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It is a cold morning in Leipzig. They usually are. The streets are busy, crowded with the sounds of 

people coming and going. Among them, Lou Andreas-Salomé, slender and agile, wearing a 

confident smile and cheerful attitude, moves easily. She walks from one store to another, filling two 

big canvas bags with bread, fruits and other necessities. 

Although she’s dressed in black, it’s her character that makes her stand out in the crowd, like a 

silver-lined cloud on a rainy day. 

Inside the Winterplan home, specifically in the kitchen, Friedrich Nietzsche might as well have 

disappeared among the furniture, all grey and dark. 

Sitting by the breakfast table, he holds a half-empty glass of milk in one hand, his head sunken into 

the forearm that rests on the board. At times he complains in low groans due to one of his 

migraines. 

Through the window, besides the silvery morning light, the urban racket enters in waves, drilling 

Fred’s mind like the reminder of something left undone, a sort of abstract task that takes a lifetime 

to accomplish and is never actually finished. An impossible quest that changes each and every day. 

Suddenly, like the lightning that streaks across the sky, like the sunbeam that banishes all darkness 

from the house, Lou comes in through the double door gate. 

―Fred, are you home? 

She asks, naively. Fred doesn’t answer. He won’t even move, only growling low. Lou walks to the 

kitchen, tries again. 

―Fred, I’m home! 

He musters what energy’s left in him. 

―Kitchen. 



Lou enters the room and looks at Fred, pities him. She strokes her hair and sets the bags on the 

table. Fred remains still. 

As she supplies the ample cupboards with the things she bought, Lou signs softly to herself, which 

is more than Fred can take, which he shows with a pitiful grunt. Lou smiles, cruel. 

―Fred, are you alright? 

Fred’s head barely moves to one side, showing one of his eyes between his hear and forearm. He 

seems to be looking from a place far away. 

―Do you really have to ask? 

His voice is growly, emphatic, although Lou won’t let herself be brought down by it. 

―And you’re in a bad mood, also! It’s going to be a great day, Fred. 

He lifts his head with eyes closed, makes an attempt to open them, but the pain is overbearing. Fred 

sinks into his palms and puts his elbows on the table. 

―The only thing that could make this day worse is you being in a good mood. 

Lou laughs openly. 

―Come on, Fred, are you really that bothered by my cheerful disposition? 

―Yes, even more than you imagine. 

Lou strokes his hair again, sits beside him and stares, like a curious child trying to force a turtle 

from its shell. 

―Fred. 

―What? 

―Please look at me. 

―I don’t want to. 

―You don’t want to look at me? 

―Don’t want to open my eyes. 

―Because of your migraine? 

Fred nods slightly. 



―Well, then just listen. 

―Do I have a choice? 

Lou looks around, apparently deep in thought, as if considering a serious answer. Then states, sure 

of her resolution. 

―Seeing how you’re sitting here, unable to move, I would say no. You don’t. 

Fred grunts again, loathing what may come. 

―Speak, then. 

―Good. ―Lou sets both her hands on the table, adopts a mature posture- Fred, there’s something I 

need to know. 

Lou pauses, Fred holds his breath, but nothing happens. He opens his eyes and looks at her a 

moment, then the pain strikes back and forces his eyes shut. 

Fred waves a hand to make her talk again. Lou breathes in deeply, exhales and then speaks. 

―Fred, do you love me? 

Fred’s head shakes, his eyes wide open set on Lou. The pain recedes, if only for the time it takes the 

question to sink into his deepest thoughts. A moment later, the migraine returns with a brutal 

vengeance that forces him to curl back. 

―Fred, are you alright? 

No response. 

―Fred? 

―Love… ―His voice sounds deep, rock-like- Why do you speak of love in the morning? 

Lou moves a bit closer to him, speaks softly. 

―Why not, Fred? There’s no wrong time of day to speak of love. Especially today, with you. 

―Me? 

―Yes. 

With great effort, Fred raises his head, turns to her without opening his eyes. It seems to Lou that he 

sees her with his mind’s eye. It’s somewhat unnerving. 



―What about Paul? ―Fred asks- 

―What about him? ―Lou acts nonchalantly- 

―Where is he? 

―On the train. 

Fred doesn’t understand. 

―What train? What are you talking about? Is he leaving? 

―Yes. Right now Paul is sitting in one of the cars by himself. That’s all you need to know. 

―Where is he going? Why wouldn’t he say anything? 

―Because I asked him not to. 

―But why? 

Lou huffs, moves closer. Fred feels her warmth near one of his arms, suddenly tense. 

―That doesn’t matter right now, Fred. Please answer the question. 

Fred lowers his head, as if looking down. Sinks back into his hands, dabbling in the pain. 

―The question… 

―Don’t play coy with me, Fred. Do you love me or not? 

Fred swallows, his throat unexpectedly parched, like the desert or a dead riverbed. 

―We’re friends, Lou. ―He resolves finally- 

―I know, but that’s not what I asked you. Do you love me? 

A pause. 

―As a friend? ―Fred seems to beg for mercy- 

―No. You know what I mean. Tell me if you love me. 

Fred stalls, thinks he could stall indefinitely, but doesn’t know to what end. If Paul’s gone, then in 

all probability Lou is prepared to spend all day long waiting for the answer. An escape truly seems 

impossible at the moment, so the only choice is to answer something, anything. 

―No. 

Just the word. No inflection, no emotion. 



Lou examines him, suspicious but not surprised. 

―No? 

―No. 

―Are you sure? 

Fred opens his eyes for a few seconds, his expression painted in tedium to cover a deeper plea. He’d 

like her to stop, but knows Lou would never grant him the silence for which he longs. 

―What is it you want, Lou? Today is not a good day. 

She grins slyly. 

―I want you to rest. 

Fred grumbles, lifts the glass to his mouth and empties it quickly. The woman’s games irritate him 

to no end. He just can’t understand what she’s after, and not just in that precise moment, but at any 

point. Exhausted, puts the glass back on the table, resisting the pain to talk firmly. 

―Rest? I cannot rest, Lou. Have you seen the world out there? Life goes on even when I’m 

sleeping, and I already miss so much of it by staying in here because of a headache. 

He stands up decidedly, but a sudden dizziness assaults him and brings him back to the chair. Lou 

looks at him pitifully. 

―You can’t go out today, Fred. The world lies beyond your limit this morning and that works 

perfectly for me. 

Fred breathes deep, trying to recover, but the dizziness persists. 

―Why? ―He can barely speak- 

―Because you’re defenseless. 

Fred opens one eye, looks at her devilish grin, like a sadistic hunter closing in on their prey. She’s 

just like a cat. 

―Did you catch a particular strain of sadism this morning? ―He asks- Have you spent the last 

months planning how to end me? 

―Perhaps a few weeks. ―She laughs- But no more than that. 



―What about Paul? ―He insists- 

―What about him? 

Fred tries to understand what’s happening. 

―Is his love not enough for you? 

He fails. 

―The love of only one person is never enough, Fred. But that’s not the point. 

―What is it, then? 

Lou stands, her smile turns outright evil. Fred trembles, scared. The moves behind his back, strokes 

his hair softly, lovingly. At the touch of her fingers against his scalp there’s tingling, his whole body 

loosens, forgetting about the pain. 

―Fred. My dear Friedrich. The point is you’re still a boy. 

Lou gradually grows more intense in her stroking, her fingers draw big circles on the cranium, turn 

Fred’s mind into a soft pulp. This careful, deliberate touch crumbles his will as she goes on. 

―You think you’ve seen God’s corpse. You think you know time, but are not even sure of the 

words that come out of your mouth. You seek validation from everyone. It is only through us that 

you become real. If ever you had the chance to become a man, it was before finding me, Fred, and 

that is, precisely, the problem: I am here still, and you haven’t realized what that means to you. 

Fred knows he should resist, he should speak up then, but it’s impossible. Lou is in control now and 

won’t stop just yet. 

―You just come and go every day, drink your milk and go out for walks. You work hard and never 

wonder about what you put on paper because you already forgot. The only thing that gives you 

pause, at times, are the steps of other people in this house. It is only when you think of Paul and I 

that you consider yourself a part of something, that you recognize yourself in a timeline. Even 

worse, my beloved Fred, it is only when you feel me that you wish to feel different somehow. Only 

near me do you want to become a man, and that is your curse, Fred. That is what we must resolve 

before the day comes to an end. 



Fred, having already forgotten about the migraine, drifts away on Lou’s touch until she stops, leans 

beside him and talks softly into his ear. 

―You need to rest, Fred. There will be no more world for you today than this house and myself. 

Come. 

She helps him up by the arm slowly, carefully. Fred lets her guide him without question, confused 

but excited, still unable to understand the situation. 

They walk together out of the kitchen, to the stairs that lead up. He looks at her and for one brief, 

subtle moment, feels oppressed by a faint premonition that fades back into the shadows when she 

smiles at him lovingly, intimately. 

Together they climb the steps in silence. Fred’s mind drifts off slowly into darkness. 

 

Fred opens his eyes and sees only black. Looks around, but can’t pierce the bloom or make up any 

discernible silhouette. He lies on his own bed, under covers that feel familiar to the touch. Sits up. 

His migraine is but an echo of what it was in the morning. Nevertheless, now it’s confusion that 

stresses him. 

―Lou? 

His voice sounds timid, fragile, like a child’s. There’s no answer but the silence. His insides fill 

with dread, for he may be completely alone in the house. Maybe Lou has already left to meet with 

Paul and now there’s no one to talk to him. 

Fred closes his eyes, talks to himself, trying to calm his nerves. 

―Relax, Fritz. Everything is fine. Just get up and step out of the room. 

With a near martial obedience, Fred moves the cover to the side and notes he’s dressed in his 

favorite pajamas. Lowers his feet to the ground, searches blindly for his slippers. Finds one first, 

then the other. Stands up, takes his robe from the hanger and walks to the door. 



Fred opens slowly, afraid of what he might find. As the first streak of light enters the room, so does 

the music that can be heard coming from the first floor. Its sound comforts his conscience. He’s not 

alone. 

After building up some courage, Fred leaves the room and faces the stairs. Walks down to the hall, 

mainly by memory since the rest of the house is also dark. The curtains on the windows are closed 

and there are no lights on anywhere, except for his studio. He can see orange shine through the 

small crevices around the heavy wooden door. 

Also, that’s where the music comes from. A bold, fast waltz that might as well be called Salomé, 

like her. 

Fred fastens the belt around the robe and locks firmly with a tight knot. Walks decidedly toward the 

studio door, surrounds the knob with all the fingers of one hand, but doesn’t open. There is 

something, a kind of spectral will that imposes over his own, rendering him afraid, submissive. 

He knocks timidly. 

―Come in. ―Her voice, on the other side of the door, is like nectar to him- 

What peace Fred had found in the sound of Salome’s invitation is turned to shock when he finds 

that every surface in his office is now covered with candles. Most of them are lit, their light dancing 

as Lou, wearing a pearl gown under an open cherry robe, comes and goes around the whole room, 

lighting a few candles over here, putting out some others, which in turn changes the shape of the 

shadows on the walls. 

Fred hesitates by the door, staring at how Lou lights a candle, then blows on it. She runs to the 

opposite corner of the studio, near the window. Stop suddenly, turns to him and blows the match 

she holds in her hand. 

She smiles, pleased. 

―Fred! You’re finally awake. Please, come in. 

Lou’s tone and movements betray the histrionic intent to build up a melodramatic scene. Fred is not 

impressed by these games, but still walks in. She takes him by the arm and guides him to the couch 



at the center of the room, signals for him to sit and he obeys, still distracted by the candles and the 

fire, such potential danger, a disaster waiting to happen. 

―Did you rest? ―Fred pays no mind to her, so she insists- Are you feeling better? 

―Pardon me? ―He answers, still distracted- 

―Are you better? 

He looks at her at last, tries to control his facial expression, hide his astonishment. She knows, 

though, and lets out a brief laugh. 

―Rest? Yes, yes. My migraine is almost gone. Thank you. 

Lou strokes his cheek, sits on an armrest. 

―I’m glad. I’ve found that, when something overwhelms me there’s just two ways I can shake it 

off: sleeping or… 

―Or dancing, yes. I know. 

Lou smiles, touched. Speaks in a silky voice. 

―Even the most naïve child remembers the people they love. 

As these words enter his brain, Fred raises his inner defenses. His hands tense around his knees. His 

eyes stare at Lou, suspicious of her motives. She laughs openly and stands up. 

―This again? ―Fred complains- 

―It’s up to you that I let go of it, dear. I’m not the one who needs to grow up. 

―Grow up? You, Salomé, talk to me about being mature? 

Lou walks to a cluster of candles, extinguishes their flame one by one as she speaks. 

―Contrary to what you may think, Fred, bitterness is not a sign of maturity. It seems you are more 

confused than I thought. 

―As right as you are about them not being synonyms, you overlook the fact that reason matures 

only as much as it is exercised, and on that basis… 

Lou blows on the last candle in that corner of the studio, which sinks into darkness. Then steps up 

to Fritz. 



―On that basis there’s nothing, Fred. The only thing holding that argument of yours is absence. It’s 

a trap you set yourself. 

Fred looks to a side. Lou walks to a different corner. 

―You need to remember what you have lost, Fred. That which allows you to be independent. 

Otherwise, soon you could stop being interesting. 

He laughs scornfully. 

―Interesting? I don’t need you to validate me, Salomé. All the things you said before… 

―What? Were they lies? 

Hesitation. Fred takes a second to recompose, then speaks dryly. 

―Yes. 

Lou measures him with a stare, sweetly, then turns her back to him and puts out several candles in 

one swipe of her arm. 

―What day is today, Fred? 

―What do you mean? ―He seems confused- 

―You know. Tell me how long you were asleep. Do you know what time it is? 

Irritated, Fred refuses to answer. 

―If I wasn’t around to assure you that you slept through the day, but not more than that, what 

would you do? 

Slowly she extinguishes the rest of the flames in the second corner. Talks as she walks by the wall, 

putting out more candles. 

―Let me guess then. Maybe you would go out to the street, look for someone and ask. But there is 

a problem: What if it’s late at night and there is no one out, or worse, what if some drunken idiot 

attacks you or a poor lost soul tries to force you away from your money? 

Fred sinks in the chair, his fingers clutching both armrests. He restrains from answering only 

because it’s no clear yet where she leads him. 



―How would you know then? How could you be sure that out of this room the world goes on, 

Fred? 

Lou blows potently, puts out the candles in the third corner. Fritz straightens up on the chair, filled 

with certainty for the first time that day. 

―Who cares? ―He exclaims- If at some point we turn our backs on the outside world the only 

thing on which we can rely to dissolve the fear is our own mind. That’s why the outside is not 

important as long as I accept the situation in which I put myself. 

Fred stands up, his eyes lit up from the agitation in his mind. 

―Is that where you’re leading me? Is the end of this act telling me there’s nothing valuable outside 

of my mind or my spirit, or whatever name you want to give it? If that is your conclusion, Salomé, 

you’re even pettier and more predictable than I expected. I might even regret our friendship. 

Lou, still walking along the second wall, putting out candles as she listens, lets him move around 

frantically, moving his hands wildly. When he’s done she walks to him, hides her hands behind her 

back and stops him from saying anything else, always smiling. She lifts a hand to his face, touches 

the tip of his nose with a playful finger. Fred steps back, perplexed. 

―You think yourself a clever little bird, don’t you, Fred? You build a nest with strong sticks, 

forming a solid structure. But just as some birds do, you shut yourself in this construct and try your 

hardest to forget about the world while leaving an exit, an open window through which you can 

look outside without being noticed. It’s a great way to see without engaging, but it doesn’t solve 

your yearning. 

Fred turns his back to her, crosses his arms and speaks scornfully. 

―Yearning? What could I yearn from the world but the food that sustains my existence? 

Lou touches his arm softly. 

―This, Fred. Touch. Empathy. Knowing you’re a part of the whole, not just an observer. 



Fritz walks forward, toward the wall in front of him, one still lit. Lou lets him move away in the 

fashion of a fisher that allows the fish to think it’s free. He moves close to a candle, loses himself in 

the flame. 

Lou speaks lovingly. 

―You want to prove you know how people work inside, straining yourself to exhaustion just to 

show us you’re above all mundane things, all that makes us human. God! You drink your milk 

plain, never add honey or coffee. You walk far, but always in a hurry, never stopping to look at 

flowers, birds, or the sky. It’s all about the next moment, the following step to reveal the meaning of 

the previous one, forgetting about what it means to be alive here, now. 

Fred raises a hand toward the flame. Lou moves to him slowly. 

―There is a vast difference between living and observing life from the outside, Fred, and you can 

do both, you just haven’t realized. 

His fingers touch the fire for a moment, then retreat quickly, in pain. Fred looks closely at his 

fingertips, strokes them with a thumb. Behind him, she stares in curiosity. 

―You think I haven’t realized? 

―I think you don’t allow yourself to do it. 

Fred smiles sadly, his eyes still locked on the flame. 

―You’re certain I go out only to observe, ―He begins- that my work is a form of escapism. 

Perhaps you think my migraines are nothing but a pretext to stay away from life. But you’re wrong. 

Lou still smiles as he turns to face her. 

―You asked me if I love you. Do you still want to know? 

Her smile fades, turns into melancholy as she nods. 

―Yes, I do. 

Fred’s shoulders relax. His facial expression and his eyes follow. 

―In truth I do. Always have. When you confronted me for the first time, when you read your Ode 

to Life. Through every situation and every moment you have exposed your soul; whenever I get to 



listen and talk to you alone, without others around. Right now, even, when you’re this unbearably 

arrogant. ―He pauses for a second, swallows dryness and turns back to the wall. Extinguishes 

several candles- Right now, when you think you’re toying with me because you know I’m cornered. 

Right now, when I have no escape because you’ve invaded my world and all I can see is you. 

Fred turns again, lifts an open hand to her cheek but stops, hesitates and moves away, back to the 

couch. Then he goes on. 

―And I know you love me too, that’s why you planned whatever this is. I know you wanted to give 

yourself to me somehow, at least once. 

Lou smiles, her plot discovered. She blushes. 

―But you had to do it in such a peculiar way. You had to be this strange, detached from everything 

familiar to me. You had to be you. 

Fred looks down, shy. Lou walks to him, touches his shoulder. He holds her tightly, sinks into her 

like a scared boy. 

―Be mi wife. 

The words come out of him with the stern determination of innocence. Lou is the one in shock now. 

―What? 

―I love you. Be my wife. 

Lou, deeply touched, smiles as she strokes his neck and the back of his head. 

―Fred… 

―Don’t. 

―You know I… 

Fred tenses. 

―Please don’t. You don’t need to tell me Paul is waiting for you wherever he’s gone. I know. 

Lou steps back to look at him, holds his face in her hands and kisses his lips. The kiss is pure, warm 

and loving, as if she put in it all the life she wouldn’t live with him. 

They move apart a few seconds later. Fred looks away, restraining himself. 



―Please give him my best. Let him know how much he means to me. 

Lou smiles, satisfied. 

―I always knew, Fred. 

―Knew what? 

―That you’re a romantic. 

Fred smiles now, his eyes show a profound, sincere sadness about to overflow. 

―No one would believe you if you told them. 

Laughter. Her laughter rings in his ears again as she strokes her cheek for the last time. She doesn’t 

close the distance but turns away, walking to the door. 

Lou stops before stepping out, turns and looks at him. 

―Fred? 

―Yes? 

―I love you too. 

Fred stares beyond her, at all she means to him. His eyes burning with the light of the last few 

candles. 

Lou exits the room, closes the door behind her. Fred crumbles onto the chair heavily, clutches the 

armrests fiercely, fighting the flood of tears that, in spite of reason, of pragmatism and stoicism, 

soon overcomes him. 


