






























Book Four: St Januarius 

yourself: I want to make them braver, more persevering, simpler, more 
full of gaiety. I want to teach them what is today understood by so 
few, least of all by these preachers of compassion (Mitleiden): to share 
not pain, but joy (Mitfreude)! 
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Vita femina. 28 - Not even all knowledge and all good will suffice for 
seeing the ultimate beauties of a work; it requires the rarest of lucky 
accidents for the clouds that veil the peaks to lift for us momentarily 
and for the sun to shine on them. Not only must we stand in just the 
right spot to see this, but our own soul, too, must itself have pulled the 
veil from its heights and must have been in need of some external 
expression and parable, as if it needed a hold in order to retain control 
of itself. But so rarely does all of this coincide that I am inclined to 
believe that the highest peaks of everything good, be it work, deed, 
humanity, or nature, have so far remained hidden and covered from the 
majority and even from the hest. But what does unveil itself for us 
unveils itself for us only once! The Greeks, to be sure, prayed: 'Everything 
beautiful twice and thrice!'29 lndeed, they had good reason to summon 
the gods, for ungodly reality gives us the beautiful either never or only 
once! I mean to say that the world is brimming with beautiful things but 
nevertheless poor, very poor in beautiful moments and in the unveilings 
of those things. But perhaps that is the strongest magic of life: it is 
covered by a veil of beautiful possibilities, woven with threads of gold -
promising, resisting, bashful, mocking, compassionate, and seductive. 
Yes, life is a woman! 
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The dying Socrates.30 - I admire the courage and wisdom of Socrates in 
everything he did, said - and did not say. This mocking, love-sick 
monster and pied piper of Athens, who made the most audacious youths 
of Athens tremble and sob, was not only the wisest chatterer of all time; 
he was equally great in silence. I wish he had remained silent also in 

28 'Life - a woman' 
29 Plato, Gorgias 498e and Philebus 59e-6oa 
30 See also above, § 36, p. 54-
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Book Five: We Fearless Ones 

solitude, crawl into caves, become wise . .. What? Wisdom as a hiding 
place in which the philosopher hides himself from - spirit? 
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Two kinds of causes that are often confused. - This seems to me to be one 
of my most essential steps forward: I learned to distinguish the cause of 
acting from the cause of acting in a certain way, in a certain direction, 
with a certain goal. The first kind of cause is a quantum of dammed-up 
energy waiting to be used somehow, for something; the second kind, by 
contrast, is something quite insignificant, mostly a small accident in 
accordance with which this quantum 'discharges' itself in one particular 
way: the match versus the powder keg. Among these small accidents 
and matches I consider all so-called 'purposes' as well as the even more 
so-called 'vocations': they are relatively random, arbitrary, nearly in
different in relation to the enormous force of energy that presses on, as I 
said, to be used up somehow. The usual view is diff erent: one is used to 
seeing the driving force precisely in the goals (purposes, professions, 
etc.), in keeping with a very ancient error; but it is only the directing 
force - one has mistaken the helmsman for the stream. And not even 
always the helmsman, the driving force .. .Is the 'goal', the 'purpose', 
not often enough a beautifying pretext, a self-deception of vanity after 
the faet that does not want to acknowledge that the ship is foliowing the 
current into which it has entered accidentally? That it 'wills' to go that 
way because it - must? That it certainly has a direction but - no 
helmsman whatsoever? We still need a critique of the concept of 
'purpose'. 

On the problem of the actor. - The problem of the actor has troubled me 
fora very long time; I was unsure (and still sometimes am) whether it is 
only from this angle that one can approach the dangerous concept of the 
'artist' - a concept that has heretofore been treated with unpardonable 
generosity. Falseness with a good conscience; the delight in pretence 
erupting as a power that pushes aside, floods, and at times extinguishes 
one's so-called 'character'; the inner longing fora role and mask, for an 
appearance (Schein); an excess of capacities for all kinds of adaptation 
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The Cay Science 

that can no longer be satisfied in the service of the nearest, most 
narrowly construed utility - perhaps all of this is distinctive not only of 
the actor? Such an instinct will have developed most easily in lower
class families who had to survive under fluctuating pressures and 
coercions, in deep dependency; who had nimbly to cut their coats 
according to their cloth, always readapting to new circumstances, always 
having to aet and pose differently until they slowly learned to turn their 
coats with every wind and thus almost turned into coats themselves -
and masters of an art which they have fully assimilated so that it is an 
integral part of themselves, that art of perpetually playing at self
concealment which in animals we call mimicry - until finally this 
capacity, accumulated from generation to generation, becomes domi
neering, unreasonable, intractable, an instinct that learns to command 
other instincts and produces the actor, the 'artist' (the buffoon, the 
teller of lies, the fool, the jester, the clown primarily, but also the 
classical servant, Gil Blas;34 for it is in such types that we find the pre
history of the artist and often enough even of'genius'). In more elevated 
social conditions, too, a similar human type develops under similar 
pressures; only here, the histrionic instinct is usually just barely kept in 
check by another instinct, as in the case of 'diplomats'. Incidentally, I 
would think that a good diplomat would be free at any time to become a 
good actor - provided, of course, that he were 'free' to do this. But as 
for the Jews, that people possessing the art of adaptability par excellence, 
one might, according to this train of thought, immediately see in them a 
world-historical organization for the cultivation of actors, a veritable 
breeding ground for actors; and indeed it is really high time to ask: what 
good actor today is not - a Jew? Also the Jew as ahorn literary man, as 
the true master of the European press, exercises this power by virtue of 
his histrionic ability, for the literary man is essentially an actor: he plays 
the 'expert', the 'specialist'. Finally, women: consider the whole history 
of women - mustn 't they be actresses first and foremost? Listen to 
doctors who have hypnotized womenfolk; finally, love them - let 
yourself be 'hypnotized' by them! What is always the result? That they 
try to be 'taken for something' even when they are being taken ... 
Woman is so artistic. . . 

34 See above, Book 11, footnote 9, p. 78. 
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Beyond Good and Evil

start to be called “convictions.” Later – they come to be seen as only
footsteps to self-knowledge, signposts to the problems that we are, – or,
more accurately, to the great stupidity that we are, to our spiritual fatum,
to that thing “at the very bottom” that will not learn. – On account of
the abundant civility that I have just extended to myself, I will perhaps
be more readily allowed to pronounce a few truths about the “woman
an sich”: assuming that people now know from the outset the extent to
which these are only – my truths. –



Women want to become independent, so they are beginning to enlighten
men about the “woman an sich” – this is one of the worst developments
in Europe’s general trend towards increasing ugliness. Just imagine what
these clumsy attempts at female scientificity and self-disclosure will bring
to light! Women have so much cause for shame; they contain so much that
is pedantic, superficial, and schoolmarmish as well as narrowmindedly
arrogant, presumptuous, and lacking in restraint (just think about their
interactions with children!), all of which has been most successfully re-
strained and kept under control by their fear of men. Look out when the
“eternal tedium of woman” (which they all have in abundance!) first dares
to emerge! When, on principle, they start completely forgetting their dis-
cretion and their art – of grace, play, chasing-all-cares-away, of making
things easier and taking them lightly, as well as their subtle skill at pleas-
ant desires! Even now, female voices are becoming heard which – holy
Aristophanes! – are terrifying, and threaten with medicinal clarity what,
in the first and last instance, women want from men. Isn’t it in the very
worst taste when women prepare to be scientific like this? Fortunately,
enlightenment had been a man’s business, a man’s talent until now – as
such, we could remain “among ourselves.” And with respect to everything
that women write about “woman,” we can ultimately reserve a healthy
doubt as to whether women really want – and are able to want – to provide
enlightenment about themselves . . . If this is not really all about some
woman trying to find a new piece of finery for herself (and isn’t dressing
up a part of the Eternal Feminine?), well then, she wants to inspire fear of

 In German: das “Weib an sich.” The term “an sich” means “in itself,” as in Kant’s Ding an sich
(thing in itself). I have left the term in German because any English rendering is clumsy, and the
German retains both the gender neutrality and the philosophical connotations of the term.





Our virtues

herself: – perhaps in order to dominate. But she does not want truth: what
does truth matter for a woman! Nothing is so utterly foreign, unfavorable,
hostile for women from the very start than truth, – their great art is in ly-
ing, their highest concern is appearance and beauty. Let us admit that we
men love and honor precisely this art and this instinct in women: we have
a rough time of it, and gladly seek relief by attaching ourselves to a being
in whose hands, eyes, and gentle stupidities our seriousness, our gravity,
and profundity look almost stupid to us. Finally, I will pose the question:
has a woman herself ever acknowledged a female mind as profound or a
female heart as just? And isn’t it true that, judging overall, “woman” has
historically been most despised by women themselves – and not by us at
all? – We men wish that women would stop compromising themselves
through enlightenment: just as male care and protection of women were
at work when the church decreed: mulier taceat in ecclesia! It was for
women’s own good, when Napoleon gave the all-too-eloquent Madame
de Staël to understand: mulier taceat in politicis! – and I think that it is a
true friend of the ladies who calls to them today: mulier taceat de muliere!



It shows corruption of the instincts – even apart from the fact that it
shows bad taste – when a woman refers specifically to Madame Roland or
Madame de Staël or Monsieur Georges Sand, as if that proved something
in favor of the “woman an sich.” Men consider these the three comical
women an sich – nothing else! – and precisely the best involuntary counter-
arguments against emancipation and female self-determination.



Stupidity in the kitchen; woman as cook; the spine-chilling thoughtless-
ness in the feeding of the family and the head of the house! Women do
not understand what food means: and yet want to cook! If woman were a
thoughtful creature, then the fact that she has been the cook for thousands
of years would surely have led her to discover the greatest physiological
facts, and at the same time make the art of medicine her own! Bad cooking

 “Woman should be silent in church.”
 “Woman should be silent about politics.”
 “Woman should be silent about woman.”
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