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The meaning of our cheerfulness.— The greatest recent event—that "God is dead," that the belief in
the Christian god has become unbelievable—is already beginning to cast its first shadows over Europe. For
the few at least, whose eyes—the suspicion in whose eyes is strong and subtle enough for this spectacle,
some sun seems to have set and some ancient and profound trust has been turned into doubt; to them our
old world must appear daily more like evening. more mistrustful, stranger, "older. " But in the main one
may say: The event itself is far too great, too distant. too remote from the multitude's capacity for
comprehension even for the tidings of it to be thought of as having arrived as yet. Much less may one
suppose that many people know as yet what this event really means—and how much must collapse now
that this faith has been undermined because it was built upon this faith, propped up by it, grown into it; for
example, the whole of our European morality. This long plenitude and sequence of breakdown, destruction,
ruin, and cataclysm that is now impending—who could guess enough of it today to be compelled to play
the teacher and advance proclaimer of this monstrous logic of terror, the prophet of a gloom and an eclipse
of the sun whose like has probably never yet occurred on earth?

Even we born guessers of riddles who are, as it were, waiting on the mountains, posted between today
and tomorrow, stretched in the contradiction between today and tomorrow, we firstlings and premature
births of the coming century, to whom the shadows that must soon envelop Europe really should have
appeared by now—why is it that even we look forward to the approaching gloom without any real sense of
involvement and above all without any worry and fear for ourselves? Are we perhaps still too much under
the impression of the initial consequences of this event—and these initial consequences, the consequences
for ourselves, are quite the opposite of what one might perhaps expect: They are not at all sad and gloomy
but rather like a new and scarcely describable kind of light, happiness, relief, exhilaration, encouragement,
dawn.

Indeed, we philosophers and "free spirits" feel, when we hear the news that "the old god is dead," as if
a new dawn shone on us; our heart overflows with gratitude, amazement. premonitions. expectation. At
long last the horizon appears free to us again, even if it should not be bright; at long last our ships may
venture out again, venture out to face any danger; all the daring of the lover of knowledge is permitted
again; the sea, our sea, lies open again; perhaps there has never yet been such an "open sea!" —
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How we, too, are still pious.— In science convictions have no rights of citizenship, as one says with
good reason. Only when they decide to descend to the modesty of hypotheses, of a provisional experimental
point of view, of a regulative fiction, they may be granted admission and even a certain value in the realm
of knowledge—though always with the restriction that they remain under police supervision, under the
police of mistrust. —But does this not mean, if you consider it more precisely, that a conviction may obtain
admission to science only when it ceases to be a conviction? Would it not be the first step in the discipline
of the scientific spirit that one would not permit oneself any more convictions?

Probably this is so; only we still have to ask: To make it possible for this discipline to begin, must there
not be some prior conviction—even one that is so commanding and unconditional that it sacrifices all other
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convictions to itself? We see that science also rests on a faith; there simply is no science "without
presuppositions." The question whether truth is needed must not only have been affirmed in advance, but
affirmed to such a degree that the principle, the faith, the conviction finds expression: "Nothing is needed
more than truth, and in relation to it everything else has only second-rate value."

This unconditional will to truth— what is it? Is it the will not fo allow oneself to be deceived? Or is it
the will not to deceive? For the will to truth could be interpreted in the second way, too— if only the special
case “I do not want to deceive myself” is subsumed under the generalization “I do not want to deceive.”
But why not deceive? But why not allow oneself to be deceived?

Note the reasons for the former principle belong to an altogether different realm from those of the
second. One does not want to allow oneself to be deceived because one assumes that it is harmful,
dangerous, calamitous to be deceived. In this sense, science would be a long-range prudence, a caution, a
utility; but one could object in all fairness: How is that? Is wanting not to allow oneself to be deceived
really less harmful, less dangerous, less calamitous? What do you know in advance of the character of
existence to be able to decide whether the greater advantage is on the side of the unconditionally mistrustful
or of the unconditionally trusting? But if both should be required, much trust as wel/ as much mistrust, from
where would science then be permitted to take its unconditional faith or conviction on which it rests, that
truth is more important than any other thing, including every other conviction? Precisely this conviction
could never have come into being if both truth and untruth constantly proved to be useful, which is the case.
Thus—the faith in science, which after all exists undeniably, cannot owe its origin to such a calculus of
utility; it must have originated in spite of the fact that the disutility and dangerousness of "the will to truth,"
of "truth at any price" is proved to it constantly. "At any price": how w.ell we under- stand these words
once we have offered and slaughtered one faith after another on this altar!

Consequently, “will to truth” does not mean “I will not allow myself to be deceived” but—there is no
alternative—"1 will not deceive, not even myself”; and with that we stand on moral ground. For you only
have to ask yourself carefully, “Why do you not want to deceive?” especially if it should seem—and it does
seem!—as if life aimed at semblance, meaning error, deception, simulation, delusion, self-delusion, and
when the great sweep of life has actually always shown itself to be on the side of the most unscrupulous
polytropoi. Charitably interpreted, such a resolve might perhaps be a quixotism, a minor slightly mad
enthusiasm; but it might also be something more serious, namely, a principle that is hostile to life and
destructive. —“Will to truth” that might be a concealed will to death.

Thus, the question “Why science?” leads back to the moral problem: Why have morality at all when
life, nature, and history are “not moral”? No doubt, those who are truthful in that audacious and ultimate
sense that is presupposed by the faith in science thus affirm another world than the world of life, nature,
and history; and insofar as they affirm this “other world”—look, must they not by the same token negate
its counterpart, this world, our world?— But you will have gathered what I am driving at, namely, that it is
still a metaphysical faith upon which our faith in science rests— that even we seekers after knowledge
today, we godless anti-metaphysicians still take our fire, too, from the flame lit by a faith that is thousands
of years old, that Christian faith which was also the faith of Plato, that God is truth, that truth is divine. —
But what if this should become more and more incredible, if nothing should prove to be divine any more
unless it were error, blindness, the lie—if God himself should prove to be our most enduring lie? —
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Our question mark.— But you do not understand this? Indeed, people will have trouble understanding
us. We are looking for words: perhaps we are also looking for ears. Who are we anyway? If we simply
called ourselves, using an old expression, godless, or unbelievers, or perhaps immoralists, we do not believe
that this would even come close to designating us: We are all three in such an advanced stage that one—
that you, my curious friends—could never comprehend how we feel at this point. Ours is no longer the
bitterness and passion of the person who has torn himself away and still feels compelled to tum his unbelief
into a new belief, a purpose, a martyrdom. We have become cold, hard, and tough in the realization that the
way of this world is anything but divine; even by human standards it is not rational, merciful, or just. We
know it well, the world in which we live is ungodly, immoral, "inhuman"; we have interpreted it far too
long in a false and mendacious way, in accordance with the wishes of our reverence, which is to say
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according to our needs. For man is a reverent animal. But he is also mistrustful; and that the world is not
worth what we thought it was, that is about as certain as anything of which our mistrust has finally got hold.
The more mistrust, the more philosophy.

We are far from claiming that the world is worth less; indeed it would seem laughable to us today if
man were to insist on inventing values that were supposed to exce! the value of the actual world. This is
precisely what we have turned our backs on as an extravagant aberration of human vanity and unreason that
for a long time was not recognized as such. It found its final expression in modem pessimism, and a more
ancient and stronger expression in the teaching of Buddha; but it is part of Christianity also, if more
doubtfully and ambiguously so but not for that reason any less seductive.

The whole pose of "man against the world, " of man as a "world-negating" principle, of man as the
measure of the value of things, as judge of the world who in the end places existence itself upon his scales
and finds it wanting—the monstrous insipidity of this pose has finally come home to us and we are sick of
it. We laugh as soon as we encounter the juxtaposition of "man and world, " separated by the sublime
presumption of the little word "and." But look, when we laugh like that, have we not simply carried the
contempt for man one step further? And thus also pessimism, the contempt for that existence which is
knowable by us? Have we not exposed ourselves to the suspicion of an opposition—an opposition between
the world in which we were at home up to now with our reverences that perhaps made it possible for us to
endure life, and another world that consists of us—an inexorable, fundamental, and deepest suspicion about
ourselves that is more and more gaining worse and worse control of us Europeans and that could easily
confront coming generations with the terrifying Either/Or: "Either abolish your reverences or—yourselves!"
The latter would be nihilism; but would not the former also be—nihilism? — This is our question mark.
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On the genius of the species.— The problem of consciousness (more precisely, of becoming conscious
of something) confronts us only when we begin to comprehend how we could dispense with it; and now
physiology and the history of animals place us at the beginning of such comprehension (it took them two
centuries to catch up with Leibniz's suspicion which soared ahead). For we could think. feel, will, and
remember, and we could also "act" in every sense of that word, and yet none of all this would have to "enter
our consciousness" (as one says metaphorically). The whole of life would be possible without, as it were,
seeing itself in a mirror. Even now, for that matter, by far the greatest portion of our life actually takes place
without this mirror effect; and this is true even of our thinking, feeling, and willing life, however offensive
this may sound to older philosophers. For what purpose, then, any consciousness at all when it is in the
main superfluous?

Now, if you are willing to listen to my answer and the perhaps extravagant surmise that it involves, it
seems to me as if the subtlety and strength of consciousness always were proportionate to a man's (or
animal's) capacity for communication, and as if this capacity in turn were proportionate to the need for
communication. But this last point is not to be understood as if the individual human being who happens to
be a master in communicating and making understandable his needs must also be most dependent on others
in his needs. But it does seem to me as if it were that way when we consider whole races and chains of
generations: Where need and distress have forced men for a long time to communicate and to understand
each other quickly and subtly, the ultimate result is an excess of this strength and art of communication—
as it were, a capacity that has gradually been accumulated and now waits for an heir who might squander
it. (Those who are called artists are these heirs; so are orators, preachers, writers—all of them people who
always come at the end of a long chain, "late born" every one of them in the best sense of that word and, as
I have said, by their nature squanderers.)

Supposing that this observation is correct, I may now proceed to the surmise that consciousness has
developed only under the pressure of the need for communication; that from the start it was needed and
useful only between human beings (particularly between those who commanded and those who obeyed);
and that it also developed only in proportion to the degree of this utility. Consciousness is really only a net
of communication between human beings; it is only as such that it had to develop; a solitary human being
who lived like a beast of prey would not have needed it. That our actions, thoughts, feelings, and movements
enter our own consciousness—at least a part of them—that is the result of a "must" that for a terribly long
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time lorded it over man. As the most endangered animal, he needed help and protection, he needed his
peers, he had to learn to express his distress and to make himself understood; and for all of this he needed
"consciousness" first of all, he needed to "know" himself what distressed him, he needed to "know" how he
felt, he needed to "know" what he thought. For, to say it once more: Man, like every living being. thinks
continually without knowing it: the thinking that rises to consciousness is only the smallest part of all this—
the most superficial and worst part—for only this conscious thinking takes the form of words, which is to
say signs of communication, and this fact uncovers the origin of consciousness.

In brief, the development of language and the development of consciousness (nof of reason but merely
of the way reason enters consciousness) go hand in hand. Add to this that not only language serves as a
bridge between human beings but also a mien, a pressure, a gesture. The emergence of our sense
impressions into our own consciousness, the ability to fix them and, as it were, exhibit them externally,
increased proportionately with the need to communicate them to others by means of signs. The human
being inventing signs is at the same time the human being who becomes ever more keenly conscious of
himself. It was only as a social animal that man acquired self-consciousness—which he is still in the process
of doing, more and more.

My idea is, as you see, that consciousness does not realty belong to man's individual existence but
rather to his social or herd nature; that, as follows from this, it has developed subtlety only insofar as this
is required by social or herd utility. Consequently, given the best will in the world to understand ourselves
as individually as possible, "to know ourselves," each of us will always succeed in becoming conscious
only of what is not individual but "average." Our thoughts themselves are continually governed by the
character of consciousness—by the "genius of the species" that commands it—and translated back into the
perspective of the herd. Fundamentally, all our actions are altogether incomparably personal, unique. and
infinitely individual; there is no doubt of that. But as soon as we translate them into consciousness they no
longer seem to be.

This is the essence of phenomenalism and perspectivism as [ understand them: Owing to the nature of
animal consciousness, the world of which we can become conscious is only a surface-and sign-world, a
world that is made common and meaner; whatever becomes conscious becomes by the same token shallow,
thin, relatively stupid, general, sign, herd signal; all becoming conscious involves a great and thorough
corruption, falsification, reduction to superficialities, and generalization. Ultimately, the growth of
consciousness becomes a danger; and anyone who lives among the most conscious Europeans even knows
that it is a disease.

You will guess that it is not the opposition of subject and object that concerns me here: This distinction
I leave to the epistemologists who have become entangled in the snares of grammar (the metaphysics of the
people). It is even less the opposition of "thing-in-itself" and appearance; for we do not " know" nearly
enough to be entitled to any such distinction. We simply lack any organ for knowledge, for "truth": we
"know" (or believe or imagine) just as much as may be usefi/ in the interests of the human herd, the species;
and even what is here called "utility" is ultimately also a mere belief, something imaginary, and perhaps
precisely that most calamitous stupidity of which we shall perish some day.
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How things will become ever more artistic in Europe.— Even today, in our time of transition when so
many factors cease to compel men, the care to make a living still compels almost all Europeans to adopt a
particular role, their so-called occupation. A few retain the freedom, a merely apparent freedom, to choose
this role for themselves; for most men it is chosen. The result is rather strange. As they attain a more
advanced age, almost all Europeans confound themselves with their role: they become the victims of their
own "good performance"; they themselves have forgotten how much accidents, moods, and caprice
disposed of them when the question of their "vocation" was decided—and how many other roles they might
perhaps have been able to play; for now it is too late. Considered more deeply, the role has actually become
character; and art, nature.

There have been ages when men believed with rigid confidence, even with piety, in their predestination
for precisely this occupation, precisely this way of earning a living, and simply refused to acknowledge the
element of accident, role, and caprice. With the help of this faith, classes, guilds, and hereditary trade
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privileges managed to erect those monsters of social pyramids that distinguish the Middle Ages and to
whose credit one can adduce at least one thing: durability (and duration is a first-rate value on earth). But
there are opposite ages, really democratic, where people give up this faith, and a certain cocky faith and
opposite point of view advance more and more into the foreground—the Athenian faith that first becomes
noticeable in the Periclean age, the faith of the Americans today that is more and more becoming the
European faith as well: The individual becomes convinced that he can do just about everything and can
manage almost any role, and everybody experiments with himself, improvises, makes new experiments,
enjoys his experiments; and all nature ceases and becomes art.

After accepting this role faith—an artist's faith, if you will—the Greeks, as is well known, went step
for step through a rather odd metamorphosis that does not merit imitation in all respects: They really became
actors. As such they enchanted and overcame all the world and finally even "the power that had overcome
the world" (for the Graeculus histrio vanquished Rome, and not, as innocents usually say, Greek culture).
But what I fear, what is so palpable that today one could grasp it with one’s hands, if one felt like grasping
it, is that we modern men are even now pretty far along on the same road; and whenever a human being
begins to discover how he is playing a role and how he can be an actor, he becomes an actor.

With this a new human flora and fauna emerge that could never have grown in more solid and limited
ages: or at least they would be left there "below" under the ban and suspicion of lacking honor. It is thus
that the maddest and most interesting ages of history always emerge, when the "actors"; a// kinds of actors,
become the real masters. As this happens, another human type is disadvantaged more and more and finally
made impossible; above all, the great "architects" : The strength to build becomes paralyzed; the courage
to make plans that encompass the distant future is discouraged; those with a genius for organization become
scarce: who would still dare to undertake projects that would require thousands of years for their
completion? For what is dying out is the fundamental faith that would enable us to calculate, to promise, to
anticipate the future in plans of such scope, and to sacrifice the future to them—namely, the faith that man
has value and meaning only insofar as he is a stone in a great edifice; and to that end he must be solid first
of all, a "stone"—and above all not an actor!

To say it briefly (for a long time people will still keep silent about it): What will not be built any more
henceforth, and cannot be built any more, is—a society in the old sense of that word; to build that,
everything is lacking, above all the material. A/l of us are no longer material for a society; this is a truth for
which the time has come. It is a matter of indifference to me that at present the most myopic, perhaps most
honest, but at any rate noisiest human type that we have today, our good socialists, believe, hope, dream,
and above all shout and write almost the opposite. Even now one reads their slogan for the future "free
society" on all tables and walls. Free society? Yes, yes! But surely you know, gentlemen, what is required
for building that? Wooden iron! The well-known wooden iron. And it must not even be wooden.

361

On the problem of the actor.— The problem of the actor has troubled me for the longest time. I felt
unsure (and sometimes still do) whether it is not only from this angle that one can get at the dangerous
concept of the "artist"—a concept that has so far been treated with unpardonable generosity. Falseness with
a good conscience; the delight in simulation exploding as a power that pushes aside one's so-called
"character," flooding it and at times extinguishing it; the inner craving for a role and mask, for appearance;
an excess of the capacity for all kinds of adaptations that can no longer be satisfied in the service of the
most immediate and narrowest utility—all of this is perhaps not only peculiar to the actor?

Such an instinct will have developed most easily in families of the lower classes who had to survive
under changing pressures and coercions, in deep dependency, who had to cut their coat according to the
cloth, always adapting themselves again to new circumstances, who always had to change their mien and
posture, until they learned gradually to tum their coat with every wind and thus virtually to become a coat—
and masters of the incorporated and inveterate art of eternally playing hide-and-seek, which in the case of
animals is called mimicry—until eventually this capacity, accumulated from generation to generation,
becomes domineering, unreasonable, and intractable, an instinct that learns to lord it over other instincts,
and generates the actor, the "artist" (the zany, the teller of lies, the buffoon, fool, clown at first, as well as
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the classical servant, Gil Blas; for it is in such types that we find the pre-history of the artist and often
enough even of the "genius").

In superior social conditions, too, a similar human type develops under similar pressures; only in such
cases the histrionic instinct is usually barely kept under control by another instinct; for example, in the case
of "diplomats. " Incidentally, I am inclined to believe that a good diplomat would always be free to become
a good stage actor if he wished—if only he were "free."

As for the Jews, the people who possess the art of adaptability par excellence, this train of thought
suggests immediately that one might see them virtually as a world-historical arrangement for the production
of actors, a veritable breeding ground for actors. And it really is high time to ask: What good actor today is
not—a Jew? The Jew as a born "man of letters," as the true master of the European press, also exercises his
power by virtue of his histrionic gifts; for the man of letters is essentially an actor: He plays the "expert, "
the "specialist. "

Finally, women. Reflect on the whole history of women: do they not Aave to be first of all and above
all else actresses? Listen to physicians who have hypnotized women; finally, love them—Iet yourself be
"hypnotized by them"! What is always the end result? That they "put on something" even when they take
off everything.

Woman is so artistic.
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What is romanticism?— It may perhaps be recalled, at least among my friends, that initially I
approached the modern world with a few crude errors and overestimations and, in any case, hopefully. Who
knows on the basis of what personal experiences, I understood the philosophical pessimism of the
nineteenth century as if it were a symptom of a superior force of thought, of more audacious courage, and
of more triumphant fi/lness of life than had characterized the eighteenth century, the age of Hume, Kant,
Condillac, and the sensualists. Thus tragic insight appeared to me as the distinctive /uxury of our culture,
as its most precious, noblest, and most dangerous squandering, but, in view of its over-richness, as a
permissible luxury. In the same way, I reinterpreted German music for myself as if it signified a Dionysian
power of the German soul: I believed that I heard in it the earthquake through which some primeval force
that had been dammed up for ages finally liberated itself—indifferent whether everything else that one calls
culture might begin to tremble. You see, what I failed to recognize at that time both in philosophical
pessimism and in German music was what is really their distinctive character—their romanticism.

What is romanticism? —Every art, every philosophy may be viewed as a remedy and an aid in the
service of growing and struggling life; they always presuppose suffering and sufferers. But there are two
kinds of sufferers: first, those who suffer from the over-fullness of life—they want a Dionysian art and
likewise a tragic view of life, a tragic insight—and then those who suffer from the impoverishment of life
and seek rest, stillness, calm seas, redemption from themselves through art and knowledge, or intoxication,
convulsions, anaesthesia, and madness. All romanticism in art and insight corresponds to the dual needs of
the latter type, and that included (and includes) Schopenhauer as well as Richard Wagner, to name the two
most famous and pronounced romantics whom | misunderstood at that time—mnot, incidentally, to their
disadvantage, as one need not hesitate in all fairness to admit. He that is richest in the fullness of life, the
Dionysian god and man, cannot only afford the sight of the terrible and questionable but even the terrible
deed and any luxury of destruction, decomposition, and negation. In his case, what is evil, absurd, and ugly
seems, as it were, permissible, owing to an excess of procreating, fertilizing energies that can still turn any
desert into lush farmland. Conversely, those who suffer most and are poorest in life would need above all
mildness, peacefulness, and goodness in thought as well as deed— if possible, also a god who would be
truly a god for the sick, a healer and savior; also logic, the conceptual understandability of existence—for
logic calms and gives confidence— in short, a certain warm narrowness that keeps away fear and encloses
one in optimistic horizons.

Thus 1 gradually learned to understand Epicurus, the opposite of a Dionysian pessimist; also the
"Christian" who is actually only a kind of Epicurean— both are essentially romantics— and my eye grew
ever sharper for that most difficult and captious form of backward inference in which the most mistakes
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are made: the backward inference from the work to the maker, from the deed to the doer, from the ideal to
those who need it, from every way of thinking and valuing to the commanding need behind it.

Regarding all aesthetic values I now avail myself of this main distinction: I ask in every instance, "is it
hunger or super-abundance that has here become creative?" At first glance, another distinction may seem
preferable—it is far more obvious—namely the question whether the desire to fix, to immortalize, the desire
for being prompted creation, or the desire for destruction, for change, for future, for becoming. But both of
these kinds of desire are seen to be ambiguous when one considers them more closely; they can be
interpreted in accordance with the first scheme that is, as it seems to me, preferable. The desire for
destruction, change, and becoming can be an expression of an overflowing energy that is pregnant with
future (my term for this is, as is known, "Dionysian"); but it can also be the hatred of the ill-constituted,
disinherited, and underprivileged, who destroy, must destroy, because what exists, indeed all existence, all
being, outrages and provokes them. To understand this feeling, consider our anarchists closely.

The will to immortalize also requires a dual interpretation. It can be prompted, first, by gratitude and
love; art with this origin will always be an art of apotheoses, perhaps dithyrambic like Rubens, or blissfully
mocking like Hafiz, or bright and gracious like Goethe, spreading a Homeric light and glory over all things.
But it can also be the tyrannic will of one who suffers deeply, who struggles, is tormented, and would like
to turn what is most personal, singular, and narrow, the real idiosyncrasy of his suffering, into a binding
law and compulsion—one who, as it were, revenges himself on all things by forcing his own image, the
image of his torture, on them, branding them with it. This last version is romantic pessimism in its most
expressive form, whether it be Schopenhauer's philosophy of will or Wagner's music—romantic pessimism,
the last great event in the fate of our culture.

(That there still could be an altogether different kind of pessimism, a classical type—this premonition
and vision belongs to me as inseparable from me, as my proprium and ipsissimum; :only the word
"classical" offends my ears, it is far too trite and has become round and indistinct. I call this pessimism of
the future—for it comes! I see it coming! — Dionysian pessimism.)
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"Science" as a prejudice— It follows from the laws of the order of rank that scholars, insofar as they
belong to the spiritual middle class, can never catch sight of the really great problems and question marks;
moreover, their courage and their eyes simply do not reach that far—and above all, their needs which led
them to become scholars in the first place, their inmost assumptions and desires that things might be such
and such, their fears and hopes all come to rest and are satisfied too soon. Take, for example, that pedantic
Englishman, Herbert Spencer. What makes him "enthuse" in his way and then leads him to draw a line of
hope, a horizon of desirability—that eventual reconciliation of "egoism and altruism" about which he
raves—almost nauseates the likes of us; a human race that adopted such Spencerian perspectives as its
ultimate perspectives would seem to us worthy of contempt, of annihilation! But the mere fact that he had
to experience as his highest hope something that to others appears and may appear only as a disgusting
possibility poses a question mark that Spencer would have been incapable of foreseeing.

It is no different with the faith with which so many materialistic natural scientists rest content nowadays,
the faith in a world that is supposed to have its equivalent and its measure in human thought and human
valuations—a "world of truth" that can he mastered completely and forever with the aid of our square little
reason. What? Do we really want to permit existence to be degraded for us like this—reduced to a mere
exercise for a calculator and an indoor diversion for mathematicians? Above all, one should not wish to
divest existence of its rich ambiguity: that is a dictate of good taste, gentlemen, the taste of reverence for
everything that lies beyond your horizon. That the only justifiable interpretation of the world should be one
in which you are justified because one can continue to work and do research scientifically in your sense
(you really mean, mechanistically?)—an interpretation that permits counting, calculating, weighing, seeing,
and touching, and nothing more—that is a crudity and naiveté assuming that it is not a mental illness, an
idiocy.

Would it not be rather probable that, conversely, precisely the most superficial and external aspect of
existence—what is most apparent, its skin and sensualization—would be grasped first—and might even be
the only thing that allowed itself to be grasped? A "scientific" interpretation of the world, as you understand
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it, might therefore still be one of the most stupid of all possible interpretations of the world, meaning that it
would be one of the poorest in meaning. This thought is intended for the ears and consciences of our
mechanists who nowadays like to pass as philosophers and insist that mechanics is the doctrine of the first
and last laws on which all existence must be based as on a ground floor. But an essentially mechanical
world would be an essentially meaningless world. Assuming that one estimated the value of a piece of
music according to how much of it could be counted, calculated, and expressed in formulas: how absurd
would such a "scientific" estimation of music be! What would one have comprehended, understood, grasped
of it? Nothing, really nothing of what is "music" in it!
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Our new infinite— How far the perspective character of existence extends or indeed whether existence
has any other character than this; whether existence without interpretation, without "sense," does not
become "nonsense"; whether, on the other hand, all existence is not essentially actively engaged in
interpretation— that cannot be decided even by the most industrious and most scrupulously conscientious
analysis and self-examination of the intellect; for in the course of this analysis the human intellect cannot
avoid seeing itself in its own perspectives, and on/y in these. We cannot look around our own corner: it is
a hopeless curiosity that wants to know what other kinds of intellects and perspectives there might be; for
example, whether some beings might be able to experience time backward, or alternately forward and
backward (which would involve another direction of life and another concept of cause and effect). But I
should think that today we are at least far from the ridiculous immodesty that would be involved in
decreeing from our corner that perspectives are permitted only from this corner. Rather has the world
become "infinite" for us all over again, inasmuch as we cannot reject the possibility that it may include
infinite interpretations. Once more we are seized by a great shudder; but who would feel inclined
immediately to deify again after the old manner this monster of an unknown world? And to worship the
unknown henceforth as "the Unknown One"? Alas, too many ungodly possibilities of interpretation are
included in the unknown, too much devilry, stupidity, and foolishness of interpretation—even our own
human, all too human folly, which we know.

377

We who are homeless.— Among Europeans today there is no lack of those who are entitled to call
themselves homeless in a distinctive and honorable sense; it is to them that I especially commend my secret
wisdom and gaya scienza. For their fate is hard, their hopes are uncertain; it is quite a feat to devise some
comfort for them— but what avail? We children of the future, how could we be at home in this today? We
feel disfavor for all ideals that might lead one to feel at home even in this fragile, broken time of transition;
as for its “realities,” we do not believe that they will Jast. The ice that still supports people today has become
very thin; the wind that brings the thaw is blowing; we ourselves who are homeless constitute a force that
breaks open ice and other all too thin “realities.”

We "conserve" nothing; neither do we want to return to any past periods; we are not by any means
"liberal"; we do not work for "progress"; we do not need to plug up our ears against the sirens who in the
market place sing of the future: their song about "equal rights, " "a free society," "no more masters and no
servants" has no allure for us. We simply do not consider it desirable that a realm of justice and concord
should be established on earth (because it would certainly be the realm of the deepest leveling and
chinoiserie); we are delighted with all who love, as we do, danger, war, and adventures, who refuse to
compromise, to be captured, reconciled, and castrated; we count ourselves among conquerors; we think
about the necessity for new orders, also for a new slavery—for every strengthening and enhancement of
the human type also involves a new kind of enslavement. Is it not clear that with all this we are bound to
feel ill at ease in an age that likes to claim the distinction of being the most humane, the mildest, and the
most righteous age that the sun has ever seen? It is bad enough that precisely when we hear these beautiful
words we have the ugliest suspicions. What we find in them is merely an expression—and a masquerade—
of a profound weakening, of weariness, of old age, of declining energies. What can it matter to us what
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tinsel the sick may use to cover up their weakness? Let them parade it as their virtue; after all, there is no
doubt that weakness makes one mild, oh so mild, so righteous, so inoffensive, so "humane"!

The "religion of pity" to which one would like to convert us—oh, we know the hysterical little males
and females well enough who today need precisely this religion as a veil and make-up. We are no
humanitarians; we should never dare to permit ourselves to speak of our "love of humanity"; our kind is
not actor enough for that. Or not Saint-Simonist enough, not French enough. One really has to be afflicted
with a Gallic excess of erotic irritability and enamored impatience to approach in all honesty the whole of
humanity with one's lust!

Humanity! Has there ever been a more hideous old woman among an old women—(unless it were
"truth": a question for philosophers)? No, we do not love humanity; but on the other hand we are not nearly
"German" enough, in the sense in which the word "German" is constantly being used nowadays, to advocate
nationalism and race hatred and to be able to take pleasure in the national scabies of the heart and blood
poisoning that now leads the nations of Europe to delimit and barricade themselves against each other as if
it were a matter of quarantine. For that we are too openminded, too malicious, too spoiled, also too well
informed, too "traveled": we far prefer to live on mountains, apart, "untimely," in past or future centuries,
merely in order to keep ourselves from experiencing the silent rage to which we know we should be
condemned as eyewitnesses of politics that are desolating the German spirit by making it vain and that is,
moreover, petty politics: to keep its own creation from immediately falling apart again, is it not finding it
necessary to plant it between two deadly hatreds? must it not desire the eternalization of the European
system of a lot of petty states?

We who are homeless are too manifold and mixed racially and in our descent, being “modern men,”
and consequently do not feel tempted to participate in the mendacious racial self-admiration and racial
indecency that parades in Germany today as a sign of a German way of thinking and that is doubly false
and obscene among the people of the “historical sense.” We are, in one word— and let this be our word of
honor—good Europeans, the heirs of Europe, the rich, the oversupplied, but also overly obligated heirs of
thousands of years of European spirit. As such, we have also outgrown Christianity and are averse to it—
precisely because we have grown out of it, because our ancestors were Christians who in their Christianity
were uncompromisingly upright: for their faith they willingly sacrificed possessions and position, blood
and fatherland. We—do the same. For what? For our unbelief? For every kind of unbelief? No, you know
better than that, friends! The hidden Yes in you is stronger than all Nos and Maybes that afflict you and
your age like a disease; and when you have to embark on the sea, you emigrants, you, too, are compelled
to this by—a faith!

381

On the question of being understandable.— One does not only wish to be understood when one writes;
one wishes just as surely not to be understood. It is not be any means necessarily an objection to a book
when anyone finds it impossible to understand: perhaps that was part of the author’s intention—he did not
want to be understood by just “anybody.” All the nobler spirits and tastes select their audience when they
wish to communicate; and choosing that, one at the same time erects barriers against “the others.” All the
more subtle laws of any style have their origins at this point; they at the same time keep away, create a
distance, forbid “entrance,” understanding, as said above—while they open the ears of those whose ears are
related to ours.

And let me say this among ourselves and about my own case: I don’t want either my ignorance or the
liveliness of my temperament to keep me from being understandable for you, my friends—not the liveliness,
however much it compels me to tackle a matter swiftly to tackle it at all. For I approach deep problems like
cold baths: quickly into them and quickly out again. That one does not get to the depths that way, not deep
enough down, is the superstition of those afraid of the water, the enemies of cold water; they speak without
experience. The freezing cold makes one swift.

And to ask this incidentally: does a matter necessarily remain ununderstood and unfathomed merely
because it has been touched only in flight, glanced at, in a flash? Is it absolutely imperative that one settles
down on it? that one has brooded over it as over an egg? Diu noctuque incubando, as Newton said of
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himself? At least there are truths that are singularly shy and ticklish and cannot be caught except suddenly—
that must be surprised or left alone.

Finally, my brevity has yet another value: given such questions as concern me, I must say many things
briefly in order that they may be heard still more briefly. For, being an immoralist, one has to take steps
against corrupting innocents—I mean, asses and old maids of both sexes whom life offers nothing but their
innocence. Even more, my writings should inspire, elevate, and encourage them to be virtuous. I cannot
imagine anything on earth that would be a merrier sight than inspired old asses and maids who feel excited
by the sweet sentiments of virtue; and "this I have seen"—thus spoke Zarathustra.

So much regarding brevity. Matters stand worse with my ignorance which I do not try to conceal from
myself. There are hours when I feel ashamed of it—to be sure, also hours when I feel ashamed of feeling
ashamed. Perhaps all of us philosophers are in a bad position nowadays regarding knowledge: science keeps
growing, and the most scholarly among us are close to discovering that they know too little. But it would
be still worse if it were different—and we knew too much; our task is and remains above all not to mistake
ourselves for others. We are something different from scholars, although it is unavoidable for us to be also,
among other things, scholarly. We have different needs, grow differently, and also have a different
digestion: we need more, we also need less. How much a spirit needs for its nourishment, for this there is
no formula; but if its taste is for independence, for quick coming and going, for roaming, perhaps for
adventures for which only the swiftest are a match, it is better for such a spirit to live in freedom with little
to eat than unfree and stuffed. It is not fat but the greatest possible suppleness and strength that a good
dancer desires from his nourishment—and I would not know what the spirit of a philosopher might wish
more to be than a good dancer. For the dance is his ideal, also his art, and finally also his only piety, his
"service of God."

382

The great health.— Being new, nameless, hard to understand, we premature births of an as yet unproven
future need for a new goal also a new means—namely, a new health, stronger, more seasoned, tougher,
more audacious, and gayer than any previous health. Whoever has a soul that craves to have experienced
the whole range of values and desiderata to date, and to have sailed around all the coasts of this ideal
“mediterranean”; whoever wants to know from the adventures of his own most authentic experience how a
discoverer and conqueror of the ideal feels, and also an artist, a saint, a legislator, a sage, a scholar, a pious
man, a soothsayer, and one who stands divinely apart in the old style—needs one thing above everything
else: the great health— that one does not merely have but also acquires continually, and must acquire
because one gives it up again and again, and must give it up.

And now, after we have long been on our way in this manner, we argonauts of the ideal, with more
daring perhaps than is prudent, and have suffered shipwreck and damage often enough, but are, to repeat it,
healthier than one likes to permit us, dangerously healthy, ever again healthy—it will seem to us as if, as a
reward, we now confronted an as yet undiscovered country whose boundaries nobody has surveyed yet,
something beyond all the lands and nooks of the ideal so far, a world so overrich in what is beautiful,
strange, questionable, terrible, and divine that our curiosity as well as our craving to possess it has got
beside itself— alas, now nothing will sate us any more!

After such vistas and with such burning hunger in our conscience and science, how could we still be
satisfied with present-day man? It may be too bad but it is inevitable that we find it difficult to remain
serious when we look at his worthiest goals and hopes, and perhaps we do not even bother to look any
more.

Another ideal runs ahead of us, a strange, tempting [versucherisches], dangerous ideal to which we
should not wish to persuade anybody because we do not readily concede the right to it to anyone: the ideal
of a spirit who plays naively—that is, not deliberately but from overflowing power and abundance—with
all that was hitherto called holy, good, untouchable, divine; for whom those supreme things that the people
naturally accept as their value standards, signify danger, decay, debasement, or at least recreation,
blindness, and temporary self-oblivion; the ideal of a human, superhuman well-being and benevolence that
will often appear inhuman—for example, when it confronts all earthly seriousness so far, all solemnity in
gesture, word, tone, eye, morality, and task so far, as if it were their most incarnate and involuntary
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parody—and in spite of all of this, it is perhaps only with him that great seriousness really begins, that the
real question mark is posed for the first time, that the destiny of the soul changes, the hand moves forward,
the tragedy begins.

383

Epilogue. — But as I slowly, slowly paint this gloomy question mark at the end and am still willing to
remind my readers of the virtues of the right reader—what forgotten and unknown virtues they are!—it
happens that I hear all around me the most malicious, cheerful, and koboldish laughter: the spirits of my
own book are attacking me, pull my ears, and call me back to order. "We can no longer stand it," they shout
at me; "away, away with this raven-black music! Are we not surrounded by bright morning? And by soft
green grass and grounds, the kingdom of the dance? Has there ever been a better hour for gaiety? Who will
sing a song for us, a morning song, so sunny, so light, so fledged that it will not chase away the blues but
invite them instead to join in the singing and dancing? And even simple, rustic bagpipes would be better
than such mysterious sounds, such swampy croaking, voices from the grave and marmot whistles as you
have employed so far to regale us in your wilderness, Mr. Hermit and Musician of the Future! No! Not such
tones! Let us strike up more agreeable, more joyous tones!

Is that your pleasure, my impatient friends? Well then, who would not like to please you? My bagpipes
are waiting, and so is my throat—which may sound a bit rough; but put up with it, after all we are in the
mountains. At least what you are about to hear is new; and if you do not understand it, if you misunderstand
the singer, what does it matter? That happens to be "the singer's curse. " His music and manner you will be
able to hear that much better, and to his pipes-dance that much better. Is that your will?
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