Nietzsche
THE OVERCOMING OF MAN*

[3]

When Zarathustra came into the next town, which lies on the edge of the forest, he
found many people gathered together in the market place; for it had been promised that
there would be a tightrope walker. And Zarathustra spoke thus to the people:

“All beings so far have created something beyond themselves; and do you want to be
the ebb of this great flood and even go back to the beasts rather than overcome man?
What is the ape to man? A laughingstock or a painful embarrassment- And man shall be
just that for the ubermensch: a laughingstock or a painful embarrassment. You have
made your way from worm to man, and much in you is still worm. Once you were apes,

and even now, too, man is more ape than any ape.

“Whoever is the wisest among you is also a mere conflict and cross between plant

and ghost. But do I bid you become ghosts or plants?

“Behold, I teach you the ubermensch. The ubermensch is the meaning of the earth.
Let your will say: The ubermensch shall be the meaning of the earth! I beseech you, my
brothers, remain faithful to the earth, and do not believe those who speak to you of
otherworldly hopes! Poison-mixers are they, whether they know it or not. Despisers of
life are they, decaying and poisoned themselves, of whom the earth is weary: so let
them go.

“Once the sin against God was the greatest sin; but God died, and these sinners died
with him. To sin against the earth is now the most dreadful thing, and to esteem the
entrails of the unknowable higher than the meaning of the earth.

“Once the soul looked contemptuously upon the body, and then this contempt was
the highest: she wanted the body meager, ghastly, and starved. Thus she hoped to
escape it and the earth. Oh, this soul herself was still meager, ghastly, and starved: and
cruelty was the lust of this soul. But you, too, my brothers, tell me;: what does your
body proclaim of your soul? Is not your soul poverty and filth and wretched

contentment?



“Verily, a polluted stream is man. One must be a sea to be able to receive a polluted
stream without becoming unclean. Behold, I teach you the ubermensch: he is this sea;
in him your great contempt can go under.

“What is the greatest experience you can have? It is the hour of the great contempt.
The hour in which your happiness, too, arouses your disgust, and even your reason and

your virtue.

“The hour when you say, What matters my happiness? It is poverty and filth and
wretched contentment. But my happiness ought to justify existence itself.’

“The hour when you say, ‘What matters my reason? Does it crave knowledge as the
lion his food? It is poverty and filth and wretched contentment.’

“The hour when you say, ‘What matters my virtue? As yet it has not made me rage.
How weary I am of my good and my evil! All that is poverty and filth and wretched

contentment.’

“The hour when you say, ‘What matters my justice? I do not see that I am flames and
fuel. But the just are flames and fuel.’

“The hour when you say, ‘“What matters my pity? Is not pity the cross on which he is

nailed who loves man? But my pity is no crucifixion.’

“Have you yet spoken thus? Have you yet cried thus? Oh, that I might have heard
you cry thus!

“Not your sin but your thrift cries to heaven; your meanness even in your sin cries

to heaven.

“Where is the lightning to lick you with its tongue? Where is the frenzy with which
you should be inoculated?

“Behold, I teach you the ubermensch: he is this lightning, he is this frenzy.” When
Zarathustra had spoken thus, one of the people cried: “Now we have heard enough
about the tightrope walker; now let us see him too!” And all the people laughed at
Zarathustra. But the tightrope walker, believing that the word concerned him, began his

performance.

[4]
Zarathustra, however, beheld the people and was amazed. Then he
spoke thus:



“Man is a rope tied between beast and ubermensch—a rope over an abyss.
A dangerous across, a dangerous on the way, a dangerous looking back, a dangerous

shuddering and stopping.

“What is great in man is that he is a bridge and not an end: what can be loved in man

that he is an overture and a going under,

“1 love those who do not know how to live, except by going under, for they are those

who cross over.
“I love the great despisers because they are the great reverers and arrows of

longing for the other shore.

“I love those who do not first seek behind the stars for a reason to go under and be a
sacrifice, but who sacrifice themselves for the earth, that the earth may some day
become the ubermensch’s.

“I'love him who lives to know, and who wants to know so that the ubermensch may
live some day. And thus he wants to go under.

“I love him who works and invents to build a house for the ubermensch and to
prepare earth, animal, and plant for him: for thus he wants to go under.

“I love him who loves his virtue, for virtue is the will to go under and an arrow of
longing.
“I love him who does not hold back one drop of spirit for himself, but wants to be

entirely the spirit of his virtue: thus he strides over the bridge as spirit.

“I love him who makes his virtue his addiction and his catastrophe: for his virtue’s
sake he wants to live on and to live no longer.

“I love him who does not want to have too many virtues. One virtue is more virtue
than two, because it is more of a noose on which his catastrophe may hang.

“I love him whose soul squanders itself, who wants no thanks and returns none;

for he always gives away and does not want to preserve himself.

“I love him who is abashed when the dice fall to make his fortune, and asks, ‘Am I
then a crooked gambler?’ For he wants to perish.

“I'love him who casts golden words before his deeds and always does even more than
he promises: for he wants to go under.

“I'love him who justifies future and redeems past generations: for he wants to perish



of the present.

“I love him who chastens his god because he loves his god: for he must perish of the
wrath of his god.

“I love him whose soul is deep, even in being wounded, and who can perish of a

small experience: thus he goes gladly over the bridge.

“| love him whose soul is overfull so that he forgets himself, and all things are in
him: thus all things spell his going under.

“I love him who has a free spirit and a free heart: thus his head is only the entrails of
his heart, but his heart drives him to go under.

“I love all those who are as heavy drops, falling one by one out of the dark cloud that
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hangs over men: they herald the advent of lightning, and, as heralds, they perish.

“Behold, I am a herald of the lightning and a heavy drop from the cloud; but this

lightning is called ubermensch.”
[5]
When Zarathustra had spoken these words he beheld the people again and was silent.
“There they stand,” he said to his heart; “there they laugh. They do not understand me;
I am not the mouth for these ears. Must one smash their ears before they learn to listen

with their eyes? Must one clatter like kettle drums and preachers of repentance? Or do
they believe only the stammerer?

“They have something of which they are proud. What do they call that which makes
them proud? Education they call it; it distinguishes them from goatherds. That is why
they do not like to hear the word ‘contempt” applied to them. Let me then address their
pride. Let me speak to them of what is most contemptible: but that is the last man. ”

And thus spoke Zarathustra to the people”: “The time has come for man to set
himself a goal. The time has come for man to plant the seed of his highest hope. His
soil is still rich enough. But one day this soil will be poor and domesticated, and no tall
tree will be able to grow in it. Alas, the time is coming when man will no longer shoot
the arrow of his longing beyond man, and the string of his bow will have forgotten how
to whir!

“I say unto you: one must still have chaos in oneself to be able to give birth to a
dancing star. I say unto you: you still have chaos, in yourselves.

“Alas, the time is coming when man will no longer give birth to a star. Alas, the time
of the most despicable man is coming, he that is no longer able to despise himself.



Behold, I show you the last man.

“ “What is love? What is creation? What is longing? What is a star?’ thus asks the
last man, and he blinks.

“The earth has become small, and on it hops the last man, who makes everything

small. His race is as ineradicable as the flea-beetle; the last man lives longest.

“ “We have invented happiness,’ say the last men, and they blink. They have left the
regions where it was hard to live, for one needs warmth. One still loves one’s neighbor

and rubs against him, for one needs warmth.

“Becoming sick and harboring suspicion are sinful to them: one proceeds carefully. A
fool, whoever still stumbles over stones or human beings! A little poison now and then:
that makes for agreeable dreams. And much poison in the end, for an agreeable death.

“One still works, for work is a form of entertainment. But one is careful lest the
entertainment be too harrowing. One no longer becomes poor or rich: both require too
much exertion. Who still wants to rule? Who obey? Both require too much exertion.

“No shepherd and one herd! Everybody wants the same, everybody is the same;
whoever feels different goes voluntarily into a madhouse.

“ ‘Formerly, all the world was mad,’ say the most refined, and they blink.

“One is clever and knows everything that has ever happened: so there is no end of
derision. One still quarrels, but one is soon reconciled—else it might spoil the
digestion.

“One has one’s little pleasure for the day and one’s little pleasure for the night: but
one has a regard for health.

“ “We have invented happiness/ say the last men, and they blink.”

And here ended Zarathustra’s first speech, which is also called “the Prologue”; for at
this point he was interrupted by the clamor and delight of the crowd. “Give us this last
man, 0 Zarathustra,” they shouted. “Turn us into these last men! Then we shall make
you a gift of the ubermensch!” And all the people jubilated and clucked with their
tongues.

But Zarathustra became sad and said to his heart: “They do not understand me: I am
not the mouth for these ears. I seem to have lived too long in the mountains; I listened
too much to brooks and trees: now I talk to them as to goatherds. My soul is unmoved
and bright as the mountains in the morning. But they think I am cold and I jeer and
- make dreadful jests. And now they look at me and laugh: and as they laugh they even



hate me. There is ice in their laughter.”
{6]

Then something happened that made every mouth dumb and every eye rigid. For
meanwhile the tightrope walker had begun his performance: he had stepped out of a
small door and was walking over the rope, stretched between two towers and suspended
over the market place and the people. When he had reached the exact middle of his

course the small door opened once more and a fellow in motley clothes, looking like a
jester, jumped out and followed the first one with quick steps.

“Forward, lamefoot!” he shouted in an awe-inspiring voice. “Forward, lazybones,
smuggler, pale-face, or I shall tickle you with my heel! What are you doing here
between towers? The tower is where you belong. You ought to be locked up; you block
the way for one better than yourself.” And with every word he came closer and closer;
but when he was but one step behind, the dreadful thing happened which made every
mouth dumb and every eye rigid: he uttered a devilish cry and jumped over the man
who stood in his way. This man, however, seeing his rival win, lost his head and the
rope, tossed away his pole, and plunged into the depth even faster, a whirlpool of arms
and legs. The market place became as the sea when a tempest pierces it: the people
rushed apart and over one another, especially at the place where the body must hit the

ground.

Zarathustra, however, did not move; and it was right next to him that the body fell,
badly maimed and disfigured, but not yet dead. After a while the shattered man
recovered consciousness and saw Zarathustra kneeling beside him. “What are you
doing here?” he asked at last. “| have long known that the devil would trip me. Now he
will drag me to hell. Would you prevent him?”

“By my honor, friend,” answered Zarathustra, “all that of which you speak does not
exist: there is no devil and no hell. Your soul will be dead even before your body: fear
nothing further.”

The man looked up suspiciously. “If you speak the truth,” he said, “I lose nothing
when I lose my life. I am not much more than a beast that has been taught to dance by

blows and a few meager morsels.”
“By no means,” said Zarathustra. “You have made danger your vocation;
2

there is nothing contemptible in that. Now you perish of your vocation: for that I will

bury you with my own hands.”

When Zarathustra had said this, the dying man answered no more; but he moved his hand as



if he sought Zarathustra’s hand in thanks.
7] |
Meanwhile the evening came, and the market piace hid in darkness. Then the people
scattered, for even curiosity and terror grow weary. But Zarathustra sat on the ground near the

dead man, and he was lost in thought, forgetting the time. At last night came, and a cold wind

blew over the lonely one.

Then Zarathustra rose and said to his heart: “Verily, it is a beautiful catch of fish that
Zarathustra has brought in today! Not a man has he caught but a corpse. Human existence is
uncanny and still without meaning: a jester can become man’s fatality. I will teach men the
meaning of their existence—the ubermensch, the lightning out of the dark cloud of man. ...



“On the Three Metamorphoses”

Of three metamorphoses of the spirit I tell you: how the spirit becomes a camel; and the camel, a

lion; and the lion, finally, a child.

There is much that is difficult for the spirit, the strong reverent spirit that would bear
much: but the difficult and the most difficult are what its strength demands.

What is difficult? asks the spirit that would bear much, and kneels down like a camel

wanting to be well loaded. What is most difficult; 0 heroes, asks the spirit that would bear
much, that I may take it upon myself and exult in my strength? Is it not humbling oneself

to wound one’s haughtiness? Letting one’s folly shine to mock one’s wisdom?

Or is it this: parting from our cause when it triumphs? Climbing high mountains to
tempt the tempter?

Or is it this: feeding on the acorns and grass of knowledge and, for the sake of the

truth, suffering hunger in one’s soul?

Or it is this: being sick and sending home the comforters and making friends with the
deaf, who never hear what you want?

Or is it this: stepping into filthy waters when they are the waters of truth, and not
repulsing cold frogs and hot toads?

Or is it this: loving those who despise us and offering a hand to the ghost that would
frighten us? '

All these most difficult things the spirit that would bear much takes upon itself: like the
camel that, burdened, speeds into the desert, thus the spirit speeds into its desert.

In the loneliest desert, however, the second metamorphosis occurs: here the spirit
becomes a lion who would conquer his freedom and be master in his own desert. Here
he seeks out his last master: he wants to fight him and his last god; for ultimate victory
he wants to fight with the great dragon.

Who is the great dragon whom the spirit will no longer call lord and god? “Thou shalt” is
the name of the great dragon. But the spirit of the lion says, “I will.” “Thou shalt” lies in his
way, sparkling like gold, an animal covered with scales; and on every scale shines a golden
“thou shalt.” ‘

Values, thousands of years old, shine on these scales; and thus speaks the mightiest of
all dragons: “All value of all things shines on me. All value has long been created, and I
am all created value. Verily, there shall be no more ‘I will/ “ Thus speaks the dragon.



My brothers, why is there a need in the spirit for the lion? Why is not the beast of

burden, which renounces and is reverent, enough?

To create new values—that even the lion cannot do; but the creation of freedom for
oneself for new creation—that is within the power of the lion. The creation of freedom
for oneself and a sacred “No” even to. duty—for that, my brothers, the lion is needed.
To assume the right to new values— that is the most terrifying assumption for a

reverent spirit that would bear much. Verily, to him it is preying, and a matter for a
_ beast of prey. He once loved “thou shalt” as most sacred: now he must find illusion and
caprice even in the most sacred, that freedom from his love may become his prey:

the lion is needed for such prey.

‘But say, my brothers, what can the child do that even the lion could not do? Why
must the preying lion still become a child? The child is innocence and forgetting, a new
beginning, a game, a self-propelled wheel, a first movement, a sacred “Yes.” For the
game of creation, my brothers, a sacred “Yes” is needed: the spirit now wills his own

will, and he who had been lost to the world now conquers his own world.

Of three metamorphoses of the spirit I have told you: how the spirit became a camel;
and the camel, a lion; and the lion, finally, a child. |






From: The Gay Science

By Friedrich Nietzsche
#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—ryou and I. All of us are his
murderers. But how did we do this? How could we drink up the sea? Who gave us the
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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 is born after us—
for the sake of this deed he 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?"






* fresh elements of enlightenment and progress.

form combinations (Trades Unions) against the bourgeois; they club tog
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order to keep up the rate of wages; they found  permanent associatio —

- Friedrich Nietzsche: Turning Values
Upside Down

From Beyond Good and Evil, The Twilight
of the Idols, and The Will to Power

orn in a small village in what is now central Germany, Friedrich Nietzsche
into one national mqﬁmmwm between classes. But every class struggle is: 1844-1900) was a professor of philology at the University of Basel. Chronic health
struggle. And that union, to attain which the burghers of the Middle oblems forced him to resign while in his mid-30s, and he lived out his remaining
their miserable highways, required centuries, the modern ﬁnoﬂmwmﬁmbm ha) . ars with his mother and sister. Reacting against the entire tradition of Western moral
to railways, achieve in a few years. 2 Tieories, Nietzsche expresses the view that there are no preexisting rules of good and

This organization of the proletarians into a class, and consequer eoil. His philosophy calls for a person’s fullest expression of all intrinsic vital powers
a political party, is continually being upset again by the competitio A ind passions, although he urges a balance between the Dionysian (passionate) element
the workers themselves. But it ever rises up again, stronger, firmer, mightie & m human nature and the Apollonian (rational) element. He is especially critical of the
compels legislative recognition of particular interests of the workers, by:tak . Christian value system for destroying the natural origin of morality and replacing it

advantage of the divisions among the bourgeoisie itself. Thus the ten-h th weak notions of God, last judgment, truth, love, wisdom, and the Holy Spirit.
in England was carried.

Altogether collisions between the classes of the old society furthe;

BEYOND GOOD AND EVIL

e to be forgiven for discovering that all moral philosophy hitherto has
edious and has belonged to the soporific appliances—and that “virtue,”
y opinion, has been more injured by the tediousness of its advocates than
ything else; at the same time, however, I would not wish to overlook
. :general usefulness. It is desirable that as few people as possible should
education, 5 A.u*rma words, it furnishes the proletariat with weapons for fight ct upon morals, and consequently it is very desirable that morals should
the bourgeoisie. : ome day become interesting! But let us not be afraid! Things still remain

Further, as we have already seen, entire sections of the ruling class lay as they have always been: I see no one in Europe who has (or discloses)
ea of the fact that philosophizing concerning miorals might be conducted
-dangerous, captious, and ensnaring manner—that calamity might be
ved therein. Observe, for example, the indefatigable, inevitable English
litarians: how ponderously and Hmmwmn*mzw they stalk on, stalk along (a
eric metaphor expresses it better) in the footsteps of Bentham, just as he
&Wmm&% stalked in' the footsteps of the respectable Helvétius! (no, he was
'dangerous man, Helvétius, ce senateur Pococurante, to use an expression
aliani). No new thought, nothing of the nature of a finer turning or better

the progress of industry; at all times, with the bourgeoisie of foreign

In all these battles it sees itself compelled to appeal to the proletariat; &
its help, and thus, to drag it into the political arena. The bourgeoisie itse

Finally, in times when the class struggle nears the decisive hour, the
of dissolution going on within the ruling class, in fact within the whole’
society, assumes such a violent, glaring character, that a small section
ing class cuts itself adrift, and joins the revolutionary class, the class
the future in its hands. Just as, therefore, at an earlier period, a sectic
nobility went over to the bourgeoisie, so now a portion of the bourged

over to the Huonmﬁmamv and in particular, a portion of the wwﬁmmowm ideg Z iously thought on the mc.EmQ an impossible literature, taking it all in all
<<.ro #m<m raised themselves to the level of comprehending theoreti B iilless one knows how to leaven it with some mischief. In effect, the old English
historical movement as a whole. . ... .. called cant, which is moral Tartuffism, has insinuated itself also into these

.



moralists (whom one must certainly read with an eye to their motives if one

must read them), concealed this time under the new form of the scientific spirit;

moreover, there is not absent from them-a secret struggle with the pangs of

conscience, from which a race of former Puritans must naturally suffer, in all

their scientific tinkering with morals. (Is not a moralist the opposite of a Puritan? -
That is to say, as a thinker who regards 9055% as questionable, as worthy of

interrogation, in short, as a problem? Is moralizing boﬁl.gﬁ&d In the end,

they all want English morality to be recognized as authoritative, Bmmnﬁnwv as

mankind, or the “general utility,” or “the happiness of the greatest bﬁbvmb —
no! the happiness of England, will be best served thereby. ,H.rm%. would En@ by
all means, to convince themselves that the striving after English happiness, I
mean after comfort and fashion (and in the highest instance, a seat in Parliament),

is at the same time the true path of virtue; in fact, that in so far as there has
been virtue in the world hitherto, it has just consisted in such striving. Not
one of those ponderous, conscience-stricken herding-animals (who undertake
to advocate the cause of egoism as conducive to the general welfare) wants
to have any knowledge or inkling of the facts that the “general welfare” is no
ideal, no goal, no notion that can be at all grasped, but is only a 50mﬁ”F.B\||m_mw
what is fair to one may not at all be fair to another, that the requirement of
one morality for all is really a detriment to higher men, in short, that there isa
distinction of rank between man and man, and consequently Vm,ms\mmb Bow,&n%
and morality. They are an unassuming and fundamentally mediocre species of
men, these utilitarian Englishmen, and, as already remarked, in so far as they
are tedious, one cannot think highly enough of their utility. One ought even to
encourage them, as has been partially attempted in the following rhymes:

Hail, ye worthies, barrow-wheeling, “Longer—better,”
aye revealing,

Stiffer aye in head and knee;

Unenraptured, never jesting,

Mediocre everlasting, Sans genie et sans esprit! .

Every elevation of the type “man,” has hitherto been the work of an aris-
tocratic society—and so will it always be—a society believing in a long scale .Om
gradations of rank and differences of worth among W:Bm.ﬂ beings, and requir-
ing slavery in some form or other. Without the pathos of distance, such as grows
out of the incarnated difference of classes, out of the constant out-looking and

down-looking of the ruling caste on subordinates and instruments, and out of

their equally constant practice of obeying and commanding, of keeping down
and keeping at a distance—that other more mysterious pathos could never have

arisen, the longing for an ever new widening of distance within the soul itself,

the formation of ever higher, rarer, further, more extended, more comprehen-
sive states, in short, just the elevation of the type “man,” the continued “self-
surmounting of man,” to use a moral formula in a super-moral sense. To vm
sure, one must not resign oneself to any humanitarian illusions mvoﬁ the his-
tory of the origin of an aristocratic society (that is.tQ say, of the preliminary con-

dition for the elevation of the type “man”): the truth is hard. Let us acknowledge

unprejudicedly how every higher civilization hitherto has originated! Men with
a still natural nature, barbarians in every terrible sense of the word, men of
prey, still in possession of unbroken strength of will and desire for power, threw
themselves upon weaker, more moral, more peaceful races (perhaps trading or
cattle-rearing communities), or upon old mellow civilizations in which the final
vital force was flickering out in brilliant fireworks of wit and depravity. At the
commencement, the noble caste was always the barbarian caste: their superior-
ity did not consist first of all in their physical, but in their Psychical power—they
were more complete men (which at every point also implies the same as “more
complete beasts”).

To refrain mutually from injury, from violence, from exploitation, and put
one’s will on a par with that of others: this may result in a certain rough sense
in good conduct among individuals when the necessary conditions are given
(namely, the actual similarity of the individuals in amount of force and degree
of worth, and their co-relation within one Organization). As soon, however,
as one wished to take this principle more generally, and if possible even as the
fundamental principle of society, it would immediately disclose what it really is—
namely, a Will to the denial of life, a principle of dissolution and decay. Here
one must think profoundly to the very basis and resist all sentimental weakness:’
life itself is essentially appropriation, injury, conquest of the strange and weak,
suppression, severity, obtrusion of peculiar forms, incorporation, and at the
least, putting it mildest, exploitation;—but why should one for ever use precisely
these words on which for ages a disparaging purpose has been stamped? Even
the Organization within which, as was previously supposed, the individuals
treat each other as equal—it takes place in every healthy aristocracy—must itself,
if it be a living and not a dying Organization, do all that towards other bodies,
which the individuals within it refrain from doing to each other: it will have to
be the incarnated Will to Power, it will endeavor to grow, to gain ground, attract
to itself and acquire ascendency—not owing to any morality or immorality, but

- because it lfves, and because life is precisely Will to Power. On no point, however,

is the ordinary consciousness of Europeans more unwilling to be corrected than
on this matter; people now rave everywhere, even under the guise of science,
about coming conditions of society in which “the exploiting character” is to be
absent:—that sounds to my ears as if they promised to invent a mode of life
which should refrain from all organic functions. “Exploitation” does not belong
to a depraved, or imperfect and primitive society: it belongs to the nature of the
living being as a primary organic function; it is a consequence of the intrinsic
Will to Power, which is precisely the Will to Life—Granting that as a theory this
is a novelty—as a reality it is the fundamental fact of all history: let us be so far
honest towards ourselves!

In a tour through the many finer and coarser moralities which have hitherto
prevailed or still prevail on the earth, I found certain traits recurring regularly
together and connected with one another, until finally two primary types
revealed themselves to me, and a radical distinction was brought to light. There
is master-morality and slave-morality;—I would at once add, however, that in all
higher and mixed civilizations, there are also attempts at the reconciliation of



powerful; and if, reversely, men of “modern ideas” believe almost instinctively
in “progress” and the “future,” and are more and more lacking in respect for old
age, the ignoble origin of these “ideas” has complacently betrayed itself thereby.
A morality of the ruling class, however, is more especially foreign and irritating
to present-day taste in the sternness of its principle that one has duties only to
one’s equals; that one may act towards beings of a lower rank, towards all that is
foreign, just as seems good to one, or “as the heart desires,” and in any case
“beyond good and evil”: it is here that sympathy and similar sentiments can
- have a place. The ability and obligation to exercise prolonged gratitude and
prolonged revenge—both only within the circle of equals,—artfulness in
retaliation, raffinement of the idea in friendship, a certain necessity to have
enemies (as outlets for the emotions of envy, quarrelsomeness, arrogance—in
fact, in order to be a good friend): all these are typical characteristics of the noble
morality, which, as has been pointed out, is not the morality of “modern ideas,”
and is therefore at present difficult to realize, and also to unearth and disclose.—
t is otherwise with the second type of morality, slave-morality. Supposing that
he abused, the oppressed, the suffering, the unemancipated, the weary, and
those uncertain of themselves, should moralize, what will be the common
element in their moral estimates? Probably a pessimistic suspicion with regard
-to the entire situation of man will find expression, perhaps a condemnation of
- man, together with his situation. The slave has an unfavorable eye for the virtues
f the powerful; he has a skepticism and distrust, a refinement of distrust of
verything “good” that is there honored—he would fain persuade himself that
the very happiness there is not genuine. On the other hand, those qualities which
erve to alleviate the existence of sufferers are brought into prominence and
- flooded with light; it is here that sympathy, the kind, helping hand, the warm
“heart, patience, diligence, humility, and friendliness attain to honor; for here
ese are the most useful qualities, and almost the only means of supporting the
urden of existence. Slave-morality is essentially the morality of utility. Here is
he seat of the origin of the famous antithesis “good” and “evil”:—power and
angerousness are assumed to reside in the evil, a certain dreadfulness, subtlety,
d strength, which do not admit of being despised. According to slave-morality,
‘therefore, the “evil” man arouses fear: according to mastér-morality, itis precisely
the “good” man who arouses fear and seeks to arouse it, while the bad man is
tegarded as the despicable being. The contrast attains its maximum when, in
cordance with the logical consequences of slave-morality, a shade of
depreciation—it may be slight and well-intentioned—at last attaches itself even
to the “good” man of this morality; because, according to the servile mode of
thought, the good man must in any case be the safe man: he is good-natured,
easily deceived, perhaps a little stupid, un bonhomme, Everywhere that slave-
morality gains the ascendency, language shows a tendency to approximate the
significations of the words “good” and “stupid.”—A last fundamental difference:
the desire for freedom, the instinct for happiness and the refinements of the feeling
of liberty belong as necessarily to slave-morals and morality, as artifice and
thusiasm in reverence and devotion are the regular symptoms of an aristocratic
mode of thinking and estimating.—Hence we can understand without further

the two moralities; but one finds still oftener the confusion and mutual
misunderstanding of them, indeed, sometimes their close juxtaposition—even in
the same man, within one soul. The distinctions of moral values have eithe
originated in a ruling caste, pleasantly conscious of being different from th
ruled—or among the ruled class, the slaves and dependents of all sorts. In the
first case, when it is the rulers who determine the conception “good,” it is
the exalted, proud disposition which is regarded as the distinguishing feature
and that which determines the order of rank. The noble type of man separates
from himself the beings in whom the opposite of this exalted, proud disposition
displays itself: he despises them. Let it at once be noted that in this first kind o
morality the antithesis “good” and “bad” means practically the same as “noble”
and “despicable”;—the antithesis “good” and “evil” is of a different origin. The
cowardly, the timid, the insignificant, and those thinking merely of narrow
utility are despised; moreover, also, the distrustful, with their constrained
glances, the self-abasing, the dog-like kind of men who let themselves be abused;
the mendicant flatterers, and above all the liars:—it is a fundamental belief of all
aristocrats that the common people are untruthful. “We truthful ones”—the
nobility in ancient Greece called themselves. It is obvious that everywhere the
designations of moral value were at first applied to men, and were only
derivatively and at a later period applied to actions; it is a gross mistake, therefore;
when historians of morals start with questions like, “Why have sympathetic
actions been praised?” The noble type of man regards himself as a determiner of
values; he does not require to be approved of; he passes the judgment: “What is-
injurious to me is injurious in itself”; he knows that it is he himself only wh
confers honor on things; he is a creator of values. He honors whatever h
recognizes in himself: such morality is self-glorification. In the foreground the
is the feeling of plenitude, of power, which seeks to overflow, the happiness
high tension, the consciousness of a wealth which would fain give and bestow
the noble man also helps the unfortunate, but not—or scarcely—out of pity, b
rather from an impulse generated by the superabundance of power. The nob
man honors in himself the powerful one, him also who has power over himsel
who knows how to speak and how to keep silence, who takes pleasure i
subjecting himself to severity and hardness, and has reverence for all tha
is severe and hard. “Wotan placed a hard heart in my breast,” says an ol
Scandinavian Saga: it is thus rightly expressed from the soul of a proud Vikiry
Such a type of man is even proud of not being made for sympathy; the hero of th
Saga therefore adds warningly: “He who has not a hard heart when young, will
never have one.” The noble and brave who think thus are the furthest remové
from the morality which sees precisely in sympathy, or in acting for the good o
others, or in désintéressement, the characteristic of the moral; faith in oneself, prid
in oneself, a radical enmity and irony towards “selflessness,” belong as definitel
to noble morality, as do a careless scorn and precaution in presence of sympatht
and the “warm heart.”—It is the powerful who know how to honor, it is their
their domain for invention. The profound reverence for age and for traditio
all law rests on this double reverence,—the beligf and prejudice in favor.

ancestors and unfavorable to newcomers, is typical in the morality o




detail why love as a passion—it is our European m.mum&mma\lxbﬁpmﬁ absolutely be
of noble origin; as is well known, its invention is due to the Provengal poet-
cavaliers, those brilliant ingenious men of the “gai saber,” to whom Europe owes
so much, and almost owes itself.

THE TWILIGHT OF THE IDOLS

What then, alone, can our teaching be?—That no one gives man his mﬁmrnm@
either God, society, his parents, his ancestors, nor himself (this nonsensical idea,
which is at last refuted here, was taught as “intelligible Wmmmwonp: [by] Kant, and
perhaps even as early as Plato himself). No one is responsible for the mm.nﬁ that
he exists at all, that he is constituted as he is, and that he rm@wmﬁm to ww in cer-
tain circumstances and in a particular environment. The fatality of his ”UmEm
carmot be divorced from the fatality of all that which has been and 2& be.
This is not the result of an individual attention, of a will, of an EHW\ there is no
attempt at attaining to any “ideal man,” or “ideal happiness” or “ideal moral-
itv” with him—it is absurd to wish him to be careering towards some sort of
purpose. We invented the concept “purpose”; in reality purpose is altogether
lacking. One is necessary, one is a piece of fate, one belongs to the whole, one
is in the whole—there is nothing that could judge, measure, compare, mmam con-
demn our existence, for that would mean judging, measuring, comparing and
condemning the whole. But there is nothing outside the whole! .H..rm fact thatno one
shall any longer be made responsible, that the nature of existence may not be
traced to a causa prima, that the world is an entity ﬁm&ﬁm as a sensorium nor as
a spirit—this alone is the great deliverance—thus alone is the innocence of .wmnoa-
ing restored. . . . The concept “God” has been the greatest objection to existence
hitherto. . . . We deny God, we deny responsibility in God: thus alone do we
save the world.

THE WILL TO POWER

I regard Christianity as the most fatal and seductive lie that has ever existed—as
the greatest and most impious lie: I can discern the last sprouts [and] Embnrmw :
of its ideal beneath every form of disguise, I decline to enter info COmpromise

or false position in reference to it—I urge people to declare open war with it.

) ings: this is the most
The morality of paltry people as the measure of all things: . .
repugnant kind of degeneracy that civilization has ever yet E..osm._\a Eﬁm exis- .
tence. And this kind of ideal is hanging still, under the name of God,” over

men’s heads!! o .
However modest one’s demands may be concerning intellectual cleanli

, when one touches the New Testament one cannot help mx@mnw.mb&bm asort
Mmﬂm%ummmwzm feeling of discomfort; for the E&oﬁb&wm cheek with which the
least qualified people will have their say in its pages, in regard to the greatest ”
problems of existence, and claim to sit in judgment on such matters, exceeds all
limits. The impudent levity with which the most unwieldy problems are spoken .

of here (life, the world, God, the purpose of life), as if they were not problems at
all, but the most simple things which these little bigots know all about!!!

This was the most fatal form of insanity that has ever yet existed on earth:—
when these little lying abortions of bigotry begin laying claim to the words
“God,” “lastjudgment,” “truth,” “love,” “wisdom,” “Holy Spirit,” and thereby
distinguishing themselves from the rest of the world; when such men begin to
transvalue values to suit themselves, as though they were the sense, the salt,
the standard, and the measure of all things; then all that one should do is this:

~ build lunatic asylums for their incarceration. To persecute them was an egre-

gious act of antique folly: this was taking them too seriously; it was making
them serious.

The whole fatality was made possible by the fact that a similar form of meg-
alomania was already in existence, the Jewish form (once the gulf separating the
Jews from the Christian-Jews was bridged, the Christian-Jews were compelled to
employ those self-preservative measures afresh which were discovered by the
Jewish instinct, for their own self-preservation, after having accentuated them);
and again through the fact that Greek moral philosophy had done everything
that could be done to prepare the way for moral-fanaticism, even among Greeks
and Romans, and to render it palatable. . . . Plato, the great importer of corrup-
tion, who was the first who refused to see Nature in morality, and who had
already deprived the Greek gods of all their worth by his notion “good,” was
already tainted with Jewish bigotry (in Egypt?). ...

The law, which is the fundamentally realistic formula of certain self-
preservative measures of a community, forbids certain actions that have
a definite tendency to jeopardize the welfare of that community: it does not
forbid the attitude of mind which gives rise to these actions—for in the pursuit
of other ends the community requires these forbidden actions, namely, when
it is a matter of opposing its enemies. The moral idealist now steps forward
and says: “God sees into men’s hearts: the action itself counts for nothing; the
reprehensible attitude of mind from which it proceeds must be extirpated. ...”
In normal conditions men laugh at such things; it is only in exceptional
cases, when a community lives quite beyond the need of waging war in order
to maintain itself, that an ear is lent to such things. Any attitude of mind is
abandoned, the utility of which cannot be conceived. '

This was the case, for example, when Buddha appeared among a people

that was both peaceable and afflicted with great intellectual weariness.

This was also the case in regard to the first Christian community (as also the

Jewish), the primary condition of which was the absolutely unpolitical Jewish
- society. Christianity could grow only upon the soil of Judaism—that is to say,
~ among a people that had already renounced the political life, and which led a

ort of parasitic existence within the Roman sphere of government. Christianity

. goes a step farther; it allows men to “emasculate” themselves even more; the

ircumstances actually favor their doing so.—Nature is expelled from morality

when it is said, “Love ye your enemies”: for Nature’s injunction, “Ye shall love
your neighbor and hate your enemy,” has now become senseless in the law (in
instinct); now, even the love a man feels for his neighbor must first be based upon



something (a sort of love of God). God is H.bﬂ,ommﬁm& m<m~§5mwm\ and SNMW M«
withdrawn; the natural origin of morality is &mEmn.w m.<.m32<rmam. the %ﬂmxmﬂn i
Nuature, which lies in acknowledging a natural morality, is nm.m:.ov& to mo %mﬂ . .m.
Whence comes the seductive charm of this emasculate ideal of man? nwwuma
we not disgusted by it, just as we are disgusted at the thought of w mcbcm m .mm
The answer is obvious: it is not the voice of the eunuch that revolts Mm\ e %Ss
the cruel mutilation of which itis the result; for, mm a matter oﬁmg Hw as gr "
sweeter. . . . And owing to the very fact that .ﬁrm .E&m organ has Hmmﬁ EMW -
tated from virtue, its voice now has a feminine ring, which, formerly, wa
© wmunwwm.wm%mﬂ hand, we have only to think of the terrible Wmabmmm.\ dangers,
and accidents to which a life of manly virtues Hmmm.m.l.ﬁwm lifeofa m%nm%mbw MMM
at the present day, or that of a heathen Arab ?&dnw.n resembles the O.anms v
life even to the smallest detail: the Arab’s songs might have mvmmﬁ SEm mwmnw
Corsicans)—in order to perceive how the most wowzm.n S%w o MDWb <Mm v
nated and moved by the voluptuous ring of mmm moogmmm an @Eﬁw..mmmﬁ. A
pastoral melody . . . anidyll. .. the “good man”: such things have mos
tragedy is abroad. . N -
mmmmu«mw Mwwwmwmmm%c\ moral castration.—How is war waged m.mm:ww.w ﬁWm Sbwm waw
sions and valuations? No violent physical means are m&mt&u et e wa
therefore be one of ruses, spells, and Emm..|mh short, a “spiritual Rwﬁw i fen
First recipe: One appropriates virtue in general, and makes Hw e mem ot
ture of one’s ideal; the older ideal is bwmamwmmbm,%mmmwwwmwo be the reve
i to be carried to a fine art tor . o
RN&MMWM% MMMWM_ One’s own type is set up as a. general mg.:&aim. Mﬂ%ﬂ W
projected into all things, behind all things, and behind the destiny of a g
® D%MM.HQ recipe: The opponents of one’s ideal are declared to be the M@?.EMHM
of God; one arrogates to oneself a right to great pathos, to power, and a rig :
nEmmMWMMOHMWMM All suffering, all gruesome, terrible, and mm*.& ﬁ.mﬁmm are
declared to be the results of opposition mao o:mw. Mﬂmﬁlﬁwmw MMWW&BW is punish-
in the case of one’s adherents (except it be a , etc.). \
§§WWMM5HMWWH One goes so far as to regard me.c.am as the Hm.MmHmmmOm onmh
ideal, and the lengthy sojourn amid natural nﬂﬁ&ﬁobm is noﬂmwr ere M. mmmn:m‘
trial of patience-—a sort of Bmagmmogw ob% Hﬁymm\\noamgwﬁ both in on
' towards all “natura gs. . .
Emmmwﬁmwwﬂwmﬁmmw mwmﬂm triumph of anti-naturalism and Emm@ nmmﬁmﬁow\.ﬁﬂm MM
umph of the world of the pure, good, sinless, and blessed, is vmw_mnﬁm. in w e
future as the consummation, the finale, the great hope, and the Coming o
?MWMMW% %ﬂﬂ.ﬁm may still be allowed to laugh at this wammﬂmw 5@%@%@
of a small species of man to the position of an absolute standard o mmg moH.&
To what extent psychologists have wmmb corrupted by the Bm 2
idiosyncrasyl—Not one of the ancient wEOmmmrmnm had the Mmcmmmmmamm
advance the theory of the non-free will (that is to say, the theory tha

morality);—not one had the courage to identify the typical feature of happiness,
of every kind of happiness (“pleasure”), with the will to power: for the pleasure
of power was considered immoral;—not one had the courage to regard virtue
as a result of immorality (as a result of a will to power) in the service of a species
(or of a race, or of a polis); for the will to power was considered immoral.

In the whole of moral evolution, there is no sign of truth: all the conceptual
elements which come into play are fictions; all the psychological tenets are false;
all the forms of logic employed in this department of prevarication are soph-
isms. The chief feature of all moral philosophers is their total lack of intellec-
tual cleanliness and self-control: they regard “fine feelings” as arguments: their
heaving breasts seem to them the bellows of godliness. . . . Moral philosophy is
the most suspicious period in the history of the human intellect.

The first great example: in the name of morality and under its patronage, a
great wrong was committed, which as a matter of fact was in every respect an
act of decadence. Sufficient stress cannot be laid upon this fact, that the great
Greek philosophers not only represented the decadence of every kind of Greek
ability, but also made it contagious. . . . This “virtue” made wholly abstract was
the highest form of seduction; to make oneself abstract means to turn one’s back
on the world. _

The moment is a very remarkable one: the Sophists are within sight of
the first criticism of morality, the first knowledge of morality:—they classify the
majority of moral valuations (in view of their dependence upon local condi-
tions) together;—they lead one to understand that every form of morality is
capable of being upheld dialectically: that is to say, they guessed that all the
fundamental principles of a morality must be sophistical—a proposition which -
was afterwards proved in the grandest possible style by the ancient philoso-
phers from Plato onwards (up to Kant);—they postulate the primary truth that
there is rio such thing as a “moral per se,” a “good per se,” and that it is madness
to talk of “truth” in this respect.

Wherever was intellectual uprightness to be found in those days? :

The Greek culture of the Sophists had grown out of all the Greek instincts;
it belongs to the culture of the age of Pericles as necessarily as Plato does not: it
has its predecessors in Heraclitus, Democritus, and in the scientific types of the
old philosophy; it finds expression in the elevated culture of Thucydides, for
instance. And—it has ultimately shown itself to be right: every step in the sci-
ence of epistemology and morality has confirmed the attitude of the Sophists. . ..
Our modern attitude of mind is, to a great extent, Heraclitean, Democritean,
and Protagorean. . . to say that it is Protagorean is even sufficient: because Pro-

- tagoras was in himself a synthesis of the two men Heraclitus and Democritus.

(Plato: a great Cagliostro,~—let us think of how Epicurus judged him; how
Timon, Pyrrho’s friend, judged him—TIs Plato’s integrity by any chance beyond

- question?. . . But we at least know what he wished to have taught as absolute
- truth—namely, things which were to him not even relative truths; the separate

and immortal life of “souls.”)






