean, not as deception, as "mere appearance (Schein)," an "idea (in
the sense of Berkeley and Schopenhauer) but as holding the same rank of reality as our affect—as a more
primitive form of the world of affects in which everything still lies contained in a powerful unity before it
undergoes ramifications and developments in the organic process (and, as is only fair, also becomes
tenderer and weaker)  —as a kind of instinctive life  in which all organic functions are still synthetically
intertwined along with self-regulation, assimilation, nourishment, excretion, and metabolism—as a pre-
form of life.

In the end not only is it permitted to make this experiment; the conscience of method demands it. Not
to assume several kinds of causality until the experiment of making do with a single one has been pushed
to its utmost limit (to the point of nonsense, if I may say so)—that is a moral of method which one may
not shirk today—it follows “from its definition,” as a mathematician would say.  The question is in the
end whether we really recognize the will as efficient, whether we believe in the causality of the will: if
we do—and at bottom our faith in this is nothing less than our faith in causality itself—then we have to
make the experiment of positing  the causality to the will hypothetically as the only one. "Will," of
course, can only affect "will"—and not "matter" (not “nerves,” for example).  In short, one has to risk the
hypothesis whether will does not affect will wherever "effects" are recognized—and whether all
mechanical occurrences are not, insofar as a force (Kraft) is active in them, will force, effects of will.

Suppose, finally, we succeeded in explaining our entire drive-life (Triebleben) as the development
and ramification of one basic form of the will—namely, of the will to power, as my proposition has it;
suppose all organic functions could be traced back to this will to power and one could also find in it the
solution of the problem of procreation and nourishment—it is one problem—then one would have gained
the right to determine all efficient force univocally as —will to power. The world viewed from inside, the
world defined and determined according to its "intelligible character"—it would be "will to power" and
nothing else.—  (BGE, 36)

A new species of philosophers is coming up: I venture to baptize them with a name that is not free of
danger. As I unriddle them, insofar as they allow themselves to be unriddled for it belongs to their nature
to want to remain riddles at some point these philosophers of the future may have a right it might also be
a wrong to be called (at)tempters (Versucher). This name itself is in the end a mere attempt (Versuch)
and, if you will, a temptation (Versuchung). (BGE 42)

Are these coming philosophers new friends of "truth"? That is probable enough, for all philosophers
so far have loved their truths. But they will certainly not be dogmatists. It must offend their pride, also
their taste, if their truth is supposed to be a truth for everyman—which has so far been the secret wish
and hidden meaning of all dogmatic aspirations. "My judgment is my judgment": no one else is easily
entitled to it—that is what such a philosopher of the future may perhaps say of himself. . . . (BGE 43)

I insist that people should finally stop confounding philosophical laborers, and scientific men
generally, with philosophers; precisely at this point we should be strict about giving “each his due,” and
not far too much to those and far too little to these.

It may be necessary for the education of a genuine philosopher that he himself has also once stood on
all these steps on which his servants, the scientific laborers of philosophy, remain standing—have to
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remain standing. Perhaps he himself must have been critic and skeptic and dogmatist and historian and
also poet and collector and traveler and solver of riddles and moralist and seer and "free spirit" and
almost everything in order to pass through the whole range of human values and value feelings and to be
able to see with many different eyes and consciences, from a height and into every distance, from the
depths into every height, from a nook into every expanse. But all these are merely preconditions of his
task: this task itself demands something different—it demands that he create values.

Those philosophical laborers after the noble model of Kant and Hegel have to determine and press
into formulas, whether in the realm of logic or political (moral ) thought or art, some great data of
valuations—that is, former positings of values, creations of value which have become dominant and are
for a time called "truths." It is for these investigators to make everything that has happened and been
esteemed so far easy to look over, easy to think over, intelligible and manageable, to abbreviate
everything long, even "time," and to overcome the entire past—a monstrous and wonderful task in whose
service every subtle pride, every tough will can certainly find satisfaction. Genuine philosophers,
however, are commanders and legislators: they say, "thus it shall be!". . . With a creative hand they reach
for the future, and all that is and has been becomes a means for them, an instrument, a hammer. Their
"knowing" is creating, their creating is a legislation, their will to truth is—will to power. (BGE 211)

* * *

Twilight of the Idols

What is the meaning of the conceptual opposites which I have introduced into aesthetics, Apollonian and
Dionysian, both conceived as kinds of frenzy? The Apollonian frenzy excites the eye above all, so that it
gains the power of vision. The painter, the sculptor, the epic poet are visionaries par excellence. In the
Dionysian state, on the other hand, the whole affective system is excited and enhanced: so that it
discharges all its means of expression at once and drives forth simultaneously the power of
representation, imitation, transfiguration, transformation, and every kind of mimicking and acting. . . .
The Dionysian . . . constantly transforms himself. (TI IX:10)

The psychology of the orgiastic as an overflowing feeling of life and strength, where even pain still has
the effect of a stimulus, gave me the key to the concept of tragic feeling, which had been misunderstood
both by Aristotle and, quite especially, by our modern pessimists. Tragedy is so far from proving
anything about the pessimism of the Hellenes, in Schopenhauer's sense, that it may, on the contrary, be
considered its decisive repudiation and counter-instance. Saying Yes to life even in its strangest and
hardest problems, the will to life rejoicing over its own inexhaustibility even in the very sacrifice of its
highest types—that is what I called Dionysian, that is what I guessed to be the bridge to the psychology
of the tragic poet. Not in order to be liberated from terror and pity, not in order to purge oneself of a
dangerous affect by its vehement discharge—Aristotle understood it that way—but in order to be oneself
the eternal joy of becoming, beyond all terror and pity that joy which included even joy in destroying.

And herewith I again touch that point from which I once went forth: The Birth of Tragedy  was my
first revaluation of all values. Herewith I again stand on the soil out of which my intention, my ability
grows I, the last disciple of the philosopher Dionysus—I, the teacher of the eternal recurrence. (TI X, 5)  

* * *
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The Antichrist

[Nietzsche’s critique of Christianity is seldom understood. Given his attack on the traditional notion of
truth it can hardly be that he thinks he has discovered the truth that ‘God is dead.’ Rather, his critique is
that the doctrines of Christianity are put forth as “the truth” of the meaning of the life of Christ despite
the fact that these doctrines cannot be anything other than an interpretation of the meaning of that life.
Nietzsche’s critique of Christianity echoes the theme of Dostoevsky’s story “The Grand Inquisitor” from
The Brothers Karamazov in that the traditional Christian doctrine that teaches eternal reward in exchange
for correct belief might, after all, be the very opposite of the teaching of Christ. In The Antichrist
(perhaps better translated as The Anti-Christian) Nietzsche offers a different interpretation.] 

In the whole psychology of the “evangel” the concept of guilt and punishment is lacking; also the
concept of reward. “Sin”—any distance separating God and man—is abolished: precisely this is the glad
tidings.” Blessedness is not promised, it is not tied to conditions: it is the only reality—the rest is a sign
with which to speak of it.

The consequence of such a state projects itself into a new practice, the genuine evangelical practice.
It is not a “faith” that distinguishes the Christian: the Christian acts, he is distinguished by acting
differently: by not resisting, either in words or in his heart, those who treat him ill; by making no
distinction between foreigner and native, between Jew and not-Jew (“the neighbor”—really the
coreligionist, the Jew); by not growing angry with anybody, by not despising anybody; by not permitting
himself to be seen or involved at courts of law (“not swearing”); by not divorcing his wife under any
circumstances, not even if his wife had been proved unfaithful. All of this, at bottom one principle; all of
this, consequences of one instinct.

The life of the Redeemer was nothing other than this practice—nor was his death anything else. He
no longer required any formulas, any rites for his intercourse with God—not even prayer. He broke with
the whole Jewish doctrine of repentance and reconciliation; he knows that it is only in the practice of life
that one feels “divine,” “blessed,” “evangelical,” at all times a “child of God.” Not “repentance,” not
“prayer for forgiveness,” are the ways to God: only the evangelical practice leads to God, indeed, it is
“God”! . . .

The deep instinct for how one must live, in order to feel oneself “in heaven,” to feel “eternal,” while
in all other behavior one decidedly does not feel oneself “in heaven”—this alone is the psychological
reality of “redemption.” A new way of life, not a new faith. (33)

If I understand anything about this great symbolist, it is that he accepted only inner realities as
realities, as “truths”—that he understood the rest, everything natural, temporal, spatial, historical, only as
signs, as occasions for parables. The concept of “the son of man” is not a concrete person who belongs in
history, something individual and unique, but an “eternal” factuality, a psychological symbol redeemed
from the concept of time. The same applies once again, and in the highest sense, to the God of this
typical symbolist, to the “kingdom of God,” to the “kingdom of heaven,” to the “filiation of God.”
Nothing is more unchristian than the ecclesiastical crudities of a god as person, of a “kingdom of God”
which is to come, of a “kingdom of heaven” beyond, of a “son of God” as the second person in the
Trinity. . . .

The “kingdom of heaven” is a state of the heart—not something that is to come “above the earth” or
“after death.” The whole concept of natural death is lacking in the evangel: death is no bridge, no
transition; it is lacking because it belongs to a wholly different, merely apparent world, useful only
insofar as it furnishes signs. The “hour of death” is no Christian concept—an “hour,” time, physical life
and its crises do not even exist for the teacher of the “glad tidings.” The “kingdom of God” is nothing
that one expects; it has no yesterday and no day after tomorrow, it will not come in “a thousand
years”—it is an experience of the heart; it is everywhere, it is nowhere. (34)
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This “bringer of glad tidings” died as he had lived, as he had taught—not to “redeem men” but to
show how one must live. This practice is his legacy to mankind: his behavior before the judges, before
the catchpoles, before the accusers and all kinds of slander and scorn—his behavior on the cross. He
does not resist, he does not defend his right, he takes no step which might ward off the worst; on the
contrary, he provokes it. And he begs, he suffers, he loves with those, in those, who do him evil. Not to
resist, not to be angry, not to hold responsible—but to resist not even the evil one—to love him. (35)

Only we, we spirits who have become free, have the presuppositions for understanding something
that nineteen centuries have misunderstood: that integrity which, having become instinct and passion,
wages war against the “holy lie” even more than against any other lie. Previous readers were
immeasurably far removed from our loving and cautious neutrality, from that discipline of the spirit
which alone makes possible the unriddling of such foreign, such tender things: with impudent selfishness
they always wanted only their own advantage; out of the opposite of the evangel the church was
constructed.

If one were to look for signs that an ironical divinity has its fingers in the great play of the world, one
would find no small support in the tremendous question mark called Christianity. Mankind lies on its
knees before the opposite of that which was the origin, the meaning, the right of the evangel; in the
concept of the “church” it has pronounced holy precisely what the “bringer of glad tidings” felt to be
beneath and behind himself—one would look in vain for a greater example of world-historical irony.
(36)

I go back, I tell the genuine history of Christianity. The very word “Christianity” is a
misunderstanding: in truth, there was only one Christian, and he died on the cross. The “evangel” died on
the cross. What has been called “evangel” from that moment was actually the opposite of that which he
had lived: “ill tidings,” a dysangel. It is false to the point of nonsense to find the mark of the Christian in
a “faith,” for instance, in the faith in redemption through Christ: only Christian practice, a life such as he
lived who died on the cross, is Christian.

Such a life is still possible today, for certain people even necessary: genuine, original Christianity
will be possible at all times.

Not a faith, but a doing; above all, a not doing of many things, another state of being. . . . (39)

* * *
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The Will to Power 
(Nietzsche’s Unpublished Notebook)

What I relate is the history of the next two centuries. I describe what is coming, what can no longer come
differently: the advent of nihilism. This history can be related even now; for necessity itself is at work
here. This future speaks even now in a hundred signs, this destiny announces itself everywhere; for this
music of the future all ears are cocked even now. For some time now, our whole European culture has
been moving as toward a catastrophe, with a tortured tension that is growing from decade to decade:
restlessly, violently, headlong, like a river that wants to reach the end, that no longer reflects, that is
afraid to reflect. (WP, Preface, 2)

Our religion, morality, and philosophy are decadence forms of man.
The countermovement: art. (WP 794)

We possess art lest we perish of the truth. (WP 822)

Art and nothing but art! It is the great means of making life possible, the great seduction to life, the
great stimulant of life.

Art as the only superior counterforce to all will to denial of life, as that which is anti-Christian, anti-
Buddhist, antinihilist par excellence.

Art as the redemption of the man of knowledge—of those who see the terrifying and questionable
character of existence, who want to see it, the men of tragic knowledge.

Art as the redemption of the man of action—of those who not only see the terrifying and
questionable character of existence but live it, want to live it, the tragic-warlike man, the hero.

Art as the redemption of the sufferer—as the way to states in which suffering is willed, transfigured,
deified, where suffering is a form of great delight. (WP 853)

* * *
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