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THUS SPAKE ZARATHUSTRA
by Friedrich N etzsche
transl ated by Thomas Cormmon
PROLOGUE
Zar at hustra's Prol ogue

1

VHEN Zar athustra was thirty years old, he left his hone and the | ake
of his hone, and went into the nmountains. There he enjoyed his
spirit and his solitude, and for ten years did not weary of it. But at
I ast his heart changed,- and rising one norning with the rosy dawn, he
went before the sun, and spake thus unto it:

Thou great star! What woul d be thy happiness if thou hadst not those
for whom t hou shinest!

For ten years hast thou clinbed hither unto ny cave: thou woul dst
have wearied of thy Iight and of the journey, had it not been for
me, mne eagle, and ny serpent.

But we awaited thee every norning, took fromthee thine overfl ow
and bl essed thee for it.

Lo! I amweary of my wisdom I|ike the bee that hath gathered too
much honey; | need hands outstretched to take it.

I would fain bestow and distribute, until the wi se have once nore
becone joyous in their folly, and the poor happy in their riches.

Therefore nmust | descend into the deep: as thou doest in the
eveni ng, when thou goest behind the sea, and givest light also to
the nether-world, thou exuberant star

Li ke thee nmust | go down, as nen say, to whom| shall descend.

Bl ess me, then, thou tranquil eye, that canst behold even the
great est happi ness without envy!

Bl ess the cup that is about to overflow, that the water may fl ow
gol den out of it, and carry everywhere the reflection of thy bliss!

Lo! This cup is again going to enpty itself, and Zarathustra is
again going to be a nan.

Thus began Zarat hustra's down-goi ng.
2.

Zar at hustra went down the nountain al one, no one neeting him When
he entered the forest, however, there suddenly stood before himan old
man, who had left his holy cot to seek roots. And thus spake the old
man to Zarathustra

"No stranger to nme is this wanderer: many years ago passed he by.
Zarathustra he was called; but he hath altered.

Then thou carriedst thine ashes into the nountains: wilt thou now
carry thy fire into the valleys? Fearest thou not the incendiary's
doon?

Yea, | recognize Zarathustra. Pure is his eye, and no | oathing
| urketh about his nmouth. Goeth he not along |ike a dancer?

Altered is Zarathustra; a child hath Zarathustra becone; an awakened
one is Zarathustra: what wilt thou do in the land of the sleepers?

As in the sea hast thou lived in solitude, and it hath borne thee
up. Alas, wilt thou now go ashore? Alas, wilt thou again drag thy body
t hysel f ?"
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Zar at hustra answered: "I |ove nankind."
"Way," said the saint, "did | go into the forest and the desert? Was

it not because |I loved nen far too well?

Now | | ove God: nen, | do not love. Man is a thing too inperfect for
nme. Love to man would be fatal to ne."

Zar at hustra answered: "What spake | of love! | ambringing gifts
unto nen."

"G ve themnothing," said the saint. "Take rather part of their
load, and carry it along with them that will be nost agreeable unto
them if only it be agreeable unto thee!

If, however, thou wilt give unto them give themno nore than an
alns, and let themalso beg for it!"

"No," replied Zarathustra, "I give no alnms. | am not poor enough for
that."

The saint | aughed at Zarathustra, and spake thus: "Then see to it
that they accept thy treasures! They are distrustful of anchorites,
and do not believe that we come with gifts.

The fall of our footsteps ringeth too hollow through their
streets. And just as at night, when they are in bed and hear a man
abroad | ong before sunrise, so they ask thensel ves concerni ng us:
Where goeth the thief?

Go not to nen, but stay in the forest! Go rather to the animals! Wy
not be like nme- a bear anongst bears, a bird anmongst birds?"

"And what doeth the saint in the forest?" asked Zarathustra.

The saint answered: "I make hymms and sing them and in maki ng hymms
I laugh and weep and nunbl e: thus do | praise God.

Wth singing, weeping, |aughing, and nunbling do |I praise the God
who is ny God. But what dost thou bring us as a gift?"

Wien Zarat hustra had heard these words, he bowed to the saint and
sai d: "What should | have to give theel Let me rather hurry hence | est
| take aught away fromthee!"- And thus they parted from one
anot her, the old nman and Zarathustra, |aughing |ike school boys.

Wien Zarat hustra was al one, however, he said to his heart: "Could it
be possible! This old saint in the forest hath not yet heard of it,
that God is dead!"

3.

When Zarathustra arrived at the nearest town which adjoineth the
forest, he found many people assenbled in the market-place; for it had
been announced that a rope-dancer woul d give a performance. And
Zar at hustra spake thus unto the people:

| teach you the Supernman. Man is sonmething that is to be
sur passed. What have ye done to surpass nman?

Al'l beings hitherto have created sonething beyond thensel ves: and ye
want to be the ebb of that great tide, and would rather go back to the
beast than surpass nan?

What is the ape to nan? A | aughi ng-stock, a thing of shame. And just
the same shall man be to the Superman: a | aughi ng-stock, a thing of
shane.

Ye have made your way fromthe wormto man, and nuch within you is
still worm Once were ye apes, and even yet man is nore of an ape than
any of the apes.

Even the wi sest anong you is only a disharnmony and hybrid of plant
and phantom But do | bid you becone phantons or plants?

Lo, |I teach you the Supernman

The Superman is the nmeaning of the earth. Let your will say: The
Superman shall he the neaning of the earth!

| conjure you, nmy brethren, remain true to the earth, and believe
not those who speak unto you of superearthly hopes! Poi soners are



t hey, whether they know it or not.

Despisers of life are they, decaying ones and poi soned ones
t hemsel ves, of whomthe earth is weary: so away with them

Once bl aspheny agai nst God was the greatest blaspheny; but God died,
and therewith al so those bl asphenmers. To bl asphene the earth is now
the dreadful est sin, and to rate the heart of the unknowabl e hi gher
than the neani ng of the earth!

Once the soul |ooked contenptuously on the body, and then that
contenpt was the suprene thing:- the soul w shed the body neagre,
ghastly, and fam shed. Thus it thought to escape fromthe body and the
eart h.

Ch, that soul was itself neagre, ghastly, and fam shed; and
cruelty was the delight of that soul

But ye, also, my brethren, tell nme: What doth your body say about
your soul ? I's your soul not poverty and pollution and wetched
sel f- conpl acency?

Verily, a polluted streamis nan. One nust be a sea, to receive a
pol l uted stream w t hout beconi ng i npure.

Lo, | teach you the Superman: he is that sea; in himcan your
great contenpt be subnerged.

What is the greatest thing ye can experience? It is the hour of
great contenpt. The hour in which even your happi ness beconeth
| oat hsone unto you, and so al so your reason and virtue.

The hour when ye say: "Wat good is ny happiness! It is poverty
and pol lution and wetched sel f-conpl acency. But my happi ness shoul d
justify existence itself!"

The hour when ye say: "What good is ny reason! Doth it |long for
know edge as the lion for his food? It is poverty and pollution and
wr et ched sel f-conpl acency! "

The hour when ye say: "Wiat good is ny virtue! As yet it hath not
made ne passionate. How weary | am of ny good and ny bad! It is al
poverty and pollution and wetched sel f-conplacency!"

The hour when ye say: "Wat good is ny justice! | do not see that
| am fervour and fuel. The just, however, are fervour and fuel!"

The hour when we say: "Wiat good is ny pity! Is not pity the cross
on which he is nailed who loveth man? But ny pity is not a
crucifixion."

Have ye ever spoken thus? Have ye ever cried thus? Ah! woul d that
| had heard you crying thus!

It is not your sin- it is your self-satisfaction that crieth unto
heaven; your very sparingness in sin crieth unto heaven

Wiere is the lightning to lick you with its tongue? Were is the
frenzy with which ye should be inocul at ed?

Lo, | teach you the Superman: he is that Iightning, he is that
frenzy! -

When Zarat hustra had thus spoken, one of the people called out:
"W have now heard enough of the rope-dancer; it is tinme now for us
to. see him" And all the people |aughed at Zarathustra. But the
rope- dancer, who thought the words applied to him began his
per f or mance.

4.

Zar at hustra, however, |ooked at the people and wondered. Then he
spake thus:

Man is a rope stretched between the animal and the Supernman- a
rope over an abyss.

A danger ous crossing, a dangerous wayfaring, a dangerous
| ooki ng- back, a dangerous trenbling and hal ting.

What is great in man is that he is a bridge and not a goal: what



is lovable in man is that he is an over-going and a down-goi ng.

| love those that know not how to |ive except as down-goers, for
they are the over-goers.

I love the great despisers, because they are the great adorers,
and arrows of longing for the other shore.

I love those who do not first seek a reason beyond the stars for
goi ng down and being sacrifices, but sacrifice thenselves to the
earth, that the earth of the Superman nay hereafter arrive.

I love himwho liveth in order to know, and seeketh to know in order
that the Supernman may hereafter live. Thus seeketh he his own
down- goi ng.

I love himwho | aboureth and inventeth, that he may build the
house for the Superman, and prepare for himearth, aninmal, and
plant: for thus seeketh he his own down-goi ng.

I love himwho loveth his virtue: for virtue is the will to
down- goi ng, and an arrow of | onging.

I love himwho reserveth no share of spirit for hinself, but wanteth
to be wholly the spirit of his virtue: thus wal keth he as spirit
over the bridge.

I love himwho maketh his virtue his inclination and destiny:
thus, for the sake of his virtue, he is willing to live on, or live no
nor e.

I love himwho desireth not too many virtues. One virtue is nore
of a virtue than two, because it is nore of a knot for one's destiny
to cling to.

I 1 ove himwhose soul is lavish, who wanteth no thanks and doth
not give back: for he always bestoweth, and desireth not to keep for
hi nsel f.

I love himwho is ashamed when the dice fall in his favour, and
who then asketh: "Am | a dishonest player?"- for he is willing to
succunb

I love himwho scattereth gol den words in advance of his deeds,
and al ways doeth nore than he proniseth: for he seeketh his own
down- goi ng.

I love himwho justifieth the future ones, and redeeneth the past
ones: for he is willing to succunb through the present ones.

I love himwho chasteneth his God, because he loveth his God: for he
nmust succunb through the wath of his God.

I love himwhose soul is deep even in the wounding, and may
succunmb through a small matter: thus goeth he willingly over the
bri dge.

I love himwhose soul is so overfull that he forgetteth hinself, and
all things are in him thus all things becone his down-goi ng.

I love himwho is of a free spirit and a free heart: thus is his
head only the bowels of his heart; his heart, however, causeth his
down- goi ng.

I love all who are like heavy drops falling one by one out of the
dark cloud that |owereth over nman: they herald the conming of the
i ghtning, and succunb as heral ds.

Lo, | ama herald of the lightning, and a heavy drop out of the
cloud: the Iightning, however, is the Superman. -

5.

Wien Zarat hustra had spoken these words, he again |ooked at the
peopl e, and was silent. "There they stand," said he to his heart;
"there they laugh: they understand ne not; | amnot the nouth for
t hese ears.

Must one first batter their ears, that they nmay learn to hear with
their eyes? Must one clatter |ike kettledrunms and penitenti al



preachers? O do they only believe the stamerer?

They have sonet hi ng whereof they are proud. What do they call it,
that which maketh them proud? Culture, they call it; it distinguisheth
them from t he goat herds

They dislike, therefore, to hear of 'contenpt' of thenselves. So
will appeal to their pride.

I will speak unto them of the nost contenptible thing: that,
however, is the [ast man!"

And thus spake Zarathustra unto the people:

It is tine for man to fix his goal. It is tine for man to pl ant
the germ of his highest hope.
Still is his soil rich enough for it. But that soil wll one day

be poor and exhausted, and no lofty tree will any longer be able to
grow t hereon.

Al as! there coneth the tine when nman will no |onger |aunch the arrow
of his Ionging beyond nman- and the string of his bow w |l have
unl earned to whizz!

| tell you: one nust still have chaos in one, to give birth to a
dancing star. | tell you: ye have still chaos in you

Al as! There coneth the tinme when man will no longer give birth to
any star. Alas! There coneth the time of the nost despicable nman
who can no | onger despise hinself.

Lo! | show you the last nan

"What is love? What is creation? Wat is longing? Wat is a
star?"- so asketh the last man and blinketh.

The earth hath then becone snmall, and on it there hoppeth the | ast
man who maketh everything small. Hi s species is ineradicable |ike that
of the ground-flea; the last man liveth | ongest.

"W have di scovered happi ness"- say the |last nen, and blink thereby.

They have left the regions where it is hard to live; for they need

warnmth. One still |oveth one's nei ghbour and rubbeth against him
for one needeth warnth

Turning ill and being distrustful, they consider sinful: they walk
warily. He is a fool who still stunbleth over stones or nen

Alittle poison now and then: that maketh pleasant dreans. And
much poi son at last for a pleasant death.

One still worketh, for work is a pastine. But one is careful |est
t he pastinme should hurt one.

One no | onger beconeth poor or rich; both are too burdensone. \Wo
still wanteth to rule? Who still wanteth to obey? Both are too
bur densone.

No shepherd, and one herd! Everyone wanteth the sane; everyone is
equal : he who hath other sentinents goeth voluntarily into the
madhouse.

"Formerly all the world was insane,"- say the subtlest of them
and blink thereby.

They are clever and know all that hath happened: so there is no
end to their raillery. People still fall out, but are soon reconcil ed-
otherwise it spoileth their stomachs.

They have their little pleasures for the day, and their little
pl easures for the night, but they have a regard for health.

"W have di scovered happiness,"- say the last nen, and blink
t her eby. -

And here ended the first discourse of Zarathustra, which is al so
called "The Prol ogue", for at this point the shouting and mrth of the
mul titude interrupted him "Gve us this last man, O Zarathustra,"-
they called out- "make us into these last nen! Then will we nake
thee a present of the Supernan!" And all the people exulted and
smacked their |ips. Zarathustra, however, turned sad, and said to
his heart:



"They understand ne not: | amnot the nouth for these ears.

Too | ong, perhaps, have |I lived in the nountains; too much have
hear kened unto the brooks and trees: now do | speak unto them as
unto t he goatherds.

Calmis my soul, and clear, like the nountains in the norning. But
they think me cold, and a nocker with terrible jests.

And now do they |l ook at nme and | augh: and while they |augh they hate
nme too. There is ice in their |aughter.”

6.

Then, however, sonething happened whi ch nade every nmouth nute and
every eye fixed. In the nmeantine, of course, the rope-dancer had
comrenced his perfornmance: he had conme out at a little door, and was
goi ng along the rope which was stretched between two towers, so that
it hung above the narket-place and the people. Wien he was just m dway
across, the little door opened once nore, and a gaudily-dressed fell ow
i ke a buffoon sprang out, and went rapidly after the first one. "CGo
on, halt-foot," cried his frightful voice, "go on, |azy-bones,
interloper, sallowfacel- lest | tickle thee with ny heel! What dost
thou here between the towers? In the tower is the place for thee, thou
shoul dst be | ocked up; to one better than thyself thou bl ockest the
way!"- And with every word he canme nearer and nearer the first one.
When, however, he was but a step behind, there happened the
frightful thing which nade every nouth nmute and every eye fixed- he
uttered a yell like a devil, and junped over the other who was in
his way. The latter, however, when he thus saw his rival triunph, |ost
at the same tine his head and his footing on the rope; he threw his
pol e away, and shot downward faster than it, |like an eddy of arns
and legs, into the depth. The narket-place and the people were like
the sea when the stormconeth on: they all flew apart and in disorder
especially where the body was about to fall.

Zar at hustra, however, remained standing, and just beside himfel
the body, badly injured and disfigured, but not yet dead. After a
whil e consci ousness returned to the shattered man, and he saw
Zar at hustra kneeling beside him "What art thou doing there?" said
he at last, "I knew long ago that the devil would trip ne up. Now he
draggeth ne to hell: wilt thou prevent hin®"

"On mine honour, ny friend," answered Zarathustra, "there is nothing
of all that whereof thou speakest: there is no devil and no hell
Thy soul will be dead even sooner than thy body; fear, therefore
not hi ng any nore!"

The man | ooked up distrustfully. "If thou speakest the truth,"
said he, "I lose nothing when | lose ny life. I amnot nuch nore
than an ani nal whi ch hath been taught to dance by bl ows and scanty
fare."

"Not at all," said Zarathustra, "thou hast nade danger thy
calling; therein there is nothing contenptible. Now thou perishest
by thy calling: therefore will | bury thee with nmine own hands."

Wien Zarathustra had said this the dying one did not reply
further; but he noved his hand as if he sought the hand of Zarathustra
in gratitude.

7.

Meanwhil e the evening cane on, and the market-place veiled itself in
gl oom Then the people dispersed, for even curiosity and terror becone
fatigued. Zarathustra, however, still sat beside the dead nman on the
ground, absorbed in thought: so he forgot the time. But at last it
becanme night, and a cold wi nd bl ew upon the |onely one. Then arose



Zar at hustra and said to his heart:

Verily, a fine catch of fish hath Zarathustra made to-day! It is not
a man he hath caught, but a corpse.

Sonbre is human life, and as yet without meaning: a buffoon may be
fateful to it.

I want to teach nen the sense of their existence, which is the
Superman, the lightning out of the dark cloud- man

But still aml far fromthem and ny sense speaketh not unto their
sense. To nen | amstill sonething between a fool and a corpse.

d oony is the night, gloony are the ways of Zarathustra. Cone,
thou cold and stiff conpanion! | carry thee to the place where | shal

bury thee with m ne own hands.
8.

When Zarat hustra had said this to his heart, he put the corpse
upon his shoul ders and set out on his way. Yet had he not gone a
hundred steps, when there stole a man up to himand whispered in his
ear- and |l o! he that spake was the buffoon fromthe tower. "Leave this
town, O Zarathustra," said he, "there are too many here who hate thee.
The good and just hate thee, and call thee their eneny and despi ser
the believers in the orthodox belief hate thee, and call thee a danger
to the nmultitude. It was thy good fortune to be |aughed at: and verily
thou spakest like a buffoon. It was thy good fortune to associate with
the dead dog; by so hunmiliating thyself thou hast saved thy life
to-day. Depart, however, fromthis town,- or tonorrow | shall junp
over thee, a living man over a dead one." And when he had said this,
t he buffoon vani shed; Zarathustra, however, went on through the dark
streets.

At the gate of the town the grave-diggers net him they shone
their torch on his face, and, recognising Zarathustra, they sorely
derided him "Zarathustra is carrying away the dead dog: a fine
thing that Zarathustra hath turned a grave-digger! For our hands are
too cleanly for that roast. WIIl Zarathustra steal the bite fromthe
devil? Well then, good luck to the repast! If only the devil is not
a better thief than Zarathustra!- he will steal themboth, he will eat
them both!" And they | aughed anong t hensel ves, and put their heads
t oget her.

Zar at hustra made no answer thereto, but went on his way. \Wen he had
gone on for two hours, past forests and swanps, he had heard too
much of the hungry how ing of the wolves, and he hinself becane
hungry. So he halted at a lonely house in which a Iight was burning.

"Hunger attacketh ne," said Zarathustra, "like a robber. Anong
forests and swanps ny hunger attacketh me, and late in the night.

"Strange humours hath ny hunger. Often it cometh to nme only after
a repast, and all day it hath failed to conme: where hath it been?"

And thereupon Zarat hustra knocked at the door of the house. An old
man appeared, who carried a light, and asked: "Wo conmeth unto ne
and nmy bad sl eep?”

"Aliving man and a dead one," said Zarathustra. "G ve ne
sonething to eat and drink, | forgot it during the day. He that
feedeth the hungry refresheth his own soul, saith wi sdom"

The old man wit hdrew, but canme back i mredi ately and of fered
Zarathustra bread and wine. "A bad country for the hungry," said he;

"that is why | live here. Animal and man cone unto ne, the
anchorite. But bid thy conpanion eat and drink also, he is wearier
than thou." Zarathustra answered: "My conpanion is dead; | shal

hardly be able to persuade himto eat." "That doth not concern ne,"
said the old man sullenly; "he that knocketh at my door nust take what
| offer him Eat, and fare ye well!"-



Thereafter Zarathustra again went on for two hours, trusting to
the path and the light of the stars: for he was an experienced
ni ght -wal ker, and liked to look into the face of all that slept.
When t he norni ng dawned, however, Zarathustra found hinself in a thick
forest, and no path was any longer visible. He then put the dead nan
in a hollowtree at his head- for he wanted to protect himfromthe
wol ves- and laid hinmself down on the ground and noss. And
i medi ately he fell asleep, tired in body, but with a tranquil soul

9.

Long sl ept Zarathustra; and not only the rosy dawn passed over his
head, but al so the norning. At |ast, however, his eyes opened, and
amazedly he gazed into the forest and the stillness, anazedly he gazed
into hinself. Then he arose quickly, like a seafarer who all at once
seeth the land; and he shouted for joy: for he saw a new truth. And he
spake thus to his heart:

A light hath dawned upon ne: | need conpanions- |iving ones; not
dead conpani ons and corpses, which I carry with ne where | wll.

But | need living conpanions, who will follow nme because they want
to follow thenselves- and to the place where | will. A light hath
dawned upon ne. Not to the people is Zarathustra to speak, but to
conpani ons! Zarathustra shall not be the herd's herdsnman and hound!

To allure many fromthe herd- for that purpose have | cone. The
peopl e and the herd nust be angry with ne: a robber shal
Zar at hustra be call ed by the herdsnen.

Herdsnen, | say, but they call thenselves the good and just.
Herdsnen, | say, but they call thenselves the believers in the
ort hodox belief.

Behol d the good and just! Whom do they hate nost? H m who breaketh
up their tables of values, the breaker, the | awbreaker:- he,
however, is the creator

Behol d the believers of all beliefs! Whom do they hate nost? Hi m who
breaketh up their tables of values, the breaker, the |aw breaker-
he, however, is the creator

Conpani ons, the creator seeketh, not corpses- and not herds or
believers either. Fellowcreators the creator seeketh- those who grave
new val ues on new tabl es.

Conpani ons, the creator seeketh, and fellowreapers: for
everything is ripe for the harvest with him But he |acketh the
hundred sickles: so he plucketh the ears of corn and is vexed.

Conpani ons, the creator seeketh, and such as know how t o whet
their sickles. Destroyers, will they be called, and despisers of
good and evil. But they are the reapers and rejoicers.

Fel |l owcreators, Zarathustra seeketh; fellowreapers and
fellowrejoicers, Zarathustra seeketh: what hath he to do with herds
and herdsnen and cor pses!

And thou, ny first conpanion, rest in peace! Wll have | buried thee
in thy hollow tree; well have | hid thee fromthe wol ves

But | part fromthee; the tine hath arrived. 'Tw xt rosy dawn and
rosy dawn there cane unto ne a new truth.

I amnot to be a herdsman, | amnot to be a grave-digger. Not any
more will | discourse unto the people; for the last tine have | spoken
unto the dead.

Wth the creators, the reapers, and the rejoicers will |

associate: the rainbowwill | show them and all the stairs to the
Super man.

To the lone-dwellers will | sing nmy song, and to the twain-dwellers
and unto himwho hath still ears for the unheard, will | nake the

heart heavy with nmy happi ness.



| make for nmy goal, |I follow ny course; over the loitering and tardy
will | leap. Thus let my on-going be their down-going!

10.

This had Zarathustra said to his heart when the sun stood at
noon-tide. Then he | ooked inquiringly aloft,- for he heard above him
the sharp call of a bird. And behold! An eagle swept through the air
in wide circles, and on it hung a serpent, not like a prey, but like a
friend: for it kept itself coiled round the eagle's neck

"They are mine aninals," said Zarathustra, and rejoiced in his
heart .

"The proudest ani mal under the sun, and the w sest ani mal under
the sun,- they have cone out to reconnoitre.

They want to know whet her Zarathustra still liveth. Verily, do
still live?

More dangerous have | found it anobng nen than anong aninals; in
danger ous pat hs goeth Zarathustra. Let nmine animals |ead ne!

Wien Zarathustra had said this, he renenbered the words of the saint
in the forest. Then he sighed and spake thus to his heart:

"Would that | were wiser! Wuld that | were wise fromthe very
heart, |ike ny serpent!

But | am asking the inpossible. Therefore do | ask my pride to go
al ways with ny w sdom

And if my wisdom should some day forsake nme:- alas! it loveth to fly
away!- may ny pride then fly with ny folly!"

Thus began Zarat hustra's down-goi ng.
FI RST PART.

1. The Three Met anorphoses

THREE net anor phoses of the spirit do | designate to you: how the
spirit beconeth a canmel, the canel a lion, and the lion at last a
chi I d.

Many heavy things are there for the spirit, the strong
| oad-bearing spirit in which reverence dwelleth: for the heavy and the
heavi est | ongeth its strength.

What is heavy? so asketh the | oad-bearing spirit; then kneeleth it
down like the canel, and wanteth to be well |aden

What is the heaviest thing, ye heroes? asketh the | oad-bearing
spirit, that | may take it upon me and rejoice in ny strength.

Is it not this: To hunmiliate oneself in order to nortify one's
pride? To exhibit one's folly in order to nock at one's w sdonf®?

O is it this: To desert our cause when it celebrateth its
triunph? To ascend hi gh nountains to tenpt the tenpter?

O is it this: To feed on the acorns and grass of know edge, and for
the sake of truth to suffer hunger of soul?

O is it this: To be sick and disniss conforters, and nake friends
of the deaf, who never hear thy requests?

O is it this: To go into foul water when it is the water of
truth, and not disclaimcold frogs and hot toads?

O is it this: To | ove those who despise us, and give one's hand
to the phantomwhen it is going to frighten us?

Al'l these heaviest things the | oad-bearing spirit taketh upon
itself: and like the canel, which, when | aden, hasteneth into the
wi | derness, so hasteneth the spirit into its wlderness.

But in the Ioneliest wlderness happeneth the second
nmet anmor phosis: here the spirit beconmeth a lion; freedomwll it
capture, and lordship in its own w | derness.



lts last Lord it here seeketh: hostile will it be to him and to its

| ast God; for victory will it struggle with the great dragon

What is the great dragon which the spirit is no longer inclined to
call Lord and God? "Thou-shalt," is the great dragon called. But the
spirit of the lion saith, "I will."

"Thou-shalt,"” lieth in its path, sparkling with gold- a

scal e-covered beast; and on every scale glittereth gol den, "Thou
shalt!"

The val ues of a thousand years glitter on those scales, and thus
speaketh the mightiest of all dragons: "All the values of things-
glitter on ne.

Al'l val ues have already been created, and all created val ues- do
represent. Verily, there shall be no 'l will' any nore. Thus
speaket h the dragon.

My brethren, wherefore is there need of the lion in the spirit?

Wiy sufficeth not the beast of burden, which renounceth and is
reverent?

To create new val ues- that, even the |lion cannot yet acconplish: but
to create itself freedomfor new creating- that can the might of the
lion do.

To create itself freedom and give a holy Nay even unto duty: for
that, ny brethren, there is need of the lion

To assume the ride to new values- that is the nost fornidable
assunption for a | oad-bearing and reverent spirit. Verily, unto such a
spirit it is preying, and the work of a beast of prey.

As its holiest, it once |loved "Thou-shalt": nowis it forced to find
illusion and arbitrariness even in the holiest things, that it may
capture freedomfromits love: the lion is needed for this capture.

But tell me, ny brethren, what the child can do, which even the lion
could not do? Way hath the preying lion still to becone a child?

I nnocence is the child, and forgetful ness, a new beginning, a
ganme, a self-rolling wheel, a first novenment, a holy Yea

Aye, for the gane of creating, nmy brethren, there is needed a holy
Yea unto life: its own will, willeth nowthe spirit; his own world
wi nneth the world's outcast.

Three netanor phoses of the spirit have | designated to you: how
the spirit became a canel, the canel a lion, and the lion at last a
child.-

Thus spake Zarathustra. And at that tinme he abode in the town
which is called The Pied Cow.
2. The Acadenic Chairs of Virtue

PEOPLE conmended unto Zarathustra a wi se man, as one who could
di scourse well about sleep and virtue: greatly was he honoured and
rewarded for it, and all the youths sat before his chair. To him
went Zarathustra, and sat anong the youths before his chair. And
t hus spake the w se man

Respect and nodesty in presence of sleep! That is the first thing!
And to go out of the way of all who sleep badly and keep awake at
ni ght!

Modest is even the thief in presence of sleep: he always steal eth
softly through the night. | mobdest, however, is the night-watchman
i modestly he carrieth his horn

No small art is it to sleep: it is necessary for that purpose to
keep awake all day.

Ten tines a day nust thou overcone thyself: that causeth whol esone
weariness, and is poppy to the soul

Ten times nust thou reconcile again with thyself; for overconing
is bitterness, and badly sleep the unreconcil ed.



Ten truths nust thou find during the day; otherwise wilt thou seek
truth during the night, and thy soul will have been hungry.

Ten tines nmust thou | augh during the day, and be cheerful; otherw se
thy stomach, the father of affliction, will disturb thee in the night.

Few peopl e know it, but one nust have all the virtues in order to

sleep well. Shall | bear false witness? Shall | commit adultery?
Shall | covet ny neighbour's maidservant? Al that would il
accord wi th good sl eep.
And even if one have all the virtues, there is still one thing

needful: to send the virtues thenselves to sleep at the right tine.

That they may not quarrel with one another, the good fenal es! And
about thee, thou unhappy one!

Peace with God and thy nei ghbour: so desireth good sl eep. And
peace al so with thy neighbour's devil! Oherwise it will haunt thee in
t he night.

Honour to the governnment, and obedi ence, and also to the crooked
governnent! So desireth good sleep. How can | help it, if power |iketh
to wal k on crooked | egs?

He who | eadeth his sheep to the greenest pasture, shall always be
for me the best shepherd: so doth it accord with good sl eep

Many honours | want not, nor great treasures: they excite the
spleen. But it is bad sleeping without a good nane and a little
treasure.

A smal|l conpany is nore welcone to nme than a bad one: but they
nmust cone and go at the right tinme. So doth it accord with good sleep

Well, also, do the poor in spirit please nme: they pronote sleep
Bl essed are they, especially if one always give in to them

Thus passeth the day unto the virtuous. Wen ni ght coneth, then take
I good care not to sunmon sleep. It disliketh to be sumoned- sl eep
the lord of the virtues!

But | think of what | have done and thought during the day. Thus
rum nating, patient as a cow, | ask nyself: Wat were thy ten
over com ngs?

And what were the ten reconciliations, and the ten truths, and the
ten laughters with which ny heart enjoyed itself?

Thus pondering, and cradled by forty thoughts, it overtaketh ne
all at once- sleep, the unsumoned, the lord of the virtues.

Sl eep tappeth on mne eye, and it turneth heavy. Sleep toucheth ny
nmouth, and it remai neth open.

Verily, on soft soles doth it come to ne, the dearest of thieves,
and stealeth fromnme ny thoughts: stupid do | then stand, like this
academnic chair.

But not nuch longer do | then stand: | already lie.-

Wien Zarathustra heard the wi se man thus speak, he laughed in his
heart: for thereby had a |ight dawned upon him And thus spake he to
his heart:

A fool seeneth this wise man with his forty thoughts: but |
bel i eve he knoweth well how to sleep

Happy even is he who liveth near this wise man! Such sleep is
cont agi ous- even through a thick wall it is contagious.

A magic resideth even in his academic chair. And not in vain did the
youths sit before the preacher of virtue.

His wisdomis to keep awake in order to sleep well. And verily, if
life had no sense, and had | to choose nonsense, this would be the
desi rabl est nonsense for ne al so.

Now know | well what people sought formerly above all el se when they
sought teachers of virtue. Good sleep they sought for thenselves,
and poppy-head virtues to pronote it!

To all those bel auded sages of the acadenic chairs, w sdomwas sl eep
wi t hout dreans: they knew no higher significance of life.



Even at present, to be sure, there are sone |like this preacher of
virtue, and not always so honourable: but their tine is past. And
not nmuch | onger do they stand: there they already lie.

Bl essed are those drowsy ones: for they shall soon nod to sleep.-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
3. Backwor | dsmnen

ONCE on a tinme, Zarathustra also cast his fancy beyond nman, |ike al
backwor| dsnen. The work of a suffering and tortured God, did the world
then seemto ne.

The dream and diction- of a God, did the world then seemto ne;
col oured vapours before the eyes of a divinely dissatisfied one.

Good and evil, and joy and woe, and | and thou- col oured vapours did
they seemto nme before creative eyes. The creator wi shed to | ook
away from hinsel f,- thereupon he created the world.

Intoxicating joy is it for the sufferer to | ook away from his
suffering and forget hinself. Intoxicating joy and self-forgetting,
did the world once seemto ne.

This world, the eternally inperfect, an eternal contradiction's
i mage and inperfect inmage- an intoxicating joy to its inperfect
creator:- thus did the world once seemto ne.

Thus, once on a tinme, did | also cast ny fancy beyond nman, |ike
al |l backworl dsnen. Beyond man, forsooth?

Ah, ye brethren, that God whom | created was human work and human
madness, like all the gods!

A man was he, and only a poor fragment of a man and ego. Qut of nine
own ashes and glow it came unto nme, that phantom And verily, it
cane not unto ne fromthe beyond!

What happened, ny brethren? | surpassed nyself, the suffering one;
carried mine own ashes to the nountain; a brighter flame | contrived
for nyself. And | o! Thereupon the phantom wi t hdrew from ne

To ne the conval escent would it now be suffering and tornent to
believe in such phantons: suffering would it now be to ne, and
humi liation. Thus speak | to backworl| dsnen

Suffering was it, and inpotence- that created all backworlds; and
the short madness of happi ness, which only the greatest sufferer
experi encet h.

Weari ness, which seeketh to get to the ultinmate with one |eap
with a death-leap; a poor ignorant weariness, unwilling even to wll
any longer: that created all gods and backworl ds.

Believe ne, ny brethren! It was the body whi ch despaired of the
body- it groped with the fingers of the infatuated spirit at the
ultimte walls.

Believe ne, ny brethren! It was the body whi ch despaired of the
earth- it heard the bowels of existence speaking unto it.

And then it sought to get through the ultimte walls with its
head- and not with its head only- into "the other world."

But that "other world" is well concealed fromman, that dehunani sed,
i nhuman worl d, which is a celestial naught; and the bowels of
exi stence do not speak unto man, except as nan

Verily, it is difficult to prove all being, and hard to make it
speak. Tell ne, ye brethren, is not the strangest of all things best
proved?

Yea, this ego, with its contradiction and perplexity, speaketh
nost uprightly of its being- this creating, willing, evaluing ego
which is the neasure and val ue of things.

And this nost upright existence, the ego- it speaketh of the body,
and still inplieth the body, even when it nuseth and raveth and
fluttereth wi th broken w ngs.



Always nore uprightly learneth it to speak, the ego; and the nore it
| earneth, the nore doth it find titles, and honours for the body and
the earth.

A new pride taught me nine ego, and that teach | unto nen: no | onger
to thrust one's head into the sand of celestial things, but to carry
it freely, a terrestrial head, which giveth neaning to the earth!

Anewwll teach |I unto nen: to choose that path which nan hath
followed blindly, and to approve of it- and no |longer to slink aside
fromit, like the sick and peri shing!

The sick and perishing- it was they who despised the body and the
earth, and invented the heavenly world, and the redeeni ng bl ood-drops;
but even those sweet and sad poisons they borrowed fromthe body and
the earthl!

Fromtheir mnisery they sought escape, and the stars were too
renmote for them Then they sighed: "O that there were heavenly paths
by which to steal into another existence and into happiness!" Then
they contrived for thenselves their bypaths and bl oody draughts!

Beyond the sphere of their body and this earth they now fancied
t hensel ves transported, these ungrateful ones. But to what did they
owe the convul sion and rapture of their transport? To their body and
this earth.

Gentle is Zarathustra to the sickly. Verily, he is not indignant
at their nodes of consolation and ingratitude. My they becone
conval escents and overconers, and create higher bodies for thensel ves!

Neither is Zarathustra indignant at a conval escent who | ooketh
tenderly on his delusions, and at m dni ght stealeth round the grave of
his God; but sickness and a sick frame remain even in his tears.

Many sickly ones have there al ways been anong those who nuse, and
| angui sh for God; violently they hate the discerning ones, and the
| atest of virtues, which is uprightness.

Backward they al ways gaze toward dark ages: then, indeed, were
delusion and faith sonmething different. Raving of the reason was
i keness to God, and doubt was sin.

Too well do | know those godli ke ones: they insist on being believed
in, and that doubt is sin. Too well, also, do |I know what they
t hemsel ves nost believe in.

Verily, not in backworlds and redeeni ng bl ood-drops: but in the body
do they also believe nost; and their own body is for themthe
thing-in-itself.

But it is a sickly thing to them and gladly would they get out of
their skin. Therefore hearken they to the preachers of death, and
t hensel ves preach backworl ds.

Hearken rather, ny brethren, to the voice of the healthy body; it is
a nore upright and pure voice.

More uprightly and purely speaketh the heal thy body, perfect and
square-built; and it speaketh of the nmeaning of the earth.-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
4. The Despisers of the Body

TO THE despisers of the body will | speak ny word. | wi sh them
neither to learn afresh, nor teach anew, but only to bid farewell to
their own bodies,- and thus be dunb.

"Body am |, and soul"- so saith the child. And why shoul d one not
speak |ike children?

But the awakened one, the knowi ng one, saith: "Body am| entirely,
and nothing nore; and soul is only the name of sonmething in the body."
The body is a big sagacity, a plurality with one sense, a war and

a peace, a flock and a shepherd.
An instrunent of thy body is also thy little sagacity, ny brother



which thou callest "spirit"- alittle instrunent and pl aythi ng of
thy big sagacity.

"Ego, " sayest thou, and art proud of that word. But the greater
thing- in which thou art unwilling to believe- is thy body with its
big sagacity; it saith not "ego," but doeth it.

What the sense feeleth, what the spirit discerneth, hath never its
end in itself. But sense and spirit would fain persuade thee that they
are the end of all things: so vain are they.

Instruments and pl aythings are sense and spirit: behind themthere
is still the Self. The Self seeketh with the eyes of the senses, it
hearkeneth also with the ears of the spirit.

Ever hearkeneth the Self, and seeketh; it conpareth, nastereth,
conquereth, and destroyeth. It ruleth, and is also the ego's ruler

Behi nd thy thoughts and feelings, ny brother, there is a mghty
I ord, an unknown sage- it is called Self; it dwelleth in thy body,
it is thy body.

There is nore sagacity in thy body than in thy best wi sdom And
who then knoweth why thy body requireth just thy best w sdon?

Thy Self laugheth at thine ego, and its proud prancings. "Wat are
t hese prancings and flights of thought unto nme?" it saith to itself.
"A by-way to ny purpose. | amthe |eading-string of the ego, and the
pronpter of its notions."

The Self saith unto the ego: "Feel pain!" And thereupon it
suffereth, and thinketh howit may put an end thereto- and for that
very purpose it is neant to think.

The Self saith unto the ego: "Feel pleasure!" Thereupon it
rejoiceth, and thinketh how it may ofttines rejoice- and for that very
purpose it is meant to think

To the despisers of the body will | speak a word. That they
despise is caused by their esteem What is it that created esteening
and despising and worth and will?

The creating Self created for itself esteenming and despising, it
created for itself joy and woe. The creating body created for itself
spirit, as a hand to its wll.

Even in your folly and despising ye each serve your Self, ye
despisers of the body. | tell you, your very Self wanteth to die,
and turneth away fromlife.

No | onger can your Self do that which it desireth nost:- create
beyond itself. That is what it desireth nost; that is all its fervour
But it is nowtoo late to do so:- so your Self wi sheth to succunb

ye despisers of the body.

To succunb- so wi sheth your Self; and therefore have ye becone
despi sers of the body. For ye can no |onger create beyond yoursel ves.
And therefore are ye now angry with life and with the earth. And

unconscious envy is in the sidelong | ook of your contenpt.

I go not your way, ye despisers of the body! Ye are no bridges for
me to the Supernan!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
5. Joys and Passi ons

MY BROTHER, when thou hast a virtue, and it is thine own virtue,
thou hast it in conmon with no one.

To be sure, thou wouldst call it by name and caress it; thou woul dst
pull its ears and anuse thyself with it.

And | o! Then hast thou its nane in conmon with the people, and
hast beconme one of the people and the herd with thy virtue!

Better for thee to say: "lIneffable is it, and nanel ess, that which
is pain and sweetness to nmy soul, and al so the hunger of ny bowels."

Let thy virtue be too high for the faniliarity of nanes, and if thou



nmust speak of it, be not ashamed to stanmmer about it.

Thus speak and stamer: "That is my good, that do I |ove, thus
doth it please ne entirely, thus only do | desire the good.

Not as the law of a God do | desire it, not as a human | aw or a
human need do | desire it; it is not to be a guide-post for ne to
superearths and paradi ses.

An earthly virtue is it which | love: little prudence is therein,
and the | east everyday w sdom
But that bird built its nest beside ne: therefore, | |ove and

cherish it- now sitteth it beside nme on its gol den eggs."

Thus shoul dst thou stanmer, and praise thy virtue.

Once hadst thou passions and calledst themevil. But now hast thou
only thy virtues: they grew out of thy passions.

Thou i npl antedst thy highest aiminto the heart of those passions:
then becane they thy virtues and joys.

And though thou wert of the race of the hot-tenpered, or of the
vol uptuous, or of the fanatical, or the vindictive;

Al thy passions in the end becane virtues, and all thy devils
angel s.

Once hadst thou wild dogs in thy cellar: but they changed at | ast
into birds and charni ng songstresses.

Qut of thy poisons brewedst thou balsamfor thyself; thy cow
affliction, mlkedst thou- now drinketh thou the sweet nilk of her
udder .

And nothing evil groweth in thee any longer, unless it be the evi
that groweth out of the conflict of thy virtues.

My brother, if thou be fortunate, then wilt thou have one virtue and
no nore: thus goest thou easier over the bridge.

Illustrious is it to have many virtues, but a hard lot; and many a
one hath gone into the wlderness and killed hinself, because he was
weary of being the battle and battlefield of virtues.

My brother, are war and battle evil? Necessary, however, is the
evil; necessary are the envy and the distrust and the back-biting
anong the virtues.

Lo! how each of thy virtues is covetous of the highest place; it
wanteth thy whole spirit to be its herald, it wanteth thy whol e power,
in wath, hatred, and | ove.

Jealous is every virtue of the others, and a dreadful thing is
j eal ousy. Even virtues nmay succunb by jeal ousy.

He whom the flame of jeal ousy enconpasseth, turneth at last, |ike
the scorpion, the poisoned sting against hinself.

Ah! ny brother, hast thou never seen a virtue backbite and stab
itself?

Man is sonething that hath to be surpassed: and therefore shalt thou
love thy virtues,- for thou wilt succumb by them -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.

6. The Pale Crimna

YE DO not mean to slay, ye judges and sacrificers, until the
ani mal hath bowed its head? Lo! the pale criminal hath bowed his head:
out of his eye speaketh the great contenpt.

"M ne ego is sonething which is to be surpassed: nine ego is to ne
the great contenpt of man": so speaketh it out of that eye.

Wien he judged hinself- that was his suprene nonment; |et not the
exal ted one relapse again into his | ow estate!

There is no salvation for hi mwho thus suffereth from hi nsel f,
unless it be speedy death.

Your slaying, ye judges, shall be pity, and not revenge; and in that
ye slay, see to it that ye yourselves justify lifel

It is not enough that ye should reconcile w th himwhomye slay. Let



your sorrow be love to the Supernman: thus will ye justify your own
survi val

"Eneny" shall ye say but not "villain," "invalid" shall ye say but
not "wretch,"” "fool" shall ye say but not "sinner."

And thou, red judge, if thou would say audi bly all thou hast done in
t hought, then would every one cry: "Away with the nastiness and the
virulent reptilel"

But one thing is the thought, another thing is the deed, and another
thing is the idea of the deed. The wheel of causality doth not rol
bet ween t hem

An idea made this pale man pale. Adequate was he for his deed when
he did it, but the idea of it, he could not endure when it was done.

Evernore did he now see hinself as the doer of one deed. Mdness,
I call this: the exception reversed itself to the rule in him

The streak of chal k bewi tcheth the hen; the stroke he struck
bewi tched his weak reason. Madness after the deed, | call this.

Hear ken, ye judges! There is another madness besides, and it is
before the deed. Ah! ye have not gone deep enough into this soul

Thus speaketh the red judge: "Wy did this crinminal commit nurder?
He neant to rob." | tell you, however, that his soul wanted bl ood, not
booty: he thirsted for the happiness of the knifel

But his weak reason understood not this madness, and it persuaded

him "Wat matter about blood!" it said; "w shest thou not, at
| east, to nake booty thereby? O take revenge?"
And he hearkened unto his weak reason: like lead lay its words

upon him thereupon he robbed when he nurdered. He did not nean to
be ashaned of his nmadness.

And now once nore lieth the lead of his guilt upon him and once
nmore is his weak reason so benunbed, so paral ysed, and so dull.

Coul d he only shake his head, then would his burden roll off; but
who shaketh that head?

What is this nman? A mass of diseases that reach out into the world
through the spirit; there they want to get their prey.

What is this man? A coil of wild serpents that are sel dom at peace
anong thensel ves- so they go forth apart and seek prey in the world.

Look at that poor body! Wat it suffered and craved, the poor sou
interpreted to itself- it interpreted it as nurderous desire, and
eagerness for the happiness of the knife.

H m who now turneth sick, the evil overtaketh which is now the evil:
he seeketh to cause pain with that which causeth himpain. But there
have been ot her ages, and another evil and good.

Once was doubt evil, and the will to Self. Then the invalid becane a
heretic or sorcerer; as heretic or sorcerer he suffered, and sought to
cause suffering

But this will not enter your ears; it hurteth your good people, ye
tell me. But what doth it matter to me about your good peopl e!

Many things in your good people cause ne disgust, and verily, not

their evil. | would that they had a nmadness by whi ch they succunbed,
like this pale crimnal
Verily, | would that their madness were called truth, or fidelity,

or justice: but they have their virtue in order to live long, and in
wr et ched sel f-conpl acency.

| ama railing alongside the torrent; whoever is able to grasp ne
may grasp ne! Your crutch, however, | am not. -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
7. Reading and Witing

OF ALL that is witten, | love only what a person hath witten with
his blood. Wite with blood, and thou wilt find that blood is spirit.



It is no easy task to understand unfaniliar blood; | hate the
readi ng idlers.

He who knoweth the reader, doeth nothing nore for the reader
Anot her century of readers- and spirit itself will stink.

Every one being allowed to learn to read, ruineth in the long run
not only witing but also thinking.

Once spirit was God, then it becane man, and now it even beconeth
popul ace.

He that witeth in blood and proverbs doth not want to be read,
but learnt by heart.

In the mountains the shortest way is frompeak to peak, but for that
route thou rmust have long | egs. Proverbs should be peaks, and those
spoken to should be big and tall

The atnosphere rare and pure, danger near and the spirit full of a
joyful w ckedness: thus are things well matched.

I want to have goblins about ne, for | am courageous. The courage
whi ch scareth away ghosts, createth for itself goblins- it wanteth

to | augh.

I no longer feel in common with you; the very cloud which | see
beneath nme, the blackness and heavi ness at which | |augh- that is your
t hunder - cl oud.

Ye | ook al oft when ye long for exaltation; and | | ook downward

because | am exalted.

Wio anong you can at the same tinme |augh and be exal ted?

He who clinbeth on the highest nountains, |augheth at all tragic
plays and tragic realities.

Cour ageous, unconcerned, scornful, coercive- so wi sdom w sheth us;
she is a woman, and ever |loveth only a warrior

Ye tell me, "Life is hard to bear." But for what purpose should ye
have your pride in the norning and your resignation in the evening?

Life is hard to bear: but do not affect to be so delicate! W are
all of us fine sunpter asses and she-asses.

What have we in conmon with the rose-bud, which trenbleth because
a drop of dew hath forned upon it?

It is true we love life; not because we are wont to live, but
because we are wont to | ove.

There is always sonme nadness in |ove. But there is always, also,
sone net hod in nadness.

And to nme al so, who appreciate life, the butterflies, and
soap- bubbl es, and whatever is |ike them anobngst us, seem npbst to enjoy
happi ness.

To see these light, foolish, pretty, lively little sprites flit
about - that noveth Zarathustra to tears and songs.

| should only believe in a God that would know how to dance.

And when | saw ny devil, | found hi mserious, thorough, profound,
solem: he was the spirit of gravity- through himall things fall

Not by wath, but by l|aughter, do we slay. Cone, let us slay the
spirit of gravity!

| learned to wal k; since then have | let nyself run. | learned to
fly; since then | do not need pushing in order to nove froma spot.
Now am | light, nowdo I fly; now do | see nyself under nyself.

Now t here danceth a God in ne. -
Thus spake Zarat hustra.
8. The Tree on the Hil

ZARATHUSTRA' s eye had perceived that a certain youth avoi ded him
And as he wal ked al one one evening over the hills surrounding the town
called "The Pied Cow," behold, there found he the youth sitting
| eani ng against a tree, and gazing with wearied ook into the
val l ey. Zarathustra thereupon laid hold of the tree beside which the



youth sat, and spake thus:

"I'f I wished to shake this tree with ny hands, | should not be
able to do so

But the wind, which we see not, troubleth and bendeth it as it
listeth. W are sorest bent and troubled by invisible hands."

Ther eupon the youth arose disconcerted, and said: "I hear
Zarathustra, and just now was | thinking of himl" Zarathustra
answer ed:

"Way art thou frightened on that account?- But it is the sanme with
man as with the tree

The nore he seeketh to rise into the height and light, the nore
vigorously do his roots struggle earthward, downward, into the dark
and deep- into the evil."

"Yea, into the evil!" cried the youth. "How is it possible that thou
hast di scovered ny soul ?"

Zarathustra sniled, and said: "Many a soul one will never
di scover, unless one first invent it."

"Yea, into the evil!" cried the youth once nore.

"Thou saidst the truth, Zarathustra. | trust nyself no | onger
since | sought to rise into the height, and nobody trusteth nme any
| onger; how doth that happen?

I change too quickly: my to-day refuteth nmy yesterday. | often
overl eap the steps when | clanber; for so doing, none of the steps
pardons ne.

When aloft, | find nyself always al one. No one speaketh unto ne; the
frost of solitude maketh ne trenble. What do | seek on the height?

My contenpt and ny | onging increase together; the higher |
clamber, the nore do | despise himwho cl ambereth. What doth he seek
on the height?

How ashaned | am of ny clanbering and stunbling! How | nock at ny
violent panting! How | hate himwho flieth! Howtired | amon the
hei ght!"

Here the youth was silent. And Zarathustra contenplated the tree
besi de which they stood, and spake thus:

"This tree standeth Ionely here on the hills; it hath grown up
hi gh above nan and beast.

And if it wanted to speak, it would have none who coul d understand
it: so high hath it grown.

Now it waiteth and waiteth,- for what doth it wait? It dwelleth
too close to the seat of the clouds; it waiteth perhaps for the
first Iightning?"

When Zarat hustra had said this, the youth called out with violent
gestures: "Yea, Zarathustra, thou speakest the truth. My destruction
| onged for, when | desired to be on the height, and thou art the
lightning for which | waited! Lo! what have | been since thou hast
appeared amongst us? It is mine envy of thee that hath destroyed ne!"-
Thus spake the youth, and wept bitterly. Zarathustra, however, put his
arm about him and led the youth away with him

And when they had wal ked a while together, Zarathustra began to
speak thus:

It rendeth nmy heart. Better than thy words express it, thine eyes
tell ne all thy danger.

As yet thou art not free; thou still seekest freedom Too unsl ept
hath thy seeking made thee, and too wakef ul

On the open hei ght woul dst thou be; for the stars thirsteth thy
soul . But thy bad inpulses also thirst for freedom

Thy wild dogs want liberty; they bark for joy in their cellar when
thy spirit endeavoureth to open all prison doors.

Still art thou a prisoner- it seeneth to nme- who deviseth liberty
for hinmsel f: ah! sharp beconmeth the soul of such prisoners, but also



decei tful and w cked.

To purify himself, is still necessary for the freedman of the
spirit. Mich of the prison and the nould still remaineth in him
pure hath his eye still to becone.

Yea, | know thy danger. But by ny |ove and hope | conjure thee: cast
not thy love and hope away!

Nobl e thou feel est thyself still, and noble others also feel thee
still, though they bear thee a grudge and cast evil |ooks. Know

this, that to everybody a noble one standeth in the way.

Al'so to the good, a noble one standeth in the way: and even when
they call hima good man, they want thereby to put him aside.

The new, would the noble nan create, and a new virtue. The ol d,
want eth the good man, and that the old should be conserved.

But it is not the danger of the noble man to turn a good nman, but
| est he should becone a blusterer, a scoffer, or a destroyer

Ah! | have known nobl e ones who | ost their highest hope. And then
t hey disparaged all high hopes.

Then lived they shanelessly in tenporary pl easures, and beyond the
day had hardly an aim

"Spirit is also voluptuousness,"- said they. Then broke the w ngs of
their spirit; and now it creepeth about, and defileth where it
gnawet h.

Once they thought of beconing heroes; but sensualists are they
now. A trouble and a terror is the hero to them

But by nmy love and hope | conjure thee: cast not away the hero in
thy soul! Miintain holy thy highest hope!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
9. The Preachers of Death

THERE are preachers of death: and the earth is full of those to whom
desi stance fromlife nust be preached.

Full is the earth of the superfluous; marred is life by the
many-t oo-many. May they be decoyed out of this life by the "life
eternal "!

"The yell ow ones": so are called the preachers of death, or "the
bl ack ones." But | will show themunto you in other col ours besides.

There are the terrible ones who carry about in thenselves the
beast of prey, and have no choice except lusts or self-laceration. And
even their lusts are self-laceration

They have not yet becone nen, those terrible ones: may they preach
desistance fromlife, and pass away thensel ves!

There are the spiritually consunptive ones: hardly are they born
when they begin to die, and long for doctrines of |assitude and
renunci ation.

They woul d fain be dead, and we should approve of their wi sh! Let us
bewar e of awakeni ng those dead ones, and of damagi ng those I|iving
cof fins!

They nmeet an invalid, or an old nan, or a corpse- and i medi ately
they say: "Life is refuted!"

But they only are refuted, and their eye, which seeth only one
aspect of existence.

Shrouded in thick nelancholy, and eager for the little casualties
that bring death: thus do they wait, and clench their teeth.

O else, they grasp at sweetneats, and nock at their childi shness
thereby: they cling to their straw of life, and nock at their stil
clinging to it.

Their wi sdom speaketh thus: "A fool, he who remaineth alive; but
so far are we fools! And that is the foolishest thing in lifel"

"Life is only suffering": so say others, and lie not. Then see to it



that ye ceasel See to it that the Iife ceaseth which is only
suf f eri ng!

And let this be the teaching of your virtue: "Thou shalt slay
thysel f! Thou shalt steal away fromthysel f!"-

"Lust is sin,"- so say sonme who preach death- "let us go apart and
beget no children!"
"Gving birth is troubl esone,"- say others- "why still give birth?

One beareth only the unfortunate!” And they al so are preachers of
deat h.

"Pity is necessary,"- so saith a third party. "Take what | have!
Take what | aml So nmuch less doth Iife bind nme!"

Were they consistently pitiful, then would they nake their
nei ghbours sick of life. To be wi cked- that would be their true

goodness.
But they want to be rid of life; what care they if they bind
others still faster with their chains and gifts!-

And ye also, to whomlife is rough | abour and di squiet, are ye not
very tired of Iife? Are ye not very ripe for the sernmon of death?

Al'l ye to whom rough | abour is dear, and the rapid, new, and
strange- ye put up with yourselves badly; your diligence is flight,
and the will to self-forgetful ness.

If ye believed nore in life, then would ye devote yourselves less to
the nmonentary. But for waiting, ye have not enough of capacity in you-
nor even for idling!

Everywhere resoundeth the voi ces of those who preach death; and
the earth is full of those to whomdeath hath to be preached.

O "life eternal"; it is all the sane to ne- if only they pass
away qui ckl y! -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
10. War and Warriors

BY OUR best enemes we do not want to be spared, nor by those either
whom we |ove fromthe very heart. So let me tell you the truth

My brethren in war! | love you fromthe very heart. | am and was
ever, your counterpart. And | am al so your best eneny. So let ne
tell you the truth

I know the hatred and envy of your hearts. Ye are not great enough
not to know of hatred and envy. Then be great enough not to be ashaned
of themn

And if ye cannot be saints of know edge, then, | pray you, be at
least its warriors. They are the conpanions and forerunners of such
sai nt shi p.

| see many soldiers; could | but see many warriors! "Uniform' one
calleth what they wear; may it not be uniformwhat they therewith
hi de!

Ye shall be those whose eyes ever seek for an enemy- for your eneny.
And with some of you there is hatred at first sight.

Your eneny shall ye seek; your war shall ye wage, and for the sake
of your thoughts! And if your thoughts succumb, your uprightness shal
still shout triunph thereby!

Ye shall |ove peace as a nmeans to new wars- and the short peace nore
than the | ong.

You | advise not to work, but to fight. You | advise not to peace,
but to victory. Let your work be a fight, let your peace be a victory!
One can only be silent and sit peacefully when one hath arrow and
bow, otherw se one prateth and quarrelleth. Let your peace be a

victory!

Ye say it is the good cause which halloweth even war? | say unto
you: it is the good war which halloweth every cause



War and courage have done nore great things than charity. Not your
synpat hy, but your bravery hath hitherto saved the victins.

"What is good?" ye ask. To be brave is good. Let the little girls
say: "To be good is what is pretty, and at the sane tine touching."

They call you heartless: but your heart is true, and | |ove the
bashf ul ness of your goodwill. Ye are ashaned of your flow, and
ot hers are ashamed of their ebb

Ye are ugly? Well then, ny brethren, take the subline about you, the
mantl e of the ugly!

And when your soul beconeth great, then doth it beconme haughty,

and in your sublimty there is w ckedness. | know you
I n wi ckedness the haughty man and the weakling nmeet. But they
nm sunder st and one another. | know you.

Ye shall only have enenies to be hated, but not enenies to be
despi sed. Ye nust be proud of your enem es; then, the successes of
your enem es are al so your successes.

Resi stance- that is the distinction of the slave. Let your
di stinction be obedience. Let your comanding itself be obeying!

To the good warrior soundeth "thou shalt" pleasanter than "
will." And all that is dear unto you, ye shall first have it conmanded
unto you.

Let your love to life be love to your highest hope; and |et your
hi ghest hope be the hi ghest thought of |ife!

Your highest thought, however, ye shall have it conmanded unto you
by me- and it is this: nan is something that is to be surpassed.

So live your life of obedience and of war! Wat matter about |ong
life! What warrior w sheth to be spared!

| spare you not, | love you fromny very heart, ny brethren in war!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
11. The New I dol

SOVEWHERE there are still peoples and herds, but not with us, ny
brethren: here there are states.

A state? What is that? Well! open now your ears unto ne, for now
will | say unto you nmy word concerning the death of peoples.

A state, is called the coldest of all cold nonsters. Coldly lieth it
also; and this lie creepeth fromits mouth: "I, the state, amthe
peopl e."

It is alie! Creators were they who created peoples, and hung a
faith and a I ove over them thus they served life.

Destroyers, are they who lay snares for many, and call it the state:
they hang a sword and a hundred cravings over them
Where there is still a people, there the state is not understood,

but hated as the evil eye, and as sin against |aws and custons.
This sign | give unto you: every people speaketh its | anguage of

good and evil: this its neighbour understandeth not. Its |anguage hath
it devised for itself in laws and custons.
But the state lieth in all |anguages of good and evil; and

whatever it saith it lieth; and whatever it hath it hath stolen

Fal se is everything init; with stolen teeth it biteth, the biting
one. False are even its bowels.

Conf usi on of |anguage of good and evil; this sign | give unto you as
the sign of the state. Verily, the will to death, indicateth this
sign! Verily, it beckoneth unto the preachers of death!

Many too many are born: for the superfluous ones was the state
devi sed!

See just how it enticeth themto it, the many-too-nmany! How it
swal | owet h and cheweth and recheweth them

"On earth there is nothing greater than I: it is | who amthe



regulating finger of God."- thus roareth the nonster. And not only the
| ong-eared and short-sighted fall upon their knees!

Ah! even in your ears, ye great souls, it whispereth its gl oony
lies! Ah! it findeth out the rich hearts which willingly |avish
t hemsel ves

Yea, it findeth you out too, ye conquerors of the old God! Wary
ye becanme of the conflict, and now your weariness serveth the new
i dol!

Her oes and honourabl e ones, it would fain set up around it, the
new idol! Gadly it basketh in the sunshine of good consciences, -
the cold nonster!

Everything will it give you, if ye worship it, the newidol: thus it
purchaseth the lustre of your virtue, and the glance of your proud
eyes.

It seeketh to allure by neans of you, the nany-too-many! Yea, a
hellish artifice hath here been devised, a death-horse jingling with
t he trappi ngs of divine honours!

Yea, a dying for nmany hath here been devi sed, which glorifieth
itself as life: verily, a hearty service unto all preachers of death!

The state, | call it, where all are poison-drinkers, the good and
the bad: the state, where all |ose thenselves, the good and the bad:
the state, where the slow suicide of all- is called "life."

Just see these superfluous ones! They steal the works of the
inventors and the treasures of the wise. Culture, they call their
theft- and everything beconmeth sickness and trouble unto them

Just see these superfluous ones! Sick are they always; they vonmt
their bile and call it a newspaper. They devour one another, and
cannot even di gest thensel ves.

Just see these superfluous ones! Wealth they acquire and becone
poorer thereby. Power they seek for, and above all, the lever of
power, nmuch noney- these inpotent ones!

See them cl anber, these ninble apes! They cl anber over one
anot her, and thus scuffle into the nud and the abyss.

Towards the throne they all strive: it is their madness- as if
happi ness sat on the throne! Ottinmes sitteth filth on the throne.-
and ofttines also the throne on filth.

Madnen they all seemto ne, and cl anbering apes, and too eager
Badly snelleth their idol to me, the cold nonster: badly they al
smell to me, these idolaters

My brethren, will ye suffocate in the funes of their maws and
appetites! Better break the windows and junp into the open air!

Do go out of the way of the bad odour! Wthdraw fromthe idolatry of
t he superfl uous!

Do go out of the way of the bad odour! Wthdraw fromthe steam of
t hese human sacrifices!

Open still remaineth the earth for great souls. Enpty are still many
sites for |lone ones and twain ones, around which floateth the odour of
tranquil seas

Open still remaineth a free life for great souls. Verily, he who
possesseth little is so much the | ess possessed: bl essed be noderate
poverty!

There, where the state ceaseth- there only conmenceth the nan who is
not superfluous: there comenceth the song of the necessary ones,
the single and irreplaceabl e nel ody.

There, where the state ceaseth- pray |look thither, my brethren! Do
ye not see it, the rainbow and the bridges of the Superman?-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
12. The Flies in the Market-Pl ace



FLEE, nmy friend, into thy solitude! | see thee deafened with the
noi se of the great nmen, and stung all over with the stings of the
little ones.

Admirably do forest and rock know how to be silent with thee.
Resenbl e again the tree which thou | ovest, the broad-branched one-
silently and attentively it o' erhangeth the sea.

Where solitude endeth, there beginneth the market-place; and where
t he mar ket - pl ace begi nneth, there beginneth also the noi se of the
great actors, and the buzzing of the poison-flies.

In the world even the best things are worthl ess w thout those who
represent them those representers, the people call great nen

Little, do the people understand what is great- that is to say,
the creating agency. But they have a taste for all representers and
actors of great things.

Around the devisers of new values revolveth the world:- invisibly it
revol veth. But around the actors revolve the people and the glory:
such is the course of things.

Spirit, hath the actor, but little conscience of the spirit. He
believeth always in that wherewith he nmaketh believe nost strongly- in
hi nsel f!

Tonorrow he hath a new belief, and the day after, one still newer.
Sharp perceptions hath he, Iike the people, and changeabl e hunours.

To upset- that nmeaneth with himto prove. To drive nad- that neaneth
with himto convince. And bl ood is counted by himas the best of al
argunent s.

A truth which only glideth into fine ears, he calleth fal sehood
and trunpery. Verily, he believeth only in gods that nmake a great
noi se in the world!

Full of clattering buffoons is the market-place,- and the people
glory in their great men! These are for themthe masters of the hour

But the hour presseth them so they press thee. And also fromthee
they want Yea or Nay. Alas! thou woul dst set thy chair betw xt For and
Agai nst ?

On account of those absolute and inpatient ones, be not jeal ous,
thou |l over of truth! Never yet did truth cling to the armof an
absol ute one.

On account of those abrupt ones, return into thy security: only in
the market-place is one assailed by Yea? or Nay?

Slow is the experience of all deep fountains: [ong have they to wait
until they know what hath fallen into their depths.

Away fromthe market-place and fromfane taketh place all that is
great: away fromthe market-Place and fromfanme have ever dwelt the
devi sers of new val ues.

Flee, my friend, into thy solitude: | see thee stung all over by the
poi sonous flies. Flee thither, where a rough, strong breeze bl oweth!

Flee into thy solitude! Thou hast lived too closely to the snall and
the pitiable. Flee fromtheir invisible vengeance! Towards thee they
have not hi ng but vengeance.

Rai se no | onger an arm agai nst them Innunerable are they, and it is
not thy lot to be a fly-flap

I nnurer abl e are the snall and pitiable ones; and of nany a proud
structure, rain-drops and weeds have been the ruin.

Thou art not stone; but already hast thou become holl ow by the
nunerous drops. Thou wilt yet break and burst by the numerous drops.

Exhausted | see thee, by poisonous flies; bleeding | see thee, and
torn at a hundred spots; and thy pride will not even upbraid.

Bl ood they woul d have fromthee in all innocence; blood their
bl oodl ess souls crave for- and they sting, therefore, in al
i nnocence.

But thou, profound one, thou sufferest too profoundly even from



smal | wounds; and ere thou hadst recovered, the sane poi son-worm
crawl ed over thy hand.

Too proud art thou to kill these sweet-tooths. But take care lest it
be thy fate to suffer all their poisonous injusticel

They buzz around thee also with their praise: obtrusiveness is their
prai se. They want to be close to thy skin and thy bl ood.

They flatter thee, as one flattereth a God or devil; they whinper
before thee, as before a God or devil; What doth it cone tol
Flatterers are they, and whinperers, and nothing nore.

Oten, also, do they show thensel ves to thee as ani abl e ones. But
that hath ever been the prudence of the cowardly. Yea! the cowardly
are w se!

They think nmuch about thee with their circunscribed souls- thou
art always suspected by them Whatever is nmuch thought about is at
| ast t hought suspicious.

They punish thee for all thy virtues. They pardon thee in their
i nnost hearts only- for thine errors.

Because thou art gentle and of upright character, thou sayest:

"Bl anel ess are they for their small existence." But their
circunmscribed souls think: "Blamable is all great existence."”

Even when thou art gentle towards them they still feel thenselves
despi sed by thee; and they repay thy beneficence with secret
mal ef i cence.

Thy silent pride is always counter to their taste; they rejoice if
once thou be hunbl e enough to be frivol ous.

What we recognise in a man, we also irritate in him Therefore be on
your guard agai nst the small ones!

In thy presence they feel thenselves small, and their baseness
gl eaneth and gl owet h agai nst thee in invisible vengeance.

Sawest thou not how often they became dunb when thou approachedst
them and how their energy left themlike the snmoke of an
extingui shing fire?

Yea, ny friend, the bad conscience art thou of thy neighbours; for
they are unworthy of thee. Therefore they hate thee, and would fain
suck thy bl ood.

Thy nei ghbours will always be poisonous flies; what is great in
thee- that itself nust make them nore poisonous, and al ways nore
fly-1ike.

Flee, my friend, into thy solitude- and thither, where a rough
strong breeze bloweth. It is not thy lot to be a fly-flap.-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
13. Chastity

| LOVE the forest. It is bad to live in cities: there, there are too
many of the |ustful

Is it not better to fall into the hands of a nurderer than into
the dreans of a lustful woman?

And just |look at these nmen: their eye saith it- they know not hi ng
better on earth than to lie with a woman.

Filth is at the bottomof their souls; and alas! if their filth hath
still spirit init!

Wuld that ye were perfect- at least as aninmals! But to aninmals
bel onget h i nnocence.

Do | counsel you to slay your instincts? | counsel you to
i nnocence in your instincts.

Do | counsel you to chastity? Chastity is a virtue with sone, but
wi th nany al nost a vice.

These are continent, to be sure: but doggish lust |ooketh
enviously out of all that they do.



Even into the heights of their virtue and into their cold spirit
doth this creature follow them wth its discord.

And how ni cely can doggi sh lust beg for a piece of spirit, when a
piece of flesh is denied it!

Ye |l ove tragedies and all that breaketh the heart? But | am
di strustful of your doggish lust.

Ye have too cruel eyes, and ye | ook wantonly towards the
sufferers. Hath not your lust just disguised itself and taken the name
of fellow suffering?

And al so this parable give | unto you: Not a few who neant to cast

out their devil, went thereby into the sw ne thensel ves.
To whom chastity is difficult, it is to be dissuaded: lest it becone
the road to hell- to filth and lust of soul

Do | speak of filthy things? That is not the worst thing for ne to
do.

Not when the truth is filthy, but when it is shallow, doth the
di scerning one go unwillingly into its waters.

Verily, there are chaste ones fromtheir very nature; they are
gentler of heart, and | augh better and oftener than you

They laugh also at chastity, and ask: "What is chastity?

I's chastity not folly? But the folly came unto us, and not we unto
it.

W of fered that guest harbour and heart: nowit dwelleth with us-
let it stay as long as it will!l"-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
14. The Friend

"ONE is always too many about ne"- thinketh the anchorite. "Al ways
once one- that maketh two in the long run!"

I and nme are always too earnestly in conversation: how could it be
endured, if there were not a friend?

The friend of the anchorite is always the third one: the third one
is the cork which preventeth the conversation of the two sinking
into the depth

Ah! there are too many depths for all anchorites. Therefore, do they
long so much for a friend and for his elevation

Qur faith in others betrayeth wherein we would fain have faith in
ourselves. Qur longing for a friend is our betrayer

And often with our |love we want nmerely to overleap envy. And often
we attack and make oursel ves enenies, to conceal that we are
vul ner abl e.

"Be at | east mine eneny!"- thus speaketh the true reverence, which
doth not venture to solicit friendship.

If one would have a friend, then nust one also be willing to wage
war for him and in order to wage war, one nust be capabl e of being an
enemy.

One ought still to honour the eneny in one's friend. Canst thou go
nigh unto thy friend, and not go over to hinf

In one's friend one shall have one's best eneny. Thou shalt be
closest unto himw th thy heart when thou w thstandest him

Thou woul dst wear no rainment before thy friend? It is in honour of
thy friend that thou showest thyself to himas thou art? But he
wi sheth thee to the devil on that account!

He who maketh no secret of hinself shocketh: so nuch reason have
ye to fear nakedness! Aye, if ye were gods, ye could then be ashaned
of cl ot hi ng!

Thou canst not adorn thyself fine enough for thy friend; for thou
shalt be unto himan arrow and a |l onging for the Supernan

Sawest thou ever thy friend asl eep- to know how he | ooket h? Wat



is usually the countenance of thy friend? It is thine own countenance,
in a coarse and inperfect nirror

Sawest thou ever thy friend asl eep? Wert thou not dismayed at thy
friend | ooking so? Ony friend, man is sonething that hath to be
sur passed.

I n divining and keeping silence shall the friend be a master: not
everything nust thou wi sh to see. Thy dream shall disclose unto thee
what thy friend doeth when awake.

Let thy pity be a divining: to know first if thy friend wanteth
pity. Perhaps he loveth in thee the unnoved eye, and the | ook of

eternity.
Let thy pity for thy friend be hid under a hard shell; thou shalt
bite out a tooth upon it. Thus will it have delicacy and sweetness.

Art thou pure air and solitude and bread and nedicine to thy friend?
Many a one cannot | oosen his own fetters, but is nevertheless his
friend s emanci pator.

Art thou a slave? Then thou canst not be a friend. Art thou a
tyrant? Then thou canst not have friends.

Far too long hath there been a slave and a tyrant concealed in
woman. On that account worman is not yet capable of friendship: she
knoweth only | ove.

In woman's love there is injustice and blindness to all she doth not

| ove. And even in wonman's conscious love, there is still always
surprise and lightning and night, along with the light.
As yet woman is not capable of friendship: wonen are still cats

and birds. O at the best, cows.

As yet woman is not capable of friendship. But tell ne, ye nen
who of you is capable of friendship?

Oh! your poverty, ye nmen, and your sordidness of soul! As nuch as ye
give to your friend, will | give even to ny foe, and will not have
beconme poorer thereby.

There is conradeship: nmay there be friendship!

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
15. The Thousand and One Coal s

MANY | ands saw Zar at hustra, and many peopl es: thus he discovered the
good and bad of many peoples. No greater power did Zarathustra find on
earth than good and bad.

No people could live without first valuing; if a people wll
maintain itself, however, it nust not value as its nei ghbour val ueth.
Much that passed for good with one people was regarded with scorn
and contenpt by another: thus |I found it. Mich found | here called

bad, which was there decked with purple honours.

Never did the one nei ghbour understand the other: ever did his
soul marvel at his neighbour's del usi on and w ckedness.

A tabl e of excellencies hangeth over every people. Lol it is the
table of their triunphs; Io! it is the voice of their WIIl to Power.

It is laudable, what they think hard; what is indispensable and hard
they call good; and what relieveth in the direst distress, the
uni que and hardest of all,- they extol as holy.

What ever naketh them rul e and conquer and shine, to the dismy and
envy of their neighbours, they regard as the high and forenost
thing, the test and the neaning of all else.

Verily, my brother, if thou knewest but a people's need, its |and,
its sky, and its neighbour, then wouldst thou divine the law of its
surmountings, and why it clinbeth up that |adder to its hope.

"Always shalt thou be the forenpst and promninent above others: no
one shall thy jealous soul |ove, except a friend"- that nade the
soul of a Geek thrill: thereby went he his way to greatness.



"To speak truth, and be skilful with bow and arrow'- so seened it
ali ke pleasing and hard to the people fromwhom coneth ny name- the
nane which is alike pleasing and hard to ne.

"To honour father and nother, and fromthe root of the soul to do
their will"- this table of surmounting hung another people over
them and becane powerful and pernmanent thereby.

"To have fidelity, and for the sake of fidelity to risk honour and
bl ood, even in evil and dangerous courses"- teaching itself so,
anot her people mastered itself, and thus mastering itself, becane
pregnant and heavy with great hopes.

Verily, men have given unto thenmselves all their good and bad.
Verily, they took it not, they found it not, it came not unto them
as a voice from heaven.

Val ues did nman only assign to things in order to naintain hinmself-
he created only the significance of things, a human significance!
Therefore, calleth he hinmself "man," that is, the valuator

Valuing is creating: hear it, ye creating ones! Valuation itself
is the treasure and jewel of the val ued things.

Through val uation only is there value; and w thout valuation the nut
of existence would be hollow Hear it, ye creating ones!

Change of values- that is, change of the creating ones. A ways
doth he destroy who hath to be a creator

Creating ones were first of all peoples, and only in late tines
i ndividuals; verily, the individual hinmself is still the |atest
creation.

Peopl es once hung over them tables of the good. Love which woul d
rule and | ove whi ch woul d obey, created for thenselves such tables.

O der is the pleasure in the herd than the pleasure in the ego:
and as long as the good conscience is for the herd, the bad conscience
only saith: ego

Verily, the crafty ego, the |lovel ess one, that seeketh its advantage
in the advantage of many- it is not the origin of the herd, but its
ruin.

Lovi ng ones, was it always, and creating ones, that created good and
bad. Fire of love gloweth in the nanes of all the virtues, and fire of
wr at h.

Many | ands saw Zarat hustra, and many peopl es: no greater power did
Zarat hustra find on earth than the creations of the |oving ones-
"good" and "bad" are they call ed.

Verily, a prodigy is this power of praising and blanming. Tell ne, ye
brethren, who will master it for ne? Wio will put a fetter upon the
t housand necks of this animal?

A thousand goal s have there been hitherto, for a thousand peoples
have there been. Only the fetter for the thousand necks is stil
| acking; there is lacking the one goal. As yet hunanity hath not a
goal

But pray tell me, nmy brethren, if the goal of humanity be stil
| acking, is there not also still lacking- humanity itself?-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
16. Nei ghbour - Love

YE CROAD around your nei ghbour, and have fine words for it. But |
say unto you: your neighbour-love is your bad | ove of yourselves.

Ye flee unto your nei ghbour from yourselves, and would fain nmake a
virtue thereof: but | fathom your "unsel fishness."

The Thou is older than the |I; the Thou hath been consecrated, but
not yet the |I: so man presseth nigh unto his nei ghbour

Do | advise you to neighbour-love? Rather do | advise you to
nei ghbour-flight and to furthest |ove!



H gher than love to your neighbour is love to the furthest and
future ones; higher still than love to nmen, is love to things and
phant ons.

The phantom that runneth on before thee, ny brother, is fairer
than thou; why dost thou not give unto it thy flesh and thy bones? But
thou fearest, and runnest unto thy nei ghbour

Ye cannot endure it with yourselves, and do not |ove yoursel ves
sufficiently: so ye seek to nislead your neighbour into |ove, and
woul d fain gild yourselves with his error

Wul d that ye could not endure it with any kind of near ones, or
t hei r nei ghbours; then would ye have to create your friend and his
overfl owi ng heart out of yourselves.

Ye call in a witness when ye want to speak well of yourselves; and
when ye have nisled himto think well of you, ye also think well of
your sel ves

Not only doth he lie, who speaketh contrary to his know edge, but
nore so, he who speaketh contrary to his ignorance. And thus speak
ye of yourselves in your intercourse, and belie your nei ghbour with
your sel ves

Thus saith the fool: "Association with men spoileth the character
especi al |y when one hath none."

The one goeth to his nei ghbour because he seeketh hinmsel f, and the
ot her because he would fain | ose hinmself. Your bad love to
your sel ves naketh solitude a prison to you.

The furthest ones are they who pay for your love to the near ones;
and when there are but five of you together, a sixth nust always die.

| love not your festivals either: too many actors found | there, and
even the spectators often behaved |ike actors.

Not the nei ghbour do | teach you, but the friend. Let the friend
be the festival of the earth to you, and a foretaste of the Supernan

| teach you the friend and his overflow ng heart. But one nust
know how to be a sponge, if one would be | oved by over-flow ng hearts.

| teach you the friend in whomthe world standeth conplete, a
capsul e of the good,- the creating friend, who hath always a
conplete world to bestow

And as the world unrolled itself for him so rolleth it together
again for himin rings, as the growth of good through evil, as the
grow h of purpose out of chance.

Let the future and the furthest be the notive of thy today; in thy
friend shalt thou |l ove the Supernan as thy notive.

My brethren, | advise you not to neighbour-love- | advise you to
furthest |ove!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
17. The Way of the Creating One

WOULDST thou go into isolation, my brother? Wuldst thou seek the
way unto thyself? Tarry yet a little and hearken unto ne.

"He who seeketh may easily get lost hinself. Al isolation is
wong": so say the herd. And long didst thou belong to the herd.

The voice of the herd will still echo in thee. And when thou sayest,
"I have no longer a conscience in comon with you," then will it be
a plaint and a pain.

Lo, that pain itself did the same consci ence produce; and the |ast
gl eam of that conscience still gloweth on thine affliction

But thou woul dst go the way of thine affliction, which is the way
unto thyself? Then show nme thine authority and thy strength to do so!

Art thou a new strength and a new authority? A first notion? A
self-rolling wheel ? Canst thou al so conpel stars to revolve around
t hee?



Al as! there is so much lusting for loftiness! There are so many
convul sions of the anmbitions! Show ne that thou art not a |usting
and anbi ti ous one!

Al as! there are so nany great thoughts that do nothing nore than the
bel l ows: they inflate, and nake enptier than ever

Free, dost thou call thyself? Thy ruling thought would |I hear of,
and not that thou hast escaped from a yoke.

Art thou one entitled to escape froma yoke? Many a one hath cast
away his final worth when he hath cast away his servitude

Free fromwhat? What doth that matter to Zarathustra! Cearly
however, shall thine eye show unto ne: free for what?

Canst thou give unto thyself thy bad and thy good, and set up thy
will as a |aw over thee? Canst thou be judge for thyself, and
avenger of thy |aw?

Terrible is aloneness with the judge and avenger of one's own | aw
Thus is a star projected into desert space, and into the icy breath of
al oneness.

To-day sufferest thou still fromthe nultitude, thou individual
to-day hast thou still thy courage unabated, and thy hopes.

But one day will the solitude weary thee; one day will thy pride
yield, and thy courage quail. Thou wilt one day cry: "I am al one!"

One day wilt thou see no longer thy loftiness, and see too closely
thy lowiness; thy sublinmity itself will frighten thee as a phantom
Thou wilt one day cry: "All is false!"

There are feelings which seek to slay the |onesone one; if they do
not succeed, then nust they thenselves die! But art thou capabl e of
it- to be a nurderer?

Hast thou ever known, my brother, the word "disdain"? And the
angui sh of thy justice in being just to those that disdain thee?

Thou forcest many to think differently about thee; that, charge they
heavily to thine account. Thou canest nigh unto them and yet
went est past: for that they never forgive thee.

Thou goest beyond them but the higher thou risest, the smaller doth

the eye of envy see thee. Most of all, however, is the flying one
hat ed.
"How could ye be just unto ne!"- nust thou say- "I choose your

injustice as nmy allotted portion.

Injustice and filth cast they at the | onesone one: but, ny
brother, if thou wouldst be a star, thou nust shine for them none
the I ess on that account!

And be on thy guard agai nst the good and just! They would fain
crucify those who devise their own virtue- they hate the | onesone
ones.

Be on thy guard, also, against holy sinplicity! Al is unholy to
it that is not sinple; fain, likewise, would it play with the fire- of
the fagot and stake.

And be on thy guard, also, against the assaults of thy |ove! Too
readily doth the recluse reach his hand to any one who neeteth him

To many a one nayest thou not give thy hand, but only thy paw, and
wi sh thy paw al so to have cl aws.

But the worst enemny thou canst neet, wilt thou thyself always be;
t hou wayl ayest thyself in caverns and forests.

Thou | onesone one, thou goest the way to thyself! And past thyself
and thy seven devils |eadeth thy way!

A heretic wilt thou be to thyself, and a wi zard and a soot hsayer,
and a fool, and a doubter, and a reprobate, and a villain.

Ready must thou be to burn thyself in thine own flame; how coul dst
t hou becone new if thou have not first becone ashes!

Thou | onesone one, thou goest the way of the creating one: a God
wilt thou create for thyself out of thy seven devils



Thou | onesone one, thou goest the way of the loving one: thou | ovest
thysel f, and on that account despisest thou thyself, as only the
| ovi ng ones despi se.

To create, desireth the |oving one, because he despiseth! Wat
knowet h he of |ove who hath not been obliged to despise just what he
| oved!

Wth thy love, go into thine isolation, nmy brother, and with thy
creating; and late only will justice linp after thee.

Wth nmy tears, go into thine isolation, ny brother. | |ove himwho
seeketh to create beyond hinself, and thus succunbeth. -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
18. A d and Young Wnen

VWHY steal est thou along so furtively in the twilight, Zarathustra?
And what hidest thou so carefully under thy mantl e?

Is it a treasure that hath been given thee? O a child that hath
been born thee? O goest thou thyself on a thief's errand, thou friend
of the evil?-

Verily, nmy brother, said Zarathustra, it is a treasure that hath
been given ne: it is a little truth which I carry.

But it is naughty, like a young child; and if | hold not its
nmouth, it screaneth too |oudly.

As | went on ny way al one today, at the hour when the sun declineth,
there nmet ne an old wonman, and she spake thus unto nmy soul

"Much hath Zarathustra spoken also to us wonen, but never spake he
unto us concerni ng woman. "

And | answered her: "Concerni ng wonan, one should only talk unto
men. "

"Tal k al so unto me of woman," said she; "I amold enough to forget
it presently.”

And | obliged the old wonan and spake thus unto her

Everything in wonan is a riddle, and everything in woman hath one
solution- it is called pregnancy.

Man is for wonan a neans: the purpose is always the child. But
what is woman for man?

Two different things wanteth the true man: danger and diversion
Theref ore wanteth he worman, as the nost dangerous playt hi ng.

Man shall be trained for war, and wonan for the recreation of the
warrior: all else is folly.

Too sweet fruits- these the warrior liketh not. Therefore liketh
he woman; - bitter is even the sweetest woman.

Better than nman doth worman understand children, but man is nore
chil di sh than woman.

In the true man there is a child hidden: it wanteth to play. Up
then, ye wonen, and di scover the child in man

A plaything |l et woman be, pure and fine |like the precious stone,
illumned with the virtues of a world not yet cone.

Let the beam of a star shine in your love! Let your hope say: "My |
bear the Superman!"”

In your love let there be valour! Wth your |ove shall ye assail him
who inspireth you with fear!

In your |ove be your honour! Little doth woman understand
ot herwi se about honour. But let this be your honour: always to |ove
nore than ye are | oved, and never be the second.

Let nman fear worman when she | oveth: then nmaketh she every sacrifice
and everything el se she regardeth as worthl ess.

Let man fear worman when she hateth: for man in his innernost soul is
nerely evil; wonan, however, is nean

Whom hat et h wonan nost ?- Thus spake the iron to the | oadstone: "I



hate thee nost, because thou attractest, but art too weak to draw unto
t hee. "

The happi ness of nman is, "I wll.'
will."

"Lo! "Lo! now hath the world becone perfect!"- thus thinketh every
woman when she obeyeth with all her |ove.

Obey, nust the wonman, and find a depth for her surface. Surface is
worman's soul, a nobile, storny filmon shall ow water

Man's soul, however, is deep, its current gusheth in subterranean
caverns: wonman surnmiseth its force, but conprehendeth it not.-

Then answered ne the old wonan: "Many fine things hath Zarathustra
said, especially for those who are young enough for them

Strange! Zarathustra knoweth little about worman, and yet he is right
about them Doth this happen, because with wonen nothing is
i mpossi bl e?

And now accept a little truth by way of thanks! | am old enough
for it!

Swaddl e it up and hold its nouth: otherwise it will screamtoo
loudly, the little truth."

"Gve ne, woman, thy little truth!" said |I. And thus spake the old
wonan:

"Thou goest to wonmen? Do not forget thy whip!"-

The happi ness of woman is, "He

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
19. The Bite of the Adder

ONE day had Zarathustra fallen asleep under a fig-tree, owing to the
heat, with his armover his face. And there canme an adder and bit
himin the neck, so that Zarathustra screanmed with pain. Wen he had
taken his armfromhis face he | ooked at the serpent; and then did
it recognise the eyes of Zarathustra, wiggled ankwardly, and tried to
get away. "Not at all," said Zarathustra, "as yet hast thou not
recei ved ny thanks! Thou hast awakened ne in tinme; ny journey is yet
long." "Thy journey is short,"” said the adder sadly; "ny poison is
fatal ." Zarathustra smiled. "Wen did ever a dragon die of a serpent's
poi son?"- said he. "But take thy poison back! Thou art not rich enough
to present it to ne." Then fell the adder again on his neck, and
i cked his wound.

When Zarat hustra once told this to his disciples they asked him
"And what, O Zarathustra, is the noral of thy story?" And
Zar at hustra answered them thus:

The destroyer of norality, the good and just call ne: my story is
i mor al

Wien, however, ye have an eneny, then return himnot good for
evil: for that would abash him But prove that he hath done
sonet hi ng good to you.

And rat her be angry than abash any one! And when ye are cursed, it
pl easeth me not that ye should then desire to bless. Rather curse a
little alsol

And should a great injustice befall you, then do quickly five
smal | ones besides. Hideous to behold is he on whominjustice presseth
al one.

Did ye ever know this? Shared injustice is half justice. And he
who can bear it, shall take the injustice upon hinself!

A small revenge is hunmaner than no revenge at all. And if the
puni shrent be not also a right and an honour to the transgressor, | do
not |ike your punishing.

Nobler is it to own oneself in the wong than to establish one's
right, especially if one be in the right. Only, one nust be rich
enough to do so.



I do not like your cold justice; out of the eye of your judges there
al ways gl anceth the executioner and his cold steel

Tell me: where find we justice, which is love with seeing eyes?

Devi se nme, then, the |ove which not only beareth all punishnment, but
also all guilt!

Devise me, then, the justice which acquitteth every one except the
j udge!

And woul d ye hear this |ikew se? To himwho seeketh to be just
fromthe heart, even the |lie beconeth philanthropy.

But how could | be just fromthe heart! How can | give every one his
own! Let this be enough for nme: | give unto every one nine own.

Finally, ny brethren, guard against doing wong to any anchorite.
How coul d an anchorite forget! How could he requite!

Like a deep well is an anchorite. Easy is it to throwin a stone: if
it should sink to the bottom however, tell me, who will bring it
out again?

Quard against injuring the anchorite! If ye have done so, however,
wel | then, kill himalso!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
20. Child and Marriage

| HAVE a question for thee alone, ny brother: like a
soundi ng-l ead, cast | this question into thy soul, that | may know its
dept h.

Thou art young, and desirest child and marriage. But | ask thee: Art
thou a man entitled to desire a child?

Art thou the victorious one, the self-conqueror, the ruler of thy
passions, the master of thy virtues? Thus do | ask thee.

O doth the animal speak in thy wi sh, and necessity? O isolation?
O discord in thee?

I would have thy victory and freedomlong for a child. Living
monunment s shalt thou build to thy victory and enmanci pati on

Beyond thysel f shalt thou build. But first of all mnust thou be built
thysel f, rectangular in body and soul

Not only onward shalt thou propagate thyself, but upward! For that
pur pose may the garden of marriage hel p thee!

A hi gher body shalt thou create, a first novenent, a spontaneously
rolling wheel- a creating one shalt thou create.

Marriage: so call | the will of the twain to create the one that
is nore than those who created it. The reverence for one another, as
those exercising such a will, call | narriage

Let this be the significance and the truth of thy nmarriage. But that
whi ch the many-too-many call marriage, those superfluous ones- ah
what shall | call it?

Ah, the poverty of soul in the twain! Ah, the filth of soul in the
twai n! Ah, the pitiable self-conplacency in the twain

Marriage they call it all; and they say their marriages are nade
i n heaven.
Wll, | do not like it, that heaven of the superfluous! No, |I do not

like them those animals tangled in the heavenly toils!

Far fromnme also be the God who linpeth thither to bless what he
hath not mat ched!

Laugh not at such marriages! Wat child hath not had reason to
weep over its parents?

Wrthy did this man seem and ripe for the nmeaning of the earth: but
when | saw his wife, the earth seened to ne a hone for nadcaps

Yea, | would that the earth shook with convul sions when a saint
and a goose nate with one another

This one went forth in quest of truth as a hero, and at |ast got for



hinself a small decked-up lie: his marriage he calleth it.

That one was reserved in intercourse and chose choicely. But one
time he spoilt his conpany for all tine: his narriage he calleth it.

Anot her sought a handmaid with the virtues of an angel. But all at
once he becane the handmaid of a woman, and now woul d he need al so
to beconme an angel

Careful, have I found all buyers, and all of them have astute
eyes. But even the astutest of thembuyeth his wife in a sack

Many short follies- that is called | ove by you. And your marriage
putteth an end to many short follies, with one long stupidity.

Your |ove to wonman, and wonan's |love to man- ah, would that it
were synpathy for suffering and veiled deities! But generally two
ani mal s alight on one anot her.

But even your best love is only an enraptured sinmile and a painfu
ardour. It is atorch to light you to loftier paths.

Beyond yoursel ves shall ye |ove some day! Then learn first of all to
I ove. And on that account ye had to drink the bitter cup of your | ove.

Bitterness is in the cup even of the best love; thus doth it cause
I onging for the Superman; thus doth it cause thirst in thee, the
creating one!

Thirst in the creating one, arrow and | onging for the Superman: tel
me, ny brother, is this thy will to narriage?

Holy call | such a will, and such a narriage. -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
21. Vol untary Death

MANY die too late, and sone die too early. Yet strange soundeth
the precept: "Die at the right tine!

Die at the right tinme: so teacheth Zarathustra.

To be sure, he who never liveth at the right time, how could he ever
die at the right time? Wuld that he might never be born!- Thus do
advi se the superfluous ones.

But even the superfluous ones nmake nmuch ado about their death, and
even the holl owest nut wanteth to be cracked.

Every one regardeth dying as a great nmatter: but as yet death is not
a festival. Not yet have people learned to inaugurate the finest
festivals.

The consunmating death | show unto you, which beconeth a stinulus
and pronise to the Iiving.

Hi s death, dieth the consumrmati ng one triunphantly, surrounded by
hopi ng and prom sing ones.

Thus should one learn to die; and there should be no festival at
whi ch such a dyi ng one doth not consecrate the oaths of the |iving!

Thus to die is best; the next best, however, is to die in battle,
and sacrifice a great soul

But to the fighter equally hateful as to the victor, is your
grinning death which stealeth nigh Iike a thief,- and yet conmeth as
nast er.

My death, praise | unto you, the voluntary death, which coneth
unto nme because | want it.

And when shall | want it?- He that hath a goal and an heir,
wanteth death at the right time for the goal and the heir.

And out of reverence for the goal and the heir, he will hang up no
nore wi thered weaths in the sanctuary of life.

Verily, not the rope-nmakers will | resenble: they I engthen out their
cord, and thereby go ever backward.

Many a one, also, waxeth too old for his truths and triunphs; a
toot hl ess nouth hath no longer the right to every truth.

And whoever wanteth to have fame, nust take | eave of honour betines,



and practise the difficult art of- going at the right tine.

One nust di scontinue being feasted upon when one tasteth best:
that is known by those who want to be I ong | oved.

Sour apples are there, no doubt, whose lot is to wait until the |ast
day of autumm: and at the same tinme they becone ripe, yellow and
shrivel | ed.

In sonme ageth the heart first, and in others the spirit. And sone
are hoary in youth, but the |late young keep | ong young.

To many nmen life is a failure; a poison-wormgnaweth at their heart.
Then let themsee to it that their dying is all the nore a success.

Many never beconme sweet; they rot even in the sumer. It is
cowardi ce that holdeth themfast to their branches

Far too many live, and far too |long hang they on their branches.
Wul d that a stormcane and shook all this rottenness and
wor m eat enness fromthe treel

Wul d that there cane preachers of speedy death! Those woul d be
the appropriate stornms and agitators of the trees of life! But |
hear only slow death preached, and patience with all that is
"earthly."

Ah! ye preach patience with what is earthly? This earthly is it that
hath too much patience with you, ye bl aspheners!

Verily, too early died that Hebrew whomthe preachers of sl ow
death honour: and to nmany hath it proved a calanmity that he died too
early.

As yet had he known only tears, and the nelancholy of the Hebrews,
together with the hatred of the good and just- the Hebrew Jesus:
then was he seized with the longing for death.

Had he but remained in the wlderness, and far fromthe good and
just! Then, perhaps, would he have learned to live, and |love the
earth- and | aughter al so!

Believe it, ny brethren! He died too early; he hinmself would have
di savowed his doctrine had he attained to nmy age! Nobl e enough was
he to di savow

But he was still immature. Inmaturely |oveth the youth, and
imuaturely al so hateth he nman and earth. Confined and awkward are
still his soul and the wings of his spirit.

But in man there is nore of the child than in the youth, and | ess of
nmel anchol y: better understandeth he about |ife and death.

Free for death, and free in death; a holy Naysayer, when there is no
longer time for Yea: thus understandeth he about death and life.

That your dying may not be a reproach to man and the earth, ny
friends: that do | solicit fromthe honey of your soul

In your dying shall your spirit and your virtue still shine |ike
an evening after-glow around the earth: otherw se your dying hath been
unsati sfactory.

Thus will | die nyself, that ye friends may | ove the earth nore
for my sake; and earth will | again becone, to have rest in her that
bore ne.

Verily, a goal had Zarathustra; he threw his ball. Now be ye friends
the heirs of nmy goal; to you throw | the golden ball.

Best of all, do | see you, nmy friends, throw the golden ball! And so
tarry | still alittle while on the earth- pardon nme for it!

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
22. The Bestow ng Virtue

1

VWHEN Zar at hustra had taken | eave of the town to which his heart
was attached, the nanme of which is "The Pied Cow, " there foll owed



hi m many peopl e who call ed thensel ves his disciples, and kept him
conpany. Thus came they to a crossroads. Then Zarathustra told them
that he now wanted to go alone; for he was fond of going alone. His

di sci pl es, however, presented himat his departure with a staff, on

t he gol den handl e of which a serpent tw ned round the sun. Zarathustra
rejoi ced on account of the staff, and supported hinself thereon

then spake he thus to his disciples:

Tell me, pray: how cane gold to the highest value? Because it is
uncomon, and unprofiting, and beami ng, and soft in lustre; it
al ways bestoweth itself.

Only as inmage of the highest virtue cane gold to the highest
val ue. ol dlike, beanmeth the glance of the bestower. Gold-lustre
maket h peace between nmoon and sun

Unconmon is the highest virtue, and unprofiting, beanming is it,
and soft of lustre: a bestowing virtue is the highest virtue.

Verily, | divine you well, ny disciples: ye strive like ne for the
bestowi ng virtue. Wat should ye have in comon with cats and wol ves?
It is your thirst to becone sacrifices and gifts yourselves: and

therefore have ye the thirst to accunulate all riches in your soul

Insatiably striveth your soul for treasures and jewels, because your
virtue is insatiable in desiring to bestow

Ye constrain all things to flow towards you and into you, so that
they shall flow back again out of your fountain as the gifts of your
| ove.

Verily, an appropriator of all values nust such bestow ng. |ove
becone; but healthy and holy, call | this selfishness.-

Anot her selfishness is there, an all-too-poor and hungry Kkind, which
woul d al ways steal - the selfishness of the sick, the sickly
sel fi shness.

Wth the eye of the thief it |ooketh upon all that is lustrous; wth
the craving of hunger it neasureth hi mwho hath abundance; and ever
doth it prow round the tables of bestowers.

Si ckness speaketh in such craving, and invisible degeneration; of
a sickly body, speaketh the Il arcenous craving of this selfishness.

Tell me, ny brother, what do we think bad, and worst of all? Is it
not degeneration?- And we al ways suspect degeneration when the
best owi ng soul is |acking.

Upwar d goeth our course from genera on to super-genera. But a horror
to us is the degenerating sense, which saith: "All for nyself."

Upward soareth our sense: thus is it a simle of our body, a
simle of an elevation. Such siniles of elevations are the names of
the virtues.

Thus goeth the body through history, a becomer and fighter. And
the spirit- what is it to the body? Its fights' and victories' herald,
its compani on and echo.

Simles, are all nanes of good and evil; they do not speak out, they
only hint. A fool who seeketh know edge fromthem

G ve heed, ny brethren, to every hour when your spirit would speak
insimles: there is the origin of your virtue.

El evated is then your body, and raised up; with its delight,
enraptureth it the spirit; so that it beconmeth creator, and val uer
and | over, and everything' s benefactor

When your heart overfloweth broad and full like the river, a
bl essing and a danger to the | ow anders: there is the origin of your
virtue.

When ye are exal ted above prai se and bl ane, and your wll would
conmand all things, as a loving one's will: there is the origin of
your virtue.

When ye despi se pl easant things, and the effeninate couch, and
cannot couch far enough fromthe effenminate: there is the origin of



your virtue.

Wien ye are willers of one will, and when that change of every
need is needful to you: there is the origin of your virtue.
Verily, a new good and evil is it! Verily, a new deep murnuring, and

the voice of a new fountain!

Power is it, this newvirtue; a ruling thought is it, and around
it a subtle soul: a golden sun, with the serpent of know edge around
it.

2.

Here paused Zarathustra awhile, and | ooked |ovingly on his
di sci pl es. Then he continued to speak thus- and his voice had changed:

Remain true to the earth, ny brethren, with the power of your
virtue! Let your bestow ng |ove and your know edge be devoted to be
the nmeaning of the earth! Thus do | pray and conjure you

Let it not fly away fromthe earthly and beat against eterna
walls with its wings! Ah, there hath always been so nuch fl own-away
Vi rtuel

Lead, like nme, the flown-away virtue back to the earth- yea, back to
body and life: that it nay give to the earth its neaning, a human
nmeani ng!

A hundred tinmes hitherto hath spirit as well as virtue flown away
and bl undered. Alas! in our body dwelleth still all this del usion
and bl undering: body and will hath it there becone.

A hundred times hitherto hath spirit as well as virtue attenpted and
erred. Yea, an attenpt hath man been. Al as, rnuch ignorance and error
hath become enbodi ed in us!

Not only the rationality of millennia- also their nmadness,
breaketh out in us. Dangerous is it to be an heir.

Still fight we step by step with the giant Chance, and over al
manki nd hath hitherto rul ed nonsense, the |ack-of-sense.

Let your spirit and your virtue be devoted to the sense of the
earth, ny brethren: let the value of everything be deterni ned anew
by you! Therefore shall ye be fighters! Therefore shall ye be
creators!

Intelligently doth the body purify itself; attenpting with
intelligence it exalteth itself; to the discerners all inpulses
sanctify themselves; to the exalted the soul beconeth joyful

Physi ci an, heal thyself: then wilt thou also heal thy patient. Let
it be his best cure to see with his eyes himwho naketh hinsel f whol e.

A thousand paths are there which have never yet been trodden; a
t housand sal ubrities and hidden islands of life. Unexhausted and
undi scovered is still man and man's worl d.

Awake and hearken, ye |onesone ones! Fromthe future come winds wth
stealthy pinions, and to fine ears good tidings are proclai ned.

Ye | onesone ones of today, ye seceding ones, ye shall one day be a
peopl e: out of you who have chosen yourselves, shall a chosen people
arise:- and out of it the Supernman

Verily, a place of healing shall the earth beconme! And already is
a new odour diffused around it, a salvation-bringing odour- and a
new hope!

3.

When Zarat hustra had spoken these words, he paused, |ike one who had
not said his last word; and long did he balance the staff doubtfully
in his hand. At |ast he spake thus- and his voice had changed:

I now go al one, ny disciples! Ye al so now go away, and al one! So
will | have it.



Verily, | advise you: depart fromne, and guard yoursel ves agai nst
Zarathustra! And better still: be ashaned of him Perhaps he hath
decei ved you.

The man of know edge nust be able not only to I ove his enenies,
but also to hate his friends.

One requiteth a teacher badly if one remain nmerely a scholar. And
why will ye not pluck at ny weath?

Ye venerate ne; but what if your veneration should sonme day
col | apse? Take heed lest a statue crush you

Ye say, ye believe in Zarathustra? But of what account is
Zar at hustra! Ye are ny believers: but of what account are al
bel i ever s!

Ye had not yet sought yourselves: then did ye find ne. So do al
believers; therefore all belief is of so little account.

Now do | bid you lose nme and find yoursel ves; and only when ye

have all denied me, will | return unto you.

Verily, with other eyes, ny brethren, shall | then seek ny | ost
ones; with another love shall | then |Iove you

And once again shall ye have becone friends unto nme, and children of
one hope: then will | be with you for the third tine, to celebrate the

great noontide with you

And it is the great noontide, when man is in the nmiddle of his
course between ani mal and Superman, and cel ebrateth his advance to the
eveni ng as his highest hope: for it is the advance to a new norning.

At such tinme will the down-goer bless hinself, that he should be
an over-goer; and the sun of his know edge will be at noonti de.

"Dead are all the Gods: now do we desire the Supernman to live."- Let
this be our final will at the great noontide!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.

SECOND PART.
"-and only when ye have all denied ne, will | return unto you
Verily, with other eyes, ny brethren, shall | then seek ny | ost
ones; with another love shall | then |love you."- ZARATHUSTRA, |., "The

Bestowi ng Virtue."
23. The Child with the Mrror

AFTER this Zarathustra returned again into the nmountains to the
solitude of his cave, and withdrew hinself frommen, waiting like a
sower who hath scattered his seed. H s soul, however, becane inpatient
and full of longing for those whom he | oved: because he had still nuch
to give them For this is hardest of all: to close the open hand out
of love, and keep npdest as a giver

Thus passed with the | onesome one nonths and years; his w sdom
meanwhi | e i ncreased, and caused himpain by its abundance.

One norni ng, however, he awoke ere the rosy dawn, and having
nmeditated I ong on his couch, at |last spake thus to his heart:

Wiy did | startle in ny dream so that | awoke? Did not a child cone
to me, carrying a mrror?

"O Zarat hustra"- said the child unto me- "l ook at thyself in the
mrror!"
But when | looked into the mirror, | shrieked, and ny heart

throbbed: for not nyself did | see therein, but a devil's grinace
and deri sion.

Verily, all too well do | understand the dream s portent and
nmonition: nmy doctrine is in danger; tares want to be call ed wheat!

M ne eneni es have grown powerful and have disfigured the Iikeness of
my doctrine, so that my dearest ones have to blush for the gifts



that | gave them
Lost are ny friends; the hour hath come for ne to seek ny | ost
ones! -
Wth these words Zarathustra started up, not however |ike a person
i n angui sh seeking relief, but rather like a seer and a singer whom
the spirit inspireth. Wth amazenent did his eagle and serpent gaze
upon him for a coning bliss overspread his countenance |like the
rosy dawn.
What hath happened unto ne, nine aninals?- said Zarathustra. Am |
not transforned? Hath not bliss come unto nme |ike a whirlw nd?
Foolish is my happiness, and foolish things will it speak: it is
still too young- so have patience with it!
Wunded am | by ny happiness: all sufferers shall be physicians unto
me!
To ny friends can | again go down, and also to m ne enem es!
Zar at hustra can agai n speak and bestow, and show his best |ove to
his | oved ones!
My inpatient |ove overfloweth in streans,- down towards sunrise
and sunset. Qut of silent nountains and storns of affliction
rusheth ny soul into the valleys.
Too I ong have | |onged and | ooked into the distance. Too |ong hath
sol i tude possessed ne: thus have | unlearned to keep silence.
Utterance have | becone altogether, and the brawling of a brook from
hi gh rocks: downward into the valleys will | hurl nmy speech
And l et the streamof ny | ove sweep into unfrequented channel s!
How should a streamnot finally find its way to the seal
Forsooth, there is a lake in ne, sequestered and self-sufficing; but
the streamof ny love beareth this along with it, down- to the seal
New paths do | tread, a new speech coneth unto ne; tired have

becone- like all creators- of the old tongues. No |longer will ny
spirit walk on worn-out soles.

Too slowy runneth all speaking for nme:- into thy chariot, O
storm do | leap! And even thee will | whip with ny spite!

Li ke a cry and an huzza will | traverse wide seas, till I find the

Happy |sles where ny friends sojourn;-

And mi ne eneni es anongst them How | now | ove every one unto whom
| may but speak! Even mnine enenmies pertain to nmy bliss.

And when | want to nount my w |l dest horse, then doth ny spear always
help nme up best: it is ny foot's ever ready servant: -

The spear which | hurl at nine enenies! How grateful am| to mne
enemes that | may at last hurl it!

Too great hath been the tension of ny cloud: 'tw xt laughters of

lightnings will | cast hail-showers into the depths

Violently will my breast then heave; violently will it blowits
storm over the mountains: thus coneth its assuagenent.

Verily, like a stormconmeth ny happi ness, and ny freedom But nmnine

enem es shall think that the evil one roareth over their heads.

Yea, ye also, ny friends, will be alarned by ny wild wi sdom and
perhaps ye will flee therefrom along with mne enem es.

Ah, that | knew how to lure you back with shepherds' flutes! Ah,
that ny lioness wisdomwould learn to roar softly! And nmuch have we
al ready | earned with one anot her

My wild wi sdom becane pregnant on the |onesonme nountains; on the
rough stones did she bear the youngest of her young.

Now runneth she foolishly in the arid w | derness, and seeketh and
seeketh the soft sward- mine old, wild w sdom

On the soft sward of your hearts, ny friends!- on your |ove, would
she fain couch her dearest one!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.



24. In the Happy Isles

THE figs fall fromthe trees, they are good and sweet; and in
falling the red skins of them break. A north wind am| to ripe figs.

Thus, like figs, do these doctrines fall for you, ny friends: inbibe
now their juice and their sweet substance! It is autum all around,
and cl ear sky, and afternoon.

Lo, what fullness is around us! And out of the mdst of
super abundance, it is delightful to | ook out upon distant seas.

Once did people say God, when they | ooked out upon distant seas;
now, however, have | taught you to say, Supernman

God is a conjecture: but | do not wi sh your conjecturing to reach
beyond your creating will.

Could ye create a God?- Then, | pray you, be silent about al
gods! But ye could well create the Supernman

Not perhaps ye yourselves, my brethren! But into fathers and
forefathers of the Superman could ye transform yourselves: and | et
that be your best creating!-

God is a conjecture: but | should Iike your conjecturing
restricted to the conceivabl e.

Coul d ye conceive a God?- But let this mean WIIl to Truth unto
you, that everything be transforned into the humanly conceivabl e,
the humanly visible, the humanly sensible! Your own discernnent
shall ye follow out to the end!

And what ye have called the world shall but be created by you
your reason, your likeness, your will, your love, shall it itself
becone! And verily, for your bliss, ye discerning ones!

And how woul d ye endure life without that hope, ye discerning
ones? Neither in the inconceivable could ye have been born, nor in the
irrational

But that | may reveal nmy heart entirely unto you, ny friends: if
there were gods, how could | endure it to be no God! Therefore there
are no gods.

Yea, | have drawn the conclusion; now, however, doth it draw ne.-

God is a conjecture: but who could drink all the bitterness of
this conjecture without dying? Shall his faith be taken fromthe
creating one, and fromthe eagle his flights into eagl e-hei ghts?

God is a thought- it nmaketh all the straight crooked, and all that
standeth reel. Wat? Tinme would be gone, and all the perishable
woul d be but a lie?

To think this is giddiness and vertigo to human |inbs, and even

voniting to the stomach: verily, the reeling sickness do | call it, to
conj ecture such a thing.

Evil do | call it and misanthropic: all that teaching about the one,
and the plenum and the unnoved, and the sufficient, and the
i mperi shabl e!

Al the inperishable- that's but a sinmle, and the poets lie too
nmuch. -

But of time and of becomi ng shall the best similes speak: a praise
shall they be, and a justification of all perishabl eness!

Creating- that is the great salvation fromsuffering, and life's
alleviation. But for the creator to appear, suffering itself is
needed, and nuch transformation

Yea, much bitter dying must there be in your life, ye creators! Thus
are ye advocates and justifiers of all perishabl eness.

For the creator hinself to be the newborn child, he nust also be
willing to be the child-bearer, and endure the pangs of the
chi | d- bearer.

Verily, through a hundred souls went | nmy way, and through a hundred
cradles and birth-throes. Many a farewel|l have | taken; | know the



heart-breaki ng | ast hours.

But so willeth it my creating WII, ny fate. O, to tell you it nore
candidly: just such a fate- willeth my WII.

Al feeling suffereth in ne, and is in prison: but nmy willing ever
coneth to nme as mne enanci pator and conforter.

WI1ling emancipateth: that is the true doctrine of will and
emanci pati on- so teacheth you Zarathustra.

No longer willing, and no | onger valuing, and no |onger creating!
Ah, that that great debility may ever be far fromne

And al so in discerning do | feel only nmy will's procreating and
evolving delight; and if there be innocence in ny know edge, it is
because there is will to procreation in it.

Away from God and gods did this will allure me; what would there
be to create if there were- gods!

But to man doth it ever inpel nme anew, ny fervent creative will;
thus inpelleth it the hanmer to the stone.

Ah, ye nmen, within the stone slunbereth an image for ne, the inmage
of ny visions! Ah, that it should slunber in the hardest, ugliest
st one!

Now rageth nmy hanmmer ruthlessly against its prison. Fromthe stone
fly the fragments: what's that to nme?

Il will conplete it: for a shadow canme unto nme- the stillest and
lightest of all things once came unto ne!

The beauty of the superman cane unto ne as a shadow. Ah, ny
brethren! O what account now are- the gods to ne!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
25. The Pitiful

MY FRI ENDS, there hath arisen a satire on your friend: "Behold
Zar at hustra! Wl keth he not anongst us as if anongst ani mal s?"

But it is better said in this wise: "The discerning one wal keth
anongst nmen as anongst aninmals."

Man hinmself is to the discerning one: the animal with red cheeks.

How hat h that happened unto hin? Is it not because he hath had to be
ashanmed too oft?

O ny friends! Thus speaketh the discerning one: shame, shane, shane-
that is the history of man!

And on that account doth the noble one enjoin on hinself not to
abash: bashful ness doth he enjoin hinmself in presence of al
suf ferers.

Verily, | like themnot, the nerciful ones, whose bliss is in
their pity: too destitute are they of bashful ness.
If I nmust be pitiful, | dislike to be called so; and if | be so,

it is preferably at a distance.

Preferably also do | shroud ny head, and flee, before being
recogni sed: and thus do | bid you do, ny friends!

May ny destiny ever lead unafflicted ones Iike you across ny path,
and those with whom| nmay have hope and repast and honey in conmon

Verily, | have done this and that for the afflicted: but sonething
better did I always seemto do when | had | earned to enjoy nyself
better.

Si nce humanity canme into being, man hath enjoyed hinmself too little
that alone, nmy brethren, is our original sin

And when we learn better to enjoy ourselves, then do we unlearn best
to give pain unto others, and to contrive pain.

Therefore do | wash the hand that hath hel ped the sufferer
therefore do I w pe also ny soul

For in seeing the sufferer suffering- thereof was | ashaned on
account of his shane; and in helping him sorely did | wound his



pride.

Great obligations do not nake grateful, but revengeful; and when a
smal | kindness is not forgotten, it beconmeth a gnawi ng worm

"Be shy in accepting! Distinguish by accepting!"- thus do | advise
t hose who have naught to bestow

I, however, ama bestower: willingly do | bestow as friend to
friends. Strangers, however, and the poor, may pluck for thenselves
the fruit fromny tree: thus doth it cause | ess shane.

Beggars, however, one should entirely do away with! Verily, it
annoyeth one to give unto them and it annoyeth one not to give unto
t hem

And |ikew se sinners and bad consci ences! Believe ne, ny friends:
the sting of conscience teacheth one to sting.

The worst things, however, are the petty thoughts. Verily, better to
have done evilly than to have thought pettily!

To be sure, ye say: "The delight in petty evils spareth one nmany a
great evil deed." But here one should not wish to be sparing.

Like a boil is the evil deed: it itcheth and irritateth and breaketh
forth- it speaketh honourably.

"Behold, | amdisease," saith the evil deed: that is its
honour abl eness.

But like infection is the petty thought: it creepeth and hideth, and
wanteth to be nowhere- until the whole body is decayed and withered by
the petty infection

To hi m however, who is possessed of a devil, | would whisper this
word in the ear: "Better for thee to rear up thy devil! Even for
thee there is still a path to greatness!"-

Ah, ny brethren! One knoweth a little too nuch about every one!

And many a one beconeth transparent to us, but still we can by no
nmeans penetrate him

It is difficult to Iive anong nmen because silence is so difficult.

And not to himwho is offensive to us are we nost unfair, but to him
who doth not concern us at all.

I f, however, thou hast a suffering friend, then be a resting-place

for his suffering; like a hard bed, however, a canp-bed: thus wlt
thou serve him best.
And if a friend doeth thee wong, then say: "I forgive thee what

t hou hast done unto me; that thou hast done it unto thyself,
however- how could | forgive that!"

Thus speaketh all great love: it surpasseth even forgiveness and
pity.

One should hold fast one's heart; for when one letteth it go, how
qui ckly doth one's head run away!

Ah, where in the world have there been greater follies than with the
pitiful? And what in the world hath caused nore suffering than the
follies of the pitiful?

We unto all |oving ones who have not an el evati on which is above
their pity!

Thus spake the devil unto me, once on a tine: "Even God hath his
hell: it is his love for man."

And lately, did | hear himsay these words: "God is dead: of his
pity for man hath God died."-

So be ye warned against pity: fromthence there yet coneth unto
men a heavy cloud! Verily, | understand weat her-signs!

But attend also to this word: Al great love is above all its
pity: for it seeketh- to create what is |oved

"Myself do | offer unto nmy |love, and ny nei ghbour as nyself"- such
is the | anguage of all creators.

Al'l creators, however, are hard. -



Thus spake Zarat hustra.
26. The Priests

AND one day Zarathustra nade a sign to his disciples and spake these
words unto them

"Here are priests: but although they are nine enenies, pass them
quietly and with sl eepi ng swords!

Even anmong them there are heroes; many of them have suffered too
much: - so they want to nake others suffer

Bad enemies are they: nothing is nore revengeful than their
nmeekness. And readily doth he soil hinself who toucheth them

But ny blood is related to theirs; and | want withal to see ny bl ood
honoured in theirs."-

And when they had passed, a pain attacked Zarathustra; but not
long had he struggled with the pain, when he began to speak thus:

It noveth ny heart for those priests. They al so go agai nst ny taste;
but that is the smallest matter unto nme, since | am anong nen

But | suffer and have suffered with them prisoners are they unto
me, and stigmatised ones. He whomthey call Saviour put themin
fetters: -

In fetters of fal se values and fatuous words! OCh, that sone one
woul d save them fromtheir Saviour

On an isle they once thought they had | anded, when the sea tossed
t hem about; but behold, it was a sl unbering nonster

Fal se val ues and fatuous words: these are the worst nonsters for
nortal s- long slunmbereth and waiteth the fate that is in them

But at last it cometh and awaketh and devoureth and engul feth
what ever hath built tabernacles upon it.

Ch, just look at those tabernacl es which those priests have built
t hemsel ves! Churches, they call their sweet-snelling caves!

Oh, that falsified Iight, that nustified air! \Were the soul- nmay
not fly aloft to its height!

But so enjoineth their belief: "On your knees, up the stair, ye
si nners!"

Verily, rather would | see a shanel ess one than the distorted eyes
of their shame and devotion

Who created for thenselves such caves and penitence-stairs? Was it
not those who sought to conceal thenselves, and were ashaned under the
cl ear sky?

And only when the clear sky |ooketh again through ruined roofs,
and down upon grass and red poppies on ruined walls- will | again turn
my heart to the seats of this CGod.

They called God that which opposed and afflicted them and verily,
there was nuch hero-spirit in their worship!

And they knew not how to |l ove their God otherw se than by nailing
nmen to the cross!

As corpses they thought to live; in black draped they their corpses;
even in their talk do | still feel the evil flavour of charnel-houses.

And he who liveth nigh unto themliveth nigh unto black pools,
wherein the toad singeth his song with sweet gravity.

Better songs would they have to sing, for ne to believe in their
Saviour: nore! |ike saved ones would his disciples have to appear unto
me!

Naked, would | like to see them for beauty al one shoul d preach
peni tence. But whom woul d that disguised affliction convince!

Verily, their saviours thensel ves came not from freedom and
freedom s seventh heaven! Verily, they thenselves never trod the
carpets of know edge!

O defects did the spirit of those saviours consist; but into
every defect had they put their illusion, their stop-gap, which they



cal | ed God.

In their pity was their spirit drowned; and when they swelled and
o' erswelled with pity, there always floated to the surface a great
folly.

Eagerly and with shouts drove they their flock over their
foot-bridge; as if there were but one foot-bridge to the future!
Verily, those shepherds also were still of the flock

Smal | spirits and spaci ous souls had those shepherds: but, ny
brethren, what small donai ns have even t he nost spacious souls
hi t herto been!

Characters of blood did they wite on the way they went, and their
folly taught that truth is proved by bl ood.

But blood is the very worst witness to truth; blood tainteth the
purest teaching, and turneth it into delusion and hatred of heart.

And when a person goeth through fire for his teaching- what doth
that prove! It is nore, verily, when out of one's own burning coneth
one's own teaching!

Sultry heart and cold head; where these neet, there ariseth the
bl usterer, the "Saviour."

Greater ones, verily, have there been, and hi gher-born ones, than
t hose whom the people call saviours, those rapturous blusterers!

And by still greater ones than any of the saviours nust ye be saved,
ny brethren, if ye would find the way to freedon

Never yet hath there been a Superman. Naked have | seen both of
them the greatest nan and the snallest nan:-

All-too-sinmilar are they still to each other. Verily, even the
greatest found |- all-too-human!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
27. The Virtuous

W TH t hunder and heavenly fireworks nmust one speak to indol ent and
sommol ent senses.

But beauty's voice speaketh gently: it appealeth only to the nost
awakened soul s.

Gently vibrated and | aughed unto ne to-day ny buckler; it was
beauty's holy laughing and thrilling.

At you, ye virtuous ones, |aughed ny beauty to-day. And thus cane
its voice unto ne: "They want- to be paid besides!"

Ye want to be paid besides, ye virtuous ones! Ye want reward for
virtue, and heaven for earth, and eternity for your to-day?

And now ye upbraid ne for teaching that there is no reward-giver
nor paynaster? And verily, | do not even teach that virtue is its
own reward.

Ah! this is nmy sorrow into the basis of things have reward and
puni shmrent been insinuated- and now even into the basis of your souls,
ye virtuous ones!

But like the snout of the boar shall ny word grub up the basis of
your souls; a ploughshare will | be called by you

Al'l the secrets of your heart shall be brought to light; and when ye
lie in the sun, grubbed up and broken, then will also your falsehood
be separated fromyour truth

For this is your truth: ye are too pure for the filth of the
wor ds: vengeance, punishnent, reconpense, retribution

Ye love your virtue as a nother |oveth her child; but when did one
hear of a nother wanting to be paid for her [ove?

It is your dearest Self, your virtue. The ring's thirst is in you
to reach itself again struggleth every ring, and turneth itself.

And like the star that goeth out, so is every work of your virtue:
ever is its light onits way and travelling- and when will it cease to



be on its way?

Thus is the light of your virtue still on its way, even when its
work is done. Be it forgotten and dead, still its ray of light
liveth and travelleth.

That your virtue is your Self, and not an outward thing, a skin,
or a cloak: that is the truth fromthe basis of your souls, ye
vi rtuous ones! -

But sure enough there are those to whom virtue nmeaneth withing
under the lash: and ye have hearkened too much unto their crying!

And others are there who call virtue the slothful ness of their
vi ces; and when once their hatred and jeal ousy relax the linbs,
their "justice" beconmeth lively and rubbeth its sl eepy eyes.

And others are there who are drawn downwards: their devils draw
them But the nore they sink, the nore ardently gloweth their eye, and
the longing for their God.

Ah! their crying also hath reached your ears, ye virtuous ones:
"What | amnot, that, that is God to nme, and virtue!"

And others are there who go along heavily and creakingly, like carts
taki ng stones downhill: they talk nmuch of dignity and virtue- their
drag they call virtue!

And others are there who are |ike eight-day clocks when wound up
they tick, and want people to call ticking- virtue.

Verily, in those have | mine anusenent: wherever | find such
clocks | shall wind themup with nmy nockery, and they shall even whirr
t her eby!

And others are proud of their nodicum of righteousness, and for
the sake of it do violence to all things: so that the world is drowned
in their unrighteousness.

Ah! how ineptly coneth the word "virtue" out of their nouth! And
when they say: "I amjust,"” it always soundeth like: "I amjust-
revenged!"

Wth their virtues they want to scratch out the eyes of their
enem es; and they el evate thensel ves only that they may | ower others.

And again there are those who sit in their swanp, and speak thus
fromanong the bulrushes: "Virtue- that is to sit quietly in the
swanp.

W bite no one, and go out of the way of himwho would bite; and
inall mtters we have the opinion that is given us."

And again there are those who |ove attitudes, and think that
virtue is a sort of attitude.

Their knees continually adore, and their hands are eul ogi es of
virtue, but their heart knoweth naught thereof.

And again there are those who regard it as virtue to say: "Virtue is
necessary"; but after all they believe only that policenen are
necessary.

And many a one who cannot see nen's loftiness, calleth it virtue

to see their baseness far too well: thus calleth he his evil eye
Vi rtue. -

And sone want to be edified and raised up, and call it virtue: and
others want to be cast down,- and |ikew se call it virtue.

And thus do alnost all think that they participate in virtue; and at
| east every one clainmeth to be an authority on "good" and "evil."

But Zarathustra cane not to say unto all those liars and fools:
"What do ye know of virtue!l What could ye know of virtue!"-

But that ye, ny friends, night beconme weary of the old words which
ye have learned fromthe fools and |iars:

That ye mi ght beconme weary of the words "reward," "retribution,"
"puni shnent , " "righteous vengeance. "-

That ye mi ght beconme weary of saying: "That an action is good is
because it is unselfish."”



Ah! ny friends! That your very Self be in your action, as the nother
isinthe child: let that be your formula of virtuel

Verily, | have taken fromyou a hundred fornmnul ae and your virtue's
favourite playthings; and now ye upbraid nme, as children upbraid.

They pl ayed by the sea- then cane there a wave and swept their
pl aythings into the deep: and now do they cry.

But the sane wave shall bring them new pl aythi ngs, and spread before
t hem new speckl ed shel | s!

Thus will they be conforted; and like themshall ye also, ny
friends, have your conforting- and new speckl ed shells!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
28. The Rabble

LIFE is a well of delight; but where the rabble also drink, there
all fountains are poi soned.

To everything cleanly am | well disposed; but | hate to see the
grinning nouths and the thirst of the unclean

They cast their eye down into the fountain: and now glanceth up to
me their odious snile out of the fountain.

The holy water have they poisoned with their |ustful ness; and when
they called their filthy dreans delight, then poisoned they also the
wor ds.

I ndi gnant beconeth the flane when they put their danp hearts to
the fire; the spirit itself bubbleth and snoketh when the rabble
approach the fire.

Mawki sh and over-nel |l ow beconmeth the fruit in their hands: unsteady,
and withered at the top, doth their | ook nmake the fruit-tree.

And many a one who hath turned away fromlife, hath only turned away
fromthe rabble: he hated to share with them fountain, flanme, and
fruit.

And many a one who hath gone into the w lderness and suffered thirst
with beasts of prey, disliked only to sit at the cistern with filthy
canel -drivers

And many a one who hath conme along as a destroyer, and as a
hailstormto all cornfields, wanted nerely to put his foot into the
jaws of the rabble, and thus stop their throat.

And it is not the nouthful which hath nost choked ne, to know that
life itself requireth ennity and death and torture-crosses: -

But | asked once, and suffocated almost with ny question: Wat? Is
the rabble al so necessary for life?

Are poi soned fountains necessary, and stinking fires, and filthy
dreans, and naggots in the bread of life?

Not ny hatred, but ny |oathing, gnawed hungrily at ny life! Ah,
oftti mes becane | weary of spirit, when |I found even the rabble
spi ritual

And on the rulers turned I ny back, when | saw what they now cal
ruling: to traffic and bargain for power- with the rabbl e!

Anongst peopl es of a strange | anguage did | dwell, with stopped
ears: so that the |anguage of their trafficking mght remain strange
unto me, and their bargaining for power.

And hol ding my nose, | went norosely through all yesterdays and
todays: verily, badly snell all yesterdays and todays of the
scri bbling rabbl e!

Li ke a cripple beconme deaf, and blind, and dunmb- thus have | lived
long; that |I might not live with the power-rabble, the
scri be-rabbl e, and the pleasure-rabble.

Toil sonely did nmy spirit mount stairs, and cautiously; alnms of
delight were its refreshnment; on the staff did life creep along with
the blind one.



What hath happened unto nme? How have | freed nyself from Il oathing?
Who hat h rejuvenated mne eye? How have | flown to the hei ght where no
rabble any longer sit at the wells?

Did ny loathing itself create for me w ngs and fountain-divining
powers? Verily, to the loftiest height had | to fly, to find again the
wel | of delight!

Oh, | have found it, nmy brethren! Here on the loftiest height
bubbleth up for me the well of delight! And there is a |life at whose
wat ers none of the rabble drink with ne!

Al nost too violently dost thou flow for ne, thou fountain of
delight! And often enptiest thou the goblet again, in wanting to
fill it!

And yet nust | learn to approach thee nore nodestly: far too
violently doth nmy heart still flow towards thee:-

My heart on which ny sumer burneth, ny short, hot, nelancholy,
over - happy summer: how my sunmer heart |ongeth for thy cool ness!

Past, the lingering distress of my spring! Past, the w ckedness of
ny snowfl akes in June! Sunmmer have | becone entirely, and
sunmer - noont i de!

A sumrer on the loftiest height, with cold fountains and blissfu
stillness: oh, come, ny friends, that the stillness nmay becone nore
bl i ssful

For this is our height and our home: too high and steep do we here
dwell for all uncleanly ones and their thirst.

Cast but your pure eyes into the well of ny delight, ny friends! How
could it becone turbid thereby! It shall laugh back to you with its
purity.

On the tree of the future build we our nest; eagles shall bring us
| one ones food in their beaks!

Verily, no food of which the inpure could be fellow partakers! Fire,
woul d they think they devoured, and burn their nouths!

Verily, no abodes do we here keep ready for the inmpure! An
i ce-cave to their bodies would our happiness be, and to their spirits!

And as strong winds will we |ive above them neighbours to the
eagl es, nei ghbours to the snow, neighbours to the sun: thus live the
strong w nds.

And like a wind will | one day bl ow anongst them and with ny
spirit, take the breath fromtheir spirit: thus willeth nmy future
Verily, a strong wind is Zarathustra to all |ow places; and this

counsel counselleth he to his enemies, and to whatever spitteth and
spewet h: "Take care not to spit against the w nd!"-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
29. The Tarantul as

LO THIS is the tarantula's den! Wuld' st thou see the tarantul a
itself? Here hangeth its web: touch this, so that it may trenble.

There coneth the tarantula willingly: Welcone, tarantula! Black on
thy back is thy triangle and synbol; and | know al so what is in thy
soul

Revenge is in thy soul: wherever thou bitest, there ariseth black
scab; with revenge, thy poison maketh the soul giddy!

Thus do | speak unto you in parable, ye who make the soul giddy,
ye preachers of equality! Tarantulas are ye unto nme, and secretly
revengef ul ones!

But | will soon bring your hiding-places to the light: therefore
do | laugh in your face ny |aughter of the height.

Therefore do | tear at your web, that your rage may lure you out
of your den of lies, and that your revenge may leap forth from
behi nd your word "justice."



Because, for man to be redeened fromrevenge- that is for nme the
bridge to the highest hope, and a rai nbow after |ong storns.

O herwi se, however, would the tarantulas have it. "Let it be very
justice for the world to beconme full of the stornms of our
vengeance"- thus do they talk to one anot her

"Vengeance will we use, and insult, against all who are not like
us"- thus do the tarantul a-hearts pl edge thensel ves.

"And 'WIIl to Equality'- that itself shall henceforth be the name of
virtue; and against all that hath power will we raise an outcry!"

Ye preachers of equality, the tyrant-frenzy of inpotence crieth thus
in you for "equality": your npbst secret tyrant-Ilongings disguise
t hensel ves thus in virtue-words!

Fretted conceit and suppressed envy- perhaps your fathers' conceit
and envy: in you break they forth as flane and frenzy of vengeance.

What the father hath hid coneth out in the son; and oft have I found
in the son the father's reveal ed secret.

Inspired ones they resenble: but it is not the heart that
inspireth them but vengeance. And when they becone subtle and cold,
it is not spirit, but envy, that naketh them so.

Their jealousy |leadeth themalso into thinkers' paths; and this is
the sign of their jealousy- they always go too far: so that their
fatigue hath at last to go to sleep on the snow

In all their lamentations soundeth vengeance, in all their
eul ogi es is nal eficence; and being judge seeneth to thembliss.

But thus do | counsel you, my friends: distrust all in whomthe
i mpul se to punish is powerful!

They are people of bad race and |ineage; out of their countenances
peer the hangnan and the sl eut h-hound.

Di strust all those who talk nuch of their justice! Verily, in
their souls not only honey is Iacking.

And when they call thenselves "the good and just," forget not,
that for themto be Pharisees, nothing is | acking but- power!

My friends, | will not be mixed up and confounded w th others.

There are those who preach ny doctrine of life, and are at the
sanme tinme preachers of equality, and tarantul as.

That they speak in favour of life, though they sit in their den
t hese poi son-spiders, and withdrawn fromlife- is because they would
t hereby do injury.

To those woul d they thereby do injury who have power at present: for
with those the preaching of death is still npbst at hone.

Were it otherw se, then would the tarantul as teach otherw se: and
they thensel ves were fornerly the best world-naligners and
hereti c-burners.

Wth these preachers of equality will | not be mxed up and
confounded. For thus speaketh justice unto ne: "Men are not equal ."

And neither shall they becone so! What would be ny Iove to the
Superman, if | spake otherw se?

On a thousand bridges and piers shall they throng to the future, and
al ways shall there be nore war and inequality anong them thus doth ny
great | ove make nme speak

I nventors of figures and phantons shall they be in their
hostilities; and with those figures and phantons shall they yet
fight with each other the suprene fight!

Good and evil, and rich and poor, and high and Iow, and all nanes of
val ues: weapons shall they be, and sounding signs, that |ife nust
again and agai n surpass itself!

Aloft will it build itself with colums and stairs- life itself into
renote distances would it gaze, and out towards blissful beauties-
therefore doth it require el evation

And because it requireth elevation, therefore doth it require steps,



and variance of steps and clinbers! To rise striveth life, and in
rising to surpass itself.

And just behold, ny friends! Here where the tarantula's den is,
riseth aloft an ancient tenple's ruins- just behold it with
enl i ghtened eyes!

Verily, he who here towered aloft his thoughts in stone, knew as
well as the wi sest ones about the secret of lifel

That there is struggle and inequality even in beauty, and war for
power and suprenacy: that doth he here teach us in the plainest
par abl e.

How di vinely do vault and arch here contrast in the struggle: how
with Iight and shade they strive against each other, the divinely
striving ones. -

Thus, steadfast and beautiful, let us also be enenmies, ny friends!
Divinely will we strive against one another!-

Al as! There hath the tarantula bit me nyself, nine old eneny!
Di vinely steadfast and beautiful, it hath bit nme on the finger

"Puni shnment nust there be, and justice"- so thinketh it: "not
gratuitously shall he here sing songs in honour of enmity!"

Yea, it hath revenged itself! And alas! noww Il it make nmy soul
al so dizzy with revenge

That | may not turn dizzy, however, bind nme fast, ny friends, to
this pillar! Rather will | be a pillar-saint than a whirl of
vengeance!

Verily, no cyclone or whirlwind is Zarathustra: and if he be a
dancer, he is not at all a tarantul a-dancer! -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
30. The Fampbus W se Ones

THE peopl e have ye served and the people's superstition- not the
truth!- all ye fambus wi se ones! And just on that account did they pay
you reverence.

And on that account also did they tolerate your unbelief, because it
was a pleasantry and a by-path for the people. Thus doth the master
give free scope to his slaves, and even enjoyeth their
pr esunpt uousness.

But he who is hated by the people, as the wolf by the dogs- is the
free spirit, the enenmy of fetters, the non-adorer, the dweller in
t he woods.

To hunt himout of his lair- that was always called "sense of right"

by the people: on himdo they still hound their sharpest-toothed dogs.
"For there the truth is, where the people are!l We, woe to the
seeking ones!"- thus hath it echoed through all tine.

Your people would ye justify in their reverence: that called ye
"WIIl to Truth," ye fanbus wi se ones!

And your heart hath always said to itself: "Fromthe people have
cone: fromthence cane to ne also the voice of God."

Stiff-necked and artful, like the ass, have ye al ways been, as the
advocat es of the people.

And many a powerful one who wanted to run well with the people, hath
harnessed in front of his horses- a donkey, a fampbus w se nan

And now, ye fanmpbus w se ones, | would have you finally throw off
entirely the skin of the Iion

The skin of the beast of prey, the speckled skin, and the
di shevel l ed | ocks of the investigator, the searcher, and the
conquer or!

Ah! for me to learn to believe in your "conscientiousness," ye would
first have to break your venerating wll.

Consci entious- so call | himwho goeth into God-forsaken



wi | dernesses, and hath broken his venerating heart.

In the yell ow sands and burnt by the sun, he doubtless peereth
thirstily at the isles rich in fountains, where |ife reposeth under
shady trees.

But his thirst doth not persuade himto becone |ike those
confortabl e ones: for where there are oases, there are also idols.

Hungry, fierce, |onesonme, God-forsaken: so doth the lion-will wish
itself.

Free fromthe happi ness of slaves, redeened fromdeities and
adorations, fearless and fear-inspiring, grand and | onesone: so is the
wi Il of the conscientious.

In the wilderness have ever dwelt the conscientious, the free
spirits, as lords of the wilderness; but in the cities dwell the
wel | - f oddered, fanous w se ones- the draught-beasts.

For, always do they draw, as asses- the people's carts!

Not that | on that account upbraid them but serving ones do they
remai n, and harnessed ones, even though they glitter in golden
har ness.

And often have they been good servants and worthy of their hire. For
thus saith virtue: "If thou nust be a servant, seek himunto whom
thy service is nost useful

The spirit and virtue of thy naster shall advance by thou being his
servant: thus wilt thou thyself advance with his spirit and virtue!"

And verily, ye fanpbus w se ones, ye servants of the people! Ye
your sel ves have advanced with the people's spirit and virtue- and
t he people by you! To your honour do | say it!

But the people ye renmain for nme, even with your virtues, the
people with purblind eyes- the people who know not what spirit is!

Spirit is life which itself cutteth into life: by its own torture
doth it increase its own know edge,- did ye know t hat before?

And the spirit's happiness is this: to be anointed and consecrated
with tears as a sacrificial victim- did ye know that before?

And the blindness of the blind one, and his seeking and gropi ng,
shal |l yet testify to the power of the sun into which he hath gazed, -
did ye know t hat before?

And with nmountains shall the discerning one learn to build! It is
a small thing for the spirit to renove nountains,- did ye know that
bef ore?

Ye know only the sparks of the spirit: but ye do not see the anvi
which it is, and the cruelty of its hamer

Verily, ye know not the spirit's pride! But still less could ye
endure the spirit's humlity, should it ever want to speak

And never yet could ye cast your spirit into a pit of snow ye are
not hot enough for that! Thus are ye unaware, also, of the delight
of its col dness.

In all respects, however, ye nake too fanmiliar with the spirit;
and out of wi sdom have ye often nmade an al ms- house and a hospita
for bad poets.

Ye are not eagles: thus have ye never experienced the happi ness of
the alarmof the spirit. And he who is not a bird should not canp
above abysses.

Ye seemto me | ukewar mones: but coldly floweth all deep
know edge. Ice-cold are the innernmost wells of the spirit: a
refreshnent to hot hands and handl ers.

Respect abl e do ye there stand, and stiff, and with straight backs,
ye fanous wi se ones!- no strong wind or will inpelleth you

Have ye ne'er seen a sail crossing the sea, rounded and infl ated,
and trenbling with the violence of the w nd?

Li ke the sail trenbling with the violence of the spirit, doth ny
wi sdom cross the sea- nmy wild w sdom



But ye servants of the people, ye famobus w se ones- how could ye
go with ne!-
Thus spake Zarat hustra.
31. The N ght- Song

"TI'S night: now do all gushing fountains speak | ouder. And ny sou
al so is a gushing fountain.

"Tis night: nowonly do all songs of the |loving ones awake. And ny
soul also is the song of a loving one.

Sonet hi ng unappeased, unappeasable, is within nme; it longeth to find
expression. A craving for love is within me, which speaketh itself the
| anguage of | ove.

Light aml: ah, that | were night! But it is ny |onesoneness to be
begirt with Iight!

Ah, that | were dark and nightly! How would | suck at the breasts of
['i ght!

And you yourselves would | bless, ye twinkling starlets and
glowwormnms aloft!- and would rejoice in the gifts of your I|ight.

But | live in mne own light, | drink again into nyself the flanes
that break forth fromne

I know not the happi ness of the receiver; and oft have | dreant that
stealing nmust be nore bl essed than receiving.

It is my poverty that my hand never ceaseth bestowing; it is nine
envy that | see waiting eyes and the brightened nights of |onging.

Oh, the misery of all bestowers! Ch, the darkening of ny sun! Oh,
the craving to crave! Ch, the violent hunger in satiety!

They take fromme: but do | yet touch their soul? There is a gap
"twixt giving and receiving; and the snallest gap hath finally to be
bri dged over.

A hunger ariseth out of ny beauty: | should like to injure those
illumne; | should like to rob those | have gifted:- thus do
hunger for w ckedness.

Wt hdrawi ng nmy hand when anot her hand already stretcheth out to
it; hesitating |like the cascade, which hesitateth even in its |eap:-
thus do | hunger for wi ckedness!

Such revenge doth mine abundance think of such mischief welleth
out of ny | onesoneness.

My happi ness in bestowing died in bestowi ng; ny virtue becane
weary of itself by its abundance!

He who ever bestoweth is in danger of |osing his shane; to hi mwho
ever dispenseth, the hand and heart becone callous by very dispensing.

M ne eye no |onger overfloweth for the shanme of suppliants; ny
hand hath beconme too hard for the trenbling of filled hands.

Whence have gone the tears of mne eye, and the down of my heart?
Oh, the | onesoneness of all bestowers! GCh, the silence of al
shi ni ng ones!

Many suns circle in desert space: to all that is dark do they
speak with their light- but to me they are silent.

Oh, this is the hostility of light to the shining one: unpityingly
doth it pursue its course

Unfair to the shining one in its innernost heart, cold to the suns:-
thus travelleth every sun

Li ke a stormdo the suns pursue their courses: that is their
travelling. Their inexorable will do they follow that is their
col dness.

Oh, ye only is it, ye dark, nightly ones, that extract warmnmth from
the shining ones! Ch, ye only drink milk and refreshment fromthe
light's udders!

Ah, there is ice around ne; ny hand burneth with the iciness! Ah,
there is thirst in me; it panteth after your thirst!



"Tis night: alas, that | have to be light! And thirst for the
ni ghtly! And | onesoneness!

"Tis night: now doth nmy longing break forth in me as a fountain, -
for speech do | 1ong.

"Tis night: now do all gushing fountains speak |ouder. And ny sou
al so is a gushing fountain.

"Tis night: now do all songs of |oving ones awake. And ny sou
also is the song of a |oving one. -

Thus sang Zarat hustra.
32. The Dance- Song

ONE eveni ng went Zarathustra and his disciples through the forest;
and when he sought for a well, 1o, he Iighted upon a green neadow
peaceful Iy surrounded by trees and bushes, where nai dens were
danci ng together. As soon as the mai dens recogni sed Zarat hustra,

t hey ceased danci ng; Zarathustra, however, approached themwth
friendly men and spake these words:

Cease not your dancing, ye |lovely naidens! No gane-spoiler hath cone
to you with evil eye, no eneny of nmaidens.

God's advocate am| with the devil: he, however, is the spirit of
gravity. How could I, ye light-footed ones, be hostile to divine
dances? O to naidens' feet with fine ankl es?

To be sure, | ama forest, and a night of dark trees: but he who
is not afraid of my darkness, will find banks full of roses under ny
cypresses.

And even the little God may he find, who is dearest to nuaidens:
beside the well lieth he quietly, with closed eyes.

Verily, in broad daylight did he fall asleep, the sluggard! Had he
per haps chased butterflies too nuch?

Upbraid me not, ye beautiful dancers, when | chasten the little
God sonewhat! He will cry, certainly, and weep- but he is laughable
even when weepi ng!

And with tears in his eyes shall he ask you for a dance; and
myself will sing a song to his dance

A dance-song and satire on the spirit of gravity my suprenest,
power ful est devil, who is said to be "lord of the world."-

And this is the song that Zarathustra sang when Cupid and the
mai dens danced toget her:

O late did | gaze into thine eye, OLife! And into the unfathomable
did | there seemto sink

But thou pulledst ne out with a golden angle; derisively didst
thou |l augh when | call ed thee unfathonabl e.

"Such is the language of all fish," saidst thou; "what they do not
fathomis unfat homabl e.

But changeable am | only, and wild, and altogether a wonan, and no
Vi rtuous one:

Though | be called by you men the 'profound one,' or the 'faithfu
one,' 'the eternal one,' 'the nysterious one.'

But ye men endow us always with your own virtues- alas, ye
Vi rtuous ones!"

Thus did she | augh, the unbelievable one; but never do | believe her
and her | aughter, when she speaketh evil of herself.

And when | talked face to face with nmy wild Wsdom she said to ne
angrily: "Thou willest, thou cravest, thou lovest; on that account
al one dost thou praise Lifel"

Then had | al nost answered indignantly and told the truth to the
angry one; and one cannot answer nore indignantly than when one
"telleth the truth" to one's Wsdom



For thus do things stand with us three. In ny heart do I |ove only
Life- and verily, nost when | hate her!

But that | amfond of Wsdom and often too fond, is because she
rem ndeth me very strongly of Life!

She hath her eye, her |augh, and even her gol den angle-rod: am!|
responsible for it that both are so alike?

And when once Life asked ne: "Wo is she then, this Wsdon?P"- then
said | eagerly: "Ah, yes! Wsdom

One thirsteth for her and is not satisfied, one | ooketh through
veils, one graspeth through nets.

I's she beautiful? What do | know But the ol dest carps are stil
lured by her.

Changeabl e is she, and wayward; often have | seen her bite her
lip, and pass the conb against the grain of her hair.

Perhaps she is wicked and fal se, and altogether a wonan; but when
she speaketh ill of herself, just then doth she seduce nost."

When | had said this unto Life, then | aughed she naliciously, and
shut her eyes. "O whom dost thou speak?" said she. "Perhaps of ne?
And if thou wert right- is it proper to say that in such wise to

my face! But now, pray, speak also of thy Wsdom"
Ah, and now hast thou agai n opened thine eyes, O beloved Life! And
i nto the unfathomabl e have | again seenmed to sink. -

Thus sang Zarat hustra. But when the dance was over and the maidens
had departed, he becanme sad.

"The sun hath been long set," said he at last, "the nmeadow is
danp, and fromthe forest coneth cool ness

An unknown presence is about ne, and gazeth thoughtfully. What! Thou
livest still, Zarathustra?

Why? \her ef ore? Whereby? VWhither? Where? How? Is it not folly
still to live?-

Ah, ny friends; the evening is it which thus interrogateth in ne.
Forgi ve ne ny sadness!

Eveni ng hath conme on: forgive nme that evening hath cone on!"

Thus sang Zarat hustra.
33. The Grave- Song

"YONDER is the grave-island, the silent isle; yonder also are the
graves of my youth. Thither will | carry an evergreen weath of life."

Resolving thus in ny heart, did | sail o'er the sea.-

Oh, ye sights and scenes of ny youth! GCh, all ye gleans of |ove,
ye divine fleeting gl eans! How could ye perish so soon for nme! | think
of you to-day as ny dead ones.

From you, mny dearest dead ones, cometh unto ne a sweet savour
heart-opening and nelting. Verily, it convul seth and openeth the heart
of the | one seafarer.

Still am|l the richest and nost to be envied- I, the | onesonest one!
For | have possessed you, and ye possess me still. Tell nme: to whom
hath there ever fallen such rosy apples fromthe tree as have fallen
unto nme?

Still am | your love's heir and heritage, blooning to your nenory
wi th many-hued, wild-growing virtues, O ye dearest ones!

Ah, we were made to remain nigh unto each other, ye kindly strange
marvels; and not like tinmd birds did ye cone to nme and ny | ongi ng-
nay, but as trusting ones to a trusting one!

Yea, made for faithfulness, like me, and for fond eternities, nust |
now narme you by your faithl essness, ye divine glances and fleeting
gl eans: no ot her nane have | yet |earnt.

Verily, too early did ye die for ne, ye fugitives. Yet did ye not



flee fromnme, nor did | flee fromyou: innocent are we to each ot her
in our faithlessness.

To kill me, did they strangle you, ye singing birds of ny hopes!
Yea, at you, ye dearest ones, did nalice ever shoot its arrows- to hit
ny heart!

And they hit it! Because ye were always ny dearest, my possession
and ny possessedness: on that account had ye to die young, and far too
early!

At ny nost vul nerable point did they shoot the arrow nanely, at
you, whose skin is |like down- or nore like the smile that dieth at a
gl ance!

But this word will | say unto mine enemnmies: Wat is all nanslaughter
in conparison with what ye have done unto ne

Wrse evil did ye do unto nme than all mansl aughter; the
irretrievable did ye take fromne:- thus do | speak unto you, mne
enemi es!

Sl ew ye not ny youth's visions and dearest marvel s! My pl aynates
took ye fromme, the blessed spirits! To their nmenory do | deposit
this weath and this curse.

Thi s curse upon you, mne enenies! Have ye not made mine eterna
short, as a tone dieth away in a cold night! Scarcely, as the
twi nkle of divine eyes, did it come to nme- as a fleeting gl ean

Thus spake once in a happy hour ny purity: "Divine shal
everything be unto ne."

Then did ye haunt me with foul phantons; ah, whither hath that happy
hour now fI ed!

"Al'l days shall be holy unto ne"- so spake once the w sdom of ny
youth: verily, the | anguage of a joyous w sdon

But then did ye enenies steal ny nights, and sold themto
sl eepl ess torture: ah, whither hath that joyous wi sdom now fled?

Once did | long for happy auspices: then did ye | ead an
ow - nonster across ny path, an adverse sign. Ah, whither did ny tender
| ongi ng then flee?

Al'l loathing did I once vow to renounce: then did ye change ny
ni gh ones and nearest ones into ulcerations. Ah, whither did ny
nobl est vow then flee?

As a blind one did | once walk in blessed ways: then did ye cast
filth on the blind one's course: and now is he disgusted with the
ol d foot pat h.

And when | performed ny hardest task, and celebrated the triunph
of ny victories, then did ye make those who | oved ne call out that |
then grieved them nost.

Verily, it was always your doing: ye enbittered to ne my best honey,
and the diligence of nmy best bees.

To ny charity have ye ever sent the nost inpudent beggars; around ny
synpat hy have ye ever crowded the incurably shamel ess. Thus have ye
wounded the faith of my virtue.

And when | offered ny holiest as a sacrifice, imediately did your
"piety" put its fatter gifts beside it: so that mnmy holiest
suf focated in the fumes of your fat.

And once did | want to dance as | had never yet danced: beyond al
heavens did | want to dance. Then did ye seduce ny favourite minstrel

And now hath he struck up an awful, nelancholy air; alas, he
tooted as a nmournful horn to mine ear

Murderous minstrel, instrunent of evil, npbst innocent instrunent!
Already did | stand prepared for the best dance: then didst thou
slay my rapture with thy tones!

Only in the dance do | know how to speak the parable of the
hi ghest things:- and now hath ny grandest parabl e renmai ned unspoken in
ny |inbs!



Unspoken and unrealised hath ny hi ghest hope rennined! And there
have perished for me all the visions and consol ati ons of ny youth!

How did | ever bear it? How did | survive and surnount such
wounds? How did ny soul rise again out of those sepul chres?

Yea, sonething invul nerable, unburiable is with nme, sonething that

woul d rend rocks asunder: it is called ny WII. Silently doth it
proceed, and unchanged throughout the years.
Its course will it go upon nmy feet, mne old WIIl; hard of heart

is its nature and invul nerable.

I nvul nerable am | only in nmy heel. Ever livest thou there, and art
like thyself, thou nost patient one! Ever hast thou burst all shackles
of the tonb

In thee still liveth also the unrealisedness of nmy youth; and as
life and youth sittest thou here hopeful on the yellow ruins of
graves.

Yea, thou art still for me the denolisher of all graves: Hail to
thee, ny WIIl! And only where there are graves are there

resurrections. -

Thus sang Zarat hustra.
34. Sel f - Surpassing

"WLL to Truth" do ye call it, ye w sest ones, that which
i rpel l eth you and naketh you ardent?
W1l for the thinkabl eness of all being: thus do | call your wll!
Al being would ye make thinkable: for ye doubt with good reason
whet her it be already thinkable.
But it shall acconmopdate and bend itself to you! So willeth your

will. Smooth shall it becone and subject to the spirit, as its
mrror and reflection.

That is your entire will, ye wisest ones, as a WII to Power; and
even when ye speak of good and evil, and of estimates of val ue.

Ye would still create a world before which ye can bow the knee: such

is your ultimte hope and ecstasy.

The ignorant, to be sure, the people- they are like a river on which
a boat floateth along: and in the boat sit the estimtes of val ue,
sol etm and di sgui sed.

Your will and your valuations have ye put on the river of
becomi ng; it betrayeth unto ne an old WIl to Power, what is
bel i eved by the people as good and evil.

It was ye, ye w sest ones, who put such guests in this boat, and
gave them ponp and proud nanes- ye and your ruling WII!

Onward the river now carrieth your boat: it nust carry it. A snal
matter if the rough wave foameth and angrily resisteth its keel

It is not the river that is your danger and the end of your good and
evil, ye wisest ones: but that WIIl itself, the WIIl to Power- the
unexhausted, procreating life-wll.

But that ye may understand my gospel of good and evil, for that
purpose will | tell you nmy gospel of life, and of the nature of al
l'iving things.

The living thing did | follow, | walked in the broadest and
narrowest paths to learn its nature.

Wth a hundred-faced mirror did | catch its glance when its mouth
was shut, so that its eye m ght speak unto me. And its eye spake
unto me.

But wherever | found living things, there heard I also the
| anguage of obedience. Al living things are obeying things.

And this heard | secondly: \Watever cannot obey itself, is
conmanded. Such is the nature of living things.

This, however, is the third thing which | heard- nanely, that



commanding is nore difficult than obeying. And not only because the
commander beareth the burden of all obeyers, and because this burden
readily crusheth him -

An attenpt and a risk seenmed all commandi ng unto me; and whenever it
conmandeth, the living thing risketh itself thereby.

Yea, even when it comrandeth itself, then also nust it atone for its
commanding. O its own law nust it becone the judge and avenger and
victim

How doth this happen! So did | ask mnmysel f. Wat persuadeth the
living thing to obey, and conmand, and even be obedi ent in comuandi ng?

Hear ken now unto nmy word, ye wi sest ones! Test it seriously, whether
| have crept into the heart of life itself, and into the roots of
its heart!

Wierever | found a living thing, there found I WII to Power; and
even in the will of the servant found | the will to be naster

That to the stronger the weaker shall serve- thereto persuadeth he
his will who woul d be master over a still weaker one. That delight
alone he is unwilling to forego.

And as the | esser surrendereth hinself to the greater that he may
have del i ght and power over the least of all, so doth even the
greatest surrender hinmself, and staketh- life, for the sake of power.

It is the surrender of the greatest to run risk and danger, and pl ay
di ce for death.

And where there is sacrifice and service and | ove-gl ances, there
also is the will to be master. By by-ways doth the weaker then slink
into the fortress, and into the heart of the mightier one- and there
steal eth power.

And this secret spake Life herself unto ne. "Behold," said she, "
am t hat whi ch nust ever surpass itself.

To be sure, ye call it will to procreation, or inpulse towards a
goal, towards the higher, renoter, nore manifold: but all that is
one and the sane secret.

Rat her woul d | succunb than disown this one thing; and verily, where
there is succunbing and leaf-falling, o, there doth Life sacrifice
itself- for power!

That | have to be struggle, and beconing, and purpose, and

cross- purpose- ah, he who divineth ny will, divineth well also on what
crooked paths it hath to tread!
What ever | create, and however rmuch | love it,- soon nust | be

adverse to it, and to ny love: so willeth ny wll
And even thou, discerning one, art only a path and footstep of ny

will: verily, my WIl to Power wal keth even on the feet of thy WII to
Tr ut h!

He certainly did not hit the truth who shot at it the formula: "WII
to existence": that will- doth not exist!

For what is not, cannot will; that, however, which is in
exi stence- how could it still strive for existence!

Only where there is life, is there also will: not, however, WII

to Life, but- so teach | thee- WIIl to Power!

Much is reckoned higher than life itself by the Iiving one; but
out of the very reckoning speaketh- the WIl to Power!"-

Thus did Life once teach nme: and thereby, ye wi sest ones, do | solve
you the riddl e of your hearts.

Verily, | say unto you: good and evil which would be everlasting- it
doth not exist! O its own accord nust it ever surpass itself anew.
Wth your values and fornul ae of good and evil, ye exercise power,

ye val uing ones: and that is your secret |ove, and the sparkling,
trenmbling, and overflow ng of your souls.

But a stronger power groweth out of your values, and a new
surpassing: by it breaketh egg and egg-shell



And he who hath to be a creator in good and evil- verily, he hath
first to be a destroyer, and break val ues in pieces.

Thus doth the greatest evil pertain to the greatest good: that,
however, is the creating good. -

Let us speak thereof, ye w sest ones, even though it be bad. To be
silent is worse; all suppressed truths becone poi sonous.

And let everything break up which- can break up by our truths!
Many a house is still to be built!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
35. The Sublinme Ones

CALM is the bottom of ny sea: who would guess that it hideth drol
nonst er s!

Unnoved is nmy depth: but it sparkleth with sw nmring eni gmas and
| aught er s.

A sublime one saw | today, a solenn one, a penitent of the spirit:
Oh, how ny soul |aughed at his ugliness!

Wth upraised breast, and |like those who draw in their breath:
thus did he stand, the sublime one, and in silence:

O erhung with ugly truths, the spoil of his hunting, and rich in
torn raiment; many thorns also hung on him but | saw no rose.

Not yet had he | earned | aughi ng and beauty. d oony did this hunter
return fromthe forest of know edge

Fromthe fight with wild beasts returned he hone: but even yet a
wi | d beast gazeth out of his seriousness- an unconquered wild beast!

As a tiger doth he ever stand, on the point of springing; but | do
not |ike those strained souls; ungracious is ny taste towards al
t hose sel f-engrossed ones.

And ye tell nme, friends, that there is to be no dispute about
taste and tasting? But all life is a dispute about taste and tasting!

Taste: that is weight at the same time, and scal es and wei gher
and alas for every living thing that would |ive w thout dispute
about wei ght and scal es and wei gher

Shoul d he becone weary of his sublineness, this sublime one, then
only will his beauty begin- and then only will | taste himand find
hi m savoury.

And only when he turneth away fromhinself will he o erleap his
own shadow and verily! into his sun

Far too long did he sit in the shade; the cheeks of the penitent
of the spirit became pale; he alnost starved on his expectations.

Contenpt is still in his eye, and loathing hideth in his nmouth. To
be sure, he now resteth, but he hath not yet taken rest in the
sunshi ne.

As the ox ought he to do; and his happi ness should snell of the
earth, and not of contenpt for the earth.

As a white ox would | Iike to see him which, snorting and | ow ng,
wal ket h before the plough-share: and his | owing should also |aud al
that is earthly!

Dark is still his countenance; the shadow of his hand danceth upon
it. Oershadowed is still the sense of his eye.

His deed itself is still the shadow upon him his doing obscureth
the doer. Not yet hath he overcone his deed.

To be sure, | love in himthe shoul ders of the ox: but now do | want
to see also the eye of the angel

Also his hero-will hath he still to unlearn: an exalted one shall he

be, and not only a sublinme one:- the ether itself should raise him
the will-1less onel

He hath subdued nonsters, he hath sol ved eni gmas. But he shoul d al so
redeem hi s nonsters and enigmas; into heavenly children should he



transformthem
As yet hath his knowl edge not learned to snmile, and to be without
j eal ousy; as yet hath his gushing passion not beconme calmin beauty.
Verily, not in satiety shall his |onging cease and di sappear, but in
beauty! Graceful ness belongeth to the nunificence of the nagnani nous.
H s arm across his head: thus should the hero repose; thus should he
al so surnount his repose.
But precisely to the hero is beauty the hardest thing of all.
Unattai nable is beauty by all ardent wlls.
Alittle nore, alittle less: precisely this is nuch here, it is the
nost here.

To stand with rel axed nuscles and with unharnessed will: that is the
hardest for all of you, ye sublinme ones!
When power beconeth gracious and descendeth into the visible- | cal

such condescensi on, beauty.

And from no one do | want beauty so nmuch as fromthee, thou powerful
one: let thy goodness be thy |ast self-conquest.

Al evil do | accredit to thee: therefore do | desire of thee the
good.

Verily, | have often | aughed at the weaklings, who think
t hemsel ves good because they have crippl ed paws!

The virtue of the pillar shalt thou strive after: nore beautiful
doth it ever beconme, and nore graceful- but internally harder and nore
sustai ni ng- the higher it riseth.

Yea, thou sublinme one, one day shalt thou al so be beautiful, and
hold up the mirror to thine own beauty.

Then will thy soul thrill with divine desires; and there will be
adoration even in thy vanity!

For this is the secret of the soul: when the hero hath abandoned it,
then only approacheth it in dreans- the super-hero.-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
36. The Land of Culture

TOO far did | fly into the future: a horror seized upon ne.

And when | | ooked around nme, lo! there tinme was ny sole
cont enporary.

Then did I fly backwards, honmewards- and al ways faster. Thus did
conme unto you: ye present-day nen, and into the land of culture.

For the first tinme brought | an eye to see you, and good desire:
verily, with longing in ny heart did | cone.

But howdid it turn out with nme? Although so alarned- | had yet to
| augh! Never did mne eye see anything so notl ey-col oured!

| laughed and | aughed, while ny foot still trenmbled, and ny heart as
well. "Here forsooth, is the hone of all the paint-pots,”- said I

Wth fifty patches painted on faces and |linbs- so sat ye there to
nm ne astoni shnent, ye present-day nen!

And with fifty mirrors around you, which flattered your play of
colours, and repeated it!

Verily, ye could wear no better nasks, ye present-day nen, than your
own faces! Who coul d- recogni se you

Witten all over with the characters of the past, and these
characters also pencilled over with new characters- thus have ye
conceal ed yourselves well fromall decipherers!

And though one be a trier of the reins, who still believeth that
ye have reins! Qut of colours ye seemto be baked, and out of gl ued
scraps.

Al'l tines and peopl es gaze divers-col oured out of your veils; al
custonms and beliefs speak divers-col oured out of your gestures.

He who would strip you of veils and wappers, and paints and



gestures, would just have enough left to scare the crows.

Verily, | nyself amthe scared crow that once saw you naked, and
wi thout paint; and | flew away when the skel eton ogled at ne.

Rat her would | be a day-labourer in the nether-world, and anong
t he shades of the by-gone!- Fatter and fuller than ye, are forsooth
t he net her-worl dlings!

This, yea this, is bitterness to my bowels, that | can neither
endure you naked nor clothed, ye present-day nen

Al'l that is unhonelike in the future, and whatever maketh strayed
birds shiver, is verily nore honelike and faniliar than your
"reality."

For thus speak ye: "Real are we wholly, and without faith and
superstition": thus do ye plunme yourselves- alas! even w thout plunes!

I ndeed, how woul d ye be able to believe, ye divers-col oured ones!-
ye who are pictures of all that hath ever been believed!

Peranbul ating refutations are ye, of belief itself, and a
di sl ocation of all thought. Untrustworthy ones: thus do I call you, ye
real ones!

Al periods prate against one another in your spirits; and the
dreans and pratings of all periods were even real er than your
awakeness!

Unfruitful are ye: therefore do ye |ack belief. But he who had to
create, had always his presaging dreams and astral prenonitions- and
believed in believing!-

Hal f - open doors are ye, at which grave-diggers wait. And this is
your reality: "Everything deserveth to perish.”

Al as, how ye stand there before ne, ye unfruitful ones; how | ean
your ribs! And many of you surely have had know edge thereof.

Many a one hath said: "There hath surely a God fil ched sonething
fromne secretly whilst | slept? Verily, enough to nmake a girl for
hi nsel f therefrom

"Amazing is the poverty of ny ribs!" thus hath spoken nmany a
present - day man.

Yea, ye are laughable unto ne, ye present-day nen! And especially
when ye narvel at yourselves

And woe unto nme if | could not laugh at your nmarvelling, and had
to swallow all that is repugnant in your platters!

As it is, however, | will nmake lighter of you, since | have to carry
what is heavy; and what matter if beetles and May-bugs al so alight
on ny | oad!

Verily, it shall not on that account becone heavier to nme! And not
fromyou, ye present-day nen, shall ny great weariness arise.-

Ah, whither shall | now ascend with nmy longing! Fromall rnountains
do | look out for fatherlands and notherl ands.

But a hone have | found nowhere: unsettled aml in all cities, and
decanping at all gates.

Alien to ne, and a nockery, are the present-day nen, to whom of late
ny heart inpelled nme; and exiled am| from fatherlands and
not her | ands.

Thus do | love only nmy children's land, the undiscovered in the
renotest sea: for it do | bid ny sails search and search
Unto nmy children will | make amends for being the child of ny

fathers: and unto all the future- for this present-day!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
37. I mmacul ate Perception

VHEN yester-eve the noon arose, then did | fancy it about to bear
a sun: so broad and teenming did it lie on the horizon
But it was a liar with its pregnancy; and sooner will | believe in



the man in the nmoon than in the wonman.

To be sure, little of a man is he also, that timd night-reveller
Verily, with a bad conscience doth he stalk over the roofs.

For he is covetous and jeal ous, the nonk in the noon; covetous of
the earth, and all the joys of |overs.

Nay, | like himnot, that tomcat on the roofs! Hateful unto ne
are all that slink around hal f-cl osed w ndows!

Piously and silently doth he stalk along on the star-carpets:- but |
like no light-treading human feet, on which not even a spur jingleth.
Every honest one's step speaketh; the cat however, steal eth al ong

over the ground. Lo! cat-like doth the noon cone al ong, and
di shonestly. -
Thi s parabl e speak | unto you sentinmental dissenblers, unto you, the
"pure discerners!" You do |I call- covetous ones!
Al'so ye love the earth, and the earthly: | have divined you well!-
but shane is in your love, and a bad conscience- ye are |like the noon
To despise the earthly hath your spirit been persuaded, but not your
bowel s: these, however, are the strongest in you
And now is your spirit ashanmed to be at the service of your
bowel s, and goeth in by-ways and |ying ways to escape its own shane.
"That woul d be the highest thing for me"- so saith your lying spirit
unto itself- "to gaze upon life without desire, and not like the
dog, with hanging-out tongue:
To be happy in gazing: with dead will, free fromthe grip and
greed of selfishness- cold and ashy-grey all over, but with
i nt oxi cat ed noon- eyes!
That woul d be the dearest thing to ne"- thus doth the seduced one

seduce hinself,- "to love the earth as the noon loveth it, and with
the eye only to feel its beauty.
And this do | call immacul ate perception of all things: to want

not hi ng el se fromthem but to be allowed to lie before themas a
mrror with a hundred facets."-

Oh, ye sentinmental dissenblers, ye covetous ones! Ye |ack
i nnocence in your desire: and now do ye defane desiring on that
account!

Verily, not as creators, as procreators, or as jubilators do ye | ove
the earthl!

Where is innocence? Wiere there is will to procreation. And he who
seeketh to create beyond hinself, hath for ne the purest wll.

Wiere is beauty? VWere | nust will with nmy whole WIIl; where |
will love and perish, that an inmage may not rermain nerely an image.

Lovi ng and perishing: these have rhyned frometernity. WII to |ove:
that is to be ready also for death. Thus do | speak unto you cowards!

But now doth your emascul ated ogling profess to be
"contenplation!" And that which can be examined with cowardly eyes
is to be christened "beautiful!" Ch, ye violators of noble nanes!

But it shall be your curse, ye immacul ate ones, ye pure
di scerners, that ye shall never bring forth, even though ye lie
broad and teemi ng on the horizon

Verily, ye fill your nouth with noble words: and we are to believe
that your heart overfloweth, ye cozeners?

But nmy words are poor, contenptible, stamrering words: gladly do
pick up what falleth fromthe table at your repasts.

Yet still can | say therewith the truth- to dissenblers! Yea, ny
fish-bones, shells, and prickly |eaves shall- tickle the noses of
di ssenbl er s!

Bad air is always about you and your repasts: your |ascivious
t houghts, your lies, and secrets are indeed in the air!

Dare only to believe in yourselves- in yourselves and in your inward
parts! He who doth not believe in hinself always |ieth.



A God's mask have ye hung in front of you, ye "pure ones": into a
God' s nmask hath your execrable coiling snake craw ed.

Verily ye deceive, ye "contenplative ones!" Even Zarathustra was
once the dupe of your godlike exterior; he did not divine the
serpent's coil with which it was stuffed

A God's soul, | once thought |I saw playing in your ganes, ye pure
di scerners! No better arts did | once dream of than your arts!

Serpents' filth and evil odour, the distance concealed fromne
and that a lizard's craft prow ed thereabouts |asciviously.

But | cane nigh unto you: then came to ne the day,- and now coneth
it to you,- at an end is the nmoon's love affair!

See there! Surprised and pale doth it stand- before the rosy dawn!

For al ready she coneth, the glowi ng one,- her love to the earth
coneth! I nnocence, and creative desire, is all solar |ove!

See there, how she coneth inpatiently over the sea! Do ye not fee
the thirst and the hot breath of her [ove?

At the sea would she suck, and drink its depths to her height: now
riseth the desire of the sea with its thousand breasts.

Ki ssed and sucked would it be by the thirst of the sun; vapour woul d
it becone, and height, and path of light, and light itself!

Verily, like the sun do | love life, and all deep seas.

And this neaneth to me know edge: all that is deep shall ascend-
to my height!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
38. Schol ars

WHEN | lay asleep, then did a sheep eat at the ivy-weath on ny
head,- it ate, and said thereby: "Zarathustra is no longer a scholar."

It said this, and went away clunsily and proudly. A child told it to
ne.

| like to lie here where the children play, beside the ruined
wal I, among thistles and red poppies.

A scholar am | still to the children, and also to the thistles and
red poppies. Innocent are they, even in their w ckedness.

But to the sheep | amno longer a scholar: so willeth ny
| ot - bl essi ngs upon it!

For this is the truth: | have departed fromthe house of the
schol ars, and the door have | al so slanmed behind ne.

Too long did ny soul sit hungry at their table: not like them have
got the knack of investigating, as the knack of nut-cracking.

Freedomdo | love, and the air over fresh soil; rather would | sleep
on ox-skins than on their honours and dignities.

I amtoo hot and scorched with mne own thought: often is it ready
to take away ny breath. Then have | to go into the open air, and
away fromall dusty roons.

But they sit cool in the cool shade: they want in everything to be
nerely spectators, and they avoid sitting where the sun burneth on the
st eps.

Li ke those who stand in the street and gape at the passers-hby:
thus do they also wait, and gape at the thoughts which others have
t hought .

Shoul d one lay hold of them then do they raise a dust like
flour-sacks, and involuntarily: but who would divine that their dust
cane fromcorn, and fromthe yellow delight of the sumer fields?

When they give thensel ves out as wi se, then do their petty sayings

and truths chill ne: in their wisdomthere is often an odour as if
it cane fromthe swanp; and verily, | have even heard the frog croak
init!

Cl ever are they- they have dexterous fingers: what doth ny



sinplicity pretend to beside their nultiplicity! Al threading and
knitting and weaving do their fingers understand: thus do they nake
the hose of the spirit!

Good cl ockworks are they: only be careful to wind themup
properly! Then do they indicate the hour w thout m stake, and nmake a
nodest noi se thereby.

Like mllstones do they work, and |ike pestles: throw only seed-corn
unto them - they know well how to grind corn small, and nake white
dust out of it.

They keep a sharp eye on one another, and do not trust each other
the best. Ingenious in little artifices, they wait for those whose
know edge wal keth on lane feet,- |like spiders do they wait.

| saw them al ways prepare their poison with precaution; and al ways
did they put glass gloves on their fingers in doing so.

They al so know how to play with fal se dice; and so eagerly did
find them playing, that they perspired thereby.

We are alien to each other, and their virtues are even nore
repugnant to my taste than their fal sehoods and fal se dice.

And when | lived with them then did I |ive above them Therefore
did they take a dislike to ne.

They want to hear nothing of any one wal ki ng above their heads;
and so they put wood and earth and rubbi sh betwi xt ne and their heads.

Thus did they deafen the sound of ny tread: and | east have
hitherto been heard by the nost |earned.

Al'l mankind's faults and weaknesses did they put betw xt

themsel ves and nme:- they call it "false ceiling" in their houses.

But nevertheless | walk with ny thoughts above their heads; and even
should I walk on mine own errors, still would | be above them and
t heir heads.

For men are not equal: so speaketh justice. And what | will, they
may not will!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
39. Poets

"SINCE | have known the body better"- said Zarathustra to one of his
di sciples- "the spirit hath only been to me synbolically spirit; and
all the "inperishable' - that is also but a simle."

"So have | heard thee say once before," answered the disciple,

"and then thou addedst: 'But the poets lie too nmuch.' Wy didst thou
say that the poets lie too much?"

"Why?" said Zarathustra. "Thou askest why? | do not belong to
those who may be asked after their Wy.

Is ny experience but of yesterday? It is long ago that | experienced
the reasons for mine opinions.

Should I not have to be a cask of nmenory, if | also wanted to have
my reasons with nme?

It is already too nmuch for me even to retain nine opinions; and nany
a bird flieth away.

And sonetines, also, do | find a fugitive creature in my dovecote,
which is alien to ne, and trenbleth when | lay ny hand upon it.

But what did Zarathustra once say unto thee? That the poets lie
too nmuch?- But Zarathustra also is a poet.

Bel i evest thou that he there spake the truth? Wy dost thou
believe it?"

The di sciple answered: "I believe in Zarathustra.
shook his head and snil ed. -

Bel i ef doth not sanctify me, said he, least of all the belief in
nmysel f.

But granting that sone one did say in all seriousness that the poets

But Zarat hustra



lie too much: he was right- we do lie too nmuch

We also know too little, and are bad | earners: so we are obliged
to lie.

And whi ch of us poets hath not adulterated his w ne? Many a
poi sonous hot chpotch hath evolved in our cellars: many an
i ndescri babl e thing hath there been done.

And because we know little, therefore are we pleased fromthe
heart with the poor in spirit, especially when they are young wonen!

And even of those things are we desirous, which old wonen tell one
another in the evening. This do we call the eternally feninine in us.

And as if there were a special secret access to know edge, which
choketh up for those who | earn anything, so do we believe in the
people and in their "w sdom"

This, however, do all poets believe: that whoever pricketh up his
ears when lying in the grass or on lonely slopes, |earneth sonething
of the things that are betw xt heaven and earth.

And if there conme unto themtender enotions, then do the poets
al ways think that nature herself is in love with them

And that she stealeth to their ear to whisper secrets into it, and
anorous flatteries: of this do they plune and pride thensel ves, before
all nortal s!

Ah, there are so many things betw xt heaven and earth of which
only the poets have dreaned!

And especi ally above the heavens: for all gods are
poet - synbol i sati ons, poet-sophistications!

Verily, ever are we drawn aloft- that is, to the realmof the
clouds: on these do we set our gaudy puppets, and then call them
gods and Supernen: -

Are not they light enough for those chairs!- all these gods and
Super nen?-

Ah, how | amweary of all the inadequate that is insisted on as
actual! Ah, how | amweary of the poets!

Wien Zarathustra so spake, his disciple resented it, but was silent.
And Zarathustra also was silent; and his eye directed itself inwardly,
as if it gazed into the far distance. At |ast he sighed and drew
breat h. -

| am of today and heretofore, said he thereupon; but something is in
me that is of the norrow, and the day followi ng, and the hereafter

| became weary of the poets, of the old and of the new
superficial are they all unto ne, and shall ow seas.

They did not think sufficiently into the depth; therefore their
feeling did not reach to the bottom

Sonme sensation of vol uptuousness and some sensation of tedium these
have as yet been their best contenplation

Ghost - br eat hi ng and ghost - whi ski ng, seeneth to ne all the
jingle-jangling of their harps; what have they known hitherto of the
fervour of tones!-

They are al so not pure enough for ne: they all nuddle their water
that it may seem deep.

And fain would they thereby prove thensel ves reconcilers: but
nmedi ari es and mixers are they unto ne, and hal f-and-hal f, and inpure!-

Ah, | cast indeed ny net into their sea, and neant to catch good
fish; but always did | draw up the head of sone ancient God.

Thus did the sea give a stone to the hungry one. And they thensel ves
may well originate fromthe sea

Certainly, one findeth pearls in them thereby they are the nore
like hard nolluscs. And instead of a soul, | have often found in
themsalt sline

They have learned fromthe sea also its vanity: is not the sea the



peacock of peacocks?
Even before the ugliest of all buffaloes doth it spread out its

tail; never doth it tire of its lace-fan of silver and silKk.

Di sdainfully doth the buffal o gl ance thereat, nigh to the sand
with its soul, nigher still to the thicket, nighest, however, to the
swanp.

What is beauty and sea and peacock-splendour to it! This parable |
speak unto the poets.

Verily, their spirit itself is the peacock of peacocks, and a sea of
vani ty!

Spectators seeketh the spirit of the poet- should they even be
buf f al oes! -

But of this spirit becane | weary; and | see the time comnming when it
will become weary of itself.

Yea, changed have | seen the poets, and their glance turned
towards thensel ves

Penitents of the spirit have | seen appearing; they grew out of
t he poets. -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
40. Great Events

THERE is an isle in the sea- not far fromthe Happy Isles of
Zar at hustra- on which a vol cano ever snoketh; of which isle the
peopl e, and especially the old wonen anongst them say that it is
pl aced as a rock before the gate of the nether-world; but that through
the volcano itself the narrow way | eadeth downwards whi ch conducteth
to this gate.

Now about the tine that Zarathustra sojourned on the Happy Isles, it
happened that a ship anchored at the isle on which standeth the
snmoki ng nmountain, and the crew went ashore to shoot rabbits. About the
noonti de hour, however, when the captain and his nen were together
agai n, they saw suddenly a man coning towards themthrough the air,
and a voice said distinctly: "It is tine! It is the highest tine!" But
when the figure was nearest to them (it flew past quickly, however,
like a shadow, in the direction of the volcano), then did they
recognise with the greatest surprise that it was Zarathustra; for they
had all seen him before except the captain hinmself, and they | oved him
as the people love: in such wise that |ove and awe were conbined in
equal degree.

"Behol d!" said the old hel msnman, "there goeth Zarathustra to hell!"

About the same tine that these sailors |landed on the fire-isle,
there was a runour that Zarathustra had di sappeared; and when his
friends were asked about it, they said that he had gone on board a
ship by night, w thout saying whither he was going.

Thus there arose some uneasi ness. After three days, however, there
canme the story of the ship's crewin addition to this uneasiness-
and then did all the people say that the devil had taken
Zarat hustra. Hi s disciples |aughed, sure enough, at this talk; and one
of them said even: "Sooner would | believe that Zarathustra hath taken
the devil." But at the bottomof their hearts they were all full of
anxi ety and longing: so their joy was great when on the fifth day
Zar at hustra appeared anongst them

And this is the account of Zarathustra's interview with the
fire-dog:

The earth, said he, hath a skin; and this skin hath di seases. One of
t hese di seases, for exanple, is called "nman."

And anot her of these diseases is called "the fire-dog": concerning
hi m men have greatly deceived thensel ves, and | et thensel ves be
decei ved



To fathomthis nystery did | go o' er the sea; and | have seen the
truth naked, verily! barefooted up to the neck

Now do | know how it is concerning the fire-dog; and |ikew se
concerning all the spouting and subversive devils, of which not only
old wonen are afraid.

"Up with thee, fire-dog, out of thy depth!" cried I, "and confess
how deep that depth is! Wence coneth that which thou snortest up?

Thou drinkest copiously at the sea: that doth thine enbittered
el oquence betray! In sooth, for a dog of the depth, thou takest thy
nouri shnent too nmuch fromthe surface!

At the nost, | regard thee as the ventriloquist of the earth: and
ever, when | have heard subversive and spouting devils speak, | have
found themlike thee: enbittered, nendaci ous, and shall ow.

Ye understand how to roar and obscure with ashes! Ye are the best
braggarts, and have sufficiently |learned the art of naking dregs boil

Where ye are, there nmust always be dregs at hand, and much that is
spongy, hollow, and conpressed: it wanteth to have freedom

'Freedom ye all roar nobst eagerly: but | have unlearned the
belief in 'great events,' when there is nuch roaring and snoke about
t hem

And believe nme, friend Hull abal oo! The greatest events- are not
our noisiest, but our stillest hours.

Not around the inventors of new noise, but around the inventors of
new val ues, doth the world revolve; inaudibly it revolveth.

And just own to it! Little had ever taken place when thy noise and
snoke passed away. What, if a city did becone a numy, and a statue
lay in the nud!

And this do | say also to the o' erthrowers of statues: It is
certainly the greatest folly to throw salt into the sea, and statues
into the nud

In the mud of your contenpt lay the statue: but it is just its
law, that out of contenpt, its life and Iiving beauty grow again!

Wth diviner features doth it now arise, seducing by its
suffering; and verily! it will yet thank you for o' erthrowing it, ye
subverters!

This counsel, however, do | counsel to kings and churches, and to
all that is weak with age or virtue- let yourselves be o'erthrown!
That ye may again conme to life, and that virtue- nmay cone to you!-"

Thus spake | before the fire-dog: then did he interrupt ne sullenly,
and asked: "Church? What is that?"

"Church?" answered |, "that is a kind of state, and indeed the
nost mendaci ous. But renain quiet, thou dissenbling dog! Thou surely
knowest thine own species best!

Li ke thyself the state is a dissenbling dog; like thee doth it
like to speak with snoke and roaring- to nake believe, like thee, that
it speaketh out of the heart of things.

For it seeketh by all nmeans to be the nost inportant creature on
earth, the state; and people think it so."

Wien | had said this, the fire-dog acted as if mad with envy.
"What!" cried he, "the nost inmportant creature on earth? And people
think it so?" And so nuch vapour and terrible voices cane out of his
throat, that | thought he woul d choke with vexation and envy.

At | ast he becane cal mer and his panting subsided; as soon, however,
as he was quiet, | said |aughingly:

"Thou art angry, fire-dog: so | amin the right about thee!

And that | nmay also maintain the right, hear the story of another
fire-dog; he speaketh actually out of the heart of the earth.

ol d doth his breath exhale, and golden rain: so doth his heart
desire. What are ashes and snoke and hot dregs to him

Laughter flitteth fromhimlike a variegated cloud; adverse is he to



thy gargling and spewing and grips in the bowel s!

The gol d, however, and the laughter- these doth he take out of the
heart of the earth: for, that thou mayst knowit,- the heart of the
earth is of gold."

Wien the fire-dog heard this, he could no Ionger endure to listen to
nme. Abashed did he drawin his tail, said "bowwow" in a cowed voi ce,
and crept down into his cave.-

Thus told Zarathustra. His disciples, however, hardly listened to
him so great was their eagerness to tell himabout the sailors, the
rabbits, and the flying man.

"What am | to think of it!" said Zarathustra. "Am| indeed a ghost?

But it may have been ny shadow. Ye have surely heard sonething of
t he Wanderer and his Shadow?

One thing, however, is certain: | nmust keep a tighter hold of it;
otherwise it will spoil my reputation.”

And once nore Zarathustra shook his head and wondered. "Wiat am| to
think of it!" said he once nore.

"Way did the ghost cry: "It is time! It is the highest tine!'

For what is it then- the highest tinme?"-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
41. The Soot hsayer

"-AND | saw a great sadness cone over nankind. The best turned weary
of their works.

A doctrine appeared, a faith ran beside it: "All is enpty, all is
alike, all hath been!’

And fromall hills there re-echoed: "All is enpty, all is alike, al
hat h been!"’

To be sure we have harvested: but why have all our fruits becone
rotten and brown? What was it fell last night fromthe evil nobon?

In vain was all our |abour, poison hath our wi ne become, the evi
eye hath singed yellow our fields and hearts.

Arid have we all becone; and fire falling upon us, then do we turn
dust like ashes:- yea, the fire itself have we nade aweary.

Al'l our fountains have dried up, even the sea hath receded. Al
the ground trieth to gape, but the depth will not swall ow

"Alas! where is there still a sea in which one could be drowned?' so
soundet h our plaint- across shall ow swanps.

Verily, even for dying have we beconme too weary; now do we keep
awake and live on- in sepul chres.”

Thus did Zarathustra hear a soothsayer speak; and the foreboding
touched his heart and transformed him Sorrowfully did he go about and
wearily; and he becane |like unto those of whom the soothsayer had

spoken. -

Verily, said he unto his disciples, alittle while, and there coneth
the long twilight. Alas, how shall | preserve ny light through it!

That it may not snother in this sorrowful ness! To renoter worlds
shall it be a light, and also to renotest nights!

Thus did Zarathustra go about grieved in his heart, and for three
days he did not take any neat or drink: he had no rest, and lost his
speech. At last it came to pass that he fell into a deep sleep. His
di sci pl es, however, sat around himin [ong night-watches, and waited
anxiously to see if he would awake, and speak again, and recover
fromhis affliction.

And this is the discourse that Zarathustra spake when he awoke;
his voice, however, came unto his disciples as from afar

Hear, | pray you, the dreamthat | dreaned, ny friends, and help
me to divine its meaning!



Ariddle is it still unto me, this dream the nmeaning is hidden in
it and encaged, and doth not yet fly above it on free pinions.

All Iife had | renounced, so |I dreaned. Ni ght-watchman and
grave-guardi an had | beconme, aloft, in the lone nountain-fortress of
Deat h.

There did | guard his coffins: full stood the nusty vaults of
those trophies of victory. Qut of glass coffins did vanquished life
gaze upon Ie.

The odour of dust-covered eternities did | breathe: sultry and
dust-covered lay ny soul. And who could have aired his soul there!

Bri ght ness of midnight was ever around ne; | onesoneness cowered
besi de her; and as a third, death-rattle stillness, the worst of ny
femal e friends.

Keys did | carry, the rustiest of all keys; and | knew how to open
with themthe nost creaking of all gates.

Like a bitterly angry croaking ran the sound through the Iong
corridors when the | eaves of the gate opened: ungraciously did this
bird cry, unwillingly was it awakened.

But nore frightful even, and nore heart-strangling was it, when it

again became silent and still all around, and | alone sat in that
mal i gnant sil ence.
Thus did tine pass with ne, and slip by, if time there still was:

what do | know thereof! But at |ast there happened that whi ch awoke
ne.

Thrice did there peal peals at the gate like thunders, thrice did
the vaults resound and how again: then did | go to the sate.

Al pa! cried I, who carrieth his ashes unto the nountain? Al pa! Al pa!
who carrieth his ashes unto the nountain?

And | pressed the key, and pulled at the gate, and exerted mysel f.
But not a finger's-breadth was it yet open

Then did a roaring wind tear the folds apart: whistling, whizzing,
and piercing, it threw unto ne a black coffin.

And in the roaring and whistling and whizzing, the coffin burst
open, and spouted out a thousand peals of |aughter

And a thousand caricatures of children, angels, ows, fools, and
child-sized butterflies |aughed and nocked, and roared at ne.

Fearfully was | terrified thereby: it prostrated ne. And | cried
with horror as | ne'er cried before.

But mine own crying awke ne:- and | cane to nyself.-

Thus did Zarathustra relate his dream and then was silent: for as
yet he knew not the interpretation thereof. But the disciple whom he
| oved nost arose quickly, seized Zarathustra's hand, and said:

"Thy life itself interpreteth unto us this dream O Zarathustra!

Art thou not thyself the wind with shrill whistling, which
bursteth open the gates of the fortress of Death?

Art thou not thyself the coffin full of many-hued malices and
angel -caricatures of life?

Verily, like a thousand peals of children's |aughter coneth
Zarathustra into all sepulchres, laughing at those night-watchnen
and grave-guardi ans, and whoever else rattleth with sinister keys.

Wth thy laughter wilt thou frighten and prostrate them fainting
and recovering wilt thou denobnstrate thy power over them

And when the long twilight coneth and the nortal weariness, even
then wilt thou not disappear fromour firmanment, thou advocate of
life!

New stars hast thou nade us see, and new nocturnal glories:
verily, laughter itself hast thou spread out over us like a
many- hued canopy.

Now wi Il children's laughter ever fromcoffins flow, nowwll a
strong wi nd ever conme victoriously unto all nortal weariness: of



this thou art thyself the pledge and the prophet!

Verily, they thenselves didst thou dream thine enenies: that was
thy sorest dream

But as thou awokest fromthem and canest to thyself, so shall they
awaken from thensel ves- and cone unto theel

Thus spake the disciple; and all the others then thronged around
Zar at hustra, grasped himby the hands, and tried to persuade himto
| eave his bed and his sadness, and return unto them Zarathustra,
however, sat upright on his couch, with an absent |ook. Like one
returning fromlong foreign sojourn did he | ook on his disciples,
and exami ned their features; but still he knew t hem not. Wen
however, they raised him and set himupon his feet, behold, all on
a sudden his eye changed; he understood everything that had
happened, stroked his beard, and said with a strong voice:

"Well! this hath just its time; but see to it, ny disciples, that we
have a good repast; and wi thout delay! Thus do I nmean to make anends
for bad dreans!

The soot hsayer, however, shall eat and drink at ny side: and verily,
I will yet show hima sea in which he can drown hinsel f!"-

Thus spake Zarathustra. Then did he gaze long into the face of the
di sci pl e who had been the dreaminterpreter, and shook his head. -
42. Redenption

WHEN Zar at hustra went one day over the great bridge, then did the
cripples and beggars surround him and a hunchback spake thus unto
hi m

"Behol d, Zarathustra! Even the people learn fromthee, and acquire
faith in thy teaching: but for themto believe fully in thee, one
thing is still needful- thou nust first of all convince us cripples!
Here hast thou now a fine selection, and verily, an opportunity with
nore than one forel ock! The blind canst thou heal, and nake the |ane
run; and from hi mwho hath too nuch behind, couldst thou well, also,
take away a little;- that, | think, would be the right nmethod to
make the cripples believe in Zarathustra!"

Zar at hustra, however, answered thus unto hi mwho so spake: Wen
one taketh his hunp fromthe hunchback, then doth one take from him
his spirit- so do the people teach. And when one giveth the blind
man eyes, then doth he see too nany bad things on the earth: so that
he curseth hi mwho healed him He, however, who nmaketh the |ame man
run, inflicteth upon himthe greatest injury; for hardly can he run
when his vices run away with him so do the people teach concerning
cripples. And why should not Zarathustra also |earn fromthe people,
when t he people | earn from Zarat hustra?

It is, however, the snallest thing unto nme since | have been anongst
nmen, to see one person |acking an eye, another an ear, and a third a
leg, and that others have |ost the tongue, or the nose, or the head.

| see and have seen worse things, and divers things so hideous, that
| should neither like to speak of all matters, nor even keep silent
about some of them nanely, men who |ack everything, except that
t hey have too nuch of one thing- nen who are nothing nore than a big
eye, or a big nouth, or a big belly, or sonething el se big,-
reversed cripples, | call such nen

And when | canme out of ny solitude, and for the first tinme passed
over this bridge, then | could not trust mne eyes, but |ooked again
and again, and said at last: "That is an ear! An ear as big as a man!"
| looked still nore attentively- and actually there did nove under the
ear sonething that was pitiably snmall and poor and slim And in
truth this i mense ear was perched on a small thin stal k- the stalk,
however, was a nan! A person putting a glass to his eyes, could even



recogni se further a small envious countenance, and al so that a bl oated
soul l et dangled at the stalk. The people told ne, however, that the
big ear was not only a nan, but a great man, a genius. But | never
believed in the people when they spake of great nmen- and | hold to

my belief that it was a reversed cripple, who had too little of

everyt hing, and too nuch of one thing.

When Zarat hustra had spoken thus unto the hunchback, and unto
t hose of whom t he hunchback was the nout hpi ece and advocate, then
did he turn to his disciples in profound dejection, and said:

Verily, ny friends, | wal k anongst nen as anongst the fragnents
and |inbs of human bei ngs!

This is the terrible thing to mne eye, that | find man broken up
and scattered about, as on a battle- and butcher-ground.

And when nine eye fleeth fromthe present to the bygone, it
findeth ever the sanme: fragnments and linbs and fearful chances- but no
men!

The present and the bygone upon earth- ah! ny friends- that is ny
nost unbearable trouble; and | should not know how to live, if |
were not a seer of what is to cone

A seer, a purposer, a creator, a future itself, and a bridge to
the future- and alas! also as it were a cripple on this bridge: al
that is Zarathustra.

And ye al so asked yourselves often: "Wo is Zarathustra to us?
What shall he be called by us?" And like nme, did ye give yoursel ves
guestions for answers.

Is he a promiser? O a fulfiller? A conqueror? O an inheritor? A
harvest? O a ploughshare? A physician? O a heal ed one?

Is he a poet? O a genuine one? An emanci pator? O a subjugator? A
good one? O an evil one?

I wal k anongst men as the fragnments of the future: that future which
| contenpl ate.

And it is all ny poetisation and aspiration to conpose and coll ect
into unity what is fragnent and riddle and fearful chance.

And how could | endure to be a man, if man were not al so the
conposer, and riddl e-reader, and redeener of chance!

To redeem what is past, and to transformevery "It was" into "Thus

would | have it!"- that only do I call redenption

WIl- so is the emanci pator and joy-bringer called: thus have
taught you, my friends! But now learn this |ikewise: the WIIl itself
is still a prisoner.

WI1ling emanci pateth: but what is that called which still putteth
t he emanci pator in chains?

"I't was": thus is the WIIl's teeth-gnashing and | onesonest
tribulation called. |Inpotent towards what hath been done- it is a
mal i ci ous spectator of all that is past.

Not backward can the WIIl will; that it cannot break tinme and tine's
desire- that is the WII's lonesonest tribulation

WI1ling enmanci pateth: what doth WIling itself devise in order to
get free fromits tribulation and nock at its prison?

Ah, a fool beconmeth every prisoner! Foolishly delivereth itself also
the inprisoned WII.

That time doth not run backward- that is its aninosity: "That
which was": so is the stone which it cannot roll called.

And thus doth it roll stones out of aninobsity and ill-hurmour, and
taketh revenge on whatever doth not, like it, feel rage and
i Il-hunour.

Thus did the WIIl, the enmancipator, becone a torturer; and on al

that is capable of suffering it taketh revenge, because it cannot go
backwar d.
This, yea, this alone is revenge itself: the WIIl's antipathy to



time, and its "It was."

Verily, a great folly dwelleth in our WIIl; and it becane a curse
unto all humanity, that this folly acquired spirit!

The spirit of revenge: ny friends, that hath hitherto been man's
best contenpl ation; and where there was suffering, it was clained
there was always penalty.

"Penalty," so calleth itself revenge. Wth a lying word it
feigneth a good consci ence.

And because in the willer hinself there is suffering, because he
cannot will backwards- thus was Wlling itself, and all life, clainmed-
to be penalty!

And then did cloud after cloud roll over the spirit, until at |ast
madness preached: "Everything perisheth, therefore everything
deserveth to perish!"”

"And this itself is justice, the law of tine- that he nust devour
his children:" thus did madness preach

"Morally are things ordered according to justice and penalty. Oh,
where is there deliverance fromthe flux of things and fromthe
"exi stence' of penalty?" Thus did madness preach

"Can there be deliverance when there is eternal justice? Al as,
unrollable is the stone, 'It was': eternal nust also be al
penalties!" Thus did madness preach

"No deed can be anni hilated: how could it be undone by the
penalty! This, this is what is eternal in the 'existence' of
penalty, that existence also nust be eternally recurring deed and
guilt!

Unl ess the WII should at last deliver itself, and WIling becone

non-WIlling-:" but ye know, ny brethren, this fabul ous song of
madness!

Away from those fabul ous songs did | |ead you when | taught you
"The WIIl is a creator."

Al "It was" is a fragnent, a riddle, a fearful chance- until the
creating WIIl saith thereto: "But thus would | have it."-

Until the creating WIIl saith thereto: "But thus do I will it!
Thus shall | will it!"

But did it ever speak thus? And when doth this take place? Hath
the WIIl been unharnessed fromits own folly?

Hath the WIIl beconme its own deliverer and joy-bringer? Hath it
unl earned the spirit of revenge and all teeth-gnashing?

And who hath taught it reconciliation with tine, and sonething
hi gher than all reconciliation?

Sonet hi ng higher than all reconciliation nust the WIl will whichis
the WIIl to Power-: but how doth that take place? Who hath taught it
also to will backwards?

-But at this point in his discourse it chanced that Zarathustra
suddenly paused, and | ooked Iike a person in the greatest alarm
Wth terror in his eyes did he gaze on his disciples; his glances
pierced as with arrows their thoughts and arrear-thoughts. But after a
bri ef space he again | aughed, and said soothedly:

"It is difficult to Iive anongst nen, because silence is so
difficult- especially for a babbler."-

Thus spake Zarathustra. The hunchback, however, had listened to
t he conversation and had covered his face during the tinme; but when he
heard Zarathustra | augh, he | ooked up with curiosity, and said sl owy:
"But why doth Zarathustra speak ot herwi se unto us than unto his
di sci pl es?"
Zar at hustra answered: "Wat is there to be wondered at! Wth
hunchbacks one May well speak in a hunchbacked way!"
"Very good," said the hunchback; "and with pupils one may well



tell tales out of school
But why doth Zarathustra speak otherw se unto his pupils- than
unto hinsel f?"-
43. Manly Prudence

NOT the height, it is the declivity that is terriblel

The declivity, where the gaze shooteth downwards, and the hand
graspeth upwards. There doth the heart beconme giddy through its double
will.

Ah, friends, do ye divine also ny heart's double will?

This, this is ny declivity and ny danger, that ny gaze shooteth
towards the sunmit, and ny hand would fain clutch and | ean- on the
dept h!

To man clingeth ny will; with chains do |I bind nyself to man
because | am pull ed upwards to the Superman: for thither doth mne
other will tend.

And therefore do | live blindly anong nen, as if | knew them not:
that my hand may not entirely | ose belief in firnmmess.

| know not you men: this gl oomand consolation is often spread
around ne.

| sit at the gateway for every rogue, and ask: Who wi sheth to
decei ve ne?

This is nmy first manly prudence, that | allow nyself to be deceived
so as not to be on ny guard agai nst deceivers.

Ah, if | were on ny guard agai nst man, how could nan be an anchor to

my ball! Too easily would | be pulled upwards and away!
This providence is over ny fate, that | have to be wi thout
f oresi ght.

And he who woul d not | angui sh anongst nen, nust learn to drink out
of all glasses; and he who woul d keep cl ean anongst nen, mnust know how
to wash hinmself even with dirty water

And thus spake | often to nyself for consol ation: "Courage! Cheer
up! old heart! An unhappiness hath failed to befall thee: enjoy that
as thy- happiness!"

This, however, is mine other manly prudence: | amnore forbearing to
the vain than to the proud.

I's not wounded vanity the nother of all tragedi es? Wiere, however,
pride is wounded, there there groweth up something better than pride.

That life may be fair to behold, its game nust be well played; for
t hat purpose, however, it needeth good actors.

Good actors have | found all the vain ones: they play, and w sh
people to be fond of beholding them all their spirit is in this w sh

They represent thensel ves, they invent thenselves; in their
nei ghbourhood | like to | ook upon life- it cureth of melancholy.

Therefore am | forbearing to the vain, because they are the
physi ci ans of my mel ancholy, and keep nme attached to man as to a
dr ana.

And further, who conceiveth the full depth of the npbdesty of the
vain man! | amfavourable to him and synpathetic on account of his
nodesty.

From you would he learn his belief in hinself; he feedeth upon
your gl ances, he eateth praise out of your hands.

Your lies doth he even believe when you lie favourably about him
for inits depths sigheth his heart: "Wat am|?"

And if that be the true virtue which is unconscious of itself- well,
the vain nman is unconsci ous of his nodesty!-

This is, however, ny third nmanly prudence: | am not put out of
conceit with the wi cked by your tinorousness.

I am happy to see the marvels the warm sun hatcheth: tigers and
pal ms and rattl esnakes.



Al so anpongst men there is a beautiful brood of the warm sun, and
much that is marvellous in the w cked.

In truth, as your wi sest did not seemto nme so very w se, so found
al so human wi ckedness bel ow the fane of it.

And oft did | ask with a shake of the head: Wy still rattle, ye
rattl esnakes?

Verily, there is still a future even for evil!l And the warnest south
is still undiscovered by man

How many things are now called the worst w ckedness, which are
only twelve feet broad and three nonths |ong! Sone day, however,
will greater dragons conme into the world.

For that the Superman may not |ack his dragon, the super-dragon that
is worthy of him there nmust still nuch warm sun gl ow on noi st
virgin forests!

Qut of your wild cats nust tigers have evol ved, and out of your
poi son-toads, crocodiles: for the good hunter shall have a good hunt!

And verily, ye good and just! In you there is nmuch to be I aughed at,
and especially your fear of what hath hitherto been called "the
devil!"

So alien are ye in your souls to what is great, that to you the
Superman woul d be frightful in his goodness!

And ye wi se and knowi ng ones, ye would flee fromthe sol ar-gl ow of
the wi sdomin which the Superman joyfully batheth his nakedness!

Ye hi ghest men who have conme within my ken! this is my doubt of you

and ny secret laughter: | suspect ye would call ny Supernan- a devil
Ah, | becane tired of those highest and best ones: fromtheir
"height" did | long to be up, out, and away to the Supernman

A horror cane over ne when | saw those best ones naked: then there
grew for ne the pinions to soar away into distant futures.

Into nore distant futures, into nore southern souths than ever
artist dreamed of: thither, where gods are ashanmed of all clothes!

But di sguised do | want to see you, ye nei ghbours and fell owren, and
well-attired and vain and estimble, as "the good and just;"-

And disguised will | nyself sit ampongst you- that | may nistake
you and nyself: for that is nmy last manly prudence. -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
44. The Stillest Hour

VWHAT hat h happened unto ne, ny friends? Ye see nme troubled, driven
forth, unwillingly obedient, ready to go- alas, to go away from you

Yea, once nore nust Zarathustra retire to his solitude: but
unjoyously this tine doth the bear go back to his cave!

What hat h happened unto nme? Who ordereth this?- Ah, mine angry
m stress wisheth it so; she spake unto ne. Have | ever naned her
name to you?

Yest erday towards evening there spake unto ne ny stillest hour: that
is the name of ny terrible mstress.

And thus did it happen- for everything must | tell you, that your
heart may not harden agai nst the suddenly departing one!

Do ye know the terror of himwho falleth asl eep?-

To the very toes he is terrified, because the ground giveth way
under him and the dream begi nnet h.

This do | speak unto you in parable. Yesterday at the stillest
hour did the ground give way under me: the dream began

The hour - hand noved on, the tinepiece of ny life drew breath-
never did | hear such stillness around ne, so that nmy heart was
terrified.

Then was there spoken unto ne w thout voice: "Thou knowest it,
Zar at hustra?" -



And | cried in terror at this whispering, and the bl ood left ny
face: but | was silent.

Then was there once nore spoken unto ne w thout voice: "Thou knowest
it, Zarathustra, but thou dost not speak it!"-

And at last | answered, |like one defiant: "Yea, | knowit, but I
will not speak it!"

Then was there again spoken unto nme w thout voice: "Thou wilt not,
Zarathustra? |Is this true? Conceal thyself not behind thy defiance!"-

And | wept and trenbled like a child, and said: "Ah, | would indeed,
but how can | do it! Exenpt ne only fromthis! It is beyond ny power!"

Then was there again spoken unto nme without voice: "What matter
about thysel f, Zarathustra! Speak thy word, and succunb!"

And | answered: "Ah, is it my word? Who am|? | await the worthier
one; | amnot worthy even to succunb by it."

Then was there again spoken unto nme without voice: "What matter
about thysel f? Thou art not yet hunble enough for me. Hunility hath
t he hardest skin."-

And | answered: "What hath not the skin of my humility endured! At
the foot of my height do | dwell: how high are ny sumits, no one hath
yet told nme. But well do | know ny valleys."

Then was there again spoken unto nme w thout voice: "O Zarathustra,
he who hath to renove nountains renoveth also valleys and plains."-

And | answered: "As yet hath ny word not renoved nountains, and what
| have spoken hath not reached man. | went, indeed, unto nen, but
not yet have | attained unto them™

Then was there again spoken unto me w thout voice: "What knowest
thou thereof! The dew falleth on the grass when the night is nost
silent."-

And | answered: "They nocked nme when |I found and wal ked in nine
own path; and certainly did nmy feet then trenble.

And thus did they speak unto ne: Thou forgottest the path before,
now dost thou al so forget how to wal k!"

Then was there again spoken unto nme without voice: "What matter
about their nockery! Thou art one who hast unlearned to obey: now
shalt thou command!

Knowest thou not who is nost needed by all? He who commandet h
great things.

To execute great things is difficult: but the nore difficult task is
to conmand great things.

This is thy nost unpardonabl e obstinacy: thou hast the power, and
thou wilt not rule."-

And | answered: "I lack the lion's voice for all comrandi ng."

Then was there again spoken unto ne as a whispering: "It is the
stillest words which bring the storm Thoughts that conme with doves
f oot steps gui de the world.

O Zarathustra, thou shalt go as a shadow of that which is to cone:
thus wilt thou command, and in commandi ng go forenost."-

And | answered: "I am ashaned."

Then was there again spoken unto ne w thout voice: "Thou nust yet
becone a child, and be without shane.

The pride of youth is still upon thee; |ate hast thou becone
young: but he who woul d becone a child must surnmount even his youth."-

And | considered a long while, and trenbled. At last, however, did
say what | had said at first. "I will not."

Then did a | aughing take place all around nme. Al as, how that
| aughi ng |l acerated nmy bowels and cut into ny heart!

And there was spoken unto nme for the last time: "O Zarathustra,
thy fruits are ripe, but thou art not ripe for thy fruits!

So rmust thou go again into solitude: for thou shalt yet becone
nmel | ow. " -



And again was there a laughing, and it fled: then did it becone

still around me, as with a double stillness. | lay, however, on the
ground, and the sweat flowed fromny |inbs.

-Now have ye heard all, and why | have to return into ny solitude.
Not hi ng have | kept hidden fromyou, ny friends.

But even this have ye heard fromme, who is still the nost
reserved of nen- and will be sol

Ah, my friends! | should have sonething nore to say unto you!

shoul d have sonething nore to give unto you! Way do | not give it?
Am | then a niggard?-

When, however, Zarathustra had spoken these words, the viol ence of
his pain, and a sense of the nearness of his departure fromhis
friends came over him so that he wept aloud; and no one knew how to
console him In the night, however, he went away alone and left his
friends.

THI RD PART.

"Ye | ook al oft when ye long for exaltation, and | | ook downward
because | am exalted.

"Who anong you can at the sanme tine |augh and be exalted?

"He who clinbeth on the highest nountains, |augheth at all tragic
plays and tragic realities."- ZARATHUSTRA, |., "Reading and Witing."

45. The Wanderer

THEN, when it was about mi dnight, Zarathustra went his way over
the ridge of the isle, that he nmight arrive early in the norning at
the other coast; because there he neant to enbark. For there was a
good roadstead there, in which foreign ships also liked to anchor
t hose ships took many people with them who wi shed to cross over
fromthe Happy Isles. So when Zarathustra thus ascended the
nount ai n, he thought on the way of his nany solitary wanderings from
yout h onwards, and how many nountai ns and ridges and sumits he had
al ready clinbed.

I am a wanderer and nountain-clinber, said he to his heart. | |ove
not the plains, and it seenmeth |I cannot long sit still.
And whatever may still overtake me as fate and experience- a

wandering will be therein, and a nountain-clinbing: in the end one
experienceth only oneself.

The tine is now past when accidents could befall me; and what
could now fall to ny |lot which would not already be ni ne own!

It returneth only, it coneth honme to ne at last- mine own Self,
and such of it as hath been | ong abroad, and scattered anong things
and acci dents.

And one thing nore do | know | stand now before ny last summit, and
bef ore that which hath been | ongest reserved for ne. Ah, ny hardest
path nust | ascend! Ah, | have begun ny | onesonest wanderi ng!

He, however, who is of ny nature doth not avoid such an hour: the
hour that saith unto him Now only dost thou go the way to thy
greatness! Summit and abyss- these are now conprised together

Thou goest the way to thy greatness: now hath it becone thy |ast
refuge, what was hitherto thy |ast danger

Thou goest the way to thy greatness: it nust now be thy best courage
that there is no | onger any path behind thee!

Thou goest the way to thy greatness: here shall no one steal after
thee! Thy foot itself hath effaced the path behind thee, and over it
standeth witten: Inpossibility.

And if all I|adders henceforth fail thee, then nust thou learn to
nount upon thine own head: how coul dst thou nount upward ot herwi se?

Upon t hine own head, and beyond thine own heart! Now rust the



gentlest in thee becone the hardest.

He who hath al ways mnuch-i ndul ged hinsel f, sickeneth at last by his
much-i ndul gence. Prai ses on what nmaketh hardy! | do not praise the
| and where butter and honey- fl ow

To learn to | ook away fromoneself, is necessary in order to see
many things.- this hardiness is needed by every nountai n-clinber

He, however, who is obtrusive with his eyes as a discerner, how
can he ever see nore of anything than its foreground!

But thou, O Zarathustra, wouldst view the ground of everything,
and its background: thus nmust thou nount even above thysel f- up
upwards, until thou hast even thy stars under thee!

Yea! To | ook down upon nyself, and even upon ny stars: that only
would | call ny summit, that hath remained for nme as ny last sumit!-
Thus spake Zarathustra to hinself while ascending, conforting his
heart with harsh maxinms: for he was sore at heart as he had never been
bef ore. And when he had reached the top of the nountain-ridge, behold,

there lay the other sea spread out before him and he stood stil
and was long silent. The night, however, was cold at this height,
and clear and starry.

| recognise ny destiny, said he at last, sadly. Well! | amready.
Now hath ny | ast | onesoneness begun

Ah, this sonbre, sad sea, below nme! Ah, this sonbre nocturna
vexation! Ah, fate and sea! To you nust | now go down!

Before ny highest nmountain do | stand, and before ny | ongest
wandering: therefore nust |I first go deeper down than | ever ascended:
- Deeper down into pain than | ever ascended, even into its darkest

flood! So willeth ny fate. Well! | amready.

Whence cone the highest nobuntains? so did | once ask. Then did
| earn that they cone out of the sea.

That testinony is inscribed on their stones, and on the walls of
their sumrts. Qut of the deepest nust the highest cone to its
hei ght . -

Thus spake Zarathustra on the ridge of the nountain where it was
col d: when, however, he canme into the vicinity of the sea, and at |ast
stood al one anongst the cliffs, then had he beconme weary on his way,
and eagerer than ever before.

Everything as yet sleepeth, said he; even the sea sleepeth. Drowsily
and strangely doth its eye gaze upon ne.

But it breatheth warmy- | feel it. And | feel also that it
dreanmeth. It tosseth about dreanmily on hard pill ows.

Har k! Hark! How it groaneth with evil recollections! O evi
expect ati ons?

Ah, | amsad along with thee, thou dusky nonster, and angry with
nyself even for thy sake.

Ah, that ny hand hath not strength enough! d adly, indeed, would
free thee fromevil dreans!-

And whil e Zarat hustra thus spake, he |l aughed at hinself wth
nel ancholy and bitterness. Wat! Zarathustra, said he, wilt thou
even sing consolation to the sea?

Ah, thou aniable fool, Zarathustra, thou too-blindly confiding
one! But thus hast thou ever been: ever hast thou approached
confidently all that is terrible.

Every nonster woul dst thou caress. A whiff of warm breath, a
little soft tuft on its paw. - and i mMmediately wert thou ready to
love and lure it.

Love is the danger of the |onesonest one, love to anything, if it
only live! Laughable, verily, is ny folly and ny nodesty in |ove!-



Thus spake Zarathustra, and | aughed thereby a second tine. Then
however, he thought of his abandoned friends- and as if he had done
thema wong with his thoughts, he upbraided hinself because of his
t houghts. And forthwith it cane to pass that the [augher wept- with
anger and | ongi ng wept Zarathustra bitterly.

46. The Vision and the Eni gna

1

VWHEN it got abroad anong the sailors that Zarathustra was on board
the ship- for a man who canme fromthe Happy |sles had gone on board
along with him- there was great curiosity and expectation. But
Zarathustra kept silent for two days, and was cold and deaf with
sadness; so that he neither answered | ooks nor questions. On the
eveni ng of the second day, however, he again opened his ears, though

he still kept silent: for there were many curious and dangerous things
to be heard on board the ship, which came fromafar, and was to go
still further. Zarathustra, however, was fond of all those who neke

di stant voyages, and dislike to live w thout danger. And behol d!
when |istening, his own tongue was at |ast |oosened, and the ice of
his heart broke. Then did he begin to speak thus:

To you, the daring venturers and adventurers, and whoever hath
enbarked wi th cunning sails upon frightful seas,-

To you the enignma-intoxicated, the tw light-enjoyers, whose souls
are allured by flutes to every treacherous gul f:

-For ye dislike to grope at a thread with cowardly hand; and where
ye can divine, there do ye hate to cal cul ate-

To you only do | tell the enigma that | saw the vision of the
| onesonest one. -

Goomly walked | lately in corpse-coloured twlight- gloonily and
sternly, with conpressed lips. Not only one sun had set for ne.
A path which ascended daringly anong boul ders, an evil, |onesone

pat h, which neither herb nor shrub any |onger cheered, a
nount ai n- path, crunched under the daring of ny foot.

Miut el y marching over the scornful clinking of pebbles, tranpling the
stone that let it slip: thus did nmy foot force its way upwards.

Upwards:- in spite of the spirit that drew it downwards, towards the
abyss, the spirit of gravity, ny devil and archeneny.

Upwards: - although it sat upon ne, half-dwarf, half-nole; paralysed,
paral ysing; dripping lead in mne ear, and thoughts Iike drops of |ead
into nmy brain.

"O Zarathustra," it whispered scornfully, syllable by syllable,
"thou stone of wi sdom Thou threwest thyself high, but every thrown
stone nust- fall!

O Zarathustra, thou stone of wi sdom thou sling-stone, thou
star-destroyer! Thyself threwest thou so high,- but every thrown
stone- nust fall

Condemed of thyself, and to thine own stoning: O Zarathustra, far
i ndeed threwest thou thy stone- but upon thyself will it recoil!"

Then was the dwarf silent; and it |asted long. The silence, however,
oppressed nme; and to be thus in pairs, one is verily |onesoner than
when al one!

| ascended, | ascended, | dreant, | thought,- but everything
oppressed nme. A sick one did | resenble, whombad torture wearieth,
and a worse dream reawakeneth out of his first sleep.-

But there is something in me which | call courage: it hath
hitherto slain for me every dejection. This courage at |ast bade ne
stand still and say: "Dwarf! Thou! O I!"-

For courage is the best slayer,- courage which attacketh: for in
every attack there is sound of triunph



Man, however, is the nost courageous aninal: thereby hath he
overcone every aninmal. Wth sound of triunph hath he overcone every
pai n; human pain, however, is the sorest pain.

Cour age slayeth al so gi ddi ness at abysses: and where doth man not
stand at abysses! Is not seeing itself- seeing abysses?

Courage is the best slayer: courage slayeth also fell owsuffering
Fel | owsuffering, however, is the deepest abyss: as deeply as nman
| ooketh into life, so deeply also doth he | ook into suffering.

Cour age, however, is the best slayer, courage which attacketh: it
sl ayeth even death itself; for it saith: "Was that life? Well! Once
norel ™"

In such speech, however, there is much sound of triunph. He who hath
ears to hear, let himhear.-

2.

"Halt, dwarf!" said |I. "Either |- or thou! I, however, amthe
stronger of the two:- thou knowest not nine abysmal thought! It-
coul dst thou not endure!"”

Then happened that which nade nme lighter: for the dwarf sprang
frommy shoul der, the prying sprite! And it squatted on a stone in
front of nme. There was however a gateway just where we halted.

"Look at this gateway! Dwarf!" | continued, "it hath two faces.
Two roads cone together here: these hath no one yet gone to the end
of .

This long | ane backwards: it continueth for an eternity. And that
long |l ane forward- that is another eternity.

They are antithetical to one another, these roads; they directly
abut on one another:- and it is here, at this gateway, that they
conme together. The nane of the gateway is inscribed above: 'This
Monent . '

But should one follow themfurther- and ever further and further on
t hi nkest thou, dwarf, that these roads would be eternally
antithetical ?"-

"Everything straight lieth," murmured the dwarf, contenptuously.
"Al truth is crooked; time itself is a circle.”

"Thou spirit of gravity!" said | wathfully, "do not take it too
lightlyl O | shall let thee squat where thou squattest, Haltfoot, -
and | carried thee high!"

"Cbserve," continued |, "This Mnent! Fromthe gateway, This Mrnent,
there runneth a long eternal |ane backwards: behind us lieth an
eternity.

Must not whatever can run its course of all things, have already run
al ong that [ane? Must not whatever can happen of all things have
al ready happened, resulted, and gone by?

And if everything has already existed, what thinkest thou, dwarf, of
This Monment? Must not this gateway al so- have al ready existed?

And are not all things closely bound together in such wise that This
Moment draweth all coming things after it? Consequently- itself also?

For whatever can run its course of all things, also in this |ong
| ane outward- nmust it once nore run!-

And this slow spider which creepeth in the nmoonlight, and this
noonlight itself, and thou and I in this gateway whispering
t oget her, whispering of eternal things- nust we not all have al ready
exi st ed?

-And nmust we not return and run in that other |ane out before us,
that long weird |l ane- nust we not eternally return?"-

Thus did | speak, and always nore softly: for | was afraid of mnine
own t houghts, and arrear-thoughts. Then, suddenly did | hear a dog
how near ne.



Had | ever heard a dog how thus? My thoughts ran back. Yes! Wen
I was a child, in ny nost distant chil dhood:

-Then did | hear a dog howl thus. And saw it also, with hair
bristling, its head upwards, trenbling in the stillest midnight,
when even dogs believe in ghosts:

-So that it excited my conmiseration. For just then went the ful

nmoon, silent as death, over the house; just then did it stand still, a
gl owi ng gl obe- at rest on the flat roof, as if on sonme one's
property: -

Thereby had the dog been terrified: for dogs believe in thieves
and ghosts. And when | again heard such howing, then did it excite ny
conmi seration once nore.

Where was now the dwarf? And the gateway? And the spider? And al
t he whispering? Had | dreant? Had | awakened? ' Tw xt rugged rocks
did | suddenly stand alone, dreary in the dreariest noonlight.

But there lay a nman! And there! The dog | eaping, bristling, whining-
now did it see ne comng- then did it how again, then did it cry:-
had | ever heard a dog cry so for hel p?

And verily, what | saw, the like had | never seen. A young
shepherd did | see, withing, choking, quivering, with distorted
count enance, and with a heavy bl ack serpent hangi ng out of his nouth.

Had | ever seen so much | oathing and pale horror on one countenance?
He had perhaps gone to sleep? Then had the serpent crawed into his
throat- there had it bitten itself fast.

My hand pulled at the serpent, and pulled:- in vain! | failed to
pull the serpent out of his throat. Then there cried out of ne: "Bite!
Bite!

Its head off! Bite!"- so cried it out of me; ny horror, ny hatred,
my |l oathing, nmy pity, all ny good and ny bad cried with one voice
out of ne.-

Ye daring ones around ne! Ye venturers and adventurers, and
whoever of you have enbarked with cunning sails on unexplored seas! Ye
eni gna- enj oyer s!

Solve unto ne the enigna that | then beheld, interpret unto ne the
vi sion of the |onesonest one!

For it was a vision and a foresight:- what did | then behold in
parabl e? And who is it that nust cone sonme day?

Wio is the shepherd into whose throat the serpent thus craw ed?

Wio is the man into whose throat all the heaviest and bl ackest will
thus craw ?

- The shepherd however bit as nmy cry had adnoni shed him he bit
with a strong bite! Far away did he spit the head of the serpent:- and
sprang up. -

No | onger shepherd, no longer man- a transfigured being, a
i ght-surrounded being, that |aughed! Never on earth |aughed a nan
as he | aughed!

Ony brethren, | heard a | aughter which was no human | aughter, -
and now gnaweth a thirst at nme, a longing that is never allayed.

My longing for that |aughter gnaweth at nme: oh, how can | stil
endure to livel And how could |I endure to die at present!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
47. lInvoluntary Bliss

W TH such eni gnas and bitterness in his heart did Zarathustra sai
o' er the sea. Wien, however, he was four day-journeys fromthe Happy
Isles and fromhis friends, then had he surmounted all his pain:-
triunmphantly and with firmfoot did he again accept his fate. And then
tal ked Zarathustra in this wise to his exulting conscience:



Al one am| again, and like to be so, alone with the pure heaven, and
the open sea; and again is the afternoon around ne.

On an afternoon did | find ny friends for the first tinme; on an
afternoon, also, did | find thema second tine:- at the hour when
all light beconeth stiller.

For whatever happiness is still on its way 'tw xt heaven and
earth, now seeketh for lodging a |unmnous soul: w th happi ness hath
all light now becone stiller

O afternoon of nmy lifel Once did ny happi ness al so descend to the
valley that it might seek a lodging: then did it find those open
hospi t abl e soul s.

O afternoon of ny lifel What did | not surrender that | night have
one thing: this living plantation of ny thoughts, and this dawn of
ny hi ghest hopel!

Conpani ons did the creating one once seek, and children of his hope:
and lo, it turned out that he could not find them except he hinself
should first create them

Thus am | in the nmidst of ny work, to ny children going, and from
themreturning: for the sake of his children nust Zarathustra
perfect hinself.

For in one's heart one loveth only one's child and one's work; and
where there is great love to oneself, then is it the sign of
pregnancy: so have | found it.

Still are ny children verdant in their first spring, standing nigh
one anot her, and shaken in comon by the winds, the trees of ny garden
and of ny best soil.

And verily, where such trees stand beside one another, there are
Happy | sl es!

But one day will | take them up, and put each by itself alone:
that it may | earn | onesoneness and defiance and prudence.
Gnarl ed and crooked and with flexible hardness shall it then stand

by the sea, a living |ighthouse of unconquerable |ife.

Yonder where the stornms rush down into the sea, and the snout of the
mount ai n drinketh water, shall each on a time have his day and ni ght
wat ches, for his testing and recognition

Recogni sed and tested shall each be, to see if he be of nmy type
and lineage:- if he be master of a long will, silent even when he
speaketh, and giving in such wise that he taketh in giving:-

-So that he nay one day becone my conpanion, a fellowcreator and
fell owenjoyer with Zarathustra:- such a one as witeth my will on
my tables, for the fuller perfection of all things.

And for his sake and for those like him nust | perfect mnyself:
therefore do | now avoid my happi ness, and present nyself to every
nm sfortune- for ny final testing and recognition.

And verily, it were tinme that | went away; and the wanderer's shadow
and the longest tediumand the stillest hour- have all said unto ne:
"It is the highest tinme!"

The word blew to nme through the keyhole and said "Conme!" The door
sprang subtly open unto nme, and said "Go!"

But | lay enchained to nmy love for nmy children: desire spread this
snare for me- the desire for love- that | should becone the prey of ny
children, and | ose nyself in them

Desiring- that is now for ne to have lost nyself. | possess you
my children! In this possessing shall everything be assurance and
not hi ng desire.

But brooding lay the sun of ny |love upon ne, in his own juice stewed
Zar at hustra, - then did shadows and doubts fly past ne.

For frost and winter | now |l onged: "Ch, that frost and wi nter
woul d agai n make nme crack and crunch!" sighed |:- then arose icy
nm st out of ne.



My past burst its tonb, nmany pains buried alike woke up:- fully
sl ept had they nerely, conceal ed in corpse-clothes.

So called everything unto me in signs: "It is tine!" But |- heard
not, until at last mine abyss noved, and ny thought bit ne.
Ah, abysmal thought, which art my thought! Wen shall | find

strength to hear thee burrowi ng, and no |onger trenble?

To ny very throat throbbeth my heart when | hear them burrow ng! Thy
nmut eness even is like to strangle nme, thou abysnal nute one!l

As yet have | never ventured to call thee up; it hath been enough

that I- have carried thee about with ne! As yet have | not been strong
enough for ny final |ion-wantonness and pl ayful ness.

Sufficiently form dable unto nme hath thy wei ght ever been: but one
day shall | yet find the strength and the lion's voice which will call
t hee up!

Wien | shall have surnounted nyself therein, then will | surnount

nmysel f also in that which is greater; and a victory shall be the
seal of mny perfection!-

Meanwhil e do | sail along on uncertain seas; chance flattereth ne,
snoot h-t ongued chance; forward and backward do | gaze-, still see | no
end.

As yet hath the hour of ny final struggle not conme to nme- or doth it
cone to nme perhaps just now? Verily, with insidious beauty do sea
and |life gaze upon ne round about:

O afternoon of ny lifel O happiness before eventide! O haven upon
hi gh seas! O peace in uncertainty! How | distrust all of you

Verily, distrustful am| of your insidious beauty! Like the |over am
I, who distrusteth too sleek smling.

As he pusheth the best-bel oved before him tender even in
severity, the jealous one-, so do | push this blissful hour before ne.

Away with thee, thou blissful hour! Wth thee hath there come to
me an involuntary bliss! Ready for ny severest pain do |I here
stand: - at the wong tinme hast thou cone!

Away with thee, thou blissful hour! Rather harbour there- with ny
children! Hasten! and bl ess them before eventide with my happiness!

There, already approacheth eventide: the sun sinketh. Away- ny
happi ness! -

Thus spake Zarathustra. And he waited for his mnmisfortune the whole
ni ght; but he waited in vain. The night remained clear and calm and
happi ness itsel f canme nigher and ni gher unto him Towards norning,
however, Zarathustra |laughed to his heart, and said nockingly:

"Happi ness runneth after ne. That is because | do not run after wonen.
Happi ness, however, is a woman."
48. Before Sunrise

O HEAVEN above ne, thou pure, thou deep heaven! Thou abyss of I|ight!
Gazing on thee, | trenble with divine desires.

Up to thy height to toss nyself- that is ny depth! In thy purity
to hide nyself- that is mne innocence!

The God veileth his beauty: thus hidest thou thy stars. Thou
speakest not: thus proclainmest thou thy wi sdomunto ne.

Mite o' er the raging sea hast thou risen for ne to-day; thy |ove and
thy nodesty make a revelation unto ny ragi ng soul

In that thou camest unto ne beautiful, veiled in thy beauty, in that
thou spakest unto me nutely, obvious in thy w sdom

Oh, how could I fail to divine all the nodesty of thy soul! Before
the sun didst thou cone unto ne- the [ onesonest one.

We have been friends fromthe beginning: to us are grief,
gruesoneness, and ground conmon; even the sun is conmon to us.

We do not speak to each other, because we know too nuch-: we keep



silent to each other, we snile our know edge to each other

Art thou not the light of ny fire? Hast thou not the sister-sou
of mine insight?

Together did we | earn everything; together did we |l earn to ascend
beyond ourselves to ourselves, and to snile uncloudedly: -

-Uncl oudedly to smile down out of |uminous eyes and out of niles
of distance, when under us constraint and purpose and guilt stream
like rain.

And wandered | alone, for what did nmy soul hunger by night and in
I abyrinthine paths? And clinbed |I mountains, whomdid | ever seek
if not thee, upon nountains?

And all ny wandering and nountain-clinbing: a necessity was it
nerely, and a makeshift of the unhandy one:- to fly only, wanteth mine
entire will, to fly into thee!

And what have | hated nore than passing clouds, and whatever
tainteth thee? And nmine own hatred have | even hated, because it
tai nted thee!

The passing clouds | detest- those stealthy cats of prey: they
take fromthee and me what is common to us- the vast unbounded Yea-
and Amen- sayi ng.

These nediators and mi xers we detest- the passing clouds: those
hal f - and- hal f ones, that have neither |earned to bless nor to curse
fromthe heart.

Rather will | sit in a tub under a closed heaven, rather wll
sit in the abyss without heaven, than see thee, thou | uni nous
heaven, tainted wth passing clouds!

And oft have |I longed to pin themfast with the jagged gol d-wires of
lightning, that | might, |like the thunder, beat the drum upon their
kettle-bellies:-

-An angry drummer, because they rob me of thy Yea and Anen!- thou
heaven above ne, thou pure, thou |umi nous heaven! Thou abyss of
light!- because they rob thee of ny Yea and Anen

For rather will | have noise and thunders and tenpest-blasts, than
this discreet, doubting cat-repose; and al so anongst nen do | hate
nost of all the soft-treaders, and half-and-half ones, and the
doubting, hesitating, passing clouds.

And "he who cannot bless shall learn to cursel"- this clear teaching
dropt unto nme fromthe clear heaven; this star standeth in nmy heaven
even in dark nights

I, however, ama blesser and a Yea-sayer, if thou be but around

me, thou pure, thou I um nous heaven! Thou abyss of light!- into al
abysses do | then carry ny beneficent Yea-saying.
A bl esser have | becone and a Yea-sayer: and therefore strove | |ong

and was a striver, that | might one day get nmy hands free for
bl essi ng.

This, however, is ny blessing: to stand above everything as its
own heaven, its round roof, its azure bell and eternal security: and
bl essed is he who thus bl essethl!

For all things are baptized at the font of eternity, and beyond good
and evil; good and evil thensel ves, however, are but fugitive
shadows and danp afflictions and passi ng cl ouds.

Verily, it is a blessing and not a bl aspheny when | teach that
"above all things there standeth the heaven of chance, the heaven of
i nnocence, the heaven of hazard, the heaven of wantonness."

"Of Hazard"- that is the oldest nobility in the world; that gave
back to all things; | enancipated them from bondage under purpose.

This freedom and celestial serenity did | put |ike an azure bel
above all things, when | taught that over them and through them no
"eternal WII"- willeth.

This wantonness and folly did | put in place of that WIIl, when



taught that "In everything there is one thing inpossible-
rationality!"

Alittle reason, to be sure, a germof w sdomscattered fromstar to
star- this leaven is mixed in all things: for the sake of folly,
wi sdomis mixed in all things!

Alittle wisdomis indeed possible; but this blessed security have
found in all things, that they prefer- to dance on the feet of chance.
O heaven above ne! thou pure, thou lofty heaven! This is now thy
purity unto ne, that there is no eternal reason-spider and

reason- cobweb: -

-That thou art to me a dancing-floor for divine chances, that thou
art to me a table of the Gods, for divine dice and dice-pl ayers!-

But thou bl ushest? Have | spoken unspeakabl e things? Have
abused, when | nmeant to bl ess thee?

O is it the shame of being two of us that naketh thee bl ush!-

Dost thou bid me go and be silent, because now day cometh?

The world is deep:- and deeper than e'er the day could read. Not
everything may be uttered in presence of day. But day coneth: so |et
us part!

O heaven above ne, thou nodest one! thou gl owi ng one! O thou, ny
happi ness before sunrise! The day coneth: so let us part!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
49. The Bedwarfing Virtue

1

VHEN Zar at hustra was again on the continent, he did not go
straightway to his nountains and his cave, but nade many wanderi ngs
and questionings, and ascertained this and that; so that he said of
hinself jestingly: "Lo, a river that floweth back unto its source in
many w ndi ngs!" For he wanted to | earn what had taken place anong
men during the interval: whether they had becone greater or smaller
And once, when he saw a row of new houses, he marvelled, and said

"What do these houses nean? Verily, no great soul put themup as its
simlel

Did perhaps a silly child take them out of its toy-box? Wuld that
anot her child put themagain into the box!

And these roons and chanbers- can nen go out and in there? They seem
to be made for silk dolls; or for dainty-eaters, who perhaps |et
others eat with them"

And Zarathustra stood still and neditated. At last he said
sorrowfully: "There hath everything become smaller

Everywhere do | see | ower doorways: he who is of ny type can stil
go therethrough, but- he nust stoop!

Oh, when shall | arrive again at ny hone, where | shall no | onger
have to stoop- shall no | onger have to stoop before the snal
ones!"- And Zarathustra sighed, and gazed into the distance.-

The sane day, however, he gave his di scourse on the bedwarfing
Vi rtue.

2.

| pass through this people and keep m ne eyes open: they do not
forgive me for not envying their virtues.

They bite at ne, because | say unto themthat for small people,
smal | virtues are necessary- and because it is hard for ne to
understand that small people are necessary!

Here am | still like a cock in a strange farmyard, at which even
the hens peck: but on that account | amnot unfriendly to the hens.



I am courteous towards them as towards all snmall annoyances; to
be prickly towards what is small, seemeth to nme w sdom for hedgehogs.

They all speak of me when they sit around their fire in the evening-
t hey speak of ne, but no one thinketh- of ne!

This is the new stillness which | have experienced: their noise
around ne spreadeth a mantle over ny thoughts.

They shout to one another: "Wat is this gloony cloud about to do to
us? Let us see that it doth not bring a plague upon us!"

And recently did a woman seize upon her child that was coming unto
nme: "Take the children away," cried she, "such eyes scorch
children's souls."

They cough when | speak: they think coughing an objection to
strong wi nds- they divine nothing of the boisterousness of ny
happi ness!

"W have not yet time for Zarathustra"- so they object; but what
matter about a tinme that "hath no time" for Zarathustra?

And if they should altogether praise ne, howcould | go to sleep
on their praise? Agirdle of spines is their praise unto nme: it
scratcheth ne even when | take it off.

And this also did | learn anong them the praiser doeth as if he
gave back; in truth, however, he wanteth nore to be given him

Ask nmy foot if their lauding and luring strains please it! Verily,
to such nmeasure and ticktack, it liketh neither to dance nor to
stand still.

To small virtues would they fain lure and laud nme; to the ticktack
of small happi ness would they fain persuade ny foot.

| pass through this people and keep m ne eyes open; they have becone
smal l er, and ever becone snaller:- the reason thereof is their
doctrine of happi ness and virtue.

For they are noderate also in virtue,- because they want confort.
Wth confort, however, noderate virtue only is conpatible

To be sure, they also learn in their way to stride on and stride
forward: that, | call their hobbling.- Thereby they becone a hindrance
to all who are in haste.

And many of them go forward, and | ook backwards thereby, wth
stiffened necks: those do | like to run up against.

Foot and eye shall not lie, nor give the lie to each other. But
there is nmuch lying among snall people.

Sone of themw I, but nost of themare willed. Sone of themare
genui ne, but nost of them are bad actors.

There are actors without knowing it anbngst them and actors w thout
intending it-, the genuine ones are always rare, especially the
genui ne actors.

O man there is little here: therefore do their wonen nasculinise
t hemsel ves. For only he who is man enough, wll- save the woman in
wonan.

And this hypocrisy found I worst anongst them that even those who
command feign the virtues of those who serve

"I serve, thou servest, we serve"- so chanteth here even the
hypocrisy of the rulers- and alas! if the first lord be only the first
servant!

Ah, even upon their hypocrisy did nine eyes' curiosity alight; and
well did | divine all their fly- happiness, and their buzzing around
sunny wi ndow panes.

So much ki ndness, so nmuch weakness do | see. So nuch justice and
pity, so much weakness.

Round, fair, and considerate are they to one another, as grains of
sand are round, fair, and considerate to grains of sand.

Modestly to enbrace a small happi ness- that do they cal
"subnission"! and at the sane tinme they peer nodestly after a new



smal | happi ness.

In their hearts they want sinply one thing nost of all: that no
one hurt them Thus do they anticipate every one's w shes and do
wel | unto every one.

That, however, is cowardice, though it be called "virtue."-

And when they chance to speak harshly, those small people, then do
hear therein only their hoarseness- every draught of air naketh them
hoar se.

Shrewd i ndeed are they, their virtues have shrewd fingers. But
they lack fists: their fingers do not know how to creep behind fists.

Virtue for themis what naketh nodest and tane: therewi th have
they made the wol f a dog, and man hinsel f man's best donestic ani mal

"We set our chair in the midst"- so saith their smirking unto ne-
"and as far fromdying gladiators as fromsatisfied swi ne."

That, however, is- nediocrity, though it be called noderation. -

3.

| pass through this people and let fall many words: but they know
nei ther how to take nor howto retain them

They wonder why | canme not to revile venery and vice; and verily,
| came not to warn agai nst pickpockets either

They wonder why | am not ready to abet and whet their wi sdom as
if they had not yet enough of w seacres, whose voices grate on nine
ear |ike slate-pencilsl!

And when | call out: "Curse all the cowardly devils in you, that
woul d fain whinper and fold the hands and adore"- then do they
shout: "Zarathustra is godless."

And especially do their teachers of submission shout this;- but
precisely in their ears do | love to cry: "Yeal | am Zarathustra,

t he godl ess!™

Those teachers of subnission! Werever there is aught puny, or
sickly, or scabby, there do they creep like lice; and only ny
di sgust preventeth me from cracking them

Vll! This is ny sernmon for their ears: | am Zarathustra the
godl ess, who saith: "Wio is nore godless than I, that | may enjoy
hi s teachi ng?"

| am Zarat hustra the godl ess: where do | find nine equal? And al

those are mine equals who give unto thenselves their WII, and
di vest thensel ves of all subm ssion

I am Zarathustra the godl ess! | cook every chance in nmy pot. And
only when it hath been quite cooked do | welcone it as ny food.

And verily, many a chance cane inperiously unto nme: but still nore

i mperiously did my WIIl speak unto it,- then did it lie inploringly
upon its knees-

-Imploring that it mght find home and heart with me, and saying
flatteringly: "See, O Zarathustra, how friend only coneth unto
friend!"-

But why talk I, when no one hath nine ears! And so will | shout it
out unto all the w nds:

Ye ever becone smaller, ye snmall people! Ye crunble away, ye
confortabl e ones! Ye will yet perish-

-By your many small virtues, by your many snall onissions, and by
your many snall subni ssions!

Too tender, too yielding: so is your soil! But for a tree to
beconme great, it seeketh to twine hard roots around hard rocks!

Al so what ye onit weaveth at the web of all the human future; even
your naught is a cobweb, and a spider that liveth on the blood of
the future.

And when ye take, then is it like stealing, ye small virtuous



ones; but even anong knaves honour saith that "one shall only stea
when one cannot rob."

"It giveth itself"- that is also a doctrine of submi ssion. But | say
unto you, ye confortable ones, that it taketh to itself, and will ever
take nmore and nore from you

Ah, that ye would renounce all half-willing, and would decide for
i dl eness as ye decide for action

Ah, that ye understood nmy word: "Do ever what ye will- but first
be such as can will.

Love ever your nei ghbour as yourselves- but first be such as |ove
t henmsel ves-

-Such as love with great love, such as love with great contenmpt!”
Thus speaketh Zarathustra the godl ess. -

But why talk I, when no one hath nmine ears! It is still an hour
too early for ne here.

M ne own forerunner am| anong this people, nmine own cockcrow in
dark | anes.

But their hour cometh! And there cometh also mine! Hourly do they
beconme smaller, poorer, unfruitfuller,- poor herbs! poor earth!

And soon shall they stand before ne like dry grass and prairie,
and verily, weary of thenselves- and panting for fire, nmore than for
wat er !

O bl essed hour of the lightning! O nystery before noontide!- Running
fires will | one day nake of them and heralds with flam ng tongues: -
-Herald shall they one day with flam ng tongues: It coneth, it is

ni gh, the great noonti de!

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
50. On the dive-Munt

W NTER, a bad guest, sitteth with ne at hone; blue are nmy hands with
his friendly hand-shaki ng.

I honour him that bad guest, but gladly |leave himalone. G adly
do | run away fromhim and when one runneth well, then one escapeth
hi m

Wth warm feet and warm thoughts do | run where the wind is calm to
the sunny corner of nine olive-nount.

There do | laugh at my stern guest, and amstill fond of him
because he cleareth ny house of flies, and quieteth many little
noi ses.

For he suffereth it not if a gnat wanteth to buzz, or even two of
them also the |anes naketh he | onesone, so that the noonlight is
afraid there at night.

A hard guest is he,- but | honour him and do not worship, like
the tenderlings, the pot-bellied fire-idol

Better even a little teeth-chattering than idol-adoration!- so
willeth ny nature. And especially have | a grudge agai nst al
ardent, steaming, steany fire-idols.

H mwhom | love, | love better in winter than in sumer; better do
now nock at nine enenies, and nore heartily, when winter sitteth in ny
house.

Heartily, verily, even when | creep into bed-: there, still |augheth
and want onet h ny hi dden happi ness; even ny deceptive dream | aughet h.

I, a- creeper? Never inny life did | creep before the powerful; and
if ever | lied, then did | lie out of love. Therefore am| glad even
in ny wnter-bed.

A poor bed warneth ne nore than a rich one, for | amjeal ous of ny
poverty. And in winter she is nost faithful unto ne

Wth a wi ckedness do | begin every day: | nock at the winter with
a cold bath: on that account grunmbleth my stern house-nate.



Also do | Iike totickle himwith a wax-taper, that he may finally
| et the heavens enmerge from ashy-grey twlight.

For especially wicked am| in the norning: at the early hour when
the pail rattleth at the well, and horses neigh warmy in grey |anes:-

Inmpatiently do | then wait, that the clear sky may finally dawn
for me, the snow bearded w nter-sky, the hoary one, the white-head,-

-The winter-sky, the silent w nter-sky, which often stifleth even
its sun!

Did | perhaps learn fromit the long clear silence? O did it
learn it fromme? O hath each of us devised it hinself?

O all good things the origin is a thousandfold,- all good roguish
things spring into existence for joy: how could they always do so- for
once only!

A good roguish thing is also the long silence, and to | ook, like the
Wi nter-sky, out of a clear, round-eyed countenance: -

-Like it to stifle one's sun, and one's inflexible solar will:
verily, this art and this w nter-rogui shness have | |earned well!

My best-loved w ckedness and art is it, that ny silence hath | earned
not to betray itself by silence.

Clattering with diction and dice, | outwit the sol emm assistants:
all those stern watchers, shall nmy will and purpose el ude.

That no one might see down into ny depth and into mine ultinmte
will- for that purpose did | devise the |Iong clear silence.

Many a shrewd one did | find: he veiled his countenance and nade his
wat er muddy, that no one mnight see therethrough and thereunder

But precisely unto himcane the shrewder distrusters and
nut-crackers: precisely fromhimdid they fish his best-conceal ed
fish!

But the clear, the honest, the transparent- these are for ne the
wi sest silent ones: in them so profound is the depth that even the
cl earest water doth not- betray it.-

Thou snow bearded, silent, w nter-sky, thou round-eyed whitehead
above ne! Oh, thou heavenly simle of ny soul and its wantonness!

And must | not conceal nyself |ike one who hath swall owed gol d- |est
ny soul should be ripped up?

Must | not wear stilts, that they may overl ook ny long | egs- al
t hose enviers and injurers around ne?

Those di ngy, fire-warnmed, used-up, green-tinted, ill-natured
soul s- how could their envy endure ny happiness!

Thus do | show themonly the ice and winter of ny peaks- and not
that ny nmountain windeth all the solar girdles around it!

They hear only the whistling of nmy winter-stornms: and know not
that | also travel over warm seas, |ike |onging, heavy, hot
sout h-wi nds.

They conmi serate al so ny accidents and chances:- but ny word
saith: "Suffer the chance to come unto nme: innocent is it as a
little child!"

How coul d they endure my happiness, if |I did not put around it
accidents, and winter-privations, and bear-skin caps, and enmantling
snowf | akes!

-If I did not nyself commiserate their pity, the pity of those
enviers and injurers!

-If 1 did not nyself sigh before them and chatter with cold, and
patiently let nyself be swathed in their pity!

This is the wise waggi sh-will and good-will of mnmy soul, that it
conceal eth not its winters and glacial storns; it concealeth not its
chi | bl ai ns either

To one man, |onesoneness is the flight of the sick one; to
another, it is the flight fromthe sick ones.

Let them hear nme chattering and sighing with winter-cold, al



t hose poor squinting knaves around ne! Wth such sighing and
chattering do | flee fromtheir heated roons.

Let them synpathise with nme and sigh with ne on account of ny
chilblains: "At the ice of knowl edge will he yet freeze to death!"- so
t hey mourn.

Meanwhile do | run with warm feet hither and thither on mnine
olive-nount: in the sunny corner of mine olive-nmount do | sing, and
nock at all pity.-

Thus sang Zarat hustra.
51. On Passi ng- by

THUS sl owl y wandering t hrough many peoples and divers cities, did
Zar at hustra return by round-about roads to his nountains and his cave.
And behol d, thereby cane he unawares also to the gate of the great
city. Here, however, a foaming fool, with extended hands, sprang
forward to himand stood in his way. It was the sane fool whomthe
peopl e called "the ape of Zarathustra:" for he had | earned from him
sonet hi ng of the expression and nodul ati on of |anguage, and perhaps
liked also to borrow fromthe store of his wisdom And the fool talked
thus to Zarathustra:

O Zarathustra, here is the great city: here hast thou nothing to
seek and everything to | ose.

Wiy woul dst thou wade through this mre? Have pity upon thy foot!
Spit rather on the gate of the city, and- turn back

Here is the hell for anchorites' thoughts: here are great thoughts
seethed alive and boil ed snall

Here do all great sentinments decay: here may only rattle-boned
sensations rattl e!

Smel | est thou not al ready the shanbl es and cookshops of the
spirit? Steameth not this city with the funes of slaughtered spirit?

Seest thou not the souls hanging like linp dirty rags?- And they
make newspapers al so out of these rags!

Hearest thou not how spirit hath here beconme a verbal gane?

Loat hsonme verbal swill doth it vonmit forth!- And they make
newspapers al so out of this verbal swll.

They hound one anot her, and know not whither! They inflane one
anot her, and know not why! They tinkle with their pinchbeck, they
jingle with their gold.

They are cold, and seek warnth fromdistilled waters: they are
i nfl amed, and seek cool ness fromfrozen spirits; they are all sick and
sore through public opinion.

Al lusts and vices are here at honme; but here there are also the
virtuous; there is nuch appoi ntabl e appointed virtue: -

Much appointable virtue with scribe-fingers, and hardy sitting-flesh
and waiting-flesh, blessed with small breast-stars, and padded,
haunchl ess daughters.

There is here also nmuch piety, and much faithful spittle-licking and
spittle-backing, before the God of Hosts.

"Fromon high," drippeth the star, and the gracious spittle; for the
hi gh, longeth every starless bosom

The moon hath its court, and the court hath its nmoon-cal ves: unto
all, however, that conmeth fromthe court do the nendi cant people pray,
and all appointabl e nendi cant virtues.

"I serve, thou servest, we serve"- so prayeth all appointable virtue
to the prince: that the nerited star may at last stick on the
sl ender breast!

But the noon still revolveth around all that is earthly: so
revol veth al so the prince around what is earthliest of all- that,
however, is the gold of the shopran



The God of the Hosts of war is not the God of the golden bar; the
prince proposeth, but the shopman- disposeth!

By all that is luminous and strong and good in thee, O
Zar at hustra! Spit on this city of shopnen and return back!

Here floweth all blood putridly and tepidly and frothily through al
veins: spit on the great city, which is the great slumwhere all the
scum frothet h together

Spit on the city of conpressed souls and sl ender breasts, of pointed
eyes and sticky fingers-

-On the city of the obtrusive, the brazen-faced, the
pen- demagogues and t ongue- denmagogues, the overheated anbiti ous: -

Wiere everything mainmed, ill-famed, lustful, untrustful
over-nmel |l ow, sickly-yellow and seditious, festereth perniciously:-

-Spit on the great city and turn back!-

Here, however, did Zarathustra interrupt the foam ng fool, and
shut his nouth. -

Stop this at once! called out Zarathustra, |ong have thy speech
and thy species disgusted ne!

Why didst thou live so long by the swanp, that thou thyself hadst to
beconme a frog and a toad?

Floweth there not a tainted, frothy, swanp-blood in thine ow veins,
when thou hast thus |earned to croak and revile?

Why wentest thou not into the forest? O why didst thou not till the
ground? |Is the sea not full of green islands?

| despise thy contenpt; and when thou warnedst me- why didst thou
not warn thyself?

Qut of love alone shall my contenpt and nmy warning bird take w ng;
but not out of the swanp!-

They call thee mine ape, thou foanming fool: but | call thee ny
grunting-pig,- by thy grunting, thou spoilest even ny praise of folly.

What was it that first nmade thee grunt? Because no one
sufficiently flattered thee:- therefore didst thou seat thyself beside
this filth, that thou nightest have cause for nuch grunting, -

-That thou m ghtest have cause for nuch vengeance! For vengeance,
thou vain fool, is all thy foanm ng; | have divined thee well!

But thy fools'-word injureth ne, even when thou art right! And
even if Zarathustra's word were a hundred tinmes justified, thou
woul dst ever- do wong with nmy word!

Thus spake Zarathustra. Then did he I ook on the great city and
sighed, and was long silent. At |last he spake thus:

| loathe also this great city, and not only this fool. Here and
there- there is nothing to better, nothing to worsen.

We to this great city!- And | would that | already saw the pillar
of firein which it will be consuned

For such pillars of fire nmust precede the great noontide. But this
hath its tine and its own fate. -

This precept, however, give | unto thee, in parting, thou fool
Wiere one can no |onger |ove, there should one- pass by!-

Thus spake Zarathustra, and passed by the fool and the great city.
52. The Apost ates

1

AH, LI ETH everything already withered and grey which but lately
stood green and many-hued on this neadow And how nuch honey of hope
did | carry hence into my beehives!

Those young hearts have already all becone ol d- and not old even



only weary, ordinary, confortable:- they declare it: "W have again
becone pious. "

O late did | see themrun forth at early nmorn with val orous
steps: but the feet of their know edge becane weary, and now do they
mal i gn even their norning val our

Verily, many of themonce lifted their legs |like the dancer; to them
wi nked the laughter of nmy wisdom- then did they bethink thensel ves.
Just now have | seen them bent down- to creep to the cross.

Around light and liberty did they once flutter |ike gnats and
young poets. A little older, a little colder: and already are they
nystifiers, and nmunbl ers and nol | ycoddl es.

Di d perhaps their hearts despond, because |onesoneness had swal | owed
me like a whale? Did their ear perhaps hearken yearningly-1long for
me in vain, and for ny trunpet-notes and heral d-calls?

-Ah! Ever are there but few of those whose hearts have persistent
courage and exuberance; and in such renmaineth also the spirit patient.
The rest, however, are cowardly.

The rest: these are always the great majority, the conmon-place, the
superfluous, the far-too nany- those all are cowardly!-

Hmwho is of my type, will also the experiences of ny type neet
on the way: so that his first conpani ons nust be corpses and buffoons.

H s second conpani ons, however- they will call thenselves his
believers,- will be a living host, with nuch |Iove, nuch folly, nuch
unbear ded veneration

To those believers shall he who is of ny type anong nmen not bind his
heart; in those spring-tinmes and many-hued meadows shall he not
bel i eve, who knoweth the fickly faint-hearted human speci es!

Coul d they do otherwi se, then would they also will otherw se. The
hal f - and- hal f spoil every whole. That |eaves becone withered,- what is
there to | ament about that!

Let themgo and fall away, O Zarathustra, and do not | anent!

Better even to bl ow anpbngst themw th rustling w nds, -

- Bl ow anongst those | eaves, O Zarathustra, that everything

wi thered may run away fromthee the faster!-

2.

"W have agai n becone pious"- so do those apostates confess; and
sonme of themare still too pusillaninmus thus to confess.

Unto them | look into the eye,- before them| say it unto their face
and unto the blush on their cheeks: Ye are those who again pray!

It is however a shame to pray! Not for all, but for thee, and ne,
and whoever hath his conscience in his head. For thee it is a shane to
pray!

Thou knowest it well: the faint-hearted devil in thee, which would

fain fold its arns, and place its hands in its bosom and take it
easier:- this faint-hearted devil persuadeth thee that "there is a
God!"

Ther eby, however, dost thou belong to the |ight-dreading type, to
whom | i ght never permitteth repose: now nmust thou daily thrust thy
head deeper into obscurity and vapour

And verily, thou choosest the hour well: for just now do the
nocturnal birds again fly abroad. The hour hath conme for al
i ght-dreadi ng people, the vesper hour and | eisure hour, when they
do not- "take leisure."

| hear it and snell it: it hath come- their hour for hunt and
procession, not indeed for a wild hunt, but for a tame, |aneg,
snuffling, soft-treaders', soft-prayers' hunt, -

-For a hunt after susceptible sinpletons: all nouse-traps for the
heart have again been set! And whenever | lift a curtain, a night-noth



rusheth out of it.

Did it perhaps squat there along with another night-noth? For
everywhere do | snell small conceal ed comunities; and wherever
there are closets there are new devotees therein, and the atnosphere
of devot ees.

They sit for |ong evenings beside one another, and say: "Let us
agai n becone like little children and say, 'good Cod!'"- ruined in
nmout hs and stomachs by the pious confectioners.

O they look for long evenings at a crafty, lurking cross-spider
that preacheth prudence to the spiders thenmselves, and teacheth that
"under crosses it is good for cobweb-spinning!"

O they sit all day at swanps with angl e-rods, and on that account
thi nk thensel ves profound; but whoever fisheth where there are no
fish, 1 do not even call him superficial

O they learn in godly-gay style to play the harp with a
hym- poet, who would fain harp hinself into the heart of young girls:-
for he hath tired of old girls and their praises.

O they learn to shudder with a | earned sem - madcap, who waiteth
i n darkened roons for spirits to cone to him and the spirit runneth
away entirely!

O they listen to an old roving how - and grow - pi per, who hath
| earned fromthe sad wi nds the sadness of sounds; now pipeth he as the
wi nd, and preacheth sadness in sad strains.

And sone of them have even become ni ght-wat chnen: they know now
how to bl ow horns, and go about at night and awaken ol d thi ngs which
have |l ong fallen asleep

Fi ve words about old things did | hear yesternight at the
garden-wal | : they canme from such old, sorrowful, arid night-watchnen

"For a father he careth not sufficiently for his children: human
fathers do this better!"-

"He is too old!l He now careth no nore for his children,"- answered
t he ot her ni ght-wat chman

"Hat h he then children? No one can prove it unless he hinself
prove it! | have long wi shed that he would for once prove it
t hor oughly. "

"Prove? As if he had ever proved anything! Proving is difficult to
him he layeth great stress on one's believing him"

"Ay! Ay! Belief saveth him belief in him That is the way with
old people! So it is with us also!"-

- Thus spake to each other the two ol d night-watchnmen and
light-scarers, and tooted thereupon sorrowfully on their horns: so did
it happen yesternight at the garden-wall

To me, however, did the heart withe with [aughter, and was |ike
to break; it knew not where to go, and sunk into the mdriff.

Verily, it will be nmy death yet- to choke with laughter when | see
asses drunken, and hear night-watchnen thus doubt about God.

Hath the tinme not |ong since passed for all such doubts? Wo may
nowadays awaken such old slunbering, |ight-shunning things!

Wth the old Deities hath it long since come to an end:- and verily,
a good joyful Deity-end had they!

They did not "begl oont thensel ves to death- that do people
fabricate! On the contrary, they- |aughed thenselves to death once
on a tine!

That took place when the ungodliest utterance canme froma God
himsel f- the utterance: "There is but one God! Thou shalt have no
ot her gods before ne!"-

-An old grimbeard of a God, a jeal ous one, forgot hinmself in such
wi se: -

And all the gods then | aughed, and shook upon their thrones, and
exclaimed: "lIs it not just divinity that there are gods, but no God?"



He that hath an ear let him hear. -

Thus tal ked Zarathustra in the city he loved, which is surnamed "The
Pied Cow." For fromhere he had but two days to travel to reach once
nore his cave and his animals; his soul, however, rejoiced unceasingly
on account of the nighness of his return hone.

53. The Return Hone

O LONESOVENESS! My hone, | onesoneness! Too |ong have | lived
wildly in wild renoteness, to return to thee w thout tears!

Now threaten ne with the finger as nothers threaten; now snile
upon ne as nothers smile; now say just: "Who was it that like a
whirlwi nd once rushed away from ne?-

-Who when departing called out: 'Too long have | sat with
| onesoneness; there have | unlearned silence!' That hast thou
| earned now surely?

O Zarathustra, everything do | know, and that thou wert nore
forsaken anongst the many, thou unique one, than thou ever wert with
me!

One thing is forsakenness, another nmatter is |onesoneness: that hast
thou now | earned! And that anongst nen thou wilt ever be wild and
strange:

-Wld and strange even when they | ove thee: for above all they
want to be treated indul gently!

Here, however, art thou at hone and house with thyself; here canst
thou utter everything, and unbosom all notives; nothing is here
ashamed of conceal ed, congeal ed feelings.

Here do all things cone caressingly to thy talk and flatter thee:
for they want to ride upon thy back. On every sinile dost thou here
ride to every truth

Uprightly and openly mayest thou here talk to all things: and
verily, it soundeth as praise in their ears, for one to talk to al
t hi ngs- directly!

Anot her matter, however, is forsakenness. For, dost thou renenber, O
Zar at hustra? Wen thy bird screaned overhead, when thou stoodest in
the forest, irresolute, ignorant where to go, beside a corpse:-

-Wien thou spakest: 'Let mine animals | ead ne! Mre dangerous have
found it anong nmen than anong animals:'- That was forsakenness!

And dost thou renmenber, O Zarathustra? When thou sattest in thine
isle, a well of wi ne giving and granting anongst enpty buckets,
best owi ng and distributing anpbngst the thirsty:

-Until at last thou alone sattest thirsty anongst the drunken
ones, and wailedst nightly: 'Is taking not nore blessed than giving?
And stealing yet nore blessed than taking? - That was forsakenness!

And dost thou remenber, O Zarathustra? Wien thy stillest hour cane
and drove thee forth fromthyself, when with wi cked whispering it
sai d: ' Speak and succunb!' -

-When it disgusted thee with all thy waiting and silence, and
di scouraged thy hunbl e courage: That was forsakenness!"-

O | onesoneness! My hone, | onesoneness! How bl essedly and tenderly
speaketh thy voice unto ne!

We do not question each other, we do not conplain to each other
we go together openly through open doors.

For all is open with thee and clear; and even the hours run here
on lighter feet. For in the dark, time wei gheth heavi er upon one
than in the light.

Here fly open unto nme all beings' words and word-cabinets: here
all being wanteth to become words, here all beconing wanteth to
learn of me how to talk.

Down there, however- all talking is in vain! There, forgetting and



passi ng-by are the best wi sdom that have | |earned now

He who woul d understand everything in man nust handl e everyt hi ng.
But for that | have too clean hands.

I do not like even to inhale their breath; alas! that | have lived
so long anong their noi se and bad breat hs!

O bl essed stillness around ne! O pure odours around ne! How from a
deep breast this stillness fetcheth pure breath! How it hearkeneth,
this bl essed stillness!

But down there- there speaketh everything, there is everything
nm sheard. |f one announce one's wisdomwi th bells, the shopnen in
the market-place will out-jingle it with pennies!

Everyt hi ng anong themtal keth; no one knoweth any | onger how to
understand. Everything falleth into the water; nothing falleth any
| onger into deep wells.

Everyt hi ng anong them tal keth, nothing succeedeth any | onger and
acconplisheth itself. Everything cackleth, but who will still sit
quietly on the nest and hatch eggs?

Everyt hi ng anong themtal keth, everything is out-tal ked. And that

whi ch yesterday was still too hard for tinme itself and its tooth,
hanget h t oday, outchanped and out chewed, fromthe nmouths of the men of
t oday.

Everyt hi ng anong them tal keth, everything is betrayed. And what
was once called the secret and secrecy of profound souls, belongeth
to-day to the street-trunpeters and other butterflies.

O hunman hubbub, thou wonderful thing! Thou noise in dark streets!
Now art thou again behind ne:- ny greatest danger lieth behind nel!

In indulging and pitying lay ever ny greatest danger; and al
human hubbub wi sheth to be indul ged and tol erated.

Wth suppressed truths, with fool's hand and befool ed heart, and
rich in petty lies of pity:- thus have | ever |ived anong nen

Di sguised did | sit anobngst them ready to m sjudge nyself that |
nm ght endure them and willingly saying to nyself: "Thou fool, thou
dost not know nen!"

One unl earneth nmen when one liveth anpongst them there is too nuch
foreground in all nmen- what can far-seeing, far-longing eyes do therel
And, fool that | was, when they nisjudged ne, | indulged themon
that account nore than nyself, being habitually hard on nyself, and

of ten even taking revenge on nyself for the indul gence.

Stung all over by poisonous flies, and hollowed |ike the stone by

many drops of w ckedness: thus did | sit anong them and still said to
nyself: "lnnocent is everything petty of its pettiness!”

Especially did | find those who call thenselves "the good," the nost
poi sonous flies; they sting in all innocence, they lie in al

i nnocence; how could they- be just towards ne!

He who liveth anongst the good- pity teacheth himto lie. Pity
maketh stifling air for all free souls. For the stupidity of the
good i s unfat homabl e.

To conceal nyself and ny riches- that did | |learn down there: for
every one did | still find poor in spirit. It was the lie of ny
pity, that |I knew in every one.

-That | saw and scented in every one, what was enough of spirit
for him and what was too nuch!

Their stiff wise nmen: | call themw se, not stiff- thus did
learn to slur over words.

The grave-diggers dig for thensel ves diseases. Under old rubbish
rest bad vapours. One should not stir up the marsh. One should live on
nount ai ns.

Wth bl essed nostrils do | again breathe nountain-freedom Freed
at last is nmy nose fromthe snell of all hunman hubbub

Wth sharp breezes tickled, as with sparkling wi ne, sneezeth ny



soul - sneezeth, and shouteth self-congratulatingly: "Health to thee!"

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
54. The Three Evil Things

1

IN MY dream in ny |ast norning-dream | stood today on a
pronontory- beyond the world; | held a pair of scales, and wei ghed the
wor | d.

Alas, that the rosy dawn cane too early to ne: she gl owed ne
awake, the jeal ous one! Jealous is she always of the glows of ny
nor ni ng- dr eam

Measurabl e by himwho hath tinme, weighable by a good wei gher
attai nable by strong pinions, divinable by divine nutcrackers: thus
did ny dreamfind the world: -

My dream a bold sailor, half-ship, half-hurricane, silent as the
butterfly, inpatient as the falcon: how had it the patience and
| ei sure to-day for world-weighing!

Did nmy wi sdom per haps speak secretly to it, ny |aughing,
wi de- awake day-wi sdom which nocketh at all "infinite worlds"? For
it saith: "Were force is, there beconmeth nunber the master: it hath
nore force."

How confidently did nmy dream contenplate this finite world, not
new fangl edly, not old-fangledly, not timdly, not entreatingly:-

-As if a big round apple presented itself to nmy hand, a ripe
gol den apple, with a coolly-soft, velvety skin:- thus did the world
present itself unto ne:-

-As if a tree nodded unto ne, a broad-branched, strong-wlled
tree, curved as a recline and a foot-stool for weary travellers:
thus did the world stand on nmy pronontory: -

-As if delicate hands carried a casket towards me- a casket open for
t he del ectati on of npbdest adoring eyes: thus did the world present
itself before nme today: -

-Not riddle enough to scare human love fromit, not solution
enough to put to sleep human wi sdom - a hunmanly good thing was the
world to me to-day, of which such bad things are said!

How | thank ny norning-dreamthat | thus at today's dawn, weighed
the world! As a humanly good thing did it come unto me, this dream and
heart-conforter

And that | may do the Iike by day, and initate and copy its best,
now will | put the three worst things on the scales, and wei gh them
humanly wel I . -

He who taught to bl ess taught also to curse: what are the three best
cursed things in the world? These will | put on the scales.

Vol upt uousness, passion for power, and selfishness: these three
t hi ngs have hitherto been best cursed, and have been in worst and
fal sest repute- these three things will | weigh humanly well.

Wll! Here is ny pronmontory, and there is the sea- it rolleth hither
unto me, shaggily and fawningly, the old, faithful, hundred-headed

dog-nonster that | |ove!-

Well! Here will | hold the scales over the weltering sea: and also a
wi tness do | choose to | ook on- thee, the anchorite-tree, thee, the
strong- odoured, broad-arched tree that | |ove!-

On what bridge goeth the now to the hereafter? By what constraint
doth the high stoop to the ow? And what enjoineth even the highest
still- to grow upwards?-

Now stand the scal es poised and at rest: three heavy questions
have | thrown in; three heavy answers carrieth the other scale.



2.

Vol upt uousness: unto all hair-shirted despisers of the body, a sting
and stake; and, cursed as "the world," by all backworldsnen: for it
nocketh and befooleth all erring, misinferring teachers.

Vol upt uousness: to the rabble, the slowfire at which it is burnt;
to all wornmy wood, to all stinking rags, the prepared heat and stew
furnace.

Vol upt uousness: to free hearts, a thing innocent and free, the
gar den- happi ness of the earth, all the future's thanks-overflowto the
present.

Vol upt uousness: only to the withered a sweet poison; to the
lion-willed, however, the great cordial, and the reverently saved w ne
of wi nes.

Vol upt uousness: the great synbolic happi ness of a hi gher happi ness
and hi ghest hope. For to nmany is narriage prom sed, and nore than
marri age, -

-To many that are nmore unknown to each other than man and woman: -
and who hath fully understood how unknown to each other are man and
womnman!

Vol upt uousness: - but | will have hedges around ny thoughts, and even
around ny words, lest swine and libertine should break into ny
gar dens! -

Passion for power: the glowi ng scourge of the hardest of the
heart-hard; the cruel torture reserved for the cruellest thensel ves;
the gl oony flanme of living pyres.

Passion for power: the wi cked gadfly which is nounted on the vainest
peopl es; the scorner of all uncertain virtue; which rideth on every
horse and on every pride.

Passion for power: the earthquake which breaketh and upbreaketh
all that is rotten and hollow, the rolling, runbling, punitive
denol i sher of whited sepul chres; the flashing interrogative-sign
besi de premature answers.

Passi on for power: before whose glance nan creepeth and croucheth
and drudgeth, and beconeth |ower than the serpent and the sw ne: -
until at last great contenpt crieth out of him,

Passion for power: the terrible teacher of great contenpt, which
preacheth to their face to cities and enpires: "Away with thee!"-
until a voice crieth out of thenselves: "Away with ne!"

Passi on for power: which, however, nounteth alluringly even to the
pure and | onesone, and up to self-satisfied elevations, glowing like a
love that painteth purple felicities alluringly on earthly heavens.

Passi on for power: but who would call it passion, when the height
I ongeth to stoop for power! Verily, nothing sick or diseased is
there in such I onging and descendi ng!

That the | onesone hei ght may not forever renmain | onesone and
self-sufficing; that the nountains may cone to the valleys and the
wi nds of the heights to the plains:-

Ch, who could find the right prenonmen and honouring nane for such
l ongi ng! "Bestowi ng virtue"- thus did Zarathustra. once nane the
unnamabl e.

And then it happened also,- and verily, it happened for the first
time!- that his word bl essed sel fi shness, the whol esone, healthy
sel fishness, that springeth fromthe powerful soul:-

-Fromthe powerful soul, to which the high body appertaineth, the
handsone, triunphing, refreshing body, around which everything
beconmeth a mirror:

-The pliant, persuasive body, the dancer, whose synbol and epitone
is the self-enjoying soul. O such bodies and soul s the sel f-enjoynment
calleth itself "virtue."



Wth its words of good and bad doth such sel f-enjoynment shelter
itself as with sacred groves; with the nanes of its happi ness doth
it banish fromitself everything contenptible.

Away fromitself doth it banish everything cowardly; it saith: "Bad-
that is cowardly!" Contenptible seemto it the ever-solicitous, the
si ghing, the conpl ai ni ng, and whoever pick up the nmost trifling
advant age.

It despiseth also all bitter-sweet wisdom for verily, there is also
wi sdom t hat bl ooneth in the dark, a night-shade wi sdom which ever
sigheth: "All is vain!"

Shy distrust is regarded by it as base, and every one who wanteth
oat hs instead of |ooks and hands: also all over-distrustful w sdom -
for such is the node of cowardly souls.

Baser still it regardeth the obsequi ous, doggi sh one, who
i medi ately lieth on his back, the submi ssive one; and there is also
wi sdom that is subm ssive, and doggi sh, and pi ous, and obsequi ous.

Hateful to it altogether, and a loathing, is he who will never
defend hinself, he who swall oweth down poi sonous spittle and bad
| ooks, the all-too-patient one, the all-endurer, the all-satisfied
one: for that is the node of slaves.

Whet her they be servile before gods and divine spurnings, or
before nen and stupid human opinions: at all kinds of slaves doth it
spit, this blessed selfishness!

Bad: thus doth it call all that is spirit-broken, and
sordidly-servil e- constrained, blinking eyes, depressed hearts, and
the fal se subnissive style, which kisseth with broad cowardly I|ips.

And spurious wisdom so doth it call all the wit that slaves, and
hoary- headed and weary ones affect; and especially all the cunning,
spurious-witted, curious-witted foolishness of priests!

The spurious wise, however, all the priests, the world-weary, and
t hose whose souls are of femninine and servile nature- oh, how hath
their gane all al ong abused sel fi shness!

And precisely that was to be virtue and was to be called virtue-
to abuse selfishness! And "selfless"- so did they wi sh thenmselves with
good reason, all those world-weary cowards and cross-spiders!

But to all those coneth now the day, the change, the sword of
judgnent, the great noontide: then shall nany things be reveal ed!

And he who proclainmeth the ego whol esone and holy, and sel fishness
bl essed, verily, he, the prognosticator, speaketh al so what he
knowet h: "Behold, it coneth, it is night, the great noontide!"

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
55. The Spirit of Gavity

1
MY MOUTHPI ECE- is of the people: too coarsely and cordially do
talk for Angora rabbits. And still stranger soundeth ny word unto
all ink-fish and pen-foxes.

My hand- is a fool's hand: woe unto all tables and walls, and
what ever hath roomfor fool's sketching, fool's scraw ing!

My foot- is a horse-foot; therewith do I tranple and trot over stick
and stone, in the fields up and down, and am bedevilled w th delight
in all fast racing.

My stomach- is surely an eagle's stomach? For it preferreth lamb's
flesh. Certainly it is a bird s stomach

Nouri shed with innocent things, and with few, ready and inpatient to
fly, to fly away- that is now ny nature: why should there not be
sonet hi ng of bird-nature therein!

And especially that | amhostile to the spirit of gravity, that is



bird-nature:- verily, deadly hostile, suprenely hostile, originally
hostilel Onh, whither hath nmy hostility not flown and ni sfl own!
Thereof could | sing a song- - and will sing it: though I be al one
in an enpty house, and nust sing it to mne ow ears.
O her singers are there, to be sure, to whomonly the full house
maket h the voice soft, the hand el oquent, the eye expressive, the

heart wakeful:- those do | not resenble. -
2.
He who one day teacheth nen to fly will have shifted al
| andmarks; to himw Il all landnmarks thenselves fly into the air;

the earth will he christen anew as "the light body."

The ostrich runneth faster than the fastest horse, but it also
thrusteth its head heavily into the heavy earth: thus is it with the
man who cannot yet fly.

Heavy unto himare earth and life, and so willeth the spirit of
gravity! But he who would becone light, and be a bird, nust |ove
himsel f:- thus do | teach

Not, to be sure, with the love of the side and infected, for with
them stinketh even sel f-1ove!

One nust learn to | ove oneself- thus do | teach- with a whol esone
and healthy love: that one may endure to be with oneself, and not go
rovi ng about.

Such roving about christeneth itself "brotherly love"; with these
words hath there hitherto been the best |ying and di ssenbling, and
especially by those who have been burdensone to every one.

And verily, it is no comrandnent for today and tonorrow to |earn
to love oneself. Rather is it of all arts the finest, subtlest, |ast
and patientest.

For to its possessor is all possession well conceal ed, and of al
treasure-pits one's own is |ast excavated- so causeth the spirit of

gravity.
Alnost in the cradle are we apportioned with heavy words and wort hs:
"good" and "evil"- so calleth itself this dowmy. For the sake of it we

are forgiven for living

And therefore suffereth one little children to cone unto one, to
forbid thembetines to | ove thensel ves- so causeth the spirit of
gravity.

And we- we bear loyally what is apportioned unto us, on hard
shoul ders, over rugged nountai ns! And when we sweat, then do people
say to us: "Yea, life is hard to bear!"

But man hinmself only is hard to bear! The reason thereof is that
he carrieth too many extraneous things on his shoulders. Like the
canel kneeleth he down, and letteth hinself be well |aden

Especially the strong | oad-bearing man i n whom reverence resideth.
Too many extraneous heavy words and worths | oadeth he upon hinself-
then seenmeth life to hima desert!

And verily! Many a thing also that is our own is hard to bear! And
many internal things in nman are |ike the oyster- repulsive and
slippery and hard to grasp; -

So that an elegant shell, with el egant adornment, nust plead for
them But this art also nust one learn: to have a shell, and a fine
appear ance, and sagaci ous bl i ndness!

Again, it deceiveth about many things in man, that nmany a shell is
poor and pitiable, and too nuch of a shell. Mich conceal ed goodness
and power is never dreant of; the choicest dainties find no tasters!

Wonen know that, the choicest of them a little fatter a little
| eaner- oh, how nmuch fate is in so little!

Man is difficult to discover, and unto hinself nost difficult of
all; often lieth the spirit concerning the soul. So causeth the spirit



of gravity.
He, however, hath discovered hinself who saith: This is my good

and evil: therewith hath he silenced the nole and the dwarf, who
say: "Good for all, evil for all."

Verily, neither do I like those who call everything good, and this
worl d the best of all. Those do | call the all-satisfied.

Al'l -satisfiedness, which knoweth how to taste everything,- that is
not the best taste! | honour the refractory, fastidious tongues and
stomachs, which have learned to say "I" and "Yea" and "Nay."

To chew and di gest everything, however- that is the genuine
swi ne-nature! Ever to say YE-A- that hath only the ass |earned, and
those like it!-

Deep yell ow and hot red- so wanteth ny taste- it mixeth blood with
all colours. He, however, who whitewasheth his house, betrayeth unto
me a whitewashed soul

Wth nunmmies, sonme fall in love; others with phantons: both alike
hostile to all flesh and bl ood- oh, how repugnant are both to ny
taste! For | |ove bl ood.

And there will | not reside and abi de where every one spitteth and
speweth: that is now ny taste,- rather would | |ive anongst thieves
and perjurers. Nobody carrieth gold in his nouth.

Still nore repugnant unto ne, however, are all lick-spittles; and
the nost repugnant aninmal of man that | found, did | christen
"parasite": it would not |ove, and would yet live by |ove.

Unhappy do | call all those who have only one choice: either to
becone evil beasts, or evil beast-tamers. Anpbngst such would | not
buil d nmy tabernacle.

Unhappy do | also call those who have ever to wait,- they are
repugnant to my taste- all the toll-gatherers and traders, and
ki ngs, and other | andkeepers and shopkeepers.

Verily, | learned waiting also, and thoroughly so,- but only waiting
for nyself. And above all did | |learn standing and wal ki ng and runni ng
and | eaping and clinbing and danci ng.

Thi s however is ny teaching: he who wisheth one day to fly, nust
first learn standing and wal ki ng and running and clinbi ng and
danci ng: - one doth not fly into flying!

Wth rope-ladders learned | to reach nany a window, with ninble |egs
did | clinb high nasts: to sit on high masts of perception seened to
nme no snmall bliss;-

-To flicker like snmall flanes on high nasts: a small light,
certainly, but a great confort to cast-away sailors and shi p-w ecked
ones!

By divers ways and wendings did | arrive at ny truth; not by one
| adder did I nmount to the height where nine eye roveth into ny
r enot eness.

And unwillingly only did | ask nmy way- that was al ways counter to ny
taste! Rather did | question and test the ways thensel ves.

A testing and a questioning hath been all ny travelling:- and
verily, one must also learn to answer such questioning! That,
however,- is ny taste:

-Neither a good nor a bad taste, but ny taste, of which I have no
| onger either shame or secrecy.

"This- is now ny way,- where is yours?" Thus did | answer those
who asked ne "the way." For the way- it doth not exist!

Thus spake Zarat hustra.

56. A d and New Tabl es

1

HERE do | sit and wait, old broken tables around ne and al so new



hal f-witten tables. When coneth ni ne hour?

-The hour of ny descent, of my down-going: for once nore will | go
unt o nen.

For that hour do | now wait: for first nust the signs conme unto ne
that it is mne hour- nanely, the laughing lion with the flock of
doves.

Meanwhile do | talk to nyself as one who hath tinme. No one telleth
me anything new, so | tell nyself mine own story.

2.

When | cane unto nmen, then found | themresting on an old
i nfatuation: all of themthought they had | ong known what was good and
bad for nen.

An ol d wearisone business seened to themall discourse about virtue;
and he who wished to sleep well spake of "good" and "bad" ere retiring
to rest.

This somol ence did | disturb when | taught that no one yet
knowet h what is good and bad:- unless it be the creating one!

-It is he, however, who createth man's goal, and giveth to the earth
its meaning and its future: he only effecteth it that aught is good or
bad.

And | bade them upset their old acadenic chairs, and wherever that
old infatuation had sat; | bade themlaugh at their great noralists,
their saints, their poets, and their saviours.

At their gloony sages did | bid them | augh, and whoever had sat
adnmoni shing as a bl ack scarecrow on the tree of life.

On their great grave-highway did | seat nyself, and even beside

the carrion and vultures- and | laughed at all their bygone and its
nel | ow decayi ng gl ory.

Verily, like penitential preachers and fools did | cry wath and
shame on all their greatness and snallness. Ch, that their best is
so very small! Ch, that their worst is so very small! Thus did
I augh.

Thus did nmy wise longing, born in the mountains, cry and laugh in
me; a wild wisdom verily!- ny great pinion-rustling |onging.

And oft did it carry ne off and up and away and in the m dst of
| aughter; then flew | quivering Iike an arrow with sun-intoxicated
rapture

-Qut into distant futures, which no dream hath yet seen, into warner
sout hs than ever scul ptor conceived, - where gods in their dancing
are ashamed of all clothes:

(That | may speak in parables and halt and stamer |ike the poets:
and verily | amashanmed that | have still to be a poet!)

Wiere all beconing seened to ne dancing of gods, and wantoni ng of
gods, and the world unl oosed and unbridled and fleeing back to
itself:-

-As an eternal self-fleeing and re-seeking of one another of many
gods, as the bl essed self-contradicting, recomuning, and
refraternising with one another of nany gods: -

Where all time seenmed to nme a bl essed nockery of nonents, where
necessity was freedomitself, which played happily with the goad of
freedom -

Wiere | al so found again nmine old devil and arch-eneny, the spirit
of gravity, and all that it created: constraint, |law, necessity and
consequence and purpose and will and good and evil: -

For must there not be that which is danced over, danced beyond? Mist
there not, for the sake of the ninble, the ninblest,- be noles and
clumsy dwarfs?-



3.

There was it also where |I picked up fromthe path the word
"Superman," and that man is sonething that nust be surpassed.

-That man is a bridge and not a goal- rejoicing over his noontides
and eveni ngs, as advances to new rosy dawns:

-The Zarathustra word of the great noontide, and whatever el se
have hung up over men |ike purple evening-aftergl ows.

Verily, also new stars did | nmake them see, along with new nights;
and over cloud and day and night, did | spread out |aughter like a
gay-col oured canopy.

| taught themall my poetisation and aspiration: to conpose and
collect into unity what is fragment in man, and riddle and fearfu
chance; -

-As conposer, riddle-reader, and redeener of chance, did | teach
themto create the future, and all that hath been- to redeem by
creating.

The past of man to redeem and every "It was" to transform unti
the WIIl saith: "But so did | will it! So shall I wll it-"

-This did I call redenption; this alone taught | themto cal
redenption. - -

Now do | await ny redenption- that | nmay go unto themfor the |ast
tinme.

For once nore will | go unto nmen: anmongst themw |l ny sun set; in
dying will | give them my choicest gift!
Fromthe sun did | learn this, when it goeth down, the exuberant

one: gold doth it then pour into the sea, out of inexhaustible
ri ches, -

-So that the poorest fisherman roweth even with gol den oars! For
this did | once see, and did not tire of weeping in beholding it.- -
Li ke the sun will also Zarathustra go down: now sitteth he here
and waiteth, old broken tables around him and al so new tabl es-

hal f-written.

4.

Behol d, here is a new table; but where are ny brethren who will
carry it with ne to the valley and into hearts of flesh?-

Thus demandeth nmy great |love to the renptest ones: be not
consi derate of thy neighbour! Man is something that nust be surpassed.

There are many di vers ways and nodes of surpassing: see thou
thereto! But only a buffoon thinketh: "man can al so be overleapt."

Sur pass thyself even in thy neighbour: and a right which thou
canst seize upon, shalt thou not allow to be given thee!

What thou doest can no one do to thee again. Lo, there is no
requital

He who cannot conmand hi nsel f shall obey. And many a one can conmand
hinsel f, but still sorely Il acketh self-obedi ence!

5.

Thus wi sheth the type of noble souls: they desire to have nothing
gratuitously, least of all, life.

He who is of the populace wi sheth to Iive gratuitously; we others,
however, to whomlife hath given itself- we are ever considering
what we can best give in return

And verily, it is a noble dictumwhich saith: "What |ife promseth
us, that promse will we keep- to lifel™

One should not wish to enjoy where one doth not contribute to the
enjoyment. And one should not wi sh to enjoy!



For enjoynment and innocence are the nost bashful things. Neither
like to be sought for. One should have them- but one should rather
seek for guilt and pain!-

6.

Ony brethren, he who is a firstling is ever sacrificed. Now,
however, are we firstlings!

We all bleed on secret sacrificial altars, we all burn and broi
i n honour of ancient idols.

Qur best is still young: this exciteth old palates. Qur flesh is
tender, our skin is only lanbs' skin:- how could we not excite old
i dol - priests!

In ourselves dwelleth he still, the old idol-priest, who broileth
our best for his banquet. Ah, ny brethren, how could firstlings fai
to be sacrifices!

But so wisheth our type; and | |ove those who do not wish to
preserve thensel ves, the down-going ones do | love with mne entire
| ove: for they go beyond. -

7.

To be true- that can few be! And he who can, will not! Least of all
however, can the good be true.

Oh, those good ones! Good nmen never speak the truth. For the spirit,
thus to be good, is a nal ady.

They yield, those good ones, they subnmt thenselves; their heart
repeateth, their soul obeyeth: he, however, who obeyeth, doth not
listen to hinself!

Al'l that is called evil by the good, nust come together in order
that one truth may be born. O ny brethren, are ye also evil enough for
this truth?

The daring venture, the prolonged distrust, the cruel Nay, the
tedium the cutting-into-the-quick- how sel dom do these cone together
Qut of such seed, however- is truth produced!

Besi de the bad conscience hath hitherto grown all know edge! Break
up, break up, ye discerning ones, the old tables!

8.

When the water hath planks, when gangways and railings o' erspan
the stream verily, he is not believed who then saith: "All is in
flux."

But even the sinpletons contradict him "What?" say the

sinpletons, "all in flux? Planks and railings are still over the
stream

"Over the streamall is stable, all the values of things, the
bri dges and bearings, all 'good' and 'evil': these are all stable!"-

Coneth, however, the hard winter, the streamtaner, then |learn
even the wittiest distrust, and verily, not only the sinpletons then
say: "Should not everything- stand still?"

"Fundanental |y standeth everything still"- that is an appropriate
wi nter doctrine, good cheer for an unproductive period, a great
confort for winter-sleepers and fireside-I|oungers.

"Fundanental |y standeth everything still"-: but contrary thereto,
preacheth the thaw ng w nd!

The thawi ng wi nd, a bullock, which is no ploughing bullock- a
furious bullock, a destroyer, which with angry horns breaketh the icel
The i ce however- - breaketh gangways!

Ony brethren, is not everything at present in flux? Have not al



railings and gangways fallen into the water? Who would still hold on
to "good" and "evil"?

"Wye to us! Hail to us! The thawing wi nd bl oweth!"- Thus preach
my brethren, through all the streets!

9.

There is an old illusion- it is called good and evil. Around
soot hsayers and astrol ogers hath hitherto revolved the orbit of this
illusion.

Once did one believe in soothsayers and astrol ogers; and therefore
did one believe, "Everything is fate: thou shalt, for thou nust!"

Then again did one distrust all soothsayers and astrol ogers; and
therefore did one believe, "Everything is freedom thou canst, for
thou willest!"

O nmy brethren, concerning the stars and the future there hath
hitherto been only illusion, and not know edge; and therefore
concerning good and evil there hath hitherto been only illusion and
not know edge!

10.

"Thou shalt not rob! Thou shalt not slay!"- such precepts were
once called holy; before themdid one bow the knee and the head, and
take off one's shoes.

But | ask you: Wiere have there ever been better robbers and slayers
in the world than such holy precepts?

Is there not even in all life- robbing and sl aying? And for such
precepts to be called holy, was not truth itself thereby- slain?

-Or was it a sernon of death that called holy what contradicted
and di ssuaded fromlife?- O ny brethren, break up, break up for nme the
ol d tabl es!

11.

It is my synpathy with all the past that | see it is abandoned, -

- Abandoned to the favour, the spirit and the madness of every
generation that coneth, and reinterpreteth all that hath been as its
bri dge!

A great potentate might arise, an artful prodigy, who with
approval and di sapproval could strain and constrain all the past,
until it became for hima bridge, a harbinger, a herald, and a
cock- crow ng.

This however is the other danger, and mi ne other synpathy:- he who
is of the populace, his thoughts go back to his grandfather,- with his
grandf at her, however, doth tinme cease.

Thus is all the past abandoned: for it might some day happen for the
popul ace to beconme nmaster, and drown all time in shallow waters.

Therefore, Ony brethren, a new nobility is needed, which shall be
the adversary of all popul ace and potentate rule, and shall inscribe
anew the word "noble" on new tables.

For many nobl e ones are needed, and nany ki nds of noble ones, for
a new nobilityl O, as | once said in parable: "That is just divinity,
that there are gods, but no God!"

12.
O ny brethren, | consecrate you and point you to a new nobility:

ye shall beconme procreators and cultivators and sowers of the future;-
-Verily, not to a nobility which ye could purchase like traders with



traders' gold; for little worth is all that hath its price

Let it not be your honour henceforth whence ye cone, but whither
ye go! Your WII and your feet which seek to surpass you- |let these be
your new honour!

Verily, not that ye have served a prince- of what account are
princes now - nor that ye have becone a bulwark to that which
standeth, that it nmay stand nore firmy

Not that your fanily have becone courtly at courts, and that ye have
| ear ned- gay-coloured, like the flanm ngo- to stand long hours in
shal | ow pool s:

(For ability-to-stand is a merit in courtiers; and all courtiers
bel i eve that unto bl essedness after death pertaineth-
perm ssion-to-sit!)

Nor even that a Spirit called Holy, led your forefathers into
promi sed | ands, which | do not praise: for where the worst of al
trees grew the cross,- in that land there is nothing to praise!-

-And verily, wherever this "Holy Spirit" led its knights, always
in such canpai gns did- goats and geese, and wy-heads and guy- heads
run forenost!-

O nmy brethren, not backward shall your nobility gaze, but outward!
Exil es shall ye be fromall fatherlands and forefather-Iands!

Your children's land shall ye love: let this |ove be your new
nobility,- the undiscovered in the renptest seas! For it do | bid your
sails search and search

Unto your children shall ye nake amends for being the children of
your fathers: all the past shall ye thus redeeml This new table do
pl ace over you!

13.

"Why should one live? AIl is vain! To live- that is to thresh straw
to live- that is to burn oneself and yet not get warm -

Such ancient babbling still passeth for "wi sdoni; because it is old,
however, and snelleth nmustily, therefore is it the nore honoured. Even
nmoul d ennobl et h. -

Children might thus speak: they shun the fire because it hath
burnt them There is much childishness in the old books of w sdom

And he who ever "thresheth straw, " why should he be allowed to
rail at threshing! Such a fool one would have to nuzzle!

Such persons sit down to the table and bring nothing with them
not even good hunger:- and then do they rail: "Al is vain!"

But to eat and drink well, my brethren, is verily no vain art! Break
up, break up for me the tables of the never-joyous ones!

14.

"To the clean are all things clean"- thus say the people. I,
however, say unto you: To the swine all things becone sw nish

Ther ef ore preach the visionaries and bowed- heads (whose hearts are
al so bowed down): "The world itself is a filthy nonster."

For these are all unclean spirits; especially those, however, who
have no peace or rest, unless they see the world fromthe backsi de-
t he backwor | dsnen!

To those do | say it to the face, although it sound unpl easantly:
the world resenbleth man, in that it hath a backside,- so nuch is
true!

There is in the world nuch filth: so nuch is true!l But the world
itself is not therefore a filthy nonster

There is wisdomin the fact that nuch in the world snelleth badly:
loathing itself createth w ngs, and fountain-divining powers!



In the best there is still sonething to | oathe; and the best is
still something that nust be surpassed!-

Onmny brethren, there is much wisdomin the fact that nuch filth is
in the world!-

15.

Such sayings did | hear pious backworl dsnen speak to their
consci ences, and verily w thout w ckedness or guile,- although there
is nothing nore guileful in the world, or nore w cked.

"Let the world be as it is! Raise not a finger against it!"

"Let whoever will choke and stab and skin and scrape the people:
raise not a finger against it! Thereby will they learn to renounce the
world."

"And thine own reason- this shalt thou thyself stifle and choke; for
it is areason of this world,- thereby wilt thou learn thyself to
renounce the world."-

-Shatter, shatter, Ony brethren, those old tables of the pious!
Tatter the maxims of the world-maligners!-

16.

"He who | earneth much unlearneth all violent cravings"- that do
peopl e now whi sper to one another in all the dark | anes.

"W sdom wearieth, nothing is worth while; thou shalt not crave!"-
this new table found I hanging even in the public markets.

Break up for ne, Ony brethren, break up also that new table! The
weary-o' -the-world put it up, and the preachers of death and the
jailer: for lo, it is also a sernon for slavery:-

Because they | earned badly and not the best, and everything too
early and everything too fast; because they ate badly: fromthence
hath resulted their ruined stomach; -

-For a ruined stonmach, is their spirit: it persuadeth to death!
For verily, nmy brethren, the spirit is a stomach

Life is a well of delight, but to himin whomthe ruined stonach
speaketh, the father of affliction, all fountains are poisoned.

To discern: that is delight to the lion-willed' But he who hath
becone weary, is hinself nmerely "willed"; with himplay all the waves.

And such is always the nature of weak men: they |ose thenselves on
their way. And at |ast asketh their weariness: "Wiy did we ever go
on the way? Al is indifferent!"

To them soundeth it pleasant to have preached in their ears:
"Nothing is worth while! Ye shall not will!" That, however, is a
sernon for slavery.

Ony brethren, a fresh blustering wind coneth Zarathustra unto al
way-weary ones; nany noses will he yet nake sneeze!

Even through walls bloweth ny free breath, and into prisons and
i mprisoned spirits!

WIling emancipateth: for willing is creating: so do | teach. And
only for creating shall ye learn

And al so the learning shall ye learn only fromnme, the |earning
welI'!- He who hath ears | et him hear

17.

There standeth the boat- thither goeth it over, perhaps into vast
not hi ngness- but who willeth to enter into this "Perhaps"?

None of you want to enter into the death-boat! How should ye then be
wor | d- weary ones!

Wor| d-weary ones! And have not even w thdrawn fromthe earth!



Eager did | ever find you for the earth, anorous still of your own
eart h-weari ness!

Not in vain doth your lip hang down:- a small worldly wish stil
sitteth thereon! And in your eye- floateth there not a cloudl et of
unforgotten earthly bliss?

There are on the earth many good inventions, some useful, sone
pl easant: for their sake is the earth to be |oved.

And many such good inventions are there, that they are |like
woman' s breasts: useful at the same tinme, and pl easant.

Ye worl d-weary ones, however! Ye earth-idlers! You, shall one beat
with stripes! Wth stripes shall one again nmake you sprightly Iinbs.

For if ye be not invalids, or decrepit creatures, of whomthe
earth is weary, then are ye sly sloths, or dainty, sneaking
pl easure-cats. And if ye will not again run gaily, then shall ye- pass
away!

To the incurable shall one not seek to be a physician: thus teacheth
Zarat hustra: - so shall ye pass away!

But nore courage is needed to nmake an end than to nmake a new
verse: that do all physicians and poets know well. -

18.

O nmy brethren, there are tables which weariness franed, and tables
whi ch sl ot hful ness framed, corrupt slothful ness: although they speak
simlarly, they want to be heard differently.-

See this | angui shing one! Only a span-breadth is he from his goal
but from weariness hath he lain down obstinately in the dust, this
brave one!

From weari ness yawneth he at the path, at the earth, at the goal
and at hinmself: not a step further will he go,- this brave onel

Now gl owet h the sun upon him and the dogs lick at his sweat: but he
lieth there in his obstinacy and preferreth to I anguish:-

-A span-breadth fromhis goal, to |anguish! Verily, ye will have
to drag himinto his heaven by the hair of his head- this hero!

Better still that ye let himlie where he hath lain down, that sleep
may come unto him the conforter, with cooling patter-rain.

Let himlie, until of his own accord he awakeneth,- until of his own
accord he repudiateth all weariness, and what weariness hath taught
t hr ough him

Only, ny brethren, see that ye scare the dogs away fromhim the
idle skul kers, and all the swarning vermin:-

-All the swarming vermin of the "cultured," that- feast on the sweat
of every hero!-

19.

I formcircles around nme and holy boundaries; ever fewer ascend wth
me ever higher nountains: | build a nountain-range out of ever
hol i er nount ai ns. -

But wherever ye would ascend with me, O ny brethren, take care
| est a parasite ascend with you

A parasite: that is a reptile, a creeping, cringing reptile, that
trieth to fatten on your infirmand sore places.

And this is its art: it divineth where ascending souls are weary, in
your trouble and dejection, in your sensitive nodesty, doth it build
its | oathsone nest.

Wiere the strong are weak, where the noble are all-too-gentle- there
buildeth it its | oathsone nest; the parasite liveth where the great
have smal |l sore-pl aces.

What is the highest of all species of being, and what is the | owest?



The parasite is the | owest species; he, however, who is of the highest
speci es feedeth nost parasites.

For the soul which hath the |Iongest |adder, and can go deepest down:
how could there fail to be nost parasites upon it?-

- The nost conprehensive soul, which can run and stray and rove
furthest in itself; the nost necessary soul, which out of joy flingeth
itself into chance: -

-The soul in Being, which plungeth into Beconing; the possessing
soul, which seeketh to attain desire and | onging: -

-The soul fleeing fromitself, which overtaketh itself in the w dest
circuit; the w sest soul, unto which folly speaketh npst sweetly: -

-The soul nost self-loving, in which all things have their current
and counter-current, their ebb and their flow - oh, how could the
loftiest soul fail to have the worst parasites?

20.
Ony brethren, am| then cruel? But | say: Wat falleth, that

shal | one al so push
Everything of today- it falleth, it decayeth; who would preserve it!

But I- | wish also to push it
Know ye the delight which rolleth stones into precipitous depths?-
Those nen of today, see just how they roll into ny depths!

A prelude am| to better players, O ny brethren! An exanple! Do
according to nmine exanpl e!

And hi m whom ye do not teach to fly, teach | pray you- to fal
faster!-

21.

| love the brave: but it is not enough to be a swordsman, - one
nmust al so know whereon to use swordsnmanshi p!

And often is it greater bravery to keep quiet and pass by, that
t hereby one may reserve oneself for a worthier foel

Ye shall only have foes to be hated; but not foes to be despised: ye
nmust be proud of your foes. Thus have | already taught.

For the worthier foe, Ony brethren, shall ye reserve yoursel ves:

t heref ore nmust ye pass by many a one, -

-Especially many of the rabble, who din your ears with noi se about
peopl e and peopl es.

Keep your eye clear of their For and Against! There is there nmuch
right, nuch wrong: he who | ooketh on beconmeth woth.

Therein view ng, therein hewi ng- they are the sane thing:
therefore depart into the forests and lay your sword to sleep

Go your ways! and let the people and peoples go theirs!- gloony
ways, verily, on which not a single hope glinteth any nore!

Let there the trader rule, where all that still glittereth is-
traders' gold. It is the time of kings no longer: that which now
calleth itself the people is unworthy of kings.

See how these peopl es thensel ves now do just |ike the traders:
they pick up the small est advantage out of all kinds of rubbish

They lay lures for one another, they lure things out of one
anot her, - that they call "good nei ghbourliness." O blessed renote
peri od when a people said to itself: "I will be- naster over peoples!"”

For, ny brethren, the best shall rule, the best also willeth to
rule! And where the teaching is different, there- the best is |acking.

22,

I f they had- bread for nothing, alas! for what would they cry! Their



mai ntai nment- that is their true entertai nment; and they shall have it
har d!

Beasts of prey, are they: in their "working"- there is even
plundering, in their "earning"- there is even over-reaching! Therefore
shal |l they have it hard!

Better beasts of prey shall they thus becone, subtler, cleverer
nmore nman-like: for man is the best beast of prey.

Al'l the aninmals hath man al ready robbed of their virtues: that is
why of all animals it hath been hardest for nan

Only the birds are still beyond him And if man should yet |earn
to fly, alas! to what height- would his rapacity fly!

23.

Thus would | have man and worman: fit for war, the one; fit for
maternity, the other; both, however, fit for dancing with head and
| egs.

And | ost be the day to us in which a neasure hath not been danced.
And fal se be every truth which hath not had | aughter along with it!

24,

Your marriage-arranging: see that it be not a bad arrangi ng! Ye have
arranged too hastily: so there followeth therefrom marriage-breaking!

And better marriage-breaking than marriage-bendi ng, nmarriage-Iying!-
Thus spake a woman unto nme: "Indeed, | broke the narriage, but first
did the marriage break- ne!

The badly paired found | ever the nost revengeful: they make every
one suffer for it that they no | onger run singly.

On that account want | the honest ones to say to one another: "W
| ove each other: let us see to it that we maintain our lovel O
shal | our pl edgi ng be bl undering?"

-"Gve us a set termand a small nmarriage, that we nay see if we are
fit for the great marriage! It is a great matter always to be twain."

Thus do | counsel all honest ones; and what would be ny love to
the Superman, and to all that is to come, if |I should counsel and
speak ot herwi se!

Not only to propagate yoursel ves onwards but upwards- thereto, O
my brethren, may the garden of narriage help you

25.

He who hath grown w se concerning old origins, lo, he will at |ast
seek after the fountains of the future and new origins. -

Ony brethren, not long will it be until new peoples shall arise and
new fountains shall rush down into new depths.

For the earthquake- it choketh up nmany wells, it causeth nuch
I angui shing: but it bringeth also to light inner powers and secrets.

The earthquake di scl oseth new fountains. In the earthquake of old
peopl es new fountains burst forth.

And whoever calleth out: "Lo, here is a well for many thirsty
ones, one heart for many |ongi ng ones, one will for many
instruments":- around himcollecteth a people, that is to say, many
attenpting ones.

Who can command, who nust obey- that is there attenpted! Ah, with
what | ong seeking and solving and failing and | earning and
re-attenpting!

Human society: it is an attenpt- so | teach- a long seeking: it
seeketh however the ruler!-

-An attenpt, my brethren! And no "contract"! Destroy, | pray you



destroy that word of the soft-hearted and hal f-and- hal f!
26.

Onmy brethren! Wth whomlieth the greatest danger to the whol e
human future? Is it not with the good and just ?-

-As those who say and feel in their hearts: "W already know what is
good and just, we possess it also;, we to those who still seek
thereafter!

And what ever harmthe w cked nmay do, the harmof the good is the
har nf ul est har m

And what ever harmthe worl d-maligners may do, the harm of the good
is the harnful est harm

Onmny brethren, into the hearts of the good and just |ooked sone
one once on a time, who said: "They are the Pharisees." But people did
not understand him

The good and just thensel ves were not free to understand him
their spirit was inprisoned in their good conscience. The stupidity of
the good is unfathomably wi se

It is the truth, however, that the good nust be Pharisees- they have
no choi ce

The good nust crucify himwho deviseth his own virtue! That is the
truth!

The second one, however, who discovered their country- the
country, heart and soil of the good and just,- it was he who asked:
"Whom do they hate nost?"

The creator, hate they nost, himwho breaketh the tables and old
val ues, the breaker,- himthey call the | aw breaker

For the good- they cannot create; they are always the begi nning of
t he end: -

-They crucify himwho witeth new val ues on new tables, they
sacrifice unto thenselves the future- they crucify the whol e human
future!

The good- they have al ways been the begi nning of the end.-

27.

O nmy brethren, have ye al so understood this word? And what | once
said of the "last man"?- -

Wth whomlieth the greatest danger to the whole human future? Is it
not with the good and just?

Break up, break up, | pray you, the good and just!- O ny brethren
have ye understood al so this word?

28.

Ye flee fromnme? Ye are frightened? Ye trenble at this word?

O nmy brethren, when | enjoined you to break up the good, and the
tabl es of the good, then only did | enbark man on his high seas.

And now only conmeth unto himthe great terror, the great outl ook
the great sickness, the great nausea, the great seasickness.

Fal se shores and fal se securities did the good teach you; in the
lies of the good were ye born and bred. Everything hath been radically
contorted and distorted by the good.

But he who di scovered the country of "man," discovered al so the
country of "man's future." Now shall ye be sailors for ne, brave
patient!

Keep yourselves up betines, ny brethren, learn to keep yoursel ves
up! The sea storneth: many seek to raise thensel ves again by you

The sea stormeth: all is in the sea. Well! Cheer up! Ye old



seanan- heart s!

What of fatherland! Thither striveth our hel mwhere our children's
land is! Thitherwards, stormier than the sea, stornmeth our great
| ongi ng! -

29.

"Way so hard!"- said to the dianond one day the charcoal; "are we
then not near relatives?"-

Why so soft? O ny brethren; thus do | ask you: are ye then not- ny
bret hren?

Why so soft, so submissive and yielding? Wiy is there so nmuch
negati on and abnegation in your hearts? Wiy is there so little fate in
your | ooks?

And if ye will not be fates and inexorabl e ones, how can ye one day-
conquer with nme?

And if your hardness will not glance and cut and chip to pieces, how
can ye one day- create with ne?

For the creators are hard. And bl essedness nmust it seemto you to
press your hand upon nillenniunms as upon wax, -

-Bl essedness to wite upon the will of nillenniunms as upon brass, -
harder than brass, nobler than brass. Entirely hard is only the
nobl est .

This new table, O ny brethren, put | up over you: Becone hard!-

30.

Othou, my WIIl! Thou change of every need, ny needful ness! Preserve
me fromall small victories!

Thou fatedness of nmy soul, which | call fate! Thou In-nme! Over-ne!
Preserve and spare ne for one great fate!

And thy last greatness, ny WIIl, spare it for thy last- that thou
mayest be inexorable in thy victory! Ah, who hath not succunmbed to his
victory!

Ah, whose eye hath not bedimred in this intoxicated twlight! Ah,
whose foot hath not faltered and forgotten in victory- how to stand!-

-That | rmay one day be ready and ripe in the great noon-tide:
ready and ripe like the glowi ng ore, the |ightning-bearing cloud,
and the swelling mlk-udder: -

-Ready for nyself and for ny nost hidden WIIl: a bow eager for its
arrow, an arrow eager for its star:-

-A star, ready and ripe in its noontide, glow ng, pierced,

bl essed, by annihilating sun-arrows: -

-A sun itself, and an inexorable sun-will, ready for annihilation in
victory!

O WII, thou change of every need, ny needful ness! Spare nme for

one great victory!- -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
57. The Conval escent

1

ONE norning, not long after his return to his cave, Zarathustra
sprang up fromhis couch like a madman, crying with a frightful voice,
and acting as if sone one still lay on the couch who did not wish to
rise. Zarathustra's voice al so resounded in such a nmanner that his
animals cane to himfrightened, and out of all the neighbouring
caves and lurking-places all the creatures slipped away- flying,
fluttering, creeping or |eaping, according to their variety of foot or



Wi ng. Zarathustra, however, spake these words:

Up, abysmal thought out of my depth! I amthy cock and norni ng dawn,
thou overslept reptile: Up! Up! My voice shall soon crow thee awake!

Unbind the fetters of thine ears: listen! For | wish to hear thee!
Up! Up! There is thunder enough to make the very graves listen

And rub the sleep and all the di nmmess and blindness out of thine
eyes! Hear nme also with thine eyes: ny voice is a nmedicine even for
t hose born blind.

And once thou art awake, then shalt thou ever renmain awake. It is
not ny customto awake great-grandnothers out of their sleep that |
may bid them sleep on!

Thou stirrest, stretchest thyself, wheezest? Up! Up! Not wheeze,
shalt thou, - but speak unto ne! Zarathustra calleth thee,

Zar at hustra t he godl ess!

|, Zarathustra, the advocate of |iving, the advocate of suffering,
the advocate of the circuit- thee do I call, ny nost abysnmal thought!

Joy to nme! Thou conest,- | hear thee! M ne abyss speaketh, mny | owest
depth have | turned over into the light!

Joy to nme! Conme hither! Gve ne thy hand- - ha! let be! aha!- -

Di sgust, disgust, disgust- - - alas to ne!

2.

Hardly, however, had Zarathustra spoken these words, when he fel
down as one dead, and remained | ong as one dead. Wen however he again
cane to hinself, then was he pale and trenbling, and remai ned |ying;
and for long he would neither eat nor drink. This condition
continued for seven days; his aninals, however, did not |eave him
day nor night, except that the eagle flew forth to fetch food. And
what it fetched and foraged, it laid on Zarathustra's couch: so that
Zarathustra at last lay anong yellow and red berries, grapes, rosy
appl es, sweet-snelling herbage, and pine-cones. At his feet,
however, two | anbs were stretched, which the eagle had with difficulty
carried off fromtheir shepherds.

At last, after seven days, Zarathustra raised hinmself upon his
couch, took a rosy apple in his hand, snelt it and found its snel
pl easant. Then did his animals think the tine had come to speak unto
hi m

"O Zarat hustra," said they, "now hast thou lain thus for seven
days with heavy eyes: wilt thou not set thyself again upon thy feet?

Step out of thy cave: the world waiteth for thee as a garden. The
wi nd playeth with heavy fragrance which seeketh for thee; and al
brooks would like to run after thee.

Al things long for thee, since thou hast remai ned al one for seven
days- step forth out of thy cave! Al things want to be thy
physi ci ans!

D d perhaps a new knowl edge conme to thee, a bitter, grievous
know edge? Li ke | eavened dough | ayest thou, thy soul arose and swell ed
beyond all its bounds.-"

-O nmine animls, answered Zarathustra, talk on thus and let ne
listen! It refresheth me so to hear your talk: where there is talk,
there is the world as a garden unto ne.

How charming it is that there are words and tones; are not words and
tones rai nbows and seening bridges 'twi xt the eternally separated?

To each soul bel ongeth another world; to each soul is every other
soul a back-worl d.

Anong the nost alike doth senbl ance deceive nost delightfully: for
the smallest gap is nost difficult to bridge over



For nme- how could there be an outside-of-ne? There is no outsidel
But this we forget on hearing tones; how delightful it is that we
forget!

Have not nanmes and tones been given unto things that man may refresh
hinself with then? It is a beautiful folly, speaking; therewith
danceth man over everything.

How | ovely is all speech and all fal sehoods of tones! Wth tones
danceth our | ove on variegated rai nbows. -

-"O Zarathustra," said then his animals, "to those who think like
us, things all dance thenselves: they cone and hold out the hand and
| augh and flee- and return

Everyt hing goeth, everything returneth; eternally rolleth the
wheel of existence. Everything dieth, everything bl ossonmeth forth
again; eternally runneth on the year of existence.

Everyt hi ng breaketh, everything is integrated anew, eternally
buildeth itself the same house of existence. Al things separate,
all things again greet one another; eternally true to itself remaineth
the ring of existence.

Every nmonent begi nneth existence, around every 'Here' rolleth the
ball 'There.' The niddle is everywhere. Crooked is the path of
eternity."-

-O ye wags and barrel -organs! answered Zarathustra, and sniled
once nore, how well do ye know what had to be fulfilled in seven
days: -

-And how that nonster crept into ny throat and choked ne! But |
bit off its head and spat it away from ne

And ye- ye have nade a lyre-lay out of it? Now, however, do I lie
here, still exhausted with that biting and spitting-away, still sick
with m ne own sal vation.

And ye | ooked on at it all? Onine animals, are ye also cruel? Did
ye like to look at ny great pain as nmen do? For man is the cruellest
ani mal

At tragedies, bull-fights, and crucifixions hath he hitherto been

happi est on earth; and when he invented his hell, behold, that was his
heaven on earth.
Wien the great man crieth-: inmediately runneth the little man

thither, and his tongue hangeth out of his mouth for very lusting. He,
however, calleth it his "pity."

The little man, especially the poet- how passionately doth he accuse
life in words! Hearken to him but do not fail to hear the delight
which is in all accusation

Such accusers of life- themlife overconeth with a glance of the
eye. "Thou |l ovest nme?" saith the insolent one; "wait a little, as
yet have | no tinme for thee."

Towards hinself man is the cruellest animal; and in all who cal
t hensel ves "sinners" and "bearers of the cross" and "penitents," do
not overl ook the vol uptuousness in their plaints and accusati ons!

And | nyself- do, | thereby want to be man's accuser? Ah, mne
animals, this only have | learned hitherto, that for man his baddest
is necessary for his best,-

-That all that is baddest is the best power, and the hardest stone
for the highest creator; and that man nmust becone better and badder: -
Not to this torture-stake was | tied, that | know man is bad, - but

cried, as no one hath yet cried:

"Ah, that his baddest is so very small! Ah, that his best is so very
smal | 1"

The great disgust at man- it strangled me and had crept into ny
throat: and what the soothsayer had presaged: "All is alike, nothing
is worth while, know edge strangleth.”

Along twilight linped on before ne, a fatally weary, fatally



i ntoxi cat ed sadness, which spake w th yawni ng nout h.

"Eternally he returneth, the man of whomthou art weary, the snal
man"- so yawned my sadness, and dragged its foot and could not go to
sl eep.

A cavern, becanme the human earth to me; its breast caved in;
everything living becane to ne hunan dust and bones and noul deri ng
past .

My sighing sat on all human graves, and could no |onger arise: ny
si ghing and questioni ng croaked and choked, and gnawed and nagged
day and ni ght:

-"Ah, man returneth eternally! The small man returneth eternally!"

Naked had | once seen both of them the greatest nman and the
smal lest man: all too |like one another- all too human, even the
greatest man!

Al too snall, even the greatest nan!- that was ny disgust at nman!
And the eternal return also of the smallest man!- that was ny
di sgust at all existence!

Ah, Disgust! Disgust! Disgust!- - Thus spake Zarathustra, and sighed
and shuddered; for he remenbered his sickness. Then did his animals
prevent him from speaking further.

"Do not speak further, thou conval escent!"- so answered his ani mals,
"but go out where the world waiteth for thee |like a garden.

Go out unto the roses, the bees, and the flocks of doves!
Especially, however, unto the singing-birds, to [earn singing from
t hen

For singing is for the conval escent; the sound ones nay tal k. And
when the sound al so want songs, then want they other songs than the
conval escent . "

-"0O ye wags and barrel -organs, do be silent!" answered
Zarathustra, and snmiled at his aninmals. "How well ye know what
consolation | devised for nyself in seven days!

That | have to sing once nore- that consolation did | devise for
nysel f, and this conval escence: would ye al so make another |yre-Ilay
t her eof ?"

-"Do not talk further," answered his animals once nore; "rather,
thou conval escent, prepare for thyself first a lyre, a new lyrel

For behold, O Zarathustra! For thy new | ays there are needed new
lyres.

Sing and bubbl e over, O Zarathustra, heal thy soul with new | ays:
that thou rmayest bear thy great fate, which hath not yet been any
one's fatel

For thine animals know it well, O Zarathustra, who thou art and nust
becone: behold, thou art the teacher of the eternal return,- that is
now t hy fate!

That thou nust be the first to teach this teaching- how could this
great fate not be thy greatest danger and infirmty!

Behol d, we know what thou teachest: that all things eternally
return, and ourselves with them and that we have al ready existed
ti mes wi thout nunber, and all things with us.

Thou teachest that there is a great year of Becoming, a prodigy of a
great year; it must, like a sand-glass, ever turn up anew, that it may
anew run down and run out: -

-So that all those years are |like one another in the greatest and
also in the smallest, so that we ourselves, in every great year, are
like ourselves in the greatest and also in the smallest.

And if thou woul dst now die, O Zarathustra, behold, we know al so how
t hou woul dst then speak to thyself:- but thine animals beseech thee
not to die yet!

Thou woul dst speak, and wi thout trenbling, buoyant rather with



bliss, for a great weight and worry woul d be taken fromthee, thou
pati entest one!-

'"Now do | die and di sappear,' wouldst thou say, 'and in a nonent
am not hing. Souls are as nortal as bodies.

But the plexus of causes returneth in which I amintertw ned,- it
will again create ne! | nyself pertain to the causes of the eterna
return.

| come again with this sun, with this earth, with this eagle, with
this serpent- not to a newlife, or a better life, or a sinilar life:

-1 come again eternally to this identical and selfsanme life, in
its greatest and its snmallest, to teach again the eternal return of
all things, -

-To speak again the word of the great noontide of earth and man
to announce again to man the Supernman

| have spoken nmy word. | break down by ny word: so willeth mine
eternal fate- as announcer do | succunb!

The hour hath now conme for the down-goer to bless hinmself. Thus-
endet h Zarat hustra's down-going."'"-

Wien the animal s had spoken these words they were silent and waited,
so that Zarathustra night say sonething to them but Zarathustra did
not hear that they were silent. On the contrary, he lay quietly with
cl osed eyes |like a person sleeping, although he did not sleep; for
he communed just then with his soul. The serpent, however, and the
eagle, when they found himsilent in such wi se, respected the great
stillness around him and prudently retired.

58. The Great Longing

O MY soul, | have taught thee to say "today" as "once on a tine" and
"fornerly," and to dance thy neasure over every Here and There and
Yonder .

Onmny soul, | delivered thee fromall by-places, | brushed down
fromthee dust and spiders and twilight.
O ny soul, | washed the petty shane and the by-place virtue from

t hee, and persuaded thee to stand naked before the eyes of the sun
Wth the stormthat is called "spirit" did | blow over thy surging

sea; all clouds did | blow away fromit; | strangled even the
strangler called "sin."
Onmy soul, | gave thee the right to say Nay like the storm and to

say Yea as the open heaven saith Yea: calmas the light remainest
t hou, and now wal kest through denyi ng storns.

Onmy soul, | restored to thee liberty over the created and the
uncr eat ed; and who knoweth, as thou knowest, the vol uptuousness of the
future?

O ny soul, | taught thee the contenpt which doth not cone |ike
wormeating, the great, the loving contenpt, which |oveth nost where
it contemmeth nost.

O ny soul, | taught thee so to persuade that thou persuadest even
the grounds thenselves to thee: |ike the sun, which persuadeth even
the sea to its height.

O ny soul, | have taken fromthee all obeying and knee-bendi ng and
honage- payi ng; | have nyself given thee the nanes, "Change of need"
and "Fate."

O nmy soul, | have given thee new nanes and gay- col oured
pl ayt hi ngs, | have called thee "Fate" and "the G rcuit of circuits"

and "the Navel -string of tinme" and "the Azure bell."

Ony soul, to thy domain gave | all wisdomto drink all new w nes,
and also all imenorially old strong wi nes of w sdom

O ny soul, every sun shed |I upon thee, and every night and every
silence and every longing:- then grewest thou up for me as a vine.



O nmy soul, exuberant and heavy dost thou now stand forth, a vine
with swelling udders and full clusters of brown gol den grapes:-

-Filled and wei ghted by thy happi ness, waiting from
super abundance, and yet ashanmed of thy waiting.

O ny soul, there is nowhere a soul which could be nore Ioving and
nore conprehensive and nore extensive! \Were could future and past
be cl oser together than with thee?

O ny soul, | have given thee everything, and all ny hands have
beconme enmpty by thee:- and now Now sayest thou to ne, smiling and
full of melancholy: "Which of us oweth thanks?-

-Doth the giver not owe thanks because the receiver received? Is
bestowi ng not a necessity? Is receiving not- pitying?"

O ny soul, | understand the snmiling of thy nelancholy: thine
over - abundance itself now stretcheth out |onging hands!

Thy ful ness | ooketh forth over ragi ng seas, and seeketh and waiteth:
the I ongi ng of over-ful ness |ooketh forth fromthe smling heaven of
t hi ne eyes!

And verily, Ony soul! Wi could see thy sniling and not nelt into
tears? The angels thenselves nelt into tears through the
over - graci ousness of thy smling.

Thy graci ousness and over-graciousness, is it which will not
conpl ain and weep: and yet, O ny soul, longeth thy snmling for
tears, and thy trenbling nmouth for sobs.

"I's not all weeping conplaining? And all conpl ai ni ng, accusi ng?"
Thus speakest thou to thyself; and therefore, O ny soul, wilt thou
rather smile than pour forth thy grief-

-Than in gushing tears pour forth all thy grief concerning thy
ful ness, and concerning the craving of the vine for the vintager and
vi nt age- kni fe

But wilt thou not weep, wilt thou not weep forth thy purple
nel ancholy, then wilt thou have to sing, Ony soul!- Behold, | snile
nmysel f, who foretell thee this:

-Thou wilt have to sing with passionate song, until all seas turn
cal mto hearken unto thy | onging, -

-Until over calmlonging seas the bark glideth, the golden marvel
around the gold of which all good, bad, and marvel |l ous things frisk:-

-Also many large and snall aninals, and everything that hath |ight
marvel l ous feet, so that it can run on violet-blue paths, -

- Towards the gol den narvel, the spontaneous bark, and its master
he, however, is the vintager who waiteth with the dianond
vi nt age-kni f e, -

-Thy great deliverer, O ny soul, the naneless one- for whomfuture
songs only will find nanmes! And verily, already hath thy breath the
fragrance of future songs, -

-Already gl owest thou and dreanest, already drinkest thou
thirstily at all deep echoing wells of consolation, already reposeth
thy nmelancholy in the bliss of future songs!- -

O ny soul, now have | given thee all, and even ny | ast possession
and all my hands have becone enpty by thee:- that | bade thee sing,
behol d, that was nmy last thing to give!

That | bade thee sing,- say now, say: which of us now oweth
t hanks?- Better still, however: sing unto ne, sing, O ny soul! And |et
nme thank thee!-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
59. The Second Dance Song

1

"I NTO thine eyes gazed | lately, OLife: gold saw | gleamin thy



ni ght-eyes,- nmy heart stood still with delight:

-A gol den bark saw | gl eam on darkened waters, a sinking,
dri nki ng, reblinking, golden sw ng-bark

At ny dance-frantic foot, dost thou cast a glance, a |aughing,
questioning, nelting, thrown glance:

Twi ce only novedst thou thy rattle with thy little hands- then did
my feet swing with dance-fury. -

My heels reared al oft, ny toes they hearkened,- thee they would
know. hath not the dancer his ear- in his toe!

Unto thee did | spring: then fledst thou back fromny bound; and
towards me waved thy fleeing, flying tresses round!

Away fromthee did | spring, and fromthy snaky tresses: then
stoodst thou there half-turned, and in thine eye caresses.

Wth crooked gl ances- dost thou teach ne crooked courses; on crooked
courses learn ny feet- crafty fancies!

| fear thee near, | love thee far; thy flight allureth ne, thy
seeking secureth ne:- | suffer, but for thee, what would I not
gl adl y bear!

For thee, whose col dness inflanmeth, whose hatred nisl eadeth, whose
flight enchai neth, whose nockery- pl eadeth:

-Who woul d not hate thee, thou great bindress, in-w ndress,
tenptress, seekress, findress! Who would not |ove thee, thou innocent,
i mpatient, wind-swift, child-eyed sinner

Whi t her pullest thou nme now, thou paragon and tonboy? And now
fool est thou nme fleeing; thou sweet ronp dost annoy!

| dance after thee, | follow even faint traces lonely. Were art
thou? Gve nme thy hand! O thy finger only!

Here are caves and thickets: we shall go astray!- Halt! Stand still!
Seest thou not ows and bats in fluttering fray?

Thou bat! Thou owl! Thou woul dst play nme foul ? Where are we? From
t he dogs hast thou learned thus to bark and how .

Thou gnashest on nme sweetly with little white teeth; thine evil eyes
shoot out upon nme, thy curly little mane from underneat h!

This is a dance over stock and stone: | amthe hunter,- wilt thou be
my hound, or ny chanois anon?

Now besi de me! And quickly, wi ckedly springing! Now up! And over!-
Al as! | have fallen nyself oversw ngi ng!

Oh, see nme lying, thou arrogant one, and inploring grace! dadly
would | walk with thee- in some |ovelier place!

-In the paths of |ove, through bushes variegated, quiet, trim O
there along the | ake, where gol d-fishes dance and sw n

Thou art now a-weary? There above are sheep and sun-set stripes:
is it not sweet to sleep- the shepherd pipes?

Thou art so very weary? | carry thee thither; let just thine arm
sink! And art thou thirsty- | should have sonething; but thy mouth
would not like it to drink!-

-Ch, that cursed, ninble, supple serpent and |urking-witch! Were
art thou gone? But in ny face do | feel through thy hand, two spots
and red bl otches itch!

I amverily weary of it, ever thy sheepi sh shepherd to be. Thou
witch, if | have hitherto sung unto thee, now shalt thou- cry unto ne!
To the rhythm of ny whip shalt thou dance and cry! | forget not ny

whi p?- Not [I!"-

2.

Then did Life answer nme thus, and kept thereby her fine ears cl osed:
"O Zarat hustra! Crack not so terribly with thy whip! Thou knowest
surely that noise killeth thought,- and just now there came to me such

del i cate thoughts.



We are both of us genuine ne' er-do-wells and ne'er-do-ills. Beyond
good and evil found we our island and our green neadow we two
al one! Therefore nust we be friendly to each ot her

And even should we not |ove each other fromthe bottom of our
hearts,- must we then have a grudge agai nst each other if we do not
| ove each other perfectly?

And that | amfriendly to thee, and often too friendly, that knowest
thou: and the reason is that | am envious of thy Wsdom Ah, this
mad ol d fool, W sdon

If thy Wsdom shoul d one day run away fromthee, ah! then would al so
ny love run away fromthee quickly."-

Thereupon did Life | ook thoughtfully behind and around, and said
softly: "O Zarathustra, thou art not faithful enough to nel!

Thou | ovest nme not nearly so nuch as thou sayest; | know thou
t hi nkest of soon | eaving ne.

There is an old heavy, heavy, boom ng-clock: it boometh by night
up to thy cave: -

-Wien thou hearest this clock strike the hours at m dnight, then
t hi nkest thou between one and twel ve thereon-

-Thou thi nkest thereon, O Zarathustra, | knowit- of soon |eaving
ne! " -

"Yea," answered |, hesitatingly, "but thou knowest it also"- And
said sonething into her ear, in anongst her confused, yell ow,
foolish tresses

"Thou knowest that, O Zarathustra? That knoweth no one- -"

And we gazed at each other, and | ooked at the green neadow o' er
whi ch the cool evening was just passing, and we wept together. -
Then, however, was Life dearer unto nme than all ny Wsdom had ever
been. -

Thus spake Zarat hustra.

O man! Take heed!
Two!
What saith deep midnight's voice indeed?
Thr eel
"I slept ny sleep-
Four!
"From deepest dream |'ve woke and pl ead: -
Fi vel
"The world is deep,
Si x!

"And deeper than the day coul d read.



Seven!

"Deep is its woe-

Ei ght!

"Joy- deeper still than grief can be:
Ni nel

"Wye saith: Hence! Go!
Ten!

"But joys all want eternity-
El even!
"Want deep profound eternity!"

Twel ve!
60. The Seven Seal s
(OR THE YEA AND AMEN LAY.)

1

IF | be a diviner and full of the divining spirit which wandereth on
hi gh nmount ai n-ri dges, 'tw xt two seas, -

Wandereth 'twi xt the past and the future as a heavy cloud- hostile
to sultry plains, and to all that is weary and can neither die nor
live:

Ready for lightning in its dark bosom and for the redeening flash
of light, charged with Iightnings which say Yea! which |augh Yea!
ready for divining flashes of |ightning:-

- Bl essed, however, is he who is thus charged! And verily, |ong
nmust he hang |i ke a heavy tenpest on the nountain, who shall one day
kindle the light of the future!-

Oh, how could I not be ardent for Eternity and for the marriage-ring
of rings- the ring of the return?

Never yet have | found the wonan by whom | should Iike to have

children, unless it be this woman whom | |ove: for | |ove thee, O
Eternity!
For |I love thee, O Eternity!
2.

If ever ny wath hath burst graves, shifted | andnarks, or rolled old
shattered tables into precipitous depths:

If ever ny scorn hath scattered noul dered words to the winds, and if
| have cone |ike a besomto cross-spiders, and as a cl eansing w nd
to old charnel - houses:

If ever | have sat rejoicing where old gods lie buried,
wor | d- bl essi ng, world-1oving, beside the nonunments of old
wor | d- mal i gners: -

-For even churches and gods'-graves do | love, if only heaven
| ooketh through their ruined roofs with pure eyes; gladly do | sit
i ke grass and red poppies on rui ned churches-

Oh, how could I not be ardent for Eternity, and for the
marriage-ring of rings- the ring of the return?

Never yet have | found the wonan by whom | should Iike to have



children, unless it be this woman whom | |ove: for | |ove thee, O
Eternity!
For | love thee, O Eternity!

3.

If ever a breath hath cone to nme of the creative breath, and of
t he heavenly necessity which conpelleth even chances to dance
st ar - dances:

If ever | have laughed with the |aughter of the creative
lightning, to which the Iong thunder of the deed followeth,
grumblingly, but obediently:

If ever | have played dice with the gods at the divine table of
the earth, so that the earth quaked and ruptured, and snorted forth
fire-streans: -

-For a divine table is the earth, and trenbling with new active
di ctunms and di ce-casts of the gods:

Oh, how could I not be ardent for Eternity, and for the
marriage-ring of rings- the ring of the return?

Never yet have | found the wonan by whom | should Iike to have

children, unless it be this woman whom | |ove: for | |ove thee, O
Eternity!
For |I love thee, O Eternity!
4.

If ever | have drunk a full draught of the foaning spice- and
confection-bow in which all things are well mixed:

If ever ny hand hath nmingled the furthest with the nearest, fire
with spirit, joy with sorrow, and the harshest with the kindest:

If I nyself ama grain of the saving salt which naketh everything in
the confection-bow mix well:-

-For there is a salt which uniteth good with evil; and even the
evilest is worthy, as spicing and as final over-foan ng: -

Oh, how could I not be ardent for Eternity, and for the
marriage-ring of rings- the ring of the return?

Never yet have | found the wonman by whom | should Iike to have

children, unless it be this woman whom | |ove: for | |ove thee, O
Eternity!
For |I love thee, O Eternity!
5.

If I be fond of the sea, and all that is sealike, and fondest of
it when it angrily contradicteth ne:

If the exploring delight be in me, which inpelleth sails to the
undi scovered, if the seafarer's delight be in ny delight:

If ever ny rejoicing hath called out: "The shore hath vani shed, - now
hath fallen fromme the [ast chain-

The boundl ess roareth around ne, far away sparkle for nme space and
time,- well! cheer up! old heart!"-

Oh, how could I not be ardent for Eternity, and for the
marriage-ring of rings- the ring of the return?

Never yet have | found the wonan by whom | should Iike to have

children, unless it be this woman whom | |ove: for | |ove thee, O
Eternity!
For | love thee, O Eternity!

6.



If my virtue be a dancer's virtue, and if | have often sprung with
both feet into gol den-enerald rapture:

If ny wickedness be a | aughi ng wi ckedness, at honme anong
rose- banks and hedges of lilies:

-or in laughter is all evil present, but it is sanctified and
absol ved by its own bliss:-

And if it be ny Al pha and Orega that everything heavy shall becone
light, everybody a dancer, and every spirit a bird: and verily, that
is my Al pha and Orega! -

Oh, how could I not be ardent for Eternity, and for the
marriage-ring of rings- the ring of the return?

Never yet have | found the wonan by whom | should Iike to have

children, unless it be this woman whom | |ove: for | |ove thee, O
Eternity!
For |I love thee, O Eternity!
7.

If ever | have spread out a tranquil heaven above nme, and have fl own
into nm ne own heaven with nine own pinions:

If I have swum playfully in profound | um nous distances, and if ny
freedom s avi an wi sdom hath conme to ne: -

- Thus however speaketh avian wi sdom- "Lo, there is no above and
no bel ow Throw thyself about,- outward, backward, thou Iight one!
Sing! speak no nore!

-Are not all words made for the heavy? Do not all words lie to the
light ones? Sing! speak no nore!"-

Oh, how could I not be ardent for Eternity, and for the
marriage-ring of rings- the ring of the return?

Never yet have | found the wonman by whom | should Iike to have

children, unless it be this woman whom | |ove: for | |ove thee, O
Eternity!
For |I love thee, O Eternity!

FOURTH AND LAST PART.

Ah, where in the world have there been greater follies than with the
pitiful? And what in the world hath caused nore suffering than the
follies of the pitiful?

We unto all |oving ones who have not an el evati on which is above
their pity!

Thus spake the devil unto me, once on a tine: "Ever God hath his
hell: it is his love for man."

And lately did | hear himsay these words: "God is dead: of his pity
for man hath God died."- ZARATHUSTRA, I1., "The Pitiful."

61. The Honey Sacrifice

- AND agai n passed noons and years over Zarathustra's soul, and he
heeded it not; his hair, however, becane white. One day when he sat on
a stone in front of his cave, and gazed calmy into the distance-
one there gazeth out on the sea, and away beyond si nuous abysses, -
then went his aninmals thoughtfully round about him and at |ast set
themselves in front of him

"O Zarat hustra," said they, "gazest thou out perhaps for thy

happi ness?"- "O what account is ny happiness!" answered he, "I have

| ong ceased to strive any nore for happiness, |I strive for ny

work."- "O Zarathustra," said the aninals once nore, "that sayest thou
as one who hath overmnmuch of good things. Liest thou not in a

sky- bl ue | ake of happi ness?"- "Ye wags," answered Zarathustra, and

smled, "how well did ye choose the sinile! But ye know al so that ny



happi ness is heavy, and not like a fluid wave of water: it presseth ne
and will not leave me, and is like nolten pitch."-

Then went his aninals again thoughtfully around him and placed
t hensel ves once nore in front of him "O Zarathustra," said they,
"it is consequently for that reason that thou thyself always
beconeth yel |l ower and darker, although thy hair | ooketh white and
flaxen? Lo, thou sittest in thy pitch!"- "What do ye say, mne
ani mal s?" said Zarathustra, laughing; "verily |I reviled when | spake
of pitch. As it happeneth with me, so is it with all fruits that
turn ripe. It is the honey in ny veins that maketh ny bl ood thicker
and also nmy soul stiller."- "So will it be, O Zarathustra," answered
his aninmals, and pressed up to him "but wilt thou not today ascend
a high nountain? The air is pure, and today one seeth nore of the
worl d than ever."- "Yea, nmine aninmals," answered he, "ye counse
adm rably and according to ny heart: | will today ascend a high
nmount ai n! But see that honey is there ready to hand, yellow, white,
good, ice-cool, golden-conb-honey. For know that when aloft | wll
make the honey-sacrifice."-

Wien Zarat hustra, however, was aloft on the summit, he sent his
ani mal s home that had acconpanied him and found that he was now
al one: - then he |aughed fromthe bottomof his heart, |ooked around
him and spake thus:

That | spake of sacrifices and honey-sacrifices, it was nerely a
ruse in talking and verily, a useful folly! Here aloft can |I now speak
freer than in front of nountain-caves and anchorites' donestic
ani mal s.

What to sacrifice! | squander what is given nme, a squanderer wth
a thousand hands: how could | call that- sacrificing?

And when | desired honey |I only desired bait, and sweet nucus and
muci | age, for which even the nmouths of grow ing bears, and strange,
sul ky, evil birds, water

-The best bait, as huntsmen and fishernen require it. For if the
world be as a gloony forest of animals, and a pl easure-ground for
all wild huntsnen, it seeneth to ne rather- and preferably- a
fathonl ess, rich sea

-A sea full of many-hued fishes and crabs, for which even the gods
nm ght long, and night be tenpted to become fishers init, and
casters of nets,- so rich is the world in wonderful things, great
and smal |'!

Especially the human world, the human sea:- towards it do | now
t hrow out ny gol den angl e-rod and say: Open up, thou human abyss!

Open up, and throw unto me thy fish and shining crabs! Wth ny
best bait shall | allure to nyself today the strangest human fish

-My happiness itself do | throwout into all places far and w de
"twi xt orient, noontide, and occident, to see if many hunman fish
will not learn to hug and tug at my happi ness; -

Until, biting at ny sharp hi dden hooks, they have to come up unto ny
hei ght, the notl eyest abyss-groundlings, to the w ckedest of al
fishers of nen.

For this am| fromthe heart and fromthe begi nning- draw ng,
hi t her -drawi ng, upward-draw ng, upbringing; a drawer, a trainer, a
trai ni ng-master, who not in vain counselled hinmself once on a tine:
"Beconme what thou art!"

Thus may nen now cone up to nme; for as yet do | await the signs that
it is time for ny down-going; as yet do | not nyself go down, as
must do, anongst nen.

Therefore do | here wait, crafty and scornful upon high nountains,
no i npatient one, no patient one; rather one who hath even unl earnt
pati ence, - because he no | onger "suffereth."



For nmy fate giveth me tine: it hath forgotten nme perhaps? O doth it
sit behind a big stone and catch flies?

And verily, | amwell-disposed to nine eternal fate, because it doth
not hound and hurry ne, but |eaveth ne tine for merrinment and
m schief; so that | have to-day ascended this high nountain to catch
fish.

Did ever any one catch fish upon high nountains? And though it be
a folly what | here seek and do, it is better so than that down
bel ow | shoul d becone solemm with waiting, and green and yel | ow

-A posturing wath-snorter with waiting, a holy how -storm from
the nmountains, an inpatient one that shouteth down into the valleys:
"Hearken, else | will scourge you with the scourge of God!"

Not that | would have a grudge agai nst such wat hful ones on that
account: they are well enough for laughter to ne! |npatient nust
t hey now be, those big alarmdruns, which find a voice now or never

Mysel f, however, and ny fate- we do not talk to the Present, neither
do we talk to the Never: for tal king we have patience and tinme and
nore than tine. For one day nust it yet come, and nmay not pass by.

What rmust one day conme and nay not pass by? Qur great Hazar, that is
to say, our great, renote human-ki ngdom the Zarathustra-ki ngdom of
a thousand years- -

How renmpte may such "renoteness" be? What doth it concern ne? But on
that account it is none the less sure unto nme-, with both feet stand
secure on this ground;

-On an eternal ground, on hard prinmary rock, on this highest,
hardest, primary nountain-ridge, unto which all w nds come, as unto
the storm parting, asking Wiere? and Whence? and Wit her?

Here I augh, laugh, ny hearty, healthy w ckedness! From high
nmount ai ns cast down thy glittering scorn-laughter! Allure for ne
with thy glittering the finest human fish

And what ever bel ongeth unto me in all seas, ny in-and-for-me in
all things- fish that out for ne, bring that up to ne: for that do
wai t, the w ckedest of all fish-catchers

Qut! out! ny fishing-hook! In and down, thou bait of my happi ness!
Drip thy sweetest dew, thou honey of ny heart! Bite, ny
fishing-hook, into the belly of all black affliction

Look out, look out, mine eye! Oh, how nmany seas round about ne, what
dawni ng human futures! And above ne- what rosy red stillness! Wat
uncl ouded sil ence!

62. The Cry of Distress

THE next day sat Zarathustra again on the stone in front of his
cave, whilst his animals roved about in the world outside to bring
hone new food, - al so new honey: for Zarathustra had spent and wasted
the old honey to the very last particle. Wen he thus sat, however,
with a stick in his hand, tracing the shadow of his figure on the
earth, and reflecting- verily! not upon hinmself and his shadow, - al
at once he startled and shrank back: for he saw anot her shadow
besi de his own. And when he hastily | ooked around and stood up
behol d, there stood the soothsayer beside him the same whom he had
once given to eat and drink at his table, the proclainer of the
great weariness, who taught: "All is alike, nothing is worth while,
the world is without neani ng, know edge strangleth." But his face
had changed since then; and when Zarathustra | ooked into his eyes, his
heart was startled once nore: so nmuch evil announcenent and
ashy-grey lightnings passed over that countenance.

The soot hsayer, who had percei ved what went on in Zarathustra's
soul, wiped his face with his hand, as if he would w pe out the
i mpression; the sane did al so Zarat hustra. And when both of them had
thus silently conposed and strengthened thensel ves, they gave each



other the hand, as a token that they wanted once nore to recogni se
each other.

"Wl conme hither," said Zarathustra, "thou soothsayer of the great
weariness, not in vain shalt thou once have been ny nessmate and
guest. Eat and drink also with me to-day, and forgive it that a
cheerful old man sitteth with thee at table!"- "A cheerful old man?"
answer ed the soot hsayer, shaking his head, "but whoever thou art, or
woul dst be, O Zarathustra, thou hast been here al oft the |ongest
time,- inalittle while thy bark shall no |onger rest on dry
land!"- "Do | then rest on dry |and?"- asked Zarathustra, |aughing.-
"The waves around thy nountain," answered the soothsayer, "rise and
rise, the waves of great distress and affliction: they will soon raise
thy bark also and carry thee away."- Thereupon was Zarathustra
silent and wondered.- "Dost thou still hear nothing?" continued the
soot hsayer: "doth it not rush and roar out of the depth?"- Zarathustra
was silent once nore and |listened: then heard he a long, long cry,
whi ch the abysses threw to one another and passed on; for none of them
wi shed to retain it: so evil did it sound.

"Thou ill announcer," said Zarathustra at last, "that is a cry of
di stress, and the cry of a man; it may cone perhaps out of a black
sea. But what doth human distress matter to me! My last sin which hath
been reserved for ne,- knowest thou what it is called?"

-"Pity!" answered the soothsayer from an overflow ng heart, and
rai sed both his hands aloft- "O Zarat hustra, | have conme that | may
seduce thee to thy last sin!"-

And hardly had those words been uttered when there sounded the cry
once nore, and |l onger and nore alarm ng than before- al so nuch nearer
"Hearest thou? Hearest thou, O Zarathustra?" called out the
soot hsayer, "the cry concerneth thee, it calleth thee: Cone, cone,
cone; it istine, it is the highest tine!l"-

Zar at hustra was silent thereupon, confused and staggered; at |ast he
asked, |ike one who hesitateth in hinmself: "And who is it that there
calleth nme?"

"But thou knowest it, certainly," answered the soothsayer warmy
"why dost thou conceal thyself? It is the higher man that crieth for
t hee! "

"The higher nan?" cried Zarathustra, horror-stricken: "what
want et h he? What wanteth he? The hi gher man! Wat wanteth he here?"-
and his skin covered with perspiration

The soot hsayer, however, did not heed Zarathustra's alarm but
listened and listened in the downward direction. Wen, however, it had
been still there for a long while, he | ooked behind, and saw
Zar at hustra standi ng trenbling.

"O Zarat hustra," he began, with sorrowful voice, "thou dost not
stand there |ike one whose happi ness maketh himgiddy: thou wilt
have to dance |l est thou tunble down!

But al t hough thou shoul dst dance before ne, and leap all thy
si de-1eaps, no one may say unto nme: 'Behold, here danceth the |ast
j oyous man!'

In vain woul d any one cone to this height who sought himhere: caves
woul d he find, indeed, and back-caves, hiding-places for hidden
ones; but not |ucky mines, nor treasure-chanbers, nor new gol d-veins
of happi ness.

Happi ness- how i ndeed coul d one find happi ness anpbng such
buri ed-alive and solitary ones! Miust | yet seek the | ast happi ness
on the Happy Isles, and far away anong forgotten seas?

But all is alike, nothing is worth while, no seeking is of
service, there are no | onger any Happy Isles!"-

Thus sighed the soothsayer; with his last sigh, however, Zarathustra



agai n becanme serene and assured, |ike one who hath cone out of a
deep chasminto the light. "Nay! Nay! Three tines Nay!" exclai ned he
with a strong voice, and stroked his beard- "that do | know better
There are still Happy Isles! Silence thereon, thou sighing
sorr ow sack!

Cease to splash thereon, thou rain-cloud of the forenoon! Do | not
al ready stand here wet with thy msery, and drenched |ike a dog?

Now do | shake nyself and run away fromthee, that | may again
becone dry: thereat nayest thou not wonder! Do | seemto thee
di scourt eous? Here however is ny court.

But as regards the higher nman: well! | shall seek himat once in
those forests: fromthence cane his cry. Perhaps he is there hard
beset by an evil beast.

He is in nmy domain: therein shall he receive no scath! And verily,
there are many evil beasts about ne."-

Wth those words Zarathustra turned around to depart. Then said
t he soothsayer: "O Zarathustra, thou art a rogue!

I know it well: thou wouldst fain be rid of ne! Rather woul dst
thou run into the forest and lay snares for evil beasts!

But what good will it do thee? In the evening wilt thou have ne
again: in thine own cave will | sit, patient and heavy |like a bl ock-
and wait for thee!"

"So be it!" shouted back Zarathustra, as he went away: "and what
is mine in nmy cave bel ongeth also unto thee, ny guest!

Shoul dst t hou however find honey therein, well! Just lick it up
thou grow i ng bear, and sweeten thy soul! For in the evening we want
both to be in good spirits;

-In good spirits and joyful, because this day hath come to an end!
And thou thyself shalt dance to ny lays, as mny danci ng-bear

Thou dost not believe this? Thou shakest thy head? Well! Cheer up
old bear! But | also- am a soothsayer."

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
63. Talk with the Kings

1

ERE Zar at hustra had been an hour on his way in the nountains and
forests, he saw all at once a strange procession. Right on the path
whi ch he was about to descend cane two kings wal ki ng, bedecked with
crowns and purple girdles, and variegated |ike flanm ngoes: they
drove before thema |aden ass. "Wat do these kings want in ny
domai n?" said Zarathustra in astonishment to his heart, and hid
hi nsel f hastily behind a thicket. When however the kings approached to
him he said hal f-aloud, |ike one speaking only to hinself:

"Strange! Strange! How doth this harnmoni se? Two kings do | see- and
only one ass!"

Ther eupon the two kings nade a halt; they sniled and | ooked
towar ds the spot whence the voice proceeded, and afterwards | ooked
into each other's faces. "Such things do we al so think anong
ourselves," said the king on the right, "but we do not utter them"

The king on the |left, however, shrugged his shoul ders and
answered: "That may perhaps be a goat-herd. O an anchorite who hath
lived too | ong anong rocks and trees. For no society at all spoileth
al so good manners."

"CGood manners?" replied angrily and bitterly the other king: "what
then do we run out of the way of? Is it not 'good manners'? Cur
' good society'?

Better, verily, to live anong anchorites and goat-herds, than with
our gilded, false, over-rouged popul ace- though it call itself 'good



society.'

-Though it call itself 'nobility.' But there all is false and
foul, above all the blood- thanks to old evil diseases and worse
curers.

The best and dearest to ne at present is still a sound peasant,
coarse, artful, obstinate and enduring: that is at present the nobl est
type.

The peasant is at present the best; and the peasant type should be
master! But it is the kingdom of the populace- |I no longer allow
anything to be inposed upon nme. The popul ace, however- that neaneth,
hodgepodge.

Popul ace- hodgepodge: therein is everything mixed with everything,
saint and swi ndler, gentlenman and Jew, and every beast out of Noah's
ark.

Good manners! Everything is false and foul with us. No one knoweth
any longer how to reverence: it is that precisely that we run away
from They are ful some obtrusive dogs; they gild pal ml eaves.

Thi s | oat hi ng choketh nme, that we kings ourselves have becone fal se,
draped and di sguised with the old faded ponp of our ancestors,
show pi eces for the stupidest, the craftiest, and whosoever at present
trafficketh for power.

We are not the first nen- and have nevertheless to stand for them
of this inposture have we at |ast becone weary and di sgust ed.

From the rabbl e have we gone out of the way, fromall those
baw ers and scribe-blowflies, fromthe trader-stench, the
anmbition-fidgeting, the bad breath-: fie, to live anong the rabble;

-Fie, to stand for the first nmen anong the rabble! Ah, |oathing!
Loat hi ng! Loat hi ng! What doth it now natter about us kings!"-

"Thi ne ol d sickness seizeth thee," said here the king on the left,
"thy | oathing seizeth thee, my poor brother. Thou knowest, however,
that some one heareth us."

| mredi ately thereupon, Zarathustra, who had opened ears and eyes
to this talk, rose fromhis hiding-place, advanced towards the
ki ngs, and thus began

"He who hearkeneth unto you, he who gl adly hearkeneth unto you, is
cal l ed Zarat hustra.

| am Zarat hustra who once said: 'Wat doth it now matter about
ki ngs!' Forgive ne; | rejoiced when ye said to each other: 'What
doth it matter about us kings!'

Here, however, is my domain and jurisdiction: what may ye be seeking
in my domai n? Perhaps, however, ye have found on your way what | seek
namely, the higher nan."

When the kings heard this, they beat upon their breasts and said
wi th one voice: "W are recogni sed

Wth the sword of thine utterance severest thou the thickest
darkness of our hearts. Thou hast discovered our distress; for |o!
we are on our way to find the higher man-

-The man that is higher than we, although we are kings. To himdo we
convey this ass. For the highest man shall also be the highest lord on
earth.

There is no sorer nmisfortune in all human destiny, than when the
m ghty of the earth are not also the first men. Then everything
beconeth fal se and distorted and nonstrous.

And when they are even the last nen, and nore beast than man, then
riseth and riseth the popul ace in honour, and at |last saith even the

popul ace-virtue: 'Lo, | alone amvirtue!"'"-
What have | just heard? answered Zarathustra. What wi sdomin
kings! | am enchanted, and verily, | have already pronptings to nake a

rhyne thereon: -
-Even if it should happen to be a rhynme not suited for every one's



ears. | unlearned | ong ago to have consideration for |long ears. Wl
then! Well now

(Here, however, it happened that the ass also found utterance: it
said distinctly and with mal evol ence, Y-E-A.)

' Twas once- nethinks year one of our blessed Lord, -
Drunk wi thout w ne, the Sybil thus deplored: -

"How il things go!

Decline! Decline! Ne'er sank the world so | ow

Rone now hath turned harl ot and harl ot - st ew,

Rone's Caesar a beast, and God- hath turned Jew

2.

Wth those rhynes of Zarathustra the kings were delighted; the
king on the right, however, said: "O Zarathustra, how well it was that
we set out to see thee!

For thine enem es showed us thy likeness in their nmirror: there
| ookedst thou with the grimace of a devil, and sneeringly: so that
we were afraid of thee.

But what good did it do! A ways didst thou prick us anew in heart
and ear with thy sayings. Then did we say at last: Wat doth it matter
how he | ook!

W nust hear him himwho teacheth: 'Ye shall |ove peace as a
nmeans to new wars, and the short peace nore than the |ong!’

No one ever spake such warlike words: 'What is good? To be brave
is good. It is the good war that halloweth every cause.'

O Zarathustra, our fathers' blood stirred in our veins at such
words: it was like the voice of spring to old wi ne-casks.

When the swords ran anong one another |ike red-spotted serpents,
then did our fathers beconme fond of life; the sun of every peace
seermed to them |l anguid and | ukewarm the | ong peace, however, nade
t hem ashaned

How t hey sighed, our fathers, when they saw on the wall brightly
furbi shed, dried-up swords! Like those they thirsted for war. For a
sword thirsteth to drink blood, and sparkleth with desire."-

-When the kings thus discoursed and tal ked eagerly of the
happi ness of their fathers, there cane upon Zarathustra no little
desire to nock at their eagerness: for evidently they were very
peaceabl e ki ngs whom he saw before him kings with old and refined
features. But he restrained hinmself. "Well!" said he, "thither |eadeth
the way, there lieth the cave of Zarathustra; and this day is to
have a | ong evening! At present, however, a cry of distress calleth ne
hastily away from you

It will honour ny cave if kings want to sit and wait in it: but,
to be sure, ye will have to wait |ong!

Vel l! What of that! Wiere doth one at present learn better to wait
than at courts? And the whole virtue of kings that hath renmained
unto them is it not called to-day: Ability to wait?"

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
64. The Leech

AND Zar at hustra went thoughtfully on, further and | ower down,
t hrough forests and past noory bottons; as it happeneth, however, to
every one who neditateth upon hard matters, he trod thereby unawares
upon a man. And lo, there spurted into his face all at once a cry of
pain, and two curses and twenty bad invectives, so that in his
fright he raised his stick and al so struck the trodden one.
| mredi ately afterwards, however, he regained his conposure, and his



heart laughed at the folly he had just conmtted.

"Pardon ne," said he to the trodden one, who had got up enraged, and
had seated hinmself, "pardon ne, and hear first of all a parable.

As a wanderer who dreaneth of renote things on a | onesone hi ghway,
runnet h unawar es agai nst a sl eeping dog, a dog which lieth in the sun

-As both of themthen start up and snap at each other, |ike deadly
enem es, those two beings nortally frightened- so did it happen unto
us.

And yet! And yet- how little was |acking for themto caress each
other, that dog and that |onesone one! Are they not both- |onesone
ones!"

-"Whoever thou art," said the trodden one, still enraged, "thou
treadest also too nigh ne with thy parable, and not only with thy
foot !

Lo! am | then a dog?"- And thereupon the sitting one got up, and
pul |l ed his naked arm out of the swanp. For at first he had lain
out stretched on the ground, hidden and indiscernible, |ike those who
lie in wait for swanp-gane.

"But whatever art thou about!" called out Zarathustra in alarm
for he saw a deal of blood stream ng over the naked arm- "what hath
hurt thee? Hath an evil beast bit thee, thou unfortunate one?"

The bl eedi ng one | aughed, still angry, "What nmatter is it to
thee!" said he, and was about to go on. "Here am| at honme and in ny
provi nce. Let him question nme whoever will: to a dolt, however,

shal | hardly answer."

"Thou art mistaken," said Zarathustra synpathetically, and held
himfast; "thou art nistaken. Here thou art not at home, but in ny
donmai n, and therein shall no one receive any hurt.

Call me however what thou wilt- | amwho I nust be. | call nyself
Zar at hustr a.
Well! Up thither is the way to Zarathustra's cave: it is not far,-

wilt thou not attend to thy wounds at mnmy hone?

It hath gone badly with thee, thou unfortunate one, in this life:
first a beast bit thee, and then- a man trod upon thee!"-

When however the trodden one had heard the nane of Zarathustra he
was transfornmed. "What happeneth unto ne!" he exclai ned, "who
preoccupi eth me so much in this life as this one nan, nanely
Zar at hustra, and that one animal that |iveth on bl ood, the | eech?

For the sake of the leech did | lie here by this swanp, like a
fisher, and already had mine outstretched armbeen bitten ten tines,
when there biteth a still finer I eech at ny bl ood, Zarathustra
hi nsel f!

O happiness! O niracle!l Praised be this day which enticed ne into
t he swanp! Praised be the best, the livest cupping-glass, that at
present liveth; praised be the great conscience-leech Zarathustra!"-

Thus spake the trodden one, and Zarathustra rejoiced at his words
and their refined reverential style. "W art thou?" asked he, and
gave himhis hand, "there is nmuch to clear up and el uci date between
us, but already nethinketh pure clear day is dawning."

"I amthe spiritually conscientious one," answered he who was asked,
"and in matters of the spirit it is difficult for any one to take it
nmore rigorously, nmore restrictedly, and nore severely than I, except
himfromwhom | learnt it, Zarathustra hinself

Better know nothing than hal f-know many things! Better be a foo
on one's own account, than a sage on other people's approbation! |- go
to the basis:

-What matter if it be great or small? If it be called swanp or
sky? A handbreadth of basis is enough for nme, if it be actually
basi s and ground!

- A handbreadth of basis: thereon can one stand. In the true



knowi ng- knowl edge there is nothing great and nothing small."

"Then thou art perhaps an expert on the | eech?" asked Zarathustra,;
"and thou investigatest the leech to its ultimte basis, thou
consci enti ous one?"

"O Zarat hustra, " answered the trodden one, "that woul d be
sonet hi ng i mense; how could | presune to do so

That, however, of which | am naster and knower, is the brain of
the leech:- that is ny world!

And it is also a world! Forgive it, however, that ny pride here
findeth expression, for here |I have not mine equal. Therefore said
I: "here am| at hone.'

How | ong have | investigated this one thing, the brain of the |eech
so that here the slippery truth nmight no longer slip fromne! Here
is ny domain!

-For the sake of this did | cast everything el se aside, for the sake
of this did everything else becone indifferent to ne; and cl ose beside
ny know edge lieth ny black ignorance.

My spiritual conscience requireth fromne that it should be so- that
I shoul d know one thing, and not know all else: they are a | oathing
unto me, all the senmi-spiritual, all the hazy, hovering, and
vi si onary.

Wiere nine honesty ceaseth, there am| blind, and want also to be
blind. Where | want to know, however, there want | also to be
honest - nanely, severe, rigorous, restricted, cruel and inexorable.

Because thou once saidest, O Zarathustra: 'Spirit is [ife which

itself cutteth intolife' ;- that led and allured me to thy doctrine.
And verily, with nmine own blood have | increased nmine own know edge!"
-"As the evidence indicateth," broke in Zarathustra; for still was

the bl ood flowi ng down on the naked arm of the conscientious one.
For there had ten |l eeches bitten into it.

"Othou strange fellow, how nmuch doth this very evidence teach ne-
namely, thou thyself! And not all, perhaps, might | pour into thy
ri gorous ear!

Well then! We part here! But | would fain find thee again. Up
thither is the way to ny cave: to-night shalt thou there by ny wel cone

guest!
Fain would | al so nmake anends to thy body for Zarathustra treading
upon thee with his feet: | think about that. Just now, however, a

cry of distress calleth me hastily away fromthee."

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
65. The Magi ci an

1

VWHEN however Zarathustra had gone round a rock, then saw he on the
sane path, not far below him a man who threw his |inbs about |ike a
mani ac, and at last tunbled to the ground on his belly. "Halt!" said
then Zarathustra to his heart, "he there nust surely be the higher
man, from himcanme that dreadful cry of distress,- | will see if | can
help him" Wen, however, he ran to the spot where the nman |lay on
the ground, he found a trenbling old nan with fixed eyes; and in spite
of all Zarathustra's efforts to lift himand set himagain on his

feet, it was all in vain. The unfortunate one, also, did not seemto
noti ce that some one was beside him on the contrary, he continually
| ooked around with noving gestures, |ike one forsaken and isol ated

fromall the world. At last, however, after much trenbling, and
convul si on, and curling-hinsel f-up, he began to | anment thus:

Who warmith ne, who lov'th ne still?



G ve ardent fingers!
G ve heartening charcoal - war ners!
Prone, outstretched, trenbling,
Li ke him half dead and cold, whose feet one warnith-
And shaken, ah! by unfamiliar fevers,
Shivering with sharpened, icy-cold frost-arrows,
By thee pursued, ny fancy!
I nef fabl e! Recondite! Sore-frightening!
Thou huntsman ' hind the cl oud- banks!

Now | i ght ni ng-struck by thee,

Thou nocki ng eye that ne in darkness watchet h:
-Thus do | lie,

Bend nyself, tw st nyself, convul sed

Wth all eternal torture,
And smitten

By thee, cruellest huntsnan,

Thou unfamiliar- God..

Smite deeper!

Smite yet once nore!l

Pi erce through and rend ny heart!

What nean'th this torture

Wth dull, indented arrows?

Wiy | ook' st thou hither,

O human pai n not weary,

Wth mschief-loving, godly flash-glances?
Not nurder wilt thou

But torture, torture?

For why- me torture,

Thou mi schief-loving, unfanmiliar God?-

Ha! Ha!

Thou steal est nigh

In midnight's gl oony hour?..

What wilt thou?

Speak!

Thou crowdst me, pressest-

Ha! now far too closely!

Thou hearst mne breat hing,

Thou o' erhearst ny heart,

Thou ever jeal ous one!l

-Of what, pray, ever jeal ous?

ofl Of!

For why the | adder?

Woul dst thou get in?

To heart in-clanber?

To mi ne own secretest

Concepti ons in-cl anber?

Sharnel ess one! Thou unknown one!- Thi ef!
What seekst thou by thy stealing?
What seekst thou by thy hearkening?
What seekst thou by thy torturing?
Thou torturer!

Thou- hangman- God!

O shall I, as the mastiffs do,
Roll me before thee?

And cringing, enraptured, frantical
My tail friendly- waggle!



I n vain!

Goad further!

Cruel | est goader!

No dog- thy game just aml,

Cruel I est hunt snan!

Thy proudest of captives,

Thou robber 'hind the cloud-banks...
Speak finally!

Thou 1i ght ni ng-veil ed one! Thou unknown one! Speak!
What wilt thou, highway-anbusher, from ne?

What wilt thou, unfamiliar- God?
What ?

Ransom gol d?

How nuch of ransom gol d?

Solicit much- that bid th ny pridel

And be concise- that bid th nmine other pride!

Ha! Ha!

Me- want st thou? ne?
-Entire?...

Ha! Ha!

And torturest ne, fool that thou art,

Dead-torturest quite ny pride?

Gve love to me- who warmth nme still?
Who lov'th ne still?-

G ve ardent fingers

G ve heartening charcoal -warners,

G ve nme, the | onesonest,

The ice (ah! seven-fold frozen ice

For very enemi es,

For foes, doth make one thirst).

Gve, yield to ne,

Cruel I est foe,

- Thysel f!- -

Awnay!

There fled he surely,
My final, only conrade,
My greatest foe,

M ne unfamliar-

My hangman- Cod! . . .

- Nay!
Cone thou back!
Wth all of thy great tortures!
To me the last of |onesone ones,
Oh, cone thou back!
All nmy hot tears in streamets trickle
Their course to thee!
And all ny final hearty fervour-
Up-glow th to thee!
Oh, cone thou back,
M ne unfaniliar God! ny pain!
My final bliss!

2.

-Here, however, Zarathustra could no | onger
took his staff and struck the wailer with all

restrain hinself;

his mnight.

"Stop

he



this," cried he to himwith wathful |aughter, "stop this, thou
stage-pl ayer! Thou fal se coiner! Thou liar fromthe very heart! | know
t hee wel |!

I will soon nake warmlegs to thee, thou evil magician: | know
well how to nake it hot for such as thou!"

-"Leave off," said the old man, and sprang up fromthe ground,
"strike me no nore, O Zarathustra! | did it only for anusenent!
That kind of thing belongeth to mine art. Thee thyself, | wanted

to put to the proof when | gave this performance. And verily, thou
hast well detected ne!

But thou thysel f- hast given ne no small proof of thyself: thou
art hard, thou wi se Zarathustra! Hard strikest thou with thy '"truths,’
thy cudgel forceth fromne- this truth!"

-"Flatter not," answered Zarathustra, still excited and frowning,
"thou stage-player fromthe heart! Thou art false: why speakest
t hou- of truth!

Thou peacock of peacocks, thou sea of vanity; what didst thou
represent before me, thou evil nmgician; whomwas | nmeant to believe
in when thou wailedst in such w se?"

"The penitent in spirit," said the old man, "it was him |
represented; thou thyself once devisedst this expression-

-The poet and mmgician who at last turneth his spirit agai nst
hi nsel f, the transfornmed one who freezeth to death by his bad
sci ence and consci ence.

And just acknowl edge it: it was long, O Zarathustra, before thou
di scoveredst ny trick and lie! Thou believedst in ny distress when
thou hel dest ny head with both thy hands, -

-1 heard thee lanment 'we have loved himtoo little, |oved himtoo
little!" Because | so far deceived thee, nmy w ckedness rejoiced in
me."

"Thou mayest have deceived subtler ones than |I," said Zarathustra
sternly. "I amnot on ny guard agai nst deceivers; | have to be w thout
precaution: so willeth ny |ot.

Thou, however, - nust deceive: so far do | know thee! Thou nust
ever be equivocal, trivocal, quadrivocal, and qui nquivocal! Even
what thou hast now confessed, is not nearly true enough nor false
enough for ne!

Thou bad fal se coiner, how couldst thou do ot herw se! Thy very
mal ady woul dst thou whitewash if thou showed thyself naked to thy
physi ci an.

Thus didst thou whitewash thy Iie before me when thou saidst: 'l did
so only for anmusenent!' There was al so seriousness therein, thou art
sonet hing of a penitent-in-spirit!

| divine thee well: thou hast become the enchanter of all the world;
but for thyself thou hast no lie or artifice left,- thou art
di senchanted to thysel f!

Thou hast reaped disgust as thy one truth. No word in thee is any
| onger genuine, but thy nmouth is so: that is to say, the disgust
that cleaveth unto thy nmouth."- -

-"Who art thou at all!" cried here the old magician with defiant
voi ce, "who dareth to speak thus unto nme, the greatest man now
living?"- and a green flash shot fromhis eye at Zarathustra. But
i medi ately after he changed, and said sadly:

"O Zarathustra, | amweary of it, | amdisgusted with nmine arts, |
am not great, why do | dissenble! But thou knowest it well- | sought
for greatness!

A great man | wanted to appear, and persuaded many; but the lie hath
been beyond ny power. On it do | coll apse.

O Zarathustra, everything is a lie in ne; but that | coll apse-
this ny collapsing is genuine!"-



"I't honoureth thee," said Zarathustra gl oonily, |ooking down with
sidel ong glance, "it honoureth thee that thou soughtest for greatness,
but it betrayeth thee also. Thou art not great.

Thou bad ol d nagician, that is the best and the honestest thing
honour in thee, that thou hast becone weary of thyself, and hast
expressed it: 'l amnot great.'

Therein do | honour thee as a penitent-in-spirit, and although
only for the twi nkling of an eye, in that one noment wast thou-
genui ne.

But tell me, what seekest thou here in ny forests and rocks? And
if thou hast put thyself in ny way, what proof of nme woul dst thou
have?-

-\Wherein didst thou put me to the test?"

Thus spake Zarathustra, and his eyes sparkled. But the old
magi ci an kept silence for a while; then said he: "Did | put thee to
the test? |- seek only.

O Zarathustra, | seek a genuine one, a right one, a sinple one, an
unequi vocal one, a man of perfect honesty, a vessel of w sdom a saint
of know edge, a great nan

Knowest thou it not, O Zarathustra? | seek Zarathustra."

-And here there arose a long silence between them Zarathustra,
however, becane profoundly absorbed in thought, so that he shut his
eyes. But afterwards conming back to the situation, he grasped the hand
of the magician, and said, full of politeness and policy:

"Well! Up thither |eadeth the way, there is the cave of Zarathustra.
In it mayest thou seek himwhomthou woul dst fain find.

And ask counsel of mine animals, nmine eagle and ny serpent: they
shall help thee to seek. My cave however is |arge.

| nyself, to be sure- | have as yet seen no great nman. That which is
great, the acutest eye is at present insensible to it. It is the
ki ngdom of the popul ace.

Many a one have | found who stretched and inflated hinself, and
the people cried: 'Behold; a great man!' But what good do al
bel | ows do! The wind coneth out at |ast.

At last bursteth the frog which hath inflated itself too |ong:
then cometh out the wind. To prick a swollen one in the belly, |
call good pastine. Hear that, ye boys!

Qur today is of the popular: who still knoweth what is great and
what is small! Who could there seek successfully for greatness! A foo
only: it succeedeth wi th fools.

Thou seekest for great nmen, thou strange fool ? Wo taught that to
thee? Is today the tine for it? Ch, thou bad seeker, why dost thou-
tenpt nme?"-

Thus spake Zarathustra, conforted in his heart, and went |aughing on
his way.
66. Qut of Service

NOT | ong, however, after Zarathustra had freed hinmself fromthe
magi ci an, he again saw a person sitting beside the path which he
followed, nanely a tall, black man, with a haggard, pale
count enance: this man grieved himexceedingly. "Alas," said he to
his heart, "there sitteth disguised affliction; methinketh he is of
the type of the priests: what do they want in nmy donmain?

What! Hardly have | escaped fromthat magician, and nmust anot her
necromancer again run across my path, -

-Some sorcerer with | aying-on-of-hands, some sonbre wonder-worker by
the grace of God, sone anointed world-nmaligner, whom nay the devi
t ake!



But the devil is never at the place which would be his right
pl ace: he always coneth too late, that cursed dwarf and club-foot!"-

Thus cursed Zarathustra inpatiently in his heart, and consi dered how
with averted | ook he night slip past the black nan. But behold, it
cane about otherw se. For at the sane nonment had the sitting one
al ready perceived him and not unlike one whom an unexpect ed happi ness
overtaketh, he sprang to his feet, and went straight towards
Zar at hustr a.

"Whoever thou art, thou traveller," said he, "help a strayed one,

a seeker, an old man, who nay here easily conme to grief!

The world here is strange to ne, and renote; wild beasts also did
| hear how ing; and he who could have given ne protection- he is
hi nsel f no nore.

| was seeking the pious nman, a saint and an anchorite, who, alone in
his forest, had not yet heard of what all the world knoweth at
present."

"What doth all the world know at present?" asked Zarathustra.
"Perhaps that the old God no longer liveth, in whomall the world once
bel i eved?"

"Thou sayest it," answered the old nman sorrowfully. "And | served
that old God until his I|ast hour

Now, however, am| out of service, w thout master, and yet not free;
i kewise am | no longer nerry even for an hour, except it be in
recol | ecti ons.

Therefore did | ascend into these nountains, that | might finally
have a festival for nyself once nore, as beconmeth an ol d pope and
church-father: for knowit, that | amthe |ast pope!- a festival of
pi ous recoll ections and divine services.

Now, however, is he hinmself dead, the nost pious of nen, the saint
in the forest, who praised his God constantly with singing and
nmunbl i ng.

He hinmself found I no |l onger when | found his cot- but two wol ves
found | therein, which howed on account of his death,- for al
animals loved him Then did | haste away.

Had | thus conme in vain into these forests and nountai ns? Then did
ny heart determine that | should seek another, the nost pious of al
t hose who believe not in God-, ny heart deternined that | should
seek Zarathustra!"

Thus spake the hoary man, and gazed with keen eyes at hi m who
stood before him Zarathustra however seized the hand of the old
pope and regarded it a long while with adm ration

"Lo! thou venerable one," said he then, "what a fine and | ong
hand! That is the hand of one who hath ever di spensed bl essings.

Now, however, doth it hold fast hi mwhomthou seekest, ne,
Zar at hustr a.

It is |, the ungodly Zarathustra, who saith: 'Wo is ungodlier
than |, that | may enjoy his teaching? "-

Thus spake Zarathustra, and penetrated with his glances the thoughts
and arrear-thoughts of the old pope. At last the latter began

"He who nost | oved and possessed himhath now al so | ost hi m nost-:

-Lo, | nyself amsurely the nobst godl ess of us at present? But who
could rejoice at that!"-

-"Thou servedst himto the last?" asked Zarathustra thoughtfully,
after a deep silence, "thou knowest how he died? Is it true what
t hey say, that synpathy choked him

-That he saw how nan hung on the cross, and could not endure it;-
that his love to nman becane his hell, and at |ast his death?"-

The ol d pope however did not answer, but |ooked aside timdly,
with a painful and gl oony expression

"Let himgo," said Zarathustra, after prolonged neditation, stil



| ooking the old man straight in the eye.

"Let himgo, he is gone. And though it honoureth thee that thou
speakest only in praise of this dead one, yet thou knowest as well
as | who he was, and that he went curious ways."

"To speak before three eyes," said the old pope cheerfully (he was

blind of one eye), "in divine matters | am nore enlightened than
Zar at hustra hinself- and nmay well be so.
My love served himlong years, nmy will followed all his will. A good

servant, however, knoweth everything, and many a thing even which a
master hideth from hinsel f.

He was a hidden God, full of secrecy. Verily, he did not conme by his
son otherwi se than by secret ways. At the door of his faith standeth
adul tery.

Whoever extolleth himas a God of [ove, doth not think highly enough
of love itself. Did not that God want also to be judge? But the |oving
one loveth irrespective of reward and requital

When he was young, that God out of the Orient, then was he harsh and
revengeful, and built hinself a hell for the delight of his
favourites.

At last, however, he becane old and soft and nellow and pitiful
nore |like a grandfather than a father, but nost like a tottering old
gr andnot her.

There did he sit shrivelled in his chimmey-corner, fretting on
account of his weak |egs, world-weary, wll-weary, and one day he
suffocated of his all-too-great pity."-

"Thou ol d pope," said here Zarathustra interposing, "hast thou
seen that with thine eyes? It could well have happened in that way: in
that way, and al so otherw se. When gods die they always die many Kinds
of deat h.

Vell! At all events, one way or other- he is gonel He was counter to
the taste of mine ears and eyes; worse than that | should not like
to say agai nst him

I love everything that |ooketh bright and speaketh honestly. But he-
thou knowest it, forsooth, thou old priest, there was sonething of thy
type in him the priest-type- he was equivocal

He was al so indistinct. How he raged at us, this wath-snorter
because we understood hi m badly! But why did he not speak nore

clearly?
And if the fault lay in our ears, why did he give us ears that heard
himbadly? If there was dirt in our ears, well! who put it in then?

Too much niscarried with him this potter who had not | earned
t horoughl y! That he took revenge on his pots and creations, however,
because they turned out badly- that was a sin agai nst good taste.
There is also good taste in piety: this at last said: 'Away with
such a God! Better to have no God, better to set up destiny on one's
own account, better to be a fool, better to be God oneself!""

-"What do | hear!" said then the old pope, with intent ears; "O
Zar at hustra, thou art nore pious than thou believest, with such an
unbel i ef! Some god in thee hath converted thee to thine ungodliness.

Is it not thy piety itself which no longer letteth thee believe in a
God? And thine over-great honesty will yet |ead thee even beyond
good and evil!

Behol d, what hath been reserved for thee? Thou hast eyes and hands
and nout h, whi ch have been predestined for blessing frometernity. One
doth not bless with the hand al one.

Ni gh unto thee, though thou professest to be the ungodliest one, |
feel a hale and holy odour of |ong benedictions: | feel glad and
grieved thereby.

Let ne be thy guest, O Zarathustra, for a single night! Nowhere on



earth shall | now feel better than with thee!"-

"Amen! So shall it be!" said Zarathustra, with great astonishment;
"up thither | eadeth the way, there lieth the cave of Zarathustra.

G adly, forsooth, would |I conduct thee thither nyself, thou
venerabl e one; for | love all pious nmen. But now a cry of distress
calleth nme hastily away fromthee.

In ny donmain shall no one cone to grief; ny cave is a good haven
And best of all would | like to put every sorrowful one again on
firmland and firml egs.

Who, however, could take thy nelancholy off thy shoul ders? For
that | amtoo weak. Long, verily, should we have to wait until sone
one re-awoke thy God for thee.

For that old God liveth no nore: he is indeed dead."-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
67. The Ugliest Man

-AND again did Zarathustra's feet run through nountains and forests,
and his eyes sought and sought, but nowhere was he to be seen whom
they wanted to see- the sorely distressed sufferer and crier. On the
whol e way, however, he rejoiced in his heart and was full of
gratitude. "Wat good things," said he, "hath this day given ne, as
anends for its bad begi nning! Wat strange interlocutors have | found!

At their words will | now chew a | ong while as at good corn; snal
shall ny teeth grind and crush them until they flowlike mlk into ny
soul !'"-

Wien, however, the path again curved round a rock, all at once the
| andscape changed, and Zarathustra entered into a real mof death. Here
bristled aloft black and red cliffs, w thout any grass, tree, or
bird' s voice. For it was a valley which all aninals avoided, even
the beasts of prey, except that a species of ugly, thick, green
serpent came here to die when they becanme old. Therefore the shepherds
called this valley: "Serpent-death."

Zar at hustra, however, becane absorbed in dark recollections, for
it seemed to himas if he had once before stood in this valley. And
much heavi ness settled on his mind, so that he wal ked slowy and
al ways nore slowy, and at last stood still. Then, however, when he
opened his eyes, he saw sonething sitting by the waysi de shaped |ike a
man, and hardly |ike a nman, something nondescript. And all at once
there came over Zarathustra a great shame, because he had gazed on
such a thing. Blushing up to the very roots of his white hair, he
turned aside his glance, and raised his foot that he night |eave
this ill-starred place. Then, however, becane the dead wi | derness
vocal : for fromthe ground a noise welled up, gurgling and rattling,
as water gurgleth and rattleth at night through stopped-up
wat er - pi pes; and at last it turned into human voi ce and human speech: -
it sounded thus:

"Zarathustra! Zarathustra! Read ny riddle! Say, say! What is the
revenge on the wtness?

| entice thee back; here is snooth ice! See to it, see to it, that
thy pride does not here break its |egs!

Thou thinkest thyself w se, thou proud Zarathustra! Read then the
riddle, thou hard nut-cracker,- the riddle that I am Say then: who am
[

-Wien however Zarathustra had heard these words, - what think ye then
took place in his soul? Pity overcane hiny and he sank down all at
once, like an oak that hath I ong w thstood nany tree-fellers,-
heavily, suddenly, to the terror even of those who neant to fell it.
But i mredi ately he got up again fromthe ground, and his countenance
becane stern



"I know thee well," said he, with a brazen voice, "thou art the
mur derer of God! Let me go.

Thou coul dst not endure hi mwho beheld thee,- who ever beheld thee
t hrough and through, thou ugliest man. Thou tookest revenge on this
W t ness!"

Thus spake Zarathustra and was about to go; but the nondescri pt
grasped at a corner of his garnent and began anew to gurgle and seek
for words. "Stay," said he at |ast-

-"Stay! Do not pass by! | have divined what axe it was that struck
thee to the ground: hail to thee, O Zarathustra, that thou art again
upon thy feet!

Thou hast divined, | knowit well, how the man feeleth who killed
him- the nurderer of God. Stay! Sit down here beside ne; it is not to
no purpose.

To whomwould | go but unto thee? Stay, sit down! Do not however
| ook at me! Honour thus- m ne ugliness!

They persecute nme: now art thou ny last refuge. Not with their
hatred, not with their bailiffs;- Oh, such persecution would |I nock
at, and be proud and cheerful

Hath not all success hitherto been with the well-persecuted ones?
And he who persecuteth well learneth readily to be obsequent- when
once he is- put behind! But it is their pity-

-Their pity is it fromwhich | flee anway and flee to thee. O
Zar at hustra, protect nme, thou, my last refuge, thou sole one who
di vi nedst ne:

-Thou hast divined how the man feeleth who killed him Stay! And
if thou wilt go, thou inpatient one, go not the way that | cane.

That way is bad.

Art thou angry with nme because | have al ready racked | anguage too
| ong? Because | have already counselled thee? But know that it is |
the ugliest man,

-Who have al so the |argest, heaviest feet. \Were | have gone, the

way is bad. | tread all paths to death and destruction
But that thou passedst nme by in silence, that thou bl ushedst -
saw it well: thereby did | know thee as Zarathustra.
Every one el se woul d have thrown to ne his alms, his pity, in |ook
and speech. But for that- | amnot beggar enough: that didst thou
di vi ne.

For that | amtoo rich, rich in what is great, frightful, ugliest,
nost unutterable! Thy shane, O Zarathustra, honoured ne!

Wth difficulty did | get out of the crowm of the pitiful,- that I
m ght find the only one who at present teacheth that 'pity is
obtrusive'- thyself, O Zarathustra!

-Whether it be the pity of a God, or whether it be human pity, it is
of fensive to nodesty. And unwillingness to help nay be nobler than the
virtue that rusheth to do so

That however- nanely, pity- is called virtue itself at present by
all petty people:- they have no reverence for great msfortune,
great ugliness, great failure.

Beyond all these do | |1ook, as a dog | ooketh over the backs of
t hrongi ng fl ocks of sheep. They are petty, good-wool ed, good-wi ||l ed,
grey peopl e.

As the heron | ooketh contenptuously at shall ow pools, with
backwar d- bent head, so do | ook at the throng of grey little waves

and wills and souls.
Too | ong have we acknowl edged themto be right, those petty
peopl e: so we have at last given them power as well;- and now do
they teach that 'good is only what petty people call good.'
And 'truth' is at present what the preacher spake who hinself sprang
fromthem that singular saint and advocate of the petty people, who



testified of himself: '"I- amthe truth.’

That inmodest one hath |l ong nmade the petty people greatly puffed
up, - he who taught no snall error when he taught: 'I- amthe truth.'

Hat h an i modest one ever been answered nore courteously?- Thou
however, O Zarathustra, passedst him by, and saidst: 'Nay! Nay!

Three times Nay!'

Thou war nedst against his error; thou warnedst- the first to do
So- against pity:- not every one, not none, but thyself and thy type.

Thou art ashaned of the shame of the great sufferer; and verily when
thou sayest: 'Frompity there coneth a heavy cloud; take heed, ye
men!'

-When thou teachest: '"All creators are hard, all great love is
beyond their pity:' O Zarathustra, how well versed dost thou seemto
me in weat her - si gns!

Thou thysel f, however,- warn thyself also against thy pity! For many
are on their way to thee, nmany suffering, doubting, despairing,
drowni ng, freezing ones-

I warn thee al so agai nst nyself. Thou hast read nmy best, ny worst
riddle, nyself, and what | have done. | know the axe that felleth
t hee.

But he- had to die: he | ooked with eyes which beheld everything,- he
behel d nen's depths and dregs, all his hidden ignominy and ugli ness.

H's pity knew no nodesty: he crept into my dirtiest corners. This
nost prying, over-intrusive, over-pitiful one had to die.

He ever beheld me: on such a witness | would have revenge- or not
live nmyself.

The God who beheld everything, and also man: that God had to die!
Man cannot endure it that such a witness should live."

Thus spake the ugliest man. Zarathustra however got up, and prepared
to go on: for he felt frozen to the very bowels

"Thou nondescript," said he, "thou warnedst nme against thy path.

As thanks for it | praise mine to thee. Behold, up thither is the cave
of Zarat hustra.

My cave is large and deep and hath many corners; there findeth he
that is nost hidden his hiding-place. And close beside it, there are a
hundred | urki ng-pl aces and by-pl aces for creeping, fluttering, and
hoppi ng creat ures.

Thou out cast, who hast cast thyself out, thou wilt not live
anongst nmen and nmen's pity? Well then, do like nme! Thus wilt thou
learn also fromnme; only the doer I|earneth.

And talk first and forenost to mine aninmals! The proudest ani nal and
the wisest aninal- they mght well be the right counsellors for us
both!"- -

Thus spake Zarathustra and went his way, nore thoughtfully and
slowy even than before: for he asked hinmself nany things, and
hardly knew what to answer.

"How poor indeed is man," thought he in his heart, "how ugly, how
wheezy, how full of hidden shane!

They tell nme that man [oveth hinmself. Ah, how great nust that
sel f-1ove be! How nmuch contenpt is opposed to it!

Even this man hath | oved hinself, as he hath despised hinself,- a
great |lover nmethinketh he is, and a great despiser

No one have | yet found who nore thoroughly despised hinself: even
that is elevation. Alas, was this perhaps the higher nan whose cry |
hear d?

| love the great despisers. Man is sonething that hath to be
sur passed. " -

68. The Vol untary Beggar



VWHEN Zar at hustra had left the ugliest man, he was chilled and felt
| onesone: for much col dness and | onesoneness canme over his spirit,
so that even his |inbs becane col der thereby. Wen, however, he
wandered on and on, uphill and down, at tines past green neadows,

t hough al so sonetimes over wild stony couches where fornerly perhaps
an inpatient brook had made its bed, then he turned all at once warner
and heartier again.

"What hath happened unto nme?" he asked hinmself, "sonmething warm
and living quickeneth ne; it nust be in the nei ghbourhood.

Already am | |ess al one; unconsci ous conpani ons and brethren rove
around ne; their warm breath toucheth ny soul."

Wien, however, he spied about and sought for the conforters of his
| onesoneness, behold, there were kine there standing together on an
em nence, whose proximity and snmell had warned his heart. The kine,
however, seened to listen eagerly to a speaker, and took no heed of
hi m who approached. Wen, however, Zarathustra was quite nigh unto
them then did he hear plainly that a human voi ce spake in the nidst
of the kine, and apparently all of themhad turned their heads towards
t he speaker.

Then ran Zarathustra up speedily and drove the aninmals aside; for he
feared that sonme one had here met with harm which the pity of the
ki ne would hardly be able to relieve. But in this he was deceived; for
behol d, there sat a man on the ground who seened to be persuading
the animals to have no fear of him a peaceable nan and
Preacher-on-the- Mount, out of whose eyes kindness itself preached.
"What dost thou seek here?" called out Zarathustra in astonishnent.

"What do | here seek?" answered he: "the same that thou seekest,
thou mischief-maker; that is to say, happiness upon earth.

To that end, however, | would fain learn of these kine. For | tel
thee that | have already talked half a nmorning unto them and just now
were they about to give ne their answer. Wiy dost thou disturb thenf?

Except we be converted and becone as kine, we shall in no w se enter
into the ki ngdom of heaven. For we ought to | earn fromthem one thing:
rum nati ng.

And verily, although a man should gain the whole world, and yet
not | earn one thing, ruminating, what would it profit him He would
not be rid of his affliction,

-Hi s great affliction: that, however, is at present called
di sgust. Who hath not at present his heart, his nouth and his eyes
full of disgust? Thou al so! Thou al so! But behold these kine!"-

Thus spake the Preacher-on-the-Munt, and turned then his own | ook
towards Zarathustra- for hitherto it had rested lovingly on the kine-:
t hen, however, he put on a different expression. "W is this with
whom | tal k?" he exclained, frightened, and sprang up fromthe ground.

"This is the man wi thout disgust, this is Zarathustra hinself, the
surmount er of the great disgust, this is the eye, this is the nouth,
this is the heart of Zarathustra hinself."

And whil st he thus spake he kissed with o' erflowi ng eyes the hands
of himw th whom he spake, and behaved al together |ike one to whom a
precious gift and jewel hath fallen unawares from heaven. The ki ne,
however, gazed at it all and wondered.

"Speak not of ne, thou strange one; thou aniable one!" said
Zarathustra, and restrained his affection, "speak to nme firstly of
thysel f! Art thou not the voluntary beggar who once cast away great
riches, -

-Who was ashamed of his riches and of the rich, and fled to the
poorest to bestow upon them his abundance and his heart? But they
received himnot."

"But they received ne not," said the voluntary beggar, "thou knowest
it, forsooth. So | went at last to the animals and to those kine."



"Then | earnedst thou," interrupted Zarathustra, "how nuch harder
it is to give properly than to take properly, and that bestow ng
well is an art- the last, subtlest master-art of kindness.

"Especi al l y nowadays," answered the voluntary beggar: "at present,
that is to say, when everything | ow hath becone rebellious and
excl usive and haughty in its manner- in the manner of the popul ace.

For the hour hath conme, thou knowest it forsooth, for the great,
evil, long, slow nob-and-slave-insurrection: it extendeth and
ext endet h!

Now doth it provoke the | ower classes, all benevol ence and petty
giving; and the overrich may be on their guard!

Whoever at present drip, like bulgy bottles out of all-too-smal
necks: - of such bottles at present one willingly breaketh the necks.
Wanton avidity, bilious envy, careworn revenge, popul ace-pride:
all these struck nmine eye. It is no |longer true that the poor are

bl essed. The ki ngdom of heaven, however, is with the kine."

"And why is it not with the rich?" asked Zarathustra tenptingly,
whi |l e he kept back the kine which sniffed familiarly at the peacefu
one.

"Why dost thou tenpt nme?" answered the other. "Thou knowest it
thysel f better even than I. Wiat was it drove ne to the poorest, O
Zar at hustra? Was it not ny disgust at the richest?

-At the culprits of riches, with cold eyes and rank thoughts, who
pick up profit out of all kinds of rubbish- at this rabble that
stinketh to heaven,

-At this gilded, falsified popul ace, whose fathers were pickpockets,
or carrion-crows, or rag-pickers, with wives conpliant, lewd and
forgetful:- for they are all of themnot far different from harl ots-

Popul ace above, popul ace bel owt What are 'poor' and 'rich' at
present! That distinction did | unlearn,- then did | flee away further
and ever further, until | came to those kine."

Thus spake the peaceful one, and puffed hinself and perspired with
his words: so that the kine wondered anew. Zarathustra, however,
kept looking into his face with a snile, all the tine the man tal ked
so severely- and shook silently his head.

"Thou doest violence to thyself, thou Preacher-on-the-Munt, when
thou usest such severe words. For such severity neither thy nouth
nor thine eye have been given thee.

Nor, nethinketh, hath thy stomach either: unto it all such rage
and hatred and foam ng-over is repugnant. Thy stomach wanteth softer
things: thou art not a butcher

Rat her seemest thou to nme a plant-eater and a root-man. Perhaps thou
grindest corn. Certainly, however, thou art averse to fleshly joys,
and thou | ovest honey."

"Thou hast divined me well," answered the voluntary beggar, wth
i ghtened heart. "I love honey, | also grind corn; for |I have sought
out what tasteth sweetly and maketh pure breath:

-Also what requireth a long tine, a day's-work and a mouth' s-work
for gentle idlers and sl uggards.

Furthest, to be sure, have those kine carried it: they have
devised rumi nating and lying in the sun. They al so abstain from al
heavy thoughts which inflate the heart."

-"Well!" said Zarathustra, "thou shoul dst al so see nine animals,
nm ne eagle and ny serpent,- their like do not at present exist on
earth.

Behol d, thither |eadeth the way to nmy cave: be tonight its guest.
And talk to mne animals of the happiness of aninals,-

-Until | nyself cone honme. For now a cry of distress calleth ne
hastily away fromthee. Al so, shouldst thou find new honey with ne,
i ce-col d, gol den-conb-honey, eat it!



Now, however, take |eave at once of thy kine, thou strange one! thou
am abl e one! though it be hard for thee. For they are thy warnest
friends and preceptors!"-

-"One excepted, whom | hold still dearer," answered the voluntary
beggar. "Thou thyself art good, O Zarathustra, and better even than
a cow "

"Away, away with thee! thou evil flatterer!" cried Zarathustra
nm schi evously, "why dost thou spoil nme with such praise and
flattery-honey?

"Away, away fromme!" cried he once nore, and heaved his stick at
the fond beggar, who, however, ran ninbly away.

69. The Shadow

SCARCELY however was the vol untary beggar gone in haste, and
Zar at hustra agai n al one, when he heard behind hima new voi ce which
called out: "Stay! Zarathustral Do wait! It is nyself, forsooth, O
Zar at hustra, mnyself, thy shadow " But Zarathustra did not wait; for
a sudden irritation cane over himon account of the crowd and the
crowding in his nmountains. "Wither hath nmy | onesoneness gone?"

spake he.
"It is verily beconming too nuch for nme; these nountains swarm nmny
ki ngdomis no longer of this world; | require new nountains.

My shadow cal l eth ne? What matter about my shadow! Let it run
after ne! I- run away fromit."

Thus spake Zarathustra to his heart and ran away. But the one behind
followed after him so that immediately there were three runners,
one after the other- nanely, forenost the voluntary beggar, then
Zarathustra, and thirdly, and hindnost, his shadow. But not |ong had
they run thus when Zarathustra becanme conscious of his folly, and
shook off with one jerk all his irritation and detestation

"What!" said he, "have not the nost |udicrous things always happened
to us old anchorites and saints?

Verily, my folly hath grown big in the nountains! Now do | hear
six old fools' legs rattling behind one anot her

But doth Zarathustra need to be frightened by his shadow? Al so,

nmet hi nketh that after all it hath longer legs thin mine.'
Thus spake Zarathustra, and, |laughing with eyes and entrails, he
stood still and turned round quickly- and behold, he al nost thereby

threw his shadow and follower to the ground, so closely had the latter
followed at his heels, and so weak was he. For when Zarathustra
scrutinised himwith his glance he was frightened as by a sudden
apparition, so slender, swarthy, hollow and worn-out did this follower
appear.

"Who art thou?" asked Zarathustra vehenently, "what doest thou here?
And why call est thou thyself ny shadow? Thou art not pleasing unto
me."

"Forgive nme," answered the shadow, "that it is I; and if | please
thee not- well, O Zarathustra! therein do | admire thee and thy good
taste.

A wanderer am |, who have wal ked | ong at thy heels; always on the
way, but w thout a goal, also without a hone: so that verily, | lack
little of being the eternally Wandering Jew, except that | am not
eternal and not a Jew.

What ? Must | ever be on the way? Wiirled by every wi nd, unsettled,
driven about? O earth, thou hast becorme too round for ne!

On every surface have | already sat, like tired dust have | fallen
asl eep on nmirrors and wi ndow panes: everything taketh from ne, nothing
giveth; | becone thin- | amal nost equal to a shadow

After thee, however, O Zarathustra, did | fly and hie |ongest; and
though | hid nyself fromthee, | was nevertheless thy best shadow



wherever thou hast sat, there sat | also.

Wth thee have | wandered about in the renotest, col dest worlds,
i ke a phantom that voluntarily haunteth winter roofs and snows.

Wth thee have | pushed into all the forbidden, all the worst and
the furthest: and if there be anything of virtue in ne, it is that |
have had no fear of any prohibition

Wth thee have | broken up whatever ny heart revered; al
boundary-stones and statues have | o' erthrown; the nost dangerous
wi shes did | pursue,- verily, beyond every crinme did | once go.

Wth thee did | unlearn the belief in words and worths and in
great names. Wien the devil casteth his skin, doth not his nanme also
fall away? It is also skin. The devil hinmself is perhaps- skin.

"Nothing is true, all is pernmitted : so said | to nyself. Into the
col dest water did | plunge with head and heart. Ah, how oft did
stand there naked on that account, like a red crab

Ah, where have gone all ny goodness and all ny shane and all ny
belief in the good! Ah, where is the lying innocence which | once
possessed, the innocence of the good and of their noble lies!

Too oft, verily, did | follow close to the heels of truth: then
did it kick me on the face. Sonetines | nmeant to lie, and behol d! then
only did | hit- the truth.

Too much hath becone clear unto me: now it doth not concern nme any

nmore. Nothing liveth any longer that | love,- how should | stil
| ove nysel f?
"To live as | incline, or not tolive at all': so do I w sh; so
wi sheth also the holiest. But alas! how have | still- inclination?
Have |- still a goal? A haven towards which ny sail is set?

A good wi nd? Ah, he only who knoweth whither he saileth, knoweth
what wind is good, and a fair wind for him

What still remaineth to me? A heart weary and flippant; an
unstable will; fluttering w ngs; a broken backbone.

This seeking for ny hone: O Zarathustra, dost thou know that this
seeki ng hath been ny hone-sickening; it eateth ne up

"Where is- ny home?" For it do | ask and seek, and have sought,
but have not found it. O eternal everywhere, O eternal nowhere, O
eternal - in-vain!"

Thus spake the shadow, and Zarathustra's countenance | engthened at
his words. "Thou art my shadow " said he at |ast sadly.

"Thy danger is not small, thou free spirit and wanderer! Thou hast
had a bad day: see that a still worse evening doth not overtake thee!

To such unsettled ones as thou, seeneth at |ast even a prisoner
bl essed. Didst thou ever see how captured crimnals sleep? They
sleep quietly, they enjoy their new security.

Beware lest in the end a narrow faith capture thee, a hard, rigorous
del usi on! For now everything that is narrow and fixed seduceth and
tenpteth thee.

Thou hast lost thy goal. Alas, how w |t thou forego and forget
that | oss? Thereby- hast thou also |l ost thy way!

Thou poor rover and ranmbler, thou tired butterfly! wilt thou have
a rest and a hone this evening? Then go up to ny cave!

Thither | eadeth the way to nmy cave. And now will | run quickly
away fromthee again. Already lieth as it were a shadow upon ne.

I will run alone, so that it nay agai n beconme bright around ne.
Therefore nust | still be a long tinme merrily upon ny legs. In the
eveni ng, however, there will be- dancing with ne!"-

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
70. Noonti de



-AND Zarathustra ran and ran, but he found no one el se, and was
al one and ever found hinsel f again; he enjoyed and quaffed his
solitude, and thought of good things- for hours. About the hour of
noonti de, however, when the sun stood exactly over Zarathustra's head,
he passed an old, bent and gnarled tree, which was encircled round
by the ardent love of a vine, and hidden fromitself; fromthis
there hung yel |l ow grapes i n abundance, confronting the wanderer
Then he felt inclined to quench a little thirst, and to break off
for hinmself a cluster of grapes. \Wen, however, he had already his arm
out-stretched for that purpose, he felt still nore inclined for
sonet hing el se- nanmely, to lie down beside the tree at the hour of
perfect noontide and sl eep

This Zarathustra did; and no sooner had he laid hinmself on the
ground in the stillness and secrecy of the variegated grass, than he
had forgotten his little thirst, and fell asleep. For as the proverb
of Zarathustra saith: "One thing is nore necessary than the other."
Only that his eyes remained open:- for they never grew weary of
viewing and adniring the tree and the Iove of the vine. In falling
asl eep, however, Zarathustra spake thus to his heart:

"Hush! Hush! Hath not the world now beconme perfect? Wat hath
happened unto ne?

As a delicate wind danceth invisibly upon parqueted seas, |ight,
feather-1light, so- danceth sleep upon ne.

No eye doth it close to ne, it |leaveth ny soul awake. Light is it,
verily, feather-light.

It persuadeth me, | know not how, it toucheth nme inwardly with a
caressing hand, it constraineth nme. Yea, it constraineth me, so that
my soul stretcheth itself out:-

-How |l ong and weary it beconeth, ny strange soul! Hath a seventh-day
evening cone to it precisely at noontide? Hath it al ready wandered too
long, blissfully, anong good and ripe things?

It stretcheth itself out, long- longer! it lieth still, my strange
soul . Too many good things hath it already tasted; this golden sadness
oppresseth it, it distorteth its nouth.

-As a ship that putteth into the cal nest cove:- it now draweth up to
the land, weary of |ong voyages and uncertain seas. Is not the |and
nore faithful?

As such a ship huggeth the shore, tuggeth the shore:- then it
sufficeth for a spider to spinits thread fromthe ship to the I and.
No stronger ropes are required there.

As such a weary ship in the cal nest cove, so do | al so now repose,
nigh to the earth, faithful, trusting, waiting, bound to it with the
i ghtest threads.

O happi ness! O happi ness! WIt thou perhaps sing, O my soul? Thou
liest in the grass. But this is the secret, solemm hour, when no
shepherd pl ayeth his pipe.

Take care!l Hot noontide sleepeth on the fields. Do not sing! Hush
The world is perfect.

Do not sing, thou prairie-bird, ny soul! Do not even whisper! Lo-
hush! The ol d noontide sleepeth, it noveth its nouth: doth it not just
now drink a drop of happi ness-

-An old brown drop of gol den happi ness, gol den wi ne? Somet hi ng
whi sketh over it, its happiness |augheth. Thus- |augheth a God. Hush!-

-' For happiness, how little sufficeth for happi ness!' Thus spake
once and thought nyself wi se. But it was a bl aspheny: that have
now | earned. Wse fools speak better

The | east thing precisely, the gentlest thing, the lightest thing, a
lizard's rustling, a breath, a whisk, an eye-glance- little maketh
up the best happi ness. Hush



-What hath befallen me: Hark! Hath time flown away? Do | not fall?
Have | not fallen- hark! into the well of eternity?

-\What happeneth to nme? Hush! It stingeth nme- alas- to the heart?
To the heart! Ch, break up, break up, my heart, after such
happi ness, after such a sting!

-What ? Hath not the world just now becone perfect? Round and ripe?
Oh, for the golden round ring- whither doth it fly? Let me run after
it! Quick!

Hush- -" (and here Zarathustra stretched hinsel f, and felt that he
was asl eep.)

"Up!" said he to hinself, "thou sleeper! Thou noontide sl eeper! Wl
then, up, ye old legs! It is time and nore than tinme; many a good
stretch of road is still awaiting you-

Now have ye slept your fill; for howlong a time? A half-eternity!
Well then, up now, nine old heart! For how | ong after such a sleep
mayest thou- renain awake?"

(But then did he fall asleep anew, and his soul spake against him
and defended itself, and |lay down again)- "Leave nme al one! Hush
Hath not the world just now becone perfect? Ch, for the golden round
bal I'! -

"Cet up," said Zarathustra, "thou little thief, thou sluggard! Wat!
Still stretching thyself, yawning, sighing, failing into deep wells?

Who art thou then, Ony soul!" (and here he becane frightened, for a
sunbeam shot down from heaven upon his face.)

"O heaven above ne," said he sighing, and sat upright, "thou
gazest at me? Thou hearkenest unto ny strange soul ?

Wien wilt thou drink this drop of dew that fell down upon al
earthly things,- when wilt thou drink this strange soul -

-\When, thou well of eternity! thou joyous, awful, noontide abyss!
when wilt thou drink ny soul back into thee?"

Thus spake Zarathustra, and rose fromhis couch beside the tree,
as if awakening froma strange drunkenness: and behol d! there stood
the sun still exactly above his head. One night, however, rightly
infer therefromthat Zarathustra had not then slept |ong.

71. The Greeting

IT WAS late in the afternoon only when Zarathustra, after |ong
usel ess searching and strolling about, again canme hone to his cave.
When, however, he stood over against it, not nore than twenty paces
therefrom the thing happened which he now | east of all expected: he
heard anew the great cry of distress. And extraordinary! this tinme the
cry cane out of his own cave. It was a long, manifold, peculiar cry,
and Zarathustra plainly distinguished that it was conmposed of nany
voi ces: al though heard at a distance it night sound |like the cry out
of a single nouth.

Ther eupon Zarat hustra rushed forward to his cave, and behol d! what a
spectacle awaited himafter that concert! For there did they all sit
t oget her whom he had passed during the day: the king on the right
and the king on the left, the old magician, the pope, the voluntary
beggar, the shadow, the intellectually conscientious one, the
sorrowf ul soot hsayer, and the ass; the ugliest man, however, had set a
crown on his head, and had put round himtwo purple girdles,- for he
liked, like all ugly ones, to disguise hinself and play the handsone
person. In the m dst, however, of that sorrowful conpany stood
Zarathustra's eagle, ruffled and disquieted, for it had been called
upon to answer too rmuch for which its pride had not any answer; the
wi se serpent however hung round its neck

Al'l this did Zarathustra behold with great astonishnent; then
however he scrutinised each individual guest with courteous curiosity,



read their souls and wondered anew. In the neantinme the assenbl ed ones
had risen fromtheir seats, and waited with reverence for
Zarathustra to speak. Zarathustra however spake thus:

"Ye despairing ones! Ye strange ones! So it was your cry of distress
that | heard? And now do | know al so where he is to be sought, whom
| have sought for in vain today: the higher nman-:

-In mine own cave sitteth he, the higher man! But why do | wonder!
Have not | nyself allured himto ne by honey-offerings and artfu
lure-calls of nmy happi ness?

But it seeneth to ne that ye are badly adapted for conpany: ye
make one another's hearts fretful, ye that cry for help, when ye sit
here together? There is one that nust first coneg,

-One who will nmake you | augh once nore, a good jovial buffoon, a
dancer, a wind, a wild ronp, some old fool:- what think ye?

For gi ve ne, however, ye despairing ones, for speaking such trivial
wor ds before you, unworthy, verily, of such guests! But ye do not
di vi ne what maketh ny heart wanton: -

-Ye yourselves do it, and your aspect, forgive it me! For every
one beconet h courageous who behol deth a despairing one. To encourage a
despairing one- every one thinketh hinmself strong enough to do so.

To nyself have ye given this power,- a good gift, mne honourable
guests! An excellent guest's-present! Well, do not then upbraid when
al so of fer you sonething of mne

This is mine enpire and ny dominion: that which is mne, however,
shall this evening and tonight be yours. Mne aninmals shall serve you
I et ny cave be your resting-place!

At house and honme with nme shall no one despair: in my purlieus do
| protect every one fromhis wild beasts. And that is the first
thing which | offer you: security!

The second thing, however, is ny little finger. And when ye have
that, then take the whole hand al so, yea and the heart with it!

Wl comre here, welcone to you, ny guests!”

Thus spake Zarathustra, and |laughed with |Iove and m schief. After
this greeting his guests bowed once nore and were reverentially
silent; the king on the right, however, answered himin their namne.

"O Zarat hustra, by the way in which thou hast given us thy hand
and thy greeting, we recognise thee as Zarathustra. Thou hast
hunbl ed thysel f before us; al nost hast thou hurt our reverence-:

-Who however coul d have hunbl ed hinself as thou hast done, with such
pride? That uplifteth us ourselves; a refreshment is it, to our eyes
and hearts.

To behold this, nerely, gladly would we ascend hi gher nmountains than
this. For as eager behol ders have we conme; we wanted to see what
bri ghteneth di m eyes.

And lo! nowis it all over with our cries of distress. Now are our
m nds and hearts open and enraptured. Little is lacking for our
spirits to becone wanton

There is nothing, O Zarathustra, that groweth nore pleasingly on
earth than a lofty, strong will: it is the finest growh. An entire
| andscape refresheth itself at one such tree.

To the pine do | conpare him O Zarathustra, which groweth up Iike
thee- tall, silent, hardy, solitary, of the best, supplest wood,
stately, -

-In the end, however, grasping out for its dom nion with strong,
green branches, asking weighty questions of the wind, the storm and
what ever is at home on high places;

-Answering nore weightily, a conmander, a victor! Ch! who should not
ascend hi gh nmountains to behold such grow hs?

At thy tree, O Zarathustra, the gloonmy and ill-constituted al so
refresh thensel ves; at thy | ook even the wavering becone steady and



heal their hearts.

And verily, towards thy nountain and thy tree do many eyes turn
to-day; a great |longing hath arisen, and nmany have | earned to ask
"Who is Zarathustra?'

And those into whose ears thou hast at any tine dripped thy song and
thy honey: all the hidden ones, the |one-dwellers and the
twai n-dwel I ers, have sinmultaneously said to their hearts:

"Doth Zarathustra still live? It is no longer worth while to live,
everything is indifferent, everything is useless: or else- we nust
live with Zarathustra!'

"Way doth he not come who hath so | ong announced hinsel f?' thus do
many peopl e ask; 'hath solitude swallowed himup? O should we perhaps

go to hin?'
Now doth it come to pass that solitude itself beconeth fragile and
breaketh open, like a grave that breaketh open and can no | onger

hold its dead. Everywhere one seeth resurrected ones.

Now do the waves rise and rise around thy nountain, O Zarathustra.
And however high be thy height, nany of themnust rise up to thee: thy
boat shall not rest nuch | onger on dry ground.

And that we despairing ones have now conme into thy cave, and al ready
no |l onger despair:- it is but a prognostic and a presage that better
ones are on the way to thee,-

-For they thenselves are on the way to thee, the |l ast remmant of Cod
anong nmen- that is to say, all the nen of great |onging, of great
| oat hi ng, of great satiety,

-Al'l who do not want to live unless they learn again to hope- unless
they learn fromthee, O Zarathustra, the great hope!"

Thus spake the king on the right, and seized the hand of Zarathustra
in order to kiss it; but Zarathustra checked his veneration, and
stepped back frightened, fleeing as it were, silently and suddenly
into the far distance. After a little while, however, he was again
at home with his guests, |ooked at themw th clear scrutinising
eyes, and sai d:

"My guests, ye higher nen, | will speak plain | anguage and plainly
with you. It is not for you that | have waited here in these
nount ai ns. "

("' Plain language and plainly? Good God!" said here the king on the
left to hinself; "one seeth he doth not know the good Cccidentals,
this sage out of the Oient!

But he meaneth 'blunt |anguage and bluntly'- well! That is not the
worst taste in these days!")

"Ye may, verily, all of you be higher nen," continued Zarathustra;
"but for me- ye are neither high enough, nor strong enough

For me, that is to say, for the inexorable which is now silent
me, but will not always be silent. And if ye appertain to nme, sti
is not as ny right arm

For he who hinself standeth, Iike you, on sickly and tender | egs,
wi sheth above all to be treated indul gently, whether he be consci ous
of it or hide it from hinself.

My arms and ny | egs, however, | do not treat indulgently, | do not
treat ny warriors indulgently: how then could ye be fit for ny
war f ar e?

Wth you | should spoil all mnmy victories. And many of you woul d
tunbl e over if ye but heard the | oud beating of ny druns.

Moreover, ye are not sufficiently beautiful and well-born for ne.
| require pure, snooth mirrors for nmy doctrines; on your surface
even mine own |ikeness is distorted.

On your shoul ders presseth many a burden, many a recoll ection
many a m schievous dwarf squatteth in your corners. There is conceal ed
popul ace also in you

n
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And t hough ye be high and of a higher type, much in you is crooked
and mi sshapen. There is no smith in the world that could hanmmer you
right and straight for ne.

Ye are only bridges: may hi gher ones pass over upon you! Ye
signify steps: so do not upbraid hi mwho ascendeth beyond you into his
hei ght !

Qut of your seed there may one day arise for me a genuine son and
perfect heir: but that time is distant. Ye yourselves are not those
unto whom ny heritage and nane bel ong.

Not for you do | wait here in these nountains; not with you nmay I
descend for the last tine. Ye have conme unto nme only as a presage that
hi gher ones are on the way to ne, -

-Not the nen of great |onging, of great |oathing, of great
satiety, and that which ye call the remmant of God

-Nay! Nay! Three tines Nay! For others do | wait here in these
mountains, and will not lift my foot fromthence w thout them

- For higher ones, stronger ones, triunphanter ones, nerrier ones,
for such as are built squarely in body and soul: |aughing Iions nust
cone!

O nmy guests, ye strange ones- have ye yet heard nothing of ny
children? And that they are on the way to ne?

Do speak unto nme of ny gardens, of ny Happy Isles, of ny new
beautiful race- why do ye not speak unto ne thereof?

This guests'- present do | solicit of your |ove, that ye speak
unto me of ny children. For themam|1 rich, for them| becane poor
what have | not surrendered.

What would | not surrender that | mght have one thing: these
children, this living plantation, these life-trees of ny will and of
ny hi ghest hope!"

Thus spake Zarathustra, and stopped suddenly in his discourse: for
his [ onging came over him and he closed his eyes and his nouth,
because of the agitation of his heart. And all his guests also were
silent, and stood still and confounded: except only that the old
soot hsayer made signs with his hands and his gestures.

72. The Supper

FOR at this point the soothsayer interrupted the greeting of
Zar at hustra and his guests: he pressed forward as one who had no
time to | ose, seized Zarathustra's hand and excl ai med: " But
Zar at hustr a!

One thing is nore necessary than the other, so sayest thou
thyself: well, one thing is now nore necessary unto nme than al
ot hers.

A word at the right tinme: didst thou not invite ne to table? And
here are many who have nade | ong journeys. Thou dost not nean to
feed us nerely with di scourses?

Besi des, all of you have thought too much about freezing,
drowni ng, suffocating, and other bodily dangers: none of you, however,
have thought of ny danger, nanely, perishing of hunger-"

(Thus spake the soothsayer. \Wen Zarathustra's ani mals, however,
heard these words, they ran away in terror. For they saw that all they
had brought home during the day woul d not be enough to fill the one
soot hsayer.)

"Li kewi se perishing of thirst," continued the soothsayer. "And
al though | hear water splashing here like words of wisdom that is
to say, plenteously and unweariedly, |- want w ne!

Not every one is a born water-drinker like Zarathustra. Neither doth
water suit weary and wi thered ones: we deserve wine- it alone giveth
i medi ate vigour and inprovised health!"

On this occasion, when the soothsayer was |longing for wine, it



happened that the king on the left, the silent one, also found
expression for once. "W took care," said he, "about wine, |, along
with ny brother the king on the right: we have enough of wine, - a
whol e ass-load of it. So there is nothing | acking but bread."

"Bread," replied Zarathustra, |aughing when he spake, "it is
precisely bread that anchorites have not. But man doth not |ive by
bread al one, but also by the flesh of good | anbs, of which I have two:

-These shall we slaughter quickly, and cook spicily with sage: it is
so that | like them And there is also no |ack of roots and fruits,
good enough even for the fastidious and dainty,- nor of nuts and ot her
riddles for cracking.

Thus will we have a good repast in a little while. But whoever
wi sheth to eat with us nust also give a hand to the work, even the
kings. For with Zarathustra even a king rmay be a cook."

Thi s proposal appealed to the hearts of all of them save that the
vol untary beggar objected to the flesh and wi ne and spi ces.

"Just hear this glutton Zarathustral" said he jokingly: "doth one go
into caves and hi gh nountains to nmake such repasts?

Now i ndeed do | understand what he once taught us: Bl essed be
noderate poverty!' And why he wi sheth to do away w th beggars."

"Be of good cheer," replied Zarathustra, "as | am Abide by thy
customs, thou excellent one: grind thy corn, drink thy water, praise
thy cooking,- if only it nake thee gl ad!

| ama law only for mine owm; | amnot a law for all. He, however,
who bel ongeth unto nme nust be strong of bone and |ight of foot,-

-Joyous in fight and feast, no sul ker, no John o' Dreans, ready
for the hardest task as for the feast, healthy and hale.

The best belongeth unto nmine and ne; and if it be not given us, then
do we take it:- the best food, the purest sky, the strongest thoughts,
the fairest wonmen!"-

Thus spake Zarathustra; the king on the right however answered and
said: "Strange! Did one ever hear such sensible things out of the
nmouth of a wi se man?

And verily, it is the strangest thing in a wise man, if over and
above, he be still sensible, and not an ass."

Thus spake the king on the right and wondered; the ass however, with
ill-will, said YEFA to his remark. This however was the begi nning of
that long repast which is called "The Supper" in the history-books. At
this there was nothing el se spoken of but the higher nman

73. The Hi gher Man

1
VWHEN | cane unto nen for the first tine, then did | comit the
anchorite folly, the great folly: | appeared on the market-place.
And when | spake unto all, | spake unto none. In the evening,

however, rope-dancers were my conpanions, and corpses; and | nyself
al nrost a corpse.

Wth the new norning, however, there came unto nme a new truth:
then did | learn to say: "OF what account to ne are market-place and
popul ace and popul ace-noi se and | ong popul ace-cars!"

Ye higher nen, learn this fromnme: On the narket-place no one

believeth in higher nmen. But if ye will speak there, very well! The
popul ace, however, blinketh: "W are all equal."
"Ye higher nmen,"- so blinketh the popul ace- "there are no higher

men, we are all equal; nman is man, before God- we are all equal!"
Before Cod!- Now, however, this God hath died. Before the

popul ace, however, we will not be equal. Ye higher nen, away from

t he mar ket - pl ace



2.

Bef ore God!- Now however this God hath died! Ye higher nen, this God
was your greatest danger.

Only since he lay in the grave have ye again arisen. Now only coneth
the great noontide, now only doth the higher nan becone- master

Have ye understood this word, O my brethren? Ye are frightened: do
your hearts turn giddy? Doth the abyss here yawn for you? Doth the
hel | - hound here yel p at you?

Vel |l Take heart! ye higher men! Now only travaileth the nountain of
the human future. God hath died: now do we desire- the Superman to
live.

3.

The nost careful ask to-day: "How is nman to be maintai ned?"

Zar at hustra however asketh, as the first and only one: "How is man
to be surpassed?”

The Superman, | have at heart; that is the first and only thing to
me- and not man: not the nei ghbour, not the poorest, not the sorriest,
not the best.-

Ony brethren, what | can love in man is that he is an over-going
and a down-going. And also in you there is nuch that maketh nme | ove
and hope.

In that ye have despised, ye higher nen, that maketh nme hope. For
the great despisers are the great reverers.

In that ye have despaired, there is much to honour. For ye have
not learned to subnmit yourselves, ye have not |earned petty policy.

For to-day have the petty people becone master: they all preach
submi ssion and hunility and policy and diligence and consi deration and
the long et cetera of petty virtues.

What ever is of the effeminate type, whatever originateth fromthe
servile type, and especially the popul ace-nmi shmash: - that wi sheth
now to be naster of all human destiny- O disgust! Disgust! Disgust!

That asketh and asketh and never tireth: "Howis man to maintain
hi nsel f best, |ongest, nobst pleasantly?" Thereby- are they the masters
of today.

These nasters of today- surpass them O ny brethren- these petty
peopl e: they are the Superman's greatest danger

Sur pass, ye higher nen, the petty virtues, the petty policy, the

sand- grai n consi derateness, the ant-hill trunpery, the pitiable
confortabl eness, the "happi ness of the greatest number"-!
And rat her despair than subnit yourselves. And verily, | love you

because ye know not today how to live, ye higher nen! For thus do ye
live- best!

4.

Have ye courage, O ny brethren? Are ye stout-hearted? Not the
courage before w tnesses, but anchorite and eagl e courage, which not
even a God any | onger behol deth?

Col d souls, mnmules, the blind and the drunken, | do not cal
stout-hearted. He hath heart who knoweth fear, but vanquisheth it; who
seeth the abyss, but with pride.

He who seeth the abyss, but with eagle's eyes,- he who with
eagle's talons graspeth the abyss: he hath courage.- -

5.



"Man is evil"- so said to ne for consolation, all the w sest ones.
Ah, if only it be still true today! For the evil is man's best force.

"Man nust becone better and eviler"- so do | teach. The evilest is
necessary for the Supernan's best.

It may have been well for the preacher of the petty people to suffer
and be burdened by nmen's sin. I, however, rejoice in great sin as ny
great consol ation. -

Such things, however, are not said for long ears. Every word,
also, is not suited for every nouth. These are fine far-away things:
at them sheep's claws shall not grasp

6.

Ye higher men, think ye that | amhere to put right what ye have put
wr ong?

O that | w shed henceforth to make snugger couches for you
sufferers? O show you restless, niswandering, misclinmbing ones, new
and easier footpaths?

Nay! Nay! Three tines Nay! Al ways nore, always better ones of your
type shall succunb,- for ye shall always have it worse and harder
Thus only-

-Thus only groweth man aloft to the height where the |ightning
striketh and shattereth him high enough for the |ightning!

Towards the few, the long, the renote go forth my soul and ny
seeking: of what account to nme are your many little, short niseries!

Ye do not yet suffer enough for nme!l For ye suffer from yourselves,
ye have not yet suffered fromman. Ye would lie if ye spake otherw se
None of you suffereth fromwhat | have suffered.- -

7.

It is not enough for me that the Iightning no | onger doeth harm |
do not wish to conduct it away: it shall learn- to work for ne.-

My wi sdom hath accumul ated long like a cloud, it beconmeth stiller
and darker. So doeth all w sdom which shall one day bear |ightnings.-
Unto these nen of today will | not be light, nor be called light.

Them will | blind: lightning of ny wisdom put out their eyes

8.

Do not will anything beyond your power: there is a bad fal seness
in those who will beyond their power.

Especially when they will great things! For they awaken distrust
in great things, these subtle fal se-coiners and stage-pl ayers: -

-Until at last they are fal se towards thensel ves, squint-eyed,
whited cankers, glossed over with strong words, parade virtues and
brilliant fal se deeds.

Take good care there, ye higher nmen! For nothing is nore precious to
me, and rarer, than honesty.

Is this today not that of the popul ace? The popul ace however knoweth
not what is great and what is snall, what is straight and what is
honest: it is innocently crooked, it ever lieth.

9.

Have a good distrust today ye, higher nmen, ye enheartened ones! Ye
open- hearted ones! And keep your reasons secret! For this today is
that of the popul ace.

What the popul ace once |learned to believe wi thout reasons, who
could- refute it to them by neans of reasons?



And on the market-place one convinceth with gestures. But reasons
make t he popul ace di strustful

And when truth hath once triunphed there, then ask yourselves wth
good distrust: "Wiat strong error hath fought for it?"

Be on your guard al so agai nst the | earned! They hate you, because
they are unproductive! They have cold, withered eyes before which
every bird is unpluned.

Such persons vaunt about not lying: but inability tolie is stil
far frombeing love to truth. Be on your guard

Freedom from fever is still far from being know edge! Refrigerated
spirits | do not believe in. He who cannot lie, doth not know what
truth is.

10.

If ye would go up high, then use your own [ egs! Do not get
yoursel ves carried aloft; do not seat yourselves on other people's
backs and heads!

Thou hast nounted, however, on horseback? Thou now ridest briskly up
to thy goal? Wll, ny friend! But thy lane foot is also with thee on
hor seback!

When thou reachest thy goal, when thou alightest fromthy horse:
preci sely on thy height, thou higher man,- then wilt thou stunble!

11.
Ye creating ones, ye higher nmen! One is only pregnant with one's own

chi I d.
Do not let yourselves be inposed upon or put upon! Wio then is

your nei ghbour? Even if ye act "for your neighbour"- ye still do not
create for him
Unl earn, | pray you, this "for," ye creating ones: your very

virtue wi sheth you to have naught to do with "for" and "on account of"
and "because." Against these false little words shall ye stop your
ears.

"For one's neighbour,"” is the virtue only of the petty people: there
it is said "like and like," and "hand washeth hand":- they have
nei ther the right nor the power for your self-seeking!

In your self-seeking, ye creating ones, there is the foresight and
foreseeing of the pregnant! \What no one's eye hath yet seen, nanely,
the fruit- this, sheltereth and saveth and nourisheth your entire
| ove.

Where your entire love is, nanely, with your child, there is also
your entire virtue! Your work, your will is your "neighbour": let no
fal se val ues i npose upon you

12.

Ye creating ones, ye higher nmen! Woever hath to give birth is sick
whoever hath given birth, however, is unclean

Ask wonen: one giveth birth, not because it giveth pleasure. The
pai n naket h hens and poets cackl e.

Ye creating ones, in you there is much uncleanliness. That is
because ye have had to be nothers.

A new child: oh, how nmuch new filth hath also cone into the world
Go apart! He who hath given birth shall wash his soul

13.

Be not virtuous beyond your powers! And seek nothing from yoursel ves



opposed to probability!

Walk in the footsteps in which your fathers' virtue hath already
wal ked! How would ye rise high, if your fathers' wll should not
rise with you?

He, however, who would be a firstling, let himtake care | est he
al so beconme a lastling! And where the vices of your fathers are, there
shoul d ye not set up as saints!

He whose fathers were inclined for wonen, and for strong w ne and
flesh of wildboar swine; what would it be if he denanded chastity of
hi nsel f?

A folly would it be! Mich, verily, doth it seemto nme for such a
one, if he should be the husband of one or of two or of three wonen.
And if he founded nonasteries, and inscribed over their portals:
"The way to holiness,"- | should still say: Wat good is it! it is a

new fol [ y!

He hath founded for hinself a penance-house and refuge-house: nuch
good may it do! But | do not believe init.

In solitude there groweth what any one bringeth into it- also the
brute in one's nature. Thus is solitude inadvisable unto nany.

Hath there ever been anything filthier on earth than the saints of
the wi |l derness? Around them was not only the devil |oose- but also the
SW ne.

14.

Shy, ashaned, awkward, |ike the tiger whose spring hath fail ed-
thus, ye higher nmen, have | often seen you slink aside. A cast which
ye made had failed

But what doth it matter, ye dice-players! Ye had not |earned to play
and nock, as one nust play and nock! Do we not ever sit at a great
tabl e of nocking and pl ayi ng?

And if great things have been a failure with you, have ye yoursel ves
therefore- been a failure? And if ye yourselves have been a failure,
hath nman therefore- been a failure? If man, however, hath been a
failure: well then! never m nd!

15.
The higher its type, always the seldoner doth a thing succeed. Ye
hi gher nen here, have ye not all- been failures?
Be of good cheer; what doth it matter? How rmuch is still possible!

Learn to laugh at yourselves, as ye ought to | augh

What wonder even that ye have failed and only hal f-succeeded, ye
hal f-shattered ones! Doth not- man's future strive and struggle in
you?

Man's furthest, profoundest, star-highest issues, his prodigious
powers- do not all these foamthrough one another in your vessel ?

What wonder that nany a vessel shattereth! Learn to |augh at
your sel ves, as ye ought to laugh! Ye higher nmen, Ch, how rmuch is stil

possi bl e!
And verily, how nuch hath already succeeded! How rich is this
earth in small, good, perfect things, in well-constituted things!
Set around you small, good, perfect things, ye higher nen. Their

gol den maturity healeth the heart. The perfect teacheth one to hope.
16.
What hath hitherto been the greatest sin here on earth? Was it not

the word of himwho said: "We unto them that | augh now "
Did he hinmself find no cause for laughter on the earth? Then he



sought badly. A child even findeth cause for it.

He- did not love sufficiently: otherwi se would he al so have | oved
us, the | aughing ones! But he hated and hooted us; wailing and
t eet h-gnashing did he promni se us.

Must one then curse inmedi ately, when one doth not |ove? That-
seeneth to ne bad taste. Thus did he, however, this absolute one. He
sprang fromthe popul ace.

And he hinself just did not |ove sufficiently; otherw se would he
have raged | ess because people did not love him All great |ove doth
not seek love:- it seeketh nore.

Go out of the way of all such absolute ones! They are a poor
sickly type, a popul ace-type: they look at this life with ill-wll,
they have an evil eye for this earth.

Go out of the way of all such absolute ones! They have heavy feet
and sultry hearts:- they do not know how to dance. How could the earth
be light to such ones!

17.

Tortuously do all good things come nigh to their goal. Like cats
they curve their backs, they purr inwardly with their approaching
happi ness, - all good things | augh

H s step betrayeth whether a person already wal keth on his own path:
just see me wal k! He, however, who conmeth nigh to his goal, danceth.

And verily, a statue have | not becone, not yet do | stand there
stiff, stupid and stony, like a pillar; | love fast racing.

And t hough there be on earth fens and dense afflictions, he who hath
light feet runneth even across the nud, and danceth, as upon
wel | - swept ice.

Lift up your hearts, ny brethren, high, higher! And do not forget
your legs! Lift up also your |egs, ye good dancers, and better

still, if ye stand upon your heads!
18.
This crown of the laughter, this rose-garland crown: | nyself have
put on this crown, |I nyself have consecrated ny | aughter. No one

el se have | found to-day potent enough for this.

Zar at hustra t he dancer, Zarathustra the |ight one, who beckoneth
with his pinions, one ready for flight, beckoning unto all birds,
ready and prepared, a blissfully light-spirited one:-

Zar at hustra the soot hsayer, Zarathustra the sooth-|augher, no
i rpati ent one, no absol ute one, one who |loveth | eaps and side-I|eaps; |
nmysel f have put on this crown!

19.

Lift up your hearts, ny brethren, high, higher! And do not forget
your legs! Lift up also your |egs, ye good dancers, and better stil
if ye stand upon your heads!

There are also heavy animals in a state of happiness, there are
cl ub-footed ones fromthe beginning. Curiously do they exert
t hensel ves, |ike an el ephant which endeavoureth to stand upon its
head.

Better, however, to be foolish with happiness than foolish with
nm sfortune, better to dance awkwardly than walk [anmely. So |earn, |
pray you, ny w sdom ye higher nen: even the worst thing hath two good
reverse sides, -

-Even the worst thing hath good dancing-1egs: so learn, | pray
you, ye higher nmen, to put yourselves on your proper |egs!



So unlearn, | pray you, the sorrowsighing, and all the
popul ace-sadness! Ch, how sad the buffoons of the popul ace seemto
nme today! This today, however, is that of the popul ace.

20.
Do like unto the wind when it rusheth forth fromits nountain-caves:
unto its own piping will it dance; the seas trenble and | eap under its
f oot st eps.

That which giveth wings to asses, that which nilketh the |ionesses:-
prai sed be that good, unruly spirit, which conmeth Iike a hurricane
unto all the present and unto all the popul ace, -

-Which is hostile to thistle-heads and puzzl e- heads, and to al
wi thered | eaves and weeds:- praised be this wild, good, free spirit of
the storm which danceth upon fens and afflictions, as upon neadows!

Whi ch hateth the consunptive popul ace-dogs, and all the
ill-constituted, sullen brood:- praised be this spirit of all free
spirits, the laughing storm which bloweth dust into the eyes of al
t he mel anopi ¢ and nel anchol i c!

Ye higher men, the worst thing in you is that ye have none of you
| earned to dance as ye ought to dance- to dance beyond yoursel ves!
What doth it nmatter that ye have fail ed!

How many things are still possible! So learn to | augh beyond
yoursel ves! Lift up your hearts, ye good dancers, high! higher! And do
not forget the good | aughter

This crown of the laughter, this rose-garland crown: to you, ny
brethren, do | cast this crown! Laughing have | consecrated; ye higher
men, learn, | pray you- to |augh

74. The Song of Mel ancholy

1

VWHEN Zar at hustra spake these sayings, he stood nigh to the
entrance of his cave; with the last words, however, he slipped away
fromhis guests, and fled for a little while into the open air.

"O pure odours around ne," cried he, "O bl essed stillness around ne!
But where are mine animals? Hither, hither, mne eagle and ny serpent!

Tell me, nmine animals: these higher nmen, all of them do they
perhaps not snell well? O pure odours around nme! Now only do | know
and feel how | love you, mine animals."

-And Zarathustra said once nore: "I |ove you, nmine aninals!" The
eagl e, however, and the serpent pressed close to hi mwhen he spake
these words, and looked up to him In this attitude were they al
three silent together, and sniffed and sipped the good air with one
anot her. For the air here outside was better than with the higher nen

2.

Hardly, however, had Zarathustra left the cave when the ol d nagician
got up, | ooked cunningly about him and said: "He is gone!

And al ready, ye higher nmen- let me tickle you with this
conplinentary and flattering name, as he hinmself doeth- already doth
mne evil spirit of deceit and nagic attack ne, my nelancholy devil,

-Wihich is an adversary to this Zarathustra fromthe very heart:
forgive it for this! Now doth it wish to conjure before you, it hath
just its hour; in vain do | struggle with this evil spirit.

Unto all of you, whatever honours ye like to assune in your nanes,
whet her ye call yourselves 'the free spirits' or 'the
conscientious,' or '"the penitents of the spirit,' or 'the unfettered,’
or 'the great |ongers,"-



-Unto all of you, who like ne suffer fromthe great loathing, to
whom the old God hath died, and as yet no new God lieth in cradles and
swaddl i ng clothes- unto all of you is nmine evil spirit and magic-devi
favourabl e.

| know you, ye higher nmen, | know him- | know also this fiend
whom | love in spite of ne, this Zarathustra: he hinself often seeneth
to me like the beautiful nmask of a saint,

-Li ke a new strange munmery in which mine evil spirit, the
nmel ancholy devil, delighteth:- | love Zarathustra, so doth it often
seemto nme, for the sake of nine evil spirit.-

But already doth it attack me and constrain ne, this spirit of

nel ancholy, this evening-twilight devil: and verily, ye higher nen, it
hath a | ongi ng-

-Open your eyes!- it hath a longing to cone naked, whether nale or
fermal e, | do not yet know but it conmeth, it constraineth ne, alas!

open your witsl!

The day dieth out, unto all things coneth now the evening, also unto
the best things; hear now, and see, ye higher nmen, what devil- man
or worman- this spirit of evening-nelancholy is!"

Thus spake the ol d magician, |ooked cunningly about him and then
sei zed his harp.

In evening's linpid air,

What time the dew s soot hi ngs

Unto the earth downpour

I nvi si bly and unheard-

For tender shoe-gear wear

The soothing dews, like all that's kind-gentle-:
Bet hi nkst thou then, bethinkst thou, burning heart,
How once thou thirstedest

For heaven's kindly teardrops and dew s down-dr oppi ngs,
Al'l singed and weary thirstedest,

What tinme on yell ow grass- pat hways

W cked, occidental sunny gl ances

Through sonbre trees about thee sported,

Bl i ndi ngly sunny gl ow gl ances, gl adly-hurting?

"Of truth the wooer? Thou?"- so taunted they-
"Nay! Merely poet!

A brute insidious, plundering, grovelling,
That aye nust lie,

That wittingly, wilfully, aye nust lie:
For booty | usting,

Mot | ey masked,

Sel f - hi dden, shrouded

H nmsel f his booty-

He- of truth the wooer?

Nay! Mere fool! Mere poet!

Just notl ey speaking,

From mask of fool confusedly shouting,
Circumanbl i ng on fabricated word-bridges,
On notl ey rai nbow ar ches,

" Twi xt the spurious heavenly,

And spurious earthly,

Round us roving, round us soaring, -

Mere fool! Mere poet!

He- of truth the wooer?



Not still, stiff, smooth and col d,

Becone an i nage,

A godli ke st at ue,

Set up in front of tenples,

As a God's own door-guard:

Nay! hostile to all such truthful ness-statues,
In every desert honelier than at tenples,

Wth cattish wantonness,

Thr ough every wi ndow | eapi ng

Qui ckly into chances,

Every wild forest a-sniffing,

G eedily-1ongingly, sniffing,

That thou, in wild forests,

'Mong the notl ey-speckled fierce creatures,
Shoul dest rove, sinful-sound and fine-col oured,
Wth longing lips smacking,

Bl essedl y nocking, blessedly hellish, blessedly blood-thirsty,
Robbi ng, skul ki ng, |ying- roving:-

O unto eagles like which fixedly,
Long adown the precipice | ook

Adown their precipice:- -

Oh, how they whirl down now,

Ther eunder, therein,

To ever deeper profoundness whirling!-
Then,

Sudden,

Wth aimaright,

Wth quivering flight,

On | ambki ns pounci ng,

Headl ong down, sore-hungry,

For | anmbki ns | ongi ng,

Fierce 'gainst all lanb-spirits,
Furious-fierce all that | ook
Sheepli ke, or |anbeyed, or crisp-woolly,
-Gey, with | anbsheep kindliness!

Even t hus,

Eagl el i ke, pantherli ke,

Are the poet's desires,

Are thine own desires 'neath a thousand gui ses.
Thou fool! Thou poet!

Thou who all manki nd vi ewedst -

So God, as sheep-:

The God to rend within mankind,

As the sheep in mankind,

And in rendi ng | aughi ng-

That, that is thine own bl essedness!
O a panther and eagl e- bl essedness!
O a poet and fool - the bl essedness!- -

In evening's linpid air,

What tinme the noon's sickle,
Green, 'twi xt the purple-gl ow ngs,
And jeal ous, steal'th forth:

-OfF day the foe,

Wth every step in secret,

The rosy garl and- hammocks

Downsi ckling, till they've sunken



Down ni ghtwards, faded, downsunken: -

Thus had | sunken one day
From m ne own truth-insanity,
From m ne own fervid day-I| ongings,
O day aweary, sick of sunshine,
- Sunk downwar ds, evenwards, shadowwards:
By one sol e trueness
Al'l scorched and thirsty:
-Bet hi nkst thou still, bethinkst thou, burning heart,
How t hen thou thirstedest?-
That | shoul d banned be
Fromall the trueness!
Mere fool! Mere poet!
75. Science

THUS sang the nagi cian; and all who were present went |ike birds
unawares into the net of his artful and nel ancholy vol upt uousness.
Only the spiritually conscientious one had not been caught: he at once
snatched the harp fromthe magician and called out: "Air! Let in
good air! Let in Zarathustra! Thou makest this cave sultry and
poi sonous, thou bad ol d magician

Thou seducest, thou fal se one, thou subtle one, to unknown desires
and deserts. And al as, that such as thou should tal k and nmake ado
about the truth!

Alas, to all free spirits who are not on their guard agai nst such
magi ci ans! It is all over with their freedom thou teachest and
tenpt est back into prisons,-

-Thou ol d nelancholy devil, out of thy lament soundeth a |urenent:
thou resenbl est those who with their praise of chastity secretly
invite to vol upt uousness!

Thus spake the conscientious one; the old magician, however,
| ooked about him enjoying his triunph, and on that account put up
wi th the annoyance which the conscientious one caused him "Be stilll"
said he with nodest voice, "good songs want to re-echo well; after
good songs one should be long silent.

Thus do all those present, the higher nmen. Thou, however, hast
per haps understood but little of ny song? In thee there is little of
the magic spirit.

"Thou praisest ne," replied the conscientious one, "in that thou
separatest me fromthyself; very well! But, ye others, what do
see? Ye still sit there, all of you, with lusting eyes-:

Ye free spirits, whither hath your freedom gone! Ye al nbst seemto
nme to resenbl e those who have |long | ooked at bad girls dancing
naked: your souls thensel ves dance!

In you, ye higher men, there nust be nore of that which the nagician
calleth his evil spirit of magic and deceit:- we nust indeed be
different.

And verily, we spake and thought | ong enough together ere.

Zar athustra cane honme to his cave, for me not to be unaware that we
are different.

We seek different things even here aloft, ye and I. For | seek
nore security; on that account have | conme to Zarathustra. For he is
still the nost steadfast tower and wll-

- Today, when everything tottereth, when all the earth quaketh. Ye,
however, when | see what eyes ye nake, it al nbst seeneth to ne that ye
seek nore insecurity,

-More horror, nore danger, nore earthquake. Ye long (it al nost
seeneth so to ne- forgive ny presunption, ye higher mnen)-

-Ye long for the worst and dangerousest life, which frighteneth ne



nost,- for the life of wild beasts, for forests, caves, steep
nount ai ns and | abyri nt hi ne gorges.

And it is not those who | ead out of danger that please you best, but
those who |l ead you away fromall paths, the misleaders. But if such
longing in you be actual, it seeneth to ne neverthel ess to be
i mpossi bl e.

For fear- that is man's original and fundanmental feeling; through
fear everything is explained, original sin and original virtue.
Through fear there grew also ny virtue, that is to say: Science.

For fear of wild animals- that hath been | ongest fostered in man
i nclusive of the animal which he concealeth and feareth in hinmself:-
Zarathustra calleth it 'the beast inside.'’

Such prol onged ancient fear, at |ast becone subtle, spiritual and
intellectual- at present, me thinketh, it is called Science."-

Thus spake the conscientious one; but Zarathustra, who had just cone
back into his cave and had heard and divined the |ast discourse, threw
a handful of roses to the conscientious one, and | aughed on account of
his "truths." "Why!" he exclainmed, "what did | hear just now?

Verily, it seenmeth to ne, thou art a fool, or else | nyself am one:
and quietly and quickly will | Put thy '"truth' upside down.

For fear- is an exception with us. Courage, however, and
adventure, and delight in the uncertain, in the unattenpted- courage
seeneth to ne the entire prinmtive history of nman

The wi | dest and npbst courageous ani mals hath he envied and robbed of
all their virtues: thus only did he becone- man

This courage, at |ast becone subtle, spiritual and intellectual
this human courage, with eagle's pinions and serpent's wi sdom this,
it seemeth to me, is called at present-"

"Zarathustra!" cried all of themthere assenbled, as if with one
voi ce, and burst out at the same tinme into a great |aughter; there
arose, however, fromthemas it were a heavy cloud. Even the
magi ci an | aughed, and said wisely: "Wll! It is gone, mine evi
spirit!

And did I not nyself warn you against it when | said that it was a
deceiver, a lying and deceiving spirit?

Especially when it showeth itself naked. But what can | do with
regard to its tricks! Have | created it and the world?

Well! Let us be good again, and of good cheer! And although
Zarat hustra | ooketh with evil eye- just see him he disliketh ne-:

-Ere night cometh will he again learn to | ove and | aud nme; he cannot
live long without committing such follies.

He- loveth his enemies: this art knoweth he better than any one
have seen. But he taketh revenge for it- on his friends!"

Thus spake the old magician, and the higher men appl auded him so
that Zarathustra went round, and mischievously and | ovingly shook
hands with his friends,- |ike one who hath to make amends and
apol ogi se to every one for something. When however he had thereby cone
to the door of his cave, lo, then had he again a longing for the
good air outside, and for his aninals,- and wi shed to steal out.

76. Among Daughters of the Desert

1

"GO NOT away!" said then the wanderer who called hinself
Zar at hustra's shadow, "abide with us- otherwi se the old gl oony
affliction nmight again fall upon us.

Now hath that old magician given us of his worst for our good, and
| o! the good, pious pope there hath tears in his eyes, and hath
qui te enbarked agai n upon the sea of nelancholy.

Those kings may well put on a good air before us still: for that



have they | earned best of us all at present! Had they however no one
to see them | wager that with them al so the bad ganme woul d again
conmence, -

-The bad gane of drifting clouds, of danp nelancholy, of curtained
heavens, of stolen suns, of how ing autum-wi nds,

-The bad ganme of our howing and crying for help! Abide with us, O
Zar at hustra! Here there is nuch concealed misery that wisheth to
speak, nuch eveni ng, much cl oud, nmuch danp air!

Thou hast nourished us with strong food for men, and powerf ul
proverbs: do not let the weakly, womanly spirits attack us anew at
dessert!

Thou al one makest the air around thee strong and clear. Did | ever
find anywhere on earth such good air as with thee in thy cave?

Many | ands have | seen, ny nose hath learned to test and estimate
many kinds of air: but with thee do ny nostrils taste their greatest
del i ght!

Unless it be,- unless it be-, do forgive an old recollection
Forgive ne an old after-di nner song, which | once conposed anbngst
daughters of the desert:-

For with them was there equally good, clear, Oriental air; there was
| furthest from cloudy, danp, nelancholy d d-Europe

Then did | love such Oriental maidens and ot her bl ue ki ngdons of
heaven, over which hang no cl ouds and no thoughts.

Ye woul d not believe how charmingly they sat there, when they did
not dance, profound, but wi thout thoughts, like little secrets, like
beri bboned riddles, |ike dessert-nuts-

Many- hued and foreign, forsooth! but w thout clouds: riddles which
can be guessed: to please such nmaidens | then conposed an after-dinner
psal m"

Thus spake the wanderer who called hinself Zarathustra's shadow, and
before any one answered him he had seized the harp of the old
magi ci an, crossed his legs, and | ooked calmMy and sagely around
him- with his nostrils, however, he inhaled the air slowy and
questioningly, like one who in new countries tasteth new foreign
air. Afterward he began to sing with a kind of roaring.

2.
The deserts grow. woe hi mwho doth them hide

- Ha!

Sol emrml y!

In effect solemly!

A wor t hy begi nni ng!

Afric manner, solemly!

O a lion worthy,

O perhaps of a virtuous how - nonkey-
-But it's naught to you

Ye friendly dansels dearly |oved,
At whose own feet to ne

The first occasion,

To a European under pal mtrees,
At seat is now granted. Sel ah

vwonderful, truly!

Here do | sit now,

The desert nigh, and yet | am
So far still fromthe desert,
Even in naught yet deserted:
That is, |I'mswallowed down



By this the snallest oasis-:

-1t opened up just yawning,

Its loveliest nmouth agape,

Mbst sweet - odoured of all nouthlets:
Then fell | right in,

Ri ght down, right through- in 'nong you
Ye friendly dansels dearly | oved! Selah

Hail! hail! to that whale, fishlike,

If it thus for its guest's convenience
Made things nicel- (ye well know,

Surely, my learned allusion?)

Hail to its belly,

If it had e'er

A such | oveliest oasis-belly

As this is: though however | doubt about it,
-Wth this come | out of d d-Europe

That doubt'th nore eagerly than doth any
El derly nmarried woman

May the Lord inprove it!

Amen!

Here do | sit now,

In this the snallest oasis,

Li ke a date indeed,

Brown, quite sweet, gold-suppurating,

For rounded nouth of naiden | onging,

But yet still more for youthful, rmaidlike,

| ce-cold and snowwhite and incisory

Front teeth: and for such assuredly,

Pine the hearts all of ardent date-fruits. Selah

To the there-nanmed south-fruits now,
Simlar, all-too-sinmlar

Dol lie here; by little

Flying insects

Round- sni ffl ed and round- pl ayed,

And al so by yet littler

Fool i sher, and peccabl er

W shes and phant asi es, -

Envi roned by you,

Ye silent, presentientest

Mai den- ki ttens,

Dudu and Sul ei ka,

- Round sphi nxed, that into one word

I may crowd nuch feeling:

(Forgive me, O God,

Al'l such speech-sinning!)

-Sit | here the best of air sniffling,
Par adi sal air, truly,

Bri ght and buoyant air, golden-nottl ed,
As goodly air as ever

From | unar orb downfell -

Be it by hazard,

O supervened it by arrogancy?

As the ancient poets relate it.

But doubter, I'mnow calling it

In question: with this do | come indeed
Qut of Europe,

That doubt'th nore eagerly than doth any



El derly nmarri ed wonman
May the Lord inprove it!
Amren.

This the finest air drinking,

Wth nostrils out-swelled like goblets,
Lacking future, |acking remenbrances,

Thus do | sit here, ye

Friendly dansels dearly | oved,

And | ook at the palmtree there,

How it, to a dance-girl, like,

Dot h bow and bend and on its haunches bob
-One doth it too, when one viewth it long!-
To a dance-girl like, who as it seenith to ne,
Too | ong, and dangerously persistent,

Al ways, always, just on single |leg hath stood?
-Then forgot she thereby, as it seenith to ne,
The ot her |eg?

For vainly I, at |east,

Did search for the am ssing

Fel | owj ewel

-Narely, the other |eg-

In the sanctified precincts,

Ni gh her very dearest, very tenderest,

Fl appi ng and fluttering and flickering skirting.
Yea, if ye should, ye beauteous friendly ones,
Quite take ny word:

She hath, alas! lost it!

Hu! Hu! Hu! Hu! Hu!

It is awnay!

For ever away!

The ot her [eg!

Ch, pity for that |oveliest other |eg!

Wiere may it now tarry, all-forsaken weeping?
The | onesonest |eg?

In fear perhaps before a

Furious, yellow, blond and curled

Leoni ne nonster? O perhaps even

Gnhawed away, ni bbl ed badl y-

Most wretched, woeful! woeful! nibbled badly! Selah

Ch, weep ye not,

Gentle spirits!

Weep ye not, ye

Date-fruit spirits! MIk-bosons!
Ye sweet wood- heart

Pur sel et s!

Weep ye no nore,

Pallid Dudu

Be a man, Sul ei ka! Bol d! Bol d!
-O else should there perhaps
Sonet hi ng strengtheni ng, heart-strengthening,
Here nost proper be?

Sone inspiring text?

Sone sol etm exhortati on?-

Ha! Up now! honour

Moral honour! European honour!
Bl ow agai n, conti nue,

Bel | ows- box of virtue!

Ha!



Once nore thy roaring,

Thy noral roaring!

As a virtuous lion

Ni gh the daughters of deserts roaring
-For virtue's out-how ,

Ye very dearest nmidens,

I's nmore than every

Eur opean fervour, European hot-hunger!
And now do | stand here,

As Eur opean

I can't be different, God's help to ne!
Amen!

The deserts grow. woe hi mwho doth them hide
77. The Awakeni ng

1

AFTER t he song of the wanderer and shadow, the cave becane all at
once full of noise and | aughter: and since the assenbl ed guests al
spake simultaneously, and even the ass, encouraged thereby, no
| onger remained silent, a little aversion and scorn for his visitors
canme over Zarathustra, although he rejoiced at their gladness. For
it seemed to hima sign of conval escence. So he slipped out into the
open air and spake to his animals.

"Whither hath their distress now gone?" said he, and already did
he hinself feel relieved of his petty disgust- "with nme, it seeneth
that they have unl earned their cries of distress!

- Though, alas! not yet their crying." And Zarathustra stopped his
ears, for just then did the YE-A of the ass nmix strangely with the
noi sy jubilation of those higher nen

"They are merry," he began again, "and who knowet h? perhaps at
their host's expense; and if they have | earned of ne to | augh, stil
it is not ny |aughter they have | earned.

But what matter about that! They are old people: they recover in
their own way, they laugh in their own way; mine ears have already
endured worse and have not becone peevish

This day is a victory: he already yieldeth, he fleeth, the spirit of
gravity, mne old arch-eneny! How well this day is about to end, which
began so badly and gl oonily

And it is about to end. Already coneth the evening: over the sea
rideth it hither, the good rider! How it bobbeth, the bl essed one, the
hone-returning one, in its purple saddl es!

The sky gazeth brightly thereon, the world lieth deep. Oh, all ye
strange ones who have conme to ne, it is already worth while to have
lived with me!"

Thus spake Zarathustra. And again cane the cries and | aughter of the
hi gher nen out of the cave: then began he anew

"They bite at it, my bait taketh, there departeth also fromthem
their eneny, the spirit of gravity. Now do they learn to | augh at
thenmsel ves: do | hear rightly?

My virile food taketh effect, my strong and savoury sayi ngs: and
verily, | did not nourish themw th flatulent vegetables! But with
warrior-food, with conqueror-food: new desires did | awaken

New hopes are in their arns and | egs, their hearts expand. They find
new words, soon will their spirits breathe wantonness.

Such food may sure enough not be proper for children, nor even for
longing girls old and young. One persuadeth their bowels otherw se;

I am not their physician and teacher



The di sgust departeth fromthese higher nmen; well! that is ny
victory. In ny donain they beconme assured; all stupid shane fleeth
away; they enpty thensel ves

They enpty their hearts, good tines return unto them they keep
hol i day and ruminate,- they becone thankful

That do | take as the best sign: they becone thankful. Not long wll
it be ere they devise festivals, and put up nenorials to their old
j oys.

They are conval escents!" Thus spake Zarathustra joyfully to his
heart and gazed outward; his animals, however, pressed up to him
and honoured his happi ness and his silence.

2.

Al on a sudden however, Zarathustra's ear was frightened: for the
cave which had hitherto been full of noise and |laughter, becane all at
once still as death;- his nose, however, snelt a sweet-scented
vapour and incense-odour, as if from burning pine-cones.

"What happenet h? What are they about?" he asked hinself, and stole
up to the entrance, that he m ght be able unobserved to see his
guests. But wonder upon wonder! what was he then obliged to behold
with his own eyes!

"They have all of them becone pious again, they pray, they are
mad! "- said he, and was astoni shed beyond neasure. And forsooth! al
t hese hi gher nen, the two kings, the pope out of service, the evi
magi ci an, the voluntary beggar, the wanderer and shadow, the old
soot hsayer, the spiritually conscientious one, and the ugliest man-
they all lay on their knees like children and credul ous ol d wonen, and
wor shi pped the ass. And just then began the ugliest nan to gurgle
and snort, as if something unutterable in himtried to find
expressi on; when, however, he had actually found words, behold! it was
a pious, strange litany in praise of the adored and censed ass. And
the litany sounded thus:

Anmen! And gl ory and honour and wi sdom and t hanks and prai se and
strength be to our God, fromeverlasting to everlasting!

-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

He carried our burdens, he hath taken upon himthe formof a
servant, he is patient of heart and never saith Nay; and he who | oveth
his God chastiseth him

-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

He speaketh not: except that he ever saith Yea to the world which he
created: thus doth he extol his world. It is his artful ness that
speaketh not: thus is he rarely found w ong.

-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

Unconely goeth he through the world. Grey is the favourite colour in
whi ch he wrappeth his virtue. Hath he spirit, then doth he conceal it;
every one, however, believeth in his |long ears.

-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

What hidden wisdomit is to wear long ears, and only to say Yea
and never Nay! Hath he not created the world in his own inmage, nanely,
as stupid as possible?

-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

Thou goest straight and crooked ways; it concerneth thee little what
seeneth straight or crooked unto us nmen. Beyond good and evil is thy
domain. It is thine innocence not to know what innocence is.

-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

Lo! how thou spurnest none from thee, neither beggars nor kings.
Thou sufferest little children to come unto thee, and when the bad
boys decoy thee, then sayest thou sinply, YE-A



-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

Thou | ovest she-asses and fresh figs, thou art no food-despiser. A
thistle tickleth thy heart when thou chancest to be hungry. There is
the wi sdom of a God therein.

-The ass, however, here brayed YE-A.

78. The Ass-Festival

1

AT THI S place in the litany, however, Zarathustra could no | onger
control hinself; he hinself cried out YE-A |ouder even than the
ass, and sprang into the nidst of his naddened guests. "Whatever are
you about, ye grown-up children?" he exclainmed, pulling up the praying
ones fromthe ground. "Alas, if any one else, except Zarathustra,
had seen you:

Every one woul d think you the worst blaspheners, or the very
fooli shest old wonmen, with your new belief!

And thou thyself, thou old pope, howis it in accordance with
thee, to adore an ass in such a manner as God?"-

"O Zarat hustra," answered the pope, "forgive ne, but in divine
matters | amnore enlightened even than thou. And it is right that
it should be so.

Better to adore God so, in this form than in no format all!

Thi nk over this saying, mne exalted friend: thou wilt readily
divine that in such a saying there is w sdom

He who said '"God is a Spirit'- made the greatest stride and slide
hitherto made on earth towards unbelief: such a dictumis not easily
anended agai n on earth!

M ne old heart |eapeth and boundeth because there is still sonething
to adore on earth. Forgive it, O Zarathustra, to an old, pious
pontiff-heart!-"

-"And thou," said Zarathustra to the wanderer and shadow, "thou
call est and thinkest thyself a free spirit? And thou here practisest
such idolatry and hierolatry?

Wrse verily, doest thou here than with thy bad brown girls, thou
bad, new believer!"

"It is sad enough," answered the wanderer and shadow, "thou art
right: but how can | help it! The old God liveth again, O Zarathustra,
thou mayst say what thou wilt.

The ugliest man is to blame for it all: he hath reawakened hi m
And if he say that he once killed him wth Gods death is always
just a prejudice."

-"And thou," said Zarathustra, "thou bad old magician, what didst
thou do! Who ought to believe any longer in thee in this free age,
when thou believest in such divine donkeyisnf

It was a stupid thing that thou didst; how coul dst thou, a shrewd
man, do such a stupid thing!"

"O Zarat hustra,"” answered the shrewd magician, "thou art right, it
was a stupid thing,- it was also repugnant to ne."

-"And thou even," said Zarathustra to the spiritually
consci entious one, "consider, and put thy finger to thy nose! Doth
not hi ng go agai nst thy conscience here? Is thy spirit not too
cleanly for this praying and the funes of those devotees?"

"There is sonething therein," said the spiritually conscientious
one, and put his finger to his nose, "there is sonething in this
spect acl e which even doeth good to ny conscience.

Perhaps | dare not believe in God: certain it is however, that Cod
seemeth to me nost worthy of belief in this form

God is said to be eternal, according to the testinony of the nost
pi ous: he who hath so nuch tinme taketh his tinme. As slow and as stupid



as possi ble: thereby can such a one neverthel ess go very far

And he who hath too much spirit mght well becone infatuated with
stupidity and folly. Think of thyself, O Zarathustra!

Thou thysel f- verily! even thou coul dst well becone an ass through
super abundance of w sdom

Doth not the true sage willingly walk on the crookedest paths? The
evi dence teacheth it, O Zarathustra,- thine own evidence!"

-"And thou thyself, finally," said Zarathustra, and turned towards
the ugliest man, who still lay on the ground stretching up his arm
to the ass (for he gave it wine to drink). "Say, thou nondescri pt,
what hast thou been about!

Thou seenest to me transfornmed, thine eyes glow, the nantle of the
sublime covereth thine ugliness: what didst thou do?

Is it then true what they say, that thou hast again awakened hi n?
And why? Was he not for good reasons killed and nade away with?

Thou thyself seenmest to nme awakened: what didst thou do? why didst
thou turn round? Why didst thou get converted? Speak, thou
nondescri pt!"

"O Zarat hustra," answered the ugliest nan, "thou art a rogue!

Wiet her he yet liveth, or again liveth, or is thoroughly dead- which
of us both knoweth that best? | ask thee.

One thing however do | know, - fromthyself did | learn it once, O
Zarathustra: he who wanteth to kill nost thoroughly, |augheth.
"Not by wath but by laughter doth one kill'- thus spakest thou

once, O Zarathustra, thou hidden one, thou destroyer w thout wrath,
t hou dangerous saint,- thou art a rogue!"

2.

Then, however, did it cone to pass that Zarathustra, astonished at
such merely rogui sh answers, junped back to the door of his cave,
and turning towards all his guests, cried out with a strong voice:

"O ye wags, all of you, ye buffoons! Wiy do ye di ssenbl e and
di sgui se yoursel ves before ne

How the hearts of all of you convul sed with delight and
wi ckedness, because ye had at |ast becone again like little
chil dren- nanely, pious,-

-Because ye at last did again as children do- nanely, prayed, folded
your hands and said 'good CGod'

But now | eave, | pray you, this nursery, mne own cave, where
today all childishness is carried on. Cool down, here outside, your
hot chil d-want onness and heart-tunult!

To be sure: except ye becone as little children ye shall not enter
into that ki ngdom of heaven." (And Zarathustra pointed aloft with
hi s hands.)

"But we do not at all want to enter into the kingdom of heaven: we
have becorme nen,- so we want the ki ngdom of earth."

3.

And once nore began Zarathustra to speak. "O ny new friends," said
he, - "ye strange ones, ye higher nmen, how well do ye now pl ease ne, -

-Since ye have again becone joyful! Ye have, verily, all blossoned
forth: it seemeth to ne that for such flowers as you, new festivals
are required.

-Alittle valiant nonsense, sone divine service and ass-festival
sone old joyful Zarathustra fool, some blusterer to bl ow your souls
bright.

Forget not this night and this ass-festival, ye higher nmen! That did
ye devise when with nme, that do | take as a good onen,- such things



only the conval escents devi se!
And should ye celebrate it again, this ass-festival, do it fromlove
to yourselves, do it also fromlove to ne! And in renmenbrance of ne!"

Thus spake Zarat hustra.
79. The Drunken Song

1

MEANVWHI LE one after another had gone out into the open air, and into
the cool, thoughtful night; Zarathustra hinself, however, |led the
ugliest man by the hand, that he night show himhis night-world, and
the great round noon, and the silvery water-falls near his cave. There
they at last stood still beside one another; all of them old people,
but with conforted, brave hearts, and astonished in thenselves that it
was so well with themon earth; the nystery of the night, however,
canme ni gher and nigher to their hearts. And anew Zarat hustra thought
to hinself: "Ch, how well do they now pl ease ne, these higher men!"-
but he did not say it aloud, for he respected their happiness and
their silence.-

Then, however, there happened that which in this astonishing |ong
day was nost astonishing: the ugliest nan began once nore and for
the last tine to gurgle and snort, and when he had at |ength found
expression, behold! there sprang a question plunp and plain out of his
nmout h, a good, deep, clear question, which nmoved the hearts of all who
listened to him

"My friends, all of you," said the ugliest nman, "what think ye?

For the sake of this day- | amfor the first tinme content to have
lived mine entire life.
And that | testify so nmuch is still not enough for nme. It is worth

while living on the earth: one day, one festival with Zarathustra,
hath taught ne to | ove the earth.

"Was that- life? wll | say unto death. "Wll! Once nore!’
My friends, what think ye? WIIl ye not, like nme, say unto death:
'Was that- life? For the sake of Zarathustra, well! Once nore!'"-

Thus spake the ugliest man; it was not, however, far from
nm dni ght. And what took place then, think ye? As soon as the higher
nmen heard his question, they becanme all at once conscious of their
transformati on and conval escence, and of himwho was the cause
thereof: then did they rush up to Zarathustra, thanking, honouring,
caressing him and kissing his hands, each in his own peculiar way; so
that some | aughed and sone wept. The ol d soothsayer, however, danced
with delight; and though he was then, as some narrators suppose,
full of sweet wine, he was certainly still fuller of sweet life, and
had renounced all weariness. There are even those who narrate that the
ass then danced: for not in vain had the ugliest man previously
given it wine to drink. That may be the case, or it may be
otherwise; and if in truth the ass did not dance that evening, there
nevert hel ess happened then greater and rarer wonders than the
danci ng of an ass would have been. In short, as the proverb of
Zarathustra saith: "Wat doth it matter!"”

2.

Wien, however, this took place with the ugliest man, Zarathustra
stood there Iike one drunken: his glance dulled, his tongue faltered
and his feet staggered. And who coul d divine what thoughts then passed
t hrough Zarathustra's soul ? Apparently, however, his spirit
retreated and fled in advance and was in renote distances, and as it
were "wandering on high nountain-ridges," as it standeth witten,



twi xt two seas

-Wandering 'tw xt the past and the future as a heavy cloud."
Gradual Iy, however, while the higher men held himin their arnms, he
canme back to hinmself a little, and resisted with his hands the crowd
of the honouring and caring ones; but he did not speak. Al at once,
however, he turned his head quickly, for he seened to hear

sonething: then laid he his finger on his nouth and said: "Cone!"

And inmmediately it becanme still and nysterious round about; fromthe
dept h however there cane up slowy the sound of a clock-bell.
Zarathustra listened thereto, |like the higher nen; then, however, laid
he his finger on his nouth the second time, and said again: "Cone!
Cone! It is getting on to midnight!"- and his voice had changed. But
still he had not noved fromthe spot. Then it becanme yet stiller and
nore nysterious, and everything hearkened, even the ass, and
Zarat hustra's noble animals, the eagle and the serpent,- |ikew se

the cave of Zarathustra and the big cool nopon, and the night itself.
Zar at hustra, however, laid his hand upon his mouth for the third tine,
and sai d:

Cone! Cone! Cone! Let us now wander! It is the hour: |let us wander
into the night!

3.

Ye higher nen, it is getting on to midnight: then will | say
sonething into your ears, as that old clock-bell saith it into mine
ear, -

-As nysteriously, as frightfully, and as cordially as that
m dni ght cl ock-bell speaketh it to ne, which hath experienced nore
t han one nan:

-Which hath already counted the smarting throbbings of your fathers
hearts- ah! ah! howit sigheth! howit laugheth in its dream the old,
deep, deep m dni ght!

Hush! Hush! Then is there many a thing heard which may not be
heard by day; now however, in the cool air, when even all the tumult
of your hearts hath becone still, -

-Now doth it speak, nowis it heard, now doth it steal into
overwakeful , nocturnal souls: ah! ah! how the midnight sigheth! how it
| augheth in its drean

- Hearest thou not how it nysteriously, frightfully, and cordially
speaketh unto thee, the old deep, deep m dnight?

O nan, take heed!

4.

We to nme! Wiither hath time gone? Have | not sunk into deep
wel | s? The worl d sl eepet h-

Ah! Ah! The dog how eth, the noon shineth. Rather will | die, rather
will | die, than say unto you what my mnidni ght-heart now thinketh.

Already have | died. It is all over. Spider, why spinnest thou
around nme? WIt thou have bl ood? Ah! Ah! The dew falleth, the hour
conet h-

-The hour in which | frost and freeze, which asketh and asketh and
asketh: "Wio hath sufficient courage for it?

-Wio is to be naster of the world? Who is going to say: Thus shal
ye flow, ye great and small streans!"

- The hour approacheth: O man, thou hi gher nman, take heed! this
talk is for fine ears, for thine ears- what saith deep mdnight's
voi ce i ndeed?



It carrieth me away, ny soul danceth. Day's-work! Day's-work! Wo is
to be master of the world?

The moon is cool, the wind is still. Ah! Ah! Have ye already flown
hi gh enough? Ye have danced: a |eg, nevertheless, is not a w ng.

Ye good dancers, now is all delight over: wi ne hath becone | ees,
every cup hath becone brittle, the sepul chres nutter

Ye have not flown high enough: now do the sepulchres nmutter: "Free
the dead! Wiy is it so long night? Doth not the noon nake us drunken?"

Ye higher men, free the sepul chres, awaken the corpses! Ah, why doth
the worm still burrow? There approacheth, there approacheth, the
hour, -

-There booneth the clock-bell, there thrilleth still the heart,
there burroweth still the wood-worm the heart-worm Ah! Ah! The world
i s deep!

6.

Sweet lyre! Sweet lyre! | love thy tone, thy drunken, ranunculine
tone!- how |l ong, how far hath come unto me thy tone, fromthe
di stance, fromthe ponds of I|ove!

Thou ol d cl ock-bell, thou sweet |yre! Every pain hath torn thy
heart, father-pain, fathers'-pain, forefathers'-pain; thy speech
hat h becone ri pe, -

-Ripe like the golden autumm and the afternoon, |ike mne
anchorite heart- now sayest thou: The world itself hath becone ripe,
the grape turneth brown,

-Now doth it wish to die, to die of happiness. Ye higher nmen, do
ye not feel it? There welleth up mysteriously an odour

-A perfunme and odour of eternity, a rosy-blessed, brown,
gol d-w ne- odour of ol d happi ness.

-Of drunken nidni ght-death happi ness, which singeth: the world is
deep, and deeper than the day coul d read!

7.

Leave ne al one! Leave nme alone! | amtoo pure for thee. Touch ne
not! Hath not nmy world just now becone perfect?

My skin is too pure for thy hands. Leave nme al one, thou dull,
doltish, stupid day! Is not the nidnight brighter?

The purest are to be masters of the world, the |l east known, the
strongest, the nidnight-souls, who are brighter and deeper than any
day.

O day, thou gropest for me? Thou feelest for nmy happi ness? For
thee am | rich, lonesone, a treasure-pit, a gold chanmber?

O world, thou wantest ne? AmI| worldly for thee? Am| spiritua
for thee? AmI| divine for thee? But day and world, ye are too coarse,

-Have cl everer hands, grasp after deeper happi ness, after deeper
unhappi ness, grasp after sonme God; grasp not after ne:

-M ne unhappi ness, ny happi ness is deep, thou strange day, but yet
am| no God, no CGod' s-hell: deep is its woe.

8.

God's woe is deeper, thou strange world! Grasp at God's woe, not
at me! What am 1! A drunken sweet lyre,-

-A nmdnight-lyre, a bell-frog, which no one understandeth, but which
nmust speak before deaf ones, ye higher nen! For ye do not understand
me!

Gone! Gone! O youth! O noontide! O afternoon! Now have cone



eveni ng and ni ght and m dni ght,- the dog how eth, the w nd:

-Is the wind not a dog? It whineth, it barketh, it how eth. Ah!
Ah! how she sigheth! how she | augheth, how she wheezeth and panteth,
t he midni ght!

How she just now speaketh soberly, this drunken poetess! hath she
per haps overdrunk her drunkenness? hath she becone overawake? doth she
rum nat e?

-Her woe doth she ruminate over, in a dream the old, deep nidnight-
and still nore her joy. For joy, although woe be deep, joy is deeper
still than grief can be.

9.

Thou grape-vi ne! Wiy dost thou praise nme? Have | not cut thee!
am cruel, thou bl eedest-: what neaneth thy praise of nmy drunken
cruelty?

"\What ever hat h becone perfect, everything mature- wanteth to die!l"
so sayest thou. Blessed, blessed be the vintner's knife! But
everything inmature wanteth to live: alas!

We saith: "Hence! Go! Away, thou woe!"™ But everything that
suffereth wanteth to live, that it may become nature and lively and
| ongi ng,

-Longing for the further, the higher, the brighter. "I want
heirs," so saith everything that suffereth, "I want children, | do not
want nysel f,"-

Joy, however, doth not want heirs, it doth not want children,- joy
wanteth itself, it wanteth eternity, it wanteth recurrence, it wanteth
everything eternally-like-itself.

We saith: "Break, bleed, thou heart! Wander, thou |leg! Thou wi ng,
fly! Onward! upward! thou pain!" Well! Cheer up! O nine old heart: We
saith: "Hence! Go!"

10.

Ye hi gher nen, what think ye? Am| a soothsayer? O a dreaner? O
a drunkard? O a dreamreader? O a midnight-bell?

O a drop of dew? O a fume and fragrance of eternity? Hear ye it
not? Smell ye it not? Just now hath ny world becone perfect,
nm dni ght is also nid-day, -

Pain is also a joy, curse is also a blessing, night is also a
sun,- go away! or ye will learn that a sage is also a fool

Said ye ever Yea to one joy? Ony friends, then said ye Yea al so
unto all woe. Al things are enlinked, enlaced and enanoured, -

-Wanted ye ever once to conme tw ce; said ye ever: "Thou pl easest ne
happi ness! Instant! Mnent!" then wanted ye all to come back again!

-All anew, all eternal, all enlinked, enlaced and enanoured, Oh,
then did ye |l ove the world, -

-Ye eternal ones, ye love it eternally and for all time: and al so
unto woe do ye say: Hence! Go! but come back! For joys all want-
eternity!

11.

Al joy wanteth the eternity of all things, it wanteth honey, it
wanteth lees, it wanteth drunken mdnight, it wanteth graves, it
want eth grave-tears' consolation, it wanteth gilded eveni ng-red-

-What doth not joy want! it is thirstier, heartier, hungrier, nore
frightful, nmore nysterious, than all woe: it wanteth itself, it biteth
into itself, the ring's will witheth init,-

-1t wanteth love, it wanteth hate, it is over-rich, it bestoweth, it



throweth away, it beggeth for sone one to take fromit, it thanketh
the taker, it would fain be hated, -

-So richis joy that it thirsteth for woe, for hell, for hate, for
shanme, for the lame, for the world,- for this world, Oh, ye know it
i ndeed!

Ye higher men, for you doth it long, this joy, this irrepressible,
bl essed joy- for your woe, ye failures! For failures, longeth al
eternal joy.

For joys all want thenselves, therefore do they also want grief! O
happi ness, O pain! Ch break, thou heart! Ye higher nen, do learn it,
that joys want eternity.

-Joys want the eternity of all things, they want deep, profound
eternity!

12.

Have ye now | earned ny song? Have ye divined what it would say?
Wl 1! Cheer up! Ye higher nen, sing now ny roundel ay!

Si ng now yoursel ves the song, the name of which is "Once nore,"
the signification of which is "Unto all eternity!"- sing, ye higher
nmen, Zarathustra's roundel ay!

O man! Take heed!
What saith deep midnight's voice indeed?
"I slept ny sleep-,
"From deepest dream |'ve woke, and pl ead: -
"The world is deep,
"And deeper than the day coul d read.
"Deep is its woe-,
"Joy- deeper still than grief can be:
"Wye saith: Hence! Go!
"But joys all want eternity-,
"-Want deep, profound eternity!"”

80. The Sign

I N THE norni ng, however, after this night, Zarathustra junped up
from his couch, and, having girded his |oins, he canme out of his
cave glowing and strong, |ike a nmorning sun coning out of gloony
nount ai ns.

"Thou great star," spake he, as he had spoken once before, "thou
deep eye of happi ness, what would be all thy happiness if thou hadst
not those for whom thou shinest!

And if they remained in their chanbers whilst thou art already
awake, and conmest and bestowest and distributest, how woul d thy
proud nodesty upbraid for it!

Vell! they still sleep, these higher nen, whilst | am awake: they
are not my proper conpanions! Not for themdo | wait here in ny
nount ai ns.

At ny work | want to be, at mnmy day: but they understand not what are
the signs of ny norning, my step- is not for themthe awakeni ng-call.

They still sleep in ny cave; their dreamstill drinketh at ny
drunken songs. The audient ear for nme- the obedient ear, is yet
lacking in their linbs."

-This had Zarathustra spoken to his heart when the sun arose: then
| ooked he inquiringly aloft, for he heard above himthe sharp cal
of his eagle. "Well!" called he upwards, "thus is it pleasing and
proper to ne. Mne animals are awake, for | am awake.

M ne eagle is awake, and like nme honoureth the sun. Wth
eagle-talons doth it grasp at the new light. Ye are mnmy proper aninals;
I love you.



But still do I lack ny proper men!"-

Thus spake Zarathustra; then, however, it happened that all on a
sudden he becane aware that he was fl ocked around and fluttered
around, as if by innunmerable birds,- the whizzing of so nany w ngs,
however, and the crowdi ng around his head was so great that he shut
his eyes. And verily, there came down upon himas it were a cl oud,
like a cloud of arrows which poureth upon a new eneny. But behol d,
here it was a cloud of |ove, and showered upon a new friend.

"What happeneth unto me?" thought Zarathustra in his astonished
heart, and slowy seated hinmself on the big stone which lay close to
the exit fromhis cave. But while he grasped about with his hands,
around him above himand bel ow him and repelled the tender birds,
behol d, there then happened to himsonmething still stranger: for he
grasped thereby unawares into a mass of thick, warm shaggy hair; at
the sanme time, however, there sounded before hima roar,- a long, soft
lion-roar.

"The sign conmeth," said Zarathustra, and a change canme over his
heart. And in truth, when it turned clear before him there lay a
yel l ow, powerful animal at his feet, resting its head on his knee, -
unwilling to | eave himout of |love, and doing |like a dog which again
findeth its old master. The doves, however, were no |l ess eager with
their love than the lion; and whenever a dove whi sked over its nose,
the Iion shook its head and wondered and | aughed.

When all this went on Zarathustra spake only a word: "My children
are nigh, ny children"-, then he becane quite nute. His heart,
however, was | oosed, and fromhis eyes there dropped down tears and
fell upon his hands. And he took no further notice of anything, but
sat there notionless, without repelling the animals further. Then flew
the doves to and fro, and perched on his shoul der, and caressed his
white hair, and did not tire of their tenderness and joyousness. The
strong lion, however, l|icked always the tears that fell on
Zar at hustra's hands, and roared and grow ed shyly. Thus did these
ani mal s do. -

Al'l this went on for a long tinme, or a short tine: for properly
speaking, there is no time on earth for such things-. Meanwhil e,
however, the higher nen had awakened in Zarathustra's cave, and
mar shal | ed thensel ves for a procession to go to neet Zarathustra,
and give himtheir norning greeting: for they had found when they
awakened that he no longer tarried with them When, however, they
reached the door of the cave and the noise of their steps had preceded
them the lion started violently; it turned away all at once from
Zarat hustra, and roaring wildly, sprang towards the cave. The higher
nmen, however, when they heard the lion roaring, cried all aloud as
with one voice, fled back and vanished in an instant.

Zar at hustra hinsel f, however, stunned and strange, rose fromhis
seat, |ooked around him stood there astonished, inquired of his
heart, bethought hinself, and renai ned al one. "Wat did | hear?"
said he at last, slowy, "what happened unto me just now?"

But soon there canme to himhis recollection, and he took in at a
gl ance all that had taken place between yesterday and to-day. "Here is
i ndeed the stone," said he, and stroked his beard, "on it sat |
yester-norn; and here cane the soothsayer unto nme, and here heard
first the cry which | heard just now, the great cry of distress.

O ye higher nmen, your distress was it that the ol d soothsayer
foretold to nme yester-norn, -

-Unto your distress did he want to seduce and tenpt nme: 'O
Zarathustra,' said he to me, 'I cone to seduce thee to thy last sin.'

To ny last sin?" cried Zarathustra, and | aughed angrily at his own
words: "what hath been reserved for nme as ny last sin?"



-And once nore Zarathustra becane absorbed in hinself, and sat
down again on the big stone and neditated. Suddenly he sprang up, -

"Fel |l ow-suffering! Fellowsuffering with the higher nmen!" he cried
out, and his countenance changed into brass. "Well! That- hath had its
time!

My suffering and ny fellow suffering- what nmatter about them Do |
then strive after happiness? | strive after nmy work!

Wl 1! The Iion hath cone, ny children are nigh, Zarathustra hath
grown ripe, nine hour hath cone: -

This is nmy norning, ny day beginneth: arise now, arise, thou great
noont i de! " -

Thus spake Zarathustra and left his cave, glowi ng and strong, like a
nor ni ng sun coni ng out of gl oony nount ai ns.

THE END
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