
Nietzsche on Art

Selections from Later Writings

In Nietzsche’s later writings we continue to see the theme of the

importance of art.  Though no longer presented in the terms of

The Birth of Tragedy, Nietzsche continues to stress the healing

capacity of art through the creation of beautiful illusions without

which we could not live (what in The Birth of Tragedy was

called the Apollinian art drive).  Nietzsche will continue to refer

to the Dionysian in many important passages in his very last

writings, though what Nietzsche means by the Dionysian here is

perhaps best understood not as what he characterized as

Dionysian in The Birth of Tragedy but rather as the product of

that miraculous coupling of Apollinian and Dionysian drives in

the earlier text.  In other words, the Dionysian in the later

writings seems to refer to what he regarded as the highest aim of

art revealed in Greek tragedy—that transfiguration or

metamorphosis in the artist which enables one to affirm life despite its tragic character.  Thus Spoke
Zarathustra, Nietzsche’s literary-philosophical masterpiece, is introduced (in the preceding work The
Gay Science) as a tragedy.  As the work does not have the classical form of a tragedy, it seems what

Nietzsche must have meant in referring to it as a tragedy is that in it the author sought to achieve what he

had identified as the highest aim of tragedy.  The main theme of Thus Spoke Zarathustra is Zarathustra’s

teaching concerning the overhuman (Übermensch), a teaching which concerns the further evolution or

transfiguration of humanity.  In this work the author has taken off the scholar’s hood which marks his

aim in The Birth of Tragedy to put the Socratic question to art and reveal the truth of tragedy.  As

Zarathustra’s speeches rely on rich poetic  metaphorical language rather than straightforward argument,

and considering that some of the most important speeches are really songs (“The Night Song” for

example) it seems Nietzsche in this work learns from the regret expressed concerning his first work in

which he  “should have sung, this "new soul"and not spoken!” ("Attempt at a Self-Criticism" §3).  

A related theme which continues to surface in the later writings is the idea of the lucid dream. 
This idea is hinted at in The Birth of Tragedy.  While the Apollinian art drive, the principle of identity,

the drive to create beautiful illusions  is explicitly connected to dreaming, the Dionysian, in tearing

through the Apollinian veils, might be seen as the experience that shatters the dream.  The coupling of

Apollinian and Dionysian drives in tragedy results not in the waking from the dream, but with the

realization that one is dreaming and must go on dreaming.  In Nietzsche’s later writings this is made

more explicit.  The philosophers of the future Nietzsche looks forward to in The Gay Science and Beyond
Good and Evil are the ones who have awoken, not from the dream to waking reality as Plato conceives

the aim of philosophy, but rather to the fact that they are dreaming.  Or, in other words, these

philosophers of the future will be the ones who recognize that philosophy is art.  The boundary between

philosophy and art collapses, but not in the Romanticist sense in which art reveals the truth of reality, but

rather in the recognition that philosophy is in some sense fiction, that truths are in some sense illusions,

in other words, the product of that Apollinian drive to create beautiful illusions.  It is this crossing of the

boundary between philosophy and art in Nietzsche’s later writings that some have regarded as the

starting point of postmodern thought.   The application to art can be seen in those works of art, like in the

paintings of Magritte, in which the artist more self-consciously recognizes his or her artifice. 

Nietzsche, Edvard Munch, 1906
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The Gay Science

No, if we convalescents still need art, it is another kind of art—a mocking, light, fleeting, divinely

untroubled, divinely artificial art that, like a pure flame, licks into unclouded skies. Above all, an art for

artists, for artists only! We know better afterward what above all is needed for this: cheerfulness, any

cheerfulness, my friends—also as artists: let me prove it. There are a few things we now know too well,

we knowing ones: oh, how we now learn to forget well, and to be good at not knowing, as artists!  

And as for our future, one will hardly find us again on the paths of those Egyptian youths who

endanger temples by night, embrace statues, and want by all means to unveil, uncover, and put into a

bright light whatever is kept concealed for good reasons. No, this bad taste, this will to truth, to "truth at

any price," this youthful madness in the love of truth have lost their charm for us: for that we are too

experienced, too serious, too merry, too burned, too profound. We no longer believe that truth remains

truth when the veils are withdrawn; we have lived too much to believe this. Today we consider it a matter

of decency not to wish to see everything naked, or to be present at everything, or to understand and

"know" everything.

"Is it true that God is present everywhere?" a little girl asked her mother; "I think that's

indecent"—a hint for philosophers! One should have more respect for the bashfulness with wich nature

has hidden behind riddles and iridescent uncertainties. Perhaps truth is a woman who has reasons for

letting us see her reasons? Perhaps her name is—to speak Greek—Baubo?

Oh, those Greeks! They knew how to live. What is required for that is to stop courageously at the

surface, the fold, the skin, to adore appearance, to believe in forms, tones, words, in the whole Olympus

of appearance. Those Greeks were superficial—out of profundity. And is not this precisely what we are

again coming back to, we daredevils of the spirit who have climbed the highest and most dangerous peak

of present thought and looked around from up there—we who have looked down from there? Are we not,

precisely in this respect, Greeks? Adorers of forms, of tones, of words? And therefore—artists? (GS
Preface, 4)

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

like to turn your emptiness into a matter of pride and an ornament: you call yourselves realists and hint

that the world really is the way it appears to you. As if reality stood unveiled before you only, and you

yourselves were perhaps the best part of it—O you beloved images of Sais! But in your unveiled state are

not even you still very passionate and dark creatures compared to fish, and still far too similar to an artist

in love? You are still burdened with those estimates of things that have their origin in the passions and

loves of former centuries. Your sobriety still contains a secret and inextinguishable drunkenness. Your

love of "reality," for example—oh, that is a primeval "love." Every feeling and sensation contains a piece

of this old love; and some fantasy, some prejudice, some unreason, some ignorance, some fear, and ever

so much else has contributed to it and worked on it. That mountain there! That cloud there! What is

"real" in that? Subtract the phantasm and every human contribution from it, my sober friends! If you can! 

If you can forget your descent, your past, your training—all of your humanity and animality. There is no

"reality" for us—not for you either, my sober friends. We are not nearly as different as you think, and

perhaps our good will to transcend intoxication is a respectable as your faith that you are altogether

incapable of intoxication. (GS 57) 

  

Only as creators! —This has given me the greatest trouble and still does: to realize what things

are called is comparably more important than what they are. The reputation, name, appearance

[Anschein], the usual measure and weight of a thing, what it counts for—originally almost always wrong

and arbitrary, thrown over things like a dress and altogether foreign to their nature and even to their
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skin—all this grows from generation unto generation, merely because people believe in it, until it

gradually grows to be part of the thing and turns into its very body. What at first was appearance [Schein]

becomes in the end, almost invariably, the essence and is effective as essence. How foolish it would be to

suppose that one only needs to point out this origin and this misty shroud of delusion in order to destroy
the world that counts for real, so-called "reality." We can destroy only as creators. —But let us not forget

this either: it is enough to create new names and estimations and probabilities in order to create in the

long run new "things." (GS 58)

 

We artists.—When we love a woman, we easily conceive a hatred for nature on account of all the

repulsive natural functions to which every woman is subject. We prefer not to think of all this; but when

our soul touches on these matters for once, it shrugs as it were and looks contemptuously at nature: we

feel insulted; nature seems to encroach on our possessions, and with the profanest hands at that. Then we

refuse to pay any heed to physiology and decree secretly: "I want to hear nothing about the fact that a

human being is something more than soul and form." "The human being under the skin" is for all lovers a

horror and unthinkable, a blasphemy against God and love.

Well, as lovers still feel about nature and natural functions, every worshiper of God and his "holy

omnipotence" formerly felt: everything said about nature by astronomers, geologists, physiologists, or

physicians, struck him as an encroachment into his precious possessions and hence as an attack—and a

shameless one at that. Even "natural law" sounded to him like a slander against God; really he would

have much preferred to see all of mechanics derived from acts of a moral will or an arbitrary will. But

since nobody was able to render him this service, he ignored nature and mechanics as best he could and

lived in a dream. Oh, these men of former times knew how to dream and did not find it necessary to go to

sleep first. And we men of today still master this art all too well, despite all of our good will toward the

day and staying awake. It is quite enough to love, to hate, to desire, simply to feel—and right away the

spirit and power of the dream overcome us, and with our eyes open, coldly contemptuous of all danger,

we climb up on the most hazardous paths to scale the roofs and spires of fantasy—without any sense of

dizziness, as if we had been born to climb, we somnabulists of the day! We artists! We veilers of what is

natural! We are moonstruck and God-struck. We wander, still as death, unwearied, on heights that we do

not see as heights but as plains, as our safety. (GS 59)

What should win our gratitude.—Only artists, and especially those of the theatre, have given men

eyes and ears to see and hear with some pleasure what each man is himself, experiences himself, desires

himself; only they have taught us to esteem the hero that is concealed in everyday characters; only they

have taught us the art of viewing ourselves as heroes—from a distance and, as it were, simplified and

transfigured—the art of staging and watching ourselves. Only in this way can we deal with some base

details in ourselves. Without this art we would be nothing but foreground and live entirely in the spell of

that perspective which makes what is closest at hand and most vulgar appear as if it were vast, and reality

itself.

Perhaps one should concede a similar merit to the religion that made men see the sinfulness of

every single individual through a magnifying glass, turning the sinner into a great, immortal criminal. By

surrounding him with eternal perspectives, it taught man to see himself from a distance and as something

past and whole. (GS 78)  

Art and nature. . . . We have developed a need that we cannot satisfy in reality: to hear people in

the most difficult situations speak well and at length; we are delighted when the tragic hero still finds

words, reasons, eloquent gestures, and altogether intellectual brightness, where life approaches abysses

and men in reality usually lose their heads and certainly linguistic felicity. This kind of deviation from
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nature is perhaps the most agreeable repast for human pride: for its sake man loves art as the expression

of a lofty, heroic unnaturalness and convention. . . . 

The Greeks went far, very far in this respect—alarmingly far. Just as they made the stage as

narrow as possible and denied themselves any effects by means of deep backgrounds; just as they made

facial expressions and easy movements impossible for the actor and transformed him into a solemn, stiff,

masked bogey—they also deprived passion itself of any deep background and dictated to it a law of

beautiful speeches. Indeed, they did everything to counteract the elementary effect of images that might

arouse fear and pity—for they did not want fear and pity. Giving all honor—and the highest honors—to

Aristotle, he certainly did not hit the nail, much less on the head, when he discussed the ultimate end of

Greek tragedy. Just look at the Greek tragic poets to see what it was that most excited their industry, their

inventiveness, their competition: certainly not the attempt to overwhelm the spectator with sentiments.

The Athenian went to the theater in order to hear beautiful speeches. And beautiful speeches were what

concerned Sophocles: pardon the heresy! (GS 80)

On the origin of poetry.. . . There was an even stranger notion that may have contributed most of

all to the origin of poetry. Among the Pythagoreans it appears as a philosophical doctrine and an artifice

in education; but long before there were any philosophers, music was credited with the power of

discharging the emotions, of purifying the soul, of easing the ferocia animi —precisely by means of

rhythm. When proper tension and harmony of the soul had been lost, one had to dance, following the

singer’s beat: that was the prescription of this therapy. That is how Terpander put an end to a riot, how

Empedocles soothed a raging maniac, and how Damon purified a youth who was pining away, being in

love; and this was also the cure one tried to apply to the gods when the desire for revenge had made them

rabid. Above all, one sought to push the exuberance and giddiness of the emotions to the ultimate

extreme and giddiness of the emotions to the ultimate extreme, making those who were in a rage entirely

mad; and the vengeful, frenzied with lust for revenge. All orgiastic cults aim at discharging the ferocia of

some deity all at once, turning it into an orgy, in order that the deity should feel freer and calmer

afterward and leave man in peace. . . (GS 84)

The good and the beautiful.—Artists continually glorify—they do noting else—all those states

and things that are reputed to give man the opportunity to feel good for once, or great, or intoxicated, or

cheerful, or well and wise. . . . (GS 85)

Of the theatre.— I had strong and elevated feelings again today, and if I could have music and art

in the evening, I know very well what sort of music and art I do not want—namely, the kind that tries to

intoxicate the audience and force it to the height of a moment of strong and elevated feelings. . . . (GS 86)

Of the vanity of artists.—I believe that artists often do not know what they can do best, because

they are too vain and have fixed their minds on something prouder than those small plants seem to be that

really can grow on their soil to perfection and are new, strange, and beautiful. They do not think much of

what is actually good in their own garden or vineyard; and their love and insight are not of the same

order. . . . (GS 87)

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

with these words! The very same views and types of proof and scrutiny that a thinker may consider a

frivolity in himself to which he has succumbed on this or that occasion to his shame—these very same

views may give an artist who encounters them and lives with them for a while the feeling that he has now

become deeply serious about truth and that it is admirable how he, although an artist, has at the same
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time the most serious desire for the opposite of mere appearance (Scheinenden). Thus it can happen that a

man’s emphatic seriousness shows how superficial and modest his spirit has been all along when playing

with knowledge.—And does not everything that we take seriously betray us? It always shows what has

weight for us and what does not. (GS 88)

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

of festivals? Formerly, all works of art adorned the great festival road of humanity, to commemorate high

and happy moments. Now one uses works of art to lure aside from the great via dolorosa [road of

suffering] of humanity those who are wretched, exhausted, and sick, and to offer them a brief lustful

moment—a little intoxication (Rausch) and madness. (GS 89)

Our ultimate gratitude to art.—If we had not welcomed the arts and invented this kind of cult of

the untrue, then the realization of general untruth and mendaciousness that now comes to us through

science—the realization that delusion and error are conditions of human knowledge and

sensation—would be utterly unbearable. Honesty would lead to nausea and suicide. But now there is a

counterforce against our honesty that helps us to avoid such consequences: art as the good will to

appearance (Schein). We do not always keep our eyes from rounding off something and, as it were,

finishing the poem; and then it is no longer eternal imperfection that we carry across the river of

becoming—then we have the sense of carrying a goddess, and feel proud and childlike as we perform this

service. As an aesthetic phenomenon existence is still bearable for us, and art furnishes us with eyes and

hands and above all the good conscience to be able to turn ourselves into such a phenomenon. At times

we need a rest from ourselves by looking upon, by looking down upon, ourselves and, from an artistic

distance, laughing over ourselves or weeping over ourselves. We must discover the hero no less than the

fool in our passion for knowledge; we must occasionally find pleasure in our folly, or we cannot continue

to find pleasure in our wisdom. Precisely because we are at bottom grave and serious human

beings—really, more weights than human beings—nothing does us as much good as a fool's cap: we need

it in relation to ourselves—we need all exuberant, floating, dancing, mocking, childish, and blissful art

lest we lose the freedom above things that our ideal demands of us. It would mean a relapse for us, with

our irritable honesty, to get involved entirely in morality and, for the sake of the over-severe demands

that we make on ourselves in these matters, to become virtuous monsters and scarecrows. We should be

able also to stand above morality—and not only to stand with the anxious stiffness of a man who is

afraid of slipping and falling any moment, but also to float above it and play. How then could we

possibly dispense with art—and with the fool? —And al long as you are in any way ashamed before

yourselves, you do not yet belong with us. (GS 107)

 

Origin of knowledge. . . .Thus the strength of knowledge does not depend on its degree of truth

but on its age, on the degree to which it has been incorporated, on its character as a condition of life.

Where life and knowledge seemed to be at odds there was never any real fight, but denial and doubt were

simply considered madness. Those exceptional thinkers, like the Eleatics, who nevertheless posited and

clung to the opposites of natural errors, believed that it was possible to live in accordance with those

opposites: they invented the sage as the man who was unchangeable and impersonal, the man of the

universality of intuition who was One and All at the same time, with a special capacity for his inverted

knowledge: they had the faith that their knowledge was also a principle of life. But in order to claim all of

this, they had to deceive themselves about their own state: they had to attribute to themselves, fictiously,

impersonality and changeless duration; they had to misapprehend the nature of the knower; they had to

deny the role of the drives [Triebe] in knowledge; and quite generally had to conceive of reason as a

completely free and spontaneous activity. They shut their eyes to the fact that they, too, had arrived at
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their propositions through opposition to common sense, or owing to a desire for tranquility, for sole

possession, or for dominion. The subtler development of honesty and skepticism eventually made these

people, too, impossible; their ways of living and judging were seen to be also dependent upon the

primordial drives and basic errors of all sentient existence. . . .

Thus knowledge became a piece of life itself, and hence a continually growing power—until

eventually knowledge collided with those primeval basic errors: two lives, two powers, both in the same

human being. A thinker is now that being in whom the drive for truth and those life-preserving errors

clash for their first fight, after the impulse for truth has proved to be also a life-preserving power.

Compared to the significance of this fight, everything else is a matter of indifference: the ultimate

question about the conditions of life has been posed here, and we confront the first attempt [Versuch] to

answer this question by experiment. To what extent can truth endure incorporation? That is the question;

that is the experiment. (GS 110)

 

Life no argument.—We have arranged for ourselves a world in which we can live—by positing

bodies, lines, planes, causes and effects, motion and rest, form and content; without these articles of faith

nobody could endure life. But that does not prove them. Life is no argument. The conditions of life might

include error. (GS 121)  

For the new year.—I still live, I still think: I still have to live, for I still have to think. Sum, ergo
cogito: cogito, ergo sum. Today everybody permits himself the expression of his wish and his dearest

thought; hence I, too, shall say what it is that I wish from myself today, and what was the first thought to

run across my heart this year—what thought shall be for me the reason, warranty, and sweetness of my

life henceforth. I want to learn more and more to see as beautiful what is necessary in things; then I shall

be one of those who make things beautiful. Amor fati: let that be my love henceforth! I do not want to

wage war against what is ugly. I do not want to accuse; I do not even want to accuse those who accuse.

Looking away shall be my only negation. And all in all and on the whole: some day I wish to be only a

Yes-sayer. (GS 276)

One thing is needful.—To "give style" to one's character—a great and rare art! It is practiced by

those who survey all the strengths and weaknesses of their nature and then fit them into an artistic plan

until every one of them appears as art and reason and even weaknesses delight the eye. Here a large mass

of second nature has been added; there a piece of original nature has been removed—both times through

long practice and daily work at it. Here the ugly that could not be removed is concealed; there it has been

reinterpreted and made sublime. . . . For one thing is needful: that a human being should attain
satisfaction with himself, whether it be by means of this or that poetry and art; only then is a human

being at all tolerable to behold. Whoever is dissatisfied with himself is continually ready for revenge, and

we others will be his victims, only by having to endure his ugly sight. For the sight of what is ugly makes

one bad and gloomy. (GS 290)

What one should learn from artists.—How can we make things beautiful, attractive, desirable for

us when they are not? And I think that in themselves they never are. Here we could learn something . . .

from artists who are really continually trying to bring off such inventions and feats. Moving away from

things until there is a good deal that one no longer sees and there is much that our eye has to add if we

are still to see them at all; or seeing things around a corner and as cut out and framed; or to place them so

that they partially conceal each other and grant us only glimpses of perspectival views; or looking at them

through tinted glass or in the light of the sunset; or giving them a surface and skin that is not fully

transparent—all this we should learn from artists while being wiser than they are in other matters. For
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with them this subtle power usually comes to an end where art ends and life begins; but we want to be the

poets of our life—first of all in the smallest, most everyday matters. (GS 299)

 

The delusion of the contemplatives. . . he calls his own nature contemplative and overlooks that

he himself is really the poet who keeps creating this life. . . . We who think and feel at the same time are

those who really continually fashion something that is not there yet: the whole eternally growing world of

valuations, colors, accents, perspectives, scales, affirmations, and negations. This poem that we have

invented is continually studied by so-called practical human beings . . . who learn their roles and translate

everything into flesh and actuality, into the everyday. Whatever has value in our world now does not

have value in itself, according to its nature—nature is always value-less, but has been given value at

some time, as a present—and it was we who gave and bestowed it. Only we have created the world that
concerns humanity! —But precisely this knowledge we lack, and when we occasionally catch it for a

fleeting moment we always forget it again immediately; we fail to recognize our best power and

underestimate ourselves, the contemplatives, just a little. We are neither as proud nor as happy as we

might be. (GS 301)

 

Long live physics! . . .  What? You admire the categorical imperative within you? This

“firmness” of your so-called moral judgment? This “unconditional” feeling that “here everyone must

judge as I do”? Rather admire your selfishness at this point. And the blindness, pettiness, and frugality of

your selfishness. For it is selfish to experience one’s own judgment as a universal law; and this

selfishness is blind, petty, and frugal because it betrays that you have not yet discovered yourself nor

created for yourself an ideal of your own, your very own—for that could never be somebody else’s and

much less that of all, all!

Anyone who still judges "in this case everybody would have to act like this" has not yet taken

five steps toward self-knowledge. Otherwise he would know that there neither are nor can be actions that

are the same; that every action that has ever been done was done in an altogether unique and irretrievable

way, and that this will be equally true of every future action; that all regulations about actions relate only

to their coarse exterior (even the most inward and subtle regulations of all moralities so far); that these

regulations may lead to some semblance of sameness [Schein der Gleichheit], but really only to some
semblance [Schein]; that as one contemplates or looks back upon any action at all, it is and remains

impenetrable; that our opinions about "good" and "noble" and "great" can never be proved true by our

actions because every action is unknowable; that our opinions, valuations, and tables of what is good

certainly belong among the most powerful levers in the involved mechanism of our actions, but that in

any particular case the law of their mechanism is demonstrable.

Let us therefore limit ourselves to the purification of our opinions and valuations and to the

creation of our own new tables of what is good, and let us stop brooding about the "moral value of our

actions"! Yes, my friends, regarding all the moral chatter of some about others it is time to feel nauseous.

Sitting in moral judgment should offend our taste. Let us leave such chatter and such bad taste to those

who have nothing else to do but drag the past a few steps further through the time and who never live in

the present—which is to say the many, the great majority. We, however, want to become those we
are—human beings who are new, unique, incomparable, who give themselves laws, who create

themselves! To that end we must become the best learners and discoverers of everything that is lawful

and necessary in the world: we must become physicists in order to be able to be creators in this

sense—while hitherto all valuations and ideals have been based on ignorance of physics or were

constructed so as to contradict it. Therefore: long live physics! And even more so that which compels us

to turn to physics—our honesty. (GS 335)
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Vita femina.—For seeing the ultimate beauties of a work, no knowledge or good will is

sufficient; this requires the rarest of lucky accidents: The clouds that veil these peaks have to lift for once

so that we see them glowing in the sun. Not only do we have to stand in precisely the right spot in order

to see this, but the unveiling must have been accomplished by our own soul because it needed some

external expression and parable, as if it were a matter of having something to hold on to and retain

control of itself. But it is so rare for all of this to coincide that I am inclined to believe that the highest

peaks of everything good, whether it be a work, a deed, humanity, or nature, have so far remained

concealed and veiled from the great majority and even from the best human beings. But what does unveil

itself for us, unveils itself for us once only.

The Greeks, to be sure, prayed: "Everything beautiful twice and even three times!" They

implored the gods with good reason, for ungodly reality gives us the beautiful either not at all or once

only. I mean to say that the world is overfull of beautiful things but nevertheless poor, very poor when it

comes to beautiful moments and unveilings of these things. But perhaps this is the most powerful magic

of life: it is covered by a veil interwoven with gold, a veil of beautiful possibilities, sparkling with

promise, resistance, bashfulness, mockery, pity, and seduction. Yes, life is a woman. (GS 339)

 

The meaning of our cheerfulness.—The greatest recent event—that “God is dead,” that the belief

in the Christian god has become unbelievable—is already beginning to cast its first shadows over Europe.

For the few at least, whose eyes—the suspicion in whose eyes is strong and subtle enough for this

spectacle, some sun seems to have set and some ancient and profound trust has been turned into doubt; to

them our old world must appear daily more like evening, more mistrustful, stranger, “older.” But in the

main one may say: The event itself is far too great, too distant, too remote from the multitude’s capacity

for comprehension even for the tidings of it to be thought of as having arrived as yet. Much less may one

suppose that many people know as yet what this event really means—and how much must collapse now

that this faith has been undermined because it was built upon this faith, propped up by it, grown into it;

for example, the whole of our European morality. This long plenitude and sequence of breakdown,

destruction, ruin, and cataclysm that is now impending—who could guess enough of it today to be

compelled to play the teacher and advance proclaimer of this monstrous logic of terror, the prophet of a

gloom and an eclipse of the sun whose like has probably never yet occurred on earth?

Even we born guessers or riddles who are, as it were, waiting on the mountains, posted between

today and tomorrow, stretched in the contradiction between today and tomorrow, we firstlings and

premature births of the coming century, to whom the shadows that must soon envelop Europe really

should have appeared by now—why is it that even we look forward to the approaching gloom without

any real sense of involvement and above all without any worry and fear for ourselves? Are we perhaps

still too much under the impression of the initial consequences of this event—and these initial

consequences, the consequences for ourselves, are quite the opposite of what one might perhaps expect:

They are not at all sad and gloomy but rather like a new scarcely describable kind of light, happiness,

relief, exhilaration, encouragement, dawn.

Indeed, we philosophers and "free spirits" feel, when we hear the news that "the old god is dead,"

as if a new dawn shone upon us; our heart overflows with gratitude, amazement, premonitions,

expectation. At long last the horizon appears free to us again, even if it should not be bright; at long last

our ships may venture out again, venture out to face any danger; all the daring of the lover of knowledge

is permitted again; the sea, our sea, lies open again; perhaps there has never yet been such an "open sea."

(GS 343)

 

How we, too, are still pious. . . . Consequently, “will to truth” does not mean “I will not allow

myself to be deceived” but—there is no alternative—“I will not deceive, not even myself”; and with that
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we stand on moral ground. For you only have to ask yourself carefully, “Why do you not want to

deceive?” especially if it should seem—and it does seem!—as if life aimed at semblance, meaning error,

deception, simulation, delusion, self-delusion, and when the great sweep of life has actually always

shown itself to be on the side of the most unscrupulous polytropoi. Charitably interpreted, such a resolve

might perhaps be a quixotism, a minor slightly mad enthusiasm; but it might also be something more

serious, namely, a principle that is hostile to life and destructive. —“Will to truth” that might be a

concealed will to death. . . . (GS 344)

On the "genius of the species". . . . This is the essence of phenomenalism and perspectivism as I

understand them: Owing to the nature of animal consciousness, the world of which we can become

conscious is only a surface-and sign-world, a world that is made common and meaner; whatever becomes

conscious becomes by the same token shallow, thin, relatively stupid, general, sign, herd signal; all

becoming conscious involves a great and thorough corruption, falsification, reduction to superficialities,

and generalization. Ultimately, the growth of consciousness becomes a danger; and anyone who lives

among the most conscious Europeans even knows that it is a disease.  

You will guess that it is not the opposition of subject and object that concerns me here: This

distinction I leave to the epistemologists who have become entangled in the snares of grammar (the

metaphysics of the people). It is even less the opposition of “thing-in-itself” and appearance; for we do

not “know” nearly enough to be entitled to any such distinction.We simply lack any organ for knowledge

[der Erkennen], for "truth": we "know" (or believe or imagine) just as much as may be useful in the

interests of the human herd, the species; and even what is here called "utility" is ultimately also a mere

belief, something imaginary, and perhaps precisely that most calamitous stupidity of which we shall

perish some day. (GS 354)

  

How things will become ever more artistic in Europe.—Even today, in our time of transition

when so many factors cease to compel men, the care to make a living still compels almost all Europeans

to adopt a particular role, the so-called occupation. A few retain the freedom, a merely apparent freedom,

to choose this role for themselves; for most men it is chosen. . . .But there are opposite ages, really

democratic, where people give up this faith, and a certain cocky faith and opposite point of view advance

more and more into the foreground—the Athenian faith that first becomes noticeable in the Periclean

age, the faith of the Americans today that is more and more becoming the European faith as well: The

individual becomes convinced that he can do just about everything and can manage any role, and

everybody experiments with himself, improvises, makes new experiments, enjoys his experiments; and

all nature ceases and becomes art. . . . (GS 356)

The first distinction to be made regarding works of art.—All thought, poetry, painting,

compositions, even buildings and sculptures, belong either to monological art or to art before witnesses.

In the second class we must include even the apparently monological art that involves faith in God, the

whole lyricism of prayer. For the pious there is as yet no solitude; this invention was made only by us,

the godless. I do not know of any more profound difference in the whole orientation of an artist than this,

whether he looks at his work in progress (at “himself”) from the point of view of the witness, or whether

he “has forgotten the world,” which is the essential feature of all monological art; it is based on

forgetting, it is the music of forgetting. (GS 367)

Our side by side. —Don’t we have to admit to ourselves, we artists, that there is an uncanny difference

within us between our taste and our creative power? They stand oddly side by side, separately, and each

grows in its own way. I mean, they have altogether different degrees and tempi of old, young, mature,
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mellow and rotten. . . and this is what I should like to call to the attention of artists. Consider a

continually creative person, a “mother” type in the grand sense, one who knows and hears nothing any

more except about the pregnancies and deliveries of his spirit, one who simply lacks the time to reflect on

himself and his work and to make comparisons, one who no longer has any desire to assert his taste and

who simply forgets it, without caring in the least whether it still stands, or lies, or falls—such a person

might perhaps eventually produce works that far excel his own judgment, so that he utters stupidities

about them and himself—utters them and believes them. This seems to me to be almost the norm among

fertile artists—nobody knows a child less well than its parents do—and it is true even in the case, to take

a tremendous example, of the whole world of Greek art and poetry: it never “knew” what it did. (GS 369)

What is romanticism?—It may perhaps be recalled, at least among my friends, that initially I

approached the modern world with a few crude errors and overestimations and, in any case, hopefully. . .

.You see, what I failed to recognize at that time both in philosophical pessimism and in German music

was what is really their distinctive character—their romanticism.
What is romanticism?—Every art, every philosophy may be viewed as a remedy and an aid in the

service of growing and struggling life; they always presuppose suffering and sufferers. But there are two

kinds of sufferers: first, those who suffer from the over-fullness of life—they want a Dionysian art and

likewise a tragic view of life, a tragic insight—and then those who suffer from the impoverishment of life
and seek rest, stillness, calm seas, redemption from themselves through art and knowledge, or

intoxication [Rausch], convulsions, anaesthesia, and madness. All romanticism in art and insight

corresponds to the dual needs of the latter type, and that included (and includes) Schopenhauer as well as

Richard Wagner, to name the two most famous and pronounced romantics whom I misunderstood at that

time. . . .  He that is richest in the fullness of life, the Dionysian god and man, cannot only afford the

sight of the terrible and questionable but even the terrible deed and any luxury of destruction,

decomposition, and negation. In his case, what is evil, absurd, and ugly seems, as it were, permissible,

owing to an excess of procreating, fertilizing energies that can still turn any desert into lush farmland. . . . 

Regarding all aesthetic values I now avail myself of this main distinction: I ask in every instance,

"is it hunger or superabundance that has here become creative?" At first glance, another distinction may

seem preferable—it is far more obvious—namely the question whether the desire to fix, to immortalize,

the desire for being prompted creation, or the desire for destruction, for change, for future, for becoming.

But both of these kinds of desire are seen to be ambiguous when one considers them more closely; they

can be interpreted in accordance with the first scheme that is, as it seems to me preferable. The desire for

destruction, change, and becoming can be an expression of an overflowing energy that is pregnant with

future (my term for this is, as is known "Dionysian"); but it can also be the hatred of the ill-constituted,

disinherited, and underpriviledged, who destroy, must destroy, because what exists, indeed all existence,

all being, outrages and provokes them. To understand this feeling, consider our anarchists closely. 

The will to immortalize also requires a dual interpretation. It can be prompted, first, by gratitude

and love; art with this origin will always be an art of apotheoses, perhaps dithyrambic like Rubens, or

blissfully mocking like Hafiz, or bright and gracious like Goethe, spreading a Homeric light and glory

over all things. But it can also be the tyrannic will of one who suffers deeply, who struggles, is

tormented, and would like to turn what is most personal, singular, and narrow, the real idiosyncracy of

his suffering, into a blinding law and compulsion—one who, as it were, revenges himself on all things by

forcing his own image, the image of his torture, on them, branding them with it. . . . (GS 370) 

Our new infinite.—How far the perspective character of existence extends or indeed whether existence

has any other character than this; whether existence without interpretation, without "sense," does not

become "nonsense"; whether, on the other hand, all existence is not essentially actively engaged in
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interpretation—that cannot be decided even by the most industrious and most scrupulously conscientious

analysis and self-examination of the intellect; for in the course of this analysis the human intellect cannot

avoid seeing itself in its own perspectives, and only in these. We cannot look around our own corner: it is

a hopeless curiosity that wants to know what other kinds of intellects and perspectives there might be . . .

But I should think that today we are at least far from the ridiculous immodesty that would be involved in

decreeing from our corner that perspectives are permitted only from this corner. Rather has the world

become "infinite" for us all over again, inasmuch as we cannot reject the possibility that it may include
infinite interpretations. (GS 374)

Beyond Good and Evil

Supposing truth is a woman—what then? Are there not grounds for the suspicion that all

philosophers, insofar as they were dogmatists, have been very inexpert about women? That the gruesome

seriousness, the clumsy obtrusiveness with which they have usually approached truth so far have been

awkward and very improper methods for winning a woman's heart? What is certain is that she has not

allowed herself to be won—and today every kind of dogmatism is left standing dispirited and

discouraged. If it is left standing at all! For there are scoffers who claim that it has fallen, that all

dogmatism lies on the ground—even more, that all dogmatism is dying. . . . 

Let us not be ungrateful to it, although it must certainly be conceded that the worst, most durable,

and most dangerous of all errors so far was a dogmatist's error—namely, Plato's invention of the pure

spirit and the good as such. But now that it is overcome, now that Europe is breathing freely again after

this nightmare and at least can enjoy a healthier—sleep, we, whose task is wakefulness itself, are the heirs

of all that strength which has been fostered by the fight against this error. To be sure, it meant standing

truth on her head and denying perspective, the basic condition of all life, when one spoke of spirit and the

good as Plato did. Indeed, as a physician one might ask: "How could the most beautiful growth of

antiquity, Plato, contract such a disease? Did the wicked Socrates corrupt him after all? Could Socrates

have been the corrupter of youth after all? And did he deserve his hemlock?" . . . (BGE, Preface)

The will to truth which will still tempt us to many a venture, that famous truthfulness of which

all philosophers so far have spoken with respect—what questions has this will to truth not laid before us!

What strange, wicked, questionable questions! That is a long story even now—and yet it seems as if it

had scarcely begun. Is it any wonder that we should finally become suspicious, lose patience, and turn

away impatiently? that we should finally learn from this Sphinx to ask questions, too? Who is it really

that puts questions to us here? What in us really wants "truth"?

Indeed we came to a long halt at the question about the cause of this will—until we finally came

to a complete stop before a still more basic question. We asked about the value of this will. Suppose we

want truth: why not rather untruth? and uncertainty? even ignorance?

The problem of the value of truth came before us—or was it we who came before the problem?

Who of us is Oedipus here? Who the Sphinx? It is a rendezvous, it seems, of questions and question

marks.

And though it scarcely seems credible, it finally almost seems to us as if the problem had never

even been put so far—as if we were the first to see it, fix it with our eyes, and risk it. For it does involve

a risk, and perhaps there is none that is greater. (BGE 1)

The falseness of a judgment is for us not necessarily an objection to a judgment; in this respect our new

language may sound strangest. The question is to what extent it is life-promoting, life-preserving,

species-preserving, perhaps even species-cultivating. And we are fundamentally inclined to claim that the
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falsest judgments (which include the synthetic judgments a priori) are the most indispensable for us; that

without accepting the fictions of logic, without measuring reality against the purely invented world of the

unconditional and self-identical, without a constant falsification of the world by means of numbers, man

could not live that renouncing false judgments would mean renouncing life and a denial of life. To

recognize untruth as a condition of life that certainly means resisting accustomed value feelings in a

dangerous way; and a philosophy that risks this would by that token alone place itself beyond good and

evil. (BGE 4)

Gradually it has become clear to me what every great philosophy so far has been: namely, the

personal confession of its author and a kind of involuntary and unconscious memoir; also that the moral

(or immoral) intentions in every philosophy constituted the real germ of life from which the whole plant

had grown.

Indeed, if one would explain how the abstrusest metaphysical claims of a philosopher really

came about, it is always well (and wise) to ask first: at what morality does all this (does he) aim?

Accordingly, I do not believe that a "drive to knowledge" is the father of philosophy; but rather that

another drive has, here as elsewhere, employed understanding (and misunderstanding) as a mere

instrument. But anyone who considers the basic drives of man to see to what extent they may have been

at play just here as inspiring spirits (or demons and kobolds) will find that all of them have done

philosophy at some time—and that every one of them would like only too well to represent just itself as

the ultimate purpose of existence and the legitimate master of all the other drives. For every drive wants

to be master—and it attempts to philosophize in that spirit. (BGE 6)

O sancta simplicitas!  In what strange simplification and falsification man lives!  One can never

cease wondering once one has acquired eyes for this marvel!  How we have made everything around us

clear and free and easy and simple!  How we have been able to give our senses a passport to everything

superficial, our thoughts a divine desire for wanton leaps and wrong inferences!  How from the beginning

we have contrived to retain our ignorance in order to enjoy an almost inconceivable freedom, lack of

scruple and caution, heartiness, and gaiety of life—in order to enjoy life!  And only on this now solid,

granite foundation of ignorance could knowledge rise so far—the will to knowledge on the foundation of

a far more powerful will: the will to ignorance, to the uncertain, to the untrue!  Not as it opposite,

but—as its refinement!

Even if language, here as elsewhere, will not get over its awkwardness, and will continue to talk

of opposites where there are only degrees and many subtleties of gradation; even if the inveterate

Tartuffery of morals, which now belongs to our unconquerable "flesh and blood," infects the words even

of those of us who know better—here and there we understand it and laugh at the way in which precisely

science at its best seeks most to keep us in this simplified, thoroughly artificial, suitably constructed and

suitably falsified world—at the way in which, willy-nilly, it loves error, because, being alive, it loves life

(BGE 24)

Forgive me the joke of this gloomy grimace and trope; for I myself have learned long ago to

think differently, to estimate differently with regard to deceiving and being deceived, and I keep in

reserve at least a couple of jostles for the blind rage with which the philosophers resist being deceived.

Why not? It is no more than a moral prejudice that truth is worth more than mere appearance ; it is even

the worst proved assumption there is in the world. Let at least this much be admitted: there would be no

life at all if not on the basis of perspective estimates and appearances; and if, with the virtuous

enthusiasm and clumsiness of some philosophers, one wanted to abolish the "apparent  world" altogether

well suppose you could do that, at least nothing would be left of your "truth" either. Indeed, what forces
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us at all to suppose that there is an essential opposition of "true" and "false"? Is it not sufficient to

assume degrees of apparentness and, as it were, lighter and darker shadows and shades of appearance

different "values," to use the language of painters? Why couldn't the world that concerns us be a fiction?

(BGE 34) 

A new species of philosophers is coming up: I venture to baptize them with a name that is not

free of danger. As I unriddle them, insofar as they allow themselves to be unriddled for it belongs to their

nature to want to remain riddles at some point these philosophers of the future may have a right it might

also be a wrong to be called (at)tempters (Versucher). This name itself is in the end a mere attempt

(Versuch) and, if you will, a temptation (Versuchung). (BGE 42)

Are these coming philosophers new friends of "truth"? That is probable enough, for all

philosophers so far have loved their truths. But they will certainly not be dogmatists. It must offend their

pride, also their taste, if their truth is supposed to be a truth for everyman—which has so far been the

secret wish and hidden meaning of all dogmatic aspirations. "My judgment is my judgment": no one else

is easily entitled to it—that is what such a philosopher of the future may perhaps say of himself. . . .

(BGE 43)

I insist that people should finally stop confounding philosophical laborers, and scientific men

generally, with philosophers; precisely at this point we should be strict about giving “each his due,” and

not far too much to those and far too little to these.

It may be necessary for the education of a genuine philosopher that he himself has also once

stood on all these steps on which his servants, the scientific laborers of philosophy, remain

standing—have to remain standing. Perhaps he himself must have been critic and skeptic and dogmatist

and historian and also poet and collector and traveler and solver of riddles and moralist and seer and

"free spirit" and almost everything in order to pass through the whole range of human values and value

feelings and to be able to see with many different eyes and consciences, from a height and into every

distance, from the depths into every height, from a nook into every expanse. But all these are merely

preconditions of his task: this task itself demands something different—it demands that he create values.

Those philosophical laborers after the noble model of Kant and Hegel have to determine and

press into formulas, whether in the realm of logic or political (moral ) thought or art, some great data of

valuations—that is, former positings of values, creations of value which have become dominant and are

for a time called "truths." It is for these investigators to make everything that has happened and been

esteemed so far easy to look over, easy to think over, intelligible and manageable, to abbreviate

everything long, even "time," and to overcome the entire past—a monstrous and wonderful task in whose

service every subtle pride, every tough will can certainly find satisfaction. Genuine philosophers,
however, are commanders and legislators: they say, "thus it shall be!". . . With a creative hand they reach

for the future, and all that is and has been becomes a means for them, an instrument, a hammer. Their

"knowing" is creating, their creating is a legislation, their will to truth is—will to power. (BGE 211)

Alas, what are you after all, my written and painted thoughts! It was not long ago that you were

still so colorful, young, and malicious, full of thorns and secret spices—you made me sneeze and

laugh—and now? You have already taken off your novelty, and some of you are ready, I fear, to become

truths: they already look so immortal, so pathetically decent, so dull! And has it ever been different?

What things do we copy, writing and painting, we mandarins with Chinese brushes, we immortalizers of

things that can be written—what are the only things we are able to paint? Alas, always only what is on

the verge of withering and losing its fragrance! Alas, always only storms that are passing, exhausted, and
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feelings that are autumnal and yellow! Alas, always only birds that grew weary of flying and flew astray

and now can be caught by hand—by our hand! We immortalize what cannot live and fly much

longer—only weary and mellow things! And it is only your afternoon, you, my written and painted

thoughts, for which alone I have colors, many colors perhaps, many motley caresses and fifty yellows and

browns and greens and reds: but nobody will guess from that how you looked in your morning, you

sudden sparks and wonders of my solitude, you my beloved—wicked thoughts! (BGE 296)

On The Genealogy of Morals

Henceforth, my dear philosophers, let us be on guard against the dangerous old conceptual

fiction that posited a "pure, wil-less, painless, timeless knowing subject"; let us guard against the snares

of such contradictory concepts as "pure reason," "absolute spirituality," "knowledge in itself": these

always demand that we should think of an eye that is completely unthinkable, an eye turned in no

particular direction, in which the active and interpreting forces, through which alone seeing becomes

seeing something, are supposed to be lacking; these always demand of the eye an absurdity and a

nonsense. There is only a perspective "knowing"; and the more affects we allow to speak about one thing,

the more eyes, different eyes, we can use to observe one thing, the more complete will our "concept" of

this thing, our "objectivity," be. But to eliminate the will altogether, to suspend each and every affect,

supposing we were capable of this—what would that mean but to castrate the intellect? (GM III 12). 

Twilight of the Idols

Toward a psychology of the artist. If there is to be art, if there is to be any aesthetic doing and seeing, one

physiological condition is indispensable: frenzy (Rausch).  Frenzy must have enhanced the excitability of

the whole machine; else there is no art. All kinds of frenzy, however diversely conditioned, have the

strength to accomplish this: above all, the frenzy of sexual excitement, this most ancient and original

form of frenzy. Also the frenzy that follows all great cravings, all strong affects; the frenzy of feasts,

contests, feats of daring, victory, all extreme movement; the frenzy of cruelty; the frenzy in destruction;

the frenzy under certain meteorological influences, as for example the frenzy of spring; or under the

influence of narcotics; and finally the frenzy of will, the frenzy of an overcharged and swollen will. What

is essential in such frenzy is the feeling of increased strength and fullness. (TI IX:8)

What is the meaning of the conceptual opposites which I have introduced into aesthetics, Apollinian and

Dionysian, both conceived as kinds of frenzy? The Apollinian frenzy excites the eye above all, so that it

gains the power of vision. The painter, the sculptor, the epic poet are visionaries par excellence. In the

Dionysian state, on the other hand, the whole affective system is excited and enhanced: so that it

discharges all its means of expression at once and drives forth simultaneously the power of

representation, imitation, transfiguration, transformation, and every kind of mimicking and acting. . . .

The Dionysian . . . constantly transforms himself. (TI IX:10)

The highest feeling of power and sureness finds expression in a grand style. The power which no longer

needs any proof, which spurns pleasing, which does not answer lightly, which feels no witness near,

which lives oblivious of all opposition to it, which reposes within itself, fatalistically, a law among

laws—that speaks of itself as a grand style. (TI IX:11)
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Nothing is beautiful, except man alone: all aesthetics rests upon this naïveté, which is its first truth. Let

us immediately add the second: nothing is ugly except the degenerating man—and with this the realm of

aesthetic judgment is circumscribed. (TI IX:20)

A psychologist, on the other hand, asks: what does all art do? does it not praise? glorify? choose? prefer?

With all this it strengthens or weakens certain valuations. . . . Art is the great stimulus to life: how could

one understand it as purposeless, as aimless, as l'art pour l'art?  . . . 

What does the tragic artist communicate of himself? Is it not precisely the state without fear in

the face of the fearful and questionable that he is showing. (TI IX:24)

We no longer esteem ourselves sufficiently when we communicate ourselves. Our true experiences are

not at all garrulous. They could not communicate themselves even if the tried. That is because they lack

the right word. Whatever we have words for, that we have already got beyond. (TI IX:26)

The Dionysian: "explicable only in terms of an excess of force" (TI X:4)

The psychology of the orgiastic as an overflowing feeling of life and strength, where even pain still has

the effect of a stimulus, gave me the key to the concept of tragic feeling, which had been misunderstood

both by Aristotle and, quite especially, by our modern pessimists. Tragedy is so far from proving

anything about the pessimism of the Hellenes, in Schopenhauer's sense, that it may, on the contrary, be

considered its decisive repudiation and counter-instance. Saying Yes to life even in its strangest and

hardest problems, the will to life rejoicing over its own inexhaustibility even in the very sacrifice of its

highest types—that is what I called Dionysian, that is what I guessed to be the bridge to the psychology

of the tragic poet. Not in order to be liberated from terror and pity, not in order to purge oneself of a

dangerous affect by its vehement discharge Aristotle understood it that way but in order to be oneself the

eternal joy of becoming, beyond all terror and pity that joy which included even joy in destroying.

And herewith I again touch that point from which I once went forth: The Birth of Tragedy  was

my first revaluation of all values. Herewith I again stand on the soil out of which my intention, my ability
grows I, the last disciple of the philosopher Dionysus—I, the teacher of the eternal recurrence. (TI X, 5)  

The Will to Power (Nietzsche’s Unpublished Notebook)

Against positivism, which halts at the phenomena"There are only facts"I would say: No, facts is

precisely what there is not, only interpretations. We cannot establish any fact "in itself": perhaps it is

folly to want to do such a thing. . . .

In so far as the word "knowledge" has any meaning, the world is knowable; but it is interpretable
otherwise, it has no meaning behind it, but countless meanings."Perspectivism." (WP 481)

Our religion, morality, and philosophy are decadence forms of man.

The countermovement: art. (WP 794)

We possess art lest we perish of the truth. (WP 822)

Art and nothing but art! It is the great means of making life possible, the great seduction to life,

the great stimulant of life.

Art as the only superior counterforce to all will to denial of life, as that which is anti-Christian,
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anti-Buddhist, antinihilist par excellence.

Art as the redemption of the man of knowledge—of those who see the terrifying and questionable

character of existence, who want to see it, the men of tragic knowledge.

Art as the redemption of the man of action—of those who not only see the terrifying and

questionable character of existence but live it, want to live it, the tragic-warlike man, the hero.

Art as the redemption of the sufferer—as the way to states in which suffering is willed,

transfigured, deified, where suffering is a form of great delight. (WP 853)
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