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When Zarathustra wag 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

10 it not been for me and my eagle and my serpent, 11

“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 bese that
‘has gathered too much honey; I need hands out-
stretched 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 envyl

“Bless the cup that wants to overflow, that the water
may flow from it golden and carry everywhere the re-
flection of your delight,

“Behold, this cup wants to become empty again, and
Zarathustra wants to become man again.”

Thus Zarathustra began to go under.
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Zarathustra descended alone from the mountains, en-
countering 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? '
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around his mouth there hides no disgust. Does he not
walk like a dancerP ‘

“Zarathustra has changed, Zarathustra has become a
child, Zarathustra is an awakened one; what do you
now want among the sleepers? You lived in your soli-
tude as in the sea, and the sea carded 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-too-
rauch? Now I love God; man I.love.not. Man is for me
too Imperfect 1 5 Love of van would kill me.”

Zarathustra answered: “Did I speak of loveP I bring
men & 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 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 go-
ing?

“DQ\‘,E_O.t.,_gg@toa,man.HStaymin_ﬁthe_..forestI, Go rather
even to the animals! Why do you not want to be as I

‘am—a bear among bears, a bird among birdsP”

“And what is the saint doing in the forest™ asked
Zarathnetra '
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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 hum-
ming, 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
youP But let me go quickly lest I take something from
‘youl” 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
deadl”
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‘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
themselyes; 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 manP 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.

P“Whoever is the wisest among you is also a mere
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conflict and cross between plant and ghost. But do I
bid you become ghosts or plantsP

the meaning of the earth. Let your will say: the over-
man shall be the meaning of the earth! I beseech vou,
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 ot.
Despisers of life are they, decaying and poisoned them-
selves, 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 @arth.; Oh, this soul her-
self 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 be-
coming 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.

“The hour when you say, ‘What matters my happi-
nessP It is poverty and filth and wretched contentment.

- But my happiness ought to justify existence itself.

. “The hour when you say, ‘What mattefs iy reason?
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Does it crave knowledge as the lion his fooar 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 evill All that is poverty and £lth 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
thusP Ob, 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 in-
oculated?

“Behold, I teach you the overman: he is this light-
ning, 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 tool” And all
the people laughed at Zarathustra. But the tightrope
walker, believing that the word concerned him, began
his performance. .
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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,
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“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 Jove those who do not know how to live, except
by going under, for they are those who cross over.

“T love the great despisers because they are the great
reverers and arrows of Jonging 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 Tove 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 Jove 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 Jove 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 Jove him who is abashed when the dice fall to
make his fortune, and asks, ‘Am I then a crooked
gambler?” For he wants to perish.

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

“I love him who justifies future and redeems past
generations: for he wants to perish of the present.

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

‘I love him whose soul is deep, even in being
wounded, and who can perish of a small experience:
thus he goes gladly over the bridge.

“T love him whose soul is overfull so that he forgets
himself, and all things are in him: thus all things spell

his going under, . T
/" “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, -

Tove all those Who areay" eavy drops, falling one
by one out of the dark cloud that hangs over men: they
herald the advent of lightning, and, as heralds, they
erish,
F “Behold, I am a herald of the lightning and a heavy
drop from the cloud; but this lightning is called over-
man.
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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 smiash their ears before they learn to listen
with their eyesP 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? Edu-
cation they call it; it distinguishes them from goatherds,
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That is why they do not like to hear the word ‘con-
tempt’ applied to them, Let me then address their
ﬁiﬁ% Let me speak to them of what is most contempti-
ble: but that is the last man.”
""And thus spoke Zarathustra to the people: “The time
has come for man to set himself g 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 i coming when
man will no longer shaot the arrow of his longing be-
yond ‘man, and the string of his bow will have forgot-
ten how to whirl

“I say unto you: one must still have chaos in oneself
‘o 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 despica-
ble man is coming, hé ‘that is no longer able to despise

vimself. Behold, I show you the last man, ... ..~ !

**‘What is loveP What is creation? What is longing?

What is a star®” thus asks the last man, and he
blinks, = i
“The earth has become small, and on it hops the last
wan, who makes everything small. His race is as
ineradicable as the flea-beetle; the last man lives
Iengest,

“‘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
o -them: one proceeds carefully. A fool, whoever still
stumbles over stones or human beings! A little poison
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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 entertain-
ment. 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 rulef
Who obey? Both require too much exertion.

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

“‘Formerly, all the world was mad,’ sa the most re-

= o B35 Wi

| fined, and they biink.

One i5 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. ‘

«a¥e have invented happiness, say the last mer.
and they blink.”

And here ended Zarathustra’s first speech, ‘which is
also called “the Prologue”; for at this point he was in-
terrupted by the clamor and delight of the crowd.
“Qive us this last man, O 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 moun-

tains; 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
T am cold and I jeer and make dreadful jests. And now
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‘they look at me and laugh: and as they laugh th
even hate me. There is ice in their laughtgr." gh they
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Then something happened that made every mouth
dumb and every eye rigid. For meanwhile the tight-
rope 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, look-
ing 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 1
shall tickle you with my heell 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 bet-
ter than yourself” And with every word he came
closer and closer; but when he was but one step be-
hind, the dreadful thing happened which made every

_-mouth dumb and every eye rigid: he uttered & 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 in
the depth even faster, a whirltgool of angxs aid legt:
‘T}xe market place became as the sea when a tempest
pierces it: the people rushed apart and over one an-
other, especially at the place where the body must hit
the ground. : : :

Zarathustra, however, did not move; and it was righ
next to him that the body fell, badly maimed and t:%isE
figured, but not yet dead. After a while the shattered
man recovered consciousness and saw Zarathustra
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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 pre-

vent himf”
“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 an-
swered no more; but he moved his hand as if he sought
Zarathustra’s hand in thanks. '
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Meenwhile the evening came, and the market place
hid in darkness. Then the people scattered, for even
curiosity and terror grow weary. But Zarathustra sat
on the ground near the dead man, and he was lost in
thought, forgetting the time. At last night came, and a
cold wind blew over the lonely one. :
Then Zarathustra rose and said to his heart: “Verily,
it is a beautiful catch of fish that Zarathustra has
brought in today! Not a man has he caught but a
corpse. Human existence is uncanny and still without
meaning: a jester can become man’s fatality, I will
teach men the meaning of their existence—the over-
man, the lightning out of the dark cloud of man. But
I am still far from them, and my sense does not speak

‘not a better thief than Za
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fool and a corpse. en I am still the mean between a

“Dark is the night, dark
Come, cold, stiff companion! Iarsiaﬁazathusuas
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ara i
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d Tt from . “Go away from
» Zarathustra,” said he; “there are too man
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Zarathustra never said 2 word and went his way.
When he had walked two hours, past forests and
swamps, he heard so much of the hungry howling of
the wolves that he himself felt hungry. So he stopped
at a lonely house in which a light was burning,

“Like a robber, hunger overtakes me,” said Zara-
thustra. “In forests and swamps my hunger overtakes
me, and in the deep of night. My hunger is certainly
capricious: often it comes to me only after 2 meal, and
today it did not come all day; where could it have
been?”

And at that Zarathustra knocked at the door of the
house. An old man appeared, carrying the light, and
asked: “Who is it that comes to me and to my bad
sleep?” o

“A living and a dead man,” said Zarathustra. “Give
me something to eat and to drink; I forgot about it dur-
ing the day. He who feeds the hungry refreshes his own
soul: thus speaks wisdom.”

The old man went away, but returned shortly and
offered Zarathustra bread and wine. “This is an evil
region for the hungry,” he said; “that is why I live

here. Beast and man come to me, the hermit. But bid

your companion, too, eat and drink; he is wearier than
you are.”

Zarathustra replied: “My companion is dead; I
should hardly be able to persuade him.” _

“I don’t care,” said the old man peevishly. “Who-
ever knocks at my door must also take what I offer. Eat
and be off!” :

Thereupon Zarathustra walked another two hours,
trusting the path and the light of the stars; for he was
used to walking at night and he liked to look in the

face of all that slept. But when the dawn came Zara-

s
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thustra found himself in a deep forest, and he did not

see a path anywhere. So he laid the dead man into a
hollow tree—for he wanted to protect him from the
wolves—and he himself lay down on the ground and

the moss, his head under the tree. And so
» ; . oon_he_fell
:grg_lgep, his body weary but his soul unmoved, -
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For a long time Zarathustra sle t, and no
passed over his face but the mon?ing too. J:tolgi{ (1112‘::2
ever, his eyes opened: amazed, Zarathustra looke,d into
tl?e woods and the silence; amazed, he looked into
Exmlself. Thlen cI!'xe rodse quickly, like a seafarer who sud-

enly sees land, and jubilated, for he s

An“d thus he spoke to] his heart: o 8 new tuh.

“An insight has come to me: companions I need
living ones—not dead companions and corpses whom
I carry with myself wherever I want to. Living com-
panions I need, who follow me because they want to
fol‘ltow themselves—wherever I want, S

An insight has come to me: let Zarathustra speak
not to the people but to companions. Zarathustra shall

not become the shepherd and dog of a herd.

- “To lure many away from the herd, for that I have
come. The people and the herd shall be angry with
me: Zarathustra wants to be called a robber by the

- shepherds. '

“Shepherds, I say; but they call themselves th d
and the just. Shepherds, I say; but th msclye
believers in the true faith, ut fhey oall themselves

“Behold the good and the just! Whom do they hat
most? The man who breaks their tables of valugs, :h:
breaker, the lawbreaker; yet he is the creator.

“Behold the believers of all faiths! Whom do they
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hate most? The man who breaks their tables of values,
the breaker, the lawbreaker; yet he is the creator.

“Companions, the creator seeks, not corpses, not
herds and believers. Fellow creators, the creator seeks
—those who write new values on new tablets. Com-
panions, the creator seeks, and fellow harvesters; for
everything about him is ripe for the harvest. But he
lacks a hundred sickles: so he plucks ears and is an-
noyed. Companions, the creator seeks, and such as
know how to whet their sickles. Destroyers they will be
called, and despisers of good and evil. But they are
the harvesters and those who celebrate. Fellow crea-
tors, Zarathustra seeks, fellow harvesters. and fellow
celebrants: what are herds and shepherds and corpses
to him? _

“And you, my first companion, farewelll I buried you
well in your hollow tree; I have hidden you well from
the wolves. But I part from you; the time is up. Be-
tween dawn and dawn a new truth has come to me.
No shepherd shall I be, nor gravedigger. Never again
shall I speak to the people: for the last time have I
spoken to the dead, ' ’

“I shall join the creators, the harvesters, the cele-
brants: I shall show them the rainbow and all the steps
to the overman. To the hermits I shall sing my song,

to_the lonesome and the Fwosome; #md-whoever still

has ears for the unheard-of—his heart shall become
heavy with my happiness.
“To my goal I will go—on my own way; over those

who hesitate and lag behind I shall leap. Thus let my

going be their going under.”

10

‘This is what Zarathus&a had told his heart when the
sun stood high at noon; then he looked into the air,
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questioning, for overhead he heard the sharp call of a
bird. And behold! An eagle soared through the sky in
wide circles, and on him there hung a serpent, not like
prey but like a friend: for she kept herself wound
around his neck.

“These are my animals,” said Zarathustra and was
happy in his heait. “The proudest animal under the
sun and the wisest animal under the sun—they have
gone out on a search. They want to determine whether
Zarathustra is still alive. Verily, do I still livef I found
life more dangerous among men than among animals;
on dangerous paths walks Zarathustra, May my animals
lead mel”

When Zarathustra had said this he recalled the
words of the saint in the forest, sighed, and spoke thus
to his heart: “That I might be wiser! That I might be
wise through and through like my serpent! But there
I ask the impossible: so X ask my pride that it always
go along with my wisdom. And when my wisdom
leaves me one day—alas, it loves to fly away—Ilet my
pride then fly with my folly.” _

Thus Zarathustra began to go under,

Zarathustra’s Speeches

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.
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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, O heroes, asks the
spirit that would bear much, that ¥ 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: partin our cause when it
triumphs ing high mountains to tempt the

tempter?

Or is it this: feeding on the acorns and grass of
kmowledge and, for the sake of the truth, suffering
hunger in one’s soul? _

.Or is it this: being sick and sending home the com-
forters 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 toadsp

Or is it this: loving those who despise us and offer-
ing a hand to the ghost that would frighten usP

AU these most difficult things the spirit that would
bear much takes upon itself: Like the camel that, bur-
dened, speeds into the desert, thus the spirit speeds
into its desert.

In the loneliest desert, however, the second meta.

morphosis occurs: here thé 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
waunts to fight with the great dragon.

Who is the great dragon whom the spirit will no
longer call lord and godP “Thou shalt” is the name of
the great dragon. But the spirit of the lion says, “I
J5-

SO Taan MYy
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Mll” “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 T will’” Thys speaks the dragon.

My brothers, why is there a need In the spirit for
the lion? Why is not the beast of burden, which re-
hounces and is reverent, enough?

To create new values—that even the Jion cannot do;
but the creation of freedom for oneself for new crea-
ton—that is within the power of the lion. The crea-
tion of freedom for oneself and a sacred “No” even to
duty—for that, my brothers, the lion is nesded. To
assume the right to new values—that is the most ter-
rifying assumption for a Teverent spirit that would bear
much. Verily, to him it is preying, and a matter for g
beast of prey. He once loved “thoy shalt” as most
sacred: now he must find iHlusion and caprice even in
the most sacred, that freedom from his love may be-
come 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 for-
getting, a new beginning, a game, a self-propelled
wheel, a first movement, a sacred “Yes.” For the game
ofc%hlt;:;’], my brothers, a sacred “Yes™ is needsd the
irj

spirit iow 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 & camel; and the camel, a

Lion; and the lion, finally, a child.
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" Thus spoke Zarathustra. And at that time he so-
journed in the town that is called The Motley Cow.

ON THE TEACHERS OF VIRTUE

A sage was praised to Zarathustra for knowing how
to speak well of sleep and of virtue: he was said to be
honored and rewarded highly for this, and all the
youths were said to be sitting at his feet. To him
Zarathustra went, and he sat at his feet with all the
youths. And thus spoke the sage:

“Honor sleep and be bashful before it—that first of
all. And avoid all who sleep badly and stay awake at
night. Even the thief is bashful hefore sleep: he always
steals silently through the night. Shameless, however,
is the watchman of the night; shamelessly he carries
his hom,

“Sleeping is no mean art: for its sake one must stay
awake all day. Ten times 2 day you must overcome
yourself: that makes you good and tired and is opium
for the soul. Ten times you must reconcile yourself
again with yourself; for, overcoming is bitterness, and
the unreconciled sleep_badly. Ten truths a day you
must find; else you will still be seeking truth by night,
and your soul will remain hungry. Ten times a day you
must Jaugh and be cheerful; else you will be disturbed
at night by your stomach, this father of gloom.

“Few know it, but one must have all the virtues to
sleep well. Shall I bear false witnessP Shall I commit
adultery? Shall I covet my neighbor's maid? All that
would go ill with good sleep. .

“And even if one has all the virtues, there is one
further thing one must know: to send even the virtues
to sleep at the right time. Lest they quarrel with each
other, the fair little women, about you, child of mis-

>
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fortune, Peace with God and the neighbor: that is
what good sleep demands. And peace even with the
neighbor’s devil—else he will haunt you at night.

“Honor the magistrates and obey them-—even the
crocked magistrates. Good sleep demands it. I it my
fault that power likes to walk on crooked legsP

“I shall call him the best shepherd who leads his
sheep to the greenest pasture: that goes well with good
sleep.

“F do not want many honors, or great jewels: that in-
flames the spleen. But one sleeps badly without a good
name and a little jewel, '

“A little company is more welcome to me than evil
company: but they must go and come at the right
time. That goes well with good sleep.

“Much, too, do I like the poor in spirit: they pro-
mote sleep. Blessed are they, especially if one always
tells them that they are right.

“Thus passes the day of the virtuous. And when
night comes I guard well against calling sleep, For
sleep, who is the master of the virtues, does not want
to be called, Instead, I think about what I have done
and thought during the day. Chewing the cud, I ask
myself, patient as a cow, Well, what were your ten
overcomingsP and what were your ten reconciliations
and the ten truths and the ten laughters with which
your heart edified itself® Weighing such matters and
tocked by forty thoughts, I am suddenly overcome by
sleep, the uncalled, the master of the virtues. Sleep
knocks at my eyes: they become heavy. Sleep touches

- my mouth: it stays open. Verily, on soft soles he comes

to me, the dearest of thieves, and steals my thoughts:
stupid I stand, like this chair here. But not for long do

I stand like this: soon I e.”

When Zarathustra heard the sage speak thus he
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laughed in his heart, for an insight had come to him.
And thus he spoke to his heart: i

“This sage with his forty thoughts isia fool; but I
believe that he knows well how to sleep. Happy is he
that even lives near this sage! Such sleep is con-
tagious—contagious even through a thick wall. There
is magic even in his chair; and it is not in vain that
the youths sit before this preacher of virtue. His wis-
dom is: to wake in order to sleep well. And verily,
if life had no sense and I had to choose nonsense,
then I toc should consider this the most sensible
nonsernse.

“Now I understand clearly what was once sought
above all when teachers of virtue were sought. Good
sleep was sought. and opiate virtues for it. For all these
much praised sages who were ‘teachers of virtue, wis-
dom was the sleep without dreams: they knew no
better meaning of life,

“Today too there may still be a few like this
preacher of virtue, and not all so honest; but their Hme
is up. And not for long will they stand like this: soon
they will lie.

“Blessed are the sleepy ones: for they shall soon
drop off”

Thus spoke Zarathustra,

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 dissatis-
fied deity. Good and evil and joy and pain and I and
you—colored smoke this seemed to me before creative
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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 contradic-
tion, an imperfect image—a drunken joy for its imper-
fect 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.after-
worlds-——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

. thatdocg_,no_t,want'~tox--w.ant‘_anyﬂ_more:J_th_i_sﬁnneated_all‘,,.

N e

god‘s\ﬁnd"ia_f,temorlds.-r :
Believe me, my brothers: it was the body that de-

spaired of the body and touched the ultimate walls with
the fingers of a deluded spirit. Believe me, my broth-
- ers: 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
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only with its head—over there to “that world.” But
“that world” is well concealed from humans—that de-
humanized inhuman world which is a heavenly noth-
ing; 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 con-
fusion still speak most honestly of its being—this creat-
ing, 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 body and
earth and invented the heavenly realm and the re-
demptive drops of blood: but they took even these
sweet and gloomy poisons from body and earth. They
wanted-to-eseape_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 be-
ing 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
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- and raptures of their transportP To their bodies and

this earth”

Zarath{tra. 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 ten-
derly 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 the
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 godlike-
ness, 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,




. My tongue is of the people: I speak too crudely and
heartily for Angora rabbits. And my speech sounds even .
stranger to all ink-fish and pen-hacks. :
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My hand is a fool’s hand: beware, all tables and walls
and whatever else still offer room for foolish frill or
scribbling skill, ' S

My foot is a cloven foot; with it X trample and trot
over sticks and stones, crisscross, and I am happy as the
devil while running so fast.

- My stomach—is it an eagle’s stomachP For it likes
lamb best of all. Certainly it is the stomach of some
bird. Nourished on innocent things and:on little, ready
and impatient to fly, to fly off—that happens to be my
way: how could there not be something of the bird’s
way in that? And above all, I am an enemy of the spirit
of gravity, that is the bird’s way—and verily, a swom
enemy, archenemy, primordial enemy. Oh, where has
not my enmity flown and misflown in the past?

Of that I could well sing a song—and will sing it,
although I am alone in an empty house and must sing
it to my own ears. There are other singers, of course,
whose throats are made mellow, whose hands are made
talkative, whose eyes are made expressive, whose hearts
are awakened, only by a packed house. But I am not
like those.

2 L)

He who will one day teach men to fly will have

moved all boundary stones; the boundary stones them-

selves will fly up into the air before him, and he will

rebaptize the earth—"the light one.”

The ostrich runs faster than the fastest horse, but
even he buries his head gravely in the grave earth; even
so, the man who has not yet learned to fly. Earth and -
life seem grave to him; and thus the spirit of gravity .
wants it. But whoever would become light and a bird .

must love himself: thus I teach,
Not, to be sure, with the love of the wilting and

ON THﬁ SPIRIT OF GRAVITY
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wasting: for among those e
ven self-love sti
must learn to Jove oneself—thus I teach——wiiﬁnf i;rh(o)ll::
some and healthy love, so that one can bear to be with |
oneself and need not roam, Such

morTow, to learn to love oneself Rather, i
! eself, it
Ets the subt'lest, the most cunning, theefalt;mis.ieOfa:g
€ most patient. For whatever is his own is well con-
?Qﬂe%h fz;om th;i‘_‘ owner; and of all treasures it is our
at w ¢ th it ¢
o tha © cig up last: thus the Spirit of gravity
We are presented with grave ;o
words .and
most from the cradle: "go%d" andorg:vﬁgdth‘gl u‘:;tail;‘
called. For its sake we are forgiven for living, ’

And therefore one suffers little children to come unto
one—in order to forbid them betimes to love them
selels& thus the spirit of gravity orders it, o

We—we carry faithfully what one ej
bear, on hard shoulders and ovg; rough r::uﬁ:eixfs uf\ntg
should we sweat, we are told: “Yes, life is a

burde'fl.” But only man is a grave burden for himself|

3 . Especially th
Teverent spirit that would bear xﬁh: yhe leoaztsm::gt;

.. many alien grave words and valyes on himself, and

then life seems g desert to him,
And venly,. much that is our own is also

~ burden! And much tha inside man is like /ng oﬁ;:e‘f

nauseating and slippery and hard ¢
- 0 grasp, so th
fltolge she'll with a noble embellishmentg mtit ;C-I)eada;o:
+ But this art too one mugt learn: to Agve a shell and
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shiny sheen and shrewd blindness. Moreover, one is
deceived about many things in man because many a
shell is shabby and sad and altogether too much shell.
Much hidden graciousness and strength is never
guessed; the most exquisite delicacies find no tasters.
Women know this—the most exquisite do: a little fat-
ter, a little slimmer—oh, how much destiny lies in so
little!

Man is hard to discover—hardest of all for himself:
often the spirit lies about the soul. Thus the spirit of
gravity orders it. He, however, has discovered himself
who says, “This is my good and evil”; with that he has
reduced to silence the mole and dwarf who say, “Good
for all, evil for all.” ‘

Verily, I also do not like those who consider every-
thing good and this world the best. Such men I call
the omni-satisBed. Omni-satisfaction, which knows how
to taste everything, that is not the best taste. I honor
the recalcitrant choosy tongues and stomachs, which
have learned to say “I” and “yes” and “no.” But to
chew and digest everything-—that is truly the swine’s
manner. Always to bray Yea-Yuh—that only the ass has
learned, and whoever is of his spirit.

Deep yellow and hot red: thus my taste wants it; it
mixes blood into all colors. But whoever whitewashes
his house betrays a whitewashed soul to me. Some in
love with mummies, the others with ghosts, and both
alike enemies of all flesh and blood—oh, how both
offend my taste. For I love blood.

And I do not want to reside and abide where every-
body spits and spews: that happens to be my taste;
rather I would live even among thieves and perjurers
Nobody has gold in his mouth. Still more revolting
however, I find all lickspittles; and the most revolting
human animal that I found I baptized “parasite”:

-always offended my taste.
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men I would not byj

Cursed I call those too who
must 2,
offend my taste: all the publicans l;;dalsvggﬁ wait; they

. k
kings and other land- and storekeepers, I\)feer:'all;eri atr(;g

thoroughly—but on] i
myself. And above all I leamned to stan:i) aﬂdt Ow‘;i‘:taio;

run and jump and climb and dance Thi
_ ] . This, h i

Eny doctrine: he who would learn to fly oneot‘i?:evf: l:
d:St learn to stand and walk ang run and clin{b al:d

nce: i i

: y into flying. Wi

1]::agvelle;xjrngddtclai climb to ma);lyga willtllaorv?rl?ew];gd::vsifi

8 * cimbed high masts; and to sit on hj;
knowledge seemed to me no sm pinees oo et
; small happiness: to fl
J;k: small ﬂameg on high masts—a smill)l H;}slt ogxlglil;g
Yot 4 great comfort for shipwrecked sailors and cast-

.. aways,

By many ways, in many ways, 1 reached my truth;

it was not on one ladder that I climbed to the height

where my eye roams over my distance.

reluctantly that I And it was only

ever inquired about the way: that

I preferred .
tronut the ways themselves,P ed to question and
trying and questioning was my every move; and

verily, one must als
,’h 0 learn to answer such questioning,

1ave no wish to hide,

~"This is my way; where is yoursP”—thus I answered

hose who asked me * "
ek 2 me “the way.” For ¢he way—that does

?hus spoke Zarathustra.
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“Why so hard?” the kitchen coal once said to the
diamond. “After all, are we not close dn?”

Why so soft? O my brothers, thus [ ask you: are you
not after all my brothers?

Why so soft, so pliant and ylelding? Why is there so
much denial, self-denial, in your hearts? So little destiny
in your eyes?

And if you do not want to be destinies and inexorable
ones, how can you triumph with me?

And if your hardness does not wish to flash and cut
and cut through, how can you one day create with me?

For creators are hard. And it must seem blessedness
to you to impress your hand on millennia as on wax,

Blessedness to write on the will of millennia as on
bronze—harder than bronze, nobler than bronze. Only
the noblest is altogether hard. ‘

This new tablet, O my brothers, 1 place over you:
become hard! '

30 :

O thou my willl Thou cessation of all need, my own
necessity! Keep me from all small victories! Thou des-
tination of my soul, which I call destinyl Thou in-mel
Over-mel Keep me and save me for a great destiny}

And thy last greatness, my will, save up for thy last
feat that thou mayest be inexorable in thy victory. Alas,
who was not vanquished in his victory? Alas, whose
eye would not darken in this drunken twilight? Alas,

whose foot would not reel in victory and forget how to

stand?
That I may one day be ready and ripe in the great

noon: as ready and ripe as glowing bronze, clouds
pregnant with lightning, and swelling milk udders— -

‘on!

sha

i
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ust-
star

;-:;df}; 1%:oixésmyself and my most hidden will: a bow 1
arrow, an arrow lustin its
AITOW, g for its star—
;;eagg’l SES ripe In 1ts noon, glowing, pierced, enrapiured
bl}; e a.tmg Sun arrows—a sun itself and an jnexor
A olar will, ready to annihilate in victory! v
will, cessation of all need, my own, nz:e ityl
me for a great victory! i Save
Thus spoke Zarathustra,

THE CONVALESCENT

1

One morning, not lon d
ing, g after his return ¢
Zar;thustra ]umpe:d up from his resting p?aileliizve’
ma n;an, roared in a terrible voice, and acted a iafl
::fmu:e é)ciy eIs: were still lying on his resting place \:fho
0 get up. And Zarathustra’s voj
o o get Up. ; 8 voice resounded so
pproached in a fright, whil
;}ﬁe ca.vesl and nooks'that were near Zaratlr:tfs;:’ts O:a\a/u
all :x:lx.ma 5 ﬁed—-i.i{ymg, fluttering, crawling, jumpin .
a f_h; nIlngZ to tthhe kmdhof feet or wings that were g%vegn:
« £arathustra, however, spoke these words:
cog{p, z:ib):ismal thpught, out of my depth! (I)razsr; our
yet érilxlrr yoailw:\;:if;p%n‘}’ Urtm- It{]Pl fUP! oAb zhall
: _ asten the fetters of :
illslien!hFor I'want to hear you. Up! Upl Here gysoll:llfu;ii’r:.
ugh to make even tombs learn to listen. And wi ;

| . sleep and all that is purbli ;
. Listen to me even “1;';1}1; ;léld and blind out of your eyes!
E :'='thOSG bom blind. And on

ur eyes: my voice cures even

ce you are awake
; ou
fremain awake eternally. It is not my way ,toy awi:rl}

great-grandmothers from thejr sleep to bid them sleep

You are stirring, stretchi
) ing, wheezingP Upl U
!l not wheeze but speak to me. Zaratghustﬂt, thI:eI gf)(;l‘f




2186 !
less, summons you! I, Zarathustra, the'advocate of life,
the advocate of suffering, the advocate of the circle; I
summon you, my most abysmal thought!
Hail to me! You are coming, I hear you. My abyss
eaks, I have turned my ultimate depth inside out into
the light. Hail to mel Come here! Give me your hand!
Huh! Let go! Huhhuh! Nausea, nauses, nausea—woe

unto mel

2

No sooner had Zarathustra spoken these words than
he fell down as one dead and long remained as one
dead. But when he regained his senses he was pale, and
he trembled and remained lying there, and for a Jong
time he wanted neither food nor drink. This behavior
lasted seven days; but his animals did not leave him by
day or night, except that the eagle flew off to get food.
And whatever prey he got together, he laid on Zara-
thustra’s resting place; and eventually Zarathustra lay
among yellow and red berries, grapes, rose apples,
fragrant herbs, and pine cones. But at his feet two
lambs lay spread out, which the eagle had with diffi-
culty robbed from their shepherds.

At last, after seven days, Zarathustra raised himself
on his resting place, tock a rose apple into his hand,
smelled it, and found its fragrance lovely. Then his
animals thought that the time had come to speak to him.

“O Zarathustra,” they said, “it is now seven days that
you have been lying like this with heavy eyes; won't
you at last get up on your feet again? Step out of your
cave: the world awaits you like a garden. The wind is
Playing with heavy fragrances that want to get to you,

and all the brooks would run after you. All things have
been longing for you, while you have remained alone for-

 everything blossoms again; ete
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your cavel All things would b
perhaps _Some new knowledg:
? Like leavened dough you

rose and swelled over all its

seven days. Step out of
your physicians, Hag
come to you, bitter and hard
have been lying; your soul
yims.”

“O my animals,” yepl;

‘ 5" replied Zarathustra, “c}, i
ﬂ;ll: lelld let me listen, It is so refreshi?g i(’:ora::ef: to nhIlke
{V ok Hztstiré?g: whei:lc: there is chattering the:':e 3:

ore me like a garden, oy it §

th.erg are words and soundﬁ Aremno}tI %jg:elyét ot
rambows and jllusive bri een thin an 'sounds
eternally apartp g which are
o oes\erery stc;]ul there belongs another world: for ev
tvveén e I:yto. er soul is an afterworld, Pre;cisel be-
preen at Is most similar, illusion lies most by i

“i;,o ror the Ijrnallest- cleft is the hardest to bn‘dgeeaum

me—how should there be an i :
] ’ outside-

There is no outside, Byt all sounds ma}lrce Essi'o:g?tyilelg?

forget. Have not names and

. | gs that m i i
refreshingp Speaking is a beautify] ?;lﬁgmhigz:ga:hrfag:

dances over a]l thin
: gs. How lovely is gl i
the deceptmn of sounds! With sg;:fd;l 103’111;1;1 > an a
opﬂmany—hued rainbows,” Ve fances
Oafaratlaustra," t.he animals said, “to those who
ol a :lve ﬂto, all f:hmgs themselves are dancing- the
come bzckoi E;ar the.l.t" hands ang laugh and ﬂee'—-am}i’
o ek verything goes, everything comes back:
ally rolls the wheel of being, Everything dies,

mally runs the year of
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every Now, being begins; round every Here rolls the
sphere There. The center is everywhere. Bent is the
path of eternity.”

“O you buffoons and barrel organs!” Zarathustra re-
plied and smiled again. “How well you know what had
to be fulfilled in seven days, and: how that monster
crawled down my throat and suffocated me. But I bit

. off its head and spewed it out. And you, have you al-
ready made & hurdy-gurdy song of thisP But now I lie
here, still weary of this biting and spewing, still sick
from my own redemption. And you watched all this? O
my animals, are even you cruel? Did you want to watch
my great pain as men dof For man is the cruelest
animal, :

“At tragedies, bullfights, and crucifixions he has so
far felt best on earth; and when he invented hell for
himself, behold, that was his heaven on earth.

“When the great man screams, the small man comes
running with his tongue hanging from lasciviousness.
But he calls it his ‘pity.’ .

“The small man, especially the poet—how eagerly he
accuses life with words! Hear him, but do not fail to
hear the delight that is in all accusation, Such accusers
of life—life overcomes with a wink. ‘Do you love mef’
she says impudently, ‘Wait a litle while, just yet I
have no time for you.’

“Man is the cruelest animal against himself; and
whenever he calls himself ‘sinner’ and ‘cross-bearer” \and
‘penitent,” do not fail to hear the voluptuous delight
that is in all such lamentation and accusation.

“And I myself—do I thus want to be man’s accuser?
Alas, my animals, only this have I learned so far, that
man needs what is most evil in him for what is best in
him—that whatever is most evil is his best power and

the hardest stone for the hi
miisi:! become better andemtl)gge::i:reat?r; "o that man
__bUtyItc‘J:rt.uge was not the knowledge that man is evil
bt | riec as 10 one has yet cried: ‘Alas, that by
greatest evil is so very smalll Alas, that his best i ,
—— , s best is so
“The great disgust with
. man—this ch
?a;ll -CEX}_IVI?d into my throat; and w;fatc tl(:lc:efo;nt}?s -
.:il 4 k:s 'the same, nothing is worth while knayﬁir
nesgse c‘:N :a re;. tA gm%h twilight limped before me a (s)::’.-
S5, to death, drunken with death heaking
ﬁlt(}:ma yawning mouth. ‘Eternally recurs t‘r’neSi?:rIlu n%
wh You are weary, the small man'—thys yawned ,
Marr:,zsz ;1:}(11 tc:lraggdec’x its feet and could not go to slezza
Tth turned into a cave for me, ’ -
1a;glstthat is living became human mol’dlt:n(jlel:z::: ke[z
mu; c}; 15?;; ;ol O!rr:;rl\gtsighing sat Iim all human to:xllz;s
up; my sighing and ioni
croaked and gagged and gnawed an%l waiﬁ;éesl?; né::?

. 1 1 ¢
and night: ‘Alas, man recurs eternallyl The small man

recurs eternally(
“Naked I had once
the smallest man; all-
greatest all-too-human. All-too
was my disgust with man.
even of the smallest—that

seen !?oth, the greatest man and
too-simflar to each other, even the

-small, the greatest!—that
And the eternal recurrence

was my disgust with all

- existence, Alas] Nausea! Nausea! Nausea”

Thus spoke Zarathustra and sighed and shuddered

. for he remembered his si
: would not let him golinf.l ckness. But then his animals

ans‘]x?;‘ er:!ofi] 'stza}c on, O convalescent]”
ok oo ;m,cbut 8o out where the world awaits you
oty g2 n. Go out to the roses and bees and dove.
¢ ut especially to the songbirds, that you may learn

thus his animals
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from them how to sing! For singing is for the convales-
cent; the healthy can speak. And when the healthy man
also wants songs, he wants different songs from the
convalescent.” -

“O you buffoons and barrel organs, be silentl” Zara-
thustra replied and smiled at his animals. “How well
you know what comfort I invented for myself in seven
days! That I must sing again, this comfort and convales-
cence I invented for myself, Must you immediately turn
this too into a hurdy-gurdy song?”

“Do not speak onl” his animals answered him again;
“rather even, O convalescent, fashion yourself a lyre
first, a new lyrel For behold, Zarathustra, new lyres are
needed for your new songs. Sing and overflow, O Zara-
thustra; cure your soul with new songs that you may
bear your great destiny, which has never yet been any
man’s destiny. For your animals know well, O Zara-
thustra, who you are and must become: behold, you
are the teacher of the eternal recurrence—that is your
destiny! That you as the first must teach this doctrine-—
how could this great destiny not be your greatest danger
and sickness too? i

“Behold, we know what you teach: that all things
recur eternally, and we ourselves too; and that we have
already existed an eternal pumber of times, and all
things with us. You teach that there is a great year of
becoming, a monster of a great year, which must, like
an hourglass, turn over again and again so that it may
run down and run out again; and all these years are
alike in what is greatest as in what is smallest; and we
ourselves are alike in every great year, in what is great-
est as in what is smallest.

“And if you wanted to die now, O Zarathustra, be-
hold, we also know how you would then speak to your-

self. But your animals beg you not to die yet. You

1 them; but Zarathustra di

~ Ing, although he was not asleen-
3 w;;th his soul. The seo ot L
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stillness around him and cgfltisc;lt?:i

-and “formerly” and to d
There and Yonder, e aw

dust, spiders, and twil; f
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- Omy sou%, I washed the little bashfulness and the

would speak, without trembl; -2
with happiness, for a gre:m?g but breathing deeply

be taken from you who are m ght and sultriness would

L : . ost patient,
Now I die and vanish’ you would say, ‘and all at

. The sot;i l'; as mortal as the body ‘
. ‘HW ic Iam enta : Y
g;uih will create me again. I myself belon tngth !
e eternal recurren g to the causes

. : ce. I come again, with thi o
;:;lte}: It}l: § T;r&, with this eagle, with this serpen:cs—i:igé i
: W lite or a better life or a similar life; I come

back eternally to this same, selfsa
. : X me life, i i
f::ls:lt::; :s 11} w]hat is smallest, to teach again ltrlie“e’lt]::n;i
v e ofa 1 things, to speak again the word of th
s tgo;:; o t}arth and man, to proclaim the overma:
again ¢ eten. ; spoke my word, T break of my word:
fh hm)lrr 1_lerna lot wants it; as a proclaimer T pen‘sh'
b our a;; now come when he who goes under should
e hin titlee . 'E::aslsefl:d,:l Zarakthustra's going under.’ ”
‘ ad s '

silent and wajted for Zarfﬂ(iuzg;h teos esgroii;?t?irnwe:e
d not hear that they were silgen:

his eyes closed, like one sleep:
for he was conversing

rpent, however, and the eagle
t, honored the great,
y stole away.

Rather he lay still with

ON THE GREAT LONGING

O my soul, I taught you to say “today” and “one day”

ay over all Here and o

O my soul, I delivered you from all nooks; I brushed




