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This book may need more than one preface, and in the end there would still remain room for doubt whether 
anyone who had never lived through similar experiences could be brought closer to the experience of this 
book by means of prefaces. It seems to be written in the language of the wind that thaws ice and snow: high 
spirits, unrest, contradiction, and April weather are present in it, and one is instantly reminded no less of 
the proximity of winter than of the triumph over the winter that is coming, must come, and perhaps already 
has come.  

Gratitude pours forth continually, as if the unexpected had just happened—the gratitude of a 
convalescent—for convalescence was unexpected. “Gay Science”: that signifies the saturnalia of a spirit 
who has patiently resisted a terrible, long pressure—patiently, severely, coldly, without submitting, but also 
without hope—and who is now all at once attacked by hope, the hope for health, and the intoxication of 
convalescence. Is it any wonder that in the process much that is unreasonable and foolish comes to light, 
much playful tenderness that is lavished even on problems that have a prickly hide and are not made to be 
caressed and enticed? This whole book is nothing but a bit of merry-making after long privation and 
powerlessness, the rejoicing of strength that is returning, of a reawakened faith in a tomorrow and the day 
after tomorrow, of a sudden sense and anticipation of the future, of impending adventures, of seas that are 
open again, of goals that are permitted again, believed again. And what did not lie behind me then! This 
stretch of desert, exhaustion, disbelief, icing up in the midst of youth, this interlude of old age at the wrong 
time, this tyranny of pain even excelled the tyranny of pride that refused the conclusions of pain—and 
conclusions are consolations—this radical retreat into solitude as a self-defense against a contempt for men 
that had become pathologically clairvoyant—this determined self-limitation to what was bitter, harsh, and 
hurtful to know, prescribed by the nausea that had gradually developed out of an incautious and pampering 
spiritual diet, called romanticism—oh, who could reexperience all of this? But if anyone could, he would 
surely pardon more than a little foolishness, exuberance, and “gay science” —for example, the handful of 
songs that have now been added to this book—songs in which a poet makes fun of all poets in a way that 
may be hard to forgive. Alas, it is not only the poets and their beautiful “lyrical sentiments” on whom the 
resurrected author has to vent his sarcasm: who knows what victim he is looking for, what monster of 
material for parody will soon attract him? “Incipit tragoedia” we read at the end of this awesomely awesome 
book. Beware! Something downright wicked and malicious is announced here: incipit parodia, no doubt.  
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But let us leave Herr Nietzsche: what is it to us that Herr Nietzsche has become well again?  
For a psychologist there are few questions that are as attractive as that concerning the relation of health 

and philosophy, and if he should himself become ill, he will bring all of his scientific curiosity into his 
illness. For assuming that one is a person, one necessarily has the philosophy that belongs to that person; 
but there is a big difference. In some it is their deprivations that philosophize; in others, their riches and 
strengths. The former need their philosophy, whether it be as a prop, a sedative, medicine, redemption, 
elevation, or self-alienation. For the latter it is merely a beautiful luxury— in the best cases, the 
voluptuousness of a triumphant gratitude that eventually still has to inscribe itself in cosmic letters on the 
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heaven of concepts. But in the former case, which is more common, when it is distress that philosophizes, 
as is the case with all sick thinkers—and perhaps sick thinkers are more numerous in the history of 
philosophy—what will become of the thought itself when it is subjected to the pressure of sickness? This 
is the question that concerns the psychologist, and here an experiment is possible. Just as a traveler may 
resolve, before he calmly abandons himself to sleep, to wake up at a certain time, we philosophers, if we 
should become sick, surrender for a while to sickness, body and soul—and, as it were, shut our eyes to 
ourselves. And as the traveler knows that something is not asleep, that something counts the hours and will 
wake him up, we, too, know that the decisive moment will find us awake, and that something will leap 
forward then and catch the spirit in the act: I mean, in its weakness or repentance or resignation or hardening 
or gloom, and whatever other names there are for the pathological states of the spirit that on healthy days 
are opposed by the pride of the spirit (for the old saying is still valid: “the proud spirit, peacock, and horse 
are the three proudest beasts on earth). 

After such self-questioning, self-temptation, one acquires a subtler eye for all philosophizing to date; 
one can infer better than before the involuntary detours, side lanes, resting places, and sunny places of 
thought to which suffering thinkers are led and misled on account of their suffering; for now one knows 
whether the sick body and its needs unconsciously urge, push and lure the spirit—toward the sun, stillness, 
mildness, patience, medicine, balm in some sense. Every philosophy that ranks peace above war, every 
ethic with a negative definition of happiness, every metaphysics and physics that knows some finale, some 
final state of some sort, every predominantly aesthetic or religious craving for some Apart, Beyond, 
Outside, Above, permits the question whether it was not sickness that inspired the philosopher. The 
unconscious disguise of physiological needs under the cloaks of the objective, ideal purely spiritual goes to 
frightening lengths—and often I have asked myself whether, taking a large view, philosophy has not been 
merely an interpretation of the body and a misunderstanding of the body.  

Behind the highest value judgments that have hitherto guided the history of thought, there are concealed 
misunderstandings of the physical constitution—of individuals or classes or even whole races. All those 
bold insanities of metaphysics, especially answers to the question about the value of existence, may always 
be considered first of all as the symptoms of certain bodies. And if such world affirmations or world 
negations tout court lack any grain of significance when measured scientifically, they are more valuable 
for the historian and psychologist as hints or symptoms of the body, of its success or failure, its plenitude, 
power, and autocracy in history, or of its frustrations, weariness, impoverishment, its premonitions of the 
end, its will to the end. 

I am still waiting for a philosophical physician in the exceptional sense of that word—one who has to 
pursue the problem of the total health of a people, time, race or of humanity— to muster the courage to 
push my suspicion to its limits and to risk the proposition: what was at stake in all philosophizing hitherto 
was not at all “truth” but something else— let us say, health, future, growth, power, life. 
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You see that I do not want to take leave ungratefully from that time of severe sickness whose profits I 
have not yet exhausted even today. I am very conscious of the advantages that my fickle health gives me 
over all robust squares. A philosopher who has traversed many kinds of health, and keeps traversing them, 
has passed through an equal number of philosophies; he simply cannot keep from transposing his states 
every time into the most spiritual form and distance: this art of transfiguration is philosophy. We 
philosophers are not free to divide body from soul as the people do; we are even less free to divide soul 
from spirit. We are not thinking frogs, nor objectifying and registering mechanisms with their innards 
removed: constantly we have to give birth to our thoughts out of our pain and, like mothers, endow them 
with all we have of blood, heart, fire, pleasure, passion, agony, conscience, fate, and catastrophe. Life—
that means for us constantly transforming all that we are into light and flame—also everything that wounds 
us; we simply can do no other. And as for sickness: are we not almost tempted to ask whether we could get 
along without it? Only great pain is the ultimate liberator of the spirit, being the teacher of the great 
suspicion that turns every U into an X, a real, genuine X, that is the letter before the penultimate one. 

Only great pain, the long, slow pain that takes its time—on which we are burned, as it were, with green 
wood—compels us philosophers to descend into our ultimate depths and to put aside all trust, everything 
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good-natured, everything, that would interpose a veil, that is mild, that is medium—things in which 
formerly we may have found our humanity. I doubt that such pain makes us “better”; but I know it makes 
us more profound. 

Whether we learn to pit our pride, our scorn, our will power against it, equaling the American Indian, 
who, however, tortured, repays his torturer with the malice of his tongue; or whether we withdraw from 
pain into that Oriental Nothing—called Nirvana—into mute, rigid, deaf resignation, self-forgetting, self-
extinction: out of such long and dangerous exercises of self-mastery one emerges as a different person, with 
a few more question marks—above all with the will henceforth to question further, more deeply, severely, 
harshly, evilly and quietly than one had questioned heretofore. The trust in life is gone: life itself has become 
a problem. Yet one should not jump to the conclusion that this necessarily makes one gloomy. Even love 
of life is still possible, only one loves differently. It is the love for a woman that causes doubts in us. 

The attraction of everything problematic, the delight in an x, however, is so great in such more spiritual, 
more spiritualized men that this delight flares up again and again like a bright blaze over all the distress of 
what is problematic, over all the danger of uncertainty, and even over the jealousy of the lover. We know a 
new happiness. 
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In the end, lest what is most important remain unsaid: from such abysses, from such severe sickness, 
also from the sickness of severe suspicion, one returns newborn, having shed one’s skin, more ticklish and 
malicious, with a more delicate taste for joy, with a tenderer tongue for all good things, with merrier senses, 
with a second dangerous innocence in joy, more childlike and yet a hundred times subtler than one has ever 
been before. 

. . . How the theatrical scream of passion now hurts our ears, how strange to our taste the whole romantic 
uproar and tumult of the senses have become, which the educated mob loves, and all its aspirations after 
the elevated, inflated, and exaggerated! No, if we convalescents still need art, it is another kind of art—a 
mocking, light, fleeting, divinely untroubled, divinely artificial art that, like a pure flame, licks into 
unclouded skies. Above all, an art for artists, for artists only! We know better afterward what above all is 
needed for this: cheerfulness, any cheerfulness, my friends—also as artists: let me prove it. There are a few 
things we now know too well, we knowing ones: oh, how we now learn to forget well, and to be good at 
not knowing, as artists! 

And as for our future, one will hardly find us again on the paths of those Egyptian youths who endanger 
temples by night, embrace statues, and want by all means to unveil, uncover, and put into a bright light 
whatever is kept concealed for good reasons. No, this bad taste, this will to truth, to "truth at any price," 
this youthful madness in the love of truth have lost their charm for us: for that we are too experienced, too 
serious, too merry, too burned, too profound. We no longer believe that truth remains truth when the veils 
are withdrawn; we have lived too much to believe this. Today we consider it a matter of decency not to 
wish to see everything naked, or to be present at everything, or to understand and "know" everything. 

"Is it true that God is present everywhere?" a little girl asked her mother; "I think that's indecent"—a 
hint for philosophers! One should have more respect for the bashfulness with which nature has hidden 
behind riddles and iridescent uncertainties. Perhaps truth is a woman who has reasons for not letting us see 
her reasons? Perhaps her name is—to speak Greek—Baubo? 

Oh, those Greeks! They knew how to live. What is required for that is to stop courageously at the 
surface, the fold, the skin, to adore appearance, to believe in forms, tones, words, in the whole Olympus of 
appearance. Those Greeks were superficial—out of profundity. And is not this precisely what we are again 
coming back to, we daredevils of the spirit who have climbed the highest and most dangerous peak of 
present thought and looked around from up there—we who have looked down from there? Are we not, 
precisely in this respect, Greeks? Adorers of forms, of tones, of words? And therefore—artists? 

 
Ruta, near Genoa, in the fall of 1888 
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BOOK ONE 
 

1 
 

The teachers of the purpose of existence. —Whether I contemplate men with benevolence or with an 
evil eye, I always find them concerned with a single task, all of them and every one of them in particular: 
to do what is good for the preservation of the human race. Not from any feeling of love for the race, but 
merely because nothing in them is older, stronger, more inexorable and unconquerable than this instinct—
because this instinct constitutes the essence of our species, our herd. It is easy enough to divide our 
neighbors quickly, with the usual myopia. from a mere five paces away, into useful and harmful, good and 
evil men; but in any large-scale accounting, when we reflect on the whole a little longer, we become 
suspicious of this neat division and finally abandon it. Even the most harmful man may really be the most 
useful when it comes to the preservation of the species; for he nurtures either in himself or in others, through 
his effects, instincts without which humanity would long have become feeble or rotten. Hatred, the 
mischievous delight in the misfortunes of others, the lust to rob and dominate, and whatever else is called 
evil belongs to the most amazing economy of the preservation of the species. To be sure, this economy is 
not afraid of high prices, of squandering, and it is on the whole extremely foolish. Still it is proven that it 
has preserved our race so far. 

I no longer know whether you, my dear fellow man and neighbor, are at all capable of living in a way 
that would damage the species; in other words, "unreasonably" and "badly." What might have harmed the 
species may have become extinct many thousands of years ago and may by now be one of those things that 
are not possible even for God. Pursue your best or your worst desires, and above all perish! In both cases 
you are probably still in some way a promoter and benefactor of humanity and therefore entitled to your 
eulogists—but also to your detractors. But you will never find anyone who could whol1y mock you as an 
individual, also in your best qualities, bringing home to you to the limits of truth your boundless, flylike, 
frog-like wretchedness! To laugh at oneself as one would have to laugh in order to laugh out of the whole 
truth—to do that even the best so far lacked sufficient sense for the truth, and the most gifted had too little 
genius for that. Even laughter may yet have a future. I mean, when the proposition "the species is 
everything, one is always none'' has become part of humanity, and this ultimate liberation and 
irresponsibility has become accessible to all at all times. Perhaps laughter will then have formed an alliance 
with wisdom, perhaps only "gay science" will then be left. 

For the present, things are still quite different. For the present, the comedy of existence has not yet 
"become conscious" of itself. For the present, we still live in the age of tragedy, the age of moralities and 
religions. What is the meaning of the ever new appearance of these founders of moralities and religions, 
these instigators of fights over moral valuations, these teachers of remorse and religious wars? What is the 
meaning of these heroes on this stage? Thus far these have been the heroes, and everything else, even if at 
times it was all that could be seen and was much too near to us, has always merely served to set the stage 
for these heroes, whether it was machinery or coulisse or took the form of confidants and valets. (The poets, 
for example, were always the valets of some morality.) 

It is obvious that these tragedians, too, promote the interests of the species, even if they should believe 
that they promote the interest of God or work as God's emissaries. They, too, promote the life of the species, 
by promoting the faith in life. "Life is worth living," every one of them shouts; "there is something to life, 
there is something behind life, beneath it; beware!" 

From time to time this instinct, which is at work equally in the highest and the basest men—the instinct 
for the preservation of the species—erupts as reason and as passion of the spirit. Then it is surrounded by a 
resplendent retinue of reasons and tries with all the force at its command to make us forget that at bottom 
it is instinct, drive, folly, lack of reasons. Life shall be loved, because—! Man shall advance himself and 
his neighbor, because—! What names all these Shalls and Becauses receive and may yet receive in the 
future! In order that what happens necessarily and always, spontaneously and without any purpose, may 
henceforth appear to be done for some purpose and strike man as rational and an ultimate commandment, 
the ethical teacher comes on stage, as the teacher of the purpose of existence; and to this end he invents a 
second, different existence and unhinges by means of his new mechanics the old, ordinary existence. 
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Indeed, he wants to make sure that we do not laugh at existence, or at ourselves—or at him: for him, one is 
always one, something first and last and tremendous; for him there are no species, sums, or zeroes. His 
inventions and valuations may be utterly foolish and overenthusiastic; he may badly misjudge the course 
of nature and deny its conditions—and all ethical systems hitherto have been so foolish and anti-natural 
that humanity would have perished of every one of them if it had gained power over humanity—and yet, 
whenever "the hero" appeared on the stage, something new was attained: the gruesome counterpart of 
laughter, that profound emotional shock felt by many individuals at the thought: "Yes, I am worthy of 
living!" Life and I and you and all of us became interesting to ourselves once again for a little while. 

There is no denying that in the long run every one of these great teachers of a purpose was vanquished 
by laughter, reason, and nature: the short tragedy always gave way again and returned into the eternal 
comedy of existence; and "the waves of uncountable laughter"—to cite Aeschylus—must in the end 
overwhelm even the greatest of these tragedians. In spite of all this laughter which makes the required 
corrections, human nature has nevertheless been changed by the ever new appearance of these teachers of 
the purpose of existence: It now has one additional need—the need for the ever new appearance of such 
teachers and teachings of a "purpose." 

Gradually, man has become a fantastic animal that has to fulfill one more condition of existence than 
any other animal: man has to believe, to know, from time to time why he exists; his race cannot flourish 
without a periodic trust in life—without faith in reason in life. And again and again the human race will 
decree from time to time: "There is something at which it is absolutely forbidden henceforth to laugh.'' The 
most cautious friend of man will add: “Not only laughter and gay wisdom but the tragic, too, with all its 
sublime unreason, belongs among the means and necessities of the preservation of the species.” 
Consequently—. Consequently. Consequently. O, do you understand me, my brothers? Do you understand 
this new law of ebb and flood? There is a time for us, too! 

 
4 

 
What preserves the species. — The strongest and most evil spirits have so far done the most to advance 

humanity: again and again they returned the passions that were going to sleep—all ordered society puts the 
passions to sleep—and they reawakened again and again the sense of comparison, of contradiction, of the 
pleasure in what is new, daring, untried; they compelled men to pit opinion against opinion, model against 
model. Usually by force of arms, by toppling boundary markers, by violating pieties—but also by means 
of new religions and moralities. In every teacher and preacher of what is new we encounter the same 
"wickedness" that makes conquerors notorious, even if its expression is subtler and it does not immediately 
set the muscles in motion, and therefore also does not make one that notorious. What is new, however, is 
always evil, being that which wants to conquer and overthrow the old boundary markers and the old pieties; 
and only what is old is good. The good men are in all ages those who dig the old thoughts, digging deep 
and getting them to bear fruit—the farmers of the spirit. But eventually all land is exploited; and the 
ploughshare of evil must come again and again. 

Nowadays there is a profoundly erroneous moral doctrine that is celebrated especially in England: this 
holds that judgments of "good'' and "evil" sum up experiences of what is "expedient" and "inexpedient." 
One holds that what is called good preserves the species, while what is called evil harms the species. In 
truth, however, the evil instincts are expedient, species-preserving, and indispensable to as high a degree as 
the good ones; their function is merely different. 
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Something for the industrious. — Anyone who now wishes to make a study of moral matters opens up 
for himself an immense field for work. All kinds of individual passions have to be thought through and 
pursued through different ages, peoples, and great and small individuals; all their reason and all their 
evaluations and perspectives on things have to be brought into the light. So far, all that has given color to 
existence still lacks a history. Where could you find a history of love, of avarice, of envy, of conscience, of 
pious respect for tradition, or of cruelty? Even a comparative history of law or at least of punishment is so 
far lacking completely. Has anyone made a study of different ways of dividing up the day or of the 
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consequences of a regular schedule of work, festivals, and rest? What is known of the moral effects of 
different foods? Is there any philosophy of nutrition? (The constant revival of noisy agitation for and against 
vegetarianism proves that there is no such philosophy.) Has anyone collected men's experiences of living 
together—in monasteries, for example? Has the dialectic of marriage and friendship ever been explicated? 
Have the manners of scholars, of businessmen, artists, or artisans been studied and thought about? There is 
so much in them to think about. 

Whatever men have so far viewed as the conditions of their existence—and all the reason, passion, and 
superstition involved in such a view—has this been researched exhaustively? The most industrious people 
will find that it involves too much work simply to observe how differently men's instincts have grown, and 
might yet grow, depending on different moral climates. It would require whole generations, and generations 
of scholars who would collaborate systematically, to exhaust the points of view and the material. The same 
applies to the demonstration of the reasons for the differences between moral climates ("why is it that the 
sun of one fundamental moral judgment and main standard of value shines here and another one there?"). 
And it would be yet another job to determine the erroneousness of all these reasons and the whole nature 
of moral judgments to date. 

If all these jobs were done, the most insidious question of all would emerge into the foreground: whether 
science can furnish goals of action after it has proved that it can take such goals away and annihilate them; 
and then experimentation would be in order that would allow every kind of heroism to find satisfaction—
centuries of experimentation that might eclipse all the great projects and sacrifices of history to date. So 
far, science has not yet built its cyclopic buildings; but the time for that. too, will come. 
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On the doctrine of the feeling of power. — Benefiting and hurting others are ways of exercising one's 
power upon others; that is all one desires in such cases. One hurts those whom one wants to feel one's 
power, for pain is a much more efficient means to that end than pleasure; pain always raises the question 
about its origin while pleasure is inclined to stop with itself without looking back. We benefit and show 
benevolence to those who are already dependent on us in some way (which means that they are used to 
thinking of us as causes); we want to increase their power because in that way we increase ours, or we want 
to show them how advantageous it is to be in our power; that way they will become more satisfied with 
their condition and more hostile to and willing to fight against the enemies of our power. 

Whether benefiting or hurting others involves sacrifices for us does not affect the ultimate value of our 
actions. Even if we offer our lives, as martyrs do for their church, this is a sacrifice that is offered for our 
desire for power or for the purpose of preserving our feeling of power. Those who feel "I possess Truth"—
how many possessions would they not abandon in order to save this feeling! What would they not throw 
overboard to stay "on top"—which means, above the others who lack "the Truth"! 

Certainly the state in which we hurt others is rarely as agreeable, in an unadulterated way, as that in 
which we benefit others; it is a sign that we are still lacking power, or it shows a sense of frustration in the 
face of this poverty; it is accompanied by new dangers and uncertainties for what power we do possess, and 
clouds our horizon with the prospect of revenge, scorn, punishment, and failure. It is only for the most 
irritable and covetous devotees of the feeling of power that it, is perhaps more pleasurable to imprint the 
seal of power on a recalcitrant brow—those for whom the sight of those who are already subjected (the 
objects of benevolence) is a burden and boredom. What is decisive is how one is accustomed to spice one's 
life: it is a matter of taste whether one prefers the slow or the sudden, the assured or the dangerous and 
audacious increase of power; one seeks this or that spice depending on one's temperament. 

An easy prey is something contemptible for proud natures. They feel good only at the sight of unbroken 
men who might become their enemies and at the sight of all possessions that are hard to come by. Against 
one who is suffering they are often hard because he is not worthy of their aspirations and pride; but they 
are doubly obliging toward their peers whom it would be honorable to fight if the occasion should ever 
arise. Spurred by the good feeling of this perspective, the members of the knightly caste became accustomed 
to treating each other with exquisite courtesy. 
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Pity is the most agreeable feeling among those who have little pride and no prospects of great conquests; 
for them easy prey—and that is what all who suffer are—is enchanting. Pity is praised as the virtue of 
prostitutes. 

 
14 
 

The things people call love. — Avarice and love: what different feelings these two terms evoke! 
Nevertheless it could be the same instinct that has two names—once deprecated by those who have, in 
whom the instinct has calmed down to some extent, and who are afraid for their "possessions," and the 
other time seen from the point of view of those who are not satisfied but still thirsty and who therefore 
glorify the instinct as "good." Our love of our neighbor—is it not a lust for new possessions? And likewise 
our love of knowledge, of truth, and altogether any lust for what is new? Gradually we become tired of the 
old, of what we safely possess, and we stretch out our hands again. Even the most beautiful scenery is no 
longer assured of our love after we have lived in it for three months, and some more distant coast attracts 
our avarice: possessions are generally diminished by possession. 

Our pleasure in ourselves tries to maintain itself by again and again changing something new into 
ourselves; that is what possession means. To become tired of some possession means tiring of ourselves. 
(One can also suffer of an excess—the lust to throw away or to distribute can also assume the honorary 
name of "love.") When we see somebody suffer, we like to exploit this opportunity to take possession of 
him; those who become his benefactors and pity him, for example, do this and call the lust for a new 
possession that he awakens in them "love"; and the pleasure they feel is comparable to that aroused by the 
prospect of a new conquest. 

Sexual love betrays itself most clearly as a lust for possession: the lover desires unconditional and sole 
possession of the person for whom he longs; he desires equally unconditional power over the soul and over 
the body of the beloved; he alone wants to be loved and desires to live and rule in the other soul as supreme 
and supremely desirable. If one considers that this means nothing less than excluding the whole world from 
a precious good, from happiness and enjoyment; if one considers that the lover aims at the impoverishment 
and deprivation of all competitors and would like to become the dragon guarding his golden hoard as the 
most inconsiderate and selfish of all "conquerors" and exploiters; if one considers, finally, that to the lover 
himself the whole rest of the world appears indifferent, pale, and worthless, and he is prepared to make any 
sacrifice, to disturb any order, to subordinate all other interests—then one comes to feel genuine amazement 
that this wild avarice and injustice of sexual love has been glorified and deified so much in all ages—indeed, 
that this love has furnished the concept of love as the opposite of egoism while it actually may be the most 
ingenuous expression of egoism. 

At this point linguistic usage has evidently been formed by those who did not possess but desired. 
Probably, there have always been too many of these. Those to whom much possession and satiety were 
granted in this area have occasionally made some casual remark about "the raging demon," as that most 
gracious and beloved of all Athenians, Sophocles, did; but Eros has always laughed at such blasphemers; 
they were invariably his greatest favorites. 

Here and there on earth we may encounter a kind of continuation of love in which this possessive 
craving of two people for each other gives way to a new desire and lust for possession—a shared higher 
thirst for an ideal above them. But who knows such love? Who has experienced it? Its right name is 
friendship. 

 
54 

 
The consciousness of appearance (Schein).— How wonderful and new and yet how gruesome and 

ironic I find my position vis-à-vis the whole of existence in the light of my insight! I have discovered for 
myself that the human and animal past, indeed the whole primal age and past of all sentient being continues 
in me to invent, to love, to hate, and to infer. I suddenly woke up in the midst of this dream, but only to the 
consciousness that I am dreaming and that I must go on dreaming lest I perish— as a somnambulist must 
go on dreaming lest he fall. What is “appearance” for me now? Certainly not the opposite of some essence: 
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what could I say about any essence except to name the attributes of its appearance! Certainly not a dead 
mask that one could place on an unknown x or remove from it! 

Appearance is for me that which lives and is effective and goes so far in its self-mockery that it makes 
me feel that this is appearance and will-o’-wisp and a dance of spirits and nothing more— that among these 
dreamers, I, too, who “know,” am dancing my dance; that the knower is a means for prolonging the earthly 
dance and thus belongs to the masters of ceremony of existence; and that the sublime consistency and 
interrelatedness of all knowledge perhaps is and will be the highest means to preserve the universality of 
dreaming and the mutual comprehension of all dreamers and thus also the continuation of the dream.  

 
 

BOOK TWO 
 

57 
 
To the Realists. — You sober people who feel well armed against passion and fantasies and would like 

to turn your emptiness into a matter of pride and an ornament: you call yourselves realists and hint that the 
world really is the way it appears to you. As if reality stood unveiled before you only, and you yourselves 
were perhaps the best part of it— O you beloved images of Sais! But in your unveiled state are not even 
you still very passionate and dark creatures compared to fish, and still far too similar to an artist in love? 
You are still burdened with those estimates of things that have their origin in the passions and loves of 
former centuries. Your sobriety still contains a secret and inextinguishable drunkenness. Your love of 
"reality," for example— oh, that is a primeval "love." Every feeling and sensation contains a piece of this 
old love; and some fantasy, some prejudice, some unreason, some ignorance, some fear, and ever so much 
else has contributed to it and worked on it. That mountain there! That cloud there! What is "real" in that? 
Subtract the phantasm and every human contribution from it, my sober friends! If you can! If you can forget 
your descent, your past, your training— all of your humanity and animality. There is no "reality" for us— 
not for you either, my sober friends. We are not nearly as different as you think, and perhaps our good will 
to transcend intoxication is a respectable as your faith that you are altogether incapable of intoxication.  

 
58 
 

Only as creators! — This has given me the greatest trouble and still does: to realize what things are 
called is comparably more important than what they are. The reputation, name, appearance [Anschein], the 
usual measure and weight of a thing, what it counts for— originally almost always wrong and arbitrary, 
thrown over things like a dress and altogether foreign to their nature and even to their skin— all this grows 
from generation unto generation, merely because people believe in it, until it gradually grows to be part of 
the thing and turns into its very body. What at first was appearance becomes in the end, almost invariably, 
the essence and is effective as essence. How foolish it would be to suppose that one only needs to point out 
this origin and this misty shroud of delusion in order to destroy the world that counts for real, so-called 
"reality." We can destroy only as creators. — But let us not forget this either: it is enough to create new 
names and estimations and probabilities in order to create in the long run new "things."  

 
59 

 
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. 
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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. 

 
60 

 
Women and their action at a distance. —Do I still have ears? Am I all ears and nothing else? Here I 

stand in the flaming surf whose white tongues are licking at my feet; from all sides I hear howling, threats, 
screaming, roaring coming at me, while the old earth-shaker sings his aria in the lowest depths deep as a 
bellowing bull, while pounding such an earth-shaking beat that the hearts of even these weather-beaten 
rocky monsters are trembling in their bodies. Then, suddenly, as if born out of nothing, there appears before 
the gate of this hellish labyrinth, only a few fathoms away—a large sai1boat, gliding along as silently as a 
ghost. Oh, what ghostly beauty! How magically it touches me! Has all the calm and taciturnity of the world 
embarked on it? Does my happiness itself sit in this quiet place—my happier ego, my second, departed 
self? Not to be dead and yet no longer alive? A spiritlike intermediate being: quietly observing, gliding, 
floating? As the boat that with its white sails moves like an immense butterfly over the dark sea. Yes! To 
move over existence! That's it! That would be something! 

It seems as if the noise here had led me into fantasies. All great noise leads us to move happiness into 
some quiet distance. When a man stands in the midst of his own noise, in the midst of his own surf of plans 
and projects, then he is apt also to see quiet, magical beings gliding past him and to long for their happiness 
and seclusion: women. He almost thinks that his better self dwells there among the women, and that in these 
quiet regions even the loudest surf turns into deathly quiet, and life itself into a dream about life. Yet! Yet! 
Noble enthusiast, even on the most beautiful sailboat there is a lot of noise, and unfortunately much small 
and petty noise. The magic and the most powerful effect of women is, in philosophical language, action at 
a distance, actio in distans; but this requires first of all and above all—distance. 

 
78 
 

What should win our gratitude.— Only artists, and especially those of the theatre, have given men eyes 
and ears to see and hear with some pleasure what each man is himself, experiences himself, desires himself; 
only they have taught us to esteem the hero that is concealed in everyday characters; only they have taught 
us the art of viewing ourselves as heroes— from a distance and, as it were, simplified and transfigured— 
the art of staging and watching ourselves. Only in this way can we deal with some base details in ourselves. 
Without this art we would be nothing but foreground and live entirely in the spell of that perspective which 
makes what is closest at hand and most vulgar appear as if it were vast, and reality itself. 

Perhaps one should concede a similar merit to the religion that made men see the sinfulness of every 
single individual through a magnifying glass, turning the sinner into a great, immortal criminal. By 
surrounding him with eternal perspectives, it taught man to see himself from a distance and as something 
past and whole.  
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88 

 
Being serious about truth.— Being serious about truth: what very different ideas people associate with 

these words! The very same views and types of proof and scrutiny that a thinker may consider a frivolity 
in himself to which he has succumbed on this or that occasion to his shame— these very same views may 
give an artist who encounters them and lives with them for a while the feeling that he has now become 
deeply serious about truth and that it is admirable how he, although an artist, has at the same time the most 
serious desire for the opposite of mere appearance (Scheinenden). Thus it can happen that a man’s emphatic 
seriousness shows how superficial and modest his spirit has been all along when playing with knowledge.— 
And does not everything that we take seriously betray us? It always shows what has weight for us and what 
does not.  

 
89 

 
Now and formerly.— What good is all the art of our works of art if we lose that higher art, the art of 

festivals? Formerly, all works of art adorned the great festival road of humanity, to commemorate high and 
happy moments. Now one uses works of art to lure aside from the great via dolorosa [road of suffering] of 
humanity those who are wretched, exhausted, and sick, and to offer them a brief lustful moment— a little 
intoxication (Rausch) and madness.  

 
107 

 
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 as long as you are in any 
way ashamed before yourselves, you do not yet belong with us.  
 

 
*     *    * 
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