
 

  

 

"Ah, God, one of my   

favorite fictional characters." 

--Homer Simpson 
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or a fictional character, this God of the Old and New 

Testament is certainly not a pleasant fellow. It makes one 

wonder why anyone would think spending eternity with 

such a moody creature would be "heaven." Indeed, this God is a 

mass murderer without peer. Just take Passover, a "festival" for 

many Jews, which is akin to saying that we should have a special 

holiday for Charlie Manson. Except that "God" in this case is 

much crueler and much more vengeful and probably much taller 

than the diminutive 

Manson, who was only 

(believe it or not) 5"2.  

In Passover, God 

instructs Moses and 

Aaron to tell the 

congregation of Israel 

to make sure to: "... 

Take of the blood [of 

the lamb that is 

slaughtered], and strike 

it on the two side posts 

and on the upper door post of the houses" and "For I will pass 

through the land of Egypt this night, and will smite all the 

firstborn in the land of Egypt, both man and beast... And the 

blood shall be to you for a token upon the houses where ye are: 

and when I see the blood, I will pass over you, and the plague 

shall not be upon you to destroy you, when I smite the land of 

Egypt." 
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hink about this passage closely and deeply, but instead of 

imagining that you are a Jew imagine you are an Egyptian 

mother with a beautiful boy. This "God" that so many 

people worship kills her son. 

Imagine her pain. What did she (not the Pharaoh, not the ruling 

class ...) do to deserve this? Ah, nothing. Absolutely nothing 

except be born Egyptian and not get the word on the street from 

the Jews (in the know) that you were supposed to paint some 

dead Lamb blood on your 

door. 

Let us update this story a bit 

and put a modern spin on it so 

as to more graphically 

illustrate the absolute 

insaneness of what "God" is 

doing here. Replace the Lamb's 

blood with something that we 

can all relate with..... hmm, a Snickers bar. Now picture this: God 

talks to two guys (let's update their names) Mo and Bro and says, 

"Hey, be sure to get a Snickers bar that was made fresh this past 

year and on the 14th of this month get your whole crew together 

(you know, our frat boys and sororit girls) and squeeze out the 

nougat center of the candy bar. Smear that tasty confection on 

your front door. Now I am going to get downright mean and 

vicious later tonite and if I see that Snickers bar goo on your door, 

I won't kill your first born. But if I see a Baby Ruth or a  
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utterfinger or a Twix bar, rest assured, I am going to kill 

their little kid and their little pet dog and destroy whatever 

art work they have that doesn't have my signature on it. 

Yo, I am the Lord, Mo and Bro. And never shall you forget it." 

Huh? And this is a festival I am supposed to think honors God? 

Geez, Charlie Manson didn't even kill anybody personally at 

Sharon Tate’s  home (he ordered the killings) and we have him 

locked up in prison for life.  

Maybe, it is time we incarcerate this 

"God" we worship and put him in a 

straight jacket and send him off to 

the loony bin where he belongs. Or, 

better yet, maybe it is time that we 

kill this murderer of innocent 

children and stop praying to this 

sick whacko of an icon. 

Sound too harsh? Think again. We 

worship a God who murders 

children because their parents (who 

are just as clueless as we are today) 

didn't have the foresight to put a 

Snickers bar on their front door. Oops, I left an Abba Zabba bar 

out instead. . .  .dead. Oops, I left milk duds out instead. . . . dead. 

Oops, I didn't leave any candy out for the Boogey Man known as 

God. . . . dead. 
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nd we think religion is necessary to be moral? This God 

of Passover is so vile, so sickening that there is no other 

word to describe him, except to exclaim that God is the 

greatest serial killer in human history. 

When are we going to put this sick 

bastard on trial? Ah, I see. He is 

nowhere to be found. He is a fugitive 

on the run. Or, as Stendahl said better, 

"God's only excuse is that he doesn't 

exist." Which is why we should stop 

worshipping fictional characters who 

are sicker than any psycho killer out 

on the lamb (pun intended).  

That billions of people think that this 

depiction of God is good or just or 

worthy of our attention just goes to 

show you how truly stupid we are as a species.  

Maybe we should start describing our devotional services to this 

deity in our more accurate way. . . hmm, the Church of the 

Eternal Ted Bundy? Or, how about The Church of the Infinitely 

Hungry Jeffrey Dahmer? 

No wonder one wise person once quipped, "If there really is a 

God, he or she may find atheism less insulting than Religion."       
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he Atheism of Peter McWilliams 

I first met Peter McWilliams in Del Mar, California, 

back in 1994 when he came to visit me at my home. 

He had been a long-time follower of the spiritual 

teacher, John-Roger Hinkins, founder of MSIA, and 

was in the process of writing a critical expose’ of his 

former guru. He wanted my assistance because I had written two 

highly critical articles of John-Roger 

which eventually led John-Roger to 

personally rob my home and make 

death threats against those close to me.  

Peter asked to use some of my research 

materials for his book which caused 

quite a stir when it was published later 

that year under the title Life 102: What to 

Do When Your Guru Sues You. Peter and 

I got along quite well and we kept in 

contact over the next five years. I only 

learned later that Peter had contacted 

AIDS and cancer. In the late 1990s when 

I was in London, England on a sabbatical I heard from Greg 

Vlamis, who was really the secret ‚deep throat‛ behind the entire 

J.R. Controversy which first exploded in 1983, that Peter had done 

the unthinkable. He sold his copyright of Life 102 over to John-

Roger Hinkins for two million dollars in cash.  
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asically, this was J.R.’s way of forcing the book out of 

circulation and having it withdrawn from most bookstores 

and from preventing its startling revelations wide 

distribution.  

Personally, this came as a shock 

to me because I had only 

agreed to give Peter my 

research documentation if he 

agreed not go south on me as 

had previous informants in the 

past. In addition, Peter and I 

had worked out a deal where 

his entire book would be placed 

on my Neuralsurfer website for 

free and available to anyone 

worldwide. 

To make an exceptionally long story uber short (hopefully, one 

day I will tell the unedited version of what transpired), I got sued 

by John-Roger’s MSIA for copyright infringement because (given 

what Peter had promised to me at our first meeting) I refused to 

take the book off my site. I eventually lost the suit and today Life 

102 is nowhere to be found, except as a used book and even then 

usually for a higher price than what it originally sold for new. 

However, before my case went to trial I got the chance to meet 

Peter again in his Hollywood home (which he had bought with 

his new found wealth). 
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e was chain smoking pot and had his pool in the dead of 

winter heated to about 100 degrees. He greeted me at 

the door with a bird on his shoulder wearing nothing 

but a bathrobe and a reefer dangling out of his mouth. 

We discussed many things that night 

(which, again, I hope to retell in more detail 

in  a different article), but one thing he said 

has always stuck with me. Peter mentioned 

that he wanted to write a final book in his 

Life 101 series which had made him and J.R. 

relatively famous since they sold hundreds 

of thousands of copies.  

Peter had been deeply involved with 

mystical traditions for decades (he once 

wrote a very popular treatise on Maharishi  

Mahesh Yogi and T.M.) and felt that they 

were completely wrong. Indeed, he changed from becoming an 

extremely devoted ‚believer‛ to a rabid skeptic of anything 

smacking of religion. He wanted to call his new book, GOD 101: 

THERE IS NONE. 

Peter, as far I know, never finished that book because his life was 

cut short when he was forced by the Feds to stop his intake of 

medical marijuana, the one substance that he found that could 

control his nausea after taking his AIDS medicine. Without the 

pot, he couldn’t hold down his prescribed medicines.  
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 can personally vouch for this since I saw Peter ‘s condition 

when he was in jail without pot and when he was at his home 

with an abundant supply. 

In any case, Peter chided me on my persistent agnostic-mystic 

leanings (as I tell my students at CSULB and MSAC, when they 

ask me about my religious tendencies, ‚I am just too stupid to be 

a full-fledged atheist‛),  and tried to convince me that the only 

real enlightenment to be had was through hemp! 

I have always had a fondness for Peter, even if at one-time I was 

aghast that he compromised so many of his informants, including 

me, by selling Life 102 to J.R. However, I too have found myself in 

compromising positions (where I made my own bargains with 

the Devil) and one can quite understand how two million dollars 

cash can be a persuasive deal 

maker.  

Peter McWilliams, I believe, 

would have written one of the 

best atheist books in the past 

twenty years if he had lived 

long enough. He could have 

given Richard Dawkins, 

Christopher Hitchens, and Sam 

Harris a serious run for their 

money, primarily because Peter 

would have written a genuinely funny book on why he and 

everyone else shouldn’t believe in God. 
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am Harris rightly points out that we are all atheists to some 

extent. Christians for instance are atheistic about Hindu 

gods and devout Muslims are atheistic about Greek gods 

like Zeus. So the real issue isn’t about atheism, per se, but about 

which god  or god we still think deserves championing.  

If Peter McWilliams were alive 

today, I can imagine him chiding 

me anew and telling me in no 

uncertain terms (undoubtedly with 

a freshly minted joint in his hand 

for added effect) that the only god 

worth praising is Truth itself. And if 

we cannot stand aside and let that 

deity have its way, well, guess 

what? We deserve the fictions we 

worship and the horrors they 

generate. 

This issue is a partial tribute to the wonderful insights and 

witticisms of Peter McWilliams.  

  

S 

“All the things you think you should have done that you didn't do, and all of 

the things that you shouldn't have done, accept them. You did (or did not) do 

them. That's reality. That's happened. No changing the past.” 

--Peter McWilliams 
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Peter McWilliams is Dead.  
By William F. Buckley 

 

 
 

 

Age?  Fifty.  

   

Profession? Author, poet, publisher.  

   

Particular focus of interest? A federal judge in California (George King) 

would decide in a few weeks how long a sentence to hand down, and 

whether to send McWilliams to prison or let him serve his sentence at 

home.  

   

What was his offense? He collaborated in growing marijuana plants.  

   

What was his defense? Well, the judge wouldn't allow him to plead his 

defense to the jury. If given a chance, the defense would have argued that 

under Proposition 215, passed into California constitutional law in 1996, 

infirm Californians who got medical relief from marijuana were permitted 

to use it. The judge also forbade any mention that McWilliams suffered 

from AIDS and cancer, and got relief from the marijuana.  
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hat was he doing when he died? Vomiting. The vomiting hit 

him while in his bathtub, and he choked to death. Was there 

nothing he might have done to still the impulse to vomit? Yes, 

he could have taken marijuana; but the judge's bail terms forbade him to 

do so, and he submitted to weekly urine tests to confirm that he was living 

up to the terms of his bail.  

   

Did anybody take note of the risk he was undergoing? He took Marinol -- a 

proffered, legal substitute, but reported after using it that it worked for him 

only about one-third of the time. When it didn't work, he vomited.  

   

Was there no public protest against the judge's ruling? Yes. On June 9, the 

television program 20/20 devoted a segment to the McWilliams plight. 

Commentator John Stossel summarized: "McWilliams is out of prison on 

the condition that he not smoke marijuana, but it was the marijuana that 

kept him from vomiting up his medication. I can understand that the 

federal drug police don't agree with what some states have decided to do 

about medical marijuana, but does that give them the right to just end-run 

those laws and lock people up?"  

   

 Shortly after the trial last year, Charles Levendosky, writing in the Ventura 

County (Calif.) Star, summarized: "The cancer treatment resulted in 

complete remission." But only the marijuana gave him sustained relief from 

the vomiting that proved mortal.  

   

Is it being said, in plain language, that the judge's obstinacy resulted in 

killing McWilliams? Yes. A Libertarian Party press release has made 

exactly that charge. "McWilliams was prohibited from using medical 

marijuana -- and being denied access to the drug's anti-nausea properties 

almost certainly caused his death." Reflecting on the judge's refusal to let 

the jury know that there was understandable reason for McWilliams to  
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believe he was acting legally, I ended a column in November by writing, 

"So, the fate of Peter McWilliams is in the hands of Judge King. Perhaps the 

cool thing for him to do is delay a ruling for a few months, and just let 

Peter McWilliams die." Well, that happened on June 14.  

   

The struggle against a fanatical imposition of federal laws on marijuana 

will continue, as also on the question whether federal laws can stifle state 

initiatives. Those who believe the marijuana laws are insanely misdirected 

have a martyr.  

   

Peter was a wry, mythogenic guy, humorous, affectionate, articulate, 

shrewd, sassy. He courted anarchy at the moral level. His most recent book 

(his final book) was called Ain't Nobody's Business If You Do. We were old 

friends, and I owe my early conversion to word processing to his 

guidebook on how to do it. Over the years we corresponded, and he would 

amiably twit my conservative opinions.  

     

When I judged him to have gone rampant on his own individualistic views 

in his book, I wrote him to that effect. I cherish his reply -- nice acerbic 

deference, the supreme put-down:  

   

"Please remember the Law of Relativity as applied to politics: In order for 

you to be right, at least someone else must be wrong. Your rightness is only 

shown in relation to the other's wrongness. Conversely, your rightness is 

necessary for people like me to look truly wrong. Before Bach, people said 

of bad organ music, `That's not quite right.' After Bach, people said flatly, 

`That's wrong.' This allowed dedicated composers to grow, and cast the 

neophytes back to writing how-to-be-happy music. So, thank me for my 

wrongness, as so many reviews of my book will doubtless say, `People 

should read more of a truly great political commentator: William F. 

Buckley Jr.' "  
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Why Was Peter McWilliams Murdered?    
By Paul Krassner 

 In 1996, Peter McWilliams -- a Los Angeles author and publisher -- was 

diagnosed with cancer and AIDS. He survived the cancer and got the AIDS 

under control with pills that made him nauseous. Ironically, if he threw up 

his lunch, that regurgitation would also include the nausea-producing pills 

he needed in order to stay alive. However, if he smoked marijuana, it 

would not only increase his appetite, it would also counteract the nausea.  

   If cancer and AIDS patient Peter McWilliams smoked marijuana, it 

would not only increase his appetite, it would also counteract the 

nausea caused by his medications.  

 

   That same year, California Proposition 215 was passed, legalizing 

marijuana for medical use when recommended by a physician. It had been 

recommended to McWilliams by four physicians. Cannabis club were 

opened up where AIDS patients could purchase marijuana. McWilliams 

devised a plan to supply marijuana to these buyers' cooperatives that were 

providing a legal service for their sick and dying customers, at reasonable 

prices in a pleasant setting.  

 

Imagine such a spirit ending its life at 50, just because they wouldn't let 
him have a toke. We have to console ourselves with the comment of 

the two prosecutors. They said they were "saddened" by Peter 
McWilliams' death. Many of us are--by his death and by the causes of it. 

 

By William F. Buckley | 6-24-00 | 
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 He hired Todd McCormick -- a cancer patient since the age of nine - to 

research and write a book, How to Grow Medical Marijuana. McCormick 

proceeded to grow 4,000 plants in a mansion known as the Cannabis 

Castle. But the DEA insisted that federal law superceded state law, and he 

was arrested in 1997. Federal prosecutors obtained an order forbidding a 

medical-marijuana defense -- leaving him with no defense at all -- and in 

order to avoid a mandatory ten-year minimum sentence McCormick 

pleaded guilty, and is currently serving a five-year sentence.  

   In 1998, Peter McWilliams was arrested as the kingpin of this conspiracy 

to cultivate and distribute medical marijuana. His best-selling book, Ain't 

Nobody's Business If You Do), had chronicled the cruel absurdity of putting 

people in prison who had not harmed anyone. Now, not only had 

McWilliams not harmed anyone, he was trying to help others.  

   Federal prosecutors obtained an order forbidding a medical-

marijuana defense… leaving him with no defense at all.  

 

   But, like McCormick, he was not allowed a medical-marijuana defense 

and ultimately pleaded guilty. Furthermore, a federal judge prohibited him 

from smoking his medicine while he awaited sentencing, which was 

scheduled for August 15, 2000 - the second day of the Democratic 

convention in Los Angeles, so it was unlikely that there would be any 

media coverage of his incarceration.  

   Anthropologists of the future will look back upon these times and 

wonder how they could have been so barbaric. Although seven states and 

Washington, D.C., have passed initiatives to legalize medical marijuana, 

Indiana congressman Mark Souder (known as "Mad Mark") claims that any 

effort to make medical marijuana legal "is just a phony excuse to be a pot-

head."  
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   Basically, then, the war on drugs seems to be a war against pleasure. As 

long as any government can arbitrarily decide which drugs are legal, 

anybody behind bars for illegal drugs is a political prisoner. No wonder the 

propagandistic Partnership For a Drug Free America is funded by tobacco, 

alcohol and pharmaceutical corporations. I asked High Times editor Steve 

Hager for his overview. His reply:  

   "My main focus is establishing the counterculture as a legitimate 

minority group whose basic rights have been denied. A major reason 

for the Drug War is the persecution of our culture. Marijuana is the 

sacrament of the counterculture. This will never change, and we will 

never accept the prohibition of our sacrament. How could one expect 

any legitimate spiritual movement to be forced into surrendering a 

sacrament? Marijuana has over a 5,000-year-old history of religious 

use in India.  

   "Imagine if alcohol was outlawed and a group of Catholics began 

holding underground mass with real wine. Do you think they would 

be subjected to mandatory minimum sentences, forfeiture, losing 

their children? Yet this happens every day to devoted, peaceful 

members of our culture. Currently these people are being sold into 

slavery to corporations like Wackenhut, who have turned the 

privatized prison-industrial complex into the most profitable 

industry in America."  

   Marijuana is the country's fourth-largest cash crop, after corn, soybeans 

and hay. There are 70 million Americans who have smoked marijuana. 

Eleven million still smoke it every month, and half of them smoke it every 

day. And they inhale. And they enjoy it.  
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Imagine if alcohol was outlawed and a group of Catholics began holding 

underground mass with real wine. Do you think they would be subjected to 

mandatory minimum sentences, forfeiture, losing their children?  

 

   At the same time, marijuana arrests have accelerated during the last 

decade. FBI statistics indicate that in 1998 there were 682,885 pot busts, 88% 

for mere possession. Pot busts have more than doubled since 1990. Some 

43,000 American citizens are currently in prison for marijuana, costing $7.5 

billion a year of taxpayers' money.  

   In federal prisons, the average drug offender spends more time 

imprisoned (82.2 months) than rapists (73.3 months). In California, more 

inmates are doing life terms for possession of marijuana than for murder, 

rape and robbery combined.  

Marijuana is the country's fourth-largest cash crop, after corn, soybeans, 

and hay.  

 

   In the larger prison outside those walls, more and more companies are 

requiring employees to submit to random drug tests, and their privacy 

goes down the drain while their urine is sent to the lab. Rolling Stone and 

the New York Times are among the publications, which have such a policy. 

When a Times employee takes a drug test, the faucets are removed from the 

sinks in the bathroom so that the testee will not be able to dilute his or her 

urine with tap water.  

   Peter McWilliams was subject to random drug tests for two years while 

his sentencing date was postponed over and over. His AIDS medications 

caused nausea, but he couldn't smoke marijuana to keep it down. And he 

vomited, and vomited, and vomited again. Every day.  
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  "The stomach acid that comes up along with everything else with the 

regularity of Old Faithful," he told me with a touch of mordant humor, "has 

eroded my teeth into spiky little remnants of their former selves -- my 

mouth resembles a photograph from The Amazing Ozark Mountain Book of 

Dental Oddities."  

   He tried various techniques to keep the AIDS pills down a little longer 

before vomiting. In addition to large doses of Marinol, he added herbs to 

the mix, and then he would curl up in a fetal position in hot water. 

Gradually, over several months of trial and error, he was able to increase 

the length of time he could hold down his medications, from 30 minutes to 

an hour and fifteen minutes.  

   "That 45-minute increase," he said, "is apparently enough for the 

medications to get into my system. But the procedure of keeping them 

down is agonizing, exhausting and debilitating, and I have to do it three 

times a day. It would be entirely unnecessary if I could use medical 

marijuana."  

   On June 14, two months before he was due to be sentenced, McWilliams 

was found dead in his bathtub. He had died from asphyxiation. He had 

choked to death on his own vomit. He had been murdered -- depriving the 

ill of medicine they need is "depraved indifference" or Murder Two -- but 

by whom? And for what reason?  

   I accuse President Bill Clinton, for coming out against medical marijuana, 

as if to say, "I feel your pain, I just don't want to help you relieve it."  

   I accuse Drug Czar Barry McCaffrey, who, after medical-marijuana 

initiatives were passed in Arizona and California, proclaimed: "There is not 

a shred of scientific evidence that shows that smoked marijuana is useful or 

needed."  
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   I accuse California Governor Gray Davis, for opposing recommendations 

by his own Attorney General's Task Force on Medical Marijuana.  

   I accuse Assistant U.S. Attorneys Jackie Chooljian and Mary Fulginiti, the 

prosecutors who sought to prevent the use of a medical-marijuana defense.  

   I accuse Federal Judge George King, who denied Peter McWilliams -- 

slumping in his wheelchair in the courtroom -- his legal right to smoke 

medical marijuana.  

 

   I accuse Federal Judge George King, who denied Peter McWilliams -- 

slumping in his wheelchair in the courtroom -- his legal right to smoke 

medical marijuana.  

    These individuals participated in an unspoken conspiracy, all for the 

same reason. And what was it that they had in common? They all wanted 

to keep their fucking jobs. They all wanted to advance in their careers. They 

all wanted prestige. They wanted to live in a nice house. They wanted to 

send their kids to college. They wanted to be responsible to their families. 

And the price was simply their own humanity.  

   McWilliams' death, at the age of 50, occurred on the same day that the 

governor of Hawaii signed into law a medical-marijuana bill passed by the 

state legislature, making Hawaii the first state in the United States to 

authorize the medicinal use of marijuana through the legislature rather 

than by a vote of the people.  

   That had been attempted twice in California, and although the legislature 

passed the bill in each case, then-Governor Pete Wilson vetoed it both 

times, and so the people decided to eliminate the middleman and passed a 

referendum.  
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   A few politicians have had the compassion and courage to speak out 

against the insanity of the war on drugs. I mean the war on some drugs. I 

mean the war on some human beings who use some drugs. Among such 

heroes: New Mexico Governor Gary Johnson (a Republican); he stated, 

"We're trying to get tougher with things that we got away with! And there's a 

hypocrisy to that, in my opinion."  

   And California State Senator John Vasconcellos (a Democrat); he 

introduced legislation to implement recommendations whereby persons 

legally possessing ID cards would be immune from arrest under state law 

for possession, transportation, delivery or cultivation of medical marijuana. 

In July, that bill was passed.  

   Also in July, the DEA -- forced by recent scientific evidence -- began 

legally binding procedures that will likely result in the end of marijuana 

prohibition. Meanwhile, like a pair of dinosaurs trying to survive, both 

major presidential candidates are drowning in chickenshit. Al Gore 

smoked pot, and George Bush snorted nepotism, but they have both taken 

public anti-medical-marijuana positions.  

   Another presidential candidate, democratic socialist David McReynolds 

has come out as a pot-smoker. Indeed, his story about the relationship 

between marijuana and communication is included in my book, Pot Stories 

for the Soul.  

   At the Green Party convention in July, Ralph Nader's opponents -- Jello 

Biafra (lead singer of The Dead Kennedys; political activist) and Steve 

Gaskin (founder of The Farm commune; author of Cannabis Spirituality) - 

each preceded Nader with a ten-minute speech. Biafra called the war on 

drugs "ethnic cleansing, American style." Gaskin, sad and angry over Peter 

McWilliams' death, spoke with great passion, declaring that it was "as if 

Barry McCaffrey came out with a pistol like that South Vietnamese general 

and executed him."  
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  Nader watched this on the TV monitor, and during his own speech -- 

clearly influenced by Gaskin's tribute to McWilliams, he proclaimed: 

"We've got to stop this drug war that does these horrible things to our 

people."  

   Peter will be missed. He was the victim of a political assassination, but his 

inspiring legacy continues to live on.  

 

   Later, in his lengthy 

acceptance speech, Nader 

said: "At home, our criminal 

justice system, being 

increasingly driven by the 

corporate prison industry that 

wants ever more customers, 

grossly discriminates against 

minorities and is greatly 

distorted by the extremely 

expensive and failed war on 

drugs. These prisons often 

become finishing schools for 

criminal recidivists. At the 

same time, the criminal justice 

system excludes criminally behaving corporations and their well-defended 

executives."  

   At the National Libertarian Party convention -- where presidential 

candidate Harry Browne came out firmly for decriminalization of 

marijuana -- Peter McWilliams became the posthumous winner of their 

Champion of Liberty Award. Peter will be missed. He was the victim of a 

political assassination, but his inspiring legacy continues to live on.  
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We Killed God?                                                
By Friedrich Nietzsche 

Have you not heard of that madman who lit a lantern in the bright 

morning hours, ran to the market-place, and cried incessantly: "I am 

looking for God! I am looking for God!" As many of those who did not 

believe in God were standing together there, he excited considerable 

laughter. Have you lost him, then? said one. Did he lose his way like a 

child? said another. Or is he hiding? Is he afraid of us? Has he gone on a 

voyage? or emigrated? Thus they shouted and laughed. The madman 

sprang into their midst and pierced them with his glances. 

 

"Where has God gone?" he cried. "I shall tell you. We have killed him - you 

and I. We are his murderers. But how have we done this? How were we 

able to drink up the sea? Who gave us the sponge to wipe away the entire 

horizon? What did we do when we unchained the earth from its sun? 

Whither is it moving now? Whither are we moving now? Away from all 

suns? Are we not perpetually falling? Backward, sideward, forward, in all 

directions? Is there any up or down left? Are we not straying as through an 

infinite nothing? Do we not feel the breath of empty space? Has it not 

become colder? Is it not more and more night coming on all the time? Must 

not lanterns be lit in the morning? Do we not hear anything yet of the noise 

of the gravediggers who are burying God? Do we not smell anything yet of 

God's decomposition? Gods too decompose. God is dead. God remains 

dead. And we have killed him. How shall we, murderers of all murderers, 

console ourselves? That which was the holiest and mightiest of all that the  
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world has yet possessed has bled to death under our knives. Who will wipe 

this blood off us? With what water could we purify ourselves? What 

festivals of atonement, what sacred games shall we need to invent? Is not 

the greatness of this deed too great for us? Must we not ourselves become 

gods simply to be worthy of it? There has never been a greater deed; and 

whosoever shall be born after us - for the sake of this deed he shall be part 

of a higher history than all history hitherto." 

 

Here the madman fell silent and again regarded his listeners; and they too 

were silent and stared at him in astonishment. At last he threw his lantern 

to the ground, and it broke and went out. "I have come too early," he said 

then; "my time has not come yet. The tremendous event is still on its way, 

still travelling - it has not yet reached the ears of men. Lightning and 

thunder require time, the light of the stars requires time, deeds require time 

even after they are done, before they can be seen and heard. This deed is 

still more distant from them than the distant stars - and yet they have done 

it themselves." 

 

It has been further related that on that same day the madman entered 

divers churches and there sang a requiem. Led out and quietened, he is 

said to have retorted each time: "what are these churches now if they are 

not the tombs and sepulchres of God?" 

________________----The Gay Science 
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 ichard Dawkins is perfectly on target to screed 

 

 

 
 

 

 


