
 “W�th enough t�me, even the lonesome anchor�te gets t�red of h�s own Self. No one �s there to

only by h�mself be happy. For the sake of some reason, Man wants to ach�eve happ�ness. The

prom�se of lands where butter and honey flow, the love of state and fam�ly, or the affect�on of

one genu�ne --all make the Man g�ddy, full of joy. To these he th�nks he belongs to, he has

noth�ng else.” 

 

 “Humans, no matter who, d�e just as alone as they were at b�rth. So assoc�ates Man death by

h�m be�ng �n no company —good or bad. Runs away from all that makes h�m h�mself and seeks

refuge �n the other. Fear �t avo�ds, fear of the vo�d of the �mpend�ng death �t calls cold and

alone. Im�tates the other —the man. Sees the lov�ng �t does be reflected back on h�m by those

others around, thus he learns to be loved for lov�ng. Makes th�s the Man belong to the others.

He feels as the love he gets �s solely from the people he assoc�ates w�th; not from h�m h�mself.

Long�ng he thus feels, to h�s beloved ones, be�ng add�cted to the senses devo�d of the fear of

h�s lonel�ness.” 

 

 “Man cannot dance to any mus�c but h�s own, for only he cla�ms to d�sl�ke the melody of others.

Then he rejo�ces �n h�s fast from joy, calls �t v�rtue, h�m! To suffer beneath the crush�ng depth of

h�s woe becomes h�s self-procla�med happ�ness —real�zes he noth�ng of the l�es he speaks to

h�mself w�th. He then has the audac�ty to call the talented dancer a heathen, a def�ler of �dols.

He desp�ses to see h�s false �dols be brought to a great flame and burned to l�ght mass�ve feasts

w�th mus�c of all beats and melod�es. The rays of the f�re dazzle the eyes of any who would fa�n

stay together �n the shadows of the�r dark caves, the�r eyes adapted to the deprav�ng

blackness. As a prophet of a com�ng new, brave world sa�d, ‘We l�ve together, we act on, and

react to, one another; but always and �n all c�rcumstances we are by ourselves’(Huxley.2018).“ 
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 “Mass�ve structures �t bu�lds �n the name of �ts �dols –for Gods he declares h�s �dols to be, the

Man. In masses they congregate, then prostrate they on the feet of the statues they bu�lt;

pledg�ng themselves and the�r l�ves to them. Runs away the man from h�mself �n th�s way. The

�ncensed a�r he breathes and the chants he rec�tes make h�m one of the many, an other to

h�mself. Ver�ly, loses the man h�s Self �n order to belong to the superfluous ones. For h�s god he

�s �n want to k�ll h�mself, yet fa�ls he st�ll to do so. He puts h�mself �n a walk�ng coff�n procla�ms

h�s body dead. Says unto others that there �s naught to be done �n th�s world; not to dance or

rejo�ce �n food. If h�s god d�dn’t teach h�m to dance, then he doesn’t want to. They who have

fa�led to dance th�nk the mus�c but a va�n d�stract�on. Yet �f the�r self-procla�med gods know

not of dance, how could they! Spake the Zarathustra once, sa�d that he’d only bel�eve �n a God

who knows how to dance(N�etzsche.2011).”  

 “As w�th everyth�ng, noth�ng can stand aga�nst ag�ng. Even the greatest of ol�ve trees d�e w�th

but an �nfestat�on. Such w�th the old Gods. ‘S�c semper tyrann�s’ procla�med the bourgeo�s as �t

swung �ts axe to the �dols of the old world. Destroyed all that belonged to Man before, and

thusly Man belonged to —w�th �ts axe. Made newer, modern centers of worsh�p, the bourgeo�s.

Used the Man, already accustomed to hold�ng the�r head down, to do �ts b�dd�ng and serv�ng �n

�ts newly hallowed grounds. Thus, reb�rthed the �dols —the revolut�onar�es. Made the new yolk

that Man was now to serve under. ”  

 

 “A monster took the Man by the�r already y�eld�ng neck, and pushed �t further; ensur�ng to

�tself unquest�on�ng obed�ence. Yet the yolk by wh�ch the monster holds Men �s made soft, as

to make the Man �gnorant to �t. For the monster knows �t �s �mposs�ble to oppose someth�ng

that wh�ch �sn’t f�rstly known to ex�st. Men at t�mes look up, see�ng the monster above the�r

heads. Call �t not God, those be�ng held down; because they d�d not put the monster above

the�r heads themselves. So ask they the monster what �t’s called. ‘The State’ —answers �t. ‘I am

the people’(N�etzsche.2011). The people hear thus and th�nk; I am the state, for I –am the people.

Yet the monster hears these but lends them not an ear, because �t knows those who th�nk

themselves powerful, have not the power to do anyth�ng. In sp�te of th�s sa�d one of the people,

one ha�l�ng from Frankfurt, that ‘Rel�g�on and nat�onal�sm, as well as any custom or bel�ef

however absurd and degrad�ng, �f �t only connects the �nd�v�dual w�th others, are refuges from

what man most dreads; �solat�on’(Fromm.2017).” 
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 “The Man gets somet�mes t�red of kneel�ng before those above; however knows �t not �nstead

to go h�gher before the ones already stand�ng tall, to cl�mb atop trees and mounta�ns to look

down on all that made them bend the�r knee. So, the Man looks only forward wh�le prostrate;

see�ng h�s peers and fellow others. Dec�des the man thus to rebel aga�nst the ex�stence he put

h�mself under —and �n the place of Gods and State, starts worsh�p�ng Men. A greater belong�ng

he feels to h�s fellow Man, due to them both endur�ng the same scorches from work�ng

beneath the same sun. Rebell�on bo�ls �n h�s blood; because of all the unhapp�ness he has been

affl�cted w�th. The man’s malad�es have come from h�s bent, kneel�ng posture –unbeknownst

to h�m, so he releases h�s pent up def�ance us�ng love. Loves the man, bl�ndly and �llog�cally, not

�n accordance w�th the plowshare he �s bound to. He feels a sense of belong�ng the most at

these t�mes, for he has not felt �t truly ever before even �f he had thought of �t otherw�se;

because all he had known before was g�ven unto h�m. He for the f�rst t�me creates, makes love

ex�st, and so �s exuberant. As once when the man from Frankfurt spake, he sa�d as such: ‘Love

�sn't someth�ng natural. Rather �t requ�res d�sc�pl�ne, concentrat�on, pat�ence, fa�th, and the

overcom�ng of narc�ss�sm. It �sn't a feel�ng, �t �s a pract�ce.’(Fromm.2022). So thusly, when man

conquered love, he also conquered h�mself.” 

 

 “A great dawn-t�me wa�ts for you, fr�ends. Over vast seas and lands shall you too f�nd your

place, where you belong to. Your love shall bo�l, �t shall sp�ll over all attempts to hold �t �n. It shall

know no bounds once �t does. So let your love flow over you, fr�ends! Let your des�re for be�ng

loved come back as your hand reach�ng out; to love! Thus shall ye pass from the long dark

n�ghts of unquest�oned serv�tude �nto the golden glow of the r�s�ng sun.” 

 

 Thus spake the great fool, the Ape of Zarathustra; on the gates of a town dear to h�m named

the P�ed Cow(N�etzsche.2011). 
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