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In some remote corner of the universe, flickering in the light of the count-
less solar systems into which it had been poured, there was once a planet
on which clever animals invented cognition. It was the most arrogant and
most mendacious minute in the ‘history of the world’; but a minute was all
it was. After nature had drawn just a few more breaths the planet froze and
the clever animals had to die. Someone could invent a fable like this and yet
they would still not have given a satisfactory illustration of just how piti-
ful, how insubstantial and transitory, how purposeless and arbitrary the
human intellect looks within nature; there were eternities during which
it did not exist; and when it has disappeared again, nothing will have hap-
pened. For this intellect has no further mission that might extend beyond
the bounds of human life. Rather, the intellect is human, and only its own
possessor and progenitor regards it with such pathos, as if it housed the axis
around which the entire world revolved. But if we could communicate with
amidge we would hear that it too floats through the air with the very same
pathos, feeling that it too contains within itself the flying centre of this
world. There is nothing in nature so despicable and mean that would not
immediately swell up like a balloon from just one little puff of that force
of cognition; and just as every bearer of burdens wants to be admired, so
the proudest man of all, the philosopher, wants to see, on all sides, the
eyes of the universe trained, as through telescopes, on his thoughts and
deeds.

It is odd that the intellect can produce this effect, since it is nothing
other than an aid supplied to the most unfortunate, most delicate and most
transient of beings so as to detain them for a minute within existence;
otherwise, without this supplement, they would have every reason to flee
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existence as quickly as did Lessing’s infant son.! The arrogance inherent
in cognition and feeling casts a blinding fog over the eyes and senses
of human beings, and because it contains within itself the most flattering
evaluation of cognition it deceives them about the value of existence. Its
most general effect is deception — but each of its separate effects also has
something of the same character.

As a means for the preservation of the individual, the intellect shows its
greatest strengths in dissimulation, since this is the means to preserve those
weaker, less robust individuals who, by nature, are denied horns or the
sharp fangs of a beast of prey with which to wage the struggle for existence.
This art of dissimulation reaches its peak in humankind, where deception,
flattery, lying and cheating, speaking behind the backs of others, keeping
up appearances,? living in borrowed finery, wearing masks, the drapery of
convention, play-acting for the benefit of others and oneself — in short, the
constant fluttering of human beings around the one flame of vanity is so
much the rule and the law that there is virtually nothing which defies
understanding so much as the fact that an honest and pure drive towards
truth should ever have emerged in them. They are deeply immersed in illu-
sions and dream-images; their eyes merely glide across the surface of things
and see ‘forms’; nowhere does their perception lead into truth; instead it is
content toreceive stimuli and, as it were, to play with its fingers on the back
of things. What is more, human beings allow themselves to be lied to in
dreams every night of their lives, without their moral sense ever seeking to
prevent this happening, whereas it is said that some people have even elim-
inated snoring by will-power. What do human beings really know about
themselves? Are they even capable of perceiving themselves in their
entirety just once, stretched out as in an illuminated glass case? Does
nature not remain silent about almost everything, even about our bodies,
banishing and enclosing us within a proud, illusory consciousness, far away
from the twists and turns of the bowels, the rapid flow of the blood stream
and the complicated tremblings of the nerve-fibres? Nature has thrown
away the key, and woe betide fateful curiosity should it ever succeed in
peering through a crack in the chamber of consciousness, out and down

! Lessing’s first and only son died immediately after birth, followed soon after by his mother. This
drew from Lessing the comment: ‘Was it good sense that they had to pull him into the world with
iron tongs, or that he noticed the filth so quickly? Was it not good sense that he took the first oppor-
tunity to leave it again?’ (Letter to Eschenburg, 10 January 1778).

2 Theverb Nietzsche uses is reprasentieren. This means keeping up a show in public, representing one’s
family, country, or social group before the eyes of the world.
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into the depths, and thus gain an intimation of the fact that humanity, in
the indifference of itsignorance, rests on the pinless, the greedy, the insatiable,
the murderous — clinging in dreams, as it were, to the back of a tiger. Given
this constellation, where on earth can the drive to truth possibly have
come from?

Insofar as the individual wishes to preserve himself in relation to other
individuals, in the state of nature he mostly used his intellect for conceal-
ment and dissimulation; however, because necessity and boredom also lead
men to want to live in societies and herds, they need a peace treaty, and so
they endeavour to eliminate from their world at least the crudest forms of
the bellum omnium contra omnes.3 In the wake of this peace treaty, however,
comes something which looks like the first step towards the acquisition of
that mysterious drive for truth. For that which is to count as ‘truth’ from
this point onwards now becomes fixed, i.e. a way of designating things is
invented which has the same validity and force everywhere, and the legis-
lation of language also produces the first laws of truth, for the contrast
between truth and lying comes into existence here for the first time: the liar
uses the valid tokens of designation — words — to make the unreal appear to
be real; he says, for example, ‘I am rich’; whereas the correct designation
for this condition would be, precisely, ‘poor’. He misuses the established
conventions by arbitrarily switching or even inverting the names for things.
Ifhe does this in a manner that is selfish and otherwise harmful, society will
no longer trust him and therefore exclude him from its ranks. Human
beings do not so much flee from being tricked as from being harmed by
being tricked. Even on this level they do not hate deception but rather the
damaging, inimical consequences of certain species of deception. Truth,
too, is only desired by human beings in a similarly limited sense. They
desire the pleasant, life-preserving consequences of truth; they are
indifferent to pure knowledge if it has no consequences, but they are actu-
ally hostile towards truths which may be harmful and destructive. And,
besides, what is the status of those conventions of language? Are they
perhaps products of knowledge, of the sense of truth? Is there a perfect
match between things and their designations? Is language the full and
adequate expression of all realities?

Only through forgetfulness could human beings ever entertain the illu-
sion that they possess truth to the degree described above. If they will not

3 ‘war of all against all”: phrase associated with Thomas Hobbes’ description of the state of nature
before the institution of political authority (¢/” Hobbes, De cive1.12 and Leviathan, chapter x1ir).
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content themselves with truth in the form of tautology, i.e. with empty
husks, they will for ever exchange illusions for truth. What is a word? The
copy of a nervous stimulation in sounds. To infer from the fact of the
nervous stimulation that there exists a cause outside us is already the result
of applying the principle of sufficient reason wrongly. If truth alone had
been decisive in the genesis of language, if the viewpoint of certainty had
been decisive in creating designations, how could we possibly be permit-
ted to say, “The stone is hard’, as if ‘hard’ were something known to us in
some other way, and not merely as an entirely subjective stimulus? We
divide things up by gender, describing a tree as masculine and a plant as
feminine* — how arbitrary these translations are! How far they have flown
beyond the canon of certainty! We speak of a snake; the designation
captures only its twisting movements and thus could equally well apply to
a worm. How arbitrarily these borders are drawn, how one-sided the pref-
erence for this or that property of a thing! When different languages are set
alongside one another it becomes clear that, where words are concerned,
what matters is never truth, never the full and adequate expression;
otherwise there would not be so many languages. The ‘thing-in-itself’
(which would be, precisely, pure truth, truth without consequences) is
impossible for even the creator of language to grasp, and indeed this is not
at all desirable. He designates only the relations of things to human beings,
and in order to express them he avails himself of the boldest metaphors.
The stimulation of a nerve is first translated into an image: first metaphor!
The image is then imitated by a sound: second metaphor! And each time
there is a complete leap from one sphere into the heart of another, new
sphere. One can conceive of a profoundly deaf human being who has never
experienced sound or music; just as such a person will gaze in astonish-
ment at the Chladnian sound-figures in sand, find their cause in the vibra-
tion of a string, and swear that he must now know what men call sound —
this is precisely what happens to all of us with language. We believe that
when we speak of trees, colours, snow, and flowers, we have knowledge of
the things themselves, and yet we possess only metaphors of things which
in no way correspond to the original entities. Just as the musical sound

4 “Tree’ is masculine in German (der Baum) and ‘plant’ (die Pflanze) is feminine.

5 Nietzsche uses the term addquat which indicates that the meaning of something is fully conveyed
by a word or expression; English ‘adequate’ alone does not convey this sense completely.

% The vibration of a string can create figures in the sand (in an appropriately constructed sand-box)
which give a visual representation of that which the human ear perceives as a tone. The term comes
from the name of the physicist Ernst Chladni, whose experiments demonstrated the effect.
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appears as a figure in the sand, so the mysterious ‘X’ of the thing-in-itself
appears first as a nervous stimulus, then as an image, and finally as an
articulated sound. At all events, things do not proceed logically when
language comes into being, and the entire material in and with which the
man of truth, the researcher, the philosopher, works and builds, stems, if
not from cloud-cuckoo land, then certainly not from the essence of things.

Let us consider in particular how concepts are formed; each word
immediately becomes a concept, not by virtue of the fact thatitis intended
to serve as a memory (say) of the unique, utterly individualized, primary
experience to which it owes its existence, but because at the same time it
must fit countless other, more or less similar cases, i.e. cases which, strictly
speaking, are never equivalent, and thus nothing other than non-
equivalent cases. Every concept comes into being by making equivalent
that which is non-equivalent. Just as it is certain that no leaf is ever exactly
the same as any other leaf] it is equally certain that the concept ‘leaf” is
formed by dropping these individual differences arbitrarily, bv forgemng
those features which differentiate one thing from another, so that the
concept then gives rise to the notion that something other than leaves exists
in nature, something which would be ‘leaf’, a primal form, say, from which
all leaves were woven, drawn, delineated, dyed, curled, painted — but by a
clumsy pair of hands, so that no single example turned out to be a faithful,
correct, and reliable copy of the primal form. We call a man honest; we ask,
‘Why did he act so honestly today?’ Our answer is usually: ‘Because of his
honesty.” Honesty! — yet again, this means that the leaf is the cause of the
leaves. We have no knowledge of an essential quality which might be called
honesty, but we do know of numerous individualized and hence non-
equivalent actions which we equate with each other by omitting what is
unlike, and which we now designate as honestactions; finally we formulate
from them a gualitas occulta’” with the name ‘honesty’.

Like form, a concept is produced by overlooking what is individual and
real, whereas nature knows neither forms nor concepts and hence no
species, but only an ‘X’ which is inaccessible to us and indefinable by us.
For the opposition we make between individual and species is also anthro-
pomorphic and does not stem from the essence of things, although we
equally do not dare to say that it does not correspond to the essence of
things, since that would be a dogmatic assertion and, as such, just as in-
capable of being proved as its opposite.

7 Hidden property.
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What, then, is truth? A mobile army of metaphors, metonymies, anthro-
pomorphisms, in short a sum of human relations which have been sub-
jected to poetic and rhetorical intensification, translation, and decoration,
and which, after they have been in use for a long time, strike a people as
firmly established, canonical, and binding; truths are illusions of which we
have forgotten that they are illusions, metaphors which have become worn
by frequent use and have lost all sensuous vigour, coins which, having lost
their stamp, are now regarded as metal and no longer as coins. Yet we still
do not know where the drive to truth comes from, for so far we have only
heard about the obligation to be truthful which society imposes in order to
exist, i.e. the obligation to use the customary metaphors, or, to put it in
moral terms, the obligation to lie in accordance with firmly established
convention, to lie en masse and in a style that is binding for all. Now, it is
true that human beings forget that this is how things are; thus they lie
unconsciously in the way we have described, and in accordance with
centuries-old habits—and precisely because of this unconsciousness, precisely
because of this forgetting, they arrive at the feeling of truth. The feeling
that one is obliged to describe one thing as red, another as cold, and a third
as dumb, prompts a moral impulse which pertains to truth; from its oppo-
site, the liar whom no one trusts and all exclude, human beings demon-
strate to themselves just how honourable, confidence-inspiring and useful
truth is. As creatures of reason, human beings now make their actions
subject to the rule of abstractions; they no longer tolerate being sweptaway
by sudden impressions and sensuous perceptions; they now generalize
all these impressions first, turning them into cooler, less colourful concepts
in order to harness the vehicle of their lives and actions to them. Every-
thing which distinguishes human beings from animals depends on this
ability to sublimate sensuous metaphors into a schema, in other words, to
dissolve an image into a concept. This is because something becomes
possible in the realm of these schemata which could never be achieved in
the realm of those sensuous first impressions, namely the construction of
a pyramidal order based on castes and degrees, the creation of a new world
of laws, privileges, subordinations, definitions of borders, which now con-
fronts the other, sensuously perceived world as something firmer, more
general, more familiar, more human, and hence as something regulatory
and imperative. Whereas every metaphor standing for a sensuous percep-
tion is individual gnd unique and is therefore always able to escape classi-
fication, the great edifice of concepts exhibits the rigid regularity of a
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Roman columbarium.® while logic breathes out that air of severity and cool-
ness which is peculiar to mathematics. Anyone who has been touched by
that cool breath will scarcely believe that concepts too, which are as bony
and eight-cornered as a dice and just as capable of being shifted around, are
only the left-over residue of a meta phor, and that the illusion produced by
the artistic translation of a nervous stimulus into images is, if not the
mother, then at least the grandmother of each and every concept. Within
this conceptual game of dice, however, ‘truth’ means using each die in
accordance with its designation, counting its spots precisely, forming
correct classifications, and never offending against the order of castes nor
against the sequence of classes of rank. Just as the Romans and the
Etruscans divided up the sky with rigid mathematical lines and confined a
god in a space which they had thus delimited as in a templum, all peoples
have just such a mathematically divided firmament of concepts above
them, and they understand the demand of truth to mean that the god of
every concept is to be sought only in Ais sphere. Here one can certainly
admire humanity as a mighty architectural genius who succeeds in erect-
ing the infinitely complicated cathedral of concepts on moving founda-
tions, or even, one might say, on flowing water; admittedly, in order to rest
on such foundations, it has to be like a thing constructed from cobwebs,
so delicate that it can be carried off on the waves and yet so firm as not to
be blown apart by the wind. By these standards the human being is an
architectural genius who is far superior to the bee; the latter builds with
wax which she gathers from nature, whereas the human being builds with
the far more delicate material of concepts which he must first manufacture
from himself. In this he is to be much admired — but just not for his impulse
to truth, to the pure cognition of things. If someone hides something
behind a bush, looks for it in the same place and then finds it there, his seek-
ing and finding is nothing much to boast about; but this is exactly how
things are as far as the seeking and finding of ‘truth’ within the territory
of reason is concerned. If I create the definition of a mammal and then,
having inspected a camel, declare, ‘Behold, a mammal’; then a truth has
certainly been brought to light, but it is of limited value, by which I mean
that it is anthropomorphic through and through and contains not a single
point which could be said to be ‘true initself’, really and in a generally valid
sense, regardless of mankind. Anyone who researches for truths of that

8 Originally a dovecot, then a catacomb with niches at regularintervals for urns containing the ashes
of the dead.
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kind is basically only seeking the metamorphosis of the world in human
beings; he strives for an understanding of the world as something which is
similar in kind to humanity, and what he gains by hiseffortsis at best a feel-
ing of assimilation. Rather as the astrologer studies the stars in the service
of human beings and in relation to humanity’s happiness and suffering, this
type of researcher regards the whole world as linked to humankind, as the
infinitely refracted echo of an original sound, that of humanity, and as the
multiple copy of a single, original image, that of humanity. His procedure
is to measure all things against man, and in doing so he takes as his point
of departure the erroneous belief that he has these things directly before
him, as pure objects. Thus, forgetting that the original metaphors of per-
ception were indeed metaphors, he takes them for the things themselves.
Only by forgetting this primitive world of metaphor, only by virtue of
the fact that a mass of images, which originally flowed in a hot, liquid
stream from the primal power of the human imagination, has become hard
and rigid, only because of the invincible faith that #Ass sun, this window, this
table is a truth in itself — in short only because man forgets himself as a
subject, and indeed as an artistically creative subject, does he live with some
degree of peace, security, and consistency; if he could escape for just a
moment from the prison walls of this faith, it would mean the end of his
‘consciousness of self’.? He even has to make an effort to admit to himself
that insects or birds perceive a quite different world from that of human
beings, and that the question as to which of these two perceptions of the
world is the more correct is quite meaningless, since this would require
them to be measured by the criterion of the correct perception, i.e. by a non-
existent criterion. But generally it seems to me that the correct perception
— which would mean the full and adequate expression of an object in the
subject — is something contradictory and impossible; for between two
absolutely different spheres, such as subject and object are, there is no
causality, no correctness, no expression, but at most an aesthetic way of
relating, by which I mean an allusive transference, a stammering trans-
lation into a quite different language. For which purpose a middle sphere
and mediating force is certainly required which can freely invent and freely
create poetry. The word appearance (Erscheinung) contains many seduc-
tions, and for this reason I avoid using it as far as possible; for it is not true
that the essence of things appears in the empirical world. A painter who has
no hands and who wished to express in song the image hovering before him

9 The word Nietzsche uses here — Selbstbemufftsein — could also mean ‘self-confidence’.
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will still reveal more through this substitution of one sphere for another
than the empirical world betrays of the essence of things. Even the relation
of a nervous stimulus to the image produced thereby is inherently not a
necessary relationship; but when that same image has been produced mil-
lions of times and has been passed down through many generations of
humanity, indeed eventually appears in the whole of humanity as a conse-
quence of the same occasion, it finally acquires the same significance for all
human beings, as if it were the only necessary image and as if that relation
of the original nervous stimulus to the image produced were a relation of
strict causality — in exactly the same way as a dream, if repeated eternally,
would be felt and judged entirely as reality. But the fact that a metaphor
becomes hard and rigid is absolutely no guarantee of the necessity and
exclusive justification of that metaphor.

Anyone who is at home in such considerations will certainly have felt a
deep mistrust of this kind of idealism when he has once become clearly
convinced of the eternal consistency, ubiquitousness and infallibility of
the laws of nature; he will then conclude that everything, as far as we can
penetrate, whether to the heights of the telescopic world or the depths of
the microscopic world, is so sure, so elaborated, so endless, so much in
conformity to laws, and so free of lacunae, that science will be able to
mine these shafts successfully for ever, and that everything found there will
be in agreement and without self-contradiction. How little all of this
resembles a product of the imagination, for if it were such a thing, the
illusion and the unreality would be bound to be detectable somewhere. The
first thing to be said against this view is this: if each of us still had a different
kind of sensuous perception, if we ourselves could only perceive things
as, variously, a bird, a worm, or a plant does, or if one of us were to see a
stimulus as red, a second person were to see the same stimulus as blue,
while a third were even to hear it as a sound, nobody would ever speak of
nature as something conforming to laws; rather they would take it to be
nothing other than a highly subjective formation. Consequently, what is a
law of nature for us at all? It is not known to us in itself but only in its effects,
i.e. in its relations to other laws of nature which are in turn known to us
only as relations. Thus, all these relations refer only to one another, and
they are utterly incomprehensible to us in their essential nature; the only
things we really know about them are things which we bring to bear on
them: time and space, in other words, relations of succession and number.
But everything which is wonderful and which elicits our astonishment at
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precisely these laws of nature, everything which demands explanation of
us and could seduce us into being suspicious of idealism, is attributable
precisely and exclusively to the rigour and universal validity of the repre-
sentations of time and space. But these we produce within ourselves and
from ourselves with the same necessity as a spider spins; if we are forced
to comprehend all things under these forms alone, then it is no longer
wonderful that what we comprehend in all these things is actually nothing
other than these very forms; for all of them must exhibit the laws of
number, and number is precisely that which is most astonishing about
things. All the conformity to laws which we find so imposing in the orbits
of the stars and chemical processes is basically identical with those quali-
ties which we ourselves bring to bear on things, so that what we find im-
posing is our own activity. Of course the consequence of this is that the
artistic production of metaphor, with which every sensation begins within
us, already presupposes those forms, and is thus executed in them; only
from the stability of these original forms can one explain how it is possible
for an edifice of concepts to be constituted in its turn from the metaphors
themselves. For this conceptual edifice is an imitation of the relations of
time, space, and number on the foundations of metaphor.

2

Originally, as we have seen, it is language which works on building the
edifice of concepts; later it is science. Just as the bee simultaneously builds
the cells of its comb and fills them with honey, so science works unceasingly
at that great columbarium of concepts, the burial site of perceptions, builds
ever-new, ever-higher tiers, supports, cleans, renews the old cells, and
strives above all to fill that framework which towers up to vast heights, and
to fit into it in an orderly way the whole empirical world, i.e. the anthro-
pomorphic world. If even the man of action binds his life to reason and its
concepts, so as not to be swept away and lose himself, the researcher builds
his hut close by the tower of science so that he can lend a hand with the
building and find protection for himself beneath its already existing
bulwarks. And he has need of protection, for there exist fearful powers
which constantly press in on him and which confront scientific truth with
‘truths’ of quite another kind, on shields emblazoned with the most
multifarious emblems.

That drive to form metaphors, that fundamental human drive which
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cannot be left out of consideration for even a second without also leaving
out human beings themselves, is in truth not defeated, indeed hardly even
tamed, by the process whereby a regular and rigid new world is built from
its own sublimated products — concepts — in order to imprison it in a
fortress. The drive seeks out a channel and a new area for its activity, and
finds it in myth and in art generally. It constantly confuses the cells and the
classifications of concepts by setting up new translations, metaphors,
metonymies; it constantly manifests the desire to shape the given world of
the waking human being in ways which are just as multiform, irregular,
inconsequential, incoherent, charming and ever-new, as things are in the
world of dream. Actually the waking human being is only clear about the
fact that he is awake thanks to the rigid and regular web of concepts, and
for that reason he sometimes comes to believe that he is dreaming if once
that web of concepts is torn apart by art. Pascal is right to maintain that if
the same dream were to come to us every night we would occupy ourselves
with it just as much as we do with the things we see every day: ‘If an arti-
san could be sure to dream each night for a full twelve hours that he was a
king, says Pascal, ‘I believe he would be just as happy as a king who dreamt
for twelve hours each night that he was an artisan.’!? Thanks to the con-
stantly effective miracle assumed by myth, the waking day of a people who
are stimulated by myth, as the ancient Greeks were, does indeed resemble
dream more than it does the day of a thinker whose mind has been sobered
by science. If, one day, any tree may speak as a nymph, or if a god can carry
off virgins in the guise of a bull, if the goddess Athene herself is suddenly
seen riding on a beautiful chariot in the company of Pisistratus through the
market-places of Athens!! — and that was what the honest Athenian
believed — then anything is possible at any time, as it is in dream, and the
whole of nature cavorts around men as if it were just a masquerade of the
gods who are merely having fun by deceiving men in every shape and form.

But human beings themselves have an unconquerable urge to let them-
selves be deceived, and they are as if enchanted with happiness when the
bard recites epic fairy-tales as if they were true, or when the actor in a play
acts the king more regally than reality shows him to be. The intellect, that
master of pretence, is free and absolved of its usual slavery for as long as it
can deceive without doing harm, and it celebrates its Saturnalian festivals
when it does so; at no time is it richer, more luxuriant, more proud, skilful,
and bold. Full of creative contentment, it jumbles up metaphors and shifts

10 Pensées vi. 386. 1! Herodotus 1. 60.
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the boundary stones of abstraction, describing a river, for example, as a
moving road that carries men to destinations to which they normally walk.
The intellect has now cast off the mark of servitude; whereas it normally -
labours, with dull-spirited industry, to show to some poor individual who
lusts after life the road and the tools he needs, and rides out in search of
spoils and booty for its master, here the intellect has become the master
itself and is permitted to wipe the expression of neediness from its face.
Whatever the intellect now does, all of it, compared with what it did before,
bears the mark of pretence, just as what it did before bore the mark of
distortion. It copies human life, but it takes it to be something good and
appears to be fairly content with it. That vastassembly of beamsand boards
to which needy man clings, thereby saving himself on his journey through
life, is used by the liberated intellect as a mere climbing frame and play-
thing on which to perform its most reckless tricks; and when it smashes
this framework, jumbles it up and ironically re-assembles it, pairing the
most unlike things and dividing those things which are closest to one
another, it reveals the fact that it does not require those makeshift aids of
neediness, and that it is now guided, not by concepts but by intuitions. No
regular way leads from these intuitions into the land of the ghostly
schemata and abstractions; words are not made for them; man is struck
dumb when he sees them, or he will speak only in forbidden metaphorsand
unheard-of combinations of concepts so that, by at least demolishing and
deriding the old conceptual barriers, he may do creative justice to the
impression made on him by the mighty, present intuition.

There are epochs in which the man of reason and the man of intuition
stand side by side, the one fearful of intuition, the other filled with scorn
for abstraction, the latter as unreasonable as the former is unartistic. They
both desire to rule over life; the one by his knowledge of how to cope with
the chief calamities of life by providing for the future, by prudence and
regularity, the other by being an ‘exuberant hero’!2 who does not see those
calamities and who only acknowledges life as real when it is disguised as
beauty and appearance. Where the man of intuition, as was once the case
in ancient Greece, wields his weapons more mightily and victoriously than
his contrary, a culture can take shape, given favourable conditions, and
the rule of art over life can become established; all the expressions of a life
lived thus are accompanied by pretence, by the denial of neediness, by the
radiance of metaphorical visions, and indeed generally by the immediacy

12 Phrase used of Siegfried in Wagner’s Gotterdimmerung (act m).
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of deception. Neither the house, nor the gait, nor the clothing, nor the
pitcher of clay gives any hint that these things were invented by neediness;
it seems as if all of them were intended to express sublime happiness and
Olympian cloudlessness and, as it were, a playing with earnest things.
Whereas the man who is guided by concepts and abstractions only suc-
ceeds thereby in warding off misfortune, is unable to compel the abstrac-
tions themselves to yield him happiness, and strives merely to be as free as
possible of pain, the man of intuition, standing in the midst of a culture,
reaps directly from his intuitions not just protection from harm but also a
constant stream of brightness, a lightening of the spirit, redemption, and
release. Of course, when he suffers, he suffers more severely; indeed he
suffers more frequently because he does not know how to learn from expe-
rience and keeps on falling into the very same trap time after time. When
he is suffering he is just as unreasonable as he is when happy, he shouts out
loudly and knows no solace. How differently the same misfortune is
endured by the stoic who has learned from experience and who governs
himself by means of concepts! This man, who otherwise seeks only
honesty, truth, freedom from illusions, and protection from the onslaughts
of things which might distract him, now performs, in the midst of mis-
fortune, a masterpiece of pretence, just as the other did in the midst of
happiness: he does not wear a twitching, mobile, human face, but rather a
mask, as it were, with its features in dignified equilibrium; he does not
shout, nor does he even change his tone of voice. If a veritable storm-cloud
empties itself on his head, he wraps himself in his cloak and slowly walks
away from under it.

(Written in 1873; unpublished in Nietzsche’s lifetime.)
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