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108

New struggles. — After Buddha was dead, his shadow was still shown for centuries in a cave—a
tremendous, gruesome shadow. God is dead; but given the way of men, there may still be caves for
thousands of years in which his shadow will be shown. —And we—we still have to vanquish his shadow,
too.

109

Let us beware.— Let us beware of thinking that the world is a living being. Where should it expand?
On what should it feed? How could it grow and multiply? We have some notion of the nature of the organic;
and we should not reinterpret the exceedingly derivative, rare, accidental, that we perceive only on the crust
of the earth and make of it something essential, universal, and eternal, which is what those people do who
call the universe an organism. This nauseates me. Let us even beware of believing that the universe is a
machine: it is certainly not constructed for one purpose, and calling it a “machine” does it far too much
honor.

Let us beware of positing generally and everywhere anything as elegant as the cyclical movements of
our neighboring stars; even a glance into the Milky Way raises doubts whether there are not far coarser and
more contradictory movements there, as well as stars with eternally linear paths, etc. The astral order in
which we live is an exception; this order and the relative duration that depends upon it have again made
possible an exception of exceptions: the formation of the organic. The total character of the world, however,
is in all eternity chaos— in the sense not of a lack of necessity but of a lack of order, arrangement, form,
beauty, wisdom, and whatever other names there are for our aesthetic anthropomorphisms. [...]

Let us beware of saying that there are laws in nature. There are only necessities: there is nobody who
commands, nobody who obeys, nobody who trespasses. Once you know that there are no purposes, you
also know that there is no accident; for it is only beside a world of purposes that the word “accident” has
meaning. Les us beware of saying that death is opposed to life. The living is merely a type of what is dead,
and a very rare type.

Let us beware of thinking that the world eternally creates new things. There are no eternally enduring
substances; matter is as much of an error as the God of the Eleatics. But when shall we ever be done with
our caution and care? When will all these shadows of God cease to darken our minds? When will we
complete our de-deification of nature? When may we being to “naturalize” humanity in terms of a pure,
newly discovered, newly redeemed nature?

110

Origin of knowledge. — Over immense periods of time the intellect produced nothing but errors. A few
of these proved to be useful and helped to preserve the species: those who hit upon or inherited these had
better luck in their struggle for themselves and their progeny. Such erroneous articles of faith, which were
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continually inherited, until they became almost part of the basic endowment of the species, include the
following: that there are enduring things; that there are equal things; that there are things, substances,
bodies; that a thing is what it appears to be; that our will is free; that what is good for me is also good in
itself. It was only very late that such propositions were denied and doubted; it was only very late that truth
emerged—as the weakest form of knowledge. It seemed that one was unable to live with it: our organism
was prepared for the opposite; all its higher functions, sense perception and every kind of sensation worked
with those basic errors which had been incorporated since time immemorial. Indeed, even in the realm of
knowledge these propositions became the norms according to which "true" and "untrue" were determined—
down to the most remote regions of logic.

Thus the strength of knowledge does not depend on its degree of truth but on its age, on the degree to
which it has been incorporated, on its character as a condition of life. Where life and knowledge seemed to
be at odds there was never any real fight, but denial and doubt were simply considered madness. Those
exceptional thinkers, like the Eleatics, who nevertheless posited and clung to the opposites of natural errors,
believed that it was possible to /ive in accordance with those opposites: they invented the sage as the man
who was unchangeable and impersonal, the man of the universality of intuition who was One and All at the
same time, with a special capacity for his inverted knowledge: they had the faith that their knowledge was
also a principle of /ife. But in order to claim all of this, they had to deceive themselves about their own state:
they had to attribute to themselves, fictitiously, impersonality and changeless duration; they had to
misapprehend the nature of the knower; they had to deny the role of the drives [Triebe] in knowledge; and
quite generally had to conceive of reason as a completely free and spontaneous activity. They shut their
eyes to the fact that they, too, had arrived at their propositions through opposition to common sense, or
owing to a desire for tranquility, for sole possession, or for dominion. The subtler development of honesty
and skepticism eventually made these people, too, impossible; their ways of living and judging were seen
to be also dependent upon the primordial drives and basic errors of all sentient existence.

This subtler honesty and skepticism came into being wherever two contradictory sentences appeared to
be applicable to life because both were compatible with the basic errors, and it was therefore possible to
argue about the higher or lower degree of utility for life; also wherever new propositions, though not useful
for life, were also evidently not harmful to life: in such cases there was room for the expression of an
intellectual play impulse, and honesty and skepticism were innocent and happy like all play. Gradually. the
human brain became full of such judgments and convictions, and a ferment, struggle, and lust for power
developed in this tangle. Not only utility and delight but every kind of impulse took sides in this fight about
"truths." The intellectual fight became an occupation, an attraction, a profession, a duty, something
dignified—and eventually knowledge and the striving for the true found their place as a need among other
needs. Henceforth not only faith and conviction but also scrutiny, denial, mistrust, and contradiction became
a power, all "evil" instincts were subordinated to knowledge, employed in her service, and acquired the
splendor of what is permitted, honored, and useful—and eventually even the eye and innocence of the good.

Thus knowledge became a piece of life itself, and hence a continually growing power— until eventually
knowledge collided with those primeval basic errors: two lives, two powers, both in the same human being.
A thinker is now that being in whom the drive for truth and those life-preserving errors clash for their first
fight, after the impulse for truth has proved to be also a life-preserving power. Compared to the significance
of this fight, everything else is a matter of indifference: the ultimate question about the conditions of life
has been posed here, and we confront the first attempt [ Versuch] to answer this question by experiment. To
what extent can truth endure incorporation? That is the question; that is the experiment.

116

Herd instinct. — Wherever we encounter a morality, we also encounter valuations and an order of rank
of human impulses and actions. These valuations and orders of rank are always expressions of the needs of
a community and herd: whatever benefits it most—and second most, and third most—that is also considered
the first standard for the value of all individuals. Morality trains the individual to be a function of the herd
and to ascribe value to himself only as a function. The conditions for the preservation of different
communities were very different; hence there were very different moralities. Considering essential changes
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in the forms of future herds and communities, states and societies. we can prophesy that there will yet be
very divergent moralities. Morality is herd instinct in the individual.

117

Herd remorse.— During the longest and most remote periods of the human past, the sting of conscience
was not at all what it is now. Today one feels responsible only for one’s will and actions, and one finds
one’s pride in oneself. All our teachers of law start from this sense of self and pleasure in the individual, as
if this had always been the fount of law. But during the longest period of the human past nothing was more
terrible than to feel that one stood by oneself. To be alone, to experience things by oneself, neither to obey
nor to rule, to be an individual— that was not a pleasure but a punishment; one was sentenced “to
individuality.” Freedom of thought was considered discomfort itself. While we experience law and
submission as compulsion and loss, it was egoism that was formerly experienced as something painful and
as real misery. To be a self and to esteem oneself according to one’s weight and measure—that offended
taste in those days. An inclination to do this would have been considered madness; for being alone was
associated with every misery and fear. In those days, “free will” was very closely associated with a bad
conscience; and the more unfree one’s actions were and the more the herd instinct rather than any personal
sense found expression in an action, the more moral one felt. Whatever harmed the herd, whether the
individual had wanted it or not wanted it, prompted the siting of conscience in the individual—and in his
neighbor, too, and even in the whole herd. — There is no point on which we have learned to think and feel
more differently.

120

Health of the soul.— The popular medical formulation of morality that goes back to Ariston of Chios,
“virtue is the health of the soul,” would have to be changed to become useful, at least to read: “your virtue
is the health of your soul.” For there is no health as such, and all attempts to define a thing that way have
been wretched failures. Even the determination of what is healthy for your body depends upon your goal,
your horizon, your energies, your impulses, your errors, and above all on the ideals and phantasms of your
soul. Thus there are innumerable healths of the body; and the more we allow the unique and incomparable
to raise its head again, and the more we abjure the dogma of the “equality of men,” the more must the
concept of a normal health, along with a normal diet and the normal course of an illness, be abandoned by
medical men. Only then would the time have come to reflect on the health and illness of the sou/, and to
find the peculiar virtue of each man in the health of his soul. In one person, of course, this health could look
like its opposite in another person.

Finally, the great question would still remain whether we can really dispense with illness— even for
the sake of our virtue— and whether our thirst for knowledge and self-knowledge in particular does not
require the sick soul as much as the healthy, and whether, in brief, the will to health alone, is not a prejudice,
cowardice, and perhaps a bit of very subtle barbarism and backwardness.

121

Life no argument.— We have arranged for ourselves a world in which we can live— by positing bodies,
lines, planes, causes and effects, motion and rest, form and content; without these articles of faith nobody
could endure life. But that does not prove them. Life is no argument. The conditions of life might include
error.

124
In the horizon of the infinite. — We have left the land and have embarked. We have burned our bridges
behind us—indeed, we have gone farther and destroyed the land behind us. Now, little ship, look out!
Beside you is the ocean: to be sure, it does not always roar, and at times it lies spread out like silk and gold
and reveries of graciousness. But hours will come when you will realize that it is infinite and that there is
nothing more awesome than infinity. Oh, the poor bird that felt free and now strikes the walls of this cage!
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Woe, when you feel homesick for the land as if it had offered more freedom— and there is no longer any
"land."

125

The madman. — Have you not heard of that madman who lit a lantern in the bright morning hours, ran
to the market place. and cried incessantly: "I seek God! I seek God!" — As many of those who did not
believe in God were standing around just then, he provoked much laughter. Has he got lost? asked one. Did
he lose his way like a child? asked another. Or is he hiding? Is he afraid of us? Has he gone on a voyage?
emigrated? — Thus they yelled and laughed.

The madman jumped into their midst and pierced them with his eyes. "Whither is God?" he cried; "I
will tell you. We have killed him— you and 1. All of us are his murderers. But how did we do this? How
could we drink up the sea? Who gave us the sponge to wipe away the entire horizon? What were we doing
when we unchained this earth from its sun? Whither is it moving now? Whither are we moving? Away
from all suns? Are we not plunging continually? Backward, sideward. forward. in all directions? Is there
still any up or down? Are we not straying as through an infinite nothing? Do we not feel the breath of empty
space? Has it not become colder? Is not night continually closing in on us? Do we not need to light lanterns
in the morning? Do we hear nothing as yet of the noise of the gravediggers who are burying God? Do we
smell nothing as yet of the divine decomposition? Gods, too, decompose. God is dead. God remains dead.
And we have killed him.

"How shall we comfort ourselves, the murderers of all murderers? What was holiest and mightiest of
all that the world has yet owned has bled to death under our knives: who will wipe this blood off us? What
water is there for us to clean ourselves? What festivals of atonement, what sacred games shall we have to
invent? Is not the greatness of this deed too great for us? Must we ourselves not become gods simply to
appear worthy of it? There has never been a greater deed; and whoever 1s born after us— for the sake of
this deed be will belong to a higher history than all history hitherto."

Here the madman fell silent and looked again at his listeners; and they. too, were silent and stared at
him in astonishment. At last he threw his lantern on the ground, and it broke into pieces and went out. "I
have come too early," he said then: "my time is not yet. This tremendous event is still on its way, still
wandering; it has not yet reached the ears of men. Lightning and thunder require time; the light of the stars
requires time; deeds, though done, still require time to be seen and heard. This deed is still more distant
from them than the most distant stars—and yet they have done it themselves."

It has been related further that on the same day the madman forced his way into several churches and
there struck up his requiem aeternam deo. Led out and called to account, he is said always to have replied
nothing but: "What after all are these churches now if they are not the tombs and sepulchers of God?"

127

Aftereffects of the most ancient religiosity. — Every thoughtless person supposes that will alone is
effective; that willing is something simple, a brute datum, underivable, and intelligible by itself. He is
convinced that when he does something—strike something, for example—it is he that strikes, and that he
did strike because be willed it. He does not see any problem here; the feeling of wil/ seems sufficient to him
not only for the assumption of cause and effect but also for the faith that he understands their relationship.
He knows nothing of the mechanism of what happened and of the hundredfold fine work that needs to be
done to bring about the strike, or of the incapacity of the will in itself to do even the tiniest part of this work.
The will is for him a magically effective force; the faith in the will as the cause of effects is the faith in
magically effective forces.

Now man believed originally that wherever he saw something happen, a will had to be at work in the
background as a cause, and a personal, willing being. Any notion of mechanics was far from his mind. But
since man believed, for immense periods of time. only in persons (and not in substances, forces, things, and
so forth), the faith in cause and effect became for him the basic faith that he applies wherever anything
happens — and this is what he still does instinctively: it is an atavism of the most ancient origin.
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The propositions, "no effect without a cause," "every effect in tum a cause" appear as generalizations
of much more limited propositions: "no effecting without willing"; "one can have an effect only on beings
that will"; "no suffering of an effect is ever pure and without consequences, but all suffering consists of an
agitation of the will" (toward action, resistance, revenge, retribution). But in the pre-history of humanity
both sets of propositions were identical: the former were not generalizations of the latter, but the latter were
commentaries on the former.

When Schopenhauer assumed that all that has being is only a willing, he enthroned a primeval
mythology. It seems that he never even attempted an analysis of the will because, like everybody else, he
had faith in the simplicity and immediacy of all willing—while willing is actually a mechanism that is so
well practiced that it all but escapes the observing eye.

Against him I posit these propositions: First for will to come into being an idea of pleasure and
displeasure is needed. Second, when a strong stimulus is experienced as pleasure or displeasure, this
depends on the interpretation of the intellect which, to be sure, generally does this work without rising to
our consciousness: one and the same stimulus can be interpreted as pleasure or displeasure. Third, it is only
in intellectual beings that pleasure, displeasure. and will are to be found; the vast majority of organisms has
nothing of the sort.

143

The greatest advantage of polytheism.— For an individual to posit 'his own ideal, and to derive from it
his own law, joy, and rights—that may well have been considered hitherto as the most outrageous human
aberration and as idolatry itself. The few who dared as much always felt the need to apologize to themselves,
usually by saying: "It wasn't I! Not I! But a god through me." The wonderful art and gift of creating gods—
polytheism—was the medium through which this impulse [77ieb] could discharge, purify, perfect, and
ennoble itself; for originally it was a very undistinguished impulse, related to stubbornness, disobedience,
and envy. Hostility against this impulse to have an ideal of one's own was formerly the central law of all
morality. There was only one norm, man; and every people thought that it possessed this one ultimate norm.
But above and outside, in some distant overworld, one was permitted to behold a plurality of norms; one
god was not considered a denial of another god, nor blasphemy against him. It was here that the luxury of
individuals was first permitted; it was here that one first honored the rights of individuals. The invention of
gods, heroes, and overmen [ Ubermenschen)] of all kinds, as well as near-men and undermen, dwarfs, fairies,
centaurs, satyrs, demons, and devils was the inestimable preliminary exercise for the justification of the
egoism and sovereignty of the individual: the freedom that one conceded to a god in his relation to other
gods—one eventually also granted to oneself in relation to laws, customs, and neighbors.

Monotheism, on the other hand, this rigid consequence of the doctrine of one normal human type—the
faith in one normal god beside whom there are only pseudo-gods—was perhaps the greatest danger that has
yet confronted humanity. It threatened us with the premature stagnation that, as far as we can see, most
other species have long reached; for all of them believe in one normal type and ideal for their species, and
they have translated the morality of mores definitively into their own flesh and blood. In polytheism the
free-spiriting and many spiriting of man attained its first preliminary form—the strength to create for
ourselves our own new eyes—and ever again new eyes that are even more our own: hence man alone among
all the animals has no eternal horizons and perspectives.

270

What does your conscience say?— “Y ou shall become the person you are.”
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Book FOUR
276

For the new year.— 1 still live, I still think: I still have to live, for I still have to think. Sum, ergo cogito:
cogito, ergo sum. Today everybody permits himself the expression of his wish and his dearest thought;
hence I, too, shall say what it is that [ wish from myself today, and what was the first thought to run across
my heart this year— what thought shall be for me the reason, warranty, and sweetness of my life henceforth.
I want to learn more and more to see as beautiful what is necessary in things; then I shall be one of those
who make things beautiful. Amor fati: let that be my love henceforth! I do not want to wage war against
what is ugly. I do not want to accuse; I do not even want to accuse those who accuse. Looking away shall
be my only negation. And all in all and on the whole: some day I wish to be only a Yes-sayer.

279

Star friendship.— We were friends and have become estranged. But this was right, and we do not want
to conceal and obscure it from ourselves as if we had reason to feel ashamed. We are two ships each of
which has its goal and course; our paths may cross and we may celebrate a feast together, as we did—and
then the good ships rested so quietly in one harbor and one sunshine that it may have looked as if they had
reached their goal and as if they had one goal. But then the almighty force of our tasks drove us apart again
into different seas and sunny zones, and perhaps we shall never see each other again; perhaps we shall meet
again but fail to recognize each other: our exposure to different seas and suns has changed us. That we have
to become estranged is the law above us; by the same token we should also become more venerable for
each other—and the memory of our former friendship more sacred. There is probably a tremendous but
invisible stellar orbit in which our very different ways and goals may be included as small parts of this path:
let us rise up to this thought. But our life is too short and our power of vision too small for us to be more
than friends in the sense of this sublime possibility. —Let us then believe in our star friendship even if we
should be compelled to be earth enemies.

283

Preparatory human beings.— 1 welcome all signs that a more virile, warlike age is about to begin,
which will restore honor to courage above all. For this age shall prepare the way for one yet higher, and it
shall gather the strength that this higher age will require some day— the age will carry heroism into the
search for knowledge and that will wage wars for the sake of ideas and their consequences. To this end we
now need many preparatory courageous human beings who cannot very well leap out of nothing, any more
than out of the sand and slime of present-day civilization and metropolitanism— human beings who know
how to be silent, lonely, resolute, and content and constant in invisible activities; human beings who are
bent on seeking in all things for what in them must be overcome; human beings distinguished as much by
cheerfulness, patience, unpretentiousness, and contempt for all great vanities as by magnanimity in victory
and forbearance regarding the small vanities of the vanquished; human beings whose judgment concerning
all victors and the share of chance in every victory and fame is sharp and free; human beings with their own
festivals, their own working days, and their own periods of mourning, accustomed to command with
assurance but instantly ready to obey when that is called for—equally proud, equally serving their own
cause in both cases; more endangered human beings, more fruitful human beings, happier beings! For
believe me: the secret for harvesting from existence the greatest fruitfulness and the greatest enjoyment
is— to live dangerously! Build your cities on the slopes of Vesuvius! Send your ships into uncharted seas!
Live at war with your peers and yourselves! Be robbers and conquerors as long as you cannot be rulers and
possessors, you seekers of knowledge! Soon the age will be past when you could be content to live hidden
in forests like shy deer. At long last the search for knowledge will reach out for its due; it will want to rule
and possess, and you with it!
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Excelsior— "You will never pray again, never adore again, never again rest in endless trust; you do
not permit yourself to stop before any ultimate wisdom, ultimate goodness, ultimate power, while
unharnessing your thoughts; you have no perpetual guardian and friend for your seven solitudes; you live
without a view of mountains with snow on their peaks and fire in their hearts; there is no avenger for you
any more nor any final improver; there is no longer any reason in what happens, no love in what will happen
to you; no resting place is open any longer to your heart, where it only needs to find and no longer to seek;
you resist any ultimate peace; you will the eternal recurrence of war and peace: man of renunciation, all
this you wish to renounce? Who will give you the strength for that? Nobody yet has had this strength!"

There is a lake that one day ceased to permit itself to flow off; it formed a dam where it had hitherto
flown off; and ever since this lake is rising higher and higher. Perhaps this very renunciation will also lend
us the strength needed to bear this renunciation; perhaps man will rise ever higher as soon as he ceases to
flow out into a god.

289

Embark!— Consider how every individual is affected by an overall philosophical justification of his
way of living and thinking: he experiences it as a sun that shines especially for him and bestows warmth,
blessings, and fertility on him; it makes him independent of praise and blame, self-sufficient, rich, liberal
with happiness and good-will; incessantly it refashions evil into good, leads all energies to bloom and ripen,
and does not permit the petty weeds of grief and chagrin to come up at all. In the end one exclaims: How I
wish that many such new suns were yet to be created! Those who are evil or unhappy and the exceptional
human being— all these should also have their philosophy, their good right, their sunshine! What is needful
is not pity for them. We must learn to abandon this arrogant fancy, however long humanity has hitherto
spent learning and practicing it. What these people need is not confession, conjuring of souls, and
forgiveness of sins; what is needful is a new justice! And a new watchword. And new philosophers. The
moral earth, too, is round. The moral earth, too, has its antipodes. The antipodes, too, have the right to exist.
There is yet another world to be discovered— and more than one. Embark, philosophers!

290

One thing is needful — To "give style" to one's character— a great and rare art! It is practiced by those
who survey all the strengths and weaknesses of their nature and then fit them into an artistic plan until every
one of them appears as art and reason and even weaknesses delight the eye. Here a large mass of second
nature has been added; there a piece of original nature has been removed—both times through long practice
and daily work at it. Here the ugly that could not be removed is concealed; there it has been reinterpreted
and made sublime. Much that is vague and resisted shaping has been saved and exploited for distant views;
it 1s meant to beckon toward the far and immeasurable. In the end, when the work is finished, it becomes
evident how the constraint of a single taste governed and formed everything large and small. Whether this
taste was good or bad is less important than one might suppose, if only it was a single taste!

It will be the strong and domineering natures that enjoy their finest gaiety in such constraint and
perfection under a law of their own; the passion of their tremendous will relents in the face of all stylized
nature, of all conquered and serving nature. Even when they have to build palaces and design gardens they
demur at giving nature freedom.

Conversely, it is the weak characters without power over themselves that Aate the constraint of style.
They feel that if this bitter and evil constraint were imposed upon them they would be demeaned; they
become slaves as soon as they serve; they hate to serve. Such spirits—and they may be of the first rank—
are always out to shape and interpret their environment as free nature: wild, arbitrary, fantastic, disorderly,
and surprising. And they are well advised because it is only in this way that they can give pleasure to
themselves. For one thing is needful: that a human being should attain satisfaction with himself, whether it
be by means of this or that poetry and art; only then is a human being at all tolerable to behold. Whoever is
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dissatisfied with himself is continually ready for revenge, and we others will be his victims, only by having
to endure his ugly sight. For the sight of what is ugly makes one bad and gloomy.

292

To those who preach morals.— 1 do not wish to promote any morality, but to those who do I give this
advice: If you wish to deprive the best things and states of all honor and worth, then go on talking about
them as you have been doing. Place them at the head of your morality and talk from morning to night of
the happiness of virtue, the composure of the soul, of justice and immanent retribution. The way you are
going about it, all these good things will eventually have popularity and the clamor of the streets on their
side; but at the same time all the gold that was on them will have been worn off by so much handling, and
all the gold inside will have turned to lead. Truly, you are masters of alchemy in reverse: the devaluation
of what is most valuable. Why don’t you make the experiment of trying another prescription to keep from
attaining the opposite of your goal as you have done hitherto? Deny these good things, withdraw the mob's
acclaim from them as well as their easy currency; make them once again concealed secrets of solitary souls;
say that morality is something forbidden. That way you might win over for these things the kind of people
who alone matter: I mean those who are heroic. But to that end there has to be a quality that inspires fear
and not, as hitherto, nausea. Hasn't the time come to say of morality what Master Eckhart said: "I ask God
to rid me of God."

293

Our air— We know very well how science strikes those who merely glance at it in passing, as if they
were walking by, as women do and unfortunately also many artists: the severity of its service, its
inexorability in small as in great matters, and the speed of weighing and judging matters and passing
judgment makes them feel dizzy and afraid. Above all they are terrified to see how the most difficult is
demanded and the best is done without praise and decorations. Indeed, what one hears is, as among soldiers,
mostly reproaches and harsh rebukes; for doing things well is considered the rule, and failure is the
exception; but the rule always tends to keep quiet. This "severity of science" has the same effect as the
forms and good manners of the best society: it is frightening for the uninitiated. But those who are used to
it would never wish to live anywhere else than in this bright, transparent. vigorous, electrified air—in this
virile air. Anywhere else things are not clean and airy enough for them; they suspect that elsewhere their
best art would not really profit others nor give real delight to themselves; that among misunderstandings
half of their lives would slip through their fingers; that they would be required to exercise a great deal of
caution, conceal things, be inhibited—so many ways of losing a lot of strength for no good reason. But in
this severe and clear element they have their full strength; here they can fly. Why, then. go down into those
muddy waters where one has to swim and wade and get one's wings dirty?

No. it is too hard for us to live there. Is it our fault that we were born for the air, clean air, we rivals of
the beams of light. and that we wish we could ride on ethereal dust specks like these beams—not away
from the sun but foward the sun! That, however, we cannot do. Let us therefore do what alone we can do:
bring light to the earth, be "the light of the earth"! And to that end we have our wings and our speed and
severity; for this are we virile and even terrible like fire. Let those be terrified by us who do not know how
to gain warmth and light from us!

294

Against the slanderers of nature.— 1 find those people disagreeable in whom every natural inclination
immediately becomes a sickness, something that disfigures them or is downright infamous: it is they that
have seduced us to hold that man's inclinations and instincts are evil. They are the cause of our great injustice
against our nature, against all nature. There are enough people who might well entrust themselves to their
instincts with grace and without care; but they do not, from fear of this imagined "evil character" of nature.
That is why we find so little nobility among men; for it will always be the mark of nobility that one feels
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no fear of oneself. expects nothing infamous of oneself, flies without scruple where we feel like flying, we
freeborn birds. Wherever we may come there will always be freedom and sunlight around us.

299

What one should learn from artists— How can we make things beautiful, attractive, desirable for us
when they are not? And I think that in themselves they never are. Here we could learn something from
artists who are really continually trying to bring off such inventions and feats. Moving away from things
until there is a good deal that one no longer sees and there is much that our eye has to add if we are still to
see them at all; or seeing things around a corner and as cut out and framed; or to place them so that they
partially conceal each other and grant us only glimpses of perspectival views; or looking at them through
tinted glass or in the light of the sunset; or giving them a surface and skin that is not fully transparent— all
this we should learn from artists while being wiser than they are in other matters. For with them this subtle
power usually comes to an end where art ends and life begins; but we want to be the poets of our life— first
of all in the smallest, most everyday matters.

301

The fancy of the contemplatives.— What distinguishes the higher human beings from the lower is that
the former see and hear immeasurably more, and see and hear thoughtfully—and precisely this distinguishes
human beings from animals, and the higher animals from the lower. For anyone who grows up into the
heights of humanity the world becomes ever fuller; ever more fishhooks are cast in his direction to capture
his interest; the number of things that stimulate him grows constantly, as does the number of different kinds
of pleasure and displeasure: The higher human being always becomes at the same time happier and
unhappier. But he can never shake off a delusion: He fancies that he is a spectator and listener who has
been placed before the great visual and acoustic spectacle that is life; he calls his own nature contemplative
and overlooks that he himself is real]y the poet who keeps creating this life. Of course. he is different from
the actor of this drama. the so-called active type; but he is even less like a mere spectator and festive guest
in front of the stage. As a poet, he certainly has via contemplativa and the ability to look back upon his
work, but at the same time also and above all vis creativa, which the active human being lacks, whatever
visual appearances and the faith of all the world may say. We who think and feel at the same time are those
who really continually fashion something that is not there yet: the whole eternally growing world of
valuations, colors, accents, perspectives, scales, affirmations, and negations. This poem that we have
invented is continually studied by so-called practical human beings who learn their roles and translate
everything into flesh and actuality, into the everyday. Whatever has value in our world now does not have
value in itself, according to its nature—nature is always value-less, but has been given value at some time,
as a present—and it was we who gave and bestowed it. Only we have created the world that concerns
humanity!— But precisely this knowledge we lack, and when we occasionally catch it for a fleeting moment
we always forget it again immediately; we fail to recognize our best power and underestimate ourselves,
the contemplatives, just a little. We are neither as proud nor as happy as we might be.

310

Will and wave— How greedily this wave approaches, as if it were after something! How it crawls with
terrifying haste into the inmost nooks of this labyrinthine cliff! It seems that it is trying to anticipate
someone; it seems that something of value, high value, must be hidden there. —And now it comes back, a
little more slowly but still quite white with excitement; is it disappointed? Has it found what it looked for?
Does it pretend to be disappointed?—But already another wave is approaching, still more greedily and
savagely than the first, and its soul, too, seems to be full of secrets and the lust to dig up treasures. Thus
live waves—thus live we who will—more I shall not say.

So? You mistrust me? You are angry with me, you beautiful monsters? Are you afraid that I might give
away your whole secret? Well, be angry with me, arch your dangerous green bodies as high as you can,
raise a wall between me and the sun—as you are doing now! Truly, even now nothing remains of the world
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but green twilight and green lightning. Carry on as you like, roaring with overweening pleasure and
malice—or dive again, pouring your emeralds down into the deepest depths, and throw your infinite white
mane of foam and spray over them: Everything suits me, for everything suits you so well, and I am so well-
disposed toward you for everything; how could I think of betraying you? For—mark my word! —I know
you and your secret, I know your kind! You and [—are we not of one kind? —You and [—do we not have
one secret?

324

In media vita— No, life has not disappointed me. On the contrary, I find it truer, more desirable and
mysterious every year—ever since the day when the great liberator came to me: the idea that life could be
an experiment of the seeker for know1edge—and not a duty, not a calamity, not trickery. —And knowledge
itself: let it be something else for others; for example, a bed to rest on, or the way to such a bed, or a
diversion, or a form of leisure—for me it is a world of dangers and victories in which heroic feelings, too,
find places to dance and play. "Life as a means to knowledge"—with this principle in one's heart one can
live not only boldly but even gaily, and laugh gaily, too. And who knows how to laugh anyway and live
well if he does not first know a good deal about war and victory?

333

The meaning of knowing.— Non ridere, non lugere, neque detestari, sed intelligere! [not to laugh, not
to lament, nor to detest, but to understand] says Spinoza as simply and sublimely as is his wont. Yet in the
last analysis, what else is this intelligere than the form in which we come to feel the other three at once?
One result of the different and mutually opposed desires to laugh, lament, and curse? Before knowledge is
possible, each of these instincts [ 7riebe] must first have presented its one-sided view of the thing or event;
after this comes the fight of these onesided views, and occasionally this results in a mean, one grows calm,
one finds all three sides right, and there is a kind of justice and a contract; for by virtue of justice and a
contract all these instincts can maintain their existence and assert their rights against each other. Since only
the last scenes of reconciliation and the final accounting at the end of this long process rise to our
consciousness, we suppose that intelligere must be something conciliatory, just, and good—something that
stands essentially opposed to the instincts, while it is actually nothing but a certain behavior of the instincts
toward one another.

For the longest time, conscious thought was considered thought itself. Only now does the truth dawn
on us that by far the greatest part of our spirit’s activity remains unconscious and unfelt. But I suppose that
these instincts which are here contending against one another understand very well how to make themselves
felt by, and how to hurt, one another. This may well be the source of that sudden and violent exhaustion
that afflicts all thinkers (it is the exhaustion on a battlefield). Indeed, there may be occasions of concealed
heroism in our warring depths, but certainly nothing divine that eternally rests in itself, as Spinoza supposed.
Conscious thinking, especially that of the philosopher, is the least vigorous and therefore also the relatively
mildest and calmest form of thinking; and thus precisely philosophers are most apt to be led astray about
the nature of knowledge.

334

One must learn to love— This is what happens to us in music: First one has to learn to hear a figure
and melody at all, to detect and distinguish it, to isolate it and delimit it as a separate life. Then it requires
some exertion and good will to tolerate it in spite of its strangeness, to be patient with its appearance and
expression, and kindhearted about its oddity. Finally there comes a moment when we are used to it, when
we wait for it, when we sense that we should miss it if it were missing; and now it continues to compel and
enchant us relentlessly until we have become its humble and enraptured lovers who desire nothing better
from the world than it and only it.

But that is what happens to us not only in music. That is how we have learned to love all things that we
now love. In the end we are always rewarded for our good will, our patience, fairmindedness, and gentleness

10
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with what is strange: gradually, it sheds its veil and turns out to be a new and indescribable beauty. That is
its thanks for our hospitality. Even those who love themselves will have learned it in this way; for there is
no other way. Love, too, has to be learned.

335

Long live physics!— How many people know how to observe something? Of the few who do, how
many observe themselves? "Everybody is farthest away—from himself"; all who try the reins know this to
their chagrin, and the maxim "know thy-self!" addressed to human beings by a god, is almost malicious.
That the case of self-observation is indeed as desperate as that is attested best of all by the manner in which
almost everybody talks about the essence of moral actions—this quick, eager, convinced, and garrulous
manner with its expression, its smile, and its obliging ardor! One seems to have the wish to say to you: "But
my dear friend, precisely this is my specialty. You have directed your question to the one person who is
entitled to answer you. As it happens, there is nothing about which I am as wise as about this. To come to
the point: when a human being judges 'this is right' and then infers 'therefore it must be done,’ and then
proceeds to do what he has thus recognized as right and designated as necessary—then the essence of his
action is moral."

But my friend, you are speaking of three actions instead of one. When you judge "this is right," that is
an action, too. Might it not be possible that one could judge in a moral and in an immoral manner? Why do
you consider this, precisely this, right?

"Because this is what my conscience tells me; and the voice of conscience is never immoral, for it alone
determines what is to be moral."

But why do you /listen to the voice of your conscience? And what gives you the right to consider such
a judgment true and infallible? For this faith—is there no conscience for that? Have you never heard of an
intellectual conscience? A conscience behind your "conscience"? Your judgment "this is right" has a pre-
history in your instincts [ 7riebe], likes, dislikes, experiences, and lack of experiences. "How did it originate
there? you must ask, and then also: "What is it that impels me to listen to it?" You can listen to its commands
like a good soldier who hears his officer's command. Or like a woman who loves the man who commands.
Or like a flatterer and coward who is afraid of the commander. Or like a dunderhead who obeys because no
objection occurs to him. In short, there are a hundred ways in which you can listen to your conscience. But
that you take this or that judgment for the voice of conscience—in other words, that you feel something to
be right—may be due to the fact that you have never thought much about yourself and simply have accepted
blindly that what you had been fold ever since your childhood was right; or it may be due to the fact that
what you call your duty has up to this point brought you sustenance and honors—and you consider it "right"
because it appears to you as your own "condition of existence" (and that you have a right to existence seems
irrefutable to you).

For all that, the firmness of your moral judgment could be evidence of your personal abjectness, of
impersonality; your "moral strength" might have its source in your stubbornness—or in your inability to
envisage new ideals. And, briefly, if you had thought more subtly, observed better, and learned more, you
certainly would not go on calling this "duty" of yours and this "conscience" of yours duty and conscience.
Y our understanding of the manner in which moral judgments have originated would spoil these grand words
for you, just as other grand words, like "sin" and "salvation of the soul" and "redemption" have been spoiled
for you. —And now don’t cite the categorical imperative, my friend! This term tickles my ear and makes
me laugh despite your serious presence. It makes me think of the old Kant who had obtained the "thing in
itself' by stealth—another very ridiculous thing!—and was punished for this when the "categorical
imperative)) crept stealthily into his heart and led him astray—back co "God," "soul, " "freedom," and
"immortality," like a fox who loses his way and goes astray back into his cage. Yet it had been #is strength
and cleverness that had broken open the cage!

What? You admire the categorical imperative within you? This “firmness” of your so-called moral
judgment? This “unconditional” feeling that “here everyone must judge as I do”? Rather admire your
selfishness at this point. And the blindness, pettiness, and frugality of your selfishness. For it is selfish to
experience one’s own judgment as a universal law; and this selfishness is blind, petty, and frugal because
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it betrays that you have not yet discovered yourself nor created for yourself an ideal of your own, your very
own— for that could never be somebody else’s and much less that of all, all!

Anyone who still judges "in this case everybody would have to act like this" has not yet taken five steps
toward self-knowledge. Otherwise he would know that there neither are nor can be actions that are the
same; that every action that has ever been done was done in an altogether unique and irretrievable way, and
that this will be equally true of every future action; that all regulations about actions relate only to their
coarse exterior (even the most inward and subtle regulations of all moralities so far); that these regulations
may lead to some semblance of sameness, but really only to some semblance; that as one contemplates or
looks back upon any action at all, it is and remains impenetrable; that our opinions about "good" and "noble"
and "great" can never be proved true by our actions because every action is unknowable; that our opinions,
valuations, and tables of what is good certainly belong among the most powerful levers in the involved
mechanism of our actions, but that in any particular case the law of their mechanism is demonstrable.

Let us therefore /imit ourselves to the purification of our opinions and valuations and to the creation of
our own new tables of what is good, and let us stop brooding about the "moral value of our actions"! Yes,
my friends, regarding all the moral chatter of some about others it is time to feel nauseous. Sitting in moral
judgment should offend our taste. Let us leave such chatter and such bad taste to those who have nothing
else to do but drag the past a few steps further through the time and who never live in the present— which
is to say the many, the great majority. We, however, want to become those we are— human beings who are
new, unique, incomparable, who give themselves laws, who create themselves! To that end we must become
the best learners and discoverers of everything that is lawful and necessary in the world: we must become
physicists in order to be able to be creators in this sense—while hitherto all valuations and ideals have been
based on ignorance of physics or were constructed so as to contradict it. Therefore: long live physics! And
even more so that which compels us to turn to physics—our honesty.

337

The "humaneness" of the future. — When I contemplate the present age with the eyes of some remote
age, I can find nothing more remarkable in present-day humanity than its distinctive virtue and disease
which goes by the name of "the historical sense." This is the beginning of something altogether new and
strange in history: If this seed should be given a few centuries and more, it might ultimately become a
marvelous growth with an equally marvelous scent that might make our old earth more agreeable to live
on. We of the present day are only just beginning to form the chain of a very powerful future feeling, link
for link—we hardly know what we are doing. It almost seems to us as if it were not a matter of a new
feeling but rather a decrease in all old feelings; the historical sense is still so poor and cold, and many people
are attacked by it as by a frost and made still poorer and colder. To others it appears as a sign of stealthily
approaching old age, and they see our planet as a melancholy invalid who wants to forget his present
condition and therefore writes the history of his youth. This is actually one color of this new feeling: Anyone
who manages to experience the history of humanity as a whole as his own history will feel in an enormously
generalized way all the grief of an invalid who thinks of health, of an old man who thinks of the dreams of
his youth, of a lover deprived of his beloved, of the martyr whose ideal is perishing, of the hero on the
evening after a battle that has decided nothing but brought him wounds and the loss of his friend. But if one
endured, if one could endure this immense sum of grief of all kinds while yet being the hero who, as the
second day of battle breaks, welcomes the dawn and his fortune, being a person whose horizon encompasses
thousands of years past and future, being the heir of all the nobility of all past spirit—an heir with a sense
of obligation, the most aristocratic of old nobles and at the same time the first of a new nobility—the like
of which no age has yet seen or dreamed of; if one could burden one's soul with all of this—the oldest, the
newest, losses, hopes, conquests, and the victories of humanity; if one could finally contain all this in one
soul and crowd it into a single feeling—this would surely have to result in a happiness that humanity has
not known so far: the happiness of a god full of power and love, full of tears and laughter, a happiness that,
like the sun in the evening, continually bestows its inexhaustible riches, pouring them into the sea, feeling
richest, as the sun does, only when even the poorest fisherman is still rowing with golden oars! This godlike
feeling would then be called—humaneness.

12
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339

Vita femina.— For seeing the ultimate beauties of a work, no knowledge or good will is sufficient; this
requires the rarest of lucky accidents: The clouds that veil these peaks have to lift for once so that we see
them glowing in the sun. Not only do we have to stand in precisely the right spot in order to see this, but
the unveiling must have been accomplished by our own soul because it needed some external expression
and parable, as if it were a matter of having something to hold on to and retain control of itself. But it is so
rare for all of this to coincide that [ am inclined to believe that the highest peaks of everything good, whether
it be a work, a deed, humanity, or nature, have so far remained concealed and veiled from the great majority
and even from the best human beings. But what does unveil itself for us, unveils itself for us once only.

The Greeks, to be sure, prayed: "Everything beautiful twice and even three times!" They implored the
gods with good reason, for ungodly reality gives us the beautiful either not at all or once only. I mean to
say that the world is overfull of beautiful things but nevertheless poor, very poor when it comes to beautiful
moments and unveilings of these things. But perhaps this is the most powerful magic of life: it is covered
by a veil interwoven with gold, a veil of beautiful possibilities, sparkling with promise, resistance,
bashfulness, mockery, pity, and seduction. Yes, life is a woman.

340

The dying Socrates.— 1 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 still belong
to a 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.” 1s 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 his 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!

341

The greatest weight.— What, if some day or night a demon were to steal after you into your loneliest
loneliness and say to you: "This life as you now live it and have lived it, you will have to live once more
and innumerable times more; and there will be nothing new in it, but every pain and every joy and every
thought and sigh and everything unutterably small or great in your life will have to return to you, all in the
same succession and sequence— even this spider and this moonlight between the trees, and even this
moment and I myself. The eternal hourglass of existence is turned upside down again and again, and you
with it, speck of dust!"

Would you not throw yourself down and gnash your teeth and curse the demon who spoke thus? Or
have you once experienced a tremendous moment when you would have answered him: "You are a god
and never have I heard anything more divine." If this thought gained possession of you, it would change
you as you are or perhaps crush you. The question in each and every thing, "Do you desire this once more
and innumerable times more?" would lie upon your actions as the greatest weight. Or how well disposed
would you have to become to yourself and to life o crave nothing more fervently than this ultimate eternal
confirmation and seal?

13
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342

Incipit tragoedia.— When Zarathustra was thirty years old, he left his home and Lake Urmi and went
into the mountains. There he enjoyed his spirit and his solitude, and for ten years did not tire of that. But at
last his heart changed—and one morning he rose with the dawn, stepped before the sun, and spoke to it
thus:

"You great star, what would your happiness be if you did not have those for whom you shine? For ten
years you have climbed up to my cave: You would have become weary of your light and of the journey had
it not been for me and my eagle and my serpent; but we waited for you every morning. took your overflow
from you, and blessed you for it. Behold, I am sick of my wisdom. like a bee that has gathered too much
honey; I need hands outstretched to receive it; I want to give away and distribute until the wise among men
enjoy their folly once again and the poor their riches. For that I must descend to the depths, as you do in the
evening when you go behind the sea and still bring light to the underworld, you over-rich star. Like you I
must go under, as men put it to whom I wish to descend. Bless me then, you calm eye that can look without
envy even upon an all too great happiness. Bless the cup that wants to overflow in order that the water may
flow from it golden and carry the reflection of your rapture everywhere. Behold, this cup wants to become
empty again, and Zarathustra wants to become man again. " —Thus Zarathustra began to go under.
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