Thus Spoke Zarathustra
Thus Spoke Zarathustra is Nietzsche’s philosophical-literary
masterpiece. Nietzsche develops in this text his most important ideas
but he does so by embedding them in a fictional story. So in this text
we find the most powerful expression of his idea of presenting
philosophy as fiction. Nietzsche names the central character after the
founder of the ancient Persian religion known as Zoroastrianism.
Nietzsche traces the error of Western culture all the way back to the
Persian prophet—he was the first to portray the entire cosmos as a
conflict between good and evil gods, and the first to conceive of a
judgment day at the end of the world when the good will be
rewarded with eternal life. Nietzsche brings Zarathustra back to
atone for his mistakes by teaching a new teaching. Much of the
imagery of Nietzsche’s text is taken from Zoroastrianism, especially
significant is the imagery of the judgment day: at the end of the
world all souls must pass over a narrow bridge across the deepest
abyss—those who followed the evil god plunge into the abyss while those who followed the good god cross
over and gain eternal life. Nietzsche uses this imagery of a dangerous crossing over an abyss throughout the
text but it will have an entirely different point.
As the drama of Thus Spoke Zarathustra unfolds three important, much discussed, and often greatly
misunderstood Nietzschean ideas are presented. The first teaching Zarathustra comes to teach is the notion
of the overman or superman (übermensch). Often mistaken for some kind of superhero (apparently it was
the inspiration for the comic-book hero) the übermensch for Nietzsche is about the further evolution of
humankind. Nietzsche sees humanity as facing an unprecedented crisis in our time which will require a
transformation or evolution of humankind. The evolution Nietzsche has in mind is philosophical rather than
physical. It will require a questioning of the entire Western philosophical tradition and a completely different
attitude toward life. The source of the crisis for Nietzsche lies in the longing for the afterworld, the desire
which has shaped the Western tradition since Socrates to be liberated from the prison of the body and of
earthly existence. In contrast to this longing, Zarathustra emphasizes that one should “remain faithful to the
earth.” The further evolution of humankind thus requires overcoming the mind/body, spirit/nature dualism
that has shaped much of Western thought.
The second idea presented in Thus Spoke Zarathustra is the will to power. This notoriously difficult idea
is still often misconceived as simply a desire for power. The will to power for Nietzsche is not, however,
something that one could choose to have or not, but is rather a characteristic of everything that lives. The
question is not whether one should have the will to power or not, but rather what kind or quality of will to
power will manifest. The evolution of humankind will involve a transformation of will to power.
The third idea brought forth through Zarathustra is the idea of eternal recurrence. The idea is so bizarre
that some commentators on Nietzsche don’t even consider it, and yet the central drama of what Nietzsche
regarded as his most important book turns on Zarathustra’s struggle to call up from the depths this abysmal
thought.
The complete text is divided into four main parts. The selections included here come only from the first
part.
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Zarathustra's Prologue

1
When Zarathustra was thirty years old he left his home and the lake of his home and went into the
mountains. Here he enjoyed his spirit and his solitude, and for ten years did not tire of it. But at last a change
came over his heart, and one morning he rose with the dawn, stepped before the sun, and spoke to it thus:
"You great star, what would your happiness be had you not those for whom you shine?
"For ten years you have climbed to my cave: you would have tired of your light and of the journey had
it not been for me and my eagle and my serpent.
"But we waited for you every morning, took your overflow from you, and blessed you for it.
"Behold, I am weary of my wisdom, like a bee that has gathered too much honey; I need hands
outstretched to receive it.
"I would give away and distribute, until the wise among men find joy once again in their folly, and the
poor in their riches."For that I must descend to the depths, as you do in the evening when you go behind the
sea and still bring light to the underworld, you overrich star.
"Like you, I must go under—go down, as is said by man, to whom I want to descend.
"So bless me then" you quiet eye that can look even upon an all-too-great happiness without envy!
"Bless the cup that wants to overflow, that the water may flow from it golden and carry everywhere the
reflection of your delight.
"Behold, this cup wants to become empty again, and Zarathustra wants to become man again."
Thus Zarathustra began to go under.
2
Zarathustra descended alone from the mountains, encountering no one. But when he came into the forest,
all at once there stood before him an old man who had left his holy cottage to look for roots in the woods.
And thus spoke the old man to Zarathustra:
"No stranger to me is this wanderer: many years ago he passed this way. Zarathustra he was called, but
he has changed. At that time you carried your ashes to the mountains; would you now carry your fire into
the valleys? Do you not fear to be punished as an arsonist?
"Yes, I recognize Zarathustra. His eyes are pure, and around his mouth there hides no disgust. Does he
not walk like a dancer?
"Zarathustra has changed, Zarathustra bas become a child, Zarathustra is an awakened one; what do you
now want among the sleepers? You lived in your solitude as in the sea, and the sea carried you. Alas, would
you now climb ashore? Alas, would you again drag your own body?"
Zarathustra answered: "I love man."
"Why," asked the saint, "did I go into the forest and the desert? Was it not because I loved man all-toomuch? Now I love God; man I love not. Man is for me too imperfect a thing. Love of man would kill me."
Zarathustra answered: "Did I speak of love? I bring men a gift."
"Give them nothing!" said the saint. "Rather, take part of their load and help them to 'bear it-that will be
best for them, if only it does you good! And if you want to give them something, give no more than alms, and
let them beg for that!"
"No," answered Zarathustra. "I give no alms. For that I am not poor enough."
The saint laughed at Zarathustra and spoke thus: "Then see to it that they accept your treasures. They are
suspicious of hermits and do not believe that we come with gifts. Our steps sound too lonely through the
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streets. And what if at night, in their beds, they hear a man walk by long before the sun has risen—they
probably ask themselves, Where is the thief going?
"Do not go to man. Stay in the forest! Go rather even to the animals! Why do you not want to be as I
am—a bear among bears, a bird among birds?"
"And what is the saint doing in the forest?" asked Zarathustra.
The saint answered: "I make songs and sing them; and when I make songs, I laugh, cry, and hum: thus
I praise God. With singing, crying, laughing, and humming, I praise the god who is my god. But what do you
bring us as a gift?"
When Zarathustra had heard these words he bade the saint farewell and said: "What could I have to give
you? But let me go quickly lest I take something from you!" And thus they separated, the old one and the
man, laughing as two boys laugh.
But when Zarathustra was alone he spoke thus to his heart: "Could it be possible? This old saint in the
forest has not yet heard anything of this, that God is dead!"
3
When Zarathustra came into the next town, which lies on the edge of the forest, he found many people
gathered together in the market place; for it had been promised that there would be a tightrope walker. And
Zarathustra spoke thus to the people:
"I teach you the overman. Man is something that shall be overcome. What have you done to overcome
him?
“All beings so far have created something beyond themselves; and do you want to be the ebb of this great
flood and even go back to the beasts rather than overcome man? What is the ape to man? A laughing-stock
or a painful embarrassment. And man shall be just that for the overman: a laughingstock or a painful
embarrassment. You have made your way from worm to man, and much in you is still worm; Once you were
apes, and even now, too, man is more ape than any ape.
"Whoever is the wisest among you is also a mere conflict and cross between plant and ghost. But do I
bid you become ghosts or plants?
"Behold, I teach you the overman. The overman, is the meaning of the earth. Let your will say: the
overman shall be the meaning of the earth! I beseech you, my brothers, remain faithful to the earth, and do
not believe those who speak to you of otherworldly hopes! Poison-mixers are they, whether they know it or
not. Despisers of life are they, decaying and poisoned themselves, of whom the earth is weary: so let them
go.
"Once the sin against God was the greatest sin; but God died, and these sinners died with him. To sin
against the earth is now the most dreadful thing, and to esteem the entrails of the unknowable higher than
the meaning of the earth.
"Once the soul looked contemptuously upon the body, and then this contempt was the highest: she
wanted the body meager, ghastly, and starved. Thus she hoped to escape it and the earth. Oh, this soul herself
was still meager, ghastly, and starved: and cruelty was the lust of this soul. But you, too, my brothers, tell
me: what does your body proclaim of your soul? Is not your soul poverty and filth and wretched
contentment?
"Verily, a polluted stream is man. One must be a sea to be able to receive a polluted stream without
becoming unclean. Behold, I teach you the overman: he is this sea; in him your great contempt can go under.
"What is the greatest experience you can have? It is the hour of the great contempt. The hour in which
your happiness, too, arouses your disgust, and even your reason and your virtue.
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"The hour when you say, 'What matters my happiness? It is poverty and filth and wretched contentment.
But my happiness ought to justify existence itself.’
"The hour when you say, 'What matters my reason? Does it crave knowledge as the lion his food? It is
poverty and filth and wretched contentment.’
"The hour when you say, 'What matters my virtue? As yet it has not made me rage. How weary I am of
my good and my evil! All that is poverty and filth and wretched contentment.'
"The hour when you say, 'What matters my justice? I do not see that I am flames and fuel. But the just
are flames and fuel.'
"The hour when you say, 'What matters my pity? Is not pity the cross on which he is nailed who loves
man? But my pity is no crucifixion.'
"Have you yet spoken thus? Have you yet cried thus? Oh, that I might have heard you cry thus!
"Not your sin but your thrift cries to heaven; your meanness even in your sin cries to heaven.
“Where is the lightning to lick you with its tongue? Where is the frenzy with which you should be
inoculated?
“Behold, I teach you the overman: he is this lightning, he is this frenzy."
When Zarathustra had spoken thus, one of the people cried: "Now we have heard enough about the
tightrope walker; now let us see him too!" And all the people laughed at Zarathustra. But the tightrope
walker, believing that the word concerned him, began his performance.
4
Zarathustra, however, beheld the people and was amazed. Then he spoke thus:
"Man is a rope, tied between beast and overman—a rope over an abyss. A dangerous across, a dangerous
on-the-way, a dangerous looking-back, a dangerous shuddering and stopping.
"What is great in man is that he is a bridge and not an end: what can be loved in man is that he is an
overture and a going under.
"I love those who do not know how to live, except by going under, for they are those who cross over.
"I love the great despisers because they are the great reverers and arrows of longing for the other shore.
"I love those who do not first seek behind the stars for a reason to go under and be a sacrifice, but who
sacrifice themselves for the earth, that the earth may some day become the overman's.
"I love him who lives to know, and who wants to know so that the overman may live some day. And thus
he wants to go under.
"I love him who works and invents to build a house for the overman and to prepare earth, animal, and
plant for him: for thus he wants to go under.
"I love him who loves his virtue, for virtue is the will to go under and an arrow of longing.
"I love him who does not hold back one drop of spirit for himself, but wants to be entirely the spirit of
his virtue: thus he strides over the bridge as spirit.
"I love him who makes his virtue his addiction and his catastrophe: for his virtue's sake he wants to live
on and to live no longer.
"I love him who does not want to have too many virtues. One virtue is more virtue than two, because it
is more of a noose on which his catastrophe may hang.
"I love him whose soul squanders itself, who wants no thanks and returns none: for he always gives away
and does not want to preserve himself.
"I love him who is abashed when the dice fall to make his fortune, and asks, ‘Am I then a crooked
gambler?’ For he wants to perish.
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"I love him who casts golden words before his deeds and always does even more than he promises: far
he wants to go under.
"I love him who justifies future and redeems past generations: for he wants to perish of the present.
"I love him who chastens his god because he loves his god: for he must perish of the wrath of his god.
"I love him whose soul is deep, even in being wounded, and who can perish of a small experience: thus
he goes gladly over the bridge.
"I love him whose soul is overfull so that he forgets himself, and all things are in him: thus all things
spell his going under
"I love him who has a free spirit and a free heart: thus his head is only the entrails of his heart, but his
heart drives him to go under.
"I love all those who are as heavy drops, falling one by one out of the dark cloud that hangs over men:
they herald the advent of lightning, and, as heralds, they perish.
"Behold, I am a herald of the lightning and a heavy drop from the cloud; but this lightning is called
overman.
5
When Zarathustra had spoken these words he beheld the people again and was silent. "There they stand,"
he said to his heart; "there they laugh. They do not understand me; I am not the mouth for these ears. Must
one smash their ears before they learn to listen with their eyes? Must one clatter like kettledrums and
preachers of repentance? Or do they believe only the stammerer?
"They have something of which they are proud. What do they call that which makes them proud?
Education they call it; it distinguishes them from goatherds. That is why they do not like to hear the word
'contempt' applied to them. Let me then address their pride. Let me speak to them of what is most
contemptible: but that is the last man."
And thus spoke Zarathustra to the people: "The time has come for man to set himself a goal. The time
has come for man to plant the seed of his highest hope. His soil is still rich enough. But one day this soil will
be poor and domesticated, and no tall tree will be able to grow in it. Alas, the time is coming when man will
no longer shoot the arrow of his longing beyond man, and the string of his bow will have forgotten how to
whir!
"I say unto you: one must still have chaos in oneself to be able to give birth to a dancing star. I say unto
you: you still have chaos in yourselves.
"Alas, the time is coming when man will no longer give birth to a star. Alas, the time of the most
despicable man is coming, he that is no longer able to despise himself. Behold, I show you the last man.
"'What is love? What is creation? What is longing? What is a star?' thus asks the last man, and he blinks.
"The earth has become small, and on it hops the last man, who makes everything small. His race is as
ineradicable as the flea-beetle; the last man lives longest.
"'We have invented happiness,' say the last men, and they blink. They have left the regions where it was
hard to live, for one needs warmth. One still loves one's neighbor and rubs against him, for one needs
warmth.
"Becoming sick and harboring suspicion are sinful to them: one proceeds carefully. A fool, whoever still
stumbles over stones or human beings! A little poison now and then: that makes for agreeable dreams. And
much poison in the end, for an agreeable death.
"One still works, for work is a form of entertainment. But one is careful lest the entertainment be too
harrowing. One no longer becomes poor or rich: both require too much exertion. Who still wants to rule?
Who obey? Both require too much exertion.
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"No shepherd and one herd! Everybody wants the same, everybody is the same: whoever feels different
goes voluntarily into a madhouse.
"'Formerly, all the world was mad,' say the most refined, and they blink.
"One is clever and knows everything that has ever happened: so there is no end of derision. One still
quarrels, but one is soon reconciled—else it might spoil the digestion.
"One has one's little pleasure for the day and one's little pleasure for the night: but one has a regard for
health.
“'We have invented happiness,' say the last men, and they blink."
And here ended Zarathustra's first speech, which is also called "the Prologue"; for at this point he was
interrupted by the clamor and delight of the crowd. "Give us this last man, 0 Zarathustra," they shouted.
"Turn us into these last men! Then we shall make you a gift of the overman!" And all the people jubilated
and clucked with their tongues.
But Zarathustra became sad and said to his heart: "They do not understand me: I am not the mouth for
these ears. I seem to have lived too long in the mountains; I listened too much to brooks and trees: now I talk
to them as to goatherds. My soul is unmoved and bright as the mountains in the morning. But they think I
am cold and I jeer and make dreadful jests. And now they look at me and laugh: and as they laugh they even
hate me. There is ice in their laughter."
6
Then something happened that made every mouth dumb and every eye rigid. For meanwhile the tightrope
walker had begun his performance: he had stepped out of a small door and was walking over the rope,
stretched between two towers and suspended over the market place and the people. When he had reached the
exact middle of his course the small door opened once more and a fellow in motley clothes, looking like a
jester, jumped out and followed the first one with quick steps.
"Forward, lamefoot!" he shouted in an awe-inspiring voice. "Forward, lazybones, smuggler, pale-face,
or I shall tickle you with my heel! What are you doing here between towers? The tower is where you belong.
You ought to be locked up; you block the way for one better than yourself." And with every word he came
closer and closer; but when he was but one step behind, the dreadful thing happened which made every
mouth dumb and every eye rigid: he uttered a devilish cry and jumped over the man who stood in his way.
This man, however, seeing his rival win, lost his head and the rope, tossed away his pole, and plunged into
the depth even faster, a whirlpool of arms and legs. The market place became as the sea when a tempest
pierces it: the people rushed apart and over one another, especially at the place where the body must hit the
ground.
Zarathustra, however, did not move; and it was right next to him that the body fell, badly maimed and
disfigured, but not yet dead. After a while the shattered man recovered consciousness and saw Zarathustra
kneeling beside him. “What are you doing here?" he asked at last. "I have long known that the devil would
trip me. Now he will drag me to hell. Would you prevent him?”
"By my honor, friend," answered Zarathustra, "all that of which you speak does not exist: there is no
devil and no hell. Your soul will be dead even before your body: fear nothing further."
The man looked up suspiciously. "If you speak the truth," he said, "I lose nothing when I lose my life.
I am not much more than a beast that has been taught to dance by blows and a few meager morsels."
"By no means," said Zarathustra. "You have made danger your vocation; there is nothing contemptible
in that. Now you perish of your vocation: for that I will bury you with my own hands."
When Zarathustra had said this, the dying man answered no more; but he moved his hand as if he sought
Zarathustra's hand in thanks. . . .
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On the Three Metamorphoses

Of three metamorphoses of the spirit I tell you: how the spirit becomes a camel; and the camel, a lion;
and the lion, finally, a child.
There is much that is difficult for the spirit, the strong reverent spirit that would bear much: but the
difficult and the most difficult are what its strength demands.
What is difficult? asks the spirit that would bear much, and kneels down like a camel wanting to be well
loaded. What is most difficult, 0 heroes, asks the spirit that would bear much, that I may take it upon myself
and exult in my strength? Is it not humbling oneself to wound one's haughtiness? Letting one's folly shine
to mock one's wisdom?
Or is it this: parting from our cause when it triumphs? Climbing high mountains to tempt the tempter?
Or is it this: feeding on the acorns and grass of knowledge and, for the sake of the truth, suffering hunger
in one's soul?
Or is it this: being sick and sending home the comforters and making friends with the deaf, who never
hear what you want?
Or is it this: stepping into filthy waters when they are the waters of truth, and not repulsing cold frogs
and hot toads?
Or is it this: loving those who despise us and offering a hand to the ghost that would frighten us?
All these most difficult things the spirit that would bear much takes upon itself: like the camel that,
burdened, speeds into the desert, thus the spirit speeds into its desert.
In the loneliest desert, however, the second metamorphosis occurs: here the spirit becomes a lion who
would conquer his freedom and be master in his own desert. Here he seeks out his last master: he wants to
fight him and his last god; for ultimate victory he wants to fight with the great dragon.
Who is the great dragon whom the spirit will no longer call lord and god? "Thou shalt" is the name of
the great dragon. But the spirit of the lion says, “I will." "Thou shalt" lies in his way, sparkling like gold, an
animal covered with scales; and on every scale shines a golden "thou shalt."
Values, thousands of years old, shine on these scales; and thus speaks the mightiest of all dragons: "All
value of all things shines on me. All value has long been created, and I am all created value. Verily, there
shall be no more 'I will.'" Thus speaks the dragon.
My brothers, why is there a need in the spirit for the lion? Why is not the beast of burden, which
renounces and is reverent, enough?
To create new values—that even the lion cannot do; but the creation of freedom for oneself for new
creation—that is within the power of the lion. The creation of freedom for oneself and a sacred "No" even
to duty—for that, my brothers, the lion is needed. To assume the right to new values—that is the most
terrifying assumption for a reverent spirit that would bear much. Verily, to him it is preying, and a matter for
a beast of prey. He once loved "thou shalt" as most sacred: now he, must find illusion and caprice even in
the most sacred, that freedom from his love may become his prey: the lion is needed for such prey.
But say, my brothers, what can the child do that even the lion could not do? Why must the preying lion
still become a child? The child is innocence and forgetting, a new beginning, a game, a self-propelled wheel,
a first movement, a sacred "Yes." For the game of creation, my brothers, a sacred "Yes" is needed: the spirit
now wills his own will, and he who had been lost to the world now conquers his own world.
Of three metamorphoses of the spirit I have told you: how the spirit became a camel; and the camel, a
lion; and the lion, finally, a child.
Thus spoke Zarathustra. . . .
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On the Afterworldly

At one time Zarathustra too cast his delusion beyond man, like all the afterworldly. The work of a
suffering and tortured god, the world then seemed to me. A dream the world then seemed to me, and the
fiction of a god: colored smoke before the eyes of a dissatisfied deity. Good and evil and joy and pain and
I and you—colored smoke this seemed to me before creative eyes. The creator wanted to look away from
himself; so he created the world.
Drunken joy it is for the sufferer to look away from his suffering and to lose himself. Drunken joy and
loss of self the world once seemed to me. This world, eternally imperfect, the image of an eternal
contradiction, an imperfect image—a drunken joy for its imperfect creator: thus the world once appeared to
me.
Thus I too once cast my delusion beyond man, like ,all the afterworldly. Beyond man indeed?
Alas, my brothers, this god whom I created was man-made and madness, like all gods! Man he was, and
only a poor specimen of man and ego: out of my own ashes and fire this ghost came to me, and, verily, it did
not come to me from beyond. What happened, my brothers? I overcame myself, the sufferer; I carried my
own ashes to the mountains; I invented a brighter flame for myself. And behold, then this ghost fled from
me. Now it would be suffering for me and agony for the recovered to believe in such ghosts: now it would
be suffering for me and humiliation. Thus I speak to the afterworldly.
It was suffering and incapacity that created all afterworlds—this and that brief madness of bliss which
is experienced only by those who suffer most deeply.
Weariness that wants to reach the ultimate with one leap, with one fatal leap, a poor ignorant weariness
that does not want to want any more: this created gods and afterworlds.
Believe me, my brothers: it was the body that despaired of the body and touched the ultimate walls with
the fingers of a deluded spirit. Believe me, my brothers: it was the body that despaired of the earth and heard
the belly of being speak to it. It wanted to crash through these ultimate walls with its head, and not only with
its head—over there to "that world." But "that world" is well concealed from humans—that dehumanized
inhuman world which is a heavenly nothing; and the belly of being does not speak to humans at all, except
as a human.
Verily, all being is hard to prove and hard to induce to speak. Tell me, my brothers, is not the strangest
of all things proved most nearly?
Indeed, this ego and the ego's contradiction and confusion still speak most honestly of its being—this
creating, willing, valuing ego, which is the measure and value of things. And this most honest being, the ego,
speaks of the body and still wants the body, even when it poetizes and raves and flutters with broken wings.
It learns to speak ever more honestly, this ego: and the more it learns, the more words and honors it finds
for body and earth.
A new pride my ego taught me, and this I teach men: no longer to bury one's head in the sand of heavenly
things, but to bear it freely, an earthly head, which creates a meaning for the earth.
A new will I teach men: to will this way which man has walked blindly, and to affirm it, and no longer
to sneak away from it like the sick and decaying.
It was the sick and decaying who despised the body and earth and invented the heavenly realm and the
redemptive drops of blood: but they took even these sweet and gloomy poisons from body and earth. They
to escape their own misery, and the stars were too far for them. So they sighed: "Would that there were
heavenly ways to sneak into another state of being and happiness!" Thus they invented their sneaky ruses
and bloody potions. Ungrateful, these people deemed themselves transported from their bodies and this earth.
But to whom did they owe the convulsions and raptures of their transport? To their bodies and this earth.
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Zarathustra is gentle with the sick. Verily, he is not angry with their kinds of comfort and ingratitude.
May they become convalescents, men of overcoming. and create a higher body for themselves! Nor is
Zarathustra angry with the convalescent who eyes his delusion tenderly and, at midnight, sneaks around the
grave of his god: but even so his tears still betray sickness and a sick body to me.
Many sick people have always been among t he poetizers and God-cravers; furiously they hate the lover
of knowledge and that youngest among the virtues, which is called "honesty." 'They always look backward
toward dark ages; then, indeed, delusion and faith were another matter: the rage of reason was godlikeness,
and doubt was sin.
I know these godlike men all too well: they want one to have faith in them, and doubt to be sin. All too
well I also know what it is in which they have most faith. Verily, it is not in afterworlds and redemptive drops
of blood, but in the body, that they too have most faith; and their body is to them their thing-in-itself. But a
sick thing it is to them, and gladly would they shed their skins. Therefore they listen to the preachers of death
and themselves preach afterworlds.
Listen rather, my brothers, to the voice of the healthy body: that is a more honest and purer voice. More
honestly and purely speaks the healthy body that is perfect and perpendicular: and it speaks of the meaning
of the earth.
Thus spoke Zarathustra.
On The Despisers of the Body
I want to speak to the despisers of the body. I would not have them learn and teach differently, but merely
say farewell to their own bodies—and thus become silent.
“Body am I, and soul”—thus speaks the child. And why should one not speak like children?
But the awakened and knowing say: body am I entirely, and nothing else; and soul is only a word for
something about the body.
The body is a great reason, a plurality with one sense, a war and a peace, a herd and a shepherd. An
instrument of your body is also your little reason, my brother, which you call “spirit”—a little instrument and
toy of your great reason.
“I,” you say, and are proud of the word. But greater is that in which you do not wish to have faith—your
body and its great reason: that does not say “I,” but does “I.”
What the sense feels, what the spirit knows, never has its end itself. But sense and spirit would persuade
you that they are the end of all things: that is how vain they are. Instruments and toys are sense and spirit:
behind them still lies the self. The self also seeks with the eyes of the senses; it also listens with the ears of
the spirit. Always the self listens and seeks: it compares, overpowers, conquers, destroys. It controls, and
it is in control of the ego too.
Behind your thoughts and feelings, my brother, there stands a mighty ruler, an unknown sage—whose
name is self. In your body he dwells; he is your body.
There is more reason in your body than in your best wisdom. And who knows why your body needs
precisely your best wisdom?
Your self laughs at your ego and at its bold leaps. “What are these leaps and flights of thought to me?”
it says to itself. “A detour to my end. I am the leading strings of the ego and the prompter of its concepts.”
The self says to the ego, “Feel pain here!” Then the ego is pleased and thinks how it might often be
pleased again—and that is why it is made to think.
The self says to the ego, “Feel pleasure here!” Then the ego is pleased and thinks how it might often be
pleased again—and that is why it is made to think.
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I want to speak to the despisers of the body. It is their respect that begets their contempt. What is it that
created respect and contempt and worth and will? The creative self created respect and contempt; it created
pleasure and pain. The creative body created the spirit as a hand for its will.
Even in your folly and contempt, you despisers of the body, you serve your self. I say unto you: It is no
longer capable of what it would do above all else: to create beyond itself. That is what it would do above
all else, that is its fervent wish.
But now it is too late for it to do this: so your self wants to go under, O despisers of the body. Your self
wants to go under, and that is why you have become despisers of the body! For you are no longer able to
create beyond yourselves.
And that is why you are angry with life and the earth. An unconscious envy speaks out of the squinted
glance of your contempt.
I shall not go your way, O despisers of the body! You are no bridge to the overman!
Thus Spoke Zarathustra.
On the Thousand and One Goals
Zarathustra saw many lands and many peoples: thus he discovered the good and evil of many peoples.
And Zarathustra found no greater power on earth than good and evil.
No people could live without first esteeming; but if they want to preserve themselves, then they must not
esteem as the neighbor esteems. Much that was good to one people was scorn and infamy to another: thus
I found it. Much I found called evil here, and decked out with purple honors there. Never did one neighbor
understand the other: ever was his soul amazed at the neighbor's delusion and wickedness.
A tablet of the good hangs over every people. Behold, it is the tablet of their overcomings; behold, it is
the voice of their will to power.
Praiseworthy is whatever seems difficult to a people; whatever seems indispensable and difficult is called
good; and whatever liberates even out of the deepest need, the rarest, the most difficult—that they call holy.
Whatever makes them rule and triumph and shine, to the awe and envy of their neighbors, that is to them
the high, the first, the measure, the meaning of all things.
Verily, my brother, once you have recognized the need and land and sky and neighbor of a people, you
may also guess the law of their over comings, and why they climb to their hope on this ladder.
"You shall always be the first and excel all others: your jealous soul shall love no one, unless it be the
friend"—that made the soul of the Greek quiver: thus he walked the path of his greatness.
"To speak the truth and to handle bow and arrow well"—that seemed both dear and difficult to the people
who gave me my name—the name which is both dear and difficult to me.
"To honor father and mother and to follow their will to the root of one's soul"— this was the tablet of
overcoming that another people hung up over themselves and became powerful and eternal thereby.
"To practice loyalty and, for the sake of loyalty, to risk honor and blood even for evil and dangerous
things"—with this teaching another people conquered themselves; and through this self-conquest they
became pregnant and heavy with great hopes.
Verily, men gave themselves all their good and evil. Verily, they did not take it, they did not find it, nor
did it come to them as a voice from heaven. Only man placed values in things to preserve himself—he alone
created a meaning for things, a human meaning. Therefore he calls himself "man," which means: the
esteemer.
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To esteem is to create: hear this, you creators! Esteeming itself is of all esteemed things the most
estimable treasure. Through esteeming alone is there value: and without esteeming, the nut of existence
would be hollow. Hear this, you creators!
Change of values—that is a change of creators. Whoever must be a creator always annihilates.
First, peoples were creators; and only in later times, individuals. Verily, the individual himself is still the
most recent creation.
Once peoples hung a tablet of the good over themselves. Love which would rule and love which would
obey have together created such tablets.
The delight in the herd is more ancient than the delight in the ego; and as long as the good conscience
is identified with the herd, only the bad conscience says: I.
Verily, the clever ego, the loveless ego that desires its own profit in the profit of the many—that is not
the origin of the herd, but its going under.
Good and evil have always been created by lovers and creators. The fire of love glows in the names of
all the virtues, and the fire of wrath.
Zarathustra saw many lands and many peoples. No greater power did Zarathustra find on earth than the
works of the lovers: "good" and "evil" are their names.
Verily, a monster is the power of this praisin g and censuring. Tell me, who will conquer it, 0 brothers?
Tell me, who will throw a yoke over the thousand necks of this beast?
A thousand goals have there been so far, for there have been a thousand peoples. Only the yoke for the
thousand necks is still lacking: the one goal is lacking. Humanity still has no goal.
But tell me, my brothers, if humanity still lacks a goal—is humanity itself not still lacking too?
Thus spoke Zarathustra.
On the Gift-Giving Virtue
When Zarathustra has said farewell to the town to which his heart was atttached, and which was named
The Motley Cow, many who called themselves his disciples followed him and escorted him. Thus they came
to a crossroads; then Zarathustra told them that he now wanted to walk alone, for he liked to walk alone. His
disciples gave him as a farewell present a staff with a golden handle on which a serpent coiled around the
sun. Zarathustra was delighted with the staff and learned on it; then he spoke thus to his disciples:
Tell me: how did gold attain the highest value? Because it is uncommon and useless and gleaming and
gentle in its splendor; it always gives itself. Only as the image of the highest virtue did gold attain the
highest value. Goldlike gleam the eyes of the giver. Golden splendor makes peace between moon and sun.
Uncommon is the highest virtue and useless; it is gleaming and gentle in its splendor: a gift-giving virtue is
the highest virtue.
Verily, I have found you out, my disciples: you strive, as I do, for the gift-giving virtue. What would you
have in common with cats and wolves? This is your thirst: to become sacrifices and gifts yourselves; and
that is why you thirst to pile up all the riches in your soul. Insatiably your soul strives for treasures and gems,
because your virtue is insatiable in wanting to give. You force all things to and into yourself that they may
flow back out of your well as the gifts of your love. Verily, such a gift-giving love must approach all values
as a robber; but whole and holy I call this selfishness.
There is also another selfishness, an all-too-poor and hungry one that always wants to steal—the
selfishness of the sick: sick selfishness. With the eyes of a thief it looks at everything is splendid; with the
greed of hunger it sizes up those who have much to eat; and always it sneaks around the table of those who
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give. Sickness speaks out of such craving and invisible degeneration; the thievish greed of this selfishness
speaks of a diseased body.
Tell me my brothers what do we considered bad and worst of all? Is it not degeneration? And is it
degeneration that we always infer where the gift giving soul is lacking. Upward goes our way, from genus
to overgenus. But we shudder at the degenerate sense which says, “Everything for me.” Upward flies our
sense: thus it is a parable of our body, a parable of elevation. Parables of such elevations are the names of
the virtues.
Thus the body goes through history, becoming and fighting. And the spirit—what is that to the body?
the herald of its fights and victories, companion and echo.
All names of good and evil are parables: they do not define, they merely hint. A fool is he who wants
knowledge of them!
Watch for every hour, my brothers, in which your spirit wants to speak in parables: there lies the origin
of your virtue. There your body is elevated and resurrected; with its rapture it delights the spirit so that it
turns creator and esteemer and lover and benefactor of all things.
When your heart flows broad and full like a river, a blessing and a danger to those living near: there is
the origin of your virtue.
When you are above praise and blame, and your will wants to command all things, like a lover’s will:
there is the origin of your virtue.
When you will with a single will and you call this cessation of all need “necessity”: there is the origin
of your virtue.
Verily, a new good and evil is she. Verily, a new deep murmur and the voice of a new well!
Power is she, this new virtue; a dominant thought is she, and around her a wise soul: a golden sun and
around it the serpent of knowledge.
2
Here Zarathustra fell silent for a while and looked lovingly at his disciples. Then he continued to speak
thus, and the tone of his voice had changed:
Remain faithful to the earth, my brothers, with the power of your virtue. Let your gift-giving love and
your knowledge serve the meaning of the earth. Thus I beg and beseech you. Do not let them fly away from
earthly things and beat with their wings against eternal walls. Alas, there has always been so much virtue
that has flown away. Lead back to the earth the virtue that flew away, as I do—back to the body, back to life,
that it may give the earth a meaning, a human meaning.
In a hundred ways, thus far, have spirit as well as virtue flown away and made mistakes. Alas, all this
delusion and all these mistakes still dwell in our body: they have there become body and will.
In a hundred ways, thus far, spirit as well as virtue has tried and erred. Indeed, an experiment was man.
Alas, much ignorance and error have become body within us.
Not only the reason of millennia, but their madness too, breaks out in us. It is dangerous to be in an heir.
Still we fight step by step with the giant, accident; and over the whole of humanity there has ruled so far only
non-sense—n o sense.
Let your spirit and your virtue serve the sense of the earth, my brothers; and let the value of all things
be posited newly by you. For that shall you be fighters! For that shall you be creators!
With knowledge, the body purifies itself; making experiments with knowledge, it elevates itself; in the
lover of knowledge all instincts become holy; in the elevated, the soul becomes gay.
Physician, help yourself: thus you help your patient too. Let this be his best help that he may behold with
his eyes the man who heals himself.
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There are a thousand paths that have never yet been trodden—a thousand healths and hidden isles of life.
Even now, man and man's earth are unexhausted and undiscovered.
Wake and listen, you that are lonely! From the future come winds with secret wing-beats; and good
tidings are proclaimed to delicate ears. You that are lonely today, you that are withdrawing, you shall one
day be the people: out of you who have chosen yourselves, there shall grow a chosen people—and out of
them, the overman. Verily, the earth shall yet become a site of recovery. And even now a new fragrance
surrounds it, bringing salvation—and a new hope.
3
When Zarathustra had said these words he became silent, like one who is not yet said his last word; long
he weighed his staff in his hand, doubtfully. At last he spoke thus, and the tone of this voice had changed.
Now I go alone, my disciples. You too go now, alone. Thus I want it. Verily, I counsel you: go away
from me and resist Zarathustra! And even better: be ashamed of him! Perhaps he deceived you.
The man of knowledge must not only love his enemies, he must also be able to hate his friends.
One repays a teacher badly if one always remains nothing but a pupil. And why do you want to pluck
at my wreath?
You revere me; but what if your reverence tumbles one day? Beware lest a statue slay you.
You say you believe in Zarathustra? But what matters Zarathustra? You are my believers—but what
matter all believers? You had not yet sought yourselves: and you found me. Thus do all believers; therefore
all faith amounts to so little.
Now I bid you lose me and find yourselves; and only when you have all denied me when I return to you.
Verily, my brothers, with a different eyes shall I then seek my lost ones; with a different love shall I then
love you.
And once again you shall become my friends and the children of a single hope—and then shall I be with
you the third time, that I may celebrate the great noon with you.
And that is the great noon when man stands in the middle of his way between beast and overman and
celebrates his way to the evening as his highest hope: for it is the way to a new morning.
Then will he who goes under bless himself for being one who goes over and beyond; and the sun of his
knowledge will stand at high noon for him.
“Dead are all gods: now we want the overman to live”—on that great noon, let this be our last will.
Thus spoke Zarathustra.
*
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