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If I call myself an individualist anarchist, an 
iconoclast, and a nihilist, it is precisely because I 
believe that in these adjectives there is the highest 
and most complete expression of my willful and 
reckless individuality that, like an overflowing river, 
wants to expand, impetuously sweeping away dikes 
and hedges, until it crashes into a granite boulder, 
shattering and breaking up in its turn. I do not 
renounce life. I exalt and sing it.

...
Life—for me—is neither good nor bad, neither 

a theory nor an idea. Life is a reality, and the reality 
of life is war. For one who is a born warrior, life is 
a fountain of joy, for others it is only a fountain of 
humiliation and sorrow. I no longer demand carefree 
joy from life. It couldn’t give it to me, and I would 
no longer know what to do with it now that my 
adolescence is past…

Instead I demand that it give me the perverse 
joy of battle that gives me the sorrowful spasms of 
defeat and the voluptuous thrills of victory.
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